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1. A Wife Comes Home

I’m probably not the most observant guy in the world. But from the moment I saw Michelle again, I knew something was up.

Of course, I had absolutely no idea what. And if someone had told me back then what I know now, I wouldn’t have believed a word they said. I wouldn’t have been able to.

But that all lay in the future. For now, the first thing I noticed about my wife as she appeared through the crowd in the airport was how good she looked.

She always looks good to me, of course. And not just to me. We’ve been married a good few years now, but we never had kids, and maybe that has helped Michelle hold onto her incredible figure. It was that hourglass figure that first attracted me when I met her at a friend’s house. I knew then that this was the woman I wanted to spend the rest of my life with, and nothing that has happened since has made me doubt that decision. When she first agreed to go on a date with me, I could hardly believe my luck, could hardly believe a woman who looked like her, who no doubt had so many other options, would even consider me. It was even more unbelievable when she agreed to marry me.

They say absence makes the heart grow fonder, and maybe that’s true. Certainly, it enhances desire. I always want Michelle. For the way she looks, but for more than that, too. For all the years we spent together, all the love that has grown between us, I’m more attracted to her than ever. And being without her almost a month had me wanting her more than I ever did before.

That wasn’t exactly helped by the way she looked. As I stood in the arrivals hall of the airport, watching tired passengers from her plane disembark, she stepped through the crowd, and for me, everything else seemed to melt away. You would never guess she had just got off an eight-hour flight from a completely different continent. She looked fantastic. Her blonde hair cascaded in soft waves over her shoulders, her blue eyes finding mine across the busy airport. And the smile that lit up her face at the sight of me made my heart vibrate in my chest, the way it never failed to whenever I saw it.

She was wearing a black sweater, with an overcoat thrown over one arm. Her blue jeans were delightfully tight, clinging to her hips and thighs, disappearing into a pair of black leather high-heeled boots. Surrounded by passengers dressed in shorts and sweatpants to make their flight more comfortable, she stood out even more, and I felt a familiar growl of desire inside me as my eyes danced over her body, taking it all in. I had been thinking about her a lot. We called several times while she was on her vacation, and texted one another every day. Still, there’s nothing like having the woman you love standing right in front of you, looking inexplicably gorgeous, surrounded by slobs.

I hurried toward her, wrapping my arms around her the moment she was clear of the door that more passengers kept pouring out of. She set her bags upright on the floor then embraced me, and our lips found each other, our kiss wild and passionate as I channeled all the long weeks of loneliness into it. I dreamed about her. I thought of her every day, in lots of different ways. But seeing her now, as much as my heart was flooded with love and gratitude for my incredible wife, desire was one of my chief emotions. And wrapping my arms around her narrow waist, squeezing her body against mine right there in the airport, only fueled that desire.

Finally, Michelle was able to extricate herself from my embrace. She was still smiling as she took a halfstep back, the thin heel of one of her boots scraping on the highly-polished floor.

“I missed you,” she said.

“Not as much as I missed you,” I replied. And it was only then, after I had finally held her in my arms again, that I even seemed to notice her friend Lisa, standing beside her.

“Hey, Lisa,” I said with a smile. Lisa smiled back at me, a faint hint of awkwardness in her expression, as if she recognized that at the minute, she was a bit of a third wheel.

“Hi,” she said.

Stepping forward, I took hold of Michelle’s suitcases, and it was only as I wrapped one hand around the handle of each that it dawned on me that they had multiplied. When I dropped the two women off at the airport for their trip, they had each had only one large suitcase, but now, Michelle had two.

“Where did this come from?”

“I picked up a few things while we were there,” Michelle said with a grin. “What? You thought we were going to go to Paris and not do any shopping?”

I looked over the suitcase as I tipped it forward on its wheels, pulling it behind me. It was plastered with Louis Vuitton logos. I didn’t say anything, not wanting to spoil the mood of our happy reunion, but an increasingly frequent worry was nagging at my mind.

We didn’t have a lot of money, especially since Michelle had been laid off from her job. In fact, we almost canceled her trip to Paris. It was only because the flights were free thanks to Lisa’s frequent flyer points that we decided to go ahead with it. I hate always being the one to mention money in our relationship, the one who has to tighten the purse strings. But Michelle just isn’t very good with money. She’s not reckless, but she didn’t grow up poor like I did. To her, money is something that is always there, one way or another. She doesn’t worry about the future like I do. More impulsive, maybe. Happy relationships are built on differences, my strengths compensating for her weaknesses and vice versa. Still, it gets annoying always having to be the voice of caution.

I wheeled the suitcases through the crowd, and Michelle trotted along behind beside me, her high heels echoing on the floor. Lisa came with us, carrying her own bags as I led the two of them out of the airport, across the road filled with honking taxis, toward the multistory car park where our car waited. Guiding them to the parking spot, I lifted the cases inside, first Michelle’s, then Lisa’s. The weight of my wife’s new suitcase worried me as I set it down carefully in the car, but again, I said nothing.

We all climbed into the car, and I drove out of the arcade, heading for home. Lisa sat in the back, while Michelle, my gorgeous goddess of a wife, sat in the passenger seat beside me. I tried to push away my gloomy thoughts about our budget. She was back now, with me once again. That was all that mattered.

“So how was your trip?”

“Oh my God, amazing,” Michelle groaned in the seat beside me. “I mean, I’ve wanted to go to Paris my whole life. And you kind of know what to expect, but it’s different seeing it in person. I don’t know how to describe it. It’s just… It’s like if you dreamed of something, and then one day you find yourself living that dream. It’s hard to believe it’s happening, even while you’re there.”

“I told you you’d love it,” Lisa said from behind us.

This trip had been Lisa’s idea. She travels a lot for work, and she’s been just about everywhere. Europe, the Middle East, Asia, South America. Mostly what she sees is the inside of hotel rooms and conference centers, but she tries to make time to see a little bit of the countries she visits. That’s why she has so many frequent flyer miles, and that’s why she was able to treat my wife to this once-in-a-lifetime trip, now that Michelle, unemployed as she is, finally has the time to do things like that.

Honestly, she deserved it. Being laid off isn’t easy on anyone, and Michelle has worked her whole life. She really doesn’t know what to do with herself cooped up at home all day, and I see that she was starting to get depressed. Even if the trip had cost a fortune, I told myself, at least it sounded like it had done her some good.

“We saw the Eiffel Tower,” Michelle went on. “We went shopping on the Champs Elysees. We had the most amazing food. We just did everything. I mean, we were probably the two most clichéd tourists in Paris, but I don’t care. I’ll probably never go there again, so I wanted to do everything.”

“I’m glad you had fun,” I said. As Michelle rested one hand on my leg, I tried to keep my attention on the road ahead of me.

“I wish you had been there with us, though,” Michelle said. “It’s such a romantic city, and I missed you a lot.”

“I missed you too.”

That simple response hardly did justice to the depths of my feeling. But Lisa was there in the back of the car, and I knew we couldn’t get too lovey-dovey. Of course, that didn’t change the feelings in my heart as I drove, the pure joy I felt I being reunited with the woman I loved. I drove carefully, but as far as I was concerned, we couldn’t possibly get home quickly enough.

First, I dropped Lisa off at her place. She told me I didn’t have to help her with her bag, but of course I did, pulling it to the front door for her. She embraced both me and Michelle before stepping through the front door of her house, dragging her bag with her. Then me and my wife climbed back in the car for the last leg of our journey home.

Along the way, she told me little bit more about her Paris adventure. I kept my eyes on the road, but I didn’t need to look at her to hear the smile in her voice as she spoke. It was like it was filling her up with some deep sense of joy, some little secret she perhaps shared with her friend, but not with me. Even though she told me a lot. Maybe she couldn’t tell me what mattered most, couldn’t put into words the experience of being somewhere she had always dreamed of going but had given up hope of ever seeing. I’m only guessing.

Finally, we got home. Michelle tried to help me with the bags, but I dragged both suitcases up the driveway myself, leaving her to handle only her cabin luggage and her coat. We stepped inside the house, and I pulled the suitcases into the bedroom, setting them upright against the wall. Then, I turned toward Michelle and wrapped my arms around her again, hugging that incredible body, kissing her deeply. She kissed me back, throwing her arms around my neck. Passion crackled in the air between us, and as we made out, as I felt her big breasts pressing against me through her sweater. As my hands drifted south toward her ass packed into those tight jeans, I felt my cock beginning to swell. I didn’t doubt that she could feel it too as it pressed against her, through her clothing, as if it could reach her by sheer force of will. We kept on kissing, and minute by minute, the sexual tension between us grew. I had missed her in so many ways, the physical one not the least of them, and as her lips moved against mine, as her tongue moved over mine, I could see that she felt the same way.

My hands found the bottom of her sweater, and I began to lift it up. The feeling of her smooth skin against my hands drove me wild with desire, and she lifted her lips from mine as I pulled the sweater over her head. Underneath, she was wearing a bra I had never seen before. It was a kind of pale green, decorated with flowers made of black lace that crawled over the cups holding her magnificent breasts high on her chest, her cleavage deep and delicious as I stared at her. My hands moved up from her narrow waist to cup those big breasts, and Michelle chuckled to herself as I stared transfixed at her magnificent boobs, as if seeing them for the first time.

“New underwear,” she said. “You like it?”

“I love it,” I said, making her laugh again. And to show her just how I felt about it, I lowered my face to her breasts, kissing each of them with genuine hunger while she ran her fingers through my hair.

“Not the most comfortable thing to wear on a long plane journey, I’ll admit,” she said. “But I wanted to surprise you. I had a feeling you’d be feeling frisky once I got home.”

“God, I missed you,” I said, continuing to shower her boobs and kisses while she continued to play with my hair. “I missed these boobs. I missed your pussy.”

“I bet,” Michelle said softly. “Why don’t you show me just how much you missed it?”

Raising my head from her chest, I smiled at her. Then, taking my hands away from her breasts, I reached down to the front of her jeans. The button on the waistband seemed to spring out, like it was collaborating with me to get her undressed faster. I pulled down the zipper and struggled with the tight denim, Michelle wiggling her hips to help me pull down her jeans. Underneath, I saw that she was wearing panties that exactly matched her bra, an expensive-looking lingerie set that had its intended effect on me.

As I pulled her jeans down to her knees, Michelle sat down on the edge of the bed. She raised one foot from the floor, pointing her stiletto heel at me.

“You like my boots? These are new, too.”

“Yeah, they’re nice,” I said. Michelle’s blue eyes were sparkling now as she looked at me, supporting herself with her hands on the mattress behind her, her breasts rising and falling in her bra as she breathed.

“Take them off.”

I didn’t hesitate. After all, I couldn’t take her pants all the way off until the boots were gone. I dropped to my knees, pulling down the long zipper on her raised boot, sliding it off her foot. The smooth leather felt unbelievably soft and supple in my hands, and again, I found myself wondering how much they had cost. But again, I wasn’t going to break the spell of the moment by asking anything so vulgar.

Michelle’s glowing eyes watched me as I removed her boots, setting them down on the floor beside the bed. Then, still on my knees, I pulled off her jeans and her socks so that she was sitting in front of me in nothing but her lingerie.

“Look at you,” she chuckled. “I’ve only been home five minutes, and I’ve already got you kneeling at my feet. That’s okay. I like it.”

“Oh do you?” I said, smiling at her.

“Yeah,” Michelle said. “Now, while you’re down there, you may as well make yourself useful.”

I knew exactly what she meant. And I was more than happy to do as she said. I reached toward her waist, taking hold of the waistband of her panties, my mind barely registering how soft they felt as I pulled them down. And there was her pussy, underneath the strip of light-colored pubic hair she carefully maintained, her lips already slightly swollen, showing me her desire. I pulled her panties all the way off, dropping them on the bedroom floor next to her boots, and with a smile, Michelle spread her legs for me.

I ran my hands over her thighs as I leaned toward her. There it was again, the feel of her soft skin fueling my desire. No matter how many times I had thought of her while she was gone, no matter how many times I had fantasized about her incredible body, nothing beats the reality. Nothing even came close. Having her now sitting above me, smiling down at me, ready for pleasure, was everything I had been dreaming of for so long. Maybe, in its own way, this was my own Paris. Just as she had been in the French capital, I felt like I was in some kind of dream. I had fantasized so much about this moment that now that it had finally come, it barely seemed real.

I pressed my lips against my wife’s sex, kissing it with frantic passion. Just as she said, I showed her how much I missed her amazing body, channeling all those weeks of horniness into my actions now as I moved my tongue over her lips, gently parting them. She sighed happily, and the noises she made only encouraged me as I continued licking her, moving my head rhythmically as I teased her with my tongue.

Michelle let out a moan. Then another. In her own way, she was just as keyed-up as I was, just as ready for the pleasure we had both been denied for close to a month. As I continued to eat her pussy, her juices started to trickle out of her, the amazing taste of my sweetheart’s pleasure filling my mouth and reminding me just how good it felt to make her happy.

“Oh my God,” she gasped, reaching out and grabbing the top of my head with one hand, “that feels so good! Jason, I need you inside me right now!”

Far be it from me to keep a lady waiting. With a grin on my face, my lips shining with her juices, I sprang to my feet. As I climbed onto the bed, she pushed herself backward, lying the wrong way across our mattress. Not that either of us cared. She spread her legs, and I crawled between them, my hands sliding over her thighs as I hooked my arms under her knees and lifted them up. She gasped in pleasure as I forced my throbbing cock inside her, the fat head pushing apart the wet lips I had just licked.

I groaned too. It felt incredible as her tight pussy slowly yielded to my invading manhood, squeezing the head and the shaft of my cock as I fed it inside my wife. And her sounds of pleasure only drove me on to wilder heights of passion as I slid my cock in and out of her, fucking her as she lay on the bed in front of me, giving herself to me completely.

Her eyes were closed, her blonde hair fanning out around her head like a pool of light, and her open mouth let out a constant stream of moans and gasps punctuated by the odd curse word. Or, best of all, my name. Her breasts bounced wildly in her fancy new bra, giving me more visual stimulation as I pounded her on the mattress. One of her hands grabbed her breasts, kneading the soft flesh, while the other gripped the sheets underneath her, her fingertips sinking into the mattress. As if she was holding on for dear life. As if she was worried if she didn’t, she might go spinning off into the empty air, so great was the pleasure that rose inside her.

This is how my wife fucks. She gives herself over to it completely, abandoning everything else once her pleasure grows potent enough. It’s always a beautiful sight, but never more so than after an absence like this, after my head has been full of her and my bed empty for a while.

Pleasure was rising inside me all the time, racing to an almost unbearable crescendo, but I didn’t want to let go so soon. I didn’t want this moment to end, and I especially wanted Michelle to be satisfied. So I did everything I could to hold back, my mind racing as I looked for something less exciting to think about, even while my cock was buried inside the tight channel of my wife’s pussy. Again, I found myself thinking about money, about how little we had and how much this trip must have cost. The lingerie that I was enjoying, the sexy boots I had removed from her feet, and the suitcase she brought home who knew what other purchases in most have cost a pretty penny.

And while my mind raced with fictional figures, I kept on sliding my cock in and out of her, making her moan, moaning myself as I felt her pussy abruptly tighten around me. Her orgasm was coming. I could feel it. I could hear it in her desperate moans, filling our bedroom that had been silent for far too long. She practically screamed in pleasure as her climax overwhelmed her, a fresh wave of her juices pouring out of her to anoint my cock with what felt like a kind of victory. As if I was reclaiming my wife after her long absence, showing her what I could do, how good I could make her feel.

She was still groaning, her pussy still spasming in pleasure, when I finally let myself go. I groaned as my cock spurted my cum deep inside her, letting go of her legs and collapsing on top of her. I buried my face against her shoulder, inhaling the smell of her hair and the perfume she wore, kissing her neck with desperate passion as she once again ran her fingers through my short hair, caressing me as I lay on top of her. She was back. She was back, and we were together again, and that was all that mattered. In the blissed-out void that follows sex, I lay in the darkness of her hair, breathing heavily, feeling her big breasts rising against my chest as she, too, tried to recover.

She groaned just like I did as I slid my cock out of her. I rolled away to lie on the mattress beside her, my head on my own pillow, staring at her. I never could get enough of her. I never could quite believe that I shared my bed with this goddess. And she, smiling, rolled over onto her side toward me, pressing her lips against mine, kissing me passionately, knowing just where my mouth had been.

“That was amazing, honey,” she said as she flopped back on her own pillow. “Just what I needed. I had an amazing trip, but it’s so good to be home.”

“I love you,” I said, placing a tender kiss on her shoulder. She smiled, but her eyes were already closed.

“I love you too,” she responded, and in the thickness in her voice, I could hear both her satisfaction and her weariness. It was a long flight, and I didn’t even try to calculate what time zone her body clock must still be in. Besides, even where we were, it was now into the evening. If she wanted to sleep, so be it.

She smiled again, without opening her eyes, as I pulled the blanket out from under her and threw it over her nearly naked body. She breathed out in a long sigh of contentment, and soon, I heard her breathing change. Quickly, it took on the slow, even rhythm of sleep, the blanket rising and falling in time with her breath as she lay beside me, sleeping contentedly.

It was good to have her back. I meant every word of that. But as I lay there beside her, my thoughts turned in on themselves again as the joy of sexual climax faded. Moving cautiously, trying not to wake her, I lifted my head to look at the Louis Vuitton suitcase on the other side of the room, packed to bursting with all kinds of other purchases. Sure, I wasn’t going to complain about the sexy lingerie she had worn to entice me. And the boots, expensive as they looked, were certainly visually appealing. But a whole suitcase full of clothes, on top of everything she and Lisa must’ve spent on food and tourist attractions and whatever else they did?

Lying back on my pillow, I reached for my phone. In the gathering darkness of the bedroom, it cast light that was hard to look at as I woke up the screen, but I squinted and persevered. It was better to know. I couldn’t change anything, and the last thing I wanted to do was to cast a shadow on Michelle’s wonderful vacation by quibbling about the price. But it was better to know before the bill came due. It was better to at least be prepared for the shock.

I opened our banking app. When I saw our credit card balance and did some quick sums in my head, I frowned even more at the glowing screen. Something wasn’t adding up.

I opened our credit card account, scrolling down through the transactions that presented a kind of narrative of what we both had been doing over the last few weeks. My boring conventional purchases at the grocery store and the gas station, and her more exotic spending at locations throughout Paris.

And yet, no matter where I looked, I couldn’t make sense of what I was seeing. Even by the most conservative calculations, it seemed impossible that Michelle had spent so little. Yes, her flight was free, and I could see the charge for the hotel they had stayed at, a fairly hefty sum that was enough by itself to make me feel a flutter of panic. But where were all the other expenses? Where was all the shopping, the clothes stores? I could see that she had paid to go to the Eiffel Tower, that she had bought two admission tickets to the Louvre. I could see what had to be meals at restaurants, every other day, her and Lisa probably alternating over who paid for each meal. But somehow, my wife had managed to bring in what sounded like an incredibly expensive vacation at a fraction of the cost it should have been.

I set my phone down. Michelle was fast asleep now, making it impossible to ask. It was good news, I told myself. I had no idea how she had done it, but the cost of her vacation was far lower than I had expected, and lower than I could even believe.

I just didn’t know how she had done it. And so I lay there, my mind once again full of thoughts of money, our precarious financial situation tugging once again at my consciousness soundly beside me, seemingly not a single negative thought entering her head.



2. A Wife Comes Clean

My wife says I worry too much.

Maybe that’s true. But someone has to do the worrying in this relationship, and it’s definitely not her. If this trip to Paris had cost me the fortune I expected it would, I would’ve worried about our finances, with Michelle being unemployed. But now, I was worrying about how little it cost instead.

Maybe the transactions weren’t showing up yet, I told myself. Or maybe she could have used some other card, but as far as I knew, she didn’t have one. And the thought of your spouse having a credit card you don’t know about is enough to worry anyone.

I knew the simplest thing to do was to ask her. But I hadn’t had time. She slept like a log after her long flight and the vigorous sex we had immediately following it, and when I got up in the morning to go to work, she was still asleep. I practically crept out of my house, trying not to wake her, knowing that she needed the rest. That’s the thing about being married; even when you’re suspicious, you still care about the other person.

All day long at work, my mind turned over on itself. It was possible, I almost convinced myself, that Lisa had paid for nearly everything, and Michelle was going to pay her back in a lump sum. After all, it was Lisa’s frequent flyer miles that had got them their flights in the first place. Maybe she wanted to use her cards to rack up more points and have my wife pay her back. Yeah, that must be it. That made the most sense.

That thought dispelled my worry, at least a little. Still, the thought of this massive bill heading our way scared me, too. I had wholeheartedly agreed with Michelle going on this trip, but that was back when money wasn’t quite as tight as it was now. It wasn’t going to ruin us, but it could make things quite uncomfortable for a while.

But I tried to get on with my work, tried to tell myself that in the end, the money was already gone. It may not have shown up in the account yet, but it was as good as spent. No point upsetting myself over it. No amount of worry was going to change my reality.

With the way my brain works, my attempts to calm myself this way weren’t particularly successful.

When the workday finally ended and I made my way home, I resolved myself to talk to Michelle. Better to know what was going on, no matter what it was. Maybe I could at least get an idea of how much money we were going to have to find to pay for this trip.

Parking my car, I stepped through the front door of the house and called out a greeting to my wife. She yelled back to me, her voice echoing out from the bedroom. Taking off my shoes, I walked down the hall to see her. After the long absence of her trip, it was still a joy to have her around. That, at least, made it easy to forget my worries.

And when I stepped through the open door of the bedroom and saw Michelle waiting for me, all my thoughts of money problems evaporated like steam.

She was lying on the bed. When she saw me, her beautiful face lit up in a happy smile, her teeth showing between red lips as her golden hair cascaded down around her face. The red of her lips matched what she was wearing, what little of it there was. My eyes traveled over her body, taking in the sight of her magnificent curves so beautifully displayed by what she was wearing, and my heart hammered in my chest, my cock already swelling at the sight of my wife spread out on our bed like a centerfold.

More new lingerie. This time, she had packed her gorgeous body into a red satin corset decorated with black lace details. It pushed her breasts high on her chest, giving her magnificent cleavage that was difficult to tear my eyes away from. And the corset pulled in her waist, accentuating her natural hourglass figure and making me long for her even more than I already did.

Other than the corset, she was wearing a matching red garter belt that held up a pair of sheer black stockings. The tight fabric clung to her legs, shimmering in the bedroom light, drawing my eye further down to where her stockings disappeared into a pair of knee-high black leather boots. The same boots, I noticed, she had worn on her flight yesterday, the ones I had taken off for her as I undressed her. The expensive boots she had bought in Paris, along with yesterday’s underwear and, presumably, this exotic lock, to. For all I knew, it cost a fortune. But there was no arguing with the way she looked. My head was spinning as I looked at her, desire raging through me, just like she had obviously intended.

She wore no panties. She was lying on her side, her head propped on one hand, her thighs together. I couldn’t exactly see her pussy, but I could see the landing strip of pubic hair that pointed to it, and I knew what I wanted. Money problems aside, there were benefits to my wife being unemployed. She had dressed up like this just for me, and there was no doubt about why.

Stepping toward the bed, I hastily unbuttoned my shirt. Michelle smiled wickedly, knowing that no words needed to pass between us. Neither one of us could ignore the sexual tension in the air, the wild crackle of desire that filled us both. Stripping off my shirt, I unfastened my pants, pushing them and my underwear down in one smooth motion, then stepping out of them as I climbed onto the bed. My cock was already halfway hard, and as I leaned down over Michelle, kissing her passionately, that hardness only grew. Still kissing me, Michelle reached out with one hand, running it up and down my shaft, and I moaned against her lips, savoring her touch that I had been denied for almost a month.

“Welcome home, honey,” she said in a low voice as our lips finally parted.

“Baby, you look amazing,” I said. Michelle giggled as my eyes ran over her body just as eagerly as my hands did, and I kissed my way down over her chest, burying my face in that magnificent cleavage. Michelle lay back on the bed, letting me worship her boobs for a while, lifting one leg from the mattress and draping it over me. We had always had a good sex life, but it seemed like something had gotten into her on that Paris trip. Maybe she just missed me.

It’s not like my wife needed to put in this kind of effort to turn me on. I wanted her just as badly as the day we first met, and maybe even more so after our long absence. Still, that’s not to say I didn’t appreciate it. She really did look amazing. Like something from a smutty magazine, like something from my deepest fantasies. All this effort, all this expense, to transform her from an already beautiful woman into an absolute sex goddess. It was intoxicating. My desire was boiling inside me, fueled by the way she looked and the feel of her body under my hands, against my mouth, her soft skin warm and inviting, the sweet fragrance of her perfume rising in the air around me. I wanted to lose myself in her, to bury myself in that endlessly welcoming body, and as I lay down on top of her, my cock brushing against her hip, I knew what was coming.

I positioned myself on top of her, sliding my cock inside. She moaned at the sensation of me entering her, her pussy spreading open to invite me in. Raising my head from her chest, I kissed her mouth again, feeling her tongue swelling over mine, tasting the passion that filled her. And I kept kissing her as I began to move my hips back-and-forth, sliding my manhood in and out of her wet hole.

Her body moved underneath me. Her breasts bounced in the tight confines of her corset, making me want her even more. As her moans of pleasure filled the air, they merged with mine, the two of us groaning and panting as sex eclipsed everything else. She was amazing. She was a goddess. And the feel of my cock buried deep inside her body, her pussy clenching tight around it as if it never wanted to let go, was the closest thing to heaven I ever knew.

Michelle let out another loud moan, and her pussy contracted even more. I tried to control my breathing, knowing she was about to have an orgasm. She clutched my shoulders as she came, her fingernails digging into the skin, the slender high heel of one of her boots scraping my thigh. I barely noticed these other sensations. The feeling of bliss was so powerful, my body filled with an approaching orgasm of my own. But I always tried to hold back for her. I always try to make sure my wife comes at least once before I do. And it always feels amazing to know I’ve achieved it, to know that I’ve made her happy once again.

As her climax passed, Michelle opened her eyes. She looked up at me, her face surrounded by that wild explosion of blonde hair, her cheeks flushed with pleasure. Sometimes, at times like this, she looked almost angry, but I knew she wasn’t. I knew she was vibrating with the same ecstasy I could feel, the same delicious pleasure of sex that eclipsed everything else.

And then, Michelle shifted her hands on my shoulders. Suddenly, she pushed me away from her, pushing me off her and onto my side on the bed. My cock slid out of her dripping pussy as I moved, looking at her in shock. What was going on?

But my wife didn’t keep me guessing for long. Rising up on her knees, she pushed down on my shoulders again, pinning me to the mattress. Then, with a satisfied smile, she climbed on top of me. She swung one leg over me, straddling my lap, and I gazed up her in pure delight. She looked magnificent, and as she reached down between her legs to take hold of my slippery cock and guide it back inside her pussy, we both groaned happily.

Michelle is always beautiful, but never more so than at times like this. When she climbs on top of me and rides me, showing me how badly she wants me. Controlling the pace and pleasing herself, using my body like her own personal toy. It’s addictive. It’s incredible. And now, with her dressed in her gorgeous red corset, her breasts bouncing wildly on her chest as she rode me, it was more incredible than ever before. I wished I could freeze that image in my brain, to keep it with me forever like a photograph and consult whenever my wife wasn’t around. I already knew I was never going to forget this, that this outfit and her sexual aggression were going to live on in my memory forever. My balls tightened against my body with pure pleasure, my desire almost painful in its inarguable power.

Michelle rode tirelessly on top of me, panting and moaning as my cock sunk deep inside her. I held her by the hips, sliding my hands up and down her legs, enjoying the silken feel of her stockings and the firm muscle that moved underneath. She grinned as she raked her flailing hair back from her face, looking completely in control. And she was. There was literally nowhere else I wanted to be in that moment, no one else I could possibly want to be with.

But it turned out that wasn’t enough for my wife.

Still riding my cock, she leaned forward. As her hair brushed my chest, I thought for a moment she was going to kiss me again, but instead, she reached over and pulled open the drawer of the bedside table. Her hand scrabbled inside, her movements made clumsy by pleasure and the fact she clearly didn’t want to stop fucking me. Her hips kept slamming into mine even as she retrieved what she was after from the bedside table. And when she sat up again, holding the object in her hand, my excitement grew even more. My wife, sexy as she always was, had always been quite vanilla. So was I. But now, I saw that Michelle was holding a pair of handcuffs.

“Give me your hands,” she said with a smile, her voice thick with pleasure. And I didn’t even hesitate. We weren’t kinky people, but I was so enraptured with her I was ready to go along with absolutely anything. Her smile widened as I obeyed her, wordlessly holding out both hands, my wrists together. And her movements as she rode my cock slowed down only little as she closed the steel cuffs around my arms, binding them together. Then, leaning forward, she pushed my arms above my head.

It was a new experience for me. And I had to admit, it was an interesting one. I loved it when she was aggressive, loved it when she took charge. And this was even more thrilling than usual. To see her be so selfish, so demanding, was like seeing a whole other side to the woman I loved, and it thrilled me. I had never understood why people play games like this; for me, regular sex with her was exciting enough. But now, I was starting to see the appeal of giving control to her.

Michelle moved on top of me. My cock was still deep inside her pussy as she adjusted her position, rising up a little on her knees. Gracefully, she extended one leg, straightening it out and stretching so that lay alongside me. I felt the sharp heel of her boot digging slightly into my bicep as she used it to keep my arms above my head, out-of-the-way. And as she began to bounce up and down on top of me again, the sole of her boot was on my cheek, tapping away on my face.

Honestly, it was kind of degrading. But it was undeniably hot. And Michelle seemed completely lost in what she was doing, following these wild impulses I had never suspected in her wherever they led. She fucked me. It wasn’t often that I could truthfully say that about my wife, but there was really no other way to describe it. She sat on top of me with one leg thrust out in front of her, her foot on my face, and the other held back behind her, her hands on my chest for balance. And she pumped her hips up and down like a stripper, rhythmically sliding her spasming pussy up and down my cock until we were both yelling in ecstasy.

“You like this? You like my new outfit?”

Michelle’s eyes were closed, her voice breathless as she spoke, but there was no doubt she was speaking to me.

“Yes,” I groaned, my own voice just as strained as hers with what I was feeling. “You look amazing, Michelle. You look so hot.”

My wife let out another little moan, and her pussy spasmed once again around my cock.

“I knew you would,” she panted. “You like me getting dressed up all sexy, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I moaned, resisting the urge to close my own eyes as orgasm swelled within me. I didn’t want to lose a moment of looking at her, didn’t want to miss one movement, one facial expression, one provocative bounce of those beautiful breasts. I wanted it all, wanted every inch of her. I wanted desperately to cum, but I also wanted this pleasure to never end.

And again, Michelle came first. For a moment, she froze on top of me, tipping her head back, her eyes still closed. Her breasts strained against the tight red corset as she breathed, then let it all out in a wild cry that sounded almost animalistic. And with that, I felt her pussy spasm around me once more, tied to the never this time.

It was more than I could take. It was more than I could resist. The sight of her, the sounds she was making, and of course, the silken feel of her body against mine. I let go. I growled like an animal as I exploded with pleasure, emptying what felt like gallons of cum into her body while she moaned with bliss. She loved this, loved to make me cum. Loved to feel that explosion inside her to show her how much I desired her. And as our shared climax slowly faded, we came back down to earth.

Michelle shifted her position, my cock still buried inside her as she moved on top of me. She leaned over to one side and swung her other leg out from behind her, then sat upright again, sitting in my lap with both legs stretched out in front of her, her feet on either side of my head. Smiling at me, she tapped my other cheek with her other boot. And I looked at her, down the double barrel of both of her legs, framing my cock still stuck inside her pussy, the juices of our sex cooling on our skin. Michelle ran her hands along her thighs, seeming to enjoy the feel of the silky stockings wrapping her legs, and her breasts swelled inside the corset as she slowly recovered her breath.

“That was nice,” she said at last, with a smile on her face.

“That was amazing,” I responded. And as I went to lower my arms from above my head, Michelle stopped me. The heels of both her boots dug into my arms as she pushed them back onto the bed. I looked at her uncertainly, not knowing what happened next. This was new territory for both of us, and I didn’t know how to act. I didn’t even know how to feel about what had happened.

“I’m glad you like my outfit,” Michelle said, running her hands over her tiny waist toward her big breasts as she spoke. “It is sexy, isn’t it? I had it custom-made for me at this place in Paris that’s been making corsets for two hundred years or something.”

I frowned. Now that our wild pleasure had passed, my worries started creeping back into my clouded brain. Michelle sitting on top of me dressed in her sexy underwear was a fantastic distraction, of course. But I couldn’t ignore this reminder of what was troubling me.

“How much did that cost?”

Michelle smiled. She lowered her eyes as she did, looking down for a moment before raising them again toward me.

“Does it matter? You seem to enjoy it.”

“Yeah, I do. You look stunning, baby. But…”

I pressed my lips together, as if making a physical effort not to speak. But it was too late for that. Michelle’s smooth brow furrowed slightly as she looked at me in confusion.

“What? What is it?”

“Well, it’s nothing really,” I said. “You know how I worry. I was just wondering how much this trip costs. I mean I’m glad you had a good time. And yeah, I really enjoyed what you’ve been wearing since you got back. But it doesn’t look cheap. I know Lisa got your plane ticket, but all these clothes, and that suitcase…”

“Yeah,” Michelle said softly.

And then, for a moment, she said nothing more. Idly, she tapped the toe of one boot against my cheek, and I felt the supple leather against my skin as I lay there underneath her, helpless. My cock was still inside her, softened by orgasm, but already, I could feel desire rising again. The way she looked and the way she had me pinned to the bed, at her mercy, was doing things to me, giving me a recovery time quicker than I had ever had before.

“Well, the thing about that is… I got a lot of this stuff for free.”

“Free? How did you manage that?”

“There’s a bit of a story there.”

Michelle shifted on top of me. She leaned over to one side, balancing herself on her elbow until my cock finally slipped free of her pussy. Then she rolled over onto her knees. I watched her shuffle around on the bed, finally lying down beside me. Her face was close to mine, her fingers caressing my hair as I lay there, still in handcuffs, longing to touch that incredible body so beautifully displayed in front of me. And when she finally spoke, Michelle’s voice was soft, so different from the wild cries of ecstasy she had made just moments before.

“Promise you won’t get mad?”

“Why would I get mad?”

“Okay. Well… There was this guy.”

My stomach plummeted. Suddenly, after all the pleasure and desire I had been feeling, I struggled now against a wave of nausea. There are few words a guy can hear from his wife more terrifying than those. Immediately, my mind began racing with all kinds of dark thoughts, all kinds of horrible fears.

“A guy? What guy?”

“So he’s some French billionaire or something,” Michelle said. “Don’t worry. Nothing happened. Like nothing at all. I would never cheat on you. You know that.”

“Yeah, I know,” I said. “But what happened?”

“Nothing, really. I mean, it’s more funny than anything. He just… Okay. We met in this bar. I mean, I’m pretty sure he was trying to hit on us. Well, I know he was. But I told him I was married straightaway. He didn’t seem to care much about that, though.”

“I bet he didn’t,” I mumbled.

The thing is, this comes with the territory. Being married to a woman who looks like Michelle teaches you to have a thick skin when it comes to things like jealousy. She can barely go to the grocery store without someone trying to pick her up. She’s had it all her life, so in some ways, she’s fairly oblivious to it. Sometimes, guys stare at her or flirt with her, and she doesn’t even notice. I do. So if she tells me that she thinks a guy was hitting on her, I know she’s telling the truth. And I felt a vague sense of anger vibrating inside me as I thought of this rich Frenchman objectifying my wife.

“Yeah, but I do,” she said, her bright blue eyes on mine. “That’s why nothing happened. I made it perfectly clear to him that nothing was going to happen.”

“Good. I’m glad.”

“But he wouldn’t let me pay for anything,” she went on. “I mean, he wasn’t content just to buy us drinks or pay for our dinner. He wanted to fund our entire trip. He’s really well connected, and he knew all the best restaurants, places that even most French people will never get to go. We hardly ever saw a bill. And he bought me other stuff, too. That suitcase. Clothes. Literally whatever I wanted.”

“He bought you lingerie?”

“Well… yeah,” Michelle said, a shy little smile on her face. “But it’s not like he got to see me in it. He wasn’t even there. You just gave me a number of this corseterie. And when I went there to get fitted, they wouldn’t let me pay. They said the bill was all taken care of.”

“I don’t get it,” I said. “He bought you sexy clothes and he didn’t even see you in them?”

“No, I swear,” Michelle said. “He’s just… Well, at his level of wealth, the money he spent on us isn’t even noticeable. It doesn’t even register with him. It would be like us spending a dollar or something. He probably made more on his investments that day than we could possibly spend on our entire trip. And… Well, he said…”

“What?”

“He said… I’m a beautiful woman, and that my husband is a very lucky man, and that I should make the most of my beauty by dressing well. I mean, he was kind of overbearing, in a way. But, like, what girl is going to turn down free clothes and shoes and bags from luxury boutiques in Paris?”

Silence followed Michelle’s words. The whole situation sounded frankly bizarre to me. But I trusted her word. Michelle had never given me any reason to think she would be unfaithful to me before, despite having all the opportunity in the world. I knew I had to trust her. And maybe this was how rich French people acted. It sounded deeply strange to me, but if nothing had happened between them, I guessed there was no harm in it. Sure, some guy was out there fantasizing about my wife, but he would hardly be the first to do that.

“Are you mad?”

Michelle’s fingers trailed over my chest as she spoke.

“No, I’m not mad,” I said. “It’s just… weird.”

“It was weird,” Michelle agreed. “But hey, here we are, with all this free stuff and a story to tell. I mean, you can’t deny we’ve been having the best sex ever since you got back.”

“That’s true,” I smiled. And, smiling too, Michelle moved on the mattress beside me. She threw her leg over my stomach, and I felt the smoothness of her stocking and her leather boot against my skin as she continued to run her fingers through the air on my chest.

“These clothes make me feel so fucking sexy,” she said, her voice a low purr of arousal now, leaving me in no doubt about where her mind was going. “And the fact some lovestruck billionaire bought them for me, but my husband is the one who gets to see them… Well, I kind of like that thought, if I’m being honest.”

Her leg moved lower on my body, the silky stocking sliding over my cock. Already half-hard again, it began to swell, even though I had only just cum. And clearly, Michelle was in the mood for round two. Shifting on the mattress, she climbed on top of me, straddling me again. With her hands on my chest, she began moving her hips back-and-forth, grinding her wet pussy against my cock, trapped beneath her and my lower stomach.

“God, I missed you,” she said as she smiled down at me. “And now, I want to fuck you again in the lingerie Marcel bought for me.”



3. Date Night With His Hot Wife

It had been a while since our last date night.

And I don’t mean just because of Michelle’s Paris trip, either. We all get forgetful sometimes. We will start to take things for granted. Yes, I was married to a sexy goddess, but life gets in the way of even our deepest desires. I loved spending time with Michelle, love taking her out places. But what I loved even more was having her at home with me, just the two of us, spending time together.

Of course, that was even more true lately. Ever since she had come back from Paris, our sex life had been turbocharged. And maybe it was just the absence everyone says makes the heart grow fonder, but in my darker moments, I wasn’t so sure. It wasn’t the first time we had spent time apart, even multiple weeks. It wasn’t just that.

Michelle had come back different. There was a new swagger to her now, a new confidence. She was a beautiful woman, and she knew that from an early age. But somehow, it seemed like she was only just coming into her for feminine power. As if she needed this Paris trip to remind her of exactly who she was, and what she did to everyone around her.

That wasn’t something I liked to admit.

Because at the bottom of that thought, there lay something even darker. The idea that maybe, Michelle was feeling herself so much lately because she had attracted this French billionaire. I believed her when she told me nothing happened between them. I had to, knowing I would never have any proof either way. Besides, if you can’t trust your spouse, your relationship is already doomed, infidelity or not.

But all this rationalizing didn’t necessarily make it any easier to take.

And there were all those presents he bought for her, the vast amounts of money he must’ve spent on my wife. They made her feel sexy, and they made me want her, and we both channeled the sexual energy generated by his gifts into pleasuring one another. Maybe it should’ve been a perfect situation. Certainly, Michelle didn’t seem to have any problem with it. She loved it, and she loved the idea that somewhere out there on the other side of the world, there was a rich and powerful man who wanted her and couldn’t have her. Frankly, she got off on it.

That made me uneasy. But it didn’t stop me from going along for the ride.

Date night was her suggestion. And even before it started, I had a feeling it was, more than anything else, a chance for her to show off some of her new outfits. Then again, I was pretty eager to see those myself. And so I booked us a restaurant, and when the weekend came, it found us getting ready to go out.

I was ready long before her, of course. I’m used to that. And given the way Michelle looks when she goes all out, I was never going to complain about how long it took, either. Perfection doesn’t happen quickly. And I’ll admit that I was excited to see what happened, what kind of look she would go for. Judging by the lingerie she brought home from Paris, I had every reason to believe it was going to be something amazing.

When she emerged from the bathroom, a towel wrapped teasingly around her gorgeous body, I was sitting on the bed fully dressed. And almost immediately, a bulge started to rise in the front of my dress pants, just at the sight of her.

She smelled amazing. The soap from the shower and the perfume she had applied hovered around her like a cloud, faint but noticeable. And she had already done her makeup and hair, her blonde locks cascading down over her shoulders in soft curls, her glowing eyes accentuated by thick dark lashes and artful touches of blue coloring on her eyelids. Her lips, meanwhile, were a bright and vibrant red that made them look far bigger than they naturally were, adding a pop of color to her beautiful face and framing her incredible features that really didn’t need the help.

She tried not to look at me, but as she walked into the bedroom, I caught the sly flicker of her eyes toward me, and the smile that lifted the corners of her painted lips. She knew I was watching. And she wanted me to watch. She wanted me to see her transform, her natural beauty enhanced and accentuated until she became the most desirable woman in the world.

I couldn’t wait.

And she moved toward her closet, stepping inside while I stayed on the bed, watching her every move. As she dropped the towel, I caught only glimpse of her naked body, the soft curves of her ass appearing from behind the open door of her walk-in closet. Unsurprisingly, desire growing inside me at the sight, my cock swelling even more at the sight of her body.

I listened to Michelle struggling into some underwear. Then, she stepped out of the closet, standing in the open doorway and letting me take in the sight of her body only partially dressed. She was wearing some kind of specialty bra that hugged her from behind, cupping her breasts and holding them high on her chest, but leaving a gap in the middle. Her cleavage looked incredible, her breasts bouncing and shifting with every move she made, every breath she took.

Along with the bra, she wore a tiny pair of panties. The thin triangle of pink cloth barely covered her pussy, the shape of her lips visible through the fabric. She half-turned, and I saw that she was wearing a thong, the string back disappearing between the twin globes of her incredible ass.

Adjusting her underwear in the mirror, not looking at me this time, she stepped back into her closet.

I listened to her rustling around in there, choosing an outfit. My opinion wasn’t required. I just waited, knowing whatever she chose, she was going to look stunning.

And finally, she stepped out of the closet with a pair of shiny deep blue stiletto heels in one hand, and an item of clothing I had never seen before in the other. It looked tiny on the hanger as she carried it toward me, setting it down on the bed. Bending to put the shoes on the floor, she straightened up again and walked back toward her closet, and I watched her big breasts swaying with a rising sense of desire, an ever-growing need for the incredible body of the woman I had married.

She came back with a bottle in her hand. Stepping out of the closet, she stood once again in front of the mirror, and I sat up.

“What’s that?”

Michelle smiled indulgently at me.

“Lube,” she said, and flipped the lid off the bottle.

“Really?” I said, rising to my feet. My wife giggled, squirting some of the material onto one hand.

“It’s not for sex,” she said. “Anyway, you know I don’t need that. This is to help me get dressed.”

I didn’t understand what she meant. But I just there, my cock making an obvious bulge in the front of my pants as she began to rub body with the glistening liquid.

She started with her boobs. Soon, they were shining wetly, making them even more desirable than they were already. Then, she slowly moved down her body, doing a thorough job. Rubbing the liquid into her skin on her chest, stomach, her back. Moving down to her hips and thighs, all the way down to her knees, making her body shine as if it had been polished. I swallowed, feeling suddenly lightheaded. Already, she looked amazing, and the night hadn’t even begun yet.

“Okay,” she said with a final sigh as she set the bottle aside and turned to me. And at the look on my face, she burst out laughing.

“Oh my God, look at you,” she said, trying without much success to suppress the giggles. “You’re practically drooling.”

“I can’t help it,” I said. “You look amazing already.”

“Well, thanks,” she said.

And she stepped past me where I stood on the bedroom floor, astonished again by her beauty and transfixed by the way she looked. She was close enough to touch as she stepped past me, close enough that I inhaled again the smell of her skin and hair, feeding my desire as my cock surged and throbbed.

But she didn’t touch me. And I didn’t try to touch her, much as I wanted to. Instead, I watched as she lifted up the garment she had placed on the bed, the tiny little blue scrap of fabric that look like nothing else she had ever worn.

“Another of his little gifts?” I asked, not without some bitterness. Michelle just smiled at me over the hanger she held in front of her.

“Of course,” she said. “Latex is very in right now.”

I watched as she slid the dress off the hangar. I couldn’t take my eyes off her boobs as she bent forward to put it on, stepping into the garment one leg at the time. She pulled it up her body, and already I could see how incredibly tight it was. It slid over the lubricant she had applied to her thighs as she pulled it into place, grunting at times with the effort.

I just watched. For now, that seemed to be all she wanted from me. And slowly, as she pulled the dress into shape, I watched it conform to her body, shaping her and displaying her in a way that was absolutely unignorable.

The dress had a tight skirt that sat halfway up her thighs, squeezing her legs together. It swelled out over her hips, and swooped in over her narrow waist. The ultradeep neckline descended almost to her belly button, barely covering the bra she wore. It had what I think is called a halter neck, a thin strip that stretched as she pulled it back behind her head, sitting on the back of her neck and showing off her toned back.

The dress creaked as she moved, stepping toward the mirror. She still wasn’t done. In her closet, she found a spray bottle and a cloth, and I watched in some confusion as she began spraying and wiping down the dress. As she did, it turned shiny, the glossy rubber fabric reflecting the light.

Carefully, she wiped the cloth over every inch of the dress, and I stood there burning up with desire as I watched her work. By the time she was done, the dress was glistening just like her skin, and it clung as tightly to her as if it were a second skin, showing off more than it hid. There was a big grin on my wife’s face as she turned to look at me, the bottle and the cloth discarded for now, placing her hands on her tiny waist as she posed.

“What do you think?”

“Michelle… you look absolutely amazing.”

She giggled, but I wasn’t joking. I didn’t even really realize I was moving as I stepped toward her, one hand outstretched to touch her hip, sliding over the warm rubber that gripped her body. My hand moved around to her ass, and she chuckled again as I squeezed it through her dress, pulling her body against me. She placed her hands on my shoulders, resting her arms on my chest, smiling at me. I lunged forward to kiss her, but she turned her head aside that the last minute, my lips making contact with her cheek instead of her own lips.

“Don’t mess up my makeup,” she murmured.

“Yeah but… Look at you. You look so sexy. Let’s not go out tonight.”

Michelle shrieked with laughter.

“After all that effort? No, honey, we’re going out to dinner. You’re just going to have to be patient and look at what you can’t have, for a little while.”

I groaned, and Michelle giggled again. One of her hands slid off my shoulder, traveling down my body, and I groaned again as she found the shape of my cock projecting through the front of my dress pants. Teasingly, she patted it, tracing its shape through my clothes. But as I reached for her breasts, rising so temptingly in the deep neckline of the skintight dress, she used her other hand to bat my hand away.

“No,” she said with mock severity. “I told you. Not yet. Maybe later. If you’re a good boy.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I said, a smile on my own face.

Michelle stepped away from me, and I was treated to a view of her from behind, her beautiful ass straining against the unbelievably tight blue latex dress before she turned and sat down carefully on the edge of the bed. Her skirt slid even higher, showing off even more of her sexy legs, and I felt slightly breathless just from looking at her, just from wanting her as badly as I did.

“It means… You have to be on your best behavior. You have to treat me really nice on this date. As if we weren’t even married. As if I was just some girl you picked up and wanted to impress.”

Michelle knew what she looked like. And the sexy dress was clearly having an interesting effect on her and her ever-growing confidence. She should feel good about the way she looked. She should feel powerful. Her sex appeal gave her all the power she could ever need, and I didn’t try to hide the lustful way I looked at her, my eyes running up and down her body with desperate desire.

“Honestly, if I didn’t know you and I saw you looking like that, I don’t think I would have the guts to even talk to you,” I said.

Michelle smiled.

“Well, that’s a good start,” she said. “Flattery might actually get you somewhere.”

It wasn’t flattery. Just a statement of truth. My wife was almost intimidatingly beautiful.

And I’ll admit, I did have some hesitation about her going out like that. Her dress was unbelievably provocative, and I had never known her to wear anything like that in public before. Not even when we were first dating, when she was a gorgeous young woman who turned heads everywhere she went. She was still that now, but time and self-confidence had added to her staggering sex appeal. And her outfit was something else.

“You really do look amazing, baby,” I said.

And Michelle, still smiling, straightened one knee, pointing her bare toes toward me.

“Be a good boy and help me with my shoes,” she said. “I feel like I might pop out of this dress if I try to do it myself.”

Without a word, I stepped forward. Her deep blue shoes were a perfect match for her dress, and I kneeled on the floor, picking one up. I remembered how she had me to take her boots off that first day when I picked her up at the airport, and as Michelle grinned down at me, I thought about how lately, she seemed to like having me kneeling at her feet. She looked beautiful from below, just like she did from every other angle. Carefully, I slid her blue stiletto pump onto her raised foot, and she lowered it to the floor, lifting the other one. I slid the shoe onto her foot, then stayed on my knees as she put both feet on the floor, sitting with her knees together.

“What?” Michelle prompted with a smile. “You’re looking at me like… Well, I don’t know how to describe it. All lovey-dovey.”

“I do love you, Michelle,” I said sincerely. And she flipped her blonde hair back from her smiling face, basking in my desire.

“I love you too, honey,” she said. “But I don’t know if love is the word for the way you’re looking at me right now. You want to fuck me, don’t you?”

“Of course I do, baby,” I said, making Michelle laugh. And I leaned forward, kissing her thigh under the hem of her dress while she ran her fingers through my hair.

“Oh my God, you’re so desperate right now,” she chuckled. “I’m starting to really like having you on your knees.”

“You want me to beg?” I said. And she looked down at me from beneath half-closed eyelids, considering my question for a moment.

“You probably would if I told you to, wouldn’t you?” she said. “But there’ll be plenty of time for that later. Maybe after dinner, I’ll graciously allow you to kneel at my feet again and beg me for sex.”

She laughed as she spoke, and so did I. But at the same time, I didn’t think I was imagining the slight edge in her voice. This was turning her on, and in honesty, her words were turning me on, too. It was sexy when she took control, when she recognized her own power. In my scrambled brain, it was hard not to face the truth. If she wanted me to beg, I would.

“You’re too funny,” she said at last. “I mean, Marcel wanted me too, but he never got on his knees for me.”

“He’s not your husband.”

“True. Maybe this is where husbands belong. On their knees at their wife’s feet, begging for her while she decides what they can and can’t have.”

There was no doubt about it now. She was getting off on this, as turned on by her newfound sexual power I was. Her teeth shone as she bit her lower lip carefully, and I kissed a little higher on her thigh, moving toward the hem of her incredible dress. Carefully, she lifted a foot from the floor and ran the top of her shoe over the bulge in the front of my pants, making me groan with a mixture of pleasure and frustration. My lips reached the hem of her skirt, my hands reached for her dress, but leaning forward, Michelle took them in hers and held them tight.

“No, honey,” she said firmly as she looked down at me. “Not yet. Take a girl to dinner first, at least. Like Marcel would.”

I sat back on my knees, gazing up her in astonishment. And she smiled down at me, leaving me in no doubt about what she was doing. By bringing up the billionaire who had paid for all her sexy new outfits, she was making me jealous. And she wanted to. She wanted me to remember, as if I could ever forget, that a woman like her always had options. That if I wanted her - and I did - I was going to have to play along with whatever game she decided to play.

Honestly, given how sexy Michelle was and how badly I desired her, it was surprising our relationship hadn’t gone down this road before. I guess it just never occurred to her just how much she could get away with. But now, it was like she was discovering for the first time were the real power in our relationship lay. And it made her sexier than ever.

Michelle rose to her feet. Right in front of me, she adjusted her dress, pulling it down as far as it would go, which wasn’t particularly far. The lubricant had soaked into her skin now, no longer visibly shining, but dress was as glossy and tight as ever, and the darkness underneath it between her thighs called to me, fueling my wild desire.

I rose to my feet. In her high heels, Michelle was close to my height, and she smiled as she looked me straight in the eye. Sexual tension vibrated in the air between us, and I didn’t know how she could have the self-control to resist it. But she did. Placing one hand on my chest, she gently but firmly pushed me away and stepped past me, heading to the door.

“Stop staring at my ass and take me out,” Michelle said, without turning around to look at me. But she was absolutely right. I couldn’t take my eyes off the incredible curves of her backside, so beautifully displayed by the tight latex dress her billionaire admirer had bought for her. And I hurried after her, wishing I could get the obvious bulge in my pants to go down before we went out in public. The only consolation was that with a woman dressed like her standing beside me, it wasn’t likely anyone was even going to look in my direction.

Michelle stepped out of our house, gliding along in her high heels, her tight dress creaking and somehow looking even more provocative outside the confines of our bedroom. I followed along behind her, opening the car door for her to sit inside. I remembered what she said about being on my best behavior, and even though I felt a little stab of humiliation to be so easily manipulated by my wife, that didn’t make it any less potent.

Circling around to the driver’s seat, I climbed into the car and pulled out of our driveway. On the way to the restaurant, we chatted, but it was hard to even talk to Michelle about regular things when she looked the way she did in that dress.

All I could think about was sex, that incredible body so close to mine, separated only by a thin skin of rubber that left barely anything to the imagination. And Michelle seemed to know that. She giggled whenever she caught me being distracted, not answering a question or giving a trivial answer, knowing what she was doing to me.

Finally, we arrived at the restaurant. I practically jumped out of the car, and she stepped out with more grace, rising to her feet and adjusting her dress once again. I took her by the hand, and she strode quickly along beside me, her high heels clicking on the floor as we climbed the few steps into the restaurant.

The hostess smiled a professional smile as I gave her my name, but I noticed that she kept glancing at Michelle’s outfit. She led us into the restaurant, Michelle in front of me, bringing up the rear. That way, I could use my body to at least hide my wife’s incredible body from the view of some of the other restaurant patrons. Plus, I could look at it myself.

Because they were looking. I felt a kind of bubble of attention forming around us as heads turned, as conversations grew quiet, as almost every eye in the place followed Michelle. Some were looking at her jealously, judgmentally, but there was no missing the obvious desire in many of the glances that came her way.

Michelle moved through the restaurant as if she was oblivious to it, but as she took the seat the hostess pulled out for her, I could see the smile on her face. She was practically vibrating with confidence now, basking in all the attention she was getting. I took my seat across the table from her, feeling those bright blue eyes on mine, feeling pleasure at everything that was happening. To sit there in a dress bought by a wealthy admirer, knowing every man in the restaurant wanted her, and that her husband was willing to beg for her. I could only imagine what that must be like for her, and I hoped it was half as sexy as it seemed.

“I’d better not eat too much,” Michelle said, as I tried to jolt myself out of my strange thoughts. “This dress doesn’t leave a lot of room for a full stomach. I wonder what Marcel would think if he could see me now?”

“You keep bringing him up,” I said.

“Jealous?”

She leaned forward over the table as she spoke, the single candle between us lighting up her beautiful features and incredible cleavage that swelled in the neckline of her dress.

“Kind of,” I said, making her smile deepened. “The more you mention him, the more I have to think about it.”

“I told you, nothing happened between us,” she said. “It’s just… Well, it’s funny to think about. That’s all. That there’s this guy out there who wants me so badly, and he can’t have me. It’s hot. I think it’s okay to admit that, isn’t it?”

I nodded slowly. I had no idea if it was okay or not, but it seemed like honesty was probably the best policy in these uncharted waters we were swimming in now. Besides, if she had said anything else, I wouldn’t have believed it. It was obvious that it turned her on. It was obvious that she took great pleasure in thinking about the man who had bought all these sexy outfits, the man who wanted her to look like sex personified, even if he didn’t get to see it.

Except it turned out I was wrong about that, too.

“You have your phone with you?”

“Yes,” I answered uncertainly. Michelle sat upright in her chair, sweeping her hair back from her face, draping one arm over the chair back as she struck a pose.

“Take a photo of me,” she said.

And I did it. Somehow, I didn’t see what was coming. Bewitched by her looks and my own desire, I reached into my pocket and pulled out my phone. I took several pictures of my gorgeous wife looking radiant in her tight latex dress, with her changing her pose between photos to show different sides of herself.

“Send me those,” she said. “I didn’t bring my phone.”

And again, without thinking, I did what she wanted. I sent the photos she had taken, each one looking more beautiful than the last. And only when I had done that did Michelle say something froze my heart my chest.

“I’ll send those to Marcel,” she said. “I mean, he should see how I look in this dress, shouldn’t he?”

“You still talk to him?” I gasped.

Michelle shrugged, her big breasts bouncing on her chest with the slight movement.

“Not often,” she said. “Don’t be jealous. It’s just talk.”

“But he wants to fuck you!” I blurted out.

As Michelle pressed a finger to her lips, my eyes darted around the restaurant to see if anyone noticed me raising my voice.

“I know he does, honey,” Michelle said softly, “but let’s be honest. So do all your friends. So do you. That’s one thing the two of you have in common, anyway.”

And while I sat there astonished, my head spinning, barely able to believe what she was saying and what was happening, Michelle cast her eyes over the menu, as if there were nothing unusual going on. As if this was all completely normal.

“I hope the food’s good tonight,” she said.



4. He Kneels For Her

It was an unbelievable night. Michelle just looked so sexy, and that wild sex appeal was only enhanced by the way she looked. The blue latex dress clung to her every curve, and as I sat the across the table from her in the restaurant, I could barely keep my eyes off the deep cleavage the low neckline of her dress exposed, or the way it shone on her body like a second skin.

Michelle knew that. She wanted that. After all, a woman doesn’t squeeze herself into a dress so tight it needs lubrication to put on to not flaunt her body. And it wasn’t just my attention she was enjoying. It was the attention of every other guy in the restaurant, the glances they kept sneaking at at her, even while they sat with their own girlfriends and wives. And the attention, too, of Marcel, this mysterious billionaire who had fallen so hard for her in Paris, who had bought her this dress that the rest of us were getting to enjoy.

Why was that so hot?

I never thought of myself as a particularly jealous person. Then again, Michelle had never given me any reason to be. Throughout the course of our marriage, I was confident that she had been as faithful to me as I had been to her.

That didn’t mean there hadn’t been occasions when I felt something close to jealousy, of course. You only have to see the way men look at her to feel at least a little bit of a threat. But I always felt secure enough in myself and secure in the love Michelle had for me that it never really mattered. If anything, it was a compliment. To be married to a woman so beautiful, so sexy, that every man in every room she walked into wanted her, but in the end, it was me she came home to. I still could hardly believe my luck on that score.

But now, that jealousy was burning inside me. It wasn’t the guys looking at her in the restaurant, although that didn’t help. It was this other guy, this billionaire. I still believed that nothing had happened between them, but the fact that she was still in touch with him it was guaranteed to make me worry. And I suspected that was why Michelle had brought it up in the first place. She was trying to make me jealous. And it was working.

Of course, she was trying to turn me on, too. And that was working even better.

As she found out during dinner when she abruptly and without warning raised one leg under the table and placed her foot between my thighs. I jumped a little with surprise, and saw the smile on my wife’s face as she sat across from me. She teased my cock with her foot, and must have noticed that I was already at least halfway hard. Probably more than that. This whole strange situation was turning me on so much. She was turning me on so much, exciting me as much as she ever had, and I couldn’t explain it, but nor could I deny it. Maybe it didn’t make any sense, but since when has that ever mattered?

Our dinner that night had an unfamiliar edge to it. I didn’t eat a lot, and honestly, I barely noticed the food, expensive as it was. All my attention was on her. We talked about other things, not just her billionaire admirer, but in the end, my thoughts kept circling back to him. He had paid for that dress that was driving me crazy with desire, and wearing it, I knew, was turning Michelle on, too. The thought that he wanted her so much, that he was happy to pay for her outfits for her to go on date nights with me and drive half the restaurant crazy with frustrated sexual desire. It wasn’t something I could understand, but maybe it wasn’t all that far out, either.

By the time dinner was over, I had been completely driven to distraction by my wife’s undeniable sex appeal. I turned down dessert, but she treated herself, knowing she could get away with whatever she wanted looking the way she did. I waited impatiently while she savored her dessert, already trying to catch the server’s eye to pay the bill. And when we left, I got to look over her body all over again, got to watch the way the blue latex shone on her every curve, the way her ass strained against the clinging rubber fabric of the garment, making her body somehow even more alluring than it was naked. Again, every eye in the place was on her, and she strode along in her high heels, the dress growing tight around her thighs with every step, basking in the attention. I didn’t need to be able to see her face to imagine the slight smile on those beautiful lips, the satisfaction she got from displaying her beauty like this, being more provocative than ever before and knowing she could get away with it.

There was no doubt about it, I reflected as I followed her through the restaurant door, out into the night outside. My wife had changed since her trip to Paris. And I was struggling to keep up.

I opened her car door for her, and Michelle kept smiling as she slid her body inside. I was treating her like a queen, and she knew why. Because I wanted her. Desire was her way to get me to do whatever she wanted, and maybe she knew that better than me at that point, but I was going to learn it. In fact, I had so much to learn. I had no idea that night at the restaurant where this was going to lead. All I knew was that my wife had never been sexier, and that even if she was still talking to this billionaire on the other side of the world, I couldn’t pretend I wasn’t absolutely desperate for her.

We chatted as we drove home, but I honestly can’t remember what was said. All I could think about was getting her inside our house, getting that amazing latex-wrapped body under my hands, and under my own, making her moan and scream with the pleasure I knew I could give her, the pleasure I needed for myself.

When we pulled up in the driveway of our house, I practically sprang out of the car. Hurrying around to her side of the vehicle, I tore the door open, taking her by the hand and pulling her up toward me. She tugged her tight dress down, her high heels beating out a rapid rhythm on the concrete of our driveway as I led her quickly toward the door of our house.

We burst through the door like a tornado of desire. Slamming it shut behind us, I took her in my arms, turning her around and pinning her against the wall. She laughed as she felt the force of my desire, the ferocity of what I wanted to do to her, the way I could hardly hold back. I kissed her deeply, passionately, no longer concerned about messing up her makeup. All that was left now was for us to enjoy each other behind closed doors. And Michelle kissed me back, if not with the same ferocity I showed, then with something close to it. This whole night, with all its teasing and unexpected discoveries, turned her on just like it had me. And the way she looked, the way I desired her, was exciting us both.

I kept kissing her, and at the same time, my hand ran up between her thighs, the feel of the soft skin on my fingertips like silk as I touched her. Michelle moaned into my mouth as my hand slipped up under the tight skirt of her seductive dress, reaching for the warmth between her thighs. I felt the thin fabric of her panties under my hand, and my cock swelled even more in my pants as I felt the first beginnings of wetness soaking into the fabric. I knew she was excited, of course, but having the proof right there in my hand made everything even more sexy.

Still marveling at the softness and smoothness of her skin, I kissed my way down over her neck, over her chest, finally burying my face in the cleavage I had been staring at all night. I kissed her breasts with wild passion, pouring my affection and desire all over her, and Michelle’s little giggle turned into a sigh of pleasure as she placed one hand on the back of my neck. She leaned back against the wall of our home, barely inside the front door, letting me worship that amazing body that she had been teasing me with all night, that she had had so unmissably on display to drive me to this fever pitch of excitement.

“Let’s go to bed,” she said, her voice a soft and seductive purr. And of course, there was nothing I wanted to do more. She lifted her hand from the back of my neck, sliding it down my arm to take my fingers in hers. Then, pushing herself off the wall, she led me through the living room of our house, down the hallway toward the bedroom. She was an absolute vision of pure sex appeal in that tight blue dress, my body vibrating with the need for her. My cock made a tent in the front of my pants that acted like a dowser’s wand, pulling me after her even more forcefully than her grip on my hand.

In the bedroom, she turned. Standing in front of the bed, she placed her hands on my shoulders, pulling me close. We kissed again, desire and passion rising between us with every second, both of us on fire with the need for one another.

I ran my hands over that incredible body, feeling the way the latex dress clung to her and electrified the already pleasurable sensations of touching her. She moaned at my touch, as if the tightness of the latex somehow amplified it, made it even more potent, even more pleasurable for her. I hoped so, as I caressed her magnificent breasts, as I held her hips in my hand. My cock pressed against her body through the clothing we wore, leaving her in no doubt about what I wanted, and how much I wanted it. Gently but firmly, I pushed her down on the bed, and Michelle didn’t resist. The mattress bounced underneath her as she sat heavily, her tight dress sliding even higher up her thighs as she sat on the edge of the mattress, smiling up at me.

My cock was aching, absolutely desperate to be buried inside her tight pussy. But I wanted more than that, too. I wanted that amazing body in any every way I could have it, as if I wanted to consume her completely. I dropped to my knees at the edge of the bed, and Michelle’s smile widened. She knew what I was doing. As I leaned forward, reaching for her legs, she ran her fingers through my hair affectionately.

I slid my thumbs under the hem of her rubber dress. It wasn’t easy, given how tightly the fabric clung to her thighs, holding her legs together. But as I tried to slide her skirt up, to get access to those wet panties and the treasure that lay beneath them, Michelle’s hand tightened in my hair. Lifting one foot from the floor, she raised it, placing it on my shoulder and pushing me away gently.

“I told you I’d have you on your knees, didn’t I?” she said with a sly little smile. And I smiled back at her, loving the tone of excitement in her voice.

“Yeah, I guess you did,” I said.

“And I told you what I was going to make you do, didn’t I?”

I paused. I was drawing a blank. We had both said so many things that night, and everything we had said was clouded by the unbelievable desire I felt for her, by the way I could think of virtually nothing except sex with her. I honestly didn’t remember. And that lack of recollection must’ve showed on my face, because Michelle, still smiling, shook her head gently, the blonde waves of her hair cascading over her uncovered shoulders.

“I told you you were going to beg for me,” she said, and I tried not to gasp at the audacity of it. “So go on. Beg. Beg your wife for sex, and if you do a really good job, I just might let you fuck me.”

I stared at her in shock. I had no idea what had got into her. She had never been like this before. But ever since she came back from Paris, there was that difference in her. She didn’t lack confidence before, really, but it was never like this. I thought back to the incident with the handcuffs, the first time we had ever done anything like that. Being hit on in Paris by a rich man had obviously done wonders for my wife’s ego. And far from being annoyed by it, I found myself incredibly turned on. She was so sexy when she was like this, so in control, never doubting her beauty and the power it gave her over me.

Still, I hesitated. I had my pride, after all. Begging my wife for sex sounded like a complete humiliation, and it wasn’t something I had ever imagined I would actually do.

Then again, I had never imagined her like this, either. I had never imagined her looking so sexy, sitting in front of me on the bed, the most beautiful body in the world right there in front of me, but inaccessible to me unless I did what she wanted. Because somehow, even though she was smiling, I didn’t doubt that Michelle meant what she said.

Clearly, she had remembered it all night, and maybe that thought buzzing away inside her brain had been part of what had her so turned on. That was a strange thought, as my cock throbbed with desperate need inside my pants. The idea that my wife was turned on by humiliating me wasn’t something I was able to process then, in the depths of my desire. But it occurred to me all the same as I kneeled there at her feet, my stomach fluttering with nerves, my cock swollen with desire.

“Please, Michelle,” I said at last, my lips suddenly dry as I looked up at her.

Her hand was still on my head, her fingers still running through my hair, sending pleasant sensations over my scalp that were still no match for the desire vibrating inside me.

“Please, what?”

“Please… Let me have sex with you.”

What can I say? I didn’t have a lot of practice at begging. It’s not something you particularly want to get good at. But for now, it was what I had to do. Already, I had proven I would do whatever it took to get what I needed from her.

“Very romantic,” Michelle snorted. “Come on. You can do better than that.”

“What do you want me to say?”

“I want you to show me how badly you need me. How you can’t live without me. I want you to make me believe that you’ll just die if you don’t have me right now. That you’re completely in my hands.”

I looked up her, and drew a deep breath.

“Please, Michelle,” I said again, speaking slowly and carefully now, racking my brain to come up with the right words as if trying to find the magic spell that would unlock the gates of heaven.

“You look so beautiful tonight. So sexy. I can’t live without you. I need you, please! You look so fucking hot, and I’ve been thinking about this all night. You’ve been driving me absolutely crazy in that dress. Please, please let me have you.”

“Better,” Michelle smirked. “You like this dress Marcel bought for me?”

“Yes,” I admitted uncomfortably, not exactly grateful for the reminder of where the dress came from, not that I could possibly forget. And Michelle knew. Straightaway, she knew. She could see it all, as if it was written on my face, all my fears and doubts, all my distaste for the idea that another man, a man of substantial financial means I couldn’t possibly compete with, wanted my wife. And that in some way, she got off on it.

“He has excellent taste,” Michelle said, running her hands over her thighs where the dress still covered them, enjoying the slick feeling of the latex against her skin. “I mean, once upon a time, I would never have worn something like this. Way too risqué, way too provocative. But I guess he was right in the end. It feels amazing. And it’s so hot to know that guys other than my husband want me so badly.”

“Michelle, you drive me crazy,” I groaned, and she giggled, continuing to ran her hand through my hair.

“Good,” she said with an evil little smile. “That’s the whole point. To drive you crazy, and maybe drive Marcel a little crazy, too. Two guys who want me so badly, who can’t stop thinking about me. God, that’s so hot. You know what? I feel like you’d do anything to have sex with me right now, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, Michelle, I guess I would,” I admitted.

Michelle smiled, and that smile sent another little shiver through me. She was completely in control, completely dominant, and for the first time in my life, I felt almost afraid of the woman I loved. Why did that make her even sexier than she already was?

“Are you sure? What if it’s something you don’t really want to do?”

“What are you thinking about?”

She laughed at that. Then, lifting her foot from my shoulder, she placed it on the floor. She rose to her feet easily, looming over me where I kneeled at the edge of the bed.

“Stay,” she said, pointing to where I kneeled with a smile. Then she stepped away from me.

I watched her walk across the room, her long legs made even longer by her high heels, accentuated by the skintight dress that had slid up her legs when she sat down. She moved across the room to her bedside table where her phone sat charging, left at home while we went out to dinner. Picking it up and unplugging it, she carried it back to me. She held it out, and I took it, still not understanding what she wanted.

“We’re going to do a little photo shoot,” she said. “The pictures you took in the restaurant were great, but I feel like Marcel deserves to see a little bit more of me in this dress.”

“Are you serious?”

“Well, that depends, doesn’t it, honey?” Michelle said. “Do you want to have sex with me tonight, or not?”

That did it. As Michelle knew only too well, that was all she needed to say. The promise of that amazing body was like a weapon, and for the first time in our marriage, it seemed my wife was learning to use it to her advantage. Of course I didn’t want to do what she said. I didn’t even want to think about this other man who was clearly in her thoughts, and certainly didn’t want to help him ogle my wife. But my cock was throbbing desperately in my pants, my desire at an all-time high, and if Michelle believed she could get me to do anything, she was dead right about that.

Still on my knees, I turned away from the bed, activating the camera on her phone. She took a step away from me, posing with her hands on her hips, one leg thrust forward like a Hollywood movie star, accentuating her already incredible curves. I took one photo after another, and she shifted her position, flipping her hair away from her face, posing and preening, turning her back to the camera so that her ass was fully on display in the tight shiny latex that clung to it while she smiled mischievously over her shoulder.

The camera loved her, and she loved it. She looked incredible, both in the photos and real life, and as humiliating as this little ordeal was, it was only serving to turn me on more. When she was finally done posing, Michelle stepped toward me, holding out her hand for her phone, and I gave it to her without a word. The glow of the screen lit up her beautiful features as she scrolled through the photos I had taken, and I could see the delight shining in her eyes. She could see what she looked like, and it excited her, too.

“Let’s do a few more,” she said, handing the phone back to me.

Then, she sat down on the edge of the bed, crossing her long legs, tossing her hair back over her shoulders and leaning slightly forward to further accentuate the incredible cleavage the dress displayed. I took a couple of photos of her like that, and then she moved. Rising from her seat, she climbed onto the bed, kneeling on the mattress, one finger resting provocatively of the corner of her mouth. Once I had taken that photo, she leaned forward again, on all fours this time, smiling at the camera with her deep cleavage outrageously on display.

Then, still on hands and knees, she turned around. She posed on our bed with her ass pointed right at the camera, smiling back at me over her shoulder. My hands trembled as I took the photo, my wife looking like some model in a fetish magazine. All for another man. My head was spinning, barely able to believe what was happening to our relationship, but my cock simply would not stop throbbing in my pants.

Finally, Michelle turned back to face me. Taking the phone from me, she looked at the new photos I had taken, and that same look of pure delight shone on her face. She scrolled through them one by one, checking every pose. Then, when she was finished, she turned those shining eyes on me.

I was still kneeling on the floor beside our bed, feeling completely overpowered by her beauty. Unable to believe what she had made me do, and unable to deny how much it turned me on. She sat down on the bed again, swinging her legs over the edge, once again sitting on the mattress in front of me.

“Damn, these look good,” she said. “Maybe I should make you my little photographer more often. Marcel’s going to love these.”

“You’re really going to send them to him?”

“Of course, honey,” Michelle said, as if it was the most obvious thing in the world. “I mean, he paid for this whole outfit. He should at least get to see me in it, don’t you think?”

“No,” I said sullenly. And Michelle’s smile only deepened at my reluctance.

“Oh, honey,” she said with a sigh that made her breasts shift in the scandalously low neckline of her sexy dress. “Are you jealous?”

“Of course I am,” I said bitterly. And again, Michelle laughed, not taking me seriously at all.

“Well, that’s not necessarily a bad thing, is it?” she said. “I think it’s kind of cute. I like the idea that there are other guys out there who want me, but I’m still married to you. You’re the only one who gets to have me. And since you’ve been such a good boy…”

Michelle set her phone down on the bed beside her. The tone of her voice had changed now, the smile finally dropping from her face. Instead, she looked down at me from under half-closed eyes, her painted lips parted, an expression of desire on her face. And slowly, she parted her legs too, the blue latex dress sliding up her thighs as she exposed herself to me.

My cock leaped in my pants. Quickly, I reached out to her, sliding her dress even higher. Taking hold of her panties, I pulled them off, sliding them easily down her smooth legs and removing them completely as she lifted her feet from the floor. Then, tossing her underwear side, I placed my hands on her smooth thighs and leaned toward her, pressing my mouth against her pussy.

Michelle moaned as I licked her. Already, I could taste her wetness, could taste the desire that been building inside her all night, just like it had in me. I licked and kissed her fragrant sex, sliding my tongue inside, rubbing my nose against her clitoris as it swelled out above the wet slit. I ate her out with passion and desperate lust, and soon, she was moaning in pleasure, her eyes closed, her fingers interlaced on the back of my head, pulling me against her.

The juices poured out of her pussy, anointing my face as I kneeled at the floor. I always loved going down on my wife, but this time, it felt more subservient than it ever had before, more submissive, after everything she had put me through. But there was no denying how hot it was. Kneeling there fully dressed and serving my gorgeous wife with my mouth was an unbelievable turn on, for both of us.

Finally, Michelle grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled. As I raised my face from between her legs, she lay back on the bed. Hurriedly, I shed my clothes, climbing on top of her with my cock fully engorged, pointing at the goddess lying in front of me. And as I slid my cock inside her, we both moaned in desperate pleasure, swept away by the incredible feeling of her tight pussy around my cock and my swollen manhood filling her up, the way we had both been longing for all night.

I slid my cock in and out of her, and she moaned in pleasure. Before long, she came, soaking the bed sheets underneath us. And I didn’t stop. My passion drove me on, my desperate desire for her manifesting itself as this extraordinary sexual energy that would not relent. Soon, she was sweating in the dress she still wore, moaning and screaming in pleasure as I pounded her pussy.

And I channeled all my jealousy, all my disgrace, all my uncertainty into fucking her. I made the mattress bounce underneath us, made her scream in utter bliss, made her cum over and over. And all the while, I was thinking about her sending those photos to Marcel, thinking about another man wanting what I had, wanting to do this to the woman I loved.


  
5. Persuading Her Husband

Michelle rocked up and down on top of me, her blonde hair hanging loose around her face, drifting over her shoulders. Her big breasts bounced with the movements of her body, her nipples pink and swollen, standing out from the acres of soft flesh that I longed to touch, to kiss, to caress. And her pussy gripped my cock tightly, spasming with pleasure as she continued to ride. Her voice was breathy as she spoke, her pleasure obvious. Not just from that, but from the slowly spreading pool of moisture on the sheets underneath me where I lay.

“Yeah, you love this pussy, don’t you?”

“Yes, Michelle, I do.”

My wife moaned out loud, closing her eyes for moment as another tremor of desire swept through her. When she opened them again, she looked down at me, a kind of sexual malice shining in her glare, something close to a sneer on her pretty face.

Lately, her dirty talk game had really come along in leaps and bounds. Prior to her Paris trip, that wasn’t something we did a lot. Maybe now and then, the odd saucy comment exchanged between us when the moment felt right, but nothing regular. Now however, that had changed. One of so many things that had changed since her fateful French trip. Now, my wife couldn’t get enough of the dirty talk, both giving and receiving it. And it had taken a direction I had never expected it to take.

“You’re not the only one. You know how badly Marcel wants to fuck your wife’s pussy.”

I groaned, just as she did. For me, it was a mingled groan of desire and despair, the pleasure she was giving me as she rode my cock battling against the humiliation of what she was saying. My wife, the woman I loved more than anything in the world, openly fantasizing about another man. It was still unbelievable to me that we had gotten here, still hard to understand how it had even happened. But at the same time, I couldn’t deny how sexy it was. When she was this in control, this demanding, this selfish, this cruel, it did something to me that I couldn’t explain. It set me on fire with lust for her. No matter how much I had always wanted her, this was something else. More and more these days, it felt like I was becoming obsessed with her. All I could think about was my wife, and the fact that I wasn’t the only man in her thoughts anymore only made her more attractive to me.

Four Michelle, things were less complicated. The idea that this French billionaire wanted her turned her on. It had made our sex life electric. And as much as it was deeply humiliating to me that she wanted to bring this into our bedroom, that she liked to talk about him while she had sex with me, I couldn’t argue with the results. We were having more and better and kinkier sex than we had ever had before.

Besides, Michelle didn’t give me a lot of choice.

“He wants to be your wife’s boyfriend,” she gasped, her voice growing even tighter as she swelled toward another climax. “He wants to dress me up all sexy, buy me dresses and shoes and lingerie you can’t even afford. Imagine that. Your wife being a billionaire’s bimbo trophy girlfriend.”

I groaned, just like she did. And I did imagine that. I imagined it frequently these days, almost every day. Because Michelle wouldn’t let me forget it. She had used this script before, many times now, and it made us both hot. It was part of what made the sex between us so unforgettable, so irresistible. And even if every time we had sex like this, I felt a deep swell of shame afterward, that did nothing to stop me going along with it. It was what Michelle wanted, yes. But in some dark way, I was coming to understand that it was what I wanted, too.

We had talked about this. After that incredible date night, with Michelle looking unforgettably sexy in her skintight blue latex dress, we had talked about what this meant for our relationship. She had sent the sexy photos I had taken to her French admirer, with my grudging consent.

But as she explained once we had had our fun, once the blood had cooled and the lust had calmed enough that we could have a rational conversation, it was all a fantasy. Yes, Marcel was a real person. Yes, he clearly wanted her. And yes, she was playing on that desire by sending him sexy photos of her wearing the provocative dress he had paid for. But in Michelle’s reasoning, it was just a bit of fun. Sexy fun, yes. It turned her on to be desired, especially by a guy like him. But I was the recipient of all that sexual energy. I was the one who actually got to benefit from it, the one who actually got to have sex with her. I was the man she loved. She told me that over and over, attempting to reassure me about what was happening.

It was only partially successful.

I was jealous. I was worried. I was threatened. And knowing that I was supposed to be, that Michelle had discovered a kink for using those negative feelings to drive me even more wild with desire for her than I normally would be, turned me on, but it didn’t help me to get past the feelings themselves.

And yet, at the same time, I felt myself falling deeper and deeper into her spell. Submitting to her and her wild desires, unable to deny the inarguable truth that at the end of the day, she was just too sexy for me. She could have any man she wanted, and if she wanted me, I should just accept my unbelievable good fortune and let her do whatever she wanted.

And that’s exactly what I was doing. I lay there on the bed underneath her, my hands cuffed by the steel handcuffs she liked to use more and more these days, trapped underneath me. Rendering me helpless, nothing more than a toy for my wife to use. She could say and do whatever she liked to me now, and that thought turned us both on. Even though what she did, in the end, was exactly what I wanted her to do.

“Imagine me going to parties with him,” she said.

Michelle’s eyes were closed now, and as she leaned forward, her hands on my chest to help her keep her balance, her fingernails dug slightly into my skin. She didn’t seem to notice, or else didn’t care, lost as she was in her own sexual pleasure, her own wild fantasy that she couldn’t help sharing with me through lips that trembled with unstoppable desire.

“Imagine me all dressed up the way he likes, in some sexy, skimpy outfit you could never afford. All his friends looking at me, thinking he’s going to get to fuck me later. And maybe him thinking the same thing. Imagine his hands on my body, honey. Imagine him touching my ass while he shows me off to his rich friends. God, I’m getting so wet thinking about it.”

She was. I could feel it. This was more than just dirty talk; this was the truth. The unforgettable, unignorable, humiliating truth of the situation I now found myself in with my wife. This was the dark turn our marriage taken, our sexual desire driving us down a path neither of us had planned or could control.

“Oh fuck!” Michelle yelled out, her fingernails sinking even deeper into my chest as her body froze for a moment at the raw peak of pleasure. I let out a long moan as I felt her pussy spasm around my cock, gripping and squeezing the shaft, the wet walls pulsing in an undeniable rhythm as another orgasm washed over her. Lately, Michelle always had multiple orgasms whenever we had sex. She made sure of that. And I was desperate to please her, maybe more so than ever. Maybe the jealousy she took such delight in inspiring in me was having its intended effect, making me work harder to keep her happy in the knowledge that she had other options. I couldn’t really explain the complicated psychology behind it. I just knew how it felt. And it felt humiliating and embarrassing and disgraceful and incredible to hear my wife fantasizing about being a slut for another man while she fucked me.

She was still howling in orgasm as I finally released. My cock spurted inside her, making her groan even more at the feel of the orgasm she had pulled out of my body. Michelle collapsed on top of me, showering me with kisses, her long golden hair engulfing us both as she lay on top of me, gasping and practically sobbing with pleasure. And I was no different. I was every bit as overcome as she was, lying there beneath her in handcuffs, pleased to have satisfied my naughty wife even while my heart vibrated with shame at the things she had said.

For a while, no one said anything. She just lay there on top of me, both of us breathing hard, trying to recover.

Then, finally, she climbed off me. Rolling across the bed, she reached toward her bedside table and picked up the key to the handcuffs I wore. I rolled over onto my side, my back to her, and she unlocked the cuffs. With a rattle, they fell on the floor beside our bed, and we both lay back with a sigh.

Then, Michelle got up. I watched her naked body as she walked toward the bathroom, finally disappearing from my view. I had just cum, just had a powerful orgasm inside the body of the most beautiful woman in the world, and my desire was sated for now. But not for long; never for long. With Michelle around, I was never far from arousal. I had never had a recovery period like this, a testament to just how much my wife turned me on these days.

Ever since she started thinking about another man.

I heard the toilet flush, and Michelle returned from the bathroom. With a smile, she climbed back into bed beside me, snuggling up against me. Her blonde hair was unbelievably soft against the bare skin of my chest, and I wrapped an arm around her, holding her close as she lay listening to my gradually slowing heartbeat, one hand on my chest idly plucking at the hairs that grew there.

“Another good one,” she said. “Fuck, Jason, this is so hot. I can’t even believe it. I know it’s naughty. I know we shouldn’t be doing this, that I shouldn’t even be thinking things like this. That’s what makes it so sexy, isn’t it? It’s taboo.”

“Yeah,” I said. Not the most insightful response, I know, but my mind was still clouded by orgasm. It was hard to even think straight, lying there with her head on my chest, the bedroom seeming to still ring with our cries of wild passion, inspired by the thought of her being unfaithful.

It was hot. It was sexy. And maybe Michelle was absolutely right, and the taboo of it all, the fact we knew we shouldn’t be thinking and talking this way, was part of that. I didn’t know. All I knew was that I was completely enraptured by this woman and her unexpectedly kinky mind, and even though what she was saying and fantasizing about hurt me, I couldn’t let it go. I couldn’t walk away from it now, couldn’t even ask her to put a stop to it. It was too wildly exciting to resist.

“So I have something to ask you…”

Michelle’s hand continued to move over my chest, playfully plucking at the hairs there. She wasn’t looking at me. Instead, she was facing down toward my feet. My heart quickened in my chest again, my stomach fluttering with nerves. Given the changes in my wife since her Paris trip, it was impossible to guess where her mind might be going now. But it scared me. Even if there was no denying that by following her lead so far, we had enhanced our sex life more than I would once have believed possible.

“Uh oh,” I said, and I felt the slight puff of air from Michelle’s nose as she chuckled.

“Yeah,” she said, “I guess I deserve that. Look, it’s…”

And then she broke off. Finally, she lifted her head from my chest, propping herself up on one elbow so that she could look at me directly. Her beautiful blue eyes moved over my face, studying my expression, as if she was trying to decide if she really wanted to say what was on her mind. And frankly, I wasn’t sure I wanted to hear it, either. But now she had put it out there, there was really no going back. Whatever it was that was on her crazy mind now, we were going to have to deal with it together somehow.

“So, you like this, right? The sex we’re having. All the nasty things I say. It turns you on, right?”

“Yeah,” I said slowly. “I don’t know why, but it does.”

A gentle smile returned to Michelle’s face.

“Me too,” she said softly. “And… Well, you know I sent those photos to Marcel. He really enjoyed them.”

“Yeah, I bet he did,” I growled, letting her hear the note of anger in my voice that I invariably felt whenever his name came up. Which these days, was a lot. And as usual, Michelle just giggled, delighted by my jealousy. It made her feel wanted. It made her feel desired. It made her feel sexy in a way nothing else ever did.

“You know I love it when you get jealous,” Michelle smiled. “And this is going to make you even more jealous. Because… He wants to see me again.”

For a moment, I didn’t say anything. I wanted to keep my emotions under control, wanted to stop myself from acting out of a place of emotion and possibly making things worse. But my heart was on fire. My stomach was twisting itself up into knots, my head spinning with this new revelation. I knew it was weird, what we were doing. I knew it was something well outside the bounds of a normal marriage, a normal relationship. But it worked for us. That was what I told myself. The sex was incredible, and in the way that good sex can, the constant intimacy had made us feel even closer to each other than we were before. Michelle trusted me with this kink of hers, and paradoxically, that made me feel more loved than ever, even as she fantasized about another man.

But that was all it was, a fantasy. That was what Michelle had always assured me. That even though she still talked to Marcel, even though she sent him pictures of her dressed up in the outfits he paid for, she was basically just using him as fuel for a fantasy. It wasn’t real.

But if they met? I had this horrible feeling that if that happened, all bets were off.

“Why?” I finally brought myself to ask. For now, I didn’t look at her. Maybe I felt that if I did, any resolve I might have to stand my ground would weaken and crumble. After all, that was what looking at Michelle in all her beauty usually did to me.

“Why? Because he likes me, I guess.”

“Because he wants to fuck you.”

“Well, yeah. But that doesn’t mean I’m going to do it.”

“Then why meet up with him at all?”

Michelle sighed.

“Well, he’s coming to the states to buy a yacht,” she said. “He offered to fly me out to see him. I mean, look, honey, I’m not stupid. I think I can guess what he was thinking of. So to put him off, I said that you would love a trip. And he said, fine. Bring him.”

“What?”

Finally, I looked at her. Her bright blue eyes were fixed on mine, her face serious for now. As I looked at her, she shrugged, her big breasts bouncing under the bed sheet that only partially covered her naked body.

“I know. It seemed weird to me too,” she said. “But you know. He’s European. Maybe they’re different about these things over there. And again, it’s not like anything ever happened between us. All he did was buy me a few drinks, a few meals, some outfits. I mean, clearly he has a massive crush on me, but if he’s willing to let my husband come, he probably doesn’t have any intentions beyond just seeing me again.”

“Yeah, right. What guy would want to see a woman he wants with her husband?”

“I don’t know. A French one, maybe? It’s different over there. They’re notorious for having affairs all the time. Men and women both.”

“Is that supposed to set my mind at ease?”

“No, honey, I just mean that maybe to him, it’s really not that big a deal. Maybe this is how they are about these things. And again, it’s not like anything ever happened between us, so you have nothing really to be jealous about.”

“But you’re attracted to him.”

I didn’t phrase it as a question. After all, it seemed obvious. Look at what we had just been doing, what my wife had just been saying. But still, Michelle seemed to take it as a question, pausing for a while to consider her words before answering.

“Thinking about him turns me on,” she admitted. “It turns me on that he wants me this badly. I mean, I’m just some suburban wife, and I don’t even have a job anymore. This is a guy that could have basically any woman in the world. The fact he’s so obsessed with me… Yeah, I find that hot.”

“At least you’re honest,” I said, not trying to hide the bitterness in my voice.

“But think about it,” she went on. “He’s buying this boat in New York. He’s offered to fly us both out there, take care of our accommodation, everything. It’s a free holiday, and I know you can use a break. You’ve got all that time off from work saved up. We can just take a week and go down there and have the kind of experience people like us would never have any other way.”

“With a guy who wants to fuck my wife?”

“Well, honey,” Michelle smiled indulgently, as though I was being completely silly now, “it wouldn’t be the first time, would it? How many of your friends have thought about me like that?”

“I don’t know,” I said with a scowl, feeling suddenly uncomfortable.

Because after all, she was right. None of my friends would be crass enough to come out and say it, but as far as I was concerned, I had married the most beautiful and sexiest woman in the world. Of course they wanted her.

And honestly, in the past, that had pleased me. It was fun to show her off, to know I was married to a woman other men dreamed of. It was a thrill to have her like that, as a kind of prize. I’m not going to deny that there was some of that pride creeping back into my heart as I thought about this new situation. It still made me uncomfortable, of course. But Michelle had a point.

“Besides, aren’t you curious?” she went on. “If you met him, I think you’d see. There’s nothing between us. Yes, he’s attracted to me, but really, he doesn’t even know me. Certainly, he doesn’t love me like I know you do. He might be richer than you, richer than anyone we’ve ever met, but he’s got nothing on you, baby.”

Michelle leaned forward, pressing her lips against my cheek, kissing me tenderly. My head was still spinning, and I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was being manipulated. Then again, over the past few weeks since my wife would come home from Paris, I had learned that that wasn’t necessarily a bad thing. She could be far more devious than I had ever imagined, but frankly, it was a turn-on to watch her get what she wanted. A turn-on to watch her use her sexuality like a weapon, to put me in handcuffs, to make me beg for her, to taunt me with the idea of her being unfaithful.

Already, my cock was starting to swell.

“I just… I don’t really see what we’d get out of it,” I said weakly. But I knew that my resolve was already faltering, and as she smiled beside me, I suspected that Michelle could see that too. Once again, she had won. It was so easy for her. These battles between us were always so unequal, and I always came out the loser. Then again, given what had been happening between us lately, losing to Michelle wasn’t such a bad thing.

“We get a free holiday,” Michelle said. “You get to meet the guy who paid for all these outfits and see that he’s not really a threat. And, given how worked up I get when I think about how badly he wants me…”

Michelle pressed her body against me as she spoke. I looked into her blue eyes, feeling the warmth of her smile and feeling, at the same time, the way her hand drifted down my chest, over my stomach. I was still naked, my cock still softened by the orgasm she had drawn out of me, but at the touch of her hand on the warm flesh, I could already feel myself swelling back to hardness. It was so easy for her. And again, I knew she was being manipulative, but again, I didn’t care. I loved this side of her, this sneaky, devious, sexy side. I had a suspicion that there was more to this trip than she was saying, that her intentions weren’t quite as innocent as she was making them out to be. But maybe that was what I wanted. Maybe, for us, that was the best possible outcome. If she had said this to me even a handful of weeks before, before she left on that trip to Paris, I would have shot the idea down immediately. But we had night after night of fantastic sex to persuade me that maybe it was worth going along with yet another of my gorgeous wife’s crazy ideas.

“When would we do it?”

Michelle’s smile deepened as she took hold of my cock, slowly stroking the shaft. With each motion of her hand, my member swelled a little more, quickly responding to her touch. She leaned forward, playfully nipping my earlobe between her teeth before she whispered in my ear.

“A couple of weeks, probably,” she said. “He’s going to be there for a while. He has business interests there too, of course. So he’s flexible. Whenever you can get time off.”

“Michelle…”

“Don’t talk yourself out of it, baby. You know you want to. You know you’re curious about him. And we both know you could use a break. Just go with it. Just say yes. You know how worked up it gets me having him want me so badly. Just imagine all the sexy times we’re going to have down there, on some billionaire’s yacht.”

By now, Michelle’s voice was dripping with excitement. And I was fully hard again in her hand, almost groaning in pleasure as she toyed with my cock that was still shiny from her juices. She could get me to do anything, and now, it seemed like she was testing that premise. But I already knew she had won, just like she always did.

“Okay, fine,” I said with a sigh, rolling over to face her and throwing my arm around her. And she giggled, laughter bubbling up from deep in her throat as she continued to stroke my cock.

“Good boy,” she said, her words sending a jolt of arousal through me. “It’s going to be so much fun. My husband meeting my billionaire boyfriend.”

“Stop calling him that,” I groaned, making Michelle laugh again.

“Don’t worry. You’re the only one who gets this pussy,” she said.

Her words inflamed my desire even more. Taking her naked breasts in my hands, I lowered my face down to them, kissing them hungrily. Michelle moaned as I took one of her nipples into my mouth, teasing it with my tongue as I sucked on it. And her hand moved faster on my cock, drawing more moans of pleasure out of me, fueling my desire so that lust wiped away my doubts, like it always did.

With an inner growl of want, I climbed on top of her. Michelle smiled up at me as she lay below, hair fanning out across the pillow to frame her beautiful face again. As always, she looked absolutely ravishing, giving herself over to me. Me, and no one else.

She released her grip on my cock, and I leaned forward, the fat head of my manhood pressing against the wet lips of her pussy. I slid easily inside her, lubricated by her juices from the energetic sex we had had before. No handcuffs this time. The woman who had been so aggressive on top of me a few minutes early at was now unbelievably soft and yielding and compliant as I slid my cock inside her. Michelle moaned, her eyelids fluttering like the wings of butterflies as she felt again that surge of pleasure inside her. And I felt the same surge myself, my desire eclipsing the doubts and fears our conversation had put in my heart as pleasure swept away everything else.

I moved slowly at first, sliding my cock in and out of her dripping sex, both of us enjoying the slick feeling. But soon, excitement got the better of me. Soon, I couldn’t hold back.

And before long, the bed was rocking to our frantic motions, the headboard slamming back against the wall as I fucked her. Michelle screamed in pleasure, her voice bouncing back from the walls and ceiling of our bedroom, her fingernails raking my back as she wrapped her legs around my hips, desperate for more. And I fucked my beautiful wife aggressively, rapidly, angrily, all the while unable to shake the wild idea of some other man wanting her.



6. Packing For Her Trip

Michelle’s suitcase lay open on the bed. She had barely had time to put it away after her Paris trip, and now it was being put back into use. And in the strangest way possible, I often thought. Who would ever have seen this coming? That we would be invited on an all-expenses-paid trip by some guy who – there was no point making any euphemisms about it – wanted to fuck my wife?

She wasn’t going to do it, of course. That was the rule, and the only reason why I was going along with this insane idea. Michelle reassured me of that again and again. But she was also quite open about the fact that she liked this new development. She liked the idea that this wealthy man was out there, thinking of her. Thinking, no doubt, of what he would do to her if he got the chance. That made me uneasy, but it made her excited.

And I watched her pack her bags like a hawk, reading something into every choice she made.

I tried not to groan as she selected a bikini. Two of them, in fact, one I had never seen before, and one I was more familiar with. New York City is hardly a beach destination, but from the sounds of it, we were going to be spending some time on a yacht, so maybe a swimsuit was more appropriate than it seemed. Still, I couldn’t shake the feeling that there was more to her choices than it seemed.

And Michelle, despite being no more experienced in these games than I was, somehow seemed to have a natural gift for riding the line between outright provocation and at least plausible normality. Every choice she made could be explained, one way or another. But that still didn’t change what was going through my head, and I suspected it wasn’t really meant to. This was part of the thrill for Michelle. Teasing me with my own insecurities and doubts. Reminding me that I wasn’t the only man who found her almost unbearably sexy, and that while she might be my wife, she was also clearly an object of desire for others.

It was hot. That was the problem.

My feelings about all this seemed a lot more complicated than my wife’s, but at the end of the day, they weren’t all that different. It shocked me to admit it even to myself, but it was exciting to think of her that way. As a sex object, as a gorgeous woman that even high-status men couldn’t resist. She wasn’t going to do anything with Marcel, but she was clearly enjoying the fantasy of it. I had never expected to be excited by something like that, and part of me still felt as though the idea should repel me completely. But for whatever reason, it didn’t.

It was this tangled knot of desire and doubt and fear, and the undeniably kinky feeling that we were doing something so exquisitely wrong. This was so far outside my normal experience, but as Michelle kept reminding me, that was part of the point. Even the most harmonious marriage, like ours was, can use a little attention now and then. A little spice to heat things up. You never want to take your partner for granted, and I didn’t think I had. It’s not like I was ever going to forget how unbelievably beautiful Michelle was, how undeniably sexy she could be. But it’s one thing to know that, and another thing to be reminded in such an unmistakable way. What I’m trying to say is that as much as I always desired my wife, I don’t think I had ever desired her as much as I did now.

Once her bikinis were packed, Michelle moved on. Sitting on the bed next to her suitcase, I kept quiet as I watched her picking out her underwear. For the time being, she ignored me, as if I wasn’t even there. But somehow, I got the sense that my wife was only too well aware of my presence. There was a happy little smile on her face as she went about the strange business of packing sexy clothes for a trip with another man. And for me too, of course; there was that deniability again. If I had challenged her on it, I already knew what my wife would say. That the lingerie she was packing into her suitcase, even the expensive stuff that Marcel had recently bought for her, wasn’t for him, but for me. I was the one who would get to see her in it. I was the one who, hopefully, would get to take it off her. All this stuff with her rich admirer was a kind of foreplay for us, a way for us to enhance our own sex life and enjoy each other even more. For her part, it was a great sales pitch, if that was what was. Her gorgeous body and her devious mind could get me to do just about anything.

I watched her load up her case with lingerie, then move to the closet. One by one, she started pulling out outfits, casting her practiced eye over them and performing whatever calculations women do in choosing what to wear. Some of the items went straight into the suitcase; others, she held up against herself in front of the mirror, accepting or rejecting them one by one.

I couldn’t help noticing a trend, though. It didn’t surprise me, and yet it still shocked me, if that makes sense. Because I could see that Michelle was clearly planning to dress up. These were not the comfortable clothes she brought on vacation when the two of us went somewhere together. Most of the outfits she was selecting were pieces that rarely got an outing, that were normally reserved for special occasions or nights out. It didn’t surprise me at all that she was dressing to impress Marcel. But it still sent a jolt of frustration and jealousy through me, making my chest feel tight as I sat there on the bed, watching her get ready.

Then there were the shoes.

If I had known more about fashion, maybe I could have seen exactly what Michelle had in mind from nothing but her footwear, but even I could see the general pattern. Again, she wasn’t even thinking about comfort. She was thinking only about sex appeal. And she loaded one set of high heels after another into her case, showing me all over again what kind of vacation this was going to be and what kind of impression she was looking to make. She was going to look stunning; I knew that. And I wanted that. I really did. But why did it have to be for him?

Michelle’s packing went on for a long time. You’d think she was putting together a peace conference for all the thought she gave her outfits. And when she was finally done, her suitcase was packed to the maximum. She had to lie down on top of it to get it to close, struggling with the zipper until I moved forward on the bed and helped her. Then, when the case was closed, I climbed off the bed and circled around to her side, lifting it off the mattress for her and setting it down on the floor.

“Thanks,” she said, turning her smile on me.

I could, I knew, put her slight breathlessness and the barely noticeable flush in her cheeks down to the exertion of wrestling with the suitcase. If that was something I wanted to do. But at the same time, I suspected my wife’s excitement might have some other source. Just like, speaking frankly, mine did. Watching her pick out her sexy outfits, imagining how she would look in them, had me going, and I knew it had the same effect on her. The sexier Michelle felt, the more she wanted to do something about it, and that worked for me. Even with all the shame and doubt and fear and guilt that came with it these days.

With the suitcase on the floor beside us, Michelle looked at me. For a moment, she didn’t say anything, and neither did I. I wondered if I was reading the moment right, if I was correct in feeling undeniable sexual tension in the air. Certainly, I knew I was excited, turned on as always by the thought of my wife looking as sexy as I knew she could. And when Michelle stepped toward me, wrapping her arms around me, it removed all doubt. She was turned on just like I was. This outrageous game, this insane thing we were doing with this stranger, was exciting us both more than anything had in a long time. Maybe ever.

Michelle kissed me. And as I kissed her back, I could feel the full force of her passion, the full erotic charge of what we were doing together. My cock, already not exactly soft, was quickly hardening, pushing against her body through the clothes we both wore, showing her just how I felt about what we were doing. Once again, there was that electric feeling in the air, that feeling that came from the two of us not being able to keep our hands off each other these days. Wrapping my arms around her, I pulled her gorgeous body closer to mine, feeling the way her big breasts pressed against my chest, feeling the warmth of her skin against my lips as I kissed her neck, and she sighed with pleasure.

“This is going to be so much fun,” she said. “It’s so crazy, but it’s going to be so good. I can’t wait for you to meet him.”

“I don’t care about meeting him,” I murmured against her skin. “I’m just looking forward to seeing you all dressed up.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

As if she didn’t know. As if there was ever any doubt. As if we weren’t both well aware what it did to me to see her like this, so excited to tease both me and another man. Maybe I was objectifying her, but really, Michelle was objectifying herself. And loving it. Loving the whole experience of being this trophy that suddenly, I found myself in competition for.

My hands continued to move down her body, sweeping over those magnificent curves, the smell of her warm body in my nostrils inciting me more and more. She giggled as my questing hands found the bottom of her T-shirt, pulling it up. But she let me do it. She raised her arms above her head as I lifted her shirt high, her blonde hair streaming out of it as I took it off and let it fall to the floor. I kissed her incredible breasts held against her chest by her bra, losing myself in the soft flesh that practically engulfed my face in her cleavage.

And at the same time, as Michelle worked to lift my own T-shirt over my head, I reached for her pants. She was wearing thin leggings that clung delightfully to those exquisite curves, and the elasticated fabric put up little resistance as I pulled it down over her hips, but not much. She wiggled out of the leggings as I pulled them further down, finally shuffling her feet to get out of them completely. Deprived of the sight of her for a moment as she lifted my T-shirt over my head, I opened my eyes again to the sight of her standing in front of me in nothing but bra and panties, a vision of pure sex appeal that these days, it seemed, was only more enticing through knowing that others wanted her.

Smiling as I took her in my arms again, Michelle reached for the front of my pants. She unfastened my belt and undid my jeans, reaching inside to run her hand over the rapidly growing bulge in my underwear. My pleasure swelled at her touch, my arousal growing by the second, and she and I worked together to push my jeans down to the floor so I could step out of them. She reached inside my underwear, and I groaned as I felt her hand on my cock, stroking and teasing, toying with me just the way she knew I liked.

“This is turning you on, isn’t it?” Michelle said, her voice little more than a whisper, her mouth just inches from my own.

“Of course it is,” I said, making her laugh softly.

“I don’t mean this. I mean the whole… situation. This trip. Marcel. Isn’t it sexy to think about how you won’t be the only one staring at me in my little outfits?”

“Yes,” I admitted.

There wasn’t much point denying it, not when we both knew the truth. I didn’t know why and I was still embarrassed by it, but Michelle was absolutely right that it was a turn-on to think of her being desired by him. And if that got her dressing sexy, if that got her as worked up as it clearly did, I wasn’t going to complain. It might be hard to believe we had ended up here, but I couldn’t argue with the results. Especially not as she closed her hand around my cock, gently squeezing, stroking, and teasing me to the point of distraction while she kept pressing that gorgeous body against mine.

“It’s going to be so much fun,” Michelle said. “But you know what, honey? You might have to step up your game a little bit if you want to keep me. I mean, now I have other options. Now I have a billionaire to wants to fuck me, you’re going to have to remind me why I stay with you.”

It was an outrageous provocation, of course. There are certain things you shouldn’t say in a marriage, and this was probably one of them. But it had what I knew was the desired effect. A spasm of anger passed through me, but it transformed almost immediately into lust. Lifting her clean off the floor as if she weighed nothing, I threw her down on our bed. Her breasts bounced in her bra, her golden hair falling around her smiling face, her little plan working perfectly to get her what she wanted.

I climbed on top of her. Taking her panties in both my hands, I pulled them down, not caring about damaging them. I pushed them down her legs, not bothering to take them all the way off, and while she moved her feet, struggling to push her underwear off completely, I placed one hand possessively on her pussy. I could feel the warmth rising from it, and the first faint hints of wetness that showed me how much this was turning me on. My jealousy, and the aggression it inspired in me. It was all part of it. All part of this wild game we were playing, so unlike anything we had ever done before but so unbelievably thrilling, so intense, so unforgettable.

Michelle managed to pick her panties off, and I hooked my arms under her legs, lifting her thighs and spreading them at the same time. She gazed up at me now with unconcealed lust on her face, her cheeks flushed, her eyes glowing, her teeth shining as she bit her lower lip. I positioned myself between her legs, leaning forward, looming over her as she welcomed me inside. I spread those legs apart, and I pushed my cock against the wet opening of her pussy, and both Michelle and I moaned in pleasure at the feeling of being so close to one another.

Lubricated by her free-flowing juices, my cock slid easily inside. She moaned again, and so did I, the feeling of her tight pussy still so good after all these years. Better than ever, in fact, now that we were both animated by this unstoppable force of desire. I tried to take it slow, but the sexual aggression she had inspired in me soon took over. I thrust my cock deep inside, as if trying to bury all my rage and fear in her beautiful body, and she closed her eyes, grabbing both her breasts through her bra, her mouth open as moans of pleasure, each louder than the next, rose from deep inside her throat.

To me, there was nothing more erotic than that sight. Nothing better than watching my wife in the throes of pleasure, her incredible body lit up by feelings she couldn’t ignore, couldn’t resist, as ecstasy turned her almost into an animal. She lost herself in it completely, holding nothing back, and soon, the noise of our passion was filling our bedroom once again. Just as it had thousands of times before. But somehow, never like this. Somehow, it was different now, a new dark edge to it. Because we knew what had inspired it. The thought of her, with another man.

And as I fucked my wife, making her scream, my head was full of all kinds of wild visions. When the blood is up, when your body is on fire with passion, the normal rules no longer seem to apply. Even the most insane fantasies suddenly become acceptable. And so as I listened to her moan, as I watched her face contort with the onrush of ecstasy, I found myself imagining what it would be like to be watching this from the outside. To be watching her screaming with pleasure like this, provided by another man.

In my fantasies, he was faceless. I barely looked at him. He was nothing but a tool, nothing but a toy for my wife to use. She, on the other hand, was in exquisite detail. Because she was right in front of me, making those same noises, those same movements, those same faces that she was making in my mind, the reality overlaid on the fantasy or vice versa until it was hard to tell the two apart. And my cock throbbed inside her, swollen not just by the slickness and wetness of her pussy but also by the wild ideas that obsessed me.

The idea of another man, any man, fucking the woman I loved, sent an unbelievable thrill through me. And as my pleasure peaked, as Michelle screamed in total abandonment, I exploded inside her. I came to the image of her cheating on me, the image of her sharing that unbelievable body with someone else, and even as I growled with the pressure of release, I felt more of those feelings of guilt and shame spreading through me, only growing stronger as my pleasure peaked and subsided.

With a sigh, I pulled out, stretching out on the bed beside my wife. She had her eyes closed now, her body still squirming slightly. She pressed her thighs together, drawing a shuddering breath as she recovered, and I watched her breasts rise and fall in the bra she still wore. Opening her eyes, she turned her head toward me, a smile spreading over her beautiful face, her flushed cheeks glowing with sexual satisfaction. She kissed me, and I kissed her back, trying to banish the thoughts that still haunted me, the memory of what I had been thinking about at that moment of release. Was this really what I wanted? If it wasn’t, why did it turn me on so much?

“That was great, honey,” Michelle said, her voice still a little breathless. “I have to say, we’ve never had sex like this. Never this often, never this wild and passionate. I think a little bit of jealousy is really bringing out the best in you.”

I didn’t say anything. My thoughts at that moment were too complicated, too loaded with guilt and shame, and I was worried that if I said anything, it might be something I later came to regret.

Michelle sat up, pushing herself toward the edge of the bed with some effort. I watched her, naked except for her bra, head toward the bathroom to clean up. And I lay there staring at the ceiling, my mind racing even as I continued to bask in the afterglow of orgasmic pleasure.

Was this what my life had become? Was this who I was? From the moment I had met Michelle, all I had wanted was to be with her, to make her mine, to have her to myself. Had that changed somehow? And if so, why?

I had no answers. Only other questions. And every single one of them seemed to race through my head all at once as I waited for my wife to come back from the bathroom.

When she reentered the bedroom, Michelle stooped and picked up her underwear from the floor, pulling it back on. I watched her get dressed again, returning back to being a normal woman from the sex vixen she had been moments before. Except that transformation was never really complete. I never forgot my attraction to her, never forgot my desperate need for her, no matter where we were or what we were doing or how she was dressed.

There was no way around it. Just like she said herself, now that I knew Michelle had other options, I was starting to feel like I was increasingly obsessed with my wife.



“Is that what you’re wearing?”

“Why? What’s wrong with it?”

Michelle stood in front of the mirror in our bedroom, the faint lines of a frown appearing on her smooth skin as she checked herself out. As she turned this way and that, I looked her over again.

Probably I shouldn’t have been surprised. I had seen what she had put into her suitcase, had seen what she wore on the flight home from her trip to Paris that had changed our lives. Still, somehow, these things always came as a shock to me, no matter how well-prepared I might think I was. I loved when Michelle dressed provocatively, loved knowing that other men wanted her but couldn’t have her. It’s just that lately, that last piece of the puzzle was feeling less secure than it used to be.

Her top was fine, I suppose. A flowery longsleeved shirt that wrapped around her narrow waist, fairly open at the front but not enough to show a scandalous amount of cleavage. But the skirt she had paired with it was absolutely tiny. And that, combined with the black leather over-the-knee boots she was wearing served to inevitably draw my attention to her thighs, those generous inches of skin that showed between the bottom of her skirt and the top of her boots. Even standing, the skirt seemed dangerously short. Sitting in a skirt like that seemed impossible, at least without flashing everyone in the vicinity.

Still, I’ve been married long enough to know that critiquing your wife’s outfits is a dangerous game for any man. Michelle had never once listened much to anything I might have to say about what she wore, and I usually avoided passing comment at all. It was only because I felt I had to, motivated by my surprise and jealousy, that I mentioned anything even now.

“I mean, you look amazing,” I said, trying to soften my words. But the way the frown didn’t leave Michelle’s features told me I had failed in that.

“It’s just… a bit short, isn’t it?”

Michelle didn’t say anything straightaway. Instead, she just shifted her position, turning slightly in front of the mirror, looking herself up and down. Her long boots creaked slightly as she moved. New, too. At least, I had never seen them before. And they didn’t have high heels, which at least kept her from looking too much like a hooker. Still, I knew her outfit was going to make a stir wherever she went.

“I’m going to wear it with a coat,” she said.

She stepped toward the closet, lifting out a tan-colored wool coat and sliding her arms into it. As she belted the coat at the waist, it did little to hide her incredible figure. Besides, the coat was no longer than the skirt she wore, still showing off those incredible toned thighs in those gleaming leather boots.

“I’m not sure that makes much difference,” I said carefully.

Michelle looked at herself in the mirror one more time. Then, turning away from it, she crossed the few steps toward where I sat and sat down on the bed beside me. She crossed her legs as she did, the skirt disappearing completely under her coat, and unable to resist myself, I placed one hand on the soft, smooth, warm skin of her thigh, enjoying the feel of it even as I resented her showing them off so much.

“Well, these boots take up too much space in my suitcase, and so does this coat,” she said. “I kind of have to wear them on the flight to have enough space in my case for everything else I want to bring.”

Her logic, as always, was solid. But as always, I had the strong feeling that she wasn’t giving me the full picture. She wanted to look good, and with Michelle, that was usually the case. But I suspected that now we were going to meet her rich admirer, it mattered more to her than ever before. She wanted to make an impression, wanted to remind him of just why he had fallen for her so hard in the first place. And that idea made me nervous, even if it didn’t particularly surprise me.

“How are you going to sit down?”

Michelle smiled at that.

“Very carefully,” she grinned.

My hand was still on her leg, and she wrapped both her arms around mine, hugging my arm against her as she laid her head on my shoulder.

“I love it when you get jealous, but please, honey, on this trip, try to rein it in a little, okay?” she said. “I mean, you can imagine the kind of women Marcel must spend his time around. I have to keep up. I have to look my best. Tease him a little, and maybe tease you a little at the same time. I mean, don’t forget, that’s what makes this so much fun.”

She was right. Of course she was right, but her being right didn’t make what she was saying any easier to take. All this talk of teasing and flaunting her looks was exactly what was going on this trip, but now that it was really here and no longer theoretical, I was having a lot of trouble with it.

And at the same time, desire was burning inside me. Slowly, my hand crept up her thigh, and only when it was nearly up under her skirt did my wife playfully slap it away.

“We don’t have time for that, babe,” she said.

Releasing her grip on my arm, she stood up, tugging down her tiny skirt and checking herself out in the mirror one last time. “We have a plane to catch. Marcel is waiting.”



7. His Slutty Wife

“Look, honey! Look at the city!”

Below us, the towering skyscrapers of New York City reached like fingers into the sky. Michelle sat in the window seat, and I partially raised myself out of my own seat, supporting myself on the armrests to take a look. It was magnificent. I had never been to New York before, although of course I had seen it hundreds and hundreds of times on TV. Seeing it now, from the air, it seemed almost unreal. As if we were flying into a movie set instead of a real place.

And maybe that was better, for me. Maybe it was better to think that what we were doing wasn’t real, like it was a film or story, a chapter from someone else’s life. We weren’t the kind of people to hop on a plane, to hang out with international billionaires. At least we hadn’t been, before Michelle’s fateful trip to Paris.

And as beautiful and distracting as the New York skyline was as we came in to land, I didn’t miss the opportunity to take another look at my wife’s legs, sticking out from under her coat. The coat was short but her skirt was shorter, and maybe some of my words, at least, had gotten through to her, because she had kept her coat on through the whole flight.

Of course, that didn’t stop people looking at her.

All through the airport, I had seen men’s heads turn, tracking my wife’s progress as she clicked along in her thigh-high boots. And when she took off her coat for the security check, setting it down on the conveyor belt like she was told, I felt those lustful stares intensify. It’s not easy being married to a woman like Michelle. It never was. But lately, now she was openly flaunting her incredible looks, her sexuality, it was harder than ever. Still, as we both knew, that only made me want her more. It only made her more exciting, more alluring, more arousing to me to know how badly she was wanted by others.

Especially her billionaire admirer.

The plane came in to land, and Michelle smiled as she gripped my hand. She’s not a nervous flyer, and the first-class seats Marcel had paid for made this the most comfortable flight either of us had ever taken. It wasn’t the flight that was making us both nervous; it was what came after. The thought of the experience that lay ahead, this wild adventure that really, nothing in our lives up to that point could have prepared us for. I had no idea what was going to happen.

That didn’t mean I didn’t have high hopes.

It turned Michelle on to think about this guy wanting her. She had been perfectly clear about that. And when she was turned on, we had the best sex of our lives. All this was obvious. All this was clear, as much as anything was clear to me now.

Still, it freaked me out. It was one thing when it was all fantasy, something she brought up at moments of dirty talk. But meeting the guy was something else. I believed her when she said nothing had happened between them. At first, that had seemed a little hard to swallow, but with time and talk, I came to see that Michelle was sincere about that. It was a massive relief. Still, I knew what game we were playing. I knew that everything we were doing hinged on the idea of it, the idea of her being wanted by someone else. It turned us both on, but that didn’t mean that wasn’t danger to what we were doing.

As Michelle pointed out, that was what made it so exciting.

When we arrived at the airport, we grabbed our bags. Again, Michelle made an impression wherever she went, though in busy New York, less so than she had in our hometown. If ever there was a city where a beautiful and provocatively dressed woman could hope to blend in, I supposed this place of actresses and fashion models and online influencers was it.

Reclaiming our bags, we stepped out into the arrivals hall. Among the ranks of professional drivers holding up signs with people’s names on, I had my first surprise. There was our name, held by a middle-age man in a dark uniform complete with cap.

“He got us a car?”

Michelle shrugged inside her coat.

“I told you, that’s what he’s like,” she said. “Money means nothing to people like him. He makes more in an hour just on interest and investments than we do in a year.”

I didn’t reply, but I knew she was right. Especially lately. Luckily, I had accumulated enough paid time off to take this trip, but our finances had taken a huge hit since Michelle got laid off. And lately, she didn’t seem in any hurry to return to the workforce. Too busy dressing up in designer clothes, too busy having great sex with me.

Obviously, I wasn’t going to complain about that. But every bill that came due sent a new burst of fear racing through me as I wondered where the money was going to come from. In some ways, this whole thing with Michelle and Marcel had been a welcome distraction from all that. I was practically obsessed with my wife by now, and it was more fun to think about her and how beautiful and sexy she was than to think about how broke we were. But reality intrudes, even into the wildest fantasies. And I didn’t need the reminder of just how much wealthier Marcel was than me, even if it was impossible to ever truly forget it.

The driver greeted us professionally, if a little cooly. He took Michelle’s bags, her suitcase and her carry-on, and she flashed a smile at me as we followed him through the busy airport, out to where his car waited. A luxurious black town car, gleaming as if it had been freshly washed. He held open the back door, and Michelle climbed carefully inside, fighting with that tiny skirt I had warned her not to wear as she sat down on the sprawling backseat.

I sat down beside her. Once the driver had our suitcases in the trunk, he got behind the wheel and pulled out into traffic.

“Where are we going, sir?” Michelle asked.

“To the harbor,” the driver said, glancing at my wife in the rearview mirror as he spoke with only a faint hint of a New York accent. “Mr. Laurent is waiting for you on his yacht.”

“You hear that, honey?” Michelle said, turning her face toward me and showing off a beaming grin. I nodded, but I didn’t share her enthusiasm. I might have the woman this guy wanted, but he had more money than I was ever going to see in a lifetime. It didn’t exactly feel great to be constantly reminded of that.

I was probably being sensitive, given the situation I was in. Given the jealousy that consumed me, fueling the desire I permanently felt for Michelle. But I didn’t like the way the driver looked at her. Even though it was merely a glance, I couldn’t keep myself from imagining how she must look in a skirt so short it was barely there, her tall boots serving to draw attention to her gorgeous legs. So I glanced around the roof of the car, and spotted what I was looking for. I held down the button, and a glass screen rolled up between us and the driver, shutting us away in the back by ourselves.

“Why are you doing that?” Michelle asked.

“I just… Don’t want him looking at you. Don’t want him trying to sneak a peek.”

Michelle laughed out loud at that.

“Oh, honey,” she said, “I’m sure he wasn’t. Besides, remember, you’re going to have to keep that jealousy under control. I mean, what if Marcel wants to speak a peek now and then?”

“Are you going to let him?” I said urgently.

For a moment, my wife seemed a little taken aback by the ferocity in my voice.

“Let him? I don’t know if I can stop him,” she said slowly. “I mean, we’re only here on this trip because he likes me. And really, what’s the harm? I’m not going to flash him, but if he looks at my ass, so what? He wouldn’t be the first guy to do that.”

I shook my head slowly. She had used this line of argument before, and I couldn’t deny that there was truth to it. As she had pointed out, half of my friends probably ogled Michelle’s body when I wasn’t looking. Somehow, that was different, to me at least. Although I couldn’t explain exactly how. Being married to a beauty like Michelle means having to get used to your wife being the object of other men’s desires, their lustful gazes. Just like in the airport, on the plane, and everywhere else we went. The difference, I guess, was that normally, Michelle didn’t go out of her way to encourage it. Normally, she didn’t play into men’s fantasies about her in quite the same way she was doing it now.

But after all, it wasn’t just Marcel’s fantasies she was thinking about.

“You think he can hear us?”

Michelle’s eyes sparkled as she looked at me. We were passing through a tunnel, and in the dim light inside the car, I could see the glitter in her stare.

“I don’t know. Seems pretty quiet to me. I can’t hear him, and I can barely hear the traffic outside.”

Michelle smiled. A slow, devious smile that spread across her painted lips, her teeth gleaming in the dark. Then, she reached for the front of my pants.

“What are you doing?” I hissed, glancing toward the dark glass between us and the driver. In the darkness of the tunnel, I could see nothing but our own shapes reflected back at us.

“Don’t act like this isn’t turning you on,” Michelle said. “Maybe I’ve always wanted to blow a guy in a limo. When am I going to get a chance like this again?”

I groaned as she unzipped my pants and reached inside. If I had ever had any chance of resisting, it was over the moment she touched my cock. Pleasure grew steadily inside me, making me weak for her machinations, her little schemes. And after all, why would I resist an offer like that?

The windows in the back of the car were tinted darkly, making us invisible to the other traffic. The glass between us and the driver looked the same. Cars like that one are built for scenes like that, the rich and powerful of the world taking advantage of their position to get whatever they want. Even from beautiful women like my wife. And as she reached into my underwear, as she pulled my cock out into the dim light of the back of the car, she kept smiling at me, her beauty sweeping all my doubts away.

Her leather boots creaked as she slid off the seat, kneeling on the floor of the car in front of me. In the New York traffic, we were crawling along, and so it wasn’t hard for her to keep her balance. My cock rose up in front of her face as she stroked it from base to tip and back again, smiling up at me all the time. Then, taking out her tongue, she licked it, and I suppressed a groan, still worried that the driver might be able to hear us from the other side of the glass.

“See? It’s not so bad having a slut for a wife, is it?”

“Don’t say that,” I moaned.

But my heart wasn’t in it. At the touch of her tongue, all kinds of pleasurable feelings were swelling within me. Besides, I might not like to hear her use the word, but it wasn’t exactly totally out of place, either. Michelle had never done anything like this before, but clearly, we had entered a whole new world. A world where my wife suddenly felt free to indulge in even the craziest ideas, chasing the high of kinky sex wherever it led.

Michelle wrapped her lips around my cock. Even in the darkness of the tunnel and the back of the car, I could see that she was looking up at me, those big blue eyes full of desire as she pleasured me. Her mouth slid up and down the shaft, her tongue teasing that sensitive head, and I groaned and gripped the backseat of the car, trembling with lust as she serviced me. God, she was so beautiful. So unbelievably sexy, acting like the slut she called herself. Her wool coat was still belted around her narrow waist, but I could see her shapely thighs underneath, accentuated by those tall boots, and her pretty face made me as desperate for her as I always was, made me weak for her, along with the pleasure she was giving me.

“Oh my God,” I groaned.

And I felt Michelle giggle as much as I heard it, as she continued to blow me.

Pleasure raced through me, my balls tightened against my body, my cock absolutely rigid inside my wife’s mouth. She almost never did this. She would suck me from time to time, but only ever as part of foreplay. Now, though, she seemed to have other ideas. Her lips were so tight around my shaft, her mouth so warm and wet, and as she bobbed her head back-and-forth, gazing up at me all the while, I knew she was going to take me all the way there.

“Michelle…” I said in a strained voice, warning her of what was coming. But my wife didn’t seem to care. Instead, she just sucked harder, moaning a little around my cock as if pleasing me was pleasing her just as much.

I came. In fact, I practically exploded. And Michelle coughed, but she took it all into her mouth, swallowing the thick load of cum that poured out of me. I groaned loudly, no longer even thinking about the driver and what he might hear, no longer able to resist the force of pleasure rising inside me. And there was my wife, kneeling on the floor of a limo in New York traffic, sucking the cum right out of my balls like the ultimate party girl.

When I was finally drained, when my cock was finally starting to soften in her mouth, Michelle lifted her face away. Carefully, she slipped my manhood back into my underwear, pulling it back up. Then, rising from off the floor, she sat down on the backseat of the car beside me, crossing her legs and flaunting those incredible thighs again.

As if nothing had happened. As if nothing was more normal than her giving me a blowjob in the back of a car, when in fact, we had never done anything like that in our lives. I zipped up my pants, still breathless with pleasure, staring at my wife in astonishment. Staring at what she had somehow become, this incredible woman who no longer seemed to care about any boundaries of normal behavior. Who only wanted pleasure, both for herself and for me.

“Michelle… That was… Oh my God,” I said. Turning her face away from the window, she smiled at me. We had emerged from the tunnel now, but the traffic was still slow, the sky outside low and gray. The smile she directed at me was like a little burst of sunshine, warming my heart and making my head spin at the exact same time.

“It just seemed appropriate, somehow,” she said with a shrug. “I wonder if my boyfriend ever gets his dick sucked in the back of his car like that.”

“Michelle,” I said. “Don’t call him that.”

But the wicked smile on her face let me know that she was enjoying teasing me too much to give up now.

“What? My boyfriend?” she said. And she pivoted in her chair, turning so that she could lay her long legs in their leather boots across my lap. That darkness under her coat and her skirt called to me, even though she had just given me an orgasm. No matter what she did, I wanted more. And that was part of the dark magic of what we were doing, part of this game I still could hardly believe we were playing together. We both had a lot to learn. But already, in that limo crawling slowly toward destiny, we were well on our way.

“Yes.”

“Awww, does it make you jealous? Good,” Michelle said with a wicked grin, carefully adjusting her lipstick with the edge of one fingernail. “You fuck me better when you’re jealous. I wonder if Marcel has ever had a blowjob from an American girl? Probably. I wonder if any of them were married?”

“Jesus,” I said, shaking her head.

Michelle laughed, but there was a wildness in her laughter that I could hear as she threw back her head, her golden hair shining in the faint light that came through the tent windows.

“I know. I’m such a naughty girl, aren’t I? But you know you love it. Are you thinking about it right now? Thinking about your slutty little wife, on her knees in the back of the car for him instead of for you?”

“Well, now I am,” I said, making her laugh again.

“Yeah? How do I look with his cock in my mouth?”

I felt breathless. The whole trip so far had had a kind of unreal feeling to it, and hearing my wife talk this way was adding to it. It wasn’t the first time she had said things like this, but it was still shocking to hear. I could tell that she was pushing it further than she had ever gone before, driving home my own fears and inadequacies, playing with them as she taunted me.

I loved it. That was the weirdest thing about it all. Part of me, of course, was horrified. Part of me was shocked, my heart on fire with jealous lust and disbelief. But to hear her being so forward, to hear her talk about being a slut, about sucking another man’s cock, made her so unbelievably sexy to me. As if we weren’t married at all. As if we were back when were first dating, when nothing seemed to matter more than being with her. Maybe that was it, I thought to myself as I sat there stunned in the back of the limo heading to New York’s harbor with a woman I loved but suddenly felt as if I barely knew. Maybe all this talk of her wanting someone else was making it impossible to take her for granted, winding back the clock to when we first met.

“Sexy,” I managed to say, fighting a rising wave of fear and doubt in my heart. And as she looked at me, Michelle’s smile only grew wider.

“Yeah? You like that? You like your wife being a naughty little slut?”

“Yes,” I groaned.

“Oh my God, you do, too,” Michelle giggled. Because as she spoke, her leather boots moved in my lap, and my cock, so recently drained, was already getting hard again, pushing against her calf. I knew she could feel it. She let me in no doubt about that. She used her boot to circle the bulge in my pants, teasing me back to hardness as she sat there in the back of the limousine with me.

“This is amazing,” she said, shaking her head to make her blonde hair move over her shoulders. “I think we’re really onto something here. I mean, imagine that. Imagine if I actually did it.”

“Oh my God,” I groaned, breathless as I gripped the backseat as if I would topple overwise. “Please don’t, Michelle!”

“Please?” she said, her eyes shining as she smiled at me. “Is that what you’re going to say? Going to beg me not to suck another guy’s dick?”

“If… if that’s what it takes,” I panted. Her leather boot was still moving over the front of my pants, still teasing my cock back to hardness. And for a moment, she didn’t say anything. She just looked at me, that pretty face hiding what I now know longer had any doubt were probably some pretty dark and calculating thoughts. I felt lost, completely lost in my own desires and in her unbelievable deviousness.

“You know what, honey? Maybe it is. Maybe that’s exactly what you need to do. Beg me not to fuck this guy, to not become his latest side chick.”

She was still smiling as she looked at me. But by now, I knew that smile all too well. She loved talking like this, and every time she did, the scenario she envisioned got a little bit more wild. Hearing this on our way to meet the guy she was talking about was by far the wildest yet.

“Please, Michelle,” I said. “Please don’t… Please don’t fuck this guy.”

“You call that begging?” my gorgeous wife snorted. “No, do it properly. I have a feeling you’re going to be doing a lot of begging on this trip, so you may as well get it right. On your knees. Now.”

It was unbelievable. But as Michelle swung her feet out of my lap, crossing her legs again as she sat back on the car seat, I already found myself moving to obey her. Like I had no choice. Like my body was doing it of its own accord, her words inarguable. Like it never even occurred to me to so much as try and resist.

I cringed with shame, but in no time at all, I found myself kneeling on the floor of the car in front of her. And she looked so gorgeous as she smiled down at me, those long legs disappearing underneath her coat, the promise of unbelievable pleasure dangled in front of me and making me so weak for her.

“Please don’t fuck him, baby,” I said.

“But what if I reeeeaaallllly want to?”

Her words hung in the quiet car, still making our way through the traffic.

I gazed up her in astonishment, but it wasn’t just her that was astonishing me. My cock was throbbing and aching inside my pants, and as much as the thought of her being some else tormented me, it turned me on so much. I could see it all so clearly, her beautiful face a mask of pure pleasure as she got pounded by someone who wasn’t me. And somehow, this felt like the culmination of the game we had been playing, all the dirty, kinky conversations we had had leading up to this point. It might feel like it had come out of nowhere, but if I was honest, that wasn’t the truth. As shocking as it was, Michelle had given me plenty of clues that she had something like this mind.

“I don’t… I don’t know what to say,” I said. But Michelle’s smile never faltered. As if she had this all worked out in her head. As if, somehow, this was all going according to whatever scheme she had devised.

“You know it turns you on, thinking about it,” she said. “And you know it turns me on, too. You know it gets me so hard, thinking about being such a slut. Thinking about letting a billionaire fuck me, while you know it’s happening. Oh my God, baby, it’s so fucking sexy. It’s my turn to cum. Get to work.”

Throwing open her coat, Michelle uncrossed her legs, spreading her thighs for me. Her tiny skirt put up no opposition at all, and even in the dim light in the back of the car, I could see her panties and the faint little spot of moisture on the front of them. I reached for her underwear, pulling it down her legs, and she smiled as she watched me take it off her. The thought of resisting her command didn’t even cross my mind. I was so bewitched by her, so turned on by everything she was saying and everything that was happening, that I was more than ready to do exactly what she wanted.

As the car made its way through heavy traffic, I tongued my wife’s pussy. And I wasn’t surprised by her wetness, the fluids that began to trickle out of her almost immediately. After all, she had told me exactly how turned on she was by all this. I felt the smoothness of her skin and of her leather boots under my hands as I ran them up and down her thighs, sliding my tongue inside the wet folds of her sex, and soon, Michelle was moaning with pleasure.

She didn’t hold anything back. Either she was completely confident the driver couldn’t hear anything of what was going with us, or she simply didn’t care. She leaned back on the seat, one hand on the back of my head, sliding her hips forward to give me better access.

I moved my head up and down, running my tongue all over her sex, knowing what made her happy. And soon, I was rewarded with the sure signs of an approaching orgasm, her pussy growing tight against my mouth, her clit swelling out from under its hood with the pure passion of the moment.

“Oh fuck, oh my fucking god,” she groaned, her voice breathy, dripping with pleasure. “Oh, I can’t wait to suck his fucking cock. I can’t wait to get fucked by my boyfriend!”

I groaned in desperation, and all the while, my cock raged in my pants. It took an effort to keep my hands on her thighs, to stop myself reaching for my manhood and pleasuring myself right there, even though I had just had a powerful orgasm.

And together, the two of us locked in this wild and deviant pleasure, we drove through the city, heading toward the harbor. Heading toward a situation neither of us could predict or control, but both, in our separate ways, wanted.

Did I want my wife to cheat on me? No. But I wanted her happy. I wanted her satisfied. I wanted to hear her moaning in pleasure just like this, to see her body convulse with the pure power of orgasm that was sweeping over her even now.

And that was the bait that sunk the hook into me.



8. Meeting His Wife’s Boyfriend

The skyscrapers of New York towered behind us. The town car, the scene of our recent oral debauchery, sat on the pavement, its parking reserved for it in this most car-unfriendly city. And we followed our driver, Michelle in the lead, me hurrying behind her, my eyes inevitably finding that glimpse of her shapely thighs between the top of her tall boots and the hem of her coat.

If the driver had heard what we were doing in the back of the car, he gave no sign of it. By the time we pulled up at the harbor, I had licked my wife to orgasm. Worked up as I was, I wanted more, but Michelle had clearly had her fill. Plus, she reminded me that we had to be close to our destination, and I grudgingly conceded that she was probably right. Just as she turned out to be when we pulled up at the harbor a few minutes later and the driver got out to open the back door for us.

He was all steely professionalism, perfectly courteous without saying much. With the taste of my wife’s pussy still in my mouth, it was hard to look him in the eye. Then again, I told myself that even if he didn’t know what had happened, it probably wasn’t the first time. Part of his job, I supposed, was discretion, knowing when and how to keep the secrets of the rich and powerful that he normally ferried around.

That didn’t do a lot to stop the doubt vibrating in my heart as I followed him and my wife away from the car, along the dock to where Marcel waited.

The yachts were more or less what I expected. Huge vessels, immaculately clean and yet most of them seemingly deserted. This was a part of the harbor clearly reserved for the rich, the boats absolutely massive, some of them staffed by a small army of workers in uniform. Already, I could see that this was a level of wealth beyond anything I had ever experienced. And there we were, completely out of place and out of our depth, regular working people with money problems that would mean nothing to the owners of boats like these. Michelle at least looked good, her beauty a kind of passport to whatever she wanted. But I felt completely self-conscious as I made my way between the boats, following the driver to the end of the dock.

Marcel’s boat was as massive as the rest of them. A huge yacht that had to be well over a hundred feet in length, with two tall masts rising from the deck to point to the sky just like the arrogant skyscrapers of the city.

And as we got closer to the boat, I saw the man himself, standing there on the deck ready to greet us.

I hadn’t spent much time thinking about what my wife’s wealthy admirer might look like, but if I had, I might have pictured something very close to this. His hair was graying, cut close to his scalp in a functional but fashionable cut. His skin was tanned, the deep and permanent tan of a man who never needs to experience winter unless he wants to.

He was tall and lean, wearing a white shirt with the top few buttons undone, matched with crisp white pants and a pair of loafers. He was my age, or maybe even a little older, but the rich don’t age the same way the rest of us do. As the driver stood silently at the bottom of the ramp leading up to the boat, Michelle climbed on board, the low heels of her tall boots thumping on the metal underfoot, and I followed her. From my position behind her, I could see a little further up under that coat and that tiny skirt she wore, toward what I could still taste in my mouth, and in some strange way, it felt good to know what we had done in the car. Clearly, my wife still desired me, and now that I was seeing this billionaire who wanted her so badly, seeing what a handsome devil he really was, I needed all the reassurance I could get.

“Michelle, ma cherie, welcome!”

Marcel walked toward the top of the ramp as Michelle reached it, stretching out his arms toward her. I felt a stab of jealous rage as he pursed his lips, moving in to kiss her, but as his cheek touched hers, I remembered that that was how they do it in France. Still, it felt weird to watch another guy kiss my wife right in front of me. Especially given the unbelievable back story.

But Michelle had warned me to be on my best behavior, and part of me was determined to do exactly that. As strange as it was to say, as hard as it was to even admit to myself, I wanted her to enjoy this. We had been having such a rough time lately, her Paris trip notwithstanding. And for whatever reason, dark or not, the admiration of this stranger had done something for my wife. Something that all my adoration, all my unrelenting desire for her, didn’t seem to do.

Being wanted by Marcel seemed to have awakened Michelle’s sexy side, putting her in touch with those wild and animalistic parts of herself that maybe both of us had forgotten about at least a little. After all, when was the last time my wife would give me a blowjob in the back of a car? When was the last time she had let me – no, demanded that I go down on her, practically in public? She was the same old Michelle, the woman that I loved, in every way except this, but this was enough to keep me breathless with desire, to keep me barely able to believe the situation we were in. The sex, frankly, was too good to ignore. The fact it was at least in part due to this guy made me uneasy, to say the least, but there was no point denying the truth of what this all did to her.

“It’s great to see you again, Marcel,” Cheryl said as she took her smiling face away from his. “This is my husband, Jason.”

“Nice to meet you,” Marcel said, gripping my hand tightly as his sea-blue eyes stared into mine. Muscles in his sinewy forearm tensed as we shook hands, and I squeezed his hand back, not willing to give this guy anything over me other than what he already had. He spoke English fluently and naturally, although his accent was unmistakably French. Everything about him screamed that he was a man of the world, and standing beside him, I felt more keenly than ever all the places I had never gone, all the opportunities in life I had either missed or never been given in the first place. I’m not usually jealous of the success of others. But really, it wasn’t Marcel’s money I was jealous of. Although it would’ve been nice to not have to worry about finances the way we did.

“I have heard a lot about you,” he said as he finally released his grip on my hand, still staring deep into my eyes.

“Likewise,” I said, hoping my cheeks weren’t reddening as I spoke.

Yes, I had heard a lot about Marcel. But the things I had heard were something that still filled me with shame. What would this billionaire aging playboy think if he knew the way Michelle and I talked about him, the way we kind of used his existence as a boost to our own sex life? It was impossible to say, and it wasn’t like I wanted to find out.

“Welcome aboard,” he said, taking a step back. “She is a beautiful boat, no?”

Marcel spread his arms wide, making a sweeping gesture to take in the vessel we were on. Michelle’s blue eyes were wide as she looked around, totally wowed by the polished deck, the gleaming rails, the furled sails and the massive engines. All of it completely pristine and immaculate, all of it screaming of unimaginable wealth. I don’t know much about yachts; it’s never really been part of my life experience. I could imagine that Marcel’s new toy list must have cost him a pretty penny, but as my wife had told me, what was a fortune to us meant nothing to a guy like him.

“She’s gorgeous,” Michelle said, turning on the spot to take in as much of the boat as she could.

And while she looked at the boat, I looked at her. And at him. Trying to control a rising rage as I watched his eyes move over her, over that fantastic body barely concealed by the coat she wore, her beautiful legs so perfectly displayed by her tall boots.

I couldn’t miss the look of lust in his eyes as they flickered over her, taking it all in. Just as they must have done in Paris where the two of them met, when I wasn’t even around to see it. First impressions are powerful, and Marcel, I could already tell, was a man with no small supply of self-confidence. Maybe that’s what wealth does, or maybe he got rich in part thanks to his unshakeable belief in himself. Either way, I couldn’t shake the feeling that he didn’t care at all that I was there, as if he didn’t even see me as any kind of threat to his ambitions toward Michelle. Well, joke’s on him, I told myself, but at the same time, I didn’t feel much like laughing. On his yacht that I would never be able to afford even if I lived ten lifetimes, it was basically impossible not to feel at least a little inadequate. Michelle loved me; I didn’t doubt that, any more than I doubted her story that nothing had happened between the two of them when they met in Paris. Still. If she could have a guy like this, how could she possibly be content to settle for a guy like me?

“Come. I will show you around.”

Marcel reached a hand out toward Michelle, and with a smile, she took it. He turned, leading her toward the door to the cabin of the yacht, like I wasn’t even there. Except I was. And as Michelle followed along behind him, she turned to smile a wicked smile over her shoulder at me, and again, I felt a thrill of fear that merged with a surge of arousal. All part of her game. Maybe that made it easier, in some weird way. Marcel could think what he liked about my wife, but in many ways, he himself had become a kind of prop to a drama playing out between us that he was unaware of.

As he led my wife into the boat, I followed along behind them.

The inside of the boat was just as extravagantly beautiful as the outside. On the main level, there was a living room, complete with sofas and a kitchen almost as big as the one we had at home, the gleaming appliances giving no sign of ever having been used. Upstairs was the control room of the boat, the bridge or whatever you would call it, with the steering wheel and the radio and all the arcane equipment needed to drive a machine like this through the oceans of the world. And downstairs, in the hull, Marcel showed us four different bedrooms.

One for us, he said, standing in the doorway of a luxurious-looking room with a double bed and an en suite bathroom. One that seemed to be a spare, that he glossed over quickly. His own bedroom, the master suite, with a bathroom of its own and a massive bed in the middle, lit by portholes on either side a little above the water level. And a fourth bedroom that he had converted into a kind of office.

It was only when we reached that fourth room that I realized we weren’t the only ones on the boat.

“This is my assistant, Leticia,” Marcel said as he stood in the open doorway of the office, one hand outstretched. And I watched as one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen in my life rose from a chair to greet us.

Her dark hair was held back behind her head in a kind of bun, leaving two wavy strands free to frame her face. Just like her boss, her skin was tanned by plenty of time spent in the sun, her eyes a light brown color that caught the light and shone almost like bronze as she stepped toward us. There was just the faintest dusting of freckles across the bridge of her delicate nose, a tiny constellation of barely noticeable stars. Her lips were plump and full, accentuated by the light but noticeable makeup she wore, the same makeup that made her lashes thick and dark and brought out the color in her eyes.

She was wearing a striped white shirt with sleeves that ended at the elbow, the top couple of buttons undone to show just a hint of her cleavage. She didn’t have Michelle’s generous boobs, but I couldn’t fail to notice what she did have, two well-sized and well-shaped bulges straining against the fabric of her shirt. The shirt was tucked into a high-waisted black leather pencil skirt, gleaming in the light as she walked toward us, her outfit completed by a pair of strappy black high heels that seemed wildly inappropriate for a boat, but added to her sex appeal.

In many ways, she could not have looked more different from my darling wife. Michelle was blonde and blue-eyed and voluptuous, while this woman was dark and Mediterranean-looking and more slender, though still obviously curvaceous. And yet, she managed to give my wife a run for her money, and I don’t say that lightly. Me, who considers Michelle the most beautiful woman in the world, the only woman I could see myself spending my life with. It wasn’t like I could see myself spending my life with Leticia, of course. But she looked like a woman that any man would be glad to spend at least a night with.

“Nice to meet you,” Leticia murmured as she took my wife’s hand. And as Michelle echoed the time-honored sentiment, I could see that she was impressed by the other woman’s looks, just as I was. I stared fixedly into Leticia’s eyes as she released my wife’s hand and walked toward me, taking my hand and offering a greeting. Dangerous to look anywhere else, with my wife standing right there. No matter how much I wanted to. No matter how much that incredible body called to me, making me desperate to take a look at that outrageous body so beautifully displayed in front of me.

“Nice to meet you,” she said again.

“Nice to meet you too,” I said, hopefully not too enthusiastically. Leticia spoke English with an accent too, but it wasn’t a French one like Marcel’s. I couldn’t quite place what it was, but it only added to the exotic appeal of her looks, reminding me again that I was out of my depth, that I was here among people who knew so much more of the world than either me or Michelle did.

“Leticia helps me with – well, everything,” Marcel said, beaming his confident smile all around the room as he spoke. “My business, my personal life, whatever I need. I don’t know what I would do without her. If you need anything, anything at all, don’t hesitate to ask her. She can take care of it.”

Leticia nodded, just once, silently. She stood now with her hands behind her back, her brown eyes turning from me to my wife and back again with cool confidence. She might be Marcel’s assistant, but she radiated a confidence similar to that of her boss, as if this was her yacht that we were on, not his. The offer of help somehow seemed more like an offer of kindness from a benevolent queen than it did the attitude of a servant. And I tried not to think about what I would ask her for, if I could truly ask for anything at all.

With an inner grimace that I made sure didn’t show on my face, I pushed those thoughts away. I’m a married man, still deeply and, these days, almost desperately in love with my wife. I couldn’t be lusting after women I just met, no matter how tightly their leather skirts might hug their generous hips, no matter how shapely their long legs might appear in their towering high heels.

“Are you hungry? Shall we eat?”

“I mean… I could eat?” Michelle said, looking over at me as if for guidance. As if she needed any from me. I didn’t say anything, not arguing, not agreeing. Honestly just overwhelmed with the whole situation as it was unfolding in front of me, not knowing at all how to handle this completely new environment I found myself in.

“My chef is back in Paris,” Marcel said, pronouncing the city the French way, “but I will do my best with what we have. Please, come this way.”

Stepping away from the door of the office, Marcel led us back down the corridor, toward the stairs that led up to the living room and the kitchen. We followed him, first Michelle, then me, with Leticia bringing up the rear. I tried not to look up my wife’s skirt as I followed her up the narrow stairs of the boat, even though her gorgeous ass was right in front of me. Sandwiched between two sexy goddesses like I was, I could feel my excitement growing, could feel my cock starting to swell in my pants. Hardly appropriate. Then again, what was, lately? This whole situation was completely wild and appropriate, and yet here we were, doing it anyway.

In the living room, Marcel invited us to sit down on one of the large sofas. He instructed his assistant on what bottle of wine to offer us, the name meaning nothing to me, but I didn’t doubt it was something French and expensive. She offered us each a glass, and in the kitchen, Marcel began chopping vegetables, all the while keeping up a conversation with us. Well, Michelle, mostly. Mostly, I sat silent on the sofa beside her, not really listening to the conversation, instead trying without much success to process everything that was going on.

“I’m not sure if I will bring this yacht back with me to Europe, or leave it here in the States,” Marcel was saying. “I have an apartment in New York for when I’m here, but I prefer to sleep on the water whenever I can. Sailing it back might be a challenge, but I could find a crew. It would be nice to have it with me in France, of course. Have you ever been to Provence?”

“No,” Michelle said with a giggle, looking at me.

“Oh, you must!” Marcel said emphatically, pausing his chopping for a moment to look at her. “Some of the best weather, the best water, the best scenery in the world. It’s magnificent.”

“I bet,” Michelle said, taking a sip of her wine.

All of it, I knew, was getting to her in some way. The glamor of it all, the excitement. The glimpse of another world that I deeply wished I could give her. But who could compete with a guy like Marcel? Intellectually, I knew guys like him existed, but I had never met one in real life until that day. He was everything I had expected him to be, but somehow different, too. More ordinary, and yet more outrageous at the same time. Maybe this was all normal to him, making small talk with a woman you want to fuck while her husband sits right beside her. Or maybe, as Michelle sometimes maintained, he just wanted to be friends. But how could a guy like him be friends with people like us? We came from completely different backgrounds, had completely different lifestyles. His English was beyond fluent, and yet, I couldn’t understand a guy like him, and it had nothing to do with the language.

He went back to chopping vegetables, still talking about his life in France and in America, and Michelle listened attentively. Meanwhile, Leticia helped him in the kitchen, moving with professional grace and efficiency on her skyhigh stilettos, the two of them almost dancing around each other in the well-appointed kitchen. From time to time, Michelle smiled at me, as if to encourage me that we were doing the right thing. But I had no such faith.

The humble snack Marcel was whipping up for us turned out to be an extravagant meal with several courses. At the touch of a button, a dining table rose up from the floor of the boat, and we all sat around it, drinking wine and talking. The wine was loosening us all up, and Marcel kept it flowing, Leticia fetching bottle after bottle. Still, I didn’t say much. I didn’t want to be this guy’s friend, no matter what.

Michelle, on the other hand, seemed to be having a fantastic time. Everything this billionaire was saying seemed infinitely fascinating to her. Every joke he made was hilarious. As the wine disappeared from her glass, only to be refilled, she seemed to be enjoying herself more and more.

And so did Marcel. Honestly, you would think the two of them were on a date, and as I sat there at the table with them, it was me who felt like a third wheel, not him. Neither me nor Leticia contributed much to the conversation, as if I was just as much of an employee as she was. Just as much of an irrelevance, as far as Marcel was concerned.

And yet. There it was again. Me and Michelle had talked about this, had our fun with the idea of her being unfaithful, never thinking she would actually do it. But now, watching it, I was feeling again the strange feelings I could hardly understand. Michelle had shed her coat, sitting there at the table in her tiny skirt and tall boots, and I knew that Marcel was enjoying the view, and so was I. She was hot, and seeing another man’s attraction to her did more than just remind me of that fact which I had never forgotten. It reinforced it. As attractive as Michelle always was to me, she seemed even sexier when another man wanted her so badly. And she seemed to feel it too. I watched the way she played with her hair, watched the way she smiled at him when she spoke. Watched the way her eyes shone when she looked at him, how she giggled, how she flirted with him right in front of me. Because there was no doubt that that was what she was doing. And Marcel, of course, like the international playboy he was, flirted right back.

“Oh, is that the time?”

It was after midnight when Michelle finally realized how late it was.

“I need to get to bed.”

Marcel looked at her, a considering expression on his face that made my heart flutter in my chest. I didn’t know what he was thinking, but it wasn’t hard to guess. He was thinking about that bed with her in it, no doubt picturing what he would do to my wife if he was in it with her. He had drunk as much wine as the rest of us, but he still didn’t seem particularly drunk. He ran his index finger over the edge of his glass for a moment before speaking.

“Yes, we probably all should,” he said.

He rose from the table, and Michelle stood too, tugging her short skirt down as she did. I stood, Leticia stood, and soon we were all standing. Marcel set down his wine glass and stepped around the table, leading the way toward the stairs. Michelle, smiling at me with newly glassy eyes, followed after him.

Marcel reached the bottom of the stairs. Michelle followed him, but stumbled. With a cry, she fell forward, and Marcel caught her in his tanned arms.

“Careful, cherie,” he said as Michelle giggled at her own clumsiness. “Here, let me help you.”

As he took her by the arm and led her down the corridor of the boat toward the bedroom, my heart turned angrily in my chest, and I wondered just how accidental my wife’s fall had really been. Especially when I saw the way she leaned against him, her head on his shoulder, boots shining on her legs as she stumbled down the corridor, arm in arm with the man she sometimes liked to refer to as her boyfriend.

Marcel led her into the bedroom, and I hurried after them, not wanting the two of them to be alone in there. Leticia carried on going, probably heading to her own bedroom, since she appeared to be on call 24 hours a day. Michelle was smiling up at Marcel, her hands on his arm as he held her, grinning down at her. I stood there awkwardly, just watching, unable to deny the obvious sexual chemistry between them.

“Well, good night,” he said. He leaned closer toward her to kiss her cheek. But Michelle had other ideas.

She turned her head, and his lips met hers. If Marcel was shocked by that, he gave no sign of it. Instead, with his arms around her, he kissed her right on the mouth, and as I watched her jaw work, I knew she was kissing back. Anger flared inside me, an unbelievable surge of jealousy lighting up my heart. I opened my mouth, but no sound came out. It was as if I couldn’t say anything, so outraged and unable to believe what was happening that I couldn’t even form coherent words.

And so, it just went on.

Finally, their kiss broke. Michelle smiled at the billionaire, her eyes fixed on his as he grinned down at her. Then, at last, he stepped away from her. As he walked through the open doorway, returning to the corridor, he gave her one last look, one last smile. Still not looking at me, as if I wasn’t even there.

And as he finally disappeared, heading to his own bedroom, Michelle let out a long sigh. She sat down on the bed, her tiny skirt sliding even higher on her thighs, and I looked at her in disbelief.

“Michelle, what the hell was that?”

“I got carried away,” my wife said with a smile.

No apology. No sign of regret. Instead, she seemed almost pleased with herself. Pleased with the way the night had gone. Maybe it shouldn’t have surprised me as much as it did.

“You kissed him.”

“Yeah. I did,” Michelle said, licking her lips lasciviously. “He’s sexy. What was I supposed to do?”

“You’re married.”

“So? That means a girl can’t have a little fun?”

As she spoke, her fingertips brushed over her thigh, heading toward the darkness under that tiny skirt that barely hid anything anymore.

“He’s so sexy,” she said softly. She was no longer smiling now, and there was a lustful look in her eyes as she stared at me, her fingers reaching up under that tiny skirt. “And he wants me. Just like you do. So why don’t you come over here and show me why I married you?”

I couldn’t believe what she was saying. But I couldn’t help myself. My cock was swollen to full hardness now. I stepped toward the bed, and the wicked smile returned to Michelle’s face as I started tearing my clothes off. She had got what she wanted. She always did.



9. Cucked By The Billionaire

When I woke up, it took me a moment to remember myself. I had been having strange dreams all night, and after all, the situation I was in was a strange as any of them. For a moment, just the briefest of moments, I thought maybe I had imagined the whole thing. Maybe I was back at home in my own bed with my loving wife, all of this just an invention of my overactive imagination.

But when I opened my eyes and saw the roof off the cabin on a billionaire’s yacht, I knew it was all real.

And as I rolled over in the bed, I saw that Michelle wasn’t there.

I felt a pang of pain in my heart. The night before, we had had passionate sex in that very same bed. My wife’s excitement had been inspired by the thought of Marcel, the way he kissed her good night, and I knew that, and it tortured me. But at the same time, it inspired me to fuck her with desperate intensity. And Michelle knew exactly how to use that. She was manipulating me, and I knew it, but that didn’t mean I could do anything about it. It didn’t mean I could resist. All I could do was give her what she wanted, a solid pounding that had us both sweating into sheets we couldn’t afford.

She held nothing back. She moaned and screamed, she shrieked and yelled, and I felt that everyone on board the boat could hear her. Good. I wanted Marcel to hear what I was doing to my wife, the woman he desired. He might have all the money in the world, he might have his European charm, but he didn’t have her. I did. And the fact that I knew she was thinking about him just like I was, doing a completely different way, spurred me on to keep fucking her and give her the loudest and most powerful orgasm I possibly could.

By the end of the night, we were both exhausted. Michelle cuddled up beside me, and after my efforts, I fell into a deep sleep almost immediately, a sleep that, for all my wild dreams, went on more or less uninterrupted until the morning, when I woke alone.

Was she with him? Unsurprisingly, that was my first thought. My biggest worry. The pretense was over; Michelle was now openly admitting her attraction to him. She had kissed him last night, right in front of me. What might she do if I wasn’t there to watch? I had never doubted my wife’s fidelity before, but she had never given me any reason to. Now, I had all the reason in the world to feel the fear I did as I sprang out of the admittedly extremely comfortable bed, pulled on yesterday’s clothes, and went to look for her.

I barely noticed that our suitcases had appeared in our room as if by magic, probably brought from the car by the driver, another of Marcel’s employees. As I hurried down the corridor of the boat, I was at least a little relieved to see that the door to Marcel’s bedroom was open, and that no one was inside. Hearing a movement from the next room over, I turned to see the beautiful Leticia rising from her chair.

“Can I help you with something, Jason?”

“Where’s my wife?” I growled.

As stunning as Marcel’s assistant was, in my rage and fear, I barely even noticed her dark hair worn loose today, cascading over her shoulders, or the black and gray dress she wore, showing off her incredible figure so well.

“She and Mr. Laurent are upstairs,” she said, her bronze eyes flickering over my face in an unspoken question.

Turning away from her, I hurried down the corridor and bounded up the stairs. The living room of the boat was empty, the smell of coffee hanging in the air from the kitchen. I could hear voices on the deck outside, and as I stepped through the door, the sight in front of me quite literally took my breath away.

There was Michelle. Unlike me, she had noticed that our clothes had been brought to us, and had taken advantage of that fact to change. She was wearing one of the bikinis she had brought with her, the sexier and skimpier of the two. It was black, with laces on the front holding together the cups that struggled to contain her magnificent breasts. The bottom half was skimpy, cut high to show off her hips and barely cover her pussy.

Her blonde hair was wet, slicked back from her face, glistening as beads of water dripped over her skin. She rose from the jacuzzi on the back of the boat, the one I hadn’t noticed when we boarded yesterday, covered by a cover that made it look like just another part of the deck. Seeing me, she smiled, a smile that lit up her whole face, her eyes flashing and sparkling as if she knew exactly what the sight of her was doing to me. She remembered last night just as well as I did, remembered how I had fucked her like an animal under the threat of her having other options. And now, she pushed herself up with her arms to sit on the edge of the tub, her feet still in the bubbling water, the towering skyscrapers of downtown Manhattan rising behind her as if everyone in the world wanted to take a look at my wife.

She had never looked better.

“Look, honey,” she said to me, raising her voice to make sure I heard. “There’s a hot tub!”

I stepped outside, blinking in the morning light. Marcel was in the tub with her, the water up to his chest, the same confident smile on his face that I had seen so much of yesterday. They weren’t in bed together. That was some relief. Although the situation I found them in wasn’t exactly appropriate for a married woman and the sugar daddy I knew wanted to fuck her. But of course, Michelle was playing with that. Free holiday or not, it was becoming increasingly clear to me that was the entire reason we were there.

“Why don’t you join us?”

Michelle’s smile was almost impossible to resist. But I shook my head slowly, still feeling uneasy. I might not have caught them in bed together. But my wife’s revealing swimsuit was giving Marcel, and anyone else who cared to look, one hell of a show.

“I haven’t even showered yet,” I said by way of excuse, sitting down on one of the chairs close to the tub. Michelle shrugged, her big breasts bouncing in the tiny bikini with the motion.

“Suit yourself,” she said. “These bubbles feel amazing.”

And she slipped back into the water, smiling at Marcel as she did.

The sun was unseasonably warm. The chair was comfortable. I leaned back, closing my eyes, letting the sun warm my skin. Marcel and Michelle were chatting away happily, but the noise of the bubbles made it hard to hear what they were saying. Besides, I didn’t listen all that closely. Probably they were flirting. The two of them never seemed to stop doing that. And maybe at least in part, it was done for me, my wife putting on a little bit of a show to tease me with her attraction to this guy, and his to her. For now, I wasn’t looking to play her game.

And yet. There we were, on the yacht of a billionaire, a man my wife had said herself she found sexy. And they were in the hot tub together, and somehow, I still wasn’t doing anything about it.

And maybe they thought I had fallen asleep, or maybe they just didn’t care. But soon, even though I couldn’t hear the words they were saying, I detected something different in the way they were talking. Their voices were even quieter now, barely audible above the churning drone of the bubbles.

I opened my eyes. But only a little. To this day, I don’t know why. That whole trip, I was pulled along by something that felt at times as if it was outside myself, and certainly well outside the normal bounds of my behavior. I opened my eyes into little slits, letting it look as if I still had them closed. Letting it look as if I was still asleep, unconscious, unaware of what was going on. And all the while, I watched through the haze of my eyelashes, the long sunlight lighting up the city behind and the two of them, sitting side-by-side in the bubbling hot tub.

Michelle was looking at me. Marcel wasn’t. Instead, he was sitting right next to my wife, saying something to her with a smile on his face. His lips were practically pressed against her ear. The bubbles hid most of her body from my view, letting me see only her magnificent cleavage in the sexy black bikini she was wearing. But that was enough. That, and the sight of this handsome man sitting next to her, his hands under the water, doing who knew what. The thought made me breathless, and my cock swelled in my pants, but I didn’t make a move or a sound. I just kept watching, letting the scene play itself out however it wanted to.

As if satisfied now that I was asleep, that I didn’t know what was going on, Michelle turned toward Marcel. A bright smile lit up her face, and it took an effort not to whimper as I watched her lean forward and kiss him. Tentatively at first, but only for a moment. Soon, her excitement got the better of her. Soon, she was pressing her lips against his mouth, devouring his tongue as he devoured hers. And I watched with a tremor of jealous desire as she placed one hand on his shoulder, leaning closer to him.

His hands were still under the water, but from the position he sat in, I could see that he was holding her. She was practically sitting in his lap now, and even over the noise of the jets, I could hear the soft sounds of pleasure she was making in the back of her throat. Marcel kissed his way down her neck, just the way I knew she liked, and Michelle gasped as he raised one hand from the water to caress her breasts through the fabric of her bikini.

Michelle turned to look at me again. I closed my eyes tightly, not wanting to miss a moment of what was going on but at the same time not wanting to be caught looking. When I opened them again, just a little, she had turned her attention away from me, back to her billionaire admirer.

He kissed her breasts, one after the other, and Michelle smiled as she wrapped her arms around his neck. She threw back her head, obvious pleasure coursing through her as she took in the incredible city skyline behind her, the unbelievable thrill of infidelity animating her, making her crazy for a situation neither of us could even have imagined a few weeks before.

Marcel kept kissing her incredible boobs, and it took every ounce of willpower I had not to reach for my cock that was now fully hard, swollen in my pants and aching for pleasure. I couldn’t believe what she was doing, but even more, I couldn’t believe what was happening to me. I couldn’t believe how sexy this was, how unbelievably thrilling it was to watch something that should have horrified me. It did horrify me. But it also turned me on like nothing ever had before. And so I sat there in my chair, pretending not to know what Michelle was doing while she moaned in pleasure in the arms of this rich man.

Marcel’s hands disappeared under the water again. I heard my wife giggle and watched her move against him, and I felt my cheeks burning as I watched him remove her bikini bottoms. He placed them on the side of the tub with a wet splat, then turned back to kissing her neck and chest, showering her with kisses while he reached for her pussy.

Michelle moaned. Holding onto him as if for support, she closed her eyes, letting pleasure sweep over her. Giving full voice to it, in fact. She had never been particularly quiet when it came to sex, and now she moaned out loud, not caring if other boat owners nearby might hear. Too lost in passion to care. I couldn’t see exactly what was happening, but I imagined that Marcel was fingering her, sliding his fingers inside her pussy to find her wet and ready for him. And he kept kissing her, and she kept moaning in pleasure, offering up that beautiful body to this man we hardly knew while I sat there watching.

Then, Marcel moved. Michelle, still clinging to his neck, opened her eyes to look at me for a moment, then at him. The water swelled as he moved through it, positioning himself in front of her, and she sat back, laying her head on the side of the tub while he placed his arms on either side of her, gripping the edge.

Then, he started to move. A slow, steady rhythm at first, matched by her slow, steady moans, and leaving me in no doubt about what was happening.

He was fucking her. This foreign billionaire was fucking my wife, and I was doing absolutely nothing to stop it.

The muscles in his shoulders and back showed as he picked up the pace. And Michelle’s moans and screams of pleasure matched his rhythm, letting me know just how close to orgasm she was.

Then, it happened. I heard her gasp, heard her shuddering cry that sounded as if it was torn out of her by the onrush of wild passion. She came right there in Marcel’s hot tub, but he wasn’t done with her.

Instead, after giving her just a moment to collect herself, the billionaire went right on fucking her. And my wife, my gorgeous, beautiful, slutty wife, went right on moaning and screaming and letting it happen.

I couldn’t say how long it went on. How do you judge time at a moment like that? It seemed to go on forever, and at the same time, seemed to take no time at all. As if the sun stood still in the sky, watching them too as they had sex in the water. The whole city for an audience, the whole of New York watching approvingly as my wife betrayed me. And me watching too, unbelievably excited by something I had always feared and was now inexplicably excited by.

She came again. And again. I counted at least three recognizable orgasms, along with various other shudders and tremors of pleasure that might have been minor versions of the same thing. And my cock was leaking as I watched, so unbelievably turned on by the sight of my wife letting someone else enjoy the body I had never stopped craving until finally, Marcel came too. He came inside my wife, groaning as he pumped his seed deep into her married pussy, and Michelle gasped at the feeling, the first man to do that since the day we met so many years before.

They kissed again, a deep and passionate kiss fueled by the powerful hormones released by their sex. And then, Marcel sat back in the hot tub. He sighed as he rested his head on the deck, and Michelle giggled.

Then, the water swirling around her again, she moved toward the side. She placed her hands on the edge of the tub and hoisted herself up, the water shining in the sunlight as it ran off her skin, dripping on the deck below her. The bottom of her bikini was still on the side of the tub, her pussy completely exposed, and she didn’t seem to care in the slightest. She stepped across the deck, naked apart from her bikini top, on display for anyone to see, Marcel grinning at his latest conquest as he watched.

I hurriedly closed my eyes all the way as Michelle took a step toward me. And I almost jumped as I felt her hand on my shoulder, her lips brushing against my ear as she spoke in a whisper.

“I hope you enjoyed the show, baby,” she said teasingly. “Nice try at pretending to be asleep. But I see how rockhard your cock is from watching me get fucked.”

She really emphasized the last word of her sentence too, speaking the curse word into my ear with real force. And before I could open my eyes, the weight of her hand disappeared from my shoulder, the sound of her bare feet on the deck quickly receding as she headed back into the boat.

I opened my eyes fully to the sight of the New York skyscrapers shining down on me, ten thousand windows reflecting the light, and I felt as if I had entered a new world. No matter what happened from that point on, there would be no going back. There was no undoing what Michelle had done, and no way for either of us to forget that I had allowed it to happen. That I, on some level, had enjoyed it.

Marcel rose from the hot tub. He had put his swimsuit back on, one of those tiny European ones that hid next to nothing. The muscles of his chest and stomach showed prominently as he climbed easily out of the tub, and I tried not to look at the fat bulge in his Speedo as he walked toward me, knowing what it had just done to my wife.

With a sigh, he sat down in a chair beside mine, dripping water all over the deck of the boat. For a minute, he didn’t say anything, and neither did I. Clearly, my secret was out. Michelle knew I had been watching, had seen everything. Did he? And at this point, did it even matter? Somehow, without being able to say why, I felt like it did.

“She’s quite a woman, your wife.”

When he finally spoke, Marcel didn’t look at me straightaway. Instead, he squinted out over the cityscape in front of us, the towering skyscrapers seeming to mimic the masts of the boats reaching for the sky all around us.

“You can say that again.”

Finally, I had found my voice. But I still couldn’t say what I wanted to say. Or maybe I didn’t know anymore what I wanted to say. Maybe I didn’t know what I wanted, after watching that wildly erotic display in front of me. I was just guessing my way through everything now, totally incapable of even imagining where all this might lead.

“What do you want for her?”

Marcel looked at me last, his sea-blue eyes looking straight into mine. How you look a guy in the eye when he just got finished pounding your wife? How do you meet the stare of a man who just made her cum three times? It wasn’t a question I had ever thought to ask myself. But I forced myself to look at him all the same, even while his question vibrated in my brain.

“What do you mean?”

“Look. I like her. And she clearly likes me. You know I can give her a life unlike anything you can offer her. And she deserves that. Doesn’t she?”

“Of course she does,” I smiled, angry at the reminder of our different financial status and angry that he was getting me to agree with him.

“Well, then. I’d like to take her with me around the world. Show her the lifestyle a man like me has. What would it take for you to step out of the way and allow that to happen?”

“Are you serious?”

“You know I’m a wealthy man. And she told me you’re having some financial struggles. I think we could help each other out, no? Just name your price.”

Under the shadow of the downtown skyscrapers, my heart was boiling with rage. I had had plenty of reason to be angry over the last little while, and especially over the last day or so, but this time, it was unsoftened by any desire. Still, I knew I needed to control myself. I leaned forward in my chair, fixing his eyes with my stare now.

“There isn’t enough money in the fucking world,” I snarled.

But Marcel didn’t get angry. He didn’t seem surprised by my response. Instead, he just grinned, a toothy smile showing the dimples on his stubbled cheeks.

“I understand,” he said. “You love her. Though you might be surprised by how many men in your position have taken my offer.”

I was almost physically repulsed as he leaned forward in his chair too, patting my knee with his hand as though we were old friends.

“I might just take her anyway,” he said.

Outraged, I opened my mouth to protest, but again, the words wouldn’t come out. And already, Marcel was springing out of his chair, heading toward the open door that led to the interior of the boat.

I stood, gazing around me as if the sight of the boat’s deck and the skyscrapers and the harbor could give me answers to questions I couldn’t even find words for. My head was spinning as if the boat were in a rough and wild sea instead of in a placid harbor with barely a breath of wind. This was insane. This was unbelievable. And somehow, this was my life.

I needed to talk to someone. I needed familiarity. And there was only one person in the whole sprawling city who could give me that.

Stepping inside the boat, I headed downstairs. Marcel was nowhere to be seen, and neither was Leticia. Finding my way to the bedroom we had been assigned, I heard the sound of running water coming from the bathroom. My wife was taking a shower.

I pushed open the sliding door and stepped inside. Through the glass cubicle, she smiled at me. Completely naked now, her incredible body shining under the warm water, inspiring again those unclean thoughts even after everything that had happened.

“Hi, honey,” she said over the sound of the running water.

“Michelle, come out here please,” I said, keeping my voice calm. “I need to talk to you.”

“You need to shower, too,” she said. “Come in here with me.”

A hard offer to refuse. I thought about it, knowing that my wife was once again using her beauty and my attraction to her to manipulate me. But with her standing there shining and naked in front of me, it wasn’t like I had much choice. After only a moment’s thought, I stripped off my clothes, pulled open the cubicle of the shower, and stepped under the stream of warm water with her.

“What the fuck was that out there?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” Michelle said lightly, as if it was nothing at all to her. “I was just having a little fun. I mean, when a guy like him wants you this badly, you don’t expect me to refuse, do you?”

“Yes, I do,” I said. “Of course I do!”

“Really?” Michelle said, turning to face me. “Because it looked to me like you enjoyed the show.”

And as she spoke, she reached out toward me, closing her hand around my cock. I tried not to groan in pleasure, not wanting to give her the satisfaction of knowing what she was doing to me, but with the way my cock swelled in her hand, it wasn’t like she didn’t already know.

“That’s… Not the point,” I said weakly.

“Oh honey,” Michelle said, going up on her tiptoes to kiss me tenderly. “Of course it’s the point. That’s the point of this whole trip. To do things we would never normally do. To experience a different life. Look, it doesn’t have to be that big a deal unless you make it one. It’s just sex. I still love you. In fact, I think I love you even more for letting me do this.”

“I’m not letting you do this,” I hissed.

Michelle chuckled.

“Well, you’re not exactly stopping me, either. Look, if it really bothers you that much, I don’t have to do it again. We’ll go home and pretend this never happened. I don’t want to lose you, Jason. I love you. But that was some amazing sex I just had out there with a billionaire, and I don’t want to give that up either. If you’re going to make me choose, then I choose you. Absolutely. No question. But you know how much fun it is when I’m a total slut. So maybe just think about it before you give me an answer, okay?”

She kissed me again. Then, releasing her hold on my cock, she stepped away from me. Her dripping boobs brushed against my arm as she stepped past, opening the door of the shower cubicle and stepping outside. Wrapping a towel around herself, she passed through the door to the bedroom, disappearing from my sight.

I stood there astonished. Somehow, this trip just kept getting more and more unbelievable. And the worst thing was, there was some logic to what she was saying. I was terrified of losing her, of course, and horrified at the idea of her having sex with anyone other than me. But at the same time, she was dead right about how excited I was. I couldn’t hide that. No matter how I might feel about it, it was such a turn-on to see her with him, to hear her moans of pleasure, to watch her get fucked. I couldn’t pretend otherwise.

And I couldn’t pretend I wasn’t desperately horny as I stood there in the shower, my cock ridiculously hard. Maybe I could think clearer if it wasn’t. Under the stream of warm water, I closed my eyes, remembering how she had looked in that hot tub, getting fucked by a stranger for all the world to see.

“Don’t let me stop you.”

An unfamiliar voice made me jump. Shame bloomed inside me as I turned to peer through the glass cubicle of the shower, beaded with water. I had been right on the point of orgasm, my cock in my hand, pumping away furiously as I thought of my wife betraying me. Now I tried to cover my rampant erection with both my hands, without much success.

Leticia was standing in the bathroom, looking at me through the glass. There was a slight smile on her gorgeous face, the first faint crack I had seen in her professional demeanor since the moment we met.

“What are you doing in here? Get out!”

But the dark-haired woman just smiled at me, my demands having no power over her.

“Don’t stop on my account,” she said with a smirk. “Cucks like you need an outlet, I guess. Keep stroking, and we can talk when you’re done.”

“Get out!” I yelled through the glass, wondering where my wife was.

Still smiling, Leticia turned on one high heel and walked out of the bathroom without saying another word.

What the hell had I gotten myself into here?



10. The Billionaire’s Assistant

I stepped out of the shower and immediately wrapped a towel around myself. Leticia had left the bathroom, but something told me she hadn’t gone far. And as I looked around the bathroom, I saw that my clothes from the day before, the ones I had taken off to get into the shower with my wife, were now gone. In all the confusion and surprise of the moment, I hadn’t noticed either Michelle or Leticia taking them with them, but that must’ve been what had happened. The surprises, it seemed, were never going to end. I was still trying to catch up from the last thing when the next thing came along, leaving me floundering like a poor swimmer in deep water.

Wrapped only in a towel, I stepped out into the bedroom. Just as I expected, Leticia was there, sitting on the edge of our bed with her legs crossed, her tight dress showing off her incredible figure. Not a sight that was likely to help one of the issues I was facing, a cock that simply refused to go down. After all, she had interrupted my frantic masturbation, and knowing she was around, I hadn’t gone back to it. I was still desperately aroused, the events of the last few days conspiring to keep me almost permanently horny, and the towel did next to nothing to hide that embarrassing fact.

Leticia didn’t even try to pretend she wasn’t looking. As I stepped through the doorway, her bronze eyes skipped over my body, dropping inevitably to my crotch. A faint smile showed at the corners of her lips. I didn’t even dare think that a woman like her would be attracted to me. That seemed like the worst kind of wishful thinking. Then again, as beautiful as she was, she was no more beautiful than Michelle. Still, I felt incredibly awkward as I stepped into the cabin, obviously turned on and completely incapable of hiding that fact. As if I hadn’t been humiliated enough already that day. As if watching my wife have sex with another man wasn’t enough of a disgrace, now I had to have his sexy assistant know that it turned me on.

“Sit down.”

Leticia patted the mattress beside her as she spoke. I didn’t particularly want to, but then again, I had no particular reason to refuse her invitation either. There didn’t seem to be much else I could do, so in the end, I did what she said. I sat down on the bed beside her, trying to position myself in such a way that the obscene bulge of my cock wasn’t too obvious. An impossible task, as it turned out. There was no hiding the state I was in.

“Has your wife ever done this before?”

I still couldn’t quite place Leticia’s accent. Italian, maybe? Greek? She certainly had a Mediterranean look, and maybe that was why I guessed those countries. And certainly, I didn’t know why I was even trying to figure out such a trivial question when so much had happened already that day. Maybe just to distract myself from the grim reality of what was going on. Maybe just an attempt to pretend somehow that things were normal, when in reality, they were anything but. Now here I was, discussing my relationship with a total stranger, one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen in my life, and I had no answers for her. I didn’t know what was going on, and maybe it was that confusion, along with my desperate arousal that I couldn’t understand but certainly couldn’t ignore, that kept me stumbling along and playing this game.

“No,” I said, staring down at the floor as I spoke. Once again, I was finding it difficult to look her in the eye. Difficult to look anyone in the eye, when everyone knew, apparently, what had just happened between Marcel and my wife.

“Then I’m sure you have lots of conflicting feelings about it.”

You can say that again, I thought to myself. But I didn’t say it. How many times had Leticia given this little speech, I found myself wondering? It all seem so well-prepared, so rehearsed. Apparently, this was something that her employer did often enough that she had had to work out a little speech to explain to humiliated husbands exactly what was going on. How did he get away with it? How had someone not murdered him by now? Then again, I hadn’t, either. He had fucked my wife, and I had done absolutely nothing about it.

“The important thing to remember is that this doesn’t have to change anything between you and your wife,” Leticia went on. “Certainly, it’s a big event, and you’ll need some time to process your feelings. You’ll need to have a serious conversation with Michelle, if you haven’t already. But we are all adults here. There’s no reason any of this has to be unpleasant.”

“Unpleasant?”

Finally, I raised my head to look at her. It wasn’t easy. Never easy to meet those eyes, the bright copper color that seemed like a little taste of foreign sun at this northern latitude. Would it have been easier if she was less beautiful than she was? I couldn’t say. But certainly, the way Leticia looked, the way her dress conformed to every curve of her body, kept me turned on, and that kept my feelings conflicted, to use her completely inadequate term.

“I just watched him fuck my wife,” I said, my voice breaking a little as I spoke. “How can that not be unpleasant?”

Again, there was a faint smile on Leticia’s beautiful face. As if she had heard it all before, and probably, she had. Her employer clearly had a type, and that type was beautiful, married, and ready to experiment. It was so easy for him, with all his money, all his resources, his international jet-setter lifestyle. What woman wouldn’t have her head turned by him? And how could a regular husband hope to keep up, let alone compete? When you’re with a woman like Michelle, no matter how secure you feel in her love, no matter how much she reassures you that you’re more than enough for her, there’s always some element of doubt. When you know that ultimately, she could have any man she wants, you can never feel totally secure. These were feelings I hadn’t given a lot of space to, fears and doubts I had learned not to think about. But now they were all crashing in on me at once, destroying my confidence and feeding my fears and doubts.

And then Leticia put her hand on my leg.

It was all so strange, so completely outside the realm of anything I knew. The whole trip had been like that, but this morning especially. One of the most fateful, important, unbelievable days of my life, and it wasn’t even noon yet.

I didn’t know what to do. There I was, wracked with shame and fear and anger about Michelle’s infidelity. And yet turned on at the same time. And here was this absolutely gorgeous woman sitting beside me, dressed professionally yet attractively, with her hand resting on my leg and only a towel separating her from my bulging erection. Michelle and I are not kinky people, or at least so I still believed at that time. She was everything to me, more than enough, more than I ever dreamed of having. But at that moment, all the rules seemed suspended.

Maybe it didn’t matter anymore. Maybe nothing did. Maybe we now had the kind of relationship where fidelity wasn’t required, where we were free to explore outside our marriage. It wasn’t like Michelle had asked permission. She had simply done what she had done, not worrying about the consequences, as if it never occurred to her that I might have a problem with what she was doing.

My turn.

I turned toward Leticia, almost lunging at her as I moved to press my mouth against mine. And as our lips met, she didn’t pull back. There was a moment’s pause, just a moment. But then, she responded to my touch, kissing me as I kissed her.

It felt so strange. I hadn’t kissed another woman in years, at least not like this, anyway. Not since I met Michelle. She had been the sole focus of all my desires and my sexual impulses since we first started dating, and kissing another woman now felt so strange and so wrong.

Though not everything about it felt wrong. Because as we made out, I wrapped my arms around Leticia, moving my hands over that incredible body barely hidden by her tight dress. And at the feel of her firm breasts, her broad hips, her strong thighs under the fabric, my cock surged even more.

And it surged again as Leticia responded. Her hand moved over the towel I wore, teasing my manhood through it, keeping me in my state of desperate arousal and fueling the fire that burned inside me.

As Leticia took it in her hands, the towel I wore came apart easily. Now, I was completely naked, my cock rockhard in her hand that continued to stroke, continue to keep me desperate for her. I reached my arms around behind her, finding the zipper of her dress and pulling it down. And as I did that, she leaned over me even further, her free hand on my shoulder, pushing me down onto the bed.

I lay down on my back. Leticia, smiling, peeled her dress the rest of the way off, sliding it down her beautiful body to the floor. Still wearing her high heels, dressed now in a matching black bra and panty set, she climbed on top of me. She looked so sexy, and with every minute that passed, as the sexual tension grew, I worried less and less about the wrongness of what I was doing. I lost myself in the moment just as Michelle had earlier that morning, following the most natural instincts in the world, forgetting that until today, the rules of our marriage had forbidden anything like this.

Leticia sat astride me, in my lap, smiling down at me she stroked my cock. Her body was incredible, the faint outline of toned muscle showing in her stomach beneath her perfectly formed breasts still contained in her black bra. I had stopped questioning why a woman who looked like that would want anything to do with me, had given up asking pointless questions in favor of enjoying the moment.

Leticia peeled off her panties, shifting her weight on the bed as she removed them and tossed them aside. Under a strip of dark pubic hair, I saw her pussy, the first I had seen other than Michelle’s in what felt like a lifetime.

And Leticia was aggressive, not waiting for me to act but instead taking it all on herself. She rose up on her knees, taking my cock firmly in her hand and lowering herself down onto it with a kind of hungry moan. Her pussy was wet and tight, gripping my cock hard enough to make me moan as I felt the wet walls slowly pushed apart. And she moaned again, closing those beautiful eyes for a minute before opening them again to smile down at me. She leaned forward, her hands on my chest now, her breasts bouncing in her bra as she rode up and down on top of me, and every bounce of her beautiful body brought us both more wild pleasure, more forbidden excitement, the sheer wrongness of what we were doing only serving to make the whole experience even more erotic than it would already have been.

Pleasure surged inside me. All the teasing I had gone through up to that point, all the agony and frustration and dark excitement of watching my wife get nailed, was finally finding this unexpected outlet, and I moaned on the bed, holding Leticia by the hips as she bounced up and down on top of me, holding nothing back. Soon, her moans and shrieks of ecstatic pleasure filled the luxurious cabin of Marcel’s yacht. Clearly, she didn’t care who might hear what, or who might know what was going on. And I supposed it didn’t matter, either. It wasn’t like Michelle could judge me for doing this. Not after what she had done with Marcel.

Leticia’s dark hair bounced around her bare shoulders. Her eyelids fluttered, made more visible by her thick dark lashes. Her finger nails scratched the skin of my chest, her whole body trembling and convulsing under the powerful surge of pleasure that was tearing through us both. It felt like a tall order to try and hold back my own orgasm, but at the same time, part of me wanted to. I wanted to see this beautiful creature cum. And I wanted to satisfy her for the sake of my own pride, to show that I could please a beautiful woman just as well as Marcel could. I didn’t necessarily think of it in those terms at the time, but that was absolutely what was going on. I was trying to hold back even though I wanted nothing more than to explode, trying to delay my pleasure, knowing it would only get better the longer I was able to put it off.

But Leticia didn’t put anything off at all.

I felt her pussy spasm wildly around my cock, felt her cry out with passionate bliss. Her whole body shivered as she came, and a hot wet flood of her juices poured out over me, sliding over my skin onto the bed below, the bed I had shared with my wife last night. I gazed up at Leticia with a kind of amazement, this absolutely gorgeous goddess sitting on top of me, taking such incredible pleasure from my body while I enjoyed hers.

And when her climax passed, Leticia opened her eyes. They were sparkling with the afterglow of pleasure, her flushed cheeks enhancing the look of a woman who had just had an orgasm. Leaning forward again, she placed both hands on my chest, pushing me down onto the bed. And I groaned in disappointment as she raised her ass, my cock sliding easily free of her dripping wet pussy.

“Stay there,” she said as she climbed off the bed, her legs shaking slightly as she regained her balance.

She didn’t wait for a response. She turned, and I watched that incredible body walk away from me, stepping out through the door of the cabin into the hallway. Naked except for her bra and the high heels she still wore, her hips swaying with every step she took, seeming not to care in the least about who might see her in this state.

Once she was gone from eyesight, I stared up at the ceiling of the cabin, shaking my head slightly in disbelief at everything that was happening. I followed her order without even really thinking about it, eager to see what happened next. This was all so unreal, so wild, so unbelievable, but it was really happening. And maybe I shouldn’t have been surprised that Leticia was willing to walk around her boss’s boat naked, the juices of orgasm still shining on her trembling thighs. Clearly, this was anything but a normal employe- employee relationship the two of them had going on here.

Had Marcel had her too? I brushed the thought away. It didn’t matter.

And soon, Leticia returned from what had to be her own room. Still wearing her high heels, her bra removed, her breasts and their brown nipples bouncing with every step she took. She was smiling again as she walked toward the bed, her eyes fixed on me. And I saw with a flutter of my heart that a pair of steel handcuffs tangled from her fist.

“Roll over,” she said, kneeling on the side of the bed close to me and using both hands to push on my shoulder, encouraging me to move. I didn’t know what to do, but clearly, Leticia had her own ideas about what was going to happen that morning. She pushed me over until I was lying on my front, my cock trapped underneath my body, pressing against the mattress. She climbed on top of me, straddling me again, using the slight weight of her body to pin me down. She grabbed my arms, bending them up behind my back, the handcuffs rattling as she locked them around my wrists.

And I let it happen. Again, I was in the grip of that strange passivity, the same kind of sexual trance I had been when I watched my wife betray me. Just letting it happen, knowing that this wasn’t my world and that I was completely out of my depth. Going along with whatever happened and finding, in all of this, strange desires I had never imagined having.

With my hands tied behind my back, Leticia had me helpless. Placing her hands on my shoulders, she rolled me over once again, so I was on my back, looking up at her. And again, she straddled me, sitting in my lap. Again, she wrapped her hand around my cock, stroking slowly, making me groan with desire. All the while, those copper-colored eyes stared down at me, that sly smile lifting the corners of her luscious lips as she studied the expression on my face. She knew she was in control now, and it had been so easy for her to make me her captive. For the first time, I felt real fear. After all, I didn’t know anything about this woman or what she was capable of. She was beautiful, and she was sexy, and that had been all she needed to get me in this dangerous predicament.

“You’re a cuck now,” she said, “and cucks need to get used to being tied up. Not being free. Freedom is for women and alpha males, not beta cucks like you.”

“What the fuck are you saying?” I gasped, my voice strained from the motion of her hand, driving me crazy with every second that passed.

“You’ll learn,” Leticia said, her smile only growing deeper as she continued to tease me. “You’re going to learn your place. I’m going to teach you, while Mr Laurent enjoys your wife. And there’s absolutely nothing you can do about it.”

“You’re all fucking crazy,” I said, struggling to sit up. But with my hands cuffed behind my back, Leticia was able to easily push me down on the mattress again. Still holding my cock in one hand, she leaned forward, gripping my throat with the other, those stunning eyes flickering over my face before staring deep into mine.

“You know she’s already his,” Leticia said. “She wants him, not you. And you want to make her happy, don’t you? You want your wife to have what she wants. He can give her things you never can, including better sex than you could ever imagine. Just be lucky that he enjoys keeping cuckold husbands around. Consider it a privilege if we let you watch.”

“What are you talking about?” I said, but this time, my voice was little more than a whisper. I had lost any ability to argue that I might have had, any willpower draining out of me as my pleasure continued. After all, I could already see that she was at least partly right. Watching Michelle get fucked by Marcel had been such an unbelievably deviant thrill, such an incredible spectacle that I knew I would never forget. It wasn’t like I wanted to see it again. But somehow, I didn’t doubt that I didn’t have much choice in the matter. And for all the rage and despair that filled me when I thought of it, I couldn’t deny that the thought of Michelle being such a slut was deeply sexy to me, too.

“I’m talking about your new role in life,” Leticia said, her accented English as flawless as ever. “You can fight it if you want, or you can accept it. But either way, the result is the same. Or do you need to hear it from your wife?”

With that, Leticia straightened up. Releasing her grip on my throat, she sat back, also letting go of my cock. Again, I watched as she swung her leg over me, moving toward the side of the bed, then standing up. Again, fear gripped my heart, the latest development in this little saga filling me with more doubt, more shame, more disbelief.

“Wait,” I said as Leticia made her way to the door, still naked except for those high-heeled shoes.

But she didn’t even pause. She didn’t even turn around to look. She just stepped out into the corridor outside, stark naked, and I listened to her high-heeled footsteps recede down the hallway. Again, I was alone for a moment, lying in the bed of the luxury yacht and trying without much success to process what was happening.

And soon, I heard the sound of returning footsteps. Not just Leticia. I could hear her high heels, but I could also hear other footsteps, and my heart clenched like a fist as I tried to brace myself to endure another humiliation.

Leticia stepped through the door first, followed by Michelle. And when she saw me, my wife’s eyes went wide as saucers, looking at me where I lay on the bed. I struggled to sit up, as if that could do me any good. With my hands bound, I couldn’t cover myself, couldn’t hide the erection that still shone with another woman’s juices. Leticia stood with her hands on her hips now, looking pleased with herself and the situation she had created. But it I gave her only the merest glance, my attention instead fixed on Michelle. Waiting to see what kind of reaction my wife would have to a situation I myself could not explain.

“Are you cheating on me, honey?” Michelle said slowly. Her movements were slow too as she stepped toward the bed, her smile taking the sting out of her words. After all, she was the one who had started us down this road, and she knew it.

“I couldn’t help it,” I said, and Michelle sat down on the edge of the bed, close to my knees. She was wearing a light floral wrap, probably still wearing her swimsuit underneath it. The sight of her did nothing to calm my throbbing cock as I sat there in front of the two beautiful women, one barely dressed, the other totally naked, my desire almost painful as I waited to see what happened next.

“You couldn’t help it? Why, did the pretty lady tie you up?” Michelle said, sticking out her lower lip in a mocking pout. “Give me a break. She’s half your size. Besides, you don’t exactly look like you hate it.”

As she spoke, Michelle reached out toward my throbbing cock, wrapping her hand around it. I gasped as she started to stroke, her hand lubricated by Leticia’s juices while the other woman watched, not saying anything, just enjoying the scene she had created.

“Michelle, what the fuck is going on?”

“We’re having fun,” Michelle smiled, my wife always having all the answers. “I mean, I am. I’m having a lot of fun playing with Marcel. And it looks like there might be something in this for you, too. Maybe it won’t be so bad, being a cuck. My cuckold husband,” she said softly, running her hand up and down my shaft again and making me tremble with barely containable lust.

It seemed she had adopted Leticia’s dominance, slipping right into this new role as if we had been doing it for years. Sometimes, it felt like I was the only one floundering, the only one struggling to keep up while my wife led us down this dangerous but undeniably exciting path.

“Come on, honey,” Michelle said in that tone that could get me to do anything, that could get me to agree to the most unbelievable ideas. “This is fun. Look how sexy she is, and Eve it wasn’t for Marcel, you would never have gotten with a girl like that. If I were you, I would stop fighting and just focus on enjoying it. I mean, sure, a billionaire is fucking your wife. But we both know that turns you on.”

I didn’t say anything. I felt like I couldn’t say anything, like the unbelievable things coming out of my wife’s mouth were rendering me speechless. But she wasn’t lying. Maybe that was the worst thing about it all, the fact that she was only telling the truth. The fact that it did turn me on to have her cheat on me, to know she had these sexual options and intended to take advantage of them.

But it wasn’t just her words that were outrageous. As she moved on the bed beside me, it soon became clear that Michelle had ideas that were even more outrageous.

She unwrapped the fabric around her body as she kneeled on the bed, and I saw with a shock that she wasn’t wearing anything under it. Completely naked, seemingly not caring at all to be so exposed in front of a woman she barely knew, Michelle kept her bright blue eyes locked on me. She scrambled over the bed toward me, swinging a leg over my body much as Leticia had done, but close to my head. In fact, she straddled my face, and I stared right up into her pussy, seeing the swollen pink lips flecked with the moisture of her arousal, smelling the scent of the sex she had had earlier that even the shower we had shared hadn’t quite been able to remove. I gulped, the sight turning me on just as my wife knew it had to, even in the depths of my shame and disgrace.

“Go ahead and lick it, honey,” Michelle said in a soft voice that nonetheless reverberated inside my boiling brain. “Get me ready for him.”

Away from the bed, I heard Leticia laugh at Michelle’s words, and that made Michelle giggle, too. But I wasn’t laughing. My heart was pounding in my chest, my stomach churning with shame and disgrace. But again, I felt I had no choice. Maybe that wasn’t really true. Maybe what was really true was that, just like Michelle insisted, I wanted this.

I lifted my head from the pillow, running my tongue over Michelle’s pussy, and I heard her laugh above me, thrilled by my obedience and her unquestioned power to make me do whatever she wanted.

“That’s a good cuck, honey,” she purred while Leticia looked on, taking in the sight of my wife completely dominating me, using me for her sexual pleasure and taunting me with my own inadequacies and her betrayal. “At least you’re good for something.”



11. Cucked Again

Michelle’s pussy tasted amazing. And as I licked and kissed her fragrant sex, I felt her getting wetter. I felt her shift her position on top of me, spreading her thighs further apart so that I could more easily access her wet slit. And soon, her whole body was rocking in rhythm to the movements of my tongue, rubbing her dripping pussy against my face.

I love going down on her. But Michelle had never sat on my face before. She had never been anything like this sexually aggressive, this demanding, this selfish. I had never wanted her to be. I loved her when she was yielding, gentle, exploding in soft pleasure, calling out my name. But this new side to her was so wildly sexy, I could hardly believe it. Lying there underneath her, my face being used like a sex toy, felt so incredibly sexy, I could hardly wrap my head around it. All these things I had never wanted, never dreamed of, were now combining to give me an experience like no other, to show me a whole different level to sex and pleasure.

And in some ways, the idea that Michelle was right was the worst part. The fact that I was actually enjoying this, taking pleasure in being so humiliated, so used, so completely dominated not just by her but by everyone on that boat.

As Michelle’s cries of pleasure rang out in the air, Leticia didn’t stay idle. Over the sound of my wife’s voice, I didn’t hear her high heels approaching the bed, but I felt her weight as she sat down on the mattress. Underneath Michelle, my face buried between her thighs, I couldn’t see the other woman, but I knew she was there. Especially as she reached out and once again took my cock in her hand, making me moan with desperate pleasure as she squeezed and stroked again.

It was unreal. I had never been with two women at the same time. I think every man has imagined such an experience from time to time, but I never thought it would really happen. Especially after I got married. Michelle had never shown any interest in group sex, the fairly pedestrian and vanilla sex we had always had up to that point being quite enough for both of us. Or so I always thought, anyway. But now we were both discovering all these new forms of excitement, all these new rules of pleasure.

With my hands cuffed behind my back, all I could do was lie there. All I could do was keep licking my wife’s pussy while another woman played with my cock, keeping me trembling with desperate lust beneath them both. And as Michelle shrieked, as her pussy spasmed against my mouth, as the juices poured out of her to slide all over my face, I couldn’t hold back anymore. The wild events of the day were far too much, my desire never sleeping from the moment I saw Michelle in the hot tub on the back of the boat in her sexy bikini. It had to happen eventually.

I growled like a caged tiger as my orgasm finally overtook me. My cock surged in Leticia’s hand, blasting my cum up into the air to land back on my stomach, my legs, and the bed below me. I heard my wife gasp, her own voice dripping with her own pleasure, the walls of the cabin practically ringing with the unmistakable sounds of her ecstasy.

Leticia stroked my cock a few more times, as if making sure to milk every drop of cum from me. Then, she let go. At roughly the same time, Michelle climbed off my face. I blinked in the light that came through the windows, staring in astonishment up at my wife and at the other gorgeous woman sitting on the other side of me on the bed. Michelle’s face was flushed, showing the pleasure I had given her, but I hadn’t quite pushed her over the edge into orgasm. I knew that. As close as she might’ve gotten, her pleasure had not peaked. And even though mine had, it turned me on so much to look at her in that moment, to know that she was at least partially satisfied with what I had done to her and with what she was doing to me.

Because even then, lying there and trying to recover my breath, I didn’t imagine for a moment that this adventure was over. If anything, it felt like it was just beginning. And now, with my blood finally cooling after my orgasm, the full weight of it all, the horror of it, came crashing in on me like the big waves the New York harbor protected us from.

Michelle had cheated on me. And I had cheated on her, too, but only after I watched her have sex with another man. She had led us down a path that I felt there would be no recovery from, without even asking me. If she had, what would I have said, I asked myself? No. I would have said no, without a second thought. And maybe, here and there, the stray thought of what she had suggested my pop into my mind at some future date, but I would push it away. I would reject it completely, terrified of the implications.

Maybe that was why she hadn’t asked.

It’s not all right. It’s not okay. What she had done had put our marriage in peril, and she had done it as if our relationship didn’t matter to her at all.

But as I looked at that smiling face, I couldn’t summon even an ounce of anger toward her. In the end, somehow, she was absolutely right. She had taken a colossal risk, putting everything on the line just to have some sex with a stranger. But she was right that it was hot to me. She was right that this was the sexiest thing we had ever done. Post orgasm, I was feeling more than ever those conflicted feelings Leticia had mentioned, the shame and guilt and rage and despair setting in deeper than they ever had before now that my desperate desire could no longer keep them at bay. But that didn’t change the fact that I was lying in bed with two of the most beautiful women I had ever seen. It didn’t change the fact that these games obviously excited them, or that technically, I had just had my first threesome. The road Michelle had set us on was undoubtedly dangerous. But that, in the end, was all part of the thrill.

“This is so naughty,” Michelle giggled. As if reading my mind, but focusing only on the positive aspects of what we were doing, not the negative ones. In a way, that was just like her. She’d always been more impulsive than me, always more well-equipped to let go of worries about the future and just enjoy the moment. I was the one who stressed about our bills, our house, all the things that might go wrong. She had always had a gift for bringing me back to the present, for helping ground me in what was happening now instead of worries about the future. That gift had never had a sterner test than it did now.

“I’m so fucking horny right now,” she said, and I saw the uncertainty in my wife’s eyes as she looked over at Leticia.

She might have taken to this new dominant role with incredible ease, falling into this game as if she had been playing it all her life. But there were moments like that when Michelle’s lack of experience showed, and in some weird way, it only made her seem even more endearing. A reminder that underneath it all, underneath this new sexually uninhibited woman she had become, she remained the sweet girl I loved, the woman I had chosen to spend the rest of my life with. And yes, that was part of what made this all hurt so badly. But it was undoubtedly part of the thrill, too.

Leticia rose from the bed. Just as naked as my wife was except for her high heels, she circled around to where I lay, approaching my wife. Those stunning eyes flickered toward me for a moment as she leaned over toward Michelle, placing one hand next to her mouth to hide her lips for me as she whispered in Michelle’s ear.

I watched. How could I not? They were both gorgeous, both radiant, both naked and beautiful and glowing with pleasure and excitement. Yes, I had just had an orgasm, but the way I felt, that hardly seemed to matter. Just at the sight of them, I could feel desire swelling inside me again, that same twisted desire that had got us into this mess in the first place. The desire to be used and abused, to be a tool and toy for my wife’s pleasure. Maybe not just hers, either.

As Leticia whispered into Michelle’s ear, I watched my wife’s face. I watched her eyes grow wide with surprise, her lips curling upward in a devious smile. Whatever Marcel’s assistant was suggesting, I could see that Michelle seemed into it. As Leticia lifted her lips away from Michelle’s face, I saw the smile Michelle wore, and it filled me with the strangest mix of hope and fear as I waited to see what came next.

“Get up, honey,” Michelle said to me. And as she spoke, she reached out toward me, slipping one hand underneath one of my bound arms.

Meanwhile, Leticia circled back around the bed to stand on the other side. She, too, took hold of one of my arms, and together, the two women pulled me upright. Then, they began to guide me toward the side of the bed closest to the door, Leticia standing, Michelle crawling on the mattress beside me as she pushed me along. It was such a strange and wild feeling to be manhandled by them, to not have a choice in what happened next, and to not want one.

They pulled me to my feet, and Michelle stood too, the two women still gripping my arms. And they used that grip to push and pull me toward the open door of the cabin, forcing me out into the hallway.

“What are you doing?” I asked, but neither woman answered. Instead, they just smiled at one another, pushing me down the corridor and through the open door of another room. Marcel’s bedroom. The biggest room on the boat, with his massive bed in the center, his closet and his private bathroom, all the luxury accoutrements of a man who made more in an hour that I probably did in an entire year. Thankfully, he wasn’t there. But I was in no position to feel at my ease, feeling more keenly than ever my total helplessness as the women led me wherever they wanted me to go.

Letting go of her grip on my arm, Michelle moved around to stand in front of me. In her bare feet, she was shorter than me, and she draped her arms around my neck, rising up on her tiptoes to kiss me. I kissed her back, reflexively at first, but soon with growing passion. In all that strangeness, the feel of her lips against mine was so familiar, so welcoming. It felt like home, and that was exactly what I needed. Plus, I could feel the passion in her kiss, the desire that filled her body just as it had filled mine all that morning, and as usual, my body responded to hers, my desire growing within me by the second as her tongue and lips moved against mine.

Then, she lifted her lips away, her smiling eyes still on mine as she dropped back down onto her heels.

“Don’t worry, honey,” she said. “This is going to be rough for you, but it’s going to turn me on so much. And you want me to be happy, don’t you?”

“Yeah, of course,” I said, frowning slightly as I spoke. It was true. I did want her to be happy. I still do. Just that lately, on this trip to New York, what made her happy had taken a seriously dark turn, and I was still struggling to keep up.

“Well, then. Just do what we say, okay? Just be a good cuck and do what you’re told.”

She smiled as she spoke, as if to soften the blow of the words she was saying. And at the same time, her hand drifted down my body, drifting toward my cock. She stroked it, and I felt again that surge of pleasure rising in my body, turning me on and making me weak for her, making me easy to control.

I was so absorbed with her what she was doing that I barely noticed Leticia walked toward the wardrobe. Reaching inside, she took out a length of rope, not something I would necessarily have expected to see in a billionaire’s closet. Not that I would know. Besides, it was quickly becoming apparent to me that this was not the first time Marcel and his assistant had done this to a married couple. Clearly, this was how the guy operated, and as insane as it was, we were in it now. Apparently with no way out.

Leticia walked back to me with the length of rope in her hand. As she approached, Michelle stepped away, her blue eyes turning toward the other woman for a moment before coming back to me. Leticia’s hand replaced Michelle’s on my cock, and I looked at my wife, still feeling strange to have another woman touch me there, right in front of Michelle. But Michelle just smiled at me, as if to encourage me in what I was doing. Or more exactly, what I was allowing to be done to me.

And carefully, while I watched in horror, Leticia wrapped one end of the rope around my cock and balls. After making several loops, she tied it in a knot, tugging lightly on the rope until I grunted uncomfortably. Unable to help herself, Michelle laughed at the sight of me dressed up like that, but Leticia wasn’t done. She stepped away from me but kept a hold of the other end of the rope, so I was forced to step close to her. She crouched down at the foot of the bed, lifting a section of carpet to reveal a steel ring set into the floor of the cabin. She ran her end of the rope through it and pulled, and kept pulling until I was forced to drop down on my knees to relieve the pressure on my cock and balls. As she kept pulling, rising to her feet, I spread my knees, trying to get as low to the ground as possible. And when she was finally satisfied, Leticia wrapped the rope around my neck. She tied it in a knot that wouldn’t slip, leaving me plenty of room to breathe but also making it impossible to escape. I could relieve the pressure on my genitals by lowering my head a little, but whatever posture I adopted, I wasn’t going anywhere. And there I was, kneeling on the floor, facing Marcel’s bed.

“Oh, honey, look at you,” Michelle said, stepping forward. Standing next to me, she ran her fingers through my hair affectionately, and I gazed up her, and naked body so close to me, her big breasts almost hiding her face. Unable to help myself, I pressed my lips against her hip, kissing her, and she giggled again.

“You’re totally helpless now, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” I said truthfully.

“Good,” Michelle smirked, still running her fingers through my hair. “Maybe it’s better that way. Now all you can do is watch and try to enjoy the show.”

I didn’t even ask what show she was talking about. I had a feeling I knew. And there was a sick feeling in my stomach as Michelle looked over at Leticia, and the other woman nodded. Turning on her heel, Leticia walked out of Marcel’s bedroom, disappearing up the corridor. No doubt going to find her boss.

While she was gone, Michelle kept running her fingers through my hair.

“So you’re okay?” she asked.

“I’m not sure I’d say that,” I replied.

“Yeah,” Michelle said softly, biting her lip as she looked down at me. “It must be hard. But baby, it’s so fucking hot. You know what’s going to happen now, don’t you? He’s going to fuck me, right in front of you, and you’re not going to be able to do a single thing about it. All you can do is kneel there and watch. Oh my God, I’m getting so wet just thinking about it. Look.”

Michelle’s free hand dropped between her thighs, and when she lifted it again, holding out two fingers to me, I could see the moisture shining on them. She wiped her fingers over my lips, and my nose, and as I breathed in, I could smell the scent of her arousal. My cock swelled a little more against the rope Leticia tied around it, my arousal growing steadily once again. It was so debauched, and what was about to happen was even worse. But knowing it turned Michelle on was all I needed to know for it to turn me on, too. Even if it horrified me, even if it terrified me, it seemed worth it to get my wife so unbelievably excited.

“Once we get going, I don’t think we’re going to be able to stop,” Michelle went on. “So I’m going to make it really easy for you, honey. You can say no now, and I’ll untie you, before they get here. But if you don’t?”

Michelle’s hand tightened in my hair, gripping it. At the same time, she leaned down, her face closer to mine. With her other hand, she raked her blonde hair back from her face, her blue eyes staring deep into mine as if to impress every word on my brain like footprints in wet cement.

“If you don’t, I’m going to fuck him,” she said.

And she let the words hang in the air, her eyes fixed on mine as she waited for my response.

Or not.

I was painfully aware that to not answer now was its own kind of answer. But somehow, I couldn’t bring myself to speak. And after all, Michelle had made it easy for me. She was getting far too big a kick out of being cruel to me for me to put it down to kindness, but in a certain sense, it did make it easier. I didn’t have to say yes. I didn’t have to admit to her or to myself that I wanted to watch her get fucked by another man. All I had to do was say nothing. To let it happen the way she wanted it to.

And that’s what I did.

Michelle straightened up at the sound of footsteps coming back down the corridor of the boat. She smirked at me as she released her grip on my hair, turning toward the door. Leticia stepped inside, followed by Marcel. He was the only one of us dressed, and when he saw me kneeling on the floor, he burst out laughing. That made the women laugh too, but I didn’t laugh. I didn’t look at him, either. I couldn’t.

“Wow, Leticia,” he said in his French accent. “I knew you’d find a way to put him in his place, but I have to say, that was faster than I expected.”

“It’s not hard,” Leticia said. “Some men are just born to be cucks.”

“And some wives deserve more than a husband can give them,” Marcel said, his eyes fixed on my wife now. “You look beautiful, cherie.”

“Thank you, Marcel,” Michelle said, batting her eyelashes at her new lover. Stepping behind me, he took my wife by the hand, and she let him lead her toward the bed, smiling at me over her shoulder as she did. He took her face in his hands, kissing her passionately, and she returned his kiss with equal passion.

Leticia stood behind me. I felt the vibration of her high heels on the floor of the boat, and just as my wife had, she grabbed a handful of my hair. Only she was a lot less gentle than Michelle had been.

“Look, cuck,” she snarled behind me, holding my head in place. “Look how much your wife wants him.”

As if I could look anywhere else. As if I wasn’t already watching, taking in every detail of this latest humiliation. And all the time, my cock was throbbing desperately as I watched my naked wife press her beautiful body against another man, as I watched her start to unbutton his white shirt and peel it off his tanned shoulders. The shirt fluttered to the floor, and as he cupped her big breasts in his hands, she reached for the front of his pants. I groaned as I watched her traced the shape of his cock through the material of his pants, and Leticia pulled a little harder on my hair.

“Oh, it’s so big,” Michelle said, her voice little more than a moan at the feel of Marcel’s meaty cock through the front of his pants.

“You like it?”

Marcel grinned down at my wife as he spoke, already knowing the answer. We all did.

“I love it,” Michelle murmured. And her skilled fingers opened up his pants, slipping inside to take hold of his manhood.

Marcel groaned, and Michelle, smiling up at him, sat down on the edge of the bed. She took out his cock, stroking it with both hands as it swelled right in front of her. For a moment, she looked over at me, flashing me a smile that made my heart vibrate. I opened my mouth to protest, but no sound came out. Again, I was struck dumb by what I was seeing, what I was feeling, the whole experience leaving me incapable of rational thought, never mind coherent speech.

And again, Michelle took my silence for assent. Turning back to Marcel, she smiled at him, then opened her mouth. Grinning, he stepped forward, and she slid another man’s cock between her lips.

“Oh my God,” I groaned in despair as I watched her choke on his meat, and Leticia pulled sharply on my hair again.

“That’s right,” she said. “Look at what a slut she is for him. Look at her, worshiping that cock. When was the last time she did that for you?”

I didn’t answer. The question seemed rhetorical. And truthfully, Michelle had sucked my cock just the day before. Still, watching her do it now for another man seemed like the ultimate betrayal. Like she was so desperate to have sex with Marcel that she would selflessly give him this kind of pleasure, just in the hope of getting fucked later. It was so wild and so sexy I could hardly stand it, but in the end, I had no choice.

And Leticia held me by the hair, standing close enough beside me that I could smell the perfume of her body while she forced me to watch my wife suck Marcel’s cock.

Michelle took her time. She maintained deep eye contact with her billionaire lover, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked and licked. From time to time, she choked on his length, but that didn’t stop her. Eyes watering, she persisted, as desperate to give pleasure as she was to receive it.

And soon, she had Marcel groaning. Soon, he was swaying on his feet, moving his hips back-and-forth, fucking my wife’s mouth. His cock was too big for the whole length to fit inside, but Michelle did her best to take him as deep as she possibly could, suppressing her gag reflex as much as possible and always, always staring up at him with those big, blue, watery eyes.

Finally, Marcel seemed to have enough. His cock shone with her saliva as he pulled it out of her mouth, and Michelle gasped for air. But he didn’t give her time to recover. Instead, he reached out, taking her firmly by the arm. And he pulled her up onto the bed, my wife scrambling as he climbed onto the mattress behind her.

Marcel got on the bed too, kneeling on the mattress behind her. Michelle, smiling, turned her face toward him over her shoulder, the two of them kissing again. At the same time, his hands moved over her big breasts, squeezing and teasing, rolling the swollen nipples between his fingers. Michelle lifted one arm, curling it behind his head as she continued to kiss them. The other, while I watched in total despair, reached down between her legs and began stroking her pussy.

Soon, one of Marcel’s hands followed. It slid down over her smooth skin, reaching between her legs, covering her own. Michelle moaned against his mouth as he fingered her, leaning back against him, pressing her body against his. I could see everything, everything I wanted right in front of me and yet so completely out of reach as my cock throbbed and raged against the rope tied around it. She was driving me crazy, just as she wanted to, just as she had told me she would. She moaned as Marcel’s fingers slid inside her pussy, claiming that beautiful body, and I watched her squirm, watched her gyrate her hips, watched her desperate for more of what he was giving her.

Suddenly, Marcel pushed her forward on the bed. Michelle put out her hands to break her fall, her blonde hair bouncing around her face. As she lifted her head to look right into my eyes, Marcel positioned himself behind her, holding onto her hips. Michelle grinned at me, her teeth showing as she bit her lower lip, leaving me in no doubt just how fantastic it felt to have the head of his big cock pressing against her pussy.

Then, he slid it into her.

Michelle’s eyes rolled back in her head, and a cry of pleasure erupted from her throat. I was so close to her that I could feel her breath on my skin, every moan and groan she made ringing like a bell in my ears. As if we were having sex, as if I was on top of her, our faces so close together. But of course, we weren’t. It was him making her scream and moan and shiver like that, not me.

“Oh my God, honey, his cock feels so good inside me!” Michelle screamed, her eyes closed now, her hands gripping the sheet underneath her.

And once again, I said nothing. I just watched, Marcel’s assistant holding me by the hair, as he pounded my wife from behind.



12. A Hotwife’s Choice

Michelle screamed. She was completely lost in her pleasure now, and in my own way, so was I. Watching the most beautiful show on earth, watching something I never thought I would see: the unbelievable spectacle of my wife getting fucked by someone who wasn’t me.

It was the most teasingly erotic experience of my life.

Frustrating. Heartbreaking. Absolutely unforgettable. There were so many different ways I could describe it, but it came down to one thing. Michelle, the woman I loved, on her hands and knees, getting railed from behind by another man.

The position I was in was physically uncomfortable, but that was nothing compared to the pain in my heart. And I had never in my life imagined that emotional pain could merge so seamlessly with pleasure, so that it became a kind of fuel. My cock was absolutely raging as I watched the whole wild spectacle, as I trembled with desperate passion and tried to keep my balance on my knees, my manhood aching from the rope tied around it. And all the while, Leticia held me by the hair, her fingers gripping tight, forcing me to watch. Not that I tried to look away. I couldn’t. The pain was too pure, the arousal too strong. All I could do was watch in disbelief as my wife gleefully and brutally betrayed me.

She was having the time of her life. Of course, in the situation we were in, I couldn’t discount the idea that in some sense, she was putting on a show. As wild as it was, Michelle got off on this, thoroughly enjoying the power she had to make me suffer and her ability to do whatever she wanted. But at the same time, I knew the cries of passion pouring out of her throat were genuine. I knew that shiver in her body, that flutter in her eyelashes. I knew the sounds she made when she was having a really good time. She was making those sounds now, and louder, it seemed, than she had ever made them with me. In agony, I kneeled there listening, wondering if I had ever in my life fucked her quite as well as she was getting fucked now. It didn’t feel like it. As her cries of passion filled Marcel’s cabin, as she thundered toward one orgasm after another, I felt like this smug billionaire was doing something to her that I had never done.

“Oh, that’s it, baby, that’s it,” Michelle panted, barely able to form coherent words as pleasure raced through her incredible body. “Fuck me! Fuck me hard!”

Behind her, Marcel grunted and panted, occasionally muttering things in French I didn’t understand, but I still got his meaning perfectly well. He held my wife by the hips, plunging his cock in and out of her pussy remorselessly, making her scream and yell with every powerful thrust.

Michelle came. There was no doubt about that. She came hard, and I had a front-row seat to this unbelievable show, all my fears and insecurities flaring up inside me at the beautiful and crushing sight of my wife’s orgasm. Had I ever made her cum like that? Had she ever screamed and cried that way for me, completely unable to hold back the wild pleasure exploding inside her?

But Marcel didn’t stop. He kept pumping away behind her, groaning with pleasure of his own, and as Michelle collapsed, her flushed face against the mattress, she yielded to him completely. She arched her back, her big beautiful ass in his hands as he fucked her, my gorgeous wife just a tool for him to use and a toy for his pleasure.

Michelle was practically sobbing now, her shoulders shaking, as Marcel fucked her to another climax. If I didn’t know any better, I might’ve thought she was in pain. But I did know better. I knew that she was experiencing unbelievable pleasure, everything that had happened so far on that trip leading up to this wild excitement.

She came again, moaning like a wounded animal as she did, making my cock throb with jealous lust I could do nothing about. And as she did, Marcel sighed, breathing out heavily. Tireless as he was, even he seemed to need to break.

Meanwhile, Leticia pulled on my hair again. Not really hard enough to hurt, but certainly enough to remind me that she was there. A beautiful woman I had only just met, who I knew nothing about, who nonetheless was witnessing this incredible intimate scene.

But it seemed she was no longer content to simply watch.

Letting go of her grip on my hair, Leticia stepped away from me. As she moved toward the bed, her hips swaying with every step she took in the high heels she was still wearing, I saw Michelle raise her face from the mattress. She looked exhausted, and as she watched the other woman approach, she looked momentarily confused. But as Leticia climbed onto the mattress where Marcel still kneeled behind my wife, his cock still buried inside her, my heart quickened as I realized what was going on. As unbelievable as it was, as wildly kinky as it could be, it was real. Leticia was going to join in, and only I would be left denied and frustrated, only able to watch what another man enjoyed.

Marcel smiled as Leticia approached. He knew what was happening, of course. How many times had these two weirdoes done something like this together? How often was climbing into her employer's bed part of her duties? But from the smile on her gorgeous face, it was clear that this was a perk of the job the stunning woman very much enjoyed.

Michelle turned her head, craning her neck to look over her shoulder at what was happening. Kneeling on the bed beside Marcel, Leticia swept her dark hair back from her face and kissed him. Still smiling, he kissed her too. And really, why wouldn’t he smile? He was making out with one beautiful goddess while his cock was still buried inside another, enjoying the kind of sex that most men can only dream of. Including me for the moment. And Marcel’s hands moved over Leticia’s incredible body, reaching inexorably for her breasts while she pressed herself against him.

Michelle moaned, a happy little moan of pleasure, as if she was enjoying what she saw. If she was jealous of the other woman kissing the man she was increasingly referring to as her boyfriend, she didn’t show it. Instead, she seemed entranced by the whole spectacle, turned on by the sight of this handsome man and this beautiful woman getting it on together. In a different situation, I might’ve been willing to concede that the two of them made an incredibly attractive couple. But at that moment, I was too caught up in my own desire, my frustration, my sexual humiliation. Just staying sane in the face of all that was more than enough of a challenge for me.

Michelle moaned again as Marcel’s big cock slid out of her. He pulled back, and she flopped down on the bed, lying on her side, curling her legs up toward her chest as she bent her knees. Her long blonde hair hung from her head as she propped herself up on one arm. Turning toward me, she flashed me a dazzling smile. A smile that said as much as any words. A smile that said, isn’t this awesome? Isn’t this amazing? Aren’t we lucky to be seeing two beautiful people like this naked in bed together? Aren’t you glad we came here?

In my state of absolute confusion and relentless desire, that last question was impossible to answer. Part of me felt like we had made the worst decision in the world, like we had made an absolute mistake in playing this game and allowing ourselves to put our marriage in so much danger. But Michelle knew that there was that other side of me, too. That side that found this all an incredible turn-on, that side I could hardly believe existed but could never fully ignore.

Then, she turned her glowing blue eyes back toward the other couple.

Both Marcel and Leticia were moaning softly now, their arousal climbing by the moment as they continued to make out. Marcel’s hand was between the toned thighs of his employee, his fingers sliding up inside her dripping pussy, bringing her pleasure. And Leticia’s hand was on his cock, stroking skillfully, sliding over the juices my wife had left there as she came twice while he fucked her.

Their passion grew. And soon, Marcel was wrapping his tanned arms around Leticia, laying her down on the bed. Michelle shifted a little to make room for them, still lying on her side, still content to watch for now. And I, of course, had no choice.

Marcel positioned himself between Leticia’s legs. And she, smiling up at him, spread those gorgeous thighs, wanting nothing more than to welcome him inside. As he slid his cock into her, she groaned just as my wife had, thrilled by the feeling of having him inside her just as Michelle had been.

Marcel began fucking her. Slowly, at first. But not for long. Soon, the pleasure I knew must be coursing through his veins got the better of him, and he picked up the pace. The muscles showed in his stomach as he pistoned his hips back-and-forth, sliding his cock in and out of Leticia’s streaming pussy. And soon, she was moaning in time with his thrusts, the bed shaking to their movements, her dark eyes closed, her hair fanning out around her face that was frozen in an expression of pure pleasure.

Marcel took his time. He was in no hurry. Completely in charge, with both these gorgeous women so eager to be used by him, to be filled by him, to be made to cum over and over again.

Because Leticia came too. I was in no doubt about that. I saw her tremble, heard her moan and shriek. I saw her legs convulsing wildly on either side of her boss, her high heels catching on the bed sheets as she exploded in pure delight.

While she lay still recovering, Marcel pulled out. Somehow, he still hadn’t cum. I felt another stab of insecurity and inadequacy as I reflected that, had it been me in bed with those two beautiful women, I wouldn’t have been able to hold anything back. I would have come a long time ago, before Leticia even got into bed with me, just from being with my wife. But of course, that wasn’t going to happen here. Here, all I could do was watch and wait and wish I was in bed with those beauties instead of him.

But clearly, that wasn’t going to happen.

Marcel lay back on the bed, resting against the headboard. Even his stamina seemed to have found its limits. And Leticia lay on the bed beside him, still gasping a little from the exertion of sex with him. But my wife, it seemed, was ready for round two.

She turned around on the bed, and I was able to watch her magnificent ass and her dripping pussy as she crawled away from me, toward him. She lay down beside him, and he reached out to her, smiling as he laid a hairy arm across her shoulders. Michelle smiled up at him with an adoring look in her eyes as she ran her hand over his toned chest, savoring the feel of his skin against hers.

But of course, that was never going to be enough. And soon, as she continued grinning up at him, her beautiful eyes locked on his, and her hand sank lower down over his body, over his abdominal muscles. I knew where she was going, and so did Marcel, and he ignored me completely, just smiling down at my wife while she took hold of his still-hard cock.

“Jesus, does this thing ever get soft?” She said, starting to stroke.

“Not around you, cherie,” Marcel said, my wife laughing a little too loud at the corny line.

She leaned closer to him. I watched in torment as she kissed his chest, several times, leaving a little trail of kisses over his skin as he ran a hand through her hair. On the other side of Marcel, Leticia watched, finally raising herself from the mattress to take it all in. But I only had eyes for Michelle. And she used her free hand to sweep her blonde hair back from her face, making sure I didn’t miss a thing as she kissed her way down Marcel’s body. I watched her run her tongue over the valley of his abdominal muscles, kissing and licking and even biting them a little in her pure desire.

But Michelle only had one destination in mind. And as she turned her head, moving ever lower on his stomach, Michelle turned her face toward me. Her eyes blazed as they looked deep into mine, and her mouth kissed his way down over his lower stomach, finally finding the base of his cock.

Marcel breathed out through his nostrils, watching my wife from under half-closed eyes now. She kissed his cock again, pressing her soft lips against the sensitive skin. Slowly, almost lovingly, she kissed her way up his shaft. Given his size, it took a while, and clearly, my wife was in no rush. A soft moan of pleasure escaped her throat as she kissed and licked her way up, all the way to the swollen tip. Marcel groaned as she kissed that, flickering her tongue over it, a wicked little smile on her face as she looked right at me.

Then, opening her mouth wider, she lowered it down onto his shaft.

Marcel groaned again. And it took a major effort for me not to groan myself, though for entirely different reasons. Somehow, watching her suck his cock was even worse than watching him fuck her. She was so submissive to him, so subservient. And the way she kissed his cock as if she was worshiping it, something she had never done for me. Michelle gave me blowjobs from time to time, but never with that kind of enthusiasm, that kind of passion. And now, her cheeks sank a little as she sucked him, her eyelids fluttering a little as she worked on his cock. Holding him at the base with one hand, she still had plenty of room for her mouth to work, and her other hand gently cradled his balls, toying with them while she serviced his manhood.

But the whole time, she looked at me. The whole time, she kept her eyes on me, this whole spectacle somehow between us, even though I was the only one not physically involved.

Because as Michelle suck Marcel’s cock, Leticia moved on the bed. Sweeping her own dark hair back from her face, she lay down beside her employer too, reaching out to take his cock in her hand. Michelle smiled as she lifted her mouth away, and Leticia grinned as she lowered her lips down onto lucky Marcel’s manhood.

“Look at that, honey,” Michelle said, as if I wasn’t already. As if I could possibly tear my eyes away from this outrageous spectacle. “Doesn’t she look amazing with his big, juicy cock in her mouth? And look at these big billionaire balls, full of a real man’s cum.”

While Leticia kept sucking Marcel, my wife lowered her head, gently kissing each of Marcel’s balls and making him groan. I winced, and Michelle laughed an evil little laugh, knowing exactly what she was doing to me and taking sadistic pleasure in it.

Leticia lifted her mouth away from Marcel’s cock, but still held it in her hand while Michelle kissed her way back on the underside of his shaft. Then it was Michelle’s turn to suck him again. She took his cock back into her mouth with obvious hunger, and Leticia smiled down at her, enjoying the show almost as much as Marcel was. He lay back on the big bed like an emperor, having two beautiful women serving him, almost fighting over him and his dick at times.

I watched in disbelief as they combined to give him pleasure, Michelle’s lips wrapped around the head of his cock while Leticia licked and kissed his shaft. Their tongues met around his meat as they licked and kissed it, and Marcel groaned and trembled, his hands behind his head now, his eyes closed.

With a gasp, Michelle finally lifted her mouth away, rising up on her knees. Leticia grinned up at her, her own mouth still full of Marcel’s cock. But she lifted her head away as Michelle moved on the bed.

Leticia sat back, making room for my wife as she swung her leg over the billionaire’s body, straddling him. Facing me. As she took his wet cock in her hand again, she stroked it, and I cringed again as I saw how close it was to her pussy, her lips moist and swollen and ready for him, desperate for him all over again. It was as if the more sex she had with him, the more she wanted, as if she was completely hooked on him and his big cock.

There was a look of triumph on Michelle’s gorgeous face as she rose up a little higher on her knees. And then, she closed her eyes as she lowered her pussy down onto his ready cock. Her mouth opened wide, a wild scream of passion rising out of her as his shaft spread her wet lips apart. She lowered herself down onto him slowly, letting her body stretch to accommodate his girth again. And he moaned in pleasure too, invisible to me now behind my wife as she sat astride him, beaming down at me.

Meanwhile, Leticia moved on the bed beside him. She crawled toward Marcel, disappearing behind Michelle. But I could hear them kissing again. And then, I heard something else. I heard the bed creak as Leticia rose to her feet, stepping over Marcel as he lay beneath her. Then, her back to me, she bent her knees, lowering her pussy down onto his face. His hands gripped her gorgeous ass as he began to lick her wet sex, and she let out a long moan of pleasure.

The smell of sex filled the room, along with the sounds of both male and female pleasure. Everyone but me was getting off. I just kneeled there, watching my wife riding up and down on top of Marcel’s cock, each bounce making her scream a little more. And soon, Leticia was screaming too, both of them lost in pleasure. As if they would rather have half of him than all of me. As if he could fuck them both at the same time better than I could manage either one of them.

Faster and faster. Harder and harder. Soon, the bed was bouncing to their movements, and I felt like the whole ship was swaying with the force of their sex. Michelle was like a wild animal, her blonde hair swirling around her face, strands clinging to her skin as she sweated her way toward another orgasm. Like a woman possessed, she rode his cock like it with the last one she would ever have, like she wanted to make each moment of pleasure last forever. Like she never wanted to stop.

And as her screams filled the air, as her mouth formed a perfect round O framed by the lips I had watched suck him off, I watched again as my wife came. I watched every detail, my eyes locked on her contracting pussy around his glistening cock as she bounced up and down on top of him, as she took him deeper than I had ever gone. As she rode his big cock toward an orgasm unlike any I had ever given her.

It was the sexiest thing I had ever seen. And given what had happened that weekend, that was saying a lot.

And as Michelle reached a climax, Leticia continued to moan and cry as Marcel ate her out. But even over that noise, I heard him let out a long growl, and I heard my wife gasp, and her eyes suddenly shot open, unfocused for a moment before they found mine. She gasped again, looking deep into my eyes as his cock spasmed inside her, and I knew, with a sick feeling of humiliation and disgrace in my stomach, that he was filling her with his cum. Another man was coming inside my wife, and the look of ecstasy on her face was terrifying. She was having the time of her life, sitting up there taking his load where no one but me had been for years.

Finally, Michelle sighed. Her legs trembled as she climbed off Marcel, his cock sliding easily out of her well-lubricated sex. She sat heavily down on the bed close to his feet, and his shining cock lay on his thigh, tamed at last. Meanwhile, Leticia shuddered as her boss licked her to orgasm, her moans of pleasure seeming to hang in the air long after her climax came and went.

She slumped on the bed on the other side of Marcel. For a while, all three of them lay there, breathing heavily, basking in the afterglow of wild sex. And I had never been so desperately turned on, so totally humiliated, so achingly in need of pleasure.

Finally, Marcel sat up. On either side, the girls watched him, Michelle’s blue eyes and Leticia’s brown ones tracking his every move. But now, for the first time in a long time, Marcel was looking at me. I didn’t want to look at him. I didn’t want to see the look on the handsome, suntanned face of the man who had just fucked my wife, along with one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen. But it wasn’t like I had a lot of choice. As he slid forward on the bed, I raised my eyes to his, feeling my cheeks burning with humiliation and shame, cringing as he smirked smugly down at me.

“I told you I would take your wife,” he said softly. “You should have let me pay you for her.”

“You offered to buy me?”

Michelle looked shocked, but she wasn’t exactly angry. In fact, the way she slapped Marcel’s arm was more playful than anything, and he grinned as he turned his face to her.

“Why not?” he said. “Admit it. You know I please you more than he does.”

“Well…” Michelle said.

She bit her lip, as if trying to keep the words inside, as she looked from Marcel to me. But it didn’t matter. The pause was enough by itself to tell me everything I needed to know. Marcel was right, of course. Not only could he fuck her better than me, but he could give her a life that I could never hope to compete with. At home, we had money worries piling up around us, ever since she had lost her job. But with him, it was like money didn’t even exist. They could spend all day having sex and traveling the world, and she would never even have to think about what it was all costing.

Kneeling there on the floor of the yacht, I had never felt so low in my life. Yet all the while, my cock simply would not stop throbbing, desperate for the beautiful and cruel woman sitting on the bed above me.

“Sorry, honey, but it’s true,” Michelle said, turning toward me with a slight shrug. “He fucks me so good.”

I didn’t say anything. I couldn’t say anything. The blood was roaring in my ears, and my heart was pounding in my chest, and even though I knew the truth of her words, that didn’t make them any less difficult to hear.

“Of course it’s true,” Marcel said. “I can give you a life a guy like him could never dream of. I like you, Michelle. You’re beautiful, and you're sexy, and I want to take you back to France. I want to take you around the world. I want to give you the life you deserve. Forget about this guy and come with me.”

I felt like I was frozen where I kneeled on the floor. I didn’t dare move, as if any gesture on my part might make the inevitable happen. Because it did seem inevitable. To me, everything Marcel was saying just made sense. I felt completely defeated, completely overmatched compared to him. And I kneeled there, my heart breaking as I waited for Michelle to decide she had had enough of me.

“No,” my wife said, softly but firmly. “Marcel, this is fun, and I’ll be honest. I really enjoy fucking you. But I love my husband. He doesn’t have your money and he doesn’t have your cock, but he’s the man I love.”

As ridiculous as it sounds, I could almost have jumped for joy in that moment if I wasn’t tied to the floor. I gazed up at Michelle with astonishment, my heart overflowing with love for that woman in that moment while his cum continued to leak out between her legs.

Marcel looked at me, just for a moment, then back at her. There was a slight smile on his face as he turned his eyes to me again.

“You’re a lucky man, Jason,” he said, shaking his head. “You have no idea how many women have taken that deal when I offered it.”

And bizarrely, I did feel lucky as I kneeled there on the floor. Still horny, still frustrated, still humiliated. But somehow, after all that had happened, after everything I had seen, my wife had chosen me, and that felt fantastic.

“I hope that doesn’t mean we can’t be very special friends,” Michelle said with a smile, placing a hand on Marcel’s shoulder.

“Of course, cherie,” Marcel said with a smile. “I can’t get enough of that body. Anytime you want to take a vacation, I’ll fly you out to wherever I am. I’ll treat you the way you deserve to be treated.”

He lifted her hand to his lips as he spoke, kissing her knuckles. And Michelle giggled, her cheeks flushed with pleasure as she turned to me again.

“Sounds like the perfect life to me,” she said.
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