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"Ineed to ask you a favor," Daniel said. We were having lunch, as we tried to do every month or so. Daniel had been my best friend since high school. He was the best man at my wedding; of course I'd do him a favor.

"Okay, shoot."

"Actually, it's a favor I need from Monica, but I thought I should ask you first."

"You better not tell her that," I joked. My wife and I viewed our marriage as a partnership, and she wouldn't take lightly to the suggestion she needed my permission to do someone a favor.

"Yeah, well when you find out what the favor is, you'll understand." My friend seemed a bit nervous. He ran his fingers through his short blond hair. "See, you know I've been dating this girl, Wendy, you remember her?"

"How could I not, with those breasts, shit." Wendy was a big busty blonde, Daniel had been seeing on and off for the last year. They met at my wedding and started dating shortly after.

"Well, we've broken up."

"Sorry to hear that." I wasn't sure what kind of favor needed that bit of information.

"I bring it up, because now I need a date to my company's holiday party."

"And you want me to set you up with someone?" That didn't make any sense. Daniel was a tall, handsome man. He played football in high school and although he didn't play in college, he liked to keep in shape. He didn't need a schlub like me to get a date.

"Yeah."

"Why do you need a date? It's a holiday party."

"Well, our holiday parties involve a lot of games, and I need a partner."

"Should have thought of that before you broke up with Wendy."

"Sure, rub it in."

"Why is it so important to compete in these games? Can't you just go to the party stag and hang out with your coworkers?"

"The games come with cash prizes."

"Well, in that case of course I'll help you find a date, if that's what you need. My sister might be free. I'll ask—"

"No, no," Daniel said, shaking his head. "I know who I want to ask."

"Then what's the favor you need from me."

"I wanted to ask Monica."

Daniel wanted to ask my wife to be his date for a holiday party. That's not what I was expecting, but it wasn't a total shock. I guess it's here I should explain. At my bachelor party, Daniel and a couple other friends took me to a strip club, where my wife danced for us. Then, she fucked him. It wasn't planned, but just happened, and I found I liked watching.

On our wedding night, Monica fucked all four of us. It was a crazy, spontaneous act, that we all enjoyed but haven't repeated. Although Monica and I often role-play her flirting with her fucking other guys, we haven't actually made it a reality.

"You want to ask my wife out on a date, do you?" I tried to sound angry, but I'm sure it didn't come out that way, because Daniel gave a little laugh.

"Not a date, really."

"Uhm, a man taking a woman to a party sounds like a date to me."

"But, I'm not planning to fuck her after."

"That your definition of a date?"

"Yeah."

"Well, you have fucked her a couple of times already. You think she'll spurn your attempts this time?"

Daniel paused and gave me a hint of a nefarious smile, "I said I wasn't planning on fucking her, never said I wouldn't, if the opportunity came up."

I loved my wife. Thinking about her fucking my friend again aroused my interest, but I wasn't going to push her into it. I wasn't even going to bring it up myself. "You'll have to ask her. I'm not her pimp."

"Don't worry, buddy, no woman has ever said no to me."

"Wendy did."

I think I hit a nerve. Daniel gave me a bitter stare before a smile slowly crept across his face. "Okay, I see, you want to play this game."

"Just saying. You're not a love god."

"Here I am, giving you a heads up that I'm going to ask your wife to go to a party with me, and you insult me."

"Like I said, Monica is free to go out with anyone she wants. My permission isn't necessary."

"And if I do want to fuck her, I don't have to ask?"

The thought had my head spinning, but I didn't want to let on how aroused it got me. I loved Daniel like a brother, but there are still some things you don't tell your brother.

"You gotta ask her, not me."

We finished our lunch and didn't bring up the party or my wife. I was trying to think about something else, so when I stood up everyone wouldn't see the chubby I was sporting in my pants.

We paid our bills and got up to leave. I had to head back to work.

"So when should I expect your call to my wife?"

"I thought you didn't care."

"I never said that, but fine, call her whenever."

"This isn't going to be a thing between us, is it?"

I gave Daniel a full-body hug. "Dude, you're like a brother to me. Nothing can change that."

"So good to hear," my buddy said, returning the hug.

"Doesn't mean I'm not going to tease you about it when she declines your invite."

Daniel didn't comment on that until we were about to go our separate ways. "After what we did on your wedding night, don't count on her declining." He winked and walked away.

And I had to admit to myself, he was right.
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Later that night, I thought about telling my wife about my lunch with Daniel. She knew we had a standing date, but I didn't always tell her what we talked about. Sometimes, she'd bring his name up when we were having sex, talk about how his big dick filled her up. She knew it would get me hard and she did it when she wanted a good hard fucking, not languid lovemaking.

Monica mentioned him first. It was around ten and I was lying in bed reading my novel. My wife came into the bedroom in a translucent silk nightgown. It was what she wore when she wanted to have sex, so I put down my book and gave her my full attention.

"Guess who called me today?"

I could have played dumb, but with my wife it was easier to stick to honesty.

"Daniel."

"You guys had lunch today, right?"

"Yeah."

"What'd you talk about?"

"I could ask you the same thing."

"I was first."

"If he called you, then I think you know what we talked about."

I had her there, not that I was being jealous or anything.

"And when were you going to tell me he wanted to take me to his holiday party?"

"I wasn't. I told him if he wanted a date, he'd have to ask you himself."

My wife gave me a pensive look. She couldn't really be mad, since if I asked her to go with Daniel I was either giving permission or acting as her pimp. Neither would be to my benefit. Eventually she realized, letting him make the first move was the right thing to do.

"Fine," my wife said. "So what do you want me to do?"

"Nope, that's not how this works. You're a grown-up, you can make your own decisions."

"You're my husband, I'd like to know how you'd feel if I went out on a date with another man."

Since I already watched her fuck Daniel twice, I didn't think going out on a date was any big deal. But I was there watching, it was something we did together. This would be different, she would be out alone with him.

"Honestly, I don't know how to answer that," I said, and I had given it some thought. "I remember watching you two fuck and how amazingly erotic it was. I couldn't wait to—that's not helping." While I was explaining myself my wife had lazily run her hand down my body and started stroking my cock which was now rock hard.

Somehow I was able to continue. "As I was saying, it was so erotic, I couldn't wait to fuck you myself. But the thought of sending you off with him, as his date, with me alone at home. That scares the shit out of me."

"Is my poor hubby jealous?" Monica gave me a playfully pouty look.

"Fuck, yeah I'm jealous. You’re a hot looking woman and I don't want to lose you."

"That's sweet." My wife then bent down and enveloped the head of my dick with her warm lips.

"Oh God, that feels good."

"It's supposed to. Now, keep telling me how much you'll miss me while I'm off on my date with Daniel."

I felt my cock twitch when she said that. I guess she'd made up her mind, so I had to roll with it.

"First thing, I'll worry someone we know will see you out with him. They'll wonder if you're cheating on me, or if we split up. Then I'll imagine all the fun you two are having, playing games and enjoying the festivities. Oh shit, Monica, I ever tell you what a great cocksucker you are?"

I was sure she was giving me head so I would tell her the truth since I'd be too incoherently aroused to make up any lies. She mumbled something around my shaft that sounded like 'keep going.'

"Then when the party's over, I'll wonder why you didn't come home right away. I'll imagine all the filthy things you two are doing while I'm not around. I'll be aroused and you won't be here to take care of me."

"Is that all I am? A tension relief."

"More like the cause of my tension."

"That's fair enough." She kept playing with my cock while she talked. "So, it will drive you crazy imagining Daniel and me out together. I like that. But I think I have something I'll like better."

"Yeah?"

"We had a lot of fun on our wedding night, right?"

"Fuck yeah."

"Okay. As I was talking with Daniel this afternoon, and we talked for a while, we came up with a really hot idea." My wife increased the speed of her strokes. My cock was slick with her saliva and my pre-cum. I could feel an orgasm approaching. "What made fucking Daniel so hot was you being there. Cheating isn't my thing. I want you to know every dirty thing I do, as I do it. I want to look into your eyes as another man takes me."

My stomach was churning with emotion. My wife's words were a scalpel that wounded me in ways I couldn't understand, each cut felt like fire that consumed my very soul, but I reveled in it. It might have been because of her skillful hand job, but I doubted it. I think deep down I loved being hurt, just a bit, knowing that everything Monica did, she did out of love for me.

"Oh shit, Mika, god, I'm close to cumming."

"Oh, I know, I can feel your erection tensing up. I need to tell you something before you cum though. We came up with a way you won't have to stay at home and imagine what we're doing. Daniel talked to the caterer and he'll hire you on as a server for the event, that way you won't be missing any—oh my!"

I came. Massive spurts of semen erupted from my cock, the first rope hit Monica's cheek. The next couple landed high on my chest. My wife caught the last few squirts with her mouth.

"Mmmm," she moaned around the tip of my penis.

My head was spinning as I came back down from the sexual high my wife had sent me to. If I heard correctly—you'd have to forgive me if I didn't fully comprehend what she said, since there was more blood surging to my cock than bathing my brain—my wife and best friend got me a job as a waiter so I could watch them act like boyfriend and girlfriend. The fact that, even though I had just had a massive orgasm, my cock started getting hard again, told me it was an excellent idea.

"I'm in," I said.

We sealed the deal with a kiss. My wife saved a few drops of my cum which she fed to me when her tongue penetrated my mouth. It tasted of debauchery.

It didn't take me too long to get hard again, and we made love while my wife told me again how wonderful it felt to fuck Daniel and feel him cum inside her, and how much she was looking forward to playing his girlfriend.

I lasted a bit longer than I expected, given how dirty she was talking. I was able to hold off my climax until I felt my wife's pussy clench around my shaft.

"I love you Monica," I said as I released my second load of the night into her womb.

"I know," she answered with a contented sigh.
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"Really? I have to wear this?" I was looking with disdain at the red shirt and green vest Daniel handed to me. It was the night before the party. I had been in contact with Jonathan, the man who was in charge of catering the event. I had to be there at three in the afternoon to help set up. The party would start at six and we'd serve food and drinks until around eleven. After that I was free to go. I would be paid in cash, under the table. And I had to wear the fucking holiday themed uniform.

"Yeah, you have to wear it, and you should thank me."

"Why the fuck should I thank you?" I checked to make sure the shirt would fit.

"Cause I talked Jon out of the elf ears."

I looked up and gave him my most sarcastic 'Thanks.'

We both laughed.

"You don't have to go," Daniel said. "You can just let me take your wife to the party and imagine all the stuff we'll get up to."

While that would also be fun, watching it happen was what really turned me on.

"Fine, fine, I'll wear it."

I folded my uniform and tucked it into my backpack.

"We're still good, you and I?" Daniel seemed concerned. More concerned than when he looked at me while fucking my wife on our wedding night.

"Danny, how long have we known each other?"

"Ten years," my friend answered before taking another bite of his scone.

"At least. You were my best man for fuck sake, of course we're good."

"I was Monica's best man, too," Daniel added under his breath.

I slapped his arm, but let it go. I knew better. Daniel may have a big dick, that can touch Monica in places I can't reach, but I touched her heart.

We finished our snacks and I got up to head back to work.

"So, see you tomorrow, around five thirty? When I pick up Monica?"

"Nope, I'll be setting up tables for you and the rest of your bourgeois co-workers."

"Oh, yeah, I forgot," Daniel lied.

I rolled my eyes and headed for the door. My friend grabbed my arm. "And remember, tomorrow night, you gotta forget Monica is your wife. At the party, she's my woman, not yours."

The thought made my heart skip a beat, and I hated Daniel with a passion at that moment, not because he was taking my wife for the night, but because I got hard thinking about it and my erection was obvious to anyone who bothered to look.

"Fuck you, too," I said as I turned and left.
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"You'll look so cute in that," Monica said. She was lying back in bed, reading her iPad while I was hanging up my uniform.

"I don't want to look cute, I want to look devilishly handsome."

My wife smiled. "You always look handsome, sweetheart. But tomorrow isn't about you. It's about the party and Daniel and I. You just have to blend in with the rest of the work crew and watch us."

I jumped into bed next to my wife.

"I'm going to be so fucking hard the entire night, watching you guys. It's going to hurt."

Monica reached down and squeezed my cock. "You better wear baggy pants then."

"Good idea."

I moved in to kiss my wife. Her lips parted letting my tongue penetrate her mouth. But something was off. I moved my hands across Monica's body and started massaging her breasts through her night shirt. She moaned, a little, but not as much as she usually did. Monica has very sensitive nipples and once they get hard, she's wet and begging to be fucked. I moved my hand down and tried to slip them into her pajama pants, but she stopped me.

"Not tonight dear," she said and went back to reading.

"How about I go down on you? Will that get you in the mood?" Monica loved when I ate her pussy, she'd never, ever, ever, turned me down.

"Bill," my wife said, looking me hard in the eyes. "I can't have sex with you tonight. I don't think my boyfriend would like that."

What the fuck? My wife was withholding sex because she was going out with Daniel tomorrow. Knots formed in my stomach.

"But, but I'm your husband."

The denial had me hard, and aroused.

"I know, but it wouldn't be right, cheating on my boyfriend."

"But, look." I pointed to the erection in my shorts.

Monica smiled. "Wow, all I have to do to get you aroused is tell you no sex, tonight."

"I think it's more about why. If it was your period, not so much."

"Then you'd just go and jerk off like you usually do."

"True." I got up to go into the bathroom.

"No."

I turned to my wife. Was she going to say I couldn't even masturbate tonight? That was taking this game a little too far.

"I want to watch."

I snickered. "What would your boyfriend say?"

"I won't tell him if you don't."

I dropped my shorts. My erection sprang free.

"Here, catch." Monica tossed me a tube of lotion. "Use this for lubrication."

I squirted a gob onto my hand and started stroking.

"So, that's how you do it, huh?" My wife had bent forward. "I'm not sure I've actually ever watched you jerk off."

It took me about a second to remember a time she did. "Actually, on our wedding night—"

Monica gave me a sly smile. "Oh, honey. I wasn't watching you masturbate on our wedding night. My attention was on the huge cock that was inside me."

"Fair."

Monica was silent as she watched me. It felt weird, but very stimulating. I could feel a tingle in my balls.

"Whatcha thinking about?" My wife's eyes were glued to my cock. She licked her lips and I hoped she'd decide to change her mind and cheat on her boyfriend.

"Thinking about what you and Daniel did on our wedding."

"Not what we'll be doing tomorrow—Oh"

My cock erupted, spewing my semen onto the bed, onto the floor, over my fist. I kept milking my cock, until the last drop fell from the tip.

"Oh fuck, that was good," I said. I would have rather cum in my wife, but having her watch me jerk off was its own pleasure.

My wife didn't say anything. Her eyes were closed, her body resting on one hand while the other was under the blanket between her legs.

I loved watching my wife play with herself. It was like I was getting a peek inside her soul, watching the pleasure escape through her moans.

"Shit, shit, shit," she whispered under her breath. I wondered what she was thinking of. It didn't take long for me to get an answer to that question. "Oh, Daniel."

Even though I had just ejaculated all over the bedroom floor, my cock started to thicken again.

Up to now, I had been concerned how I would feel about Daniel being Monica's boyfriend, and watching them out on their date. I knew our marriage was strong, and I loved watching them fuck, yet doubts still lingered.

But if I could masturbate while my wife denies me sex, it was obvious, we were both going to have a holiday to remember.
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Ipulled on my jacket and looked at my watch. It was twenty minutes to three. I was going to be late.

I ran upstairs, taking them two at a time. I wanted to see what my wife was going to wear to the party. Monica was just getting out of the shower.

"Myka, can I at least see what dress you're wearing?"

"Nope. That's for my boyfriend."

My wife was really getting into the role of hot girlfriend getting ready for her date. And I was loving every minute of it. Something inside me loved the denial. I think I knew, after the party, the sex we would have was going to be monumental.

Monica looked like a goddess, the water dripping down her gorgeous body, thin trickles running over her breasts, down her taut stomach to collect in the well-trimmed tuft of hair just above her pussy.

She ignored my staring and finished drying herself. I moved to help but again she shooed me away.

"You're going to be late, you know."

"What will they do, fire me?" I brushed my fingers up her sides, causing goosebumps to form.

"Yes, in fact. They may send you home early, and you will miss all the fun."

I loved my wife's teasing.

"So you plan on getting up to some fun, huh?"

She turned to me and grabbed my crotch. "I plan to get up to sooooo much fun."

Monica turned me around and swatted my ass. "Now, get going. I'll see you at the party."

I took one more glance back at my wife starting to make up her face for her boyfriend, before heading off. My heart fluttered knowing she would be spending the evening with Daniel and I could only watch while pretending not to know her.

I don't know how I got to the hotel in one piece. I couldn't help but fixate on my final glimpse of my wife, slowly taking off her wedding ring and placing it on the counter. That was when I realized that Monica was no longer mine alone. For the evening, I was sharing her with my best friend.

Luckily for me, when I arrived I was immediately put to work setting up tables and chairs. Then Jonathan had me stocking the three bars that were set up around the perimeter of the hall. After I had sorted out the liquor and filled all the straw and napkin holders, I was tasked with helping the DJ set up his stand because his assistant called in sick. By the time that was finished it was time to head to the kitchen for last-minute instructions before the guests started to arrive.

I chatted with my fellow workers. Chris and Betty were regulars with the catering company. They worked mostly weddings during the spring and summer, then had to find other jobs during the lull before December when there were two or three events every week. Arthur was another one off, like me. He was an actor whose series was on hiatus and needed to make rent. I told them I was laid off from my IT job.

I peeked out into the hall. Plenty of people were already mingling about, but Monica and Daniel were not among them. I did see a few couples dancing to the tunes the DJ was spinning. Jonathan came by and told me to grab a tray of champagne to distribute to the early arrivals while they waited for the buffet to be set up.

I handed out three trays by the time dinner was announced. I checked my watch, it was six thirty and it looked like most of the guests who would be coming had arrived. Still no sign of my wife. I started to worry the two might have decided to skip the work-do and just party by themselves at home. For a brief moment I imagined this was all a setup to get me out of the house so Monica and Daniel could have an uninterrupted night of debauchery. The thought sent a spike of jealousy down my spine and my cock got hard.

I loved my wife's independent streak and the thought of such a devilish deception put a smile on my face.

I was about to text my wife, to see if my suspicions were right, when they finally made their entrance.

Of all the couples in attendance, Monica and Daniel stood out. He looked handsome in his dark blue suit with a pale red, almost pink shirt. But it was my wife who radiated heat. Unlike most of the women at the party who wore red or green or blue dresses, my wife eschewed all the holiday trappings and wore a simple elegant black dress. It had spaghetti straps and hung down to just above her knees. Her long hair was pulled back in a ponytail revealing her slim delicate neck. Her makeup was simple, just enough to highlight her natural beauty.

I was sure every man in the room wanted her, and maybe a few of the women.

I felt a tap on my shoulder. It was Jonathan.

"You have an empty tray, Bill," he said. "Why are you standing there?"

He didn't know my true reason for working the party. He also thought I was an unemployed IT drone. I really didn't want anyone other than the three of us involved to know of our kinky situation. It was none of their business.

"Uh." I had no good excuse at the ready.

"Why don't you head over and help refill the buffet."

I wanted to stay and watch my wife and best friend, but didn't want to blow my cover, so I did what I was told. When I was done there, I looked around. Daniel was introducing Monica to his co-workers. It felt weird seeing them hand in hand, stealing an occasional kiss. What caught me most off guard was that my wife hadn't even looked for me. She had totally fallen into the role of my best friend's girl.

I glanced around and saw Jonathan. He was berating another server so I headed back to the kitchen before I attracted his unwanted attention. I grabbed a fresh tray of champagne. When I came out, I found Monica and Daniel had settled at a table near the dance floor. I saw they didn't have any drinks so I made my way over.

I tapped my wife on her shoulder. I struggled to keep my hand steady, my nerves were a mess. Could I keep my act up? Why the fuck did I press my luck. I should have stayed at a distance.

"Care, care for a drink," I said.

Monica caught my eye and to her credit kept her guard up.

"Sure," she said. There wasn't even a hint of recognition on her face.

"I'll have one, too." It was Daniel. He gave me a stern look. As you might when a waiter ignored you and you wanted to be an asshole about it. A hint of a smile cracked the corner of his lips.

I wanted to spill the tray on his lap, but didn't. Last thing I wanted to happen was to get dismissed early. Even though I felt jealous watching them together, the sight of my buddy and my wife acting the couple had my emotions tingling. I loved it and hated it, and would trade it for nothing.

I set down two glasses. They thanked me and went back to their conversation. I moved on to another table. I had emptied my tray when they announced the games would start in half an hour.

Jonathan put us to work gathering up the plates and I had little opportunity to watch my wife.

The first game was trivia. Each team was given a slip of paper to write their answers down while the announcer read off the questions. Using smartphones was frowned upon. One team was called out for it and disqualified.

I listened to the questions while we cleared away the dinner buffet and set out the dessert.

"What movie did Tom Hanks win his first Oscar for?"

"What's the capital of Switzerland?"

"Who wrote the song 'I Will Always Love You'?"

They got harder.

"What year did Conrad Hilton build his first hotel?"

"Name a mammal that lays eggs."

There were fifteen questions in all. I was sure of the answers to about six and had a good guess to four others. I was sure Monica could answer about as many.

The results were tabulated while guests got drinks and dessert. I stuck around the table for as long as I could, but spotted Jonathan looking at me a little too hard so I shuffled off to the back to see what needed to be done in the kitchen. When I came back out the results were posted. Monica and Daniel had twelve points, which put them in a three way tie for third place. There were twenty teams registered, so not bad.

I looked over to my wife's table. Daniel came back with a slice of pie. He set it down and gave her a kiss. It was weird to see, that simple kiss. It wasn't long and passionate. It was a quick peck really, but it carried a sense of casual familiarity. He cut off a piece of dessert and fed it to Monica, like they were a long time couple. These two moments of intimacy were more intense than anything I watched on my wedding day. I felt my cock stir as a hint of angst developed in the pit of my stomach.

For a moment I wondered why I had volunteered to watch. The thought of my wife with another man aroused me, but watching also stirred up a bit of pain and I wondered if I was going to live to regret my decision to share her.

I had to turn away before my penis went full staff and embarrassment set in. I went to the kitchen just in time for a quick staff meetup.

"Okay, folks," Jonathan said. "Game two is about to get started and here is what I need you guys to do." Our boss handed out assignments. Some people were tasked with making sure the buffet table kept getting restocked with cake and pie and cookies. Some were told to start collecting up the guests' used plates and silverware. I got a special duty.

"Well, Bill," my boss said. "I need you to go hang around table sixteen for the next half hour or so."

I was about to ask why when he told me.

"Before you ask," he started, "the second game of the night is a scavenger hunt and one of the items they need is a purple flower."

I looked around the room. All the tables had flower arrangements in the center. Most had red green and blue, a few had gold and white. Table sixteen was the only one with purple roses.

"Your job will be to make sure no team takes more than one flower, and since you seem to love to watch things I think you'll be well suited to this task."

I was a little taken aback. Was he insinuating about my kink of watching my hotwife fuck other guys? I looked at his face. I saw no hint he knew, but still.

"Cool, I can do that," I said. I collected a couple of plates of chocolate cake and went over to my station to stand guard.

The guests were told to head to the dance floor where they would be given the clues to the items they had to find. I watched my wife and Daniel make their way through the crowd hand in hand. They really were boyfriend and girlfriend and I got giddy watching them.

I started into my first piece of cake when some black couple came up. She was in a lovely red dress and he was wearing a black tuxedo with a red rose boutonniere.

"You sitting here?" he asked. His voice a little shaky. His date just went ahead and quickly grabbed a couple of flowers from the arrangement.

"Uhm," I said, wiping a few cake crumbs from my mouth. "I think you're only supposed to take one."

"Who made you boss?" she said.

I swear he blushed.

"Only fair to the rest of the guests."

The man whispered in his partner's ear. They looked around and no one was watching us. All the other party attendees had spread out to go over the clues and go hunting for items.

"Fine," she said, throwing the second flower at me. "We're going to win this easy. No way we lose the dance contest."

So I was going to get to see Monica and Daniel dance. That ought to be interesting.

"Gotta advance honey," her date said. She was insisting she should have taken more of the flowers as they walked away.

A few more couples came by but none tried to swipe extra flowers so I was able to finish the first piece of cake. I was about to start on the second, when I felt a presence behind me.

"Do you think this is what the clue meant?" It was my wife's voice.

"They're not violets, but Prince would still approve, that's the clue," Daniel said.

"So, Purple Roses."

I felt a hard tap on my shoulder. I turned around and looked up at Daniel. He smiled and said, "you mind if we swipe one of those flowers?"

"Have at 'em," I said. "But only take one."

We both played our part well.

Daniel reached over and pulled out a single rose, one of the darker purple ones, almost black. He tucked it behind my wife's left ear.

"Looks nice on her," he said. "Don't you think?"

I was taken aback. I wasn't expecting this. I looked at my wife. She gave a smile and tilted her head, giving me a better view. It was a friendly smile, one you'd give a stranger.

"It looks lovely," I said. I felt my cock grow turgid and I wanted nothing more than to take my wife a million miles away from here and fuck her brains out. But I would have to wait until my buddy had his turn first.

"Thanks," she said. "Hey, Dan, why don't you ask—" My wife paused and looked over at me. "What's your name?"

God this whole role-playing was getting me so damn hard.

"Bill," I said, pointing at the name tag I was given earlier.

Monica turned back to her boyfriend. "Ask Bill if he knows."

"Okay, Bill. You mind helping us with this scavenger hunt? There's one clue that's driving us nuts, and we only have another fifteen minutes to finish it."

So, they needed my help to win the game. That felt oddly satisfying. I looked around to make sure no one else was watching us.

"Well," I said. "The boss didn't tell me I couldn't help. So, sure. What's the hint?"

"Help this Christmas baby find the stuff that dreams are made of?"

"I mean, Jesus is the Christmas baby," my wife said, "but we can't figure out what he would dream of."

It took me a few seconds but I thought I figured it out.

"Well, Jesus wasn't the only one ever born on December 25th," I said.

"Actually, he wasn't," Daniel said.

Both Monica and I stared daggers at him.

"Sorry, just stating facts," he said.

My wife and I broke out laughing and it felt so good to finally connect emotionally, even if she was still acting like a stranger.

"Humphery Bogart was also born on December 25th. I think in the late 1890s or early aughts."

"So, what are the stuff that dreams are made of?" Daniel asked.

I looked over at my wife. "Do you know, miss?"

I knew she knew. Bogart was my favorite actor and The Maltese Falcon was my favorite movie.

Monica smiled, shrugged her shoulders, and said "Not a clue."

So, she was really into this game. She was going to make sure they didn't win the hunt unless I helped them.

"How many more items you need?" I asked.

"Just the one. With this purple rose we have nine. This will be the tenth."

Just then an announcement came over the intercom.

"This is the ten-minute warning. Start turning in your items to be verified and scored. No entries will be accepted after nine o'clock."

I looked at my watch, it was 8:51. "Okay, I'll tell you. But you owe me."

"Anything," Daniel said.

I wanted to ask for a kiss from his date. Turn the whole role-play on its head. Wouldn't that be twisted? But I didn't want to give any hint of our kinky ruse to the other party guests, so I just gave him the answer.

"The Maltese Falcon is the stuff that dreams are made of, according to Sam Spade. You need to find a statue of a bird, a particular kind of bird."

"Fuck," he said. "That could be anywhere."

I looked over at my wife. She was scanning the room.

The hall was ringed with holiday trees of all shapes and sizes, each one adorned with various ornaments, big and small. Most were colored balls and icicle shapes, but mixed in were other odd designs, like zoo animals and toy soldiers and various fruits.

"I think it's an ornament?" she said. "Not that that helps much."

There were hundreds of decorated trees and only eight more minutes to look.

I did my own scan of the room. That's when I noticed the wallpaper was casino themed. With dice and chips and playing cards jumbled about. My eye was immediately drawn to a large Ace of Spades directly over one tree on the far side of the room.

"Okay, keep calm if you want to win, There's a tree over on the far side, to the left of the door to the men's room. I have a hunch, you'll find your ornament there."

Daniel's eyes lit up. "You mean the one under the Ace?"

"Yup."

My wife almost squealed. She was always competitive as hell and loved to win. She gave us both a kiss. First, she gave me a quick peck on the cheek. "Thanks, Bill," she said. Then she turned to Daniel and gave him a big wet sloppy one, straight on the lips, with a little tongue to go with.

I watched with arousal.

"You guys don't have much time," I said. Mostly to get them to break the romantic smooch they were rubbing in my face.

"Sweetheart, take the items we have and head up to the table to turn them in," Daniel said. "I'll go get the ornament and meet you up there."

I was about to suggest my wife should be the one to collect the item, since I knew she's seen the movie twice with me and would know what it was supposed to look like. She beat me to it.

"Actually, honey," she said with a smirk. "I think I should go."

Daniel wisely decided not to argue and they were off. I watch my wife hurry away, my eyes glued to her lovely ass. I so wanted to bury my face between those cheeks. I finished my cake and headed back to the kitchen when the buzzer went off at nine. The guests could have all the fucking purple roses they wanted now.
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I checked in with Jonathan, told him I protected the integrity of the scavenger hunt. He scoffed and told me I could take a quick fifteen-minute smoke break. I don't smoke, so I grabbed a soft drink and headed over to the crew's break area. Over the intercom I heard them announce the scores were being added up and the teams who advanced to the next round would be posted shortly.

My phone buzzed. It was a text from my wife with an attached picture.

Thinking of You




I felt a lump in my throat. This was the first time since she arrived that she acknowledge me as her husband. I got a lump in my boxer briefs as well. I eagerly opened the attached picture, to see what it was. I was stunned when I saw it.

The photo was taken looking down at Monica. She was on her knees and it looked like she was in a stairwell. One of the straps holding up her dress was undone, exposing one of her breasts. Her nipple was hard.

That wasn't the most shocking thing though. She had her mouth open wide and was about to start sucking a huge cock she was barely able to wrap her hand around. I could see the pale mark on her ring finger where her wedding band should have been. I recognized the cock too, it was Daniel's. I'd seen it last on our wedding night just before he fucked my wife with it.

I sent a quick reply.

Send More




The response was just as quick.

Can’t Busy




And nothing more.

I started sweating. My heart raced, thinking what the two were up to. I knew they would be fucking tonight, but I had hoped I'd get to watch that as well, although I didn't know how that was supposed to work.

In my mind's eye, I saw my wife envelop her lover's enormous erection in her tiny mouth. I saw her sucking him deep, gagging. She worshiped his cock, lavished it with her tongue, kissing and fondling it until he could take no more and filled her mouth with his cream. I absentmindedly moved my hand to my crotch, but stopped when I realized where I was.

I looked back down at the picture. My wife looked so damn slutty, on her knees about to take a nine-inch cock down her throat. Looked damn sexy as well. I loved my wife and I loved sharing her with my best friend. Doesn't mean I didn't get a little jealous while I did. I wanted to be the one fucking her mouth right now, instead of him.

I was so enraptured by the thought of my wife fellating Daniel that I didn't realize I was no longer alone in the room until I heard my boss clear his throat.

"Uh uhm."

I jumped and immediately closed the text app on my phone. I looked over my shoulder and saw Jonathan standing at the door tapping his foot. Luckily he was far enough away I don't think he could see what I had been looking at.

"You done with your break, yet," he said.

"Yeah, yeah, just checking my email," I replied.

"Don't care. You ever tend bar?"

I smiled. "Yeah. Helped pay for my last year in college."

"Good, cause René caught some bug and went home sick. I need you to fill in at one of the open bars."

I told him I'd be right there.

"Now!"

I got up and headed out to the floor, hoping my turgid cock wasn't too obvious.

There were three bars set up for the guests. One was in the front, near the dance floor, one was over to the side next to the buffet table. I was assigned the bar in the back. This gave me a great view of everything going on in the hall, and it was quite easy to watch while I poured a few drinks every now and then.

My wife and her boyfriend were back at their seat on the other side of the room, closer to the dance floor. I couldn't see exactly what they were doing, but it looked like they were having a good time. I saw my wife laugh a few times while she chatted with Daniel and the rest of the guests at the table.

The hall was still pretty full, very few people had left. I asked one of my customers, a pretty young woman, who looked Japanese-American.

"Everyone's waiting to see who gets to advance in the games. First place is a huge cash prize. Plus a primo parking spot for a year."

"How are you doing?" I asked, pouring her a chardonnay.

"My date sucks at trivia. We aren't advancing."

I poured her a double.

"Good luck next year?" I said as I handed her the glass.

I poured myself a ginger ale and took a sip. While I was waiting for the next thirsty guest, a man in a Santa Suit entered the hall and walked over to the DJ stand. He grabbed a microphone and went out to the dance floor.

He tapped the mic, the loud thumping sound echoed through the hall. He waited until most of the buzz of conversation died down before he started talking.

"Ho, ho, ho." Cheesy. "Everyone having a good time?"

The crowd cheered and clapped. I looked over at my wife. My heart skipped another beat. Daniel had one hand around her shoulder while she clapped.

"Okay, settle down. I'm not going to give a big speech. I’ll save that for the shareholder's meeting."

More cheers.

"Funny. I know we want to get on with the evening's fun." The man playing Santa, probably a big boss, pulled out an envelope he had tucked in his big black belt. "I've got the top six teams and I ain't reading them til you all settle down."

A hush quickly settled over the room.

"Good."

Santa read the names. I was not surprised when I heard Monica and Daniel's name called out, although I was surprised she had used her maiden name.

"Okay, guys," Santa said. "Get out here on the floor for round three, the dance competition.

This was going to be good. My wife was a great dancer, graceful and so sexy. I loved watching her move to music. I remembered when she danced for me and my groomsmen at my bachelor party. I also remembered her fucking me and Daniel that night. I felt my cock stiffen a little bit as I thought about her bouncing up and down on his thick long cock. And I got even harder knowing she'd be doing that again this evening.

The music started and the first couple came out on the floor and started dancing. It was the black couple, introduced as Troy and Cherylle, who tried to take two roses for the scavenger hunt. Good to see their aggressiveness paid off for them. They were pretty good, moved well together, and would probably last about halfway through a season of So You Think You Can Dance.

The crowd watched and clapped pretty loud when they finished.

Monica and Daniel were next. My heart pounded as I watched them face each other and prepare to dance. They danced a tango. It was smooth and sexual, but pretty safe for a work party. They looked like they had practiced, and the thought they had been together without telling me kind of pissed me off. I couldn't be too mad though, because my cock was rock hard.

"Hey man, you gonna stand there and pull your pud, or you going to get me a scotch?"

I had been paying so much attention to my wife and best friend, I didn't notice a line of three people had formed at my station. The tall man's face was dark pink, hinting I should be cutting him off, but what the fuck did I care.

"Sorry, sir," I said, hoping his reference to my cock was a joke. I poured his drink and took care of the two people behind him.

When I was done, the song was over and the crowd erupted in applause. They seemed to love the show Monica and Daniel had put on. I was proud of them. They made a very good couple.

The other four couples danced but were not even close to as good as the first two.

The Santa MC came over and announced the winners, there were no surprises. It was Cherylle and Troy and Monica and Daniel. He said the game's final round would start in half an hour. I expected my wife and best friend would head back to their table to celebrate making it to the final round, but instead they headed straight toward me.

My bar was about six feet long with a couple of stools at one end. The couple sat down. No one was paying attention to us, so I set down a glass of Chardonnay in front of my wife without her asking. She gave me a sly smile and a nod.

"And for the lucky fellow?" I asked.

"Scotch, neat."

I poured the drink.

"You guys looked really good out there," I said in all honesty. I knew my wife liked to dance, but we didn't get out all that much. It surprised me how well her dance with my best friend had gone.

"Oh, we've been practicing for a few months now," Daniel said.

The admission hit me like a ton of bricks, but I tried not to show it. A couple of women, one black and one white, were making their way to the bar.

"Really?" I said, locking eyes with my wife.

"Really." She looked me dead in the eyes. She was not lying.

I realized at that moment, my wife and Daniel had been planning this night for some time, even before Daniel asked for my permission. I guess they thought they'd fucked before, and the asking was just a formality. I couldn't say they were wrong.

I loved my wife, and at my bachelor party I learned I loved to watch her get fucked. Had they done more than just practice dancing behind my back? I wasn't sure how I'd feel about that. I'd have to remember to ask Monica later, when I wasn't acting like a member of the disinterested catering staff.

I took care of the women - two appletinis - and went back to chatting with my wife and her boyfriend.

"So what's the last game?" I asked.

"Duet karaoke," Daniel said.

My wife loved to sing Taylor Swift songs in the shower. I wondered if they'd do one of those. I imagined Monica naked, dripping wet, belting out Shake It Off and I immediately got hard.

"So, what are you two going to sing?"

They looked at each other.

"That's a secret," Monica said with a sly grin. She leaned across the bar and whispered, "but I'm sure you're going to love it."

My erection jumped.

My wife's face was so close to me, I could smell her perfume. Her eyes sparkled and I felt so much love and lust for her. It would have been so easy to just lean in an inch or two and plant a kiss on her lips, the lips that had recently been around Daniel's cock.

Before I caused a scene and blew our cover, another couple came up behind Monica and her boyfriend. I recognized them from the group that was sitting at the same table as my wife, must have been some of Daniel's friends. The woman held a sprig of something wrapped in a red and green ribbon over Monica's head.

"Well look at that," she said.

"Sally," my wife said giving the woman a playful slap. "You're bad."

"Don't dally," the man said. "It's bad luck if you don't kiss under the mistletoe."

"You're not helping, Jude," Daniel said.

They looked at each other and shrugged, then leaned in for a kiss. I would have loved to have been the one pressing my lips to Monica's. To feel her flesh touch mine, to taste the wine on her breath, to tangle tongues together. But I had to settle for watching Daniel have the honor.

I expected the couple to smooch for a few seconds, to humor their friend, and it appeared that's what they were going to do. But just as they seemed to be pulling away, something came over the couple and a simple kiss with some tongue became something more, something deeper, and sexier.

Monica grabbed Daniel's face and pushed her tongue deep into his mouth. She sighed as they kissed with a passion, like they would soon be ripping each other's clothes off. And they were doing it right in front of me, her husband. Actually, they probably went with the lustful kiss, because I was here. Monica, knowing it would turn me on, Daniel, wanting to rub it in my face he was going to soon be fucking my wife.

I must have looked like a perv, staring at a couple of strangers sharing a little PDA. I should have looked away, but I didn’t.

"Get a room guys," Sally said.

"Hey, dude," I felt a bar straw hit the side of my face. "You done watching the show, we need drinks."

It was a young white guy, maybe twenty-two years old. He wore a green polo shirt with a little reindeer over his left breast, and khaki slacks. I wanted to tell him to fuck off, but I behaved. This evening was reminding me why I only tended bar for six months, most of the people I had to serve were dicks.

I got the man his drink while eavesdropping in on the conversation going on at the end of the bar.

"You guys looked hot out there," Sally said.

"You think you can win?" Jude asked.

My wife tried to act humble, but Daniel was having none of it.

"We're going to blow Cherylle and Troy off the stage."

"What song are you guys singing?" Sally asked.

Again my wife and her boyfriend looked at each other and smiled.

"It's a secret," they said in unison.

The foursome started to leave.

"Thanks for the drinks, Bill," Daniel said. He threw a five-dollar bill in the tip jar. I gave him as dirty a look as I thought I could get away with.

"Company's paying for them," I said, but he and my wife had turned away.

I watched them go. My eyes glued to the back of my wife's ass. I watched as Daniel slid his hand down her back and gave her butt a little squeeze. My cock twitched. The guy I was serving gave a wolf whistle under his breath.

"What a hottie, that one," he said to a friend who was also staring. "Dan's a lucky guy."

"For sure," his buddy said. They walked away without tipping.

A few minutes later, Santa MC was back. "Okay, everybody, be good girls and boys and take your seats for the evening's final event, Couple's Karaoke."

It took a few moments but eventually the room quieted down and everyone returned to their tables.

The black couple, Cherylle and Troy, were up first. They went with an oldie. They sang Reunited by Peaches and Herb. They did a decent job and when they were finished everyone gave a loud round of applause.

Now it was Monica and Daniel's turn. My wife took one of the microphones while her boyfriend slipped a thumb drive to the Disc Jockey.

The secret was about to be revealed.

The music started fast, heavy strumming on guitar. I couldn't recognize the song, but it seemed familiar. My wife started singing and swaying to the music. About halfway through the first verse, it hit me, she was singing I Touch Myself, by the Divinyls. My wife looked Daniel in the eyes as she got to the chorus and started running her hands down her body, occasionally brushing her breasts. That elicited a few howls from the audience, and sent a shiver down my spine.

Daniel, for his part was just watching and smiling. This was no duet, just Monica singing and her boyfriend bobbing his head to the beat and enjoying the show.

I was sure, even though my wife was nailing the song, they would more than likely be disqualified.

Then the music faded, my wife repeating the title over and over, running her hands all over her undulating body. I was filled with lust, watching my wife shamelessly confess her desire for another man. She looked hot as hell, but I felt bad they were going to lose. I would have loved to see them win.

Suddenly, a steady beat started playing from the speakers, guitar trills soon followed and Daniel, in his best falsetto started in with Prince's Darling Nikki. I looked on in shock as he pretty much narrated my wife's on stage masturbation exhibit.

The rowdy crowd was mesmerized into calm. Everyone was enthralled while my wife really began to work it. She reached between her thighs and it appeared she was really rubbing her clit through her dress. I was so fucking turned on, I had to force myself not to rub my erection. Every pair of eyes were trained on her. During the pause in the lyrics, while the steady sexual beat kept playing, my wife leaned back against Daniel, rubbing her crotch with one hand and her breast with the other.

I couldn't believe no one was stopping this.

I noticed my wife's eyes flutter. I recognized the signs. She was fucking close to cumming.

Daniel started screeching out the lyrics, my wife came.

The song ended, the crowd roared their approval, and I almost collapsed behind the bar. I was shaking with desire, I needed to jerk off so badly. I wanted to run to the stage and fuck my wife right then and there, to hell with the crowd. They'd just watched my wife orgasm, they could stand to see me fuck her.

Unfortunately I knew I was not going to be able to make love to my wife that evening. I'd have to wait until morning, when she was no longer my best friend's girlfriend.

"Well, that was something," Santa MC said, as the applause started to die down. "I don't need to check with the judge, Dan and Monica are tonight's winners."

More applause greeted my wife and her companion. They bowed to the audience and shared a congratulatory kiss. I glanced over at Cherylle and Troy and even they were enthusiastic with their cheers.

My wife and boyfriend were given two $500 gift cards and their room for the night was upgraded to the honeymoon suite.

The crowd started trickling out of the room, heading off to their rooms or back home. I lost sight of my wife. I spotted Sally and Jude, but neither Monica nor Daniel was with them. I figured they headed up to their room. Oh, to be a fly on that wall.

I resigned myself to spending the evening alone at home, with a couple glasses of scotch, a bottle of hand lotion, and imagining what my wife and best friend were up to.

It was around eleven when we finished cleaning up. Jonathan handed me an envelope.

"This is what we agreed on, plus your share of the tips," he said. "You did pretty good for a new guy."

He said if I wanted to pick up a few more shifts he'd love to have me on call.

I told him I'd be in touch.

The lobby was quiet as I left. All the guests were gone or continuing the party in their rooms.

I sat in my car, visions of my wife on her knees, on her back, on Daniel, filled my head. My night of fun was over, but my wife's was just starting. I looked forward to hearing all about her torrid affair when she returned home in the morning. At least I hoped it would be morning, afternoon at the latest. I wanted nothing more than to reclaim my wife. It was the best part of sharing her.

I opened the envelope for a peek. I counted about six hundred dollars, and something else. There was a hotel key card with a note attached. It was in my wife's handwriting.

Sex with Daniel is so much better with an audience.

So, she wanted me to watch, after all. I was elated. My cock throbbed in my pants. It also explained why Jonathan gave me a funny look when he handed me the envelope. How much did he know?

At that moment, I really didn’t care. I stuffed the money in the glove box and headed up to the honeymoon suite.
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My hand shook as I pressed the call button for the elevator. I didn't know why I was so nervous. I'd already watched Daniel and my wife fuck twice already. I even watched one of my groomsmen take her ass. This seemed a little different somehow. I had given her away. I had told her she could be his girlfriend for the night. So now, I was the odd man out. I was the third wheel.

It made me feel a bit jealous, but also drove me wild with lust. I loved my wife. Monica was the woman I wanted to spend the rest of my life with, the woman I wanted to start a family with. I would do anything to make her happy. My only hope was that fucking Daniel would do that. If it didn't, I'd be pissed.

The elevator door opened. I pushed the button to the top floor but it wouldn't light up. Then I realized it was on a restricted floor. I scanned the room key I had and then pressed the button again. It lit up. The doors slid shut and I was on my way up.

When the doors opened again, I walked out into a small foyer. A crystal chandelier hung down from the twenty-foot high ceiling. Its light sparkled, illuminating the room. Against the far wall sat a low glass coffee table with several picture books on them. Two leather high-backed chairs bracketed the table. Other than the elevator there were only two doors out of the room, one on each opposite wall. One was marked Presidential Suite, the other Honeymoon Suite. I slowly made my way to the latter. I stood there, excited by what I imagined Monica and Daniel were doing on the other side.

I didn't feel like barging in, so I knocked. I waited a few moments, but no one answered.

"What the fuck," I whispered to myself.

I noticed a button next to the door. Maybe they didn't hear my knock. I pressed the button and heard a bell chime from somewhere behind the door. They surely heard that, so I waited.

A minute became two and still no one came to the door. Why were they ignoring me? They had slipped me a key and a note so they obviously wanted me there.

"Fuck it," I said out loud to no one.

I passed the key card over the lock and the door opened. I went inside and closed the door behind me, engaging the deadbolt to keep our little tryst private. I walked down a short hallway that opened up into the main room.

I was stunned by what I saw. The room was huge, probably bigger than the first apartment Monica and I shared after we got engaged. There was a large open kitchen area off to the left, on the wall to the right hung a huge television. And the windows, fuck, the windows were floor to ceiling and displayed an enticing view of the city from forty-four stories up.

But all that wasn't what took my breath away.

That would be the sight of my wife sitting back on a leather chair, her legs thrown over the armrests and Daniel's head buried in her crotch. She was naked, save for her lacy black half-bra. Daniel had shed all of his clothes.

Monica's hair was tussled, her head was pressed against the back of the chair, her eyes were closed and she was mewing like a cat in heat. I noticed the hint of white crust on the corner of her lips and a few spots on her chin and left cheek.

Daniel had his hands wrapped around her spread open legs and was lapping at her cunt like it was an oasis in the desert.

As I watched, my wife opened her eyes and saw me. She smiled.

"We couldn't wait, husband," she said, between moans of pleasure. "Don't stop, I'm so close."

Monica grabbed Daniel's head and held it tight, keeping his face between her thighs. She started grinding her hips, forcing her moist pussy against her lover's face.

"Oh, oh, fuck. God you eat pussy so good, Danny."

The sight of my wife getting off on my friend's tongue got me hard. I was tempted to pull out my cock, but decided to wait.

"You don't mind me watching, right?" I asked.

My wife cried out, "Fuck, Danny, fuck," then some unintelligible words as she came. Her legs were quivering and she tossed her head back and forth.

I don't think my friend heard me.

"I'll take that as a yes," I said. I shivered with relief and went to the minibar to pour myself a drink.

When I was done I turned around and Monica and Daniel were arm in arm, kissing with a passion reserved for long lost-lovers. My heart skipped a beat as I realized my wife was catching true feelings for my friend. My mind was telling me to be careful or I might lose her, my erection was telling me to chill and enjoy the show.

Like most men, I decided to listen to my cock.

I stood by and watched as Daniel helped my wife get up and led her toward the bedroom.

I noticed as they walked away that my wife had shaved her pussy. Usually she kept her hair down there neatly trimmed. I had never known her to go bare and I had never asked. I guess it was something she did for her new boyfriend.

A little sting of jealousy jabbed my heart. She did something for her paramour that she never did for me.

I followed the couple, slipping off my jacket as I went.

The bedroom was fucking huge, no other way to put it. With a super king-sized bed against one wall, big enough for a four or five-person orgy. There was another TV hanging on the wall opposite. And a mirror was mounted on the ceiling above the bed. But I don't know why they bothered, it was the honeymoon suite. People would be fucking here, not watching Netflix.

Off to the left an arch led to the en suite bathroom. I could make out a large hot tub in the dim light. Now, there was something that newlyweds could find useful.

Daniel pushed my wife down on the bed. She seemed so small on that huge surface. She crawled backward until she was leaning against the headboard. She took off her bra, releasing her tantalizing tits. Her dark quarter-sized areoles stood out against her peachy skin, her hard nipples gave away her arousal. Well, that and her dripping pussy, leaving a trail of Daniel's saliva and her lubrication as she moved across the bedspread.

"Come on Danny boy," she said with a seductive tone. "Don't you wanna fuck me?"

I loved seeing my wife in a playful mood. I had given her permission to act as Daniel's girlfriend and she was going to enjoy the fuck out of it. We both were.

Monica began rubbing the fingers of one hand through her moist folds while tweaking a nipple with the other.

"So, my darling Nikki wants to play," Daniel said. He was stroking his huge cock, his fist spreading pre-cum along his shaft. "You think you can take this?"

"Oh, baby, we both know I can."

And she could, she'd done it twice before.

Daniel crawled on the bed, moving on his hands and knees, like he was a lion stalking his prey. His enormous erection pushed straight out, red and hard. He grabbed her legs and pulled her down so she was laying prone on the bed.

My wife squealed with delight as he manhandled her in ways I never had, or probably could.

Daniel pushed apart her thighs and knelt between them. My wife parted her labia revealing her bright pink pussy. He ran his shaft through her moist folds from tip to taint.

Monica moaned as he teased her.

My friend rested his cock on my wife's stomach, showing her, and me, just how deep inside her he was about to be.

"Are you really ready?"

My wife moaned and nodded her head.

Daniel pulled back and lined the bulbous tip of his cock with her slit.

"Here it comes," he said, "three, two—"

My wife screamed as he thrust, pushing his bare cock deep into her womb. My wife and I usually use condoms when we fuck, unless she thinks it's safe not to. I was expecting her to use them tonight, but I wasn't about to say anything now.

"God, you're tight," Daniel said as he started fucking my wife.

"You're. Too. God Damn. Big," she said as he drove the wind from her lungs with each thrust.

"You want me to stop?"

"NO!"

Daniel looked over at me and smiled. "She loves my cock, Bill."

"She sure does," I said.

"Ohhh, shit," my buddy said. I looked and saw Monica playing with his balls as he fucked her. "God that feels nice. No woman's ever done that while I was inside her."

"You're fucking the wrong women," my wife said.

They kept at it for a while. At one point my wife stopped massaging his balls and grabbed the bed cover in her fists.

"Aaaaaah, Fuck Danny. I'm cummming."

"That's it, my Nikki, cum for me. Cum on my cock."

Watching my wife climax was the whole reason for letting her fuck Daniel. I loved seeing her lost in pleasure, seeing her eyes squeeze shut as her body surrenders to her bliss, seeing her muscles quiver, hearing her cries of pleasure.

"Fuuuuuuuuuckkkkkkk!"

"God, Nikki. I can feel you squeezing my cock. Oh shit. I'm close. Should I pull—"

Daniel never got a chance to finish his question. My wife wrapped her legs around his ass holding him tight inside her as she pulled his face in for a kiss.

I watched in awe as my friend embraced my wife and returned the kiss, his hips giving a few more deep thrusts then holding. I saw his ass cheeks clench up and knew he was coming, deep inside my wife.

I heard them both moan as Daniel shot his load.

As they came down from their mutual orgasm, their raw passion turned to tenderness and I could hear a faint whisper as my wife told Daniel something I could not make out. He whispered back and they kissed again.

It was at this moment I realized I was rubbing myself through my pants. God how I wanted to fuck my wife at that moment, but I knew I couldn't. She was Daniel's girl at the moment. I'd have to wait.

Luckily, I didn't have to wait that long.

Daniel pulled out of my wife. His cock was slick with their combined fluids. I couldn't help but stare at my wife's gaping pussy, thick pearly cum dripping onto the bedsheets.

"Hey, sweetheart?" Monica said.

I didn't think she was talking to me so I kept staring at her pussy.

"Bill!"

I looked up at my wife's face. She was almost laughing.

"You liked watching." It wasn't a question.

"You're so sexy," I said.

"Show me how much you liked watching."

Daniel moved past me toward the bathroom. He slapped me on the back and said, "go get her, stud."

"Oh, I plan to," I said. I didn't care if he was teasing or not. I was hot for my wife and I quickly disrobed before I came in my pants.

My wife smiled when I pulled my boxers down, revealing my turgid cock. It might not have been as big as Daniel's, but I wasn't small either.

"Oh, you did like watching," my wife said. She curled her finger in a come-hither motion. And I wasted no time getting on the bed.

I heard the water turn on in the bathroom. Daniel must have been filling the hot tub.

Monica spread her legs and opened her arms. I couldn't stop looking at the trickle of Daniel's spunk that ran down onto the bed. My wife noticed where my eyes were focused and ran her fingers tantalizingly through her folds. She scooped a bit of cum with her fingertip and brought it to her mouth.

"Yummy," she said.

God she looked so goddamn decadent. I quickly mounted my wife; she giggled at my eagerness. My cock slid in easily, thanks to the copious amount of lubricant from both her and my friend.

I was in heaven, fucking my beautiful wife. Her pussy walls felt like silk and she moaned as I moved within her. It was good to know that even though she had been stretched open by Daniel's larger cock, I could still give her pleasure.

We wrapped our arms around each other and moved like a well-oiled machine. Monica and I had been partners for over five years. We knew each other's bodies like our own. She liked it when I thrust in deep and rubbed the base of my cock against her clit. She moaned as I slowly moved.

"God, Bill. That feels so nice," she said.

I kissed her and whispered, "I love you."

"Love you, too," she answered.

I wanted to hold out for a while, at least to bring her to another climax, but, alas, I did not have the staying power. Watching her fuck Daniel had gotten me so damn aroused that all it took was a few strokes and I was adding my semen to his.

We lay there, kissing and hugging and enjoying the afterglow of our lovemaking. I could feel my cock soften inside her. It felt like home.

I rolled off my wife and lay next to her. I started playing with her breasts. I brushed away a few spots of dried cum. She must have missed some when she blew him earlier. I licked and bit her nipples, she loves it when I do that. I heard her moan again. I ignored the tangy salty taste of her flesh.

While I mauled one breast with my mouth, I started massaging the other with my hand. I rolled her hard nipple with my fingers, giving it a good hard pinch.

"Oh, shit. Harder, harder."

Her words got me going. I could feel my soft penis stiffen. Maybe I'd get to fuck her again, before Daniel got another go. Maybe I'd even give her an orgasm this time.

I moved my hand down my wife's taut stomach. She tensed as my fingers danced down to her pussy. She was drenched. I rubbed cum through her folds. She gave a deep gasp when I started on her clit.

"Bill, that's wonderful." I could sense a tension in her start to build. A climax was approaching. I moved to mount her again, my cock just hard enough to penetrate.

"Darling Nikki," Daniel called from the other en suite bath. "Join me in the hot tub."

He could wait, I thought. I started rubbing the head of my cock through my wife's slick slit. It felt so nice, the feeling of her flesh touching mine. I positioned myself to enter her, when my wife pressed her palm against my chest, stopping my thrust.

I looked down. I'm sure my face registered deep, deep frustration and arousal.

Monica smiled. It was a kind smile, but I knew that meant it was Daniel's turn.

"Can't keep my boyfriend waiting," she said as she got out from under me.

I felt a little tingle in my groin. I'd missed the fact that my best friend had given me permission to fuck my own wife. That seemed so wrong, but I had to admit, I was the one who gave her the green light to be his girl for the night.

I rolled over onto my back. Monica leaned over and kissed me on the cheek.

"I do love you," she said.

"Nikki!" Daniel was getting impatient. "My cock won't suck itself."

My wife would have slapped me if I ever said that. Tonight she just chuckled.

"Coming, dear."

I watched her ass sway as she walked away from me. My hard cock sticking straight up, longing for attention. I started stroking it. I heard my wife splash a little as she got into the hot tub.

I heard them chat for a moment, then silence, save for low moans of pleasure from Daniel. I pictured my wife on her knees leaning over and sucking him off.

Then I realized I didn't have to imagine. Fuck if I was going to miss out on this. I got off the bed and moved to the en suite bath.

I stood at the threshold and watched.

It appeared that Daniel was alone, leaning back against the large hot tub. It looked like it could hold about four people comfortably, up to six if the occupants really liked each other. I could see movement under the water. Then my wife burst out and took a deep breath.

"That was interesting," Daniel said. "My cock felt so good inside your mouth down there."

"Well I'm not a mermaid," my wife said, wiping her slick hair back. "Sit up on the edge so I can give you a proper blowjob.

Daniel settled on the lip of the tub and my wife moved between his legs and started worshiping his cock.

She licked his shaft from base to tip, running her tongue around the huge bulbous head. Then she enveloped Daniel's whole cock with her mouth, taking it as deep as she could, still only able to get about half of it in. She bobbed up and down a few times, then pulled off and leaned down to lick his balls, something she never did for me.

I had started stroking myself while I watched and I could feel a tingle start to develop in my core.

"You are a dirty girl, Nikki. Lick those balls. Get them nice and clean."

My wife said nothing, just kept on licking and sucking his balls while she stroked his shaft with her hand.

"Hey Bill," Daniel said as my wife continued pleasuring him. "You don't have to just stand there. There's plenty of room in the tub."

I thanked my friend and slipped into the water.

It felt warm and comfortable and eased the tension that had been growing inside me. Although it did nothing to release the sense of arousal that only a climax could alleviate.

"Your wife is a great cocksucker," he said. "but you know that right?"

"Yeah," I said, although she hadn't yet done half the things I was witnessing her do now. I took a mental note, hoping to get her to try them later.

"Okay, enough foreplay, I need to get off now."

I thought Daniel was going to fuck my wife, but I was wrong.

My wife took his cock into her mouth again and started bobbing her head, taking him halfway before pulling back. This lasted for a few minutes before Daniel said. "Practice is over Nikki, time to show me what you can really do."

I watched as Daniel placed his hand on the back of my wife's head and pulled her towards him, driving his cock deeper into her throat. I could see her eyes start to water and drool trickle out of the corner of her mouth.

She looked to be in distress, but Monica didn't fight it. Instead, she started rubbing her clit, since her hands weren't needed. Daniel was in full control, fucking her face and treating her like a sex doll.

He was rough and my wife seemed to like it. I knew I could never treat her this way, so if this was something she wanted, or needed, my best friend was going to have to be the one to give it to her.

"Relax your throat. You can take more, I know you can."

I was stunned watching my wife take at least eight inches of flesh down her throat, with a couple left. There was no way she could—

My train of thought abruptly stopped.

Monica adjusted her position and somehow she was able to take Daniel's entire length into her throat.

Silence hung in the room for a minute, broken only by the lapping of water against the side of the tub, the wave caused by my hand stroking my cock.

Monica's eyes seemed to be open as wide as her mouth, tears streamed down her cheeks. Even Daniel seemed surprised. He held her head against his crotch.

"Holy Fuck," he said. "No woman has ever taken it all. You are a prize, Mrs. Gilmore. A real prize."

Then Daniel pulled out a little, letting Monica get a little air in her lungs, before he started to roughly fuck her face. He held her head and pushed in and out of her throat. He was rough and fast.

I was masturbating in time to Daniel's own thrusts.

"Fuck, take it all, bitch, take it all."

Daniel was treating my wife like a whore, and she loved it. It was something I couldn't give her, but I was glad someone else could.

I could feel another orgasm building inside me.

"Ouuuu, fuck, I'm going to cum." Daniel said. He turned to me. "Bill, watch me cum down your wife's throat."

And I did.

With a shiver and grunt, Daniel shoved his cock deep into Monica's throat and held her there.

"Fuck," he screamed as he shot ropes of semen almost directly into my wife's stomach. A bit leaked passed her lips, but I doubt my wife even tasted anything.

When he seemed done, Daniel pulled out and my wife was able to catch her breath.

"You are awesome," Daniel said. He leaned in and kissed my wife, not bothered at all that they had just been stretched open wide by his cock.

I was still hard as steel. I stopped stroking, but my erection wasn't going away any time soon.

"Fuck, that was intense," my wife said. She looked over at me. "Looks like you enjoyed it."

"Not as much as Daniel," I said.

We all laughed together, and it felt nice.

"Now, it's my turn. I need a hard cock inside me."

She reached down and stroked her lover's now flaccid penis.

"This is going to take a while to recharge babe," he said. "Already came three times tonight."

Monica looked over at me, then down at my hard-on. She looked up at Daniel.

"May I?" She asked, her eyes pleading.

Daniel smiled down at her. "Of course, anything for my darling Nikki."

My wife almost exploded with glee and made her way over to my side of the hot tub.

It wasn't lost on me, that my best friend had just given my wife permission to fuck her husband. Twice, that evening.

Monica straddled my lap and settled onto my steely cock. She bounced up and down as she rested her arms on my shoulder. Her eyes were closed and it was obvious she was eagerly driving towards her own orgasm, not worried if I came or not. For all I knew she was imagining being stuffed by Daniel's monster cock, and not my average one.

It reminded me of my bachelor party, when I fucked her but she hadn't cum so she sought out another cock to finish the job. That cock turned out to be Daniel's and our future life together was changed in a profound way.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," my wife chanted as she rode me. I just sat there and enjoyed the show. Her beautiful body rising and falling in front of me. I leaned my face forward and got an occasional lick on her diamond hard nipples as they passed my outstretched tongue.

In no time, Monica started shaking, her legs quivering and she dropped down hard on my lap. My cock was buried deep in her cunt and I could feel her pussy walls pulse around my shaft as she came.

My wife nestled her face in my neck as she came down from her climax.

"I love you, Bill," she said.

My cock twitched at her words. Knowing she loved me was a highly effective aphrodisiac for me. Of all the wild, crazy, sexy, debauched things we did, this moment was the best of the night. My wife in my lap, still under the effects of an earth-shattering orgasm, professing her love to me. I felt like the luckiest man in the world.

"Have I thanked you properly, for letting me have this?"

I smiled. "Oh, yeah you have."

Monica may have been Daniel's boyfriend for the night, but she was still undoubtedly my wife.

"She is sexy as fuck," Daniel said. "I can see why you like watching her fuck other men."

My friend waded over to where we were sitting. His cock trailing through the warm water. He leaned over and gave my wife a quick kiss on the top of her head. He climbed out of the tub and went into the bedroom.

My wife and I stayed in the tub for a little longer, our bodies melded as one. No words were passed, but we understood each other completely.

"I'd like to stay like this forever," Monica said. "You wrapped in my arms with your cock buried deep inside me."

I was still hard, and gave my cock a little twitch.

My wife sighed, but I didn't start fucking her. Motion would spoil the moment.

Nothing lasts forever, eventually my cock softened and I slipped out of the comfort of my wife's pussy.

"You guys really blew everyone away with your performance tonight."

My wife gave me a shy shrug. "I was hesitant at first, but Daniel talked me into it. I thought the Karaoke routine was a bit risqué, but he said there's been couples who've done worse things."

"Really, I find that hard to believe."

"No, he showed me video. Some chick actually did a strip tease last year. Down to her bra and panties."

"Fuck."

"And yes, they won."

"But still, why didn't you tell me you and Daniel were practicing."

"We wanted to surprise you."

My wife stood up and spread her arms wide, shaking her tits at me.

"Ta Da!"

I couldn't help but laugh.

"Well, consider me surprised," I said. "I think we should get out now. My skin's starting to wrinkle."

We both got out of the hot tub and started toweling off. I looked into the other room, Daniel was fast asleep. I guess pounding Monica's mouth with his cock must have taken it out of him.

I took a towel and started drying my wife's back.

"So your sexual performance tonight was astounding. Really got me off."

Monica turned around.

"I loved performing for you." She reached down and cupped my balls. "There's no one I'd rather perform for."

She kissed me and started rubbing my balls.

"Especially if I get to perform with Danny. Oh, you liked that, didn't you?"

My cock must have twitched.

"Just picturing him fucking your beautiful mouth." I kissed her hard, penetrating her lips with my tongue. Tasting her essence, sharing her breath.

My cock was rock hard again. I lifted my wife up onto the counter and stepped between her legs. She reached down and helped guide me into her warm depths. Her soft flesh enveloped my cock and I slowly and deeply moved within her, my heart swelling as we made love.

"I love you, Bill," she whispered. "I love you, love you, love—"

I cut off her chant with my mouth, as I came, filling my wife's womb yet again. I'd lost count of how many times she's been fucked that night. How many loads she'd swallowed or taken inside her pussy.

"So, have you been practicing fucking him as well?" I meant it as a joke, but I don't think she did.

Monica pulled back and looked me dead on.

"Bill, you have to believe me," she said. "I would never cheat on you. Never, ever, ever, fucking never."

She gave me a strong, almost desperate hug. Her head was on my shoulder.

"If I ever fuck another man," she said, "you will absolutely know about it."

I held her close, and almost started to cry. I loved her so much and I don't think I'd ever be able to tell her just how much.

We held each other for a few more minutes then slipped into bed beside Daniel. I thought I'd find it hard to fall asleep, sharing a bed with my wife and her boyfriend, but I didn't. I was out as soon as my head hit the pillow, the day's angst and activity finally catching up with me.

I awoke twice in the night. Once to get up and pee. When I came back to the bed I saw Monica was curled up with Daniel, her face nestled in his hair, her breast pressed against his back. They both were sleeping peacefully and looked like a perfect couple. I wondered if people saw her and I that way when we were out.

The second time I woke to get a drink of water. It was around four in the morning and this time I had to gently lift my wife's arm off my shoulder since she had moved to spoon with me at some point.

I kissed her palm and she stirred in her sleep, but didn't wake. I got my drink and went back to sleep. What a team we made, we three friends? Lovers? What would you call us? I went to sleep without an answer.
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I was finally woken by the sun shining through the floor-to-ceiling windows in the main room shining through the open bedroom door. I was alone in bed. It didn't take me long to figure out where my wife and Daniel were. I heard the shower running in the en suite.

I got up and moved to the threshold.

Monica and her boyfriend were fucking. He was behind her, pressing her body against the glass wall. Her breasts looked huge pressed against the glass. Daniel moved deep and slow, his hand playing with her clit while he moved within her. Her head was turned and they were kissing while they fucked.

Hold that. They were not fucking, they were making love. I could see it. The way he moved, the way he held her, the way she moaned, the way her eyes fluttered.

It was obvious to me. I had shared her body with Daniel, she had shared her heart.

I felt a twinge of jealousy, but it couldn't last. There was nothing sexier than watching my wife find her pleasure with another man. Knowing I was a part of it, made it all the better.

I smiled, content that my wife loved me, even if she also had feelings for another man. I had known it from the night of our wedding, when I shared her with my three buddies. She had sex with Leon and James, but when Daniel stayed behind and fucked her, I noticed something special. That was why I wasn't surprised when he asked me to let her be his girlfriend for the night. And after this experience, I knew there would be more encounters in the future. I would bet my life on it.

I ordered room service: some pastries and an urn of coffee.

Monica and Daniel came out of the bedroom as it arrived. I tipped the bellhop who gave me a funny look, seeing me in my boxer shorts and my wife and Daniel wearing hotel robes. I'm sure he'd have a story to tell his co-workers at the bar later that evening.

We ate breakfast and chatted, like the old friends we were. Daniel had to leave. He told us we could stay in the room, since it was booked for two nights.

My wife and I took full advantage of the offer. We fucked in the bed, we fucked in the hot tub. We fucked in the shower. That night I bent her over and ate her out while she leaned against the widows, looking out over the cityscape.

Somewhere, someone may have got a free peep show, but we didn't care.

We didn't leave the room all day. We ordered room service for lunch and dinner. We had each other for dessert.

After the stunt at the window we shuffled off to bed where I spooned behind my wife and entered her well-lubricated cunt for behind. I moved slowly and steadily within her and we talked about our future.

"So when do you think we should start our family," I said. I felt my wife's pussy muscles pulse around my cock.

"Why do you ask?" she said, moaning as I pressed deeper.

"Well, I know we've been using condoms—"

I stopped there, letting the implication sink in. I may have stopped talking, but I hadn't stopped fucking my wife. She pushed back against me, meeting me thrust for thrust. We moved in silence for a while until I came inside her. My wife cooed as she felt the warmth of my seed fill her womb.

"If you're worried, don't. I'm pretty sure I'm safe right now."

"Good to know." I held my wife tight, keeping my now deflating cock inside her.

"Do you love me?" I asked, knowing the answer.

"Yes," Monica answered quickly. "Do you love me?"

"Absolutely." It took me a while before I got the nerve to ask the real question. I'd seen the hints, but I needed to know for sure. "Do you love Daniel?"

I felt my wife tense up in my embrace.

"That's complicated," she said. I could feel her heart racing. I wanted to say something to break the silence, but I knew I shouldn't. I needed my wife to do that. It took a few minutes and I felt a few tears fall on my arm. Eventually she did start talking. Her voice low, and quivering.

"If you'd asked me the week before our wedding—the night I fucked you and him—I would say no. Yeah, he's a good fuck, but it was just an itch I needed scratching at the moment. If you hadn't come so quickly it would have never happened."

My wife had gained her confidence by the time she started talking about our wedding night. When I invited my three groomsmen to share the consummation. She turned around to face me, my arms still locked around her.

"It's really your fault, you know. You didn't have to invite your buddies to a gangbang with your new bride."

I felt my cock twitch.

"That's fair," I said.

"When Daniel was inside me that night, with you watching and masturbating, something snapped in me."

"I noticed."

"Did you?"

"Yeah," I said.

"Why didn't you say something then, why did you let me be his girlfriend?"

"Because I liked it. I liked watching you fuck him, even if there was a bond between you. I trusted you. And you're so goddamn sexy. Maybe more woman than I can handle."

"Don't be silly."

"I'm not, really. The way Daniel fucks you. I can tell, he touches places inside you I can't. He treats you rough, fucks you rough, and I can tell you love that. I can't do that, but he can. And I would never stop you from that experience."

Monica started crying and kissing me with a passion we hadn't shared since really before we were married. I think she realized this was the first time we'd been totally honest with each other. Honest about our feelings.

"Bill," my wife said, tears streaming down her cheeks. "You are the best husband any woman could wish for."

I had no words to say. I just kissed my wife on the lips. Then I licked away her salty tears and smiled.

"And I'm proud to call you my wife."

"If you want me to stop fucking Daniel, I—"

I put my finger to Monica's lips.

"No. Never. I need to keep you happy. I want to keep you happy. And I know that you would stop seeing him if I asked but you wouldn't like it. You'd eventually come to resent me for making you give him up. No, I was the one who gave you permission to fuck him on our wedding night. That is permission I will never rescind."

Monica smiled and kissed my cheek.

"Thank you," she whispered.

My phone buzzed. I got up and started dressing. Monica laid back and watched me.

"We never decided when we were going to try and get me pregnant."

"This weekend seems alright."

"But."

We looked at each other but didn't say anything.

Our silence was interrupted by a chime. The doorbell had been rung.

"Who could that be?" Monica asked.

"Beats me," I said. A little white lie.

"Should I throw something on?"

"Not necessary. I'll get it."

I went to the door and let Daniel in.
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"Danny?"

My wife sat up in bed, the linen fell from her chest, pooling in her lap. Her comfort with sharing her naked body with another man evident.

She looked at me, "I thought we would spend the rest of the weekend alone?"

I moved across the large bedroom. My best friend remained at the threshold.

I cupped my wife's chin and kissed her.

"Sweetheart, I've really enjoyed sharing you. But I think it's time I left the two of you alone."

"Why?" A truly confused look crossed her face.

"I loved watching you. I loved that I could be here to even participate. But I can't help but feel you've been performing for me."

"But—"

"Let me finish. Please." It took a moment to gather my thoughts. I had texted Daniel earlier in the day to come back. I didn't tell him why though. If I thought it was wild getting off sharing my wife's body with him, sharing her love was totally fucking crazy.

"I've loved the performance, and I know you wouldn't have done any of this shit if I wasn't here and loved every second. But I also know you've been holding back a little. I saw that when you were taking a shower together."

"Oh sweetheart." I pressed my finger to Monica's lips.

"You've already admitted you have feelings for him."

I heard Daniel gasp behind me. Whether he was surprised learning how my wife felt, or that she'd confessed to me, I couldn't tell.

"Even though this was your date, up to now this weekend has been about me. Now, it's time for me to leave you two alone, so you can spend real quality time together, without worrying what I might think or how I might react."

I could see a single tear start to track down my wife's cheek. But it wasn't a tear of sorrow. It was a tear of joy.

"I love you, Monica. More than anything else in this world. I'll never desert you, but tonight, I want you to forget you're married. Tonight, you are Daniel's. Tonight, you are a couple."

It hurt a little to say, but my hard-on told me it was the right thing to do. She would always be my hotwife, but for the rest of the evening she would be my best friend's girlfriend.

I thought I heard her say "I love you, Bill," as I gathered my clothes and left the room, but I might have been imagining that.

I got dressed in the living room. I grabbed a quick snack from the leftover room service meal we had earlier. Before I left I couldn't help but take a last peek of my wife and her lover.

Daniel had wasted no time undressing and getting in bed with Monica. He was flat on his back, my wife riding his cock like a woman on fire. Her back was toward me. She must have thought I had left, so I was seeing her unleash her inner slut. She looked so damn beautiful. I had to quickly leave before the temptation to join them became too hard to deny.

I'm sure they wouldn't have minded, but still.

I slipped out of the suite. The sound of my wife's orgasm kept me hard on the drive. It was after 10 when I got home. I was exhausted and headed straight to bed, but not before pulling out the picture of my wife about to suck Daniel's cock and rubbing one out.

I got up around nine in the morning, made myself some coffee and read the paper. I had taken a half day off work so I didn't have to be in the office until noon. I was taking a shower when my wife got home.

"Hey there handsome," she called from the bedroom door.

I wiped the water from my eyes and blew her a kiss. "I'd invite you to join me but I'm going to be late."

"No worries, I'll just watch."

With much difficulty I was able to get dressed without grabbing my wife and fucking her. Not that she didn't tempt me. While I was putting on my clothes, she was taking hers off, so that by the time I was ready to head out the door, she was totally naked, standing in the kitchen, sipping a glass of white wine.

"I'll be home around 5:30," I said, giving my wife a quick kiss on the lips. She tasted of Chardonnay and cum, an arousing combination.

"You better be. My pussy will be needing taking care of."

I ran my fingers through her bare labia. She was dripping.

"Even after all the fucking you've done this weekend?"

"Oh, yeah. I'll never get enough of you." She took my hand and licked my fingers clean.

"You're a dirty girl."

"I'm a good slut for my hubby and my boyfriend."

"Get behind me, temptation."

My wife smiled. "If you're good I'll tell you all about what we did after you left last night."

"Fuck, that's going to keep me hard all day."

"Good. But you have to promise not to masturbate in the bathroom."

I reluctantly agreed, before turning to leave.

"Oh, and one more thing," Monica said. I was standing at the door. "I invited Daniel to our New Year's Eve party."

I turned around and looked at my wife. Her face beamed with mischief.

"Fuck it, I'll call in sick," I said. I headed toward my wife and gave in to temptation.
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