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		Chapter One

		

		Ididn't say anything the day I saw my wife had been texting Brandon. I thought I'd give her the chance to mention it to me first. I waited three days and since she hadn't said anything to me about texting my former co-worker, I decided to broach the subject.

		"I wonder what Brandon is up to?" I said as she was doing the dishes.

		She froze, one of her hands was still in the warm sudsy water. She slowly looked up at me.

		"You saw the text, didn't you?" she said.

		"Yeah."

		"Why didn't you⁠—"

		"I was waiting for you to tell me."

		"You were testing me. Trying to see if I would cheat on you."

		"No. No," I said, although I doubted that she believed me. I didn't even believe myself.

		"Whatever. Look Howard, if this game of ours is going to work, you have to trust me."

		"I do! That's why I didn't question you."

		I might have been a little more convincing that time.

		"So, you're saying you still want me to be your hotwife?"

		I thought about it for a moment, but I knew my answer before she finished her question.

		"Yes. I do."

		"Okay, then I want to have a little more say in who I fuck."

		"You don't like Mr. Gale?"

		"Roger's fine. But now that I've slept with him, I think I want to expand my horizons, try someone else."

		"Like Brandon?"

		Elizabeth laughed. "Yeah, maybe. Let me finish these dishes and we'll talk."

		I grabbed a beer from the fridge and went into the living room. I put on one of my favorite jazz albums on the turntable and sat back to think.

		Ever since Mr. Gale, my boss, first hit on my wife, I found the thought of her being with another man sexually exciting. I don't know why. I don’t like being humiliated but watching her in the throes of ecstasy while she's fucking another man gets me hard. It could be that she's so beautiful and it's like watching a really good porn movie. But why am I just as aroused thinking about it?

		Before I could come up with an answer, Elizabeth came into the room. She had poured herself a finger of scotch and sat on the floor in front of me.

		I gulped and adjusted my penis, since it was starting to thicken. My wife looked so sexy, just sitting there, sipping her booze and smiling.

		"You okay?" she asked.

		I nodded and drank my beer.

		She took a deep breath and let it out. Then she took another sip.

		"That's good," she started, "because I'm going to confess, when we started this little game, I was hesitant. Not about my own reaction, but about yours."

		"What do you mean?"

		"I take my wedding vows seriously, and I think you do, too. This isn't about cheating, I know. Cheating is if I do this behind your back. Like you thought I was doing when you saw that text."

		"No. I didn't think you were cheating."

		"Don't lie, Howard. We've been married long enough for me to recognize when you're lying."

		"Okay. I might have been a little worried."

		"Come on, admit it."

		"Let me finish. I was a little worried, but I was also excited. Does that make sense?"

		Elizabeth smiled. "Yeah."

		"That still doesn't mean I want you to fuck someone behind my back."

		"I know. But the thought of me doing it arouses you."

		"Yes. But still."

		"Okay. I know. And I don't want to fuck someone behind your back. Why should I do that when I can fuck another man right in front of you."

		"So, then what do we have to talk about?"

		Elizabeth set her drink down on the end table and got onto her knees. She was between my legs with a hand on each knee and my cock was getting a quite uncomfortable in my pants.

		"So far, you've been the one directing the show. And don't get me wrong, it's been fun. But I think I want to be in charge for a little while."

		"What do you mean?"

		"What I mean is...” Elizabeth leaned into me. Her face was inches away from mine. She smiled and whispered into my ear. "I've fucked your boss, Howard, and now I want to be the boss."

		In an instant, my wife undid my pants and pulled out my cock. It was erect with pre-cum oozing from the tip.

		"Do you like that, sweetheart?" she said as she slowly stroked my cock. "Do you like having a wife who wants to fuck other men?"

		I couldn't speak. So, I just I nodded.

		"Good. Because your wife loves to fuck other men."

		Before I could say anything, Elizabeth took my shaft into her mouth. I nearly came when her lips first touched my flesh. She bobbed a few times, as I leaned my head back and closed my eyes.

		My wife is a great cocksucker. I'm proud of that. I've told my boss I'm proud of her skills, and he agrees with me that she gives good head.

		I loved the way she ran her tongue along my shaft while she moved her lips up and down my length. I looked down at her. Our eyes met and I saw a twinkle. Then she pulled away and began to swiftly stroke me.

		"So, I'm going to take charge. I'm going to decide who I fuck and when I fuck them. You'll not have a veto. Your only option is to call the game off. You know how to do that, right?"

		My head was spinning as blissful pleasure coursed through my body.

		"Tell me, Howard. How do you end this?"

		I couldn't speak. My orgasm had me in a headlock. There were no words, no thoughts, only emotions. And only pleasure.

		My wife laughed. She was enjoying the power she wielded over me. And I loved being under her sway.

		"You silly thing. You really do love this."

		Her hand was a blur. She reached down with her other hand and started playing with my balls. My hips started bucking.

		"Don't you come, mister," she demanded, even though she kept jerking me off. "You don’t come until you tell me the word that will end our game."

		"I can't. I can't." I couldn't think straight.

		"Tell me the safe word."

		Oh shit, that's what she wanted.

		"Tell me the word that will end our game. Tell me the word that let’s me know you want me to stop being a hotwife.”

		"Demogorgon!" I said. "Demogorgon."

		Elizabeth smiled. "Yes. Now come for me, my sweet cuckold. Come for me."

		My cock erupted, shooting several long ropes of semen into the air to land on my chest. Elizabeth took me back into her mouth and sucked down the last few spurts of cum. She made sure my cock was perfectly clean before tucking me back into my pants.

		"There, there," she said as she patted my arm. "Now I'm sure you know. I am the boss. I will dictate the rules—the when, and the where, and the who. And you will abide. And when you think I've gone too far, you use the safe word and it's all over."

		"What if I just don't like the guy you pick."

		"No, Howard. That's not how this is going to work. If we're going to play, we have to be on the same page. You want to play and I want to play, great. But I want to lead. And if you don’t like that, then we have a problem. Do we have a problem?"

		"No."

		My wife smiled. "Good. But I think I want more. From now on, when we're playing you call me mistress. Does that work for you?"

		"Yes," I said without thinking.

		My wife slapped me on the cheek. It wasn't hard, but it did sting.

		"Does that work for you?" Her tone was a little harsher.

		"Yes.” I paused before adding, "Mistress."

		My wife had raised her hand back for another smack. She smiled and patted me on the head.

		"Good boy," she said. "Now, follow me. I have a job for that talented tongue of yours."

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

		When we got to the bedroom, Elizabeth told me to stand back and watch as she got undressed. She started slowly, taking her time with each button of her white blouse. When she was done she slid her top off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor behind her.

		"Do you like?" she asked as she reached back to unhook her bra. She waited until I nodded my head before taking it off, revealing her luscious tits. She threw her bra at me and I clumsily caught it.

		Then I watched as my wife unzipped her skirt and shimmied it off her hips. Now she was standing there naked, save for her black panties and black flat-heeled shoes. Elizabeth sat back on the bed, her legs barely dangling off the edge. She beckoned me with a hook of her finger and a sexy smile.

		"Give me a kiss," she said.

		I stepped forward and leaned over, but she waved her finger and pointed it toward her pussy.

		"Give me a kiss, down there."

		I love licking my wife's pussy, and she knows it. I love the way she tastes, and it always gets me hard.

		"It'll be my pleasure." I reached to grab the waistband of her panties when she grabbed my hands and cleared her throat. "It'll be my pleasure, mistress," I said, correcting myself.

		My wife let me proceed.

		I peeled off her panties and held them to my nose. The odor of her sex was intoxicating. I knelt before her and spread her legs. Her pretty pink petals opened up for me. She was dripping wet with dew.

		I gave her fleshy folds a few light tentative licks.

		Elizabeth lay back and began moaning. She grabbed a fistful of hair in her hand as I began exploring her pussy with my tongue.

		"Oh, Howie, that feels delightful." My wife began humming as I lapped away at her juices.

		I closed my eyes and remembered watching my boss do the same thing. He had to make her come before she'd left him fuck her.

		After a minute or two I stopped for air, but continued rubbing her clit with my thumb. "Am I better than Mr. Gale?" I asked.

		"Stop with the questions and get back to licking my cunt," my wife said.

		"Yes, mistress."

		I pushed my tongue deep into her slit, with my nose pressed against her clit. I rubbed her button and lapped at the juices that came flooding out.

		"Oh, fucking god!" she screamed. I hoped the neighbors didn't call the police. "Right there, yes, right there. Don't stop.”

		She had grabbed my head with both hands and was grinding her pussy into my face. I couldn't stop even if I wanted to.

		"Yes! Yes! Yes!" Elizabeth hissed as she came on my face.

		When she had enough, she pulled my head away from her crotch and fell back on the bed with a deep sigh.

		"Was it good?" I asked.

		"The best," my wife said.

		"Better than Mr. Gale?"

		My wife laughed. "Is it that important to you?"

		"I'd like to think I can make my wife come as well as my boss."

		"You poor dear."

		I was sitting sideways on the bed, with one leg on the floor and the other on the mattress. My wife came over to me and took my chin in her hand.

		"You'll always be the best, even if I come harder for another man. Remember that we're doing this together. You're just as much a part of it as they are."

		I'm not sure I agreed with her, but I didn't say anything. Instead, I kissed her. And she kissed me back and we started making out. Our mouths locked together in a passionate seal. Elizabeth didn’t seem to mind tasting herself on my tongue.

		My wife had kicked off her shoes, so now she was totally naked.

		I still had my clothes on, and I started to take them off. Elizabeth helped. She seemed as ready to get fucked as I was.

		When all my clothes had been tossed into a pile at the foot of the bed, she took my rock-hard erection into her mouth and started sucking.

		Her warm mouth felt wonderful wrapped around my shaft.

		"Oh, fuck Liz, that's good. You're so good."

		My wife popped off my member. "Better than Tammy, that skank you dated in college?"

		"Fuck, why? Why did you bring her up?"

		"You keep asking about Roger."

		My wife kept me hard during her interrogation by aggressively stroking me.

		"That's different."

		"Is it?"

		I couldn't think. I was close to coming. All the blood my brain needed to put two thoughts together was currently pumping through my erection.

		"You need to slow down," I said. "I'm going to come if you keep that up."

		"Isn't that the idea? Climaxing?"

		I was panting now, trying to control my release.

		"But I want to fuck you, tonight. I want to come in your pussy."

		"Oh, do you?" My wife sped up her strokes. "I don't think so. I've got a date planned tomorrow, and you know I don't let you fuck me the night before a date."

		Being denied access to her pussy set me off. For the second time that day, I shot my load into the air. Several strings of pearly cum landed on my chest. My wife kept working her hands up and down my shaft, milking my cock until only a dribble came out to flow over her fingers.

		"That's a lot of jizz," Elizabeth said as she got up off the bed. "Stay there while I get a warm washcloth to clean you up. You're such a good boy."

		I lay back exhausted. I came twice but didn't get to fuck my wife. I can't say it wasn't enjoyable, even if I was a little disappointed. My wife was having fun controlling my orgasms, saying when and where I came. It was nice that, even though she was denying me her pussy, she wasn't denying me an orgasm.

		I wondered how long that would last.

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

		Elizabeth didn't tell me who her date was with. She didn’t tell me if sex was on the table or not, although I had no doubt it would be. I spent the day working in the yard, trying to keep my mind and body occupied. It didn't work.

		I was hard all day. Blood rushed to my cock and left me a little woozy as I pushed the mower over the grass.

		"Honey," my wife called from the open kitchen window. "Does this look sexy enough for your boss?"

		I looked at my wife. She was wearing a lovely red demi-cup bra. Her large nipples were peeking over the edge of the lacy material.

		I looked around. Luckily no neighbors seemed to be listening in to our conversation.

		"Be good, Liz," I yelled over the din of the lawnmower. "I'll be there in a second."

		My wife laughed and moved away from the window.

		"Are you trying to humiliate me?" I asked after I put the mower away.

		"Of course not, dear," Elizabeth said. She gave me a light pat on the cheek. "But I do know how much it arouses you."

		I grumbled a reply, but it was true. I liked the teasing, as long as it was between the two of us, or the man she was fucking.

		"What if Charles, or Wade, who live next door heard you?" I grabbed her wrist. "You wouldn't want them thinking I was a weak cuck, would you?”

		"Oh, Howie," she said as she slipped her hands from my grasp. "You're not weak, but you are my cuck."

		She grabbed my cock which was still hard as steel.

		"See, I was right. You do like it when I tease you.”

		"But sometimes you go too far."

		"Tsk. Tsk. I never go too far. If I do, all you have to do is say the magic word and the game is over. Do you want to do that? Do you want to end this little game of ours?"

		I leaned in to kiss my wife.

		"Of course I don't."

		She rubbed my erection through my pants.

		"What if I offered to fuck you right now?" She reached into my pants and took my cock into her hand. Her palm felt warm against my naked skin. "Do you want to fuck your wife, Howie?"

		"Yes," I moaned.

		"I would love to fuck you, too. But you know the rules."

		"They're your rules. You can break them."

		My wife smiled. "I'll fuck you right here, right now. I'll let you come inside me."

		I felt the tension building in my cock as she stroked me.

		"Then let's do it."

		I reached around and pulled my wife against my hot, sweaty body. Her hand was trapped between us.

		"Let me fuck your brains out," I whispered into her ear. "Let me send you off to my boss with a pussy full of my cum."

		"Oh, you'd like that. I know."

		She pretended to think about it for a moment but then pulled her hand away from my cock.

		"You didn't use the safe word. So, no. My pussy is off limits to you tonight."

		"Fuck." I needed to come so bad. I rubbed myself in front of my wife. She slapped my hand away.

		"No!" she said. "You can't touch yourself tonight. You need to save it for when I get home."

		I grumbled.

		"What's that," she said, taking on a bossy tone.

		"Yes, mistress," I said.

		"Good boy." Elizabeth stepped back and did a little twirl. "You never did tell me if I looked sexy enough for your boss."

		Along with the red bra, she wore a pair of matching panties. The material was transparent and I could see she had shaved her pussy. I could also see by the small wet spot in the center of the material that our little role play had aroused her.

		"You look so fucking sexy," I said. "I want to eat you so badly."

		My wife smiled. "You'll get your chance later. Now, go heat yourself up some leftovers. I need to finish dressing. Roger's going to be here soon."
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		I finished the leftover casserole and was putting the dirty dishes in the dishwasher when my wife came into the kitchen.

		She looked stunning. Her long, raven-black hair was pulled back in a ponytail. She'd put on a little makeup, not too much, but enough to make it look like she did nothing at all. She wore a red sundress that hung down to her knees with a scoop neckline that nicely displayed her ample cleavage.

		"You can close your mouth now," she said with a chuckle.

		"You look very nice," I said.

		"Thank you," she said as she gave me a light kiss on the cheek, so as not to smudge her lipstick.

		I was about to ask her when my boss was supposed to arrive when I heard a car horn blast.

		"That must be him," my wife said. "Don't wait up."

		And before I could say anything else, she was gone.

		"Good night," I sighed as the echo of the front door slamming shut drifted through the house.
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		It was a long, agonizing night. I put the dishes away. I read a few pages of the spy novel I'd been trying to finish for the past month. I poured myself a tall glass of scotch and tried to read a few more pages, but I slammed the book shut before I even finished another chapter.

		I tried watching a little TV, but nothing caught my interest. I scrolled through social media on my tablet. I played a few games.

		I checked my watch. An hour and a half had gone by.

		I sat in my chair. In the dark. Trying not to think about what my wife was doing with my boss. I failed. My cock was hard, but I didn't stroke it, even though I was dying to. My wife had told me not to, and I swore I wouldn't.

		She also told me not to wait up, but I made no promises about that.

		I'll skip all the agonizing thoughts and visions that went through my brain that night. Suffice it to say they were extremely vivid and sexually explicit.

		At some point in the evening I dozed off. I woke up when the front room lit up from a pair of headlights shining through the thin curtains.

		I waited for my wife to walk through the front door. My cock raged inside the confines of my jeans. I looked at my watch. Two minutes became five, and still the car sat there. I wondered what they were doing in the car. Was it a long, passionate kiss? Was she blowing him? Was she fucking him?

		After ten minutes, I stood up and moved to the door. I reached for the handle. I opened the door and was greeted by my wife, standing on the porch. She had her keys in her hand poised to unlock the door I'd already opened.

		"I guess you waited up," Elizabeth said with a smile. She turned to wave at my boss as he pulled out of the driveway.

		"Do you know what time it is?" I said as I moved aside to let my wife into the living room.

		"Uhm. No."

		"It's two in the morning."

		"I told you not to wait up."

		Suddenly I was filled with lust. The long night of sexual frustration and arousing angst had left me with a knot of tension in my core. My wife was standing in front of me. Her long black hair cascading over her shoulders, her dress wrinkled, her eyes taunting me.

		"Did you fuck him?" I asked.

		"What do you think?" Her voice mocked me. She lifted the hem of her dress with one hand and grabbed my wrist with the other. She pulled my hand to her bare pussy. I could feel how wet she was. "That's not just me you're feeling."

		"You're not wearing any panties."

		"He made me take them off the moment I got into his car."

		I pulled her to me. Our noses were almost touching. I could smell him on her. His cologne. A tangy musky aroma on her breath. Despite the fact that she'd just sucked his dick, I kissed her. I drove my tongue into her mouth. I tasted his cum on her lips.

		"God dammit, you're so hot," I moaned. Then I fell to my knees and started licking at her pussy. I'd been possessed by a lustful demon. I dove my tongue into her fleshy folds. My nose brushed her clit and she moaned.

		"Fuck, you're so good at that, my little cuck," she said.

		Elizabeth grabbed a fistful of my hair and ground her pussy into my face. I lapped up every drop that dripped from her slit.

		"Yes! Yes!" she said. I felt her quiver as she climaxed. I had to grab her ass to keep her standing. I continued licking her clit through her orgasm. When she was spent, she leaned back against the living room wall.

		"How many is that?" I asked.

		"How many what?" she replied.

		"How many times did you come tonight?"

		Elizabeth laughed. "I lost count."

		"I'm going to fuck you now, if that's okay."

		"Did you masturbate while I was away?" she asked.

		"No."

		"Then, yes, you may fuck me."

		I turned her around and bent her over at the waist. She held onto the wall for support. I lifted her dress.

		"Spread your legs," I said.

		Elizabeth complied.

		I lined my cock up with her dripping wet slit and pushed forward. My shaft slid easily into her well-lubricated pussy.

		"God, you're so loose."

		"Your boss has a huge cock. He stretched me out. So. Good."

		I started fucking my wife. My actions were driven by a lustful impulse to reclaim her.

		"Don't get too used to this," my wife said.

		"Why?"

		"Remember, I'm the boss. And I'll let you get away with this controlling shit right now, because you've been a good boy. But when I come home from a date in the future, you'll call me, mistress.

		"Oh, fuck." I said as I came deep inside my wife’s pussy.

		"Oh, yeah. Add your load to his." Elizabeth reached between her legs and tickled my balls. "Give me all of your cum."

		My wife's pussy spasmed around my shaft, milking every drop I had to offer.

		When I'd emptied my balls, we both slid to the floor. We cuddled there in the living room until the hardwood became too uncomfortable. Then we moved to the bedroom.

		"I should take a shower, but I'm too tired," Elizabeth said.

		"We can take one together in the morning," I said.

		"I bet you'd like that."

		"Yes. I would."

		We both got undressed and got under the covers.

		"I love you, Liz," I said. I had my arms wrapped around her.

		"I love you, too, Howie," she said as she lay her head on my chest.

		I fell asleep with the scent of her sex and my boss’s musk in my nose. Randy dreams haunted my sleep.

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

		The next day at work, I tried to avoid my boss. I mostly succeeded until around noon, when he called me into his office.

		"Howard, shut the door behind you," he said.

		"What did you want, sir?" I asked.

		"Have a seat."

		This was getting awkward.

		"I had a nice date with Elizabeth last night, but I guess you know that already."

		So, he wanted to rub my nose in it.

		"As you know, Mr. Gale, my wife and I don't have any secrets."

		"That's good. It makes for a healthy marriage."

		I was not about to take relationship advice from the man who was fucking my wife, even if she was doing it with my blessing. I must have rolled my eyes, because Mr. Gale gave me a funny look.

		"No, really. I wish I'd been more open with my first wife. Wouldn't have needed to find a second one."

		I fidgeted in the chair, causing the leather to squeak underneath me. I did not feel comfortable chatting with my boss like an equal. It was wrong.

		"Relax, Howard."

		"Why did you call me in?"

		"Elizabeth told me to."

		"She did?" That didn't really sound like my wife, but again, her new-found sexual awakening had resulted in more than a few changes to her personality.

		"Yes. She said she wanted me to drop by tonight and fuck her. In her bed."

		I started to sweat. My stomach tingled as blood rushed to my cock.

		"Does that surprise you?" he asked.

		"Yes. No. I don't know. I know she's fucking you, Mr. Gale."

		He didn't need to know all the details of my arrangement with my wife. Like the fact that I hid in the closet and watched him fuck her in the bed we shared.

		"And she told me I needed to ask for your permission to do it in your house."

		Elizabeth may have been totally honest with me, but that openness did not extend to my boss. That felt good.

		"She's a free woman, Mr. Gale. She doesn’t need my permission to fuck you."

		"But I guess I need your permission to fuck her."

		I felt an exciting thrill. My dear wife was giving me the power to allow or deny my boss access to our marital bed. Even though she was the ultimate boss in our little game, I was allowed to intervene on this occasion. Granting me this power was a sign of her continued love for me.

		Deep down, I wanted nothing more than to watch my boss fuck my wife. I got a thrill watching her climax for another man. But that didn't mean I couldn't have a little fun with him, myself.

		"Are you asking me if it's okay for you to come over to my home tonight, and fuck my wife?"

		Now it was Mr. Gale's turn to sweat a little. His fair skin turned pink. It was the first time I'd ever seen my boss blush. Not counting the time I saw his face turn red as he shot his load deep into my wife's pussy.

		"Yes, Howard. I'm asking if it's okay if I come over tonight to screw your wife."

		I laughed. The power was intoxicating.

		"What's the magic word?"

		"Fuck. You're going to make me beg, aren't you?"

		I smiled and nodded.

		"Fine. Please, can I fuck your wife in your house?"

		That seemed too easy. Mr. Gale must have been desperate. My boss could fuck my wife anywhere he wanted, save my house, without asking me. Instead, he chose to plead with me. That didn't make sense.

		I acted like I was torn over whether or not to give my blessing, but I knew all along I would. I enjoyed the moment of watching my boss worry that I might say no. I shook my head and watched his face droop a little before finally nodding.

		"Yes, fine. Since you asked nicely, I'll let you fuck my wife in my bed."

		Mr. Gale's face lit up, for just a second, before returning to his usual professional demeanor.

		"Good. Good⁠—"

		I held up my finger.

		"On two conditions," I said.

		"Yes," he blurted out without hearing what I wanted. I knew my wife was good in bed, but I didn't realize to what lengths men would go to in order to fuck her.

		"One, I want tomorrow off, with pay."

		Mr. Gale nodded.

		"And two, tell me why you begged me to fuck her in my house? She already has my permission to sleep with you. You could take her to your house, to a hotel, hell, you could fuck her in the park. Why my house?"

		My boss took a deep breath before answering. Giving me a day off was easy. Confessing his desires was not. Eventually he answered.

		"Look, Howard. I don't get a thrill fucking a man's wife in his bed. It's not my thing. You know that. Yes, I do enjoy the thrill of sleeping with a married woman, but only with the husband's full knowledge and blessing. You've known that from the night of the party, when you watched me seduce Elizabeth right in front of you. And I stopped when you told me to stop."

		"But that doesn’t answer my question. If it's not about fucking her in our marital bed, what is it about?"

		"Howard, your wife is the boss. She has all the control. You may think you do, but you don't. If she decided today, to stop fucking me, there's nothing you or I could do about it."

		Mr. Gale had a point. I was enjoying our game, and in the back of my head I figured that was all that mattered. That we'd play as long as I was into it. I never considered how much fun she was having. The power and sex were probably as intoxicating for her as they were for me.

		"Go on," I said. "You still didn't answer my question."

		"I asked for your blessing to fuck her in your house, because I want to continue fucking her. She told me she would stop seeing me if I didn't get your permission."

		I laughed.

		"So, you're desperate, then."

		"Yes, Howard. I like fucking Elizabeth. And I'll do just about anything to continue doing it."

		"Good to know. Anyway, since you have my permission. How does seven sound?”

		"Perfect," Mr. Gale said, before reminding me that he was my boss. "Now, get back to work."

		"Yes, sir." I got up to leave. I reached for the door, then turned back around. "One last thing."

		My boss sighed. "What?"

		"Bring a six-pack of beer. I'll need something to drink while I'm watching."

		We shared a chuckle and then I went back to work.
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		That evening, after dinner, but before my boss was expected to show up, Elizabeth told me to clean up the dishes and stay out of the bedroom. She would be getting ready for the evening's fun while I waited for her lover to arrive.

		"And once Roger is here, we're in playing mode. You know what that means, right Howard?"

		"Yes," I started before quickly adding, “mistress."

		My wife smiled. "Good boy, now run along and get to work. We don't want to greet our guest with a messy house."

		I watched my wife head away. Her lovely ass moved to whatever music was playing in her head. Her long dark hair swayed along with it.

		It took me about half an hour to get everything cleared away. I thought about pouring myself a beer but then remembered Mr. Gale was bringing me a six-pack. The price for letting him fuck Elizabeth. Did that make her a whore? Was I her pimp?

		No, it didn't, I said to myself.

		I settled into my favorite easy chair in the living room. The one I waited in when my wife was out on a date. This time it was her lover I was waiting for.

		At seven, on the nose. I heard a knock on the door. I got up to answer it.

		"Come on in, Mr. Gale," I said.

		He handed me a grocery sack as he entered my house. Inside was a six-pack of craft IPA. Not my favorite, but I wasn't going to make a scene.

		"Where's that gorgeous wife of yours?" he said as he looked around.

		"She's in the bedroom," I said. I offered him a beer. "You want one?"

		"Can't stand those. Too bitter."

		"Thanks," I said with barely concealed sarcasm. I grabbed a bottle for myself and went to put the rest in the refrigerator. When I came back, my boss was heading upstairs to the master bedroom, like it was his house.

		"Howard, I told you to stay downstairs," I heard Elizabeth call from behind the closed door.

		"It's not your husband," Mr. Gale said. "And I rarely do as I'm told."

		I didn't hear much else, until I heard heavy footsteps on the stairs. It was my boss.

		"She can be a bitch sometimes," he said. "She says we have to wait until she's ready."

		I was enjoying the way my wife was playing with my boss. She knew she was in control and was taking every advantage of the situation.

		"You want a beer now?" I asked.

		"I'd like something stronger."

		I poured him a shot of Glenfiddich, and he seemed to simmer down.

		We waited in silence for my wife. I didn't know what to say to the man who was about to have sex with my wife. I was just glad Mr. Gale wasn't interested in humiliating me. If he was, I don't think I would enjoy this game as much as I was. A little tease or taunt was fine, but I didn't want to be degraded, like I wasn't a real man.

		"Are you boys behaving yourselves?” Elizabeth called from the top of the stairs.

		"Yes," we both answered.

		There was a pause and then my wife repeated her question. "Are you boys behaving?"

		Mr. Gale gave me a funny look and shrugged his shoulders. I rolled my eyes and said, "Yes, mistress."

		My boss chuckled. Like I said, a little teasing is okay.

		"Good."

		She came down the stairs, and I was stunned. I wasn't sure what I was expecting her to be wearing. Maybe a cocktail dress. Or one of her favorite sun dresses. I definitely wasn't expecting her to come down in a brand-new set of lingerie, but here she was.

		Elizabeth wore a matching set of purple lace demi-bra and thong. Over that she wore a flimsy, purple mesh baby doll top that didn't even come down to her hips. Her nipples were erect and peeking out over the top of her bra. She was wearing a pair of black, stiletto-heeled shoes that I'd never seen before. Her makeup was intense. She wore dark red lipstick and smoky eyes. Her hair cascaded over her shoulders in luscious waves. She was every wet dream I'd ever had.

		My mouth was dry. My cock was hard. My eyes were glued to Elizabeth's gorgeous curves. I took a pull from my beer bottle, finishing it in one gulp.

		My wife reached out her hand. I tried to stand up, but I couldn't. I was mesmerized by her sultry beauty.

		My boss had no problem. He stood and took her hand and kissed it.

		"El, you look devastatingly beautiful," he said.

		Elizabeth blushed and batted her eyes.

		"Thank you, Roger. You look pretty nice yourself."

		My boss was wearing a pair of black slacks and a red polo shirt. Very business casual, as opposed to my wife's choice of evening wear.

		"I guess we're not going out this evening." My boss was as caught by surprise at my wife's attire as I was.

		"No. We all know what's going to happen. I just decided to skip ahead to the good stuff."

		"I feel so over dressed," Roger said. He ran his gaze up and down my wife's body, pausing briefly at her ample breasts. He reached out his hand toward her. "May I?"

		"Of course," she said. "Since you're being such a perfect gentleman."

		My cock was hard and I had to adjust myself. Elizabeth winked at me while my boss mauled her tits.

		"Howie," she said. "Why don't you stay down here for a few minutes? Let Roger and me get comfortable. Then you can come up and watch. Does that sound good to you?”

		"Yes, mistress."

		"Good boy."

		My cock throbbed in my pants. Mr. Gale chuckled and followed my wife up the stairs. I could tell his eyes were glued to her ass as they went. Part of me wanted him to trip and fall down the stairs and get a concussion. But I was glad he didn't because I really wanted to watch him fuck her. I'd only ever watched my wife with another man once, and I found it extremely arousing.

		I gave them about five minutes. Time enough for me to finish another beer. Then I opened a third bottle and went upstairs.
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		Even though I'd seen it before, I wasn't ready for the sight of my wife on her knees sucking my boss's large cock.

		"You can sit over there," Mr. Gale said, pointing to a chair in the corner.

		I stood on the threshold, drinking my beer and staring at the carnal scene in front of me.

		"Fuck that feels so good," my boss said. He played his fingers through my wife's hair as she bobbed up and down his length. "Mmmm, yeah. Take it all."

		I was surprised that my wife was able to take his entire shaft down her throat. But then again, she had had plenty of practice.

		"You can take it out, if you want," Mr. Gale said. He was talking to me.

		"What?"

		"Your cock. Take out your cock and stroke it. I know you want to."

		He wasn't wrong, but I didn't want to give him the satisfaction.

		"Do it for me then," my wife said. "Do it for your mistress."

		I opened my pants and took out my aching cock. It was fully erect and dripping pre-cum.

		"Yeah. Do it for your mistress," my boss said before shoving his cock back into my wife's mouth.

		She gagged a little when he hit the back of her throat, but her eyes never left my gaze.

		"She is a great cocksucker, your wife."

		I started beating off. It felt good, if a little humiliating.

		Elizabeth mumbled something. Roger pulled out and let her speak.

		"I know you want to come in my mouth," she said. "But I need you to fuck me. I love that cock of yours buried inside me."

		"You don't have to ask me twice." Mr. Gale looked at me. "You have a condom I can use?”

		He didn't use one last time. I didn't know why he needed one now.

		"I don't have one," I said.

		"You don't mind him coming inside me, do you?" Elizabeth asked.

		"He already has," I said.

		My wife chuckled. "I guess you're right." She got up and laid down on the bed. She beckoned my boss with her upturned palm. "Come here, you stud and fuck me like you own me."

		My wife's words to my boss sent a shiver down my spine. I felt my cock pulse in my palm and my heart skipped a beat. She looked my way as he crawled across the mattress toward her. His huge, angry red cock leading the way.

		"You like what you see?" she asked me, although my erect cock dripping pre-cum answered her better than any words from me could.

		"Yes, mistress," I said.

		She gave me another wink and blew me an air kiss. Then she tossed her head back and moaned as Mr. Gale speared her with his cock.

		"Fuuuuuck," she moaned. "You're stretching me so good."

		"Goddamn you've got a tight pussy," my boss said as he began pumping away. "You're so wet. You've been thinking about this all day, haven't you, you slut?”

		"Oh shit. Yeah. I've wanted this all day."

		"Didn't get enough last night, huh?"

		"Never," my wife panted. Each thrust of my boss's cock driving the wind from her lungs. "Can. Never. Get. Enough."

		I could feel my climax building in my core as I watched the two lovers fuck on the bed. The bed I shared with my wife. And now, another man was taking my place.

		"You like watching, huh, Howard?” my boss asked. "You like watching how a real man fucks?”

		His barbs struck a nerve, but I wasn't going to give Mr. Gale the satisfaction of knowing that.

		"My mistress likes the way I fuck her well enough."

		"But she likes a rough pounding, too, right?"

		I nodded my head and continued stroking my cock. Drips of clear fluid were oozing from the tip, lubricating my shaft.

		"Yeah, she likes it rough. She's told me. And I like that you can give it to her that way."

		My boss started bearing down hard. His speed increased. He started grunting as sweat dripped down his back.

		"Take it all, you little slut."

		"Come on, Roger. Fuck me harder. Yeah. Like that. Don’t stop. God, I’m going to ahhhhh."

		My wife didn't get to finish her sentence before her orgasm hit. I watched her head fall back and her legs start shaking.

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

		My boss kept fucking her through her climax. His cock pistoning through her folds. The sounds and smells of their fucking filled the room.

		"So good," my wife cooed. "So good. Come for me, Roger, baby. Come in me. Claim me."

		My wife's dirty words set us both off.

		Mr. Gale threw his head back and roared as he came, painting my wife's womb with his semen.

		Elizabeth sighed with pleasure as she held his ass tight against her body as he released his load.

		"That's it, baby. Give it all to me. Give me all your cum."

		While my boss inseminated my wife, I shot several long ropes of pearly white cum onto the carpet. I kept stroking, milking my balls of every drop of semen, until just a few drops oozed over my fist.

		When we were both spent, my boss collapsed onto my wife. She held him tightly and whispered something into his ear, something I couldn't hear.

		Watching them cuddle, post fuck, was painful. It was an intimacy that exceeded a simple fuck. It was luxuriating in a shared experience. A carnal bond was growing between them. I could feel it. And it both hurt and aroused me in the same measure.

		They stayed together like that for longer than I liked. I went to the en-suite and cleaned up. When I came back, I found Mr. Gale lying on his back. My wife leaned over him and was cleaning his cock with her mouth. Her ass was toward me and I could see my boss's semen trickle down her thighs.

		As I watched, I felt myself begin to stiffen again.

		"You like doing that?" Mr. Gale asked my wife. "You like tasting yourself on a cock."

		"On your cock I do, for some reason. I've never done it before."

		"That true, Howard?” my boss asked when he saw me in the doorway. "She's never cleaned your penis after you fucked her."

		"No, she hasn't."

		I expected her to say something, but my wife was still busy worshiping my boss's dick.

		"You keep that up and I'll be hard enough for another go," he said.

		"I like that idea," Elizabeth said. "Honey, could you leave the two of us alone? I think, this time, I'd like to do it without an audience."

		I didn't like the idea, but I knew better than to argue. Unless I wanted to call the whole thing off, and use my safe word, I'd have to do as she said. My wife was the boss. "Yes, mistress."

		I turned to go.

		"And close the door behind you," my wife added before moving over Mr. Gale's body and kissing him.

		I did as she asked and went downstairs to grab another beer.

		I finished it to the sounds of the two of them fucking. They were plenty loud enough that I could probably hear them from every room in the house. I hoped the neighbors couldn't. Or if they could, that they thought it was me fucking her.

		"Yes. Yes. Fuck me, Roger. Fuck me."

		I hoped they didn't hear that.

		After about ten minutes of that, silence settled over the house. They didn't come downstairs right away, so I knew they weren't finished. I know Elizabeth said she wanted privacy, but my curiosity won out.

		I crept up the stairs and into a room we kept as a home office. It was connected to the adjoining en-suite. From my vantage point I could see everything that happened in the master bedroom reflected in our large bathroom mirror.

		What I saw drove an ice pick through my heart.

		Elizabeth was lying on her back, her arms wrapped tight around my boss's head. They were sharing a passionate kiss, while Mr. Gale slowly gyrated his hips pistoning his cock through my wife's pussy lips.

		My wife moaned in pleasure as they kissed.

		"That feels so nice," my boss whispered, but loud enough for me to hear. "Like your pussy was made for me."

		My wife sighed. "You've said that before."

		"I know. Doesn't make it any less true."

		"You silly man."

		They kissed some more. Then my wife's lover started picking up speed.

		"I'm going to come again," he said.

		"I've already had mine, you go ahead."

		My boss started fucking my wife hard again until with a final push and a grunt, he came.

		"Yeah. Fill me up, lover."

		They started cuddling again and I couldn't stand to watch, so I slipped back downstairs.

		A short while later, Mr. Gale came downstairs. He was dressed but still smelled like my wife.

		"Thanks again for letting me come over tonight, Howard. I really enjoyed it. And I think you did as well."

		I didn't let him know that I had, up to a point. I held my venom and shook his hand before he left.

		"See you tomorrow," he said.

		"Nope. I have the day off, remember," I said with a smirk.

		"Yeah. Almost forgot. Then see you Wednesday."

		"Sure thing. Good night."

		"Good—"

		I slammed the door shut before he could finish. Even though he was my boss, I was pretty sure he'd grant me the right to be curt with him after he'd deposited several loads of cum inside my wife.

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

		Iwaited a few minutes, to see if Elizabeth would come downstairs. She didn’t, so I went up to her.

		I played out the scene in my head as I ascended the stairs. Their two bodies move in a sympathetic rhythm. My wife's hips rising to meet his thrusts. My boss's tongue tangles with hers. Their arms are twisted together, my wife pulling his ass tight, keeping his cock trapped inside her as he released.

		I felt my cock harden. The vision was so erotic, yet painful. I didn't have time to plan what I would do next. Would I yell at her? Would I beg her? She was my mistress at the moment, and I wanted nothing more than to please her. Please her in a way no one else could.

		I found her lying in bed. She was on her back, her legs were splayed wide open and she was running her fingers through her labia. I could see a small trail of my boss's cum sliding down her ass crack.

		My emotions were in a state of chaos. I was mad and jealous. Aroused and sad. I wanted to fuck her brains out and I wanted to make sweet love to her.

		"Is my mistress, alright?” I asked, through gritted teeth.

		"You can drop the mistress," she said, chuckling. "Come here."

		I quickly stripped down to my socks. My shaft was hard and dripping pre-cum.

		"I bet you want to fuck me, don't you," she said with a smile. "Come here and make love to me."

		She stretched out her arms, inviting me to mount her, but I had other plans. Some deep dark need inside me made me grip her thighs and spread them wide. I then dove my tongue into her gapping pussy. I licked and sucked at her fleshy folds. My nose rubbed her clit as I ate her out.

		My wife gripped fistfuls of my hair and ground her groin into my face.

		"I love when you do this, sweetheart," she moaned. "Your tongue feels so good. That's it. Deeper. Deeper. Get it all out."

		She was urging me on, and I obliged.

		I lashed her pussy with my tongue, running it up her folds and flicking it against her clit until she screamed out another orgasm.

		"God. Fuck. Fuck!" she yelled. "Enough."

		She pulled my face away. I quickly mounted her and we kissed.

		I fucked her hard, my painful desires drove my motions. Our tongues tangled together as we shared her juices and my boss's cum.

		"I love you so much, Liz," I said.

		"I love you too, Howard."

		I came hard and she held me.

		"That's it, let it all out. Fill me up, husband."

		We cuddled for a bit after.

		"I love you," I said again.

		"I know, you said that already."

		"I thought you might forget."

		"Never."

		I stroked her hair and held her tight. I never wanted to let her go.

		"It hurt when you told me to leave the room," I said. I wanted to make sure she understood how I felt.

		"I know. It was part of the game. I bet it made you insanely jealous, wondering what we were doing up here."

		"I have to confess; I watched a little."

		I slapped my chest.

		"Bad boy," my wife said.

		"It looked like you were sharing a connection. It didn't look like you were fucking. It looked like you were making love."

		Elizabeth didn't say anything. She held me tight. I wanted her to tell me I was wrong. To say I misread what I saw.

		She didn't.

		"Do you love him?" I tentatively asked, fearing the answer.

		She took a while to think about it. With each passing second I felt another knife being thrust into my heart. But I also noticed my cock was tingling as well. It was then that I realized I was on the path to becoming a true cuckold. The only question was how far it would lead me.

		"I guess that's an answer," I said.

		"Hush. It's not. It's really not."

		"But you didn't say no," I said.

		"I didn't say yes. I don't know." My wife paused before continuing. "I don't think so. I love you. I don't think I can love more than one man. Can I?"

		She sounded like she was asking herself. I didn't say anything. I wanted to know where this thread would lead.

		"Maybe," she said. "No. I mean. I do feel something. A woman can't let a man come inside her without feeling something. What do you think?"

		I took a breath and paused.

		"I'm not sure. I mean, you can lust after more than one man, that's for sure."

		"You're right about that." Elizabeth laughed. "Listen, Howard. Don't worry about it. I love you. That's what's important. And no matter what, I'm not leaving you. Remember, you can always use the safe word if this gets too painful. Or too complicated."

		"You can use it too," I said. "If you find yourself developing feelings that make you feel uncomfortable."

		"I'll remember that."

		"Good."

		I went downstairs to turn off all the lights. When I got back to bed, Elizabeth was fast asleep. I guess getting fucked by two men will wear a woman out.

		It took me a while to fall asleep. My mind was filled with doubt. My wife was really enjoying her newfound sexual freedom. And it felt good having a wife with such confidence. I wanted my wife to enjoy herself. I got off on watching her. We just had to be careful.

		When I did finally fall asleep, my dreams were filled with images of my wife fucking various men. Mostly nameless, faceless men.

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

		Iwoke up to find my wife sucking my dick.

		"That's a nice way to wake up," I said.

		Elizabeth didn't say anything. Her mouth was full. I laid back and enjoyed her blowjob until I was about ready to come.

		"I'm almost there," I said.

		I thought she might pull away and finish me with her hand. Instead, she took my cock deep into her throat as I came. She swallowed it all, before giving me a kiss.

		Her breath smelled atrocious, but I returned her kiss with a passion I thought I'd lost. The passion for a new lover. The passion for a stranger that ignites a heated desire from an unknown origin.

		"It's almost eight o'clock," my wife said. "You better take a quick shower."

		"Nope, I took the day off."

		"Roger let you?"

		"I told him it was the only way I'd agree to let him fuck you in our bed."

		My wife laughed as she got up to head to the bathroom.

		"Well, I've got plans. So, you can stay in bed if you want. But I'm taking a shower."

		I stayed in bed while my wife showered. Then I enjoyed watching her get dressed. The only thing sexier than watching a woman take off her clothes, is watching her put them on.

		"Where are you going?" I asked.

		"Can't tell you yet. It's a secret."

		I was intrigued.

		"Going to meet my boss for an early lunch?"

		It was 9:30 in the morning. It would be a very early lunch.

		"No, silly. I'm not meeting Roger."

		"Then who?"

		She didn't say. Instead, she went downstairs.

		I got up and pulled on a pair of shorts and a dirty T-shirt and followed her.

		"Come on, tell me."

		"You'll find out soon enough," she said as she put on her coat. "If you're not working today, could you fix the leak in the downstairs bathroom sink? And make sure the hot tub is clean."

		"The hot tub?"

		"Yeah."

		"But. It's not⁠—"

		"Just make sure the filters have been changed and the pH level is good."

		"Are you inviting someone over?"

		"Maybe," my wife said with a sly grin. She grabbed her car keys and headed toward the front door. "And make sure you don't have any plans for Friday."

		"Are we going out?"

		"Well. I am."

		"With Mr. Gale?"

		"No."

		"Then with who?"

		"I'm not telling you right now. You'll have to wait to find out."

		My wife was being cryptic, and it was driving me crazy.

		"Well, why can't I make my own plans then?" I asked.

		Elizabeth opened the door. She turned to me and gave me a freezing stare. "Because your mistress says so."

		"Yes, mistress," I said. My cock began stirring, even if Friday was still a few days away.
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		Fixing the hot tub meant calling our guy who cleans it and makes sure the pH balance is correct. While he was doing that, I puttered around the house. I was getting ready to make lunch when Brandon called.

		While I wasn't shocked, I did find it funny.

		"You back in town again?" I asked him after we exchanged the usual pleasantries.

		"Yeah," he said. "The company has me fixing some messes here. Hey, do you want to meet up?"

		Brandon had been one of my best friends at work, before he headed off to Utah for a much better position in the company.

		"Sure thing, buddy. When?"

		"I was thinking today would be good."

		I noticed something a little off in his tone, but I didn't press it. I figured we could talk about it face to face.

		"How about meeting me at The Taproom?" That had been one of our favorite hangouts. They had decent food and a great selection of craft beers on tap.

		"Meet you there at one," Brandon said.

		I looked at my watch. That gave me about half an hour to shower and drive over.

		"Grab us a good seat," I said.

		"Will do."

		"Bye."

		I set my phone down and stared at it for a few seconds. I knew my wife had been texting Brandon recently. She had been evasive about what that was all about. Did she want to fuck him? He is a handsome man, but he's also married—to a man. Of course that doesn't mean he isn't interested in women. Before he got married, I knew he liked to play around. With both sexes. But he was married now. Then again, so was Elizabeth, and it didn't stop her from fucking around.

		It was a lot to think about. I took a quick shower and headed out.

		Brandon was sitting at the bar when I got there. I took the stool next to him.

		"Hey, glad you could make it," he said as I sat down. "Carl, get my friend here a Lagunitas IPA."

		"You know me too well," I said. "And a glass of water, Carl."

		We chatted for a bit to catch up on work. When I asked how Alex, his husband, was, my friend slightly winched.

		"I hope I didn’t touch a nerve,” I said. "Is everything okay at home?”

		"Oh, it's wonderful," he said and I could tell he was telling the truth. "How about with you?"

		Something in the way he asked the question made me feel he knew something was up. Again, I knew he was communicating with my wife, but what had she said to him?

		"It's fine. You know what married life is like."

		"I do." Brandon stared at me and took a swig of his beer.

		"I get the feeling there's something else you'd like to ask me,” I said.

		"Do you know Elizabeth and I have had a couple of lunch dates the past few weeks?"

		I wasn't sure if I wanted to let on how much I knew or how little. So, I played coy.

		"She has mentioned it."

		"And it doesn't bother you?"

		"What do you mean? Are you fucking her?"

		The question came out of the blue. I was sure it would catch my friend off guard. I was wrong. His answer knocked me back.

		"Not yet," Brandon said with a smile.

		A heavy silence hung between us. Carl, the bartender, was at the other end of the bar delivering drinks to a waitress.

		"What are you saying, Brandon?" I asked, the words slowly spilling from my lips. I didn't want to sound mad because I wasn't. But I didn't want to sound like a pushover, either.

		"Do you know she's fucking Roger Gale?"

		Now was the moment of revelation. What should I tell him? The truth? A lie? Obviously, my wife had told him about what she was doing with my boss, but she hadn't divulged my involvement. Was she acting like she was just cheating on me, or did she tell him that she had my blessing?

		I decided in the long run it was better that my friend knew I was a willing cuckold, rather than for him to think my wife was a cheating whore.

		"Yes, I know."

		"Intriguing." Brandon raised his eyebrow in puzzlement.

		"And she has my blessing," I added.

		"Then I guess the rest of what I know now makes sense."

		"What do you know?"

		"Howard, are you not able to get it up?"

		"What the fuck does that mean?" I wanted to hit him, but I held back.

		"You know how I said I hadn't fucked her yet? It was because she asked me to fuck her. On our last date, a few days ago. She said she wants me to fuck her. She told me about Roger. Then she asked me if I fancied her and if I ever thought about sleeping with her."

		"What about Alex?"

		"We have an open relationship. I tell him everything. He tells me everything. I wouldn't be surprised if he calls me tonight to tell me about the afternoon quickie he's having right now."

		"I don’t have an open relationship, Brandon."

		"So, she's cheating on you."

		"No. I know about Mr. Gale. And I'm fine with it."

		Again, it was better he thought worse of me than Elizabeth.

		My friend shook his head and took another drink.

		"We better order lunch," he finally said. "Because I think we're going to need a few more beers before this discussion is over.

		We talked over a couple of hamburgers and two more beers. Brandon told me he had run into my wife at the grocery store a few weeks ago. He was staying at an Airbnb a few blocks over from us. They had coffee and caught up. She asked him to lunch a few days later. That's when she told him about my boss and asked if he fancied her. He said he did but would never go behind my back.

		"That's good to hear," I said. "So what did she say to that?"

		"She told me, she'd love to fuck me. And that I should ask you for permission, if that was so important to me."

		I laughed. "My wife asked you to ask me if you could fuck her?"

		Brandon, obviously seeing that I wasn't upset, felt safe enough to join in.

		We both took a few more bites of our hamburgers.

		"So?" I asked.

		"So, what?" Brandon replied.

		"Are you going to ask me?"

		Brandon's eyes went wide. "You're serious. I thought this was just a joke."

		"You didn't think my wife really wanted to fuck you?"

		"No. I thought this was a joke. Between you guys maybe. I don't know."

		"Don't worry, buddy. It's no joke. And I'm not upset."

		“You’re one of those guys, then."

		"Guys who let their wives sleep with other men. Yes. I guess I am."

		Brandon leaned in close and whispered. "Do you like to watch?"

		I leaned in closer. "Sometimes."

		We finished our meal. We paid our bill.

		We got up to leave and were headed to the door when I pulled Brandon aside.

		“Wait. Are you going to ask me?"

		"No."

		His answer surprised me.

		"So, you're not interested in Elizabeth?"

		"No, Howard. I am interested in her."

		"But you're not going to ask for my permission?"

		He pulled me close. His face inches from mine.

		"I only need Liz's permission, Howard. She made that clear. She only said I should ask your permission if it was so important to me. It's not. If she was cheating on you, I didn't want to have any part. I respect you too much. Now that I know you like watching her fuck other men, I don't need your permission. You know about it, that's all that matters to me."

		It took me a moment to process everything. I walked to my car in a daze. My former co-worker was going to join my wife's harem. At least he respected me enough to make sure I knew about it. But it did sting to realize he didn’t feel the need to get my approval.

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

		Iwas in the middle of making dinner when my wife got home. She came into the kitchen and gave me a peck on the cheek.

		"How was your day, sweetheart?" she said as she set down her briefcase and poured herself a glass of chardonnay.

		"Fine. Dinner will be ready in a few. Could you set the table?"

		"Sure." Elizabeth started pulling out a couple plates and some silverware while I pulled the baked chicken out of the oven. "So how was lunch?"

		Her question intrigued me. What did she know? I wondered how much to tell her, but, in the end, I knew it had to be the truth, and all of it.

		"Brandon's back in town, but I guess you know that. We met up at The Taproom."

		My wife smiled. She topped off her glass of wine and poured another glass for me.

		"He told me that you told him about our arrangement."

		Elizabeth's smile turned a little wicked. "So, did he ask you?"

		"No."

		"Interesting."

		My wife sat down and I plated out the chicken and green beans.

		"He told me he only needed your permission. He only mentioned it to me because he wanted to make sure you weren't cheating on me."

		"Such a gentleman."

		We started eating.

		"Is he your date for Friday?" I asked.

		"Maybe."

		"Cut the crap, Liz. Just tell me."

		I could feel my blood rushing to my penis. This hotwife talk really had my emotions switched up. Being jealous and aroused at the same time could really fuck with one's head. Actually, both heads.

		"Okay, yes. Brandon is my date for Friday."

		"Why didn't you tell me that?”

		"You knew. You saw the texts on my phone. But I know you love the game. The teasing and the angst. It drives you crazy, doesn't it?”

		"Maybe."

		"Now, who's being coy," my wife said as she threw her napkin at me.

		"Fair play," I said as I handed it back to her. "Yes. I do like it. I don't know why, but I do."

		Our talk turned to other mundane stuff—work, our family, our upcoming vacation plans. After we finished eating, my wife went up to change into something more comfortable while I cleaned up. I poured us a little more wine and joined her in the living room to watch a few episodes of our favorite streaming show.

		She was cueing it up when I came in with our wine.

		"So, do you want me to leave you alone with Brandon on Friday? I could always call Nick and see what he's up to."

		Nick was an old friend from college. We got together every month or two. It was about time for us to have a guy's night out.

		Elizabeth took her glass and smiled. "I think you'll want to stay home and watch. I've got something really special planned."

		"Do you?"

		"Yeah."

		I thought about it. The way Brandon had left it with me, I wasn't sure he'd be okay with me being there. And I wasn't sure I wanted to be. It was hot, thinking about my wife fucking my black friend, but being in the room could ruin the vibe.

		"Is it okay if I'm hidden while I watch? It's bad enough Brandon knows I'm a cuckold. I don't think I want him rubbing my face in it."

		"Sure, but you know he'll probably say some things that might hurt you. And I might have to play along."

		"It's all part of the game, right?" I asked.

		"All part of the game. I really think you're going to enjoy Friday night," Elizabeth said as she slipped her arm through mine and snuggled up next to me to watch the show.

		My wife had never steered me wrong. She seemed to have an instinct for what turned me on, and she was pressing all the right buttons to keep me aroused.
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		Over lunch the next day, I went to an electronics store and bought a few cameras. I set two up in our bedroom and one in the living room. I wanted to watch the action, but the view from the closet wasn't the best. The cameras would let me set up anywhere in the house and watch the action from a secure internet connection.

		"Where should I put the fourth?" I asked Elizabeth.

		"Definitely outside, pointed toward the hot tub."

		After I finished I tested the connection. The video and audio weren’t as good as being in the room, but it was good enough for what I needed. From my office on the first floor, I'd be able to see and hear everything that went on between my wife and her lover without the embarrassment of him knowing I was there.

		I spent all day Thursday in aroused anticipation of Elizabeth's date. That night, I tried to seduce her into letting me fuck her, but she said no.

		"You know the rules, love," she said when I asked. "The night before a date, you're cut off. My pussy is off-limits and you're not allowed to cum until I say."

		"Can I have a quick wank?"

		My wife laughed. "Sure. But make it quick. And only once."

		"Fine."

		Elizabeth took out her phone.

		"What are you doing?"

		"Hold on. Here use this." She handed me her phone.

		"What’s—“

		I didn't need to finish the question. It was a video clip. The thumbnail was a picture of my wife looking up into the lens. She was on her knees, naked, with a large cock in her hand.

		"It's a video I had Roger make when I sucked his cock that first night together."

		My cock quickly hardened in my pants.

		"What are you waiting for? Take out your cock and rub one out. I know you want to."

		"Right here? Right now?"

		"Yes. Here and now, my little cucky." My wife's playful tone had a hint of menace. I think she was in mistress mode and that meant I had to obey her demands.

		Elizabeth sat down on the bed while I unbuckled my belt and pulled down my pants.

		"What a nice little erection you have there," she taunted. Her words were sharp, but her playful tone dulled their edge a bit. I knew it was a game, and I couldn't deny how aroused I was.

		I hit play and watched the video of my wife taking my boss's cock into her mouth.

		"Stroke it," Elizabeth said.

		It took me a moment to realize it was my wife in the room who said that, and not the one on the video.

		I started to masturbate as I watched the image of my wife lick the tip of my boss's cock and take it into her mouth. She was moaning around his shaft, and I could feel a tingle in my core.

		"You're a great cocksucker, El," my boss said. He began moaning. "I'm not going to last."

		The image shook as Mr. Gale grabbed a fistful of her hair and began thrusting his cock into my wife's mouth. I heard my wife gag as his cock hit the back of her throat. She couldn't take it all, but she tried.

		"Oh fuck," my wife said. I looked up and saw she was playing with herself. She had one hand slipped into her pants and the other mauling her tit. "Just remembering that makes me wet."

		I looked down at the image on the phone and back up at my wife on the bed. I couldn't tell which was hotter, Elizabeth getting face-fucked or watching her play with herself.

		My hand was moving at a rapid pace. My climax was quickly approaching.

		"Come for me, Roger," my wife's voice said on the video.

		"Come for me, Howard," Elizabeth moaned from the bed.

		I came as I watched Mr. Gale paint my wife's face with his cum. I shot several ropes of semen into the carpet.

		"Oh fuck," my wife said as she came.

		It was a bizarre scene with the three of us climaxing at the same time, but also at different times. The only one who didn’t orgasm was my wife on the video, but I don't think she cared.

		"That was nice," my wife said as she caught her breath. "Now clean up the mess you made and hand me back my phone."

		"Yes, mistress," I said.

		Elizabeth smiled. "Good boy."

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

		On Friday, before I headed to the office, I checked to make sure all the cameras were working properly and aimed to catch all the action. I tested the audio as well. I wanted to hear every shriek my wife made as she got fucked.

		The rest of the day went by excruciatingly slow. At lunch, Mr. Gale asked me what I had planned for the weekend. I thought about telling him I was going to watch my wife fuck another guy, but instead I told him the story Elizabeth and I had concocted for Brandon.

		"Elizabeth's having a girls night out with a few of her sorority sisters, so I decided to spend the weekend at my folk's place. I'm heading out this evening after work."

		"A girls night out, huh?"

		"Yeah."

		"You think any guys might be involved?"

		"I don't think it's that kind of get together. All of them are married, and not all of them have arrangements like ours."

		"So, they're not all hotwives?"

		I chuckled. "They're all hot, but no, not hotwives."

		Mr. Gale looked at me like he was going to say something, but then he shook his head and left me alone for the rest of the day.

		I spent the afternoon watching the clock and getting nothing else done. I'm glad I didn't have any deadlines to meet. By the time five o'clock rolled around, I had my computer powered down and my desk cleared. I was in my car driving home by 5:05.

		When I got home, my wife was waiting for me wearing a smile, and nothing else. My cock grew hard when she strode toward me and handed me a beer. My eyes were drawn toward her bare breasts, the way her flesh slightly jiggled when she walked.

		"I was just getting ready for my date," she said.

		I noticed her hair was a little damp, and a few stray drops of water were sliding down her thigh. That's when I saw she'd shaved her pussy.

		When my eyes moved up to meet hers, I caught her smiling.

		"You like?" She slid her finger along her bare labia. She parted her folds and I could see a few drops of her juices were clinging to her pink flesh.

		I licked my lips.

		"Would you like a taste?"

		"Yes, mistress," I said without hesitation.

		She wiped up a drop with her finger and presented it to my lips. I sucked her finger like a little cock and moaned at the taste of her excitement. I was rock hard and wanted to fuck her so bad, but I knew I wouldn't be allowed, so I didn't waste the energy to ask.

		Instead, I dropped to my knees and looked up into her beaming face. "Can I have another taste?" I asked, putting on my best pleading puppy dog eyes.

		"No," was her answer. “My pussy belongs to another man tonight and you'd have to ask him.”

		"Boo," I said.

		I got up off the floor and fixed myself something to eat while Elizabeth finished getting ready. I was putting my dirty plate into the dishwasher when I heard a car pull up outside.

		It was only 6:30, Brandon wasn't supposed to be here until 7:00. I looked out the window and saw my boss's car in the driveway.

		"Honey, why is—" My question was cut short when I turned and saw my wife coming down the stairs. She was wearing a pair of tight black yoga pants and a small white crop top that fit her breasts like a second skin.

		"You should head to your office if you don't want to get caught," she said as she walked over to the drinks bar.

		"I thought you said your date wasn't with Mr. Gale."

		"Hush." Elizabeth pulled out three glasses. "I told you I have something special planned tonight."

		"You mean a threesome?"

		My wife gave me a wicked smile. "Something like that."

		She filled two of the glasses with a shot of Glenfiddich, then gave me an empty glass and the bottle. "Now, scoot, or you'll ruin the surprise."

		Before I could come up with a reply the doorbell rang, so I took the booze and headed off to my hideout. By the time I got there, my wife had opened the door and invited Mr. Gale inside.

		I watched on my desktop monitor as my boss entered my house and scooped my wife into his arms for a deep passionate kiss. The fucker didn’t even wait until the door had closed before locking lips with her.

		I just hoped none of my neighbors saw them. The fear of humiliation didn't stop my cock from getting hard though.

		"So, you told Howard you're having a girls night," Mr. Gale said when he was done kissing my wife. "Pretty sneaky."

		"What Howie doesn't know won't hurt him." Elizabeth was looking over my boss's shoulder, right at the hidden camera as she spoke. "Do you want a drink?"

		"I'll have a little of what you're having," my boss said.

		My wife offered him the other glass she had poured, and he finished it off in one pull.

		"The good stuff," Mr. Gale said as he handed her back the tumbler. "You have any more?"

		"I can open another bottle," Elizabeth said. She turned toward the bar, but my boss grabbed her by the arm and spun her around.

		"I'd rather drink you." He pulled her in for another kiss.

		"So, you want to get right down to it, huh?"

		"Every moment I'm not fucking your beautiful body," Mr. Gale said, "is a moment lost. I've been looking forward to this night all week."

		"You're such a sweetheart. Take me to the bedroom, stud."

		My wife yelped as Mr. Gale picked her up and carried her upstairs. He tossed her onto our bed and began unbuttoning his shirt.

		"Undress for me," he said.

		"You do it."

		My boss stopped with his shirt unbuttoned. He pushed Elizabeth back so she was lying flat and gripped the waistband of her pants. She lifted her hips so he could peel them off her.

		I took a drink and started rubbing my cock through my pants. I told my wife I wasn't going to cum without her permission, so I was in for a long night of edging myself.

		My wife was wearing a pair of sheer black panties. They were dark with her wetness.

		Mr. Gale wasted no time going to his knees. He grabbed the thin material and pulled, ripping them away.

		"You're buying me a new pa—," Elizabeth said.

		Her words were cut short when she started moaning. My boss had his head between her open thighs and was vigorously tongue-fucking her pussy. I watched as Elizabeth thrashed about the bed, her hips held tight in Mr. Gale's strong grasp.

		"God, that feels so good," she said. "The best."

		Her words were meant to taunt me—to make me hard. And they did. I had to remember this was a game, that she loved me. That didn't make the words hurt any less.

		"Yes, yes!" she screamed. "Eat my pussy, Roger."

		My wife's fists were full of my boss's silver black hair. She drove her groin into his face as he pleasured her with his tongue.

		"So, good. So good." Elizabeth's hips started to quiver. I could tell her climax was quickly approaching. "Yes. Yes. Yes."

		My wife arched her back and came. Mr. Gale kept eating her out as waves of pleasure crashed over her body. He didn't relent until she pulled him away from her throbbing pussy by his hair.

		"Enough," she sighed. "Enough."

		Mr. Gale sat back on his haunches and watched her catch her breath. He seemed pleased with his accomplishment.

		"So, doesn't your husband eat your pussy?"

		"Oh, he does," she replied, again looking into one of the hidden cameras. "He does well enough."

		My boss stood up and continued to take his shirt off.

		"So, did I earn the chance to fuck you again?" he asked as he tossed his shirt onto the chair in the corner. The chair I sat in while I watched him fuck her the weekend prior.

		My wife was leaning on her elbows. Her knees were spread, her labia was engorged, and her juices were dripping down her ass cheeks onto the bed. She was so ready to take him. I was ready to watch.

		"I don't know?" She spoke slowly. Like she was testing him. Teasing him. Teasing me. My wife was a master at controlling men. She knew the buttons to push. The words to say to get any cock to stand at attention. "Show me how much you want to fuck me."

		My boss unzipped his pants and pulled out his throbbing cock. It was fully erect, long and thick. Pre-cum was dripping from the tip. He stroked it, as if trying to make it longer. "How's this?"

		My wife smiled. "Yeah. I guess you want to fuck me pretty bad."

		Just then the doorbell rang.

		"What the fuck?" Mr. Gale said it before I could.

		"Oh. Did I forget to tell you? I invited someone else over tonight."

		"Yeah, you did forget."

		My wife got up and put on a short red silk robe that barely covered her ass. Not the thing a respectable woman would wear when she answered the door, unless she knew exactly who was knocking.

		"You can stay here if you want, while I answer that."

		Mr. Gale shook his head. "I'm right behind you." He put his quickly deflating cock away and donned his shirt. He was still buttoning it up as he followed her to the living room.

		I switched camera views just in time to see my wife open the door to greet Brandon with open arms.

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

		The glass I was holding in one hand slipped from my grasp and landed with a thud on the carpet. Luckily it was empty and the guests in the front room were preoccupied so they didn't hear it land.

		I'd forgotten all about my black friend when Mr. Gale showed up. My wife didn't tell me she was having two visitors this evening.

		Brandon entered my house and wrapped his arms around my wife, picking her up like they were long-lost lovers. He carried her into the house and was gracious enough to kick the door shut behind him, so that any nosey neighbors were less likely to get a view of something they shouldn't see.

		"Roger, fancy you being here," Brandon said as my wife planted kisses on his muscular neck. His black skin glistened with her saliva. I found myself hardening at the sight of my wife behaving like a real slut with another man.

		"Can't say I'm happy to see you, Brandon," my boss said. "I thought you were long gone to Utah. With your husband."

		My friend laughed. "He knows I like to play around. He's probably fucking his own plaything as we speak."

		Brandon turned his attention back to my wife.

		"Where's your hubby?" he asked as he set her down.

		Her robe had slipped open, revealing most of her breasts and all of her shaved pussy. You could even see a few drops of her juices clinging to her open labia.

		"He's off with his family. I told him I was having a girls night."

		"You invite anyone else to this little party?" Mr. Gale asked. "I wasn't expecting to have to share you tonight."

		Elizabeth laughed. "Roger, you don't know the half of it. I think we need to take this back up to the bedroom."

		My wife took Brandon's large hand and led him away. Mr. Gale followed them.

		Once they got to the bedroom, my boss was the first to speak.

		"So, how do we want to work this? I was just about to fuck El and⁠—"

		"Hush, Roger," my wife said. She was running her hands up and down my black friend’s body. I could notice a rather large bulge forming on the front side of his black slacks. Elizabeth pointed to the chair in the corner. "Go sit over there and watch. And if you're a good boy, I'll let you have sloppy seconds."

		I nearly choked. My wife was going to cuck my boss. And me. She was a devious little vixen. I think that was one of the reasons I loved her so much.

		I could see Mr. Gale debating his next move. He could leave, if he wasn't into sharing. But I don’t think he was going to. He'd fallen too hard for my wife. She has that effect on men. If he wanted any chance of slipping his cock into her pussy again, he was going to have to play along. She was the boss, after all.

		"Well, Roger," Brandon said as he began taking off his shirt. "Either do as the lady said, or you're free to go."

		I could tell my friend worked out. His muscles rippled under his skin as he neatly hung his shirt over the bedpost. My wife went back to rubbing his body. Her peachy fingers looked so erotic tracing the lines of his abs. She leaned over to lick one of his tiny nipples.

		"God, woman, you're a feisty one," he said. He grabbed her arm and pulled her away. She pouted and he cupped her chin in his hand. "Don't worry babe, you'll get the fucking you deserve. But be still. I need to get undressed."

		"Let me undress you. Please."

		My wife was begging my friend, and it stung a bit. I glanced at Mr. Gale. He had wisely taken a seat. He was fidgeting with his hands, tucking them under his leg. I could tell he wanted to rub his cock, but he was too embarrassed. I had no such trouble, since I was tucked far away. I reached into my pants and pulled out my erection. The tip of my cock was leaking pre-cum like a dripping faucet. I rubbed it up and down the shaft as I watched the action.

		Elizabeth was now sitting on the bed.

		"God, you're gorgeous," she said. "Fuck!"

		Brandon was stepping out of his slacks. The outline of his cock stood out under his tight black boxer briefs.

		"Do you like?" Brandon asked.

		"God, yes."

		"You ever have one this big?”

		My friend had pulled down his boxers and was stroking his cock. It must have been a good ten inches long, and round as a fucking soda can. The shaft was dark and veiny. The head, purple and dripping with pre-cum.

		My wife licked her lips. "No."

		"So, it's bigger than Howard’s?”

		My wife laughed. And it stung like hell. But my cock pulsed. At least I wasn't in the room to endure the taunts. "You're much bigger than Roger, too. Now will you come and fuck me?"

		"Hush, girl. You'll get fucked when I say you get fucked. First, you have to get me ready."

		My wife smiled and moved toward Brandon. She sat on the end of the bed and reached for his cock. It looked gigantic in her small white hands. She couldn't even wrap her fingers around it.

		She licked the tip and began stroking him.

		"Yeah. That’s nice. Now open wide, slut."

		My wife's eyes shot open. I don't think she was expecting how forceful Brandon was becoming, but she did as he said.

		My friend slapped her check with his shaft. Little splashes of pre-cum painted her face. Then he took the head and thrust it past my wife's open lips. He got a few inches in before meeting any resistance.

		"Open wider, girl. I know you can take more."

		He pushed harder. My wife grabbed his ass and began pulling. She was gagging.

		"Yeah. That's it. Relax your throat."

		Brandon grabbed the back of her head and pushed. Tears ran down my wife's face.

		"Good girl. That's really good. For the first time."

		Elizabeth smiled at the compliment. My friend started fucking my wife's face. He got a little more than half of his cock into her mouth, before he had to pull out. She just wasn't used to sucking a cock that big. After a few minutes, half his cock was drenched in her saliva.

		He pulled out. My wife leaned back and coughed.

		"Catch your breath, sweetheart. Next time. We'll see if you can take more."

		I glanced at my boss. His eyes had been glued to the scene in front of him. I noticed he'd started rubbing himself. So did Brandon.

		"You can pull it out," he said. "Nothing to be ashamed of."

		Mr. Gale didn't react right away, but I knew he was thinking about it.

		Brandon pushed my wife back onto the bed. She landed on her back, her legs spread open. Her pussy lips were gapping wide.

		"You ready to be stretched, bitch?" Brandon said. "Cause I'm about to wreck that pussy."

		"Do your worst," my wife said with a chuckle.

		"Now, watch closely, Roger," my friend said. "I'm going to show you how a real man fucks."

		I winced, but my cock pulsed in my palm as I watched my black friend press his cock against Elizabeth's opening. He pushed slowly, stretching my wife wider than she'd ever been. I was amazed as her body adjusted to accommodate such a large cock.

		"Easy," my wife moaned.

		"If you want easy, fuck your husband," Brandon said to Elizabeth. He'd stopped pushing, with just the tip inside her. "If you want more, you'll take it like I give it."

		He didn't move. My wife looked up into his eyes. She was squirming with desire.

		"Please, Brandon. Fuck me. Fuck me like you want to."

		Brandon turned and smiled at Mr. Gale. "The guys and gals just love my cock, what can I say?”

		I watched Brandon continue to work his shaft into my wife. Inch by inch. I could see her face wincing, but her smile showed she was enjoying every minute.

		"That's one tight cunt," Brandon said. "After I'm done, it's never going to feel the same for your husband."

		By some miracle, Brandon eventually had his entire length buried to the hilt. He paused for just a moment to let Elizabeth's body adjust before pulling out.

		Before my wife could protest, he gripped her ass and rammed the entire ten inches back in place, driving the air from my wife's lungs.

		"Gawwwwwd. Fuck," she screamed, "I'm commmmming."

		Brandon started furiously fucking my wife. His body was a machine as he thrust forward and then withdrew.

		"So fucking tight," Brandon said, the words coming out in short bursts. "Whose pussy is this, girl?”

		"Oh fuck," was all Elizabeth could get out.

		"Whose?" Brandon had slowed his thrusts.

		"Yours," she screamed in frustration.

		Brandon laughed and went back to pounding her for all she was worth.

		I could feel a tingle build inside my core as I watched my friend use my wife's body for his own pleasure.

		"God, don't stop," Elizabeth cried. "Please don't stop." Her voice was mostly a sigh, and I could tell she was still in the grip of a strong orgasm.

		"I'm not planning to stop, 'til I nut," Brandon said.

		"Yeah. Come inside me. Come inside my cheating married cunt."

		Sweat dripped off Brandon's black body, falling onto my wife's peachy skin. She reached up and grabbed his face. Her eyes locked with his. If she was acting for me, she was giving an award-winning performance.

		"Give it to me, lover. Oh, shit. I can feel your cock pulsing."

		With a roar, Brandon pushed his hips as far as they would go. I could imagine his cock head brushing her cervix. His ass clenched.

		"Oh fuck," my wife said. "Fill me up, stud. Ah. So good."

		I could imagine my black friend's seed filling my wife's womb. He pumped a few more times, making sure she took it all. Then he leaned over and kissed her. He kissed her hard. I was sure their tongues were mingling together, even if I couldn't see it too well on the video.

		This was the part of the night that hurt the most. The shared intimacy of a kiss far outweighed the mere act of fucking. My wife wrapped her arms around Brandon's body like she didn't want him to leave. Like she wanted his cock to stay buried inside her womb forever.

		Eventually they disengaged. Brandon flopped back onto the bed. His cock flaccid and coated with their combined fluids.

		"You ever been fucked better than that? Be honest."

		"No," my wife said. She looked into the camera and mouthed the word sorry.

		It hurt, knowing that another man had fucked my wife better than I ever could. But she was still my wife, and we loved each other and that's all that really mattered. Isn't it?

		"Okay, enough with the pillow talk," Mr. Gale said. He was taking off his shirt again. His dick was still tucked inside his pants, but I could make out a dark stain on the front. "I think it's my turn."

		"Okay, Roger," my wife asked. She opened her legs. Her pussy was red and puffy. A thick drop of pearly white semen pooled at the entrance. "Come and get your sloppy seconds."

		My boss wasted no time pulling down his pants, boxers and all. His cock was fully erect. He was larger than I was, but still Brandon's member still dwarfed his.

		As Mr. Gale moved toward the bed, Brandon's large black hand fell over my wife's pussy.

		"What?" my boss said.

		"Before you get to stick your dick inside her, you have to clean her out."

		Mr. Gale's face took on a look of utter disgust.

		"I'm not eating her dirty pussy!" he said.

		"Then you get no pussy," Brandon said.

		My boss looked at my wife. "Is this true, El?"

		Elizabeth shrugged. I don't think she had planned it this way, but she was playing along with whatever Brandon wanted.

		"I guess it is," she said. "That's what Brandon says, and it's his pussy tonight."

		"Fuck. Nope. Sorry. I don't do that."

		My boss started gathering up his clothes. His erection bobbed and shook as he fought to get it tucked away. The two lovers on the bed were amused as they watched him get dressed.

		"You know the way out, don't you Roger?" my wife asked.

		"Yeah. I'd like to say it was fun, but…"

		"I understand, good night," Elizabeth said.

		"Good night, Roger," Brandon said.

		"Fuck off, Brandon," Roger replied as he left.

		Nobody said anything until they heard the front door slam shut. Then they shared a laugh.

		"Do you think he rubs one out now, or waits 'til he gets home?" Brandon asked.

		"By the look of it, he'll need to do it sooner, rather than later."

		Brandon leaned in for another kiss. My wife willingly accepted it. Brandon rubbed his large black fingers through her messy folds, pushing his cum back inside her. I was hoping she'd ask him to leave soon, so that I could reclaim her. Even if it meant eating her dirty pussy, I would.

		"God, I've wanted to fuck you ever since Howard introduced me to you."

		My wife blushed. Then she shocked me when she said, "So have I. Wanted to fuck you."

		They kissed some more. He fondled her breasts. She cooed and lightly ran her fingers along his cock.

		"So, does your husband know how long you've wanted to fuck me?"

		"He does now," I said, before my wife could answer. I had decided I'd had enough hiding. I needed to fuck my wife, and I wasn't going to wait for Brandon to leave.

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		

		Ialmost laughed at the look of shock on my friend's face. He quickly moved to cover his nakedness, but even his large hands couldn't do a complete job.

		"I was wondering when you were going to join us," my wife said.

		"Has he been watching us this whole time?" Brandon asked my wife.

		"Yeah. He likes watching."

		"I also like reclaiming her," I said as I started to take off my shirt.

		Brandon watched me. At first, he had a questioning expression on his face, like he was trying to figure out what was going on. Eventually that gave way to a devious grin.

		I was about to take off my boxers when he told me to stop. His demand caught me off guard and I complied. I was now almost naked, my cock straining against my underpants.

		"You want to fuck your wife right now?" he asked, although we all knew the answer.

		"Yes."

		"Well, like I told Roger. First you gotta clean her up."

		I looked at my wife. It was really up to her.

		Elizabeth shrugged and nodded. "It's his pussy right now. You have to follow his rules."

		Unlike my boss, I had no problem going down on my wife after she'd been fucked, even after another man came inside her. It was her pussy I was eating, nothing wrong with that.

		I crawled onto the bed into my wife's open thighs. She graciously spread her labia lips to reveal the pearly cream inside. She took a bit on her finger and rubbed it around her opening, paying special attention to her clit.

		Her moans told me she was getting off on my humiliation.

		I took my first lick of her pussy. A familiar aroma filled my nostrils, her overwhelming arousal. Underneath was the musky odor of another man. I buried my tongue deep between her warm folds and rubbed her clit with the bridge of my nose. She loved it when I did that.

		While I devoured her pussy, my wife ran her fingers lovingly through my hair.

		"Oh, that's so nice, so soothing on my aching pussy. Brandon really did a number on me, Howie. He stretched me so tight. Oh, I need this."

		Elizabeth moaned while I worshiped her messy pussy.

		"Get it all out, cuck" Brandon said.

		I tried to ignore him, but it was difficult.

		I felt movement on the bed, then my wife's moans of pleasure became muffled. I glanced up and saw she was kissing my friend. I went back to the task at hand. Licking up all the mess he'd made and more. Their combined juices coated my mouth.

		I could feel my wife begin to shudder. The erotic tension in her body was reaching a tipping point. The stimulation of her sex with the emotional trigger of Brandon's kiss set her off. Her thighs squeezed around my head, holding me fast in place while she came. I could feel her walls pulse as I fucked her with my tongue. I continued through her orgasm, until she became too tender and pushed me away.

		I noticed she let Brandon continue kissing her. He was mauling her breasts and she had her hand on his while he did. I thought they'd disengage, but they didn't.

		I was about to interrupt and remind them that it was my turn to make love to my wife, when Brandon shifted.

		I moved aside as he moved to mount my wife again. He pressed his hard cock against her opening. It looked different up close. His purple tip nestled between her moist labia. Even though I had already watched them fuck on video I didn't believe he was going to be able to fit his huge cock into her small pussy.

		I forgot all about taking my own turn as I was mesmerized by the sight of his long, thick shaft slowly disappearing into my wife's tiny body.

		"Oh fuck, that feels good," my wife said.

		"Still tight, even after the fucking I just gave it," Brandon replied.

		"A woman's body is quite resilient, sweetheart. Our pussies can take a real pounding and be ready for more."

		"You're not too sore?"

		"For you, never," my wife sighed.

		Her words stung, but my body was still on fire from watching them fuck. The carnal heat burned me to ash, yet still I yearned for more.

		I slipped off the bed and took the seat Mr. Gale had recently occupied. I watched the two lovers move like a well-oiled machine. Their fluids easing the friction as Brandon's cock pistoned through my wife's warm flesh. I couldn't help but pull out my cock and begin stroking. I went slow. I didn't want to come on the carpet again. I was saving my next load for my wife.

		The scene was extremely arousing. The way Brandon was seated between my wife's legs. The contrast between his dark brown skin and her fair pink complexion. Her legs wrapped around his ass, drawing him deeper inside her. Her fingers biting into his bare back as she surrendered to the pleasure he was giving her. His face was buried in the crook of her neck. Her face glowed, her lips slightly parted, her eyes closed.

		"Yes," she sighed.

		They tenderly fucked like that for a long time. It seemed to last forever. But eventually I noticed a shift. My wife's breaths sped up. Brandon's motion took on a sense of urgency.

		"Fuck. I'm going to come," Brandon said.

		"Do it. Come inside me."

		With a shudder and a low growl, he came.

		"Oh, I feel you," my wife said with deep joy. "I feel you coming inside me. So good. So deep."

		Her lover stayed seated as he came to make sure she took every drop of his cum.

		With a satisfying sigh, he rolled off my wife. Her pussy lips gaping open, leaking globs of white semen down her ass cheeks. His cock was still semi-hard as it lay against his thigh.

		Brandon saw me staring. He gave me a wicked smile.

		It was then that I noticed I'd climaxed. My hand was coated with my load. I had wanted to hold off. I didn't want to climax until I was inside my wife again. Reclaiming her pussy that she'd given to Brandon. I tried to revive my spent cock, but it remained flaccid no matter how fast I stroked it.

		"Sorry, honey," my wife said. "I know you wanted to reclaim me, but Brandon was so insistent. And I really wanted to feel his huge cock again."

		"You can fuck her now." Brandon said. He ran his fingers down her taut stomach and between her outstretched thighs. He took up a dollop of his cum and brought it to Elizabeth's lips. She opened her mouth and he fed it to her. "She's ready. See? But I don't think she'll feel you."

		I could see my wife blush. She liked the game, but something seemed to be off.

		"Of course, now that she's experienced a real man, maybe she won't want you to fuck her anymore. Maybe it will be blowjobs and handies only."

		His taunting hurt, but I could feel my spent cock stirring. It was like I enjoyed the pain of humiliation. It aroused me, even though I'd already come twice in a rather short period of time.

		Brandon started stroking his own cock and I saw it harden. "If you can't fuck your wife, yet, how about you come over here and get me ready again? You like eating my cum from her pussy, why not get it from the source?”

		"Demogorgon," my wife said, a split second before I could.

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Ismiled at her.

		"Wait, what's that mean? DeeMoh what?"

		"Sorry, Brandon," I said. "It's our safe word. For when things have gone too far and we want to stop the game."

		"Shit," he said. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to… It was just… It just came out."

		"That's okay," Elizabeth said. She got up and started collecting Brandon's clothes. "We had fun, didn't we?"

		"Yeah," I said. I started getting dressed myself, since I suddenly felt a little weird being naked with another man in the room and the game called. "See you around, friend."

		"Wait. Can we go again? Maybe start fresh?”

		"No. No," my wife said. "Once the word's been given, that's it. It's over. Those are the rules."

		She winked at me. I smiled.

		"Yeah," I said. "We're going back to the monogamist lifestyle."

		"But. You were having fun," Brandon said. "We were having fun."

		"And all good things come to an end, eventually," I said.

		"I'm going to take a shower," Elizabeth said. She leaned over and gave Brandon a kiss on his bald head. Then she turned to give me a kiss on the lips. I could still taste Brandon's cum on her lips. "We'll talk."

		She slipped out of the room.

		"I'll let you get dressed in private," I said. "I'll be downstairs."
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		I opened a bottle of beer and took a long pull. It tasted clean and refreshing.

		I was glad my wife was the one to use the safe word. It meant we were both on the same page. Playing the hotwife and the cuck was fun, up to a point. Brandon had crossed a line, and my wife knew there was no going back.

		"Hey, man. I'm sorry if I overstepped," Brandon said.

		I offered him a beer, but he declined. "The quicker I'm out of here, the better, I think."

		I didn't argue.

		"Hey, Brandon. No hard feelings. It was a game. You just didn't know all the rules."

		My friend said something, but I didn't hear it. I could have asked what he said, but I didn't really care all that much anymore.

		I followed him to the door.

		"See you around?" I asked.

		He took a moment before answering. "Probably not for a while. We all need a little space I think."

		He turned and offered his hand. I shook it.

		"Thanks for fucking my wife," I said.

		"Thanks for letting me."

		We left it at that.
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		When I went upstairs, Elizabeth was changing the bed.

		"I hope you're not upset that I put a stop to everything. I wasn't ready to watch you suck a dick."

		I chuckled. "If you hadn't said the word, I would have. I'm not ready to suck a dick, either."

		I helped her put new sheets on the bed. It was only about nine o'clock when we were done, but we were both exhausted and decided to go to bed early.

		"So, are we really going back to our vanilla life?" my wife asked.

		"Isn't that what using the safe word is for?" I asked back.

		"I mean. Yes, but also…”

		"You like fucking other guys. Guys with bigger dicks."

		My wife blushed. "Yeah. I do."

		"And I like watching you with them. I don't think there's anything wrong with continuing to do that."

		"But I don't think we can play with Brandon anymore," my wife said. "He may be tempted to cross the line again."

		We lay in silence for a little bit.

		"So, have you really always wanted to fuck Brandon?" I asked. The question had been burning in the back of my mind all evening.

		"Yeah, there's a lot of men I've wanted to fuck. I just didn't because I’m married."

		I tried to think of some of the other men she fancied. I was about to lay out a few of my guesses for her when she broke the silence.

		"Can I make a confession?" my wife said.

		"Sure, you can tell me anything."

		Elizabeth thought for a moment. "Don't get mad."

		"I won’t.”

		"Promise?"

		"Promise."

		Even with that, it took my wife a few moments to work up the nerve to ask me the big question.

		"What if I said…” She paused before letting it all out in one quick utterance. "What if I said that, while I was in the shower, I started thinking about what it would be like to watch you suck another guy's cock and I liked it and it made me wet and I made myself cum? Huh? What would you think?"

		I was stunned. It was a lot to take in. When I didn't answer right away, Elizabeth got nervous.

		"Are you mad?" she asked. "You promised not to get mad."

		"First off, I'm not mad," I said. "I just need to think about how I feel. I mean. I'm not mad you thought that. I just… I'm just not sure how I feel. It's not mad, though."

		I wasn't mad, and that was what confused me. If I wasn't mad, what was I? Then I figured it out.

		"Ok, I think I can explain how I feel," I said. "You think it might be hot seeing me suck a cock. Okay. That's fine. I don't think I'd want to do that, but I'm not upset about you wanting to see it."

		"I'm not saying I want to see it. I'm saying it gets me aroused to imagine you doing it."

		"You know what I think would be hot to see?"

		"Me fucking your boss?"

		I laughed. "Yeah, that too. But I also think it would be hot to see you making out with another woman. Going down and eating her pussy."

		My wife's eyes opened wide. "Really, you would? You’d like to see me with another woman?"

		"You're mad. I knew it."

		"No! No! I just want to know what took you so long to tell me."

		That threw me for a loop. I was trying to rationalize how it wasn't upsetting to know my wife wanted to watch me suck off another guy, and instead I learned she had her own lesbian desires.

		"You mean, you want to try fucking a woman?" I asked.

		"Well, to be honest. I already have. Once. In college."

		"Huh?"

		"Yeah. My freshman year. I experimented. I liked it, but I liked men more. I never really explored any further."

		"Well. If you want. We can."

		"Settle down, Howard."

		I laughed. "Fine. Fine. So, you still want to be my hotwife?"

		"Do you want to be my cuck?"

		"Yeah. I'll be your cuck."

		"And I'll be your hotwife, as long as I can be the boss."

		"Sounds good. As long as you don't make me suck a dick."

		My wife didn't answer. She just turned away from me and went to sleep.
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