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 The Scavenger Hunt 
 
    The bar was empty when Sara walked in. It was around one o'clock on a Saturday, and under normal circumstances she wouldn't even be there herself. The bartender must be taking a break. She took a seat at the far end of the bar, furthest from the door. It was dark and she wanted to wallow in her misery. 
 
    Sara leaned over to hang her satchel on a hook under the rail. When she sat up, standing behind the bar was the most beautiful man she had ever seen. She gave a started yelp. 
 
    “Can I help you?” he asked. 
 
    She just looked at him, tongue-tied. He was tall, around six two, she guessed. Broad shoulders and rough hands. His skin was dark, Mediterranean, his face was chiseled, his hair, jet black. He wore tight black jeans and a tan button down shirt with the sleeves rolled up, revealing the part of a tattoo. His name tag read “Gus.” 
 
    “Uhm, want me to come back?” 
 
    “No, no, sorry, you just startled me.” 
 
    “Didn’t expect a bartender?” 
 
    “Give me a glass of white wine,” Sara said. 
 
    The bartender reached for a wine glass when Sara changed her mind. 
 
    “Hold that. Make it a bourbon instead.” 
 
    “Really?” Gus said, as he reached for a rocks glass. 
 
    “Can’t a woman enjoy a bourbon?” 
 
    “Oh absolutely they can. My favorite women enjoy bourbon. It’s just most people don’t ask for wine when they really want the harder stuff.” 
 
    “Let’s just say, I need the hard stuff right now.” 
 
    The barkeep took note and grabbed the Jim Beam. “Ice?” 
 
    “Yes, please. And make it a double.” 
 
    The ice cube cracked as the bartender poured the potent brown liquid into the glass. 
 
    “Can I get you anything else?” Gus said as he passed Sara her drink. 
 
    Sara thought for a moment. Yeah, he could get her a nice back rub, and maybe a few items off her scavenger hunt list. “Not right now. I’ll get back to you, Gus.” 
 
    “Okay, you do that.” The bartender went back to his prep work, cutting up lemons and limes and other garnishes. 
 
    Sara took a long drink and pulled out her list.  
 
    Fucking husband, she thought to herself. Brad was supposed to be on her team for this hunt. A team that was supposed to be them, plus Andy, Alice and her girlfriend. The Red-Headed League, they named themselves, since none of them were actually red-heads. But first Brad decided he wanted to team up with his work group, morale boosting and all that. Then Andy got Covid and had to drop out. And on Wednesday, Alice called and said she and her girlfriend were having a little relationship trouble and needed to work that shit out. Sara could have rightfully drop out of the yearly event, but Sara wasn’t a quitter and she would shove the first place trophy up Brad’s ass. 
 
    Sara loved her husband, but he sometimes infuriated her. And not in ways other husbands do. Instead of leaving dirty dishes in the sink, Brad harped at Sara each time she bought the wrong dishwashing soap. While most guys forced their wives and girlfriends to watch football, Brad couldn’t wait two fucking days for Sara to get back from her work trip to watch the Game of Thrones finale. No, he had to watch it before her, instead of staying off Twitter or Facebook for 48 whole hours to avoid spoilers. 
 
    And every June, except one, since they were married, six in all, they had been teammates in the scavenger hunt sponsored by the city’s public library. This year, her husband’s office put a team together and she wasn’t invited.  
 
    Well, fuck’em, today the Red-Headed League was just brown haired Sara. And as she looked over the list of items she had to find, in the next ninety minutes, she knew she’d not get her wish, to sodomize her husband with the trophy. 
 
    And what a silly list of items it was: An ad for an attorney ripped from a yellow pages book, a wheat penny, anything made in Italy, a selfie taken in a walk-in cooler, a collectable plate, and an autographed book. 
 
    The hunt ran from nine in the morning and ended at three. All the teams met at the library where the list was distributed. Sara remembered the look she got from the event coordinator when she signed up as a sole hunter. 
 
    “You can join one of the other teams that are short a player,” she offered. 
 
    Sara declined. She would rather fail as the only member of the Red-Headed League, than join a pick-up group. 
 
    Now she sat alone in this bar, with three of six items nestled away in her satchel. She got the wheat penny at a coin dealership about a 15 minute walk from the library. It cost her fifty cents. She ran into at least three other teams on her way out of the shop. The coin was not going to be the hardest item to get. Sara went to a Goodwill Thrift store three doors down and easily found a collectable plate. There were about a thousand to choose from. She grabbed a Gone with the Wind commemorative, at five dollars, it was the cheapest. 
 
    She was a little over half an hour into the hunt and she had a third of the items she needed. She figured the selfie would be easy, and if she went to an Italian restaurant she could kill two birds. That left the yellow pages and the autographed book. She knew of one used book store within walking distance and two more that she could drive to. 
 
    Sara was getting ready to leave, when she spotted Brad. He was browsing through the stores anemic supply of old, ratty books. Duh, maybe she could get lucky and find an autographed book here. 
 
    She went over to join her husband in search of a hidden gem. 
 
    “You finding anything?” she asked. 
 
    “Huh, Oh, hey Sara.” Brad leaned in to kiss his wife. She pulled back. 
 
    “Too soon, Brad.” She was still pissed at him. 
 
    “I told you, I tried to get them to let you join our team, but we had five already.” 
 
    “You didn’t have to leave the Red-Headed League,” she said, quickly flipping through the books haphazardly thrown on the shelves. No rhyme or reason to how they were displayed. “Traitor.” 
 
    “Sweetheart.” 
 
    “Don’t sweetheart me.” 
 
    Brad realized he shouldn’t push his luck. “So, how are you doing?” 
 
    Sara wanted to ignore him, she was so mad, but she couldn’t help herself; he was still her husband. “Got two items, so far — Ah, make that three.” She showed Brad the copy of The Da Vinci Code with Dan Brown’s scrawl on the title page. Probably signed by an auto-pen, but it still counted. 
 
    “Look what I found.” she said shoving the book in his face. She thought she might pick up some lube on the way home. “Got half the items I need, all by my lonesome.” 
 
    “Very good, I’m totally happy for — hey.” Brad had made a quick grab for another copy of the same book that was nearby, hoping it too might be signed. Sara was too fast and got it first.  
 
    “Wow, look at this, another signed one. Think I’ll take this as well.” 
 
    “Cheater.” 
 
    “Traitor. And how the fuck is it cheating? I’m buying a book.” 
 
    “You’d do this to your own husband.” 
 
    “You are really one to talk.” 
 
    “I’ll show you where to get a wheat penny.” 
 
    Sara laughed. “That’s the first thing I got.” Sara started heading to the check out. “Love to stay and chat, Dear,” Her words dripped with sarcasm, “but I got a hunt to win. And don’t worry, we’ll both get to enjoy the trophy.” 
 
    Sara left her husband among the books, a stunned look on his face. On the way out she asked the clerk if the store happened to have a yellow pages phone book. She thought she had lucked out again, when the blonde said yes. She asked to see it and when the book was handed to her, she saw ALL of the attorney ads had already been ripped out. 
 
     The clerk had a sly look on her face, like she had already been asked about yellow pages and knew Sara’d be disappointed. “Thanks anyway,” she said. 
 
    Outside the store she took another inventory; three items down, three to go, and still five more hours to look. She might be done with this hunt by noon. 
 
    She was wrong. 
 
    Sara spent two hours looking for a yellow pages, with no luck. Then she spent another hour trying to find a restaurant that would let her into their walk-in cooler. They all said no, something about insurance. Her last stop had been the Italian joint next door to the bar she was in. Less than two hours to go and she was no closer than she had been when she left the thrift store. 
 
    No team had ever collected all the items on the list in the history of the event, but she seriously doubted three items would be enough to win this year. 
 
    “Gus, can I have another double?” 
 
    “Only if you tell me your name.” 
 
    As a rule, Sara didn’t like flirting with strangers, but today, there were no rules. 
 
    “Sure thing, Gus. Name’s Sara. No h.” 
 
    The bartender placed the drink in front of her. “Okay, Sara without an h, you want to share?” Instead of going back to polishing glasses, or cutting up more fruit, Gus just stood in front of her. Sara wasn’t sure what she was expecting, but it did appear Gus was interested in hearing her story. So, she spent another ten minutes explaining why she was in his bar, downing whiskey at one thirty in the afternoon. 
 
    “Brad’s an asshole,” were the bartender’s first words when Sara was finished telling him her tale. 
 
    “I’m not sure I like you insulting my husband.” 
 
    “It’s the truth. Only an asshole husband would abandon his wife during this obviously important quest.” 
 
    “You making fun?” 
 
    “Deadly serious. Two things I don’t mock, Arsenal fans and scavenger hunters.” 
 
    “Go on,” Sara said. She was really starting to like this guy, even if she wasn’t too keen on him dissing Brad. 
 
    “Arsenal fans because, duh, they’re Arsenal fans and that’s too easy. And scavenger hunters because you are a scavenger hunter and I’m expecting a good tip.” Gus ended his speech with a goofy, yet innocent grin. 
 
    “Now, I know you’re mocking me.” 
 
    “Sara, seriously, I never goof about tips.” 
 
    “Fine.” 
 
    “So, I’ve convinced you. Your husband’s an ass.” 
 
    Sara grinned. “Sure, my husband’s an ass.” It felt surprisingly good to say, and a bit naughty. 
 
    “And, if I heard you correctly, you have two hours to get three items on your list.” 
 
    “More like an hour and fifteen minutes.” 
 
    “Then we better hurry.” 
 
    “We?” 
 
    “Yeah, we.” Gus grabbed the scavenger hunt list and started scanning it. 
 
    “You know the prize is only a trophy and a $50 gift certificate to the Cheesecake Factory.” 
 
    “If it’s no big deal, why do you do it?” 
 
    Before she could answer, Gus hunched down below the bar. Sara stood up to see what he was doing, and she almost got hit in the face with a huge phone book. 
 
    “Here ya go.” the bartender set the book down on the wooden bar with a satisfying thud. “A virgin yellow pages. Probably hasn’t been opened in over ten years.” 
 
    “Oh shit. You kidding me?” 
 
    “We’ve gone over this already, Sara, sweetheart. I don’t joke about scavenger hunts.” 
 
    Sara let the ‘sweetheart’ line slide. If Gus was going to give her one of the items she needed, he could call her anything he wanted. 
 
    “And you’ll let me deflower this book?” 
 
    “Sara, your way with words, inspires me.” Gus paged quickly through the book until he came to lawyers. “Voila,” 
 
    Sara’s heart started racing with excitement. Maybe she might at least come in second or third. There were over fifty pages of ads for lawyers covering the gamut from accidents, to small claims. She could have grabbed any, but there were so many to choose from. She couldn’t decide, so she asked Gus to pick one. 
 
    “How about this?” the bartender pointed to one, seemingly at random. 
 
    “Gil Preston?” Sara saw he was a divorce attorney. “You’re a bad boy, Gus.” Sara was mad at Brad, but not that mad. Picking a divorce attorney’s ad just seemed wrong. “I think I’ll go with Marty “Iron man” Goldstein.” She ripped out the page and tucked it into her satchel. 
 
    “Hand me a pen, will you Gus, so I can mark that one off the list, not that it matters.” The last bit she added under her breath. 
 
    The bartender gave her the pen that was tucked behind his ear. “What do you mean by that?” 
 
    “I still need two more items. I’m sure someone must have found at least five of the six, if not all of them.” 
 
    Gus asked Sara for the list again. She handed it to him after marking off the yellow pages ad. The bartender gave a pensive look. 
 
    “So, you still need that selfie?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “And you asked Luigi’s, next door?” 
 
    “Yeah,” the dark cloud that had been hanging over Sara’s head when she entered the bar returned. “tried there, and about a dozen other restaurants around here.” 
 
    “Wellllll.” Gus held the word until he got Sara’s full attention. “I guess it’s a good thing my cousin owns the joint.” 
 
    And in an instant the gloom was washed away and Sara jumped for joy from her bar stool. “And you’ll put in a good word for me? Tell them what I need?” She was giddy and nervous; so close to the finish line.” 
 
    Gus reached out for her hand, she offered it up. “For a beauty like you, Sara, I’d do just about anything.” 
 
    Sara was so overcome with joy, she couldn’t help but grab Gus’s face and plant a sloppy wet kiss on his lips. It was a quick kiss and once she’d realized what she had done, she pulled back. They both looked into each other’s eyes, no words passed. 
 
    Sara had meant for just a peck on the cheek, a simple kiss of appreciation, but her emotions had got the better of her. She had kissed his lips, and she had experienced a new emotion, one she hadn’t felt in a long time. 
 
    The gaze lingered between them, Sara frozen, her hands still held Gus’s face, his stubbly beard like fine sandpaper against her palms. She felt herself pulled in two directions. She was a married woman who could be forgiven a simple kiss of gratitude, but her body seemed to want more. She wanted to taste this man, this near stranger, but she knew she shouldn’t. She didn’t pull back, she didn’t lean in, flight or fight. 
 
    Gus, who had no qualms against kissing this woman at his bar moved in. That action was enough to break the enchantment. Sara released his face and pulled back with a giggle. 
 
    “Sorry. I couldn’t help myself. I’m so excited.” 
 
    “A beautiful woman never has to apologize for giving me a kiss. I’m always open to that.” Gus checked his watch. “It’s about a quarter to two, when’s this contest over?” 
 
    “Three. If we hurry we’ll be able to get the shot, and maybe that last item.” 
 
    “Okay, what are you waiting for Miss Scavenger Hunter. Let’s get you that selfie.” 
 
      
 
    It didn’t take much talking to convince Tony, the day shift manager to let Sara into the kitchen’s walk-in cooler. 
 
    “You should have told me you knew Gus,” Tony said to Sara, “I’d have let you in when you asked an hour ago.” 
 
    “I didn’t know Gus an hour ago.” 
 
    “Happier times, I’m sure.” Tony said. 
 
    “Very funny, stronzo,” Gus said with a laugh. 
 
    Tony gave him a playful jab to the gut. Sara could only stand and watch as the two wasted her precious time with half-hearted roughhousing. 
 
    “Who you calling an asshole.” 
 
    “You, asshole.” 
 
    “Boys,” Sara sighed. If it had been another time, and she hadn’t been in a hurry, she might have admitted to enjoying two handsome men showing off for her. As it was she was so close to getting the fifth item on her list, she could almost taste the victory. “Tick Tock.” 
 
    “Sorry, sorry,” Both men said as they straightened themselves up.  
 
    “My cousin works right next door,” Tony said. “And he can’t even stop over to say hi, once in a while.” 
 
    “You can always come over for drinks after the lunch rush.” 
 
    The argument continued for another four or five minutes with much waving of hands, but luckily no fisticuffs. Sara was eventually able to get the two men to end their bickering and let her get on with her quest. 
 
    “Men!” Sara mumbled to herself as she and Gus made their way through the darkened dining room toward the kitchen. The lunch rush was mostly over and the staff was busy prepping for the dinner crowd. 
 
    Sara must have started going in the wrong direction, because she felt a strong pair of hands grab her waist and adjust her heading. For the second time this afternoon, Sara felt that new, yet vaguely familiar feeling stirring in her core. 
 
    “This way,” Gus said. The handsome bartender lead the way past a small wine bar, down a ramp, and into the kitchen. 
 
    Unlike the dining area, the kitchen was hustling. Sara was momentarily stunned by the blur of action. Dishwashers busy cleaning the last of lunch dishes and running the clean ones to various stations around the kitchen. Prep cooks cutting up vegetable and simmering sauces, while the head chef was making last minute changes to the specials of the day. 
 
    Gus moved Sara through the chaotic dance like a pro, his hands never leaving her waist, until finally they arrived at their destination. The bartender reached for the cooler’s handle at the same time as one of the prep cooks. 
 
    “Hey, Johnny, could you give us two minutes.” 
 
    Johnny did not look amused. His white chef’s coat was splattered red and off-white. His face glistened with sweat. His eyes bloodshot from not enough sleep and maybe a few too many controlled substances. 
 
    “Constantine, wha’cha doin’ here? Not only ruinnin’ the bar upstairs, gotta mess around down here?” 
 
    “We’ll only be a minute Johnny. By the way, this is my friend, Sara.” 
 
    So she was a friend, now. Sara kinda liked that. 
 
    “Sara, nice to meetcha. You gonna help us cut three cases of red peppers for the Provencal?” 
 
    “Ha. Ha.” Sara gave a stilted laugh, not sure what she could say. 
 
    “Two minutes, Johnny, please, let us have two minutes.” 
 
    Johnny looked skeptical.  
 
    “We’ll be in and out of the cooler in no time.” 
 
    “Sure ya will.” 
 
    Sara started to worry this prep cook was going to ruin her day, but she didn’t know what she could do about it. Maybe a bribe? Fortunately, Gus had that covered. 
 
    “Stop by the bar tonight Johnny, after dinner, and your drinks are on me.” 
 
    The prep cook’s eyes lit up. He didn’t appear to Sara, to be one to pass up free drinks. “Due, minuti, capisco?” 
 
    “Yeah, I get it, two minutes.” 
 
    Johnny waved his hands in disgust and turned away to work on another project. 
 
    “Let’s hurry, before he changes his mind,” Sara said. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Johnny’s a high functioning alcoholic. He ain’t giving up free booze.” 
 
    Sara followed Gus into the cooler. 
 
      
 
    It was cold in the cooler, and while not freezing, Sara found herself shivering. She was dressed for summer weather, with a short sleeve thin blouse and a pair of her husband’s cargo shorts. (Sara loved the pockets.) 
 
    The cooler was narrow but long. Cases of veggies — carrots, lettuce, peppers — sat on the shelving that ran down one side, while what seemed to be an infinite variety of pasta sat in tubs along the other side. 
 
    Sara’s world was suddenly enveloped in darkness as the cooler door slammed shut. 
 
    “Fuck,” she said. Instinctively she lunged forward to grab Gus, not so much out of fear, but surprise. 
 
    “Sorry about that,” he said, although he really wasn’t 
 
    Gus maneuvered around Sara trying to reach for the light switch. For a moment the chill of the cooler was banished by the warmth of the man moving by her, his body touching hers. Sara thought she might have felt his penis rub against her lower back as he slid past her. He felt — big, but that might have been wishful thinking. It took great will power to stop herself from touching it. 
 
    What are you doing? she thought to herself. Alone. In the dark. With a handsome stranger. 
 
    “Winning a scavenger hunt.” 
 
    “What?” Gus said as he flicked on the light. 
 
    “Nothing. Nothing.” 
 
    “So how do you want to do this?” 
 
    Gus gave her a look. A few nasty thoughts popped into her head. 
 
    “How do I want to do this?” she let the words out slowly, as if she were thinking about the perfect shot, and not what she’d like to do with this man’s body. Sara rubbed the underside of her wedding ring with her thumb. Was that a bit of guilt she felt? She wished her husband was here, maybe she wouldn’t feel tempted. But, he wasn’t so that was his problem. 
 
    Sara looked around. She pulled out her phone and activated the camera app. She selected the front lens and spent a few moments trying to find the best angle for a picture that would prove she was in a walk-in cooler. The only light came from a single bare incandescent bulb near the front of the cooler. and several attempts resulted in pictures that looked like she was standing in a dark void. Eventually she turned on the flash and got a picture of herself in front of several boxes of produce. 
 
    “That should work,” Sara said, when she had a picture she was happy with. “Let’s get out of here, I’m freezing.” 
 
    Sara had goosebumps running up her arms, and her nipples where rock hard. Yet a certain warmth lingered in her core. 
 
    “Can I get one?” 
 
    “You want a selfie in here?” 
 
    “No, babe. I want a picture of you and me in here. As a souvenir.” 
 
    Sara didn’t answer right away. She was taken aback by the man’s easy use of ‘babe’. 
 
    “Please,” Gus said, his pleading eyes became dark brown pools of warmth in the dim yellowish light. 
 
    She had no intention of refusing, but she liked hearing the handsome man beg. “Sure thing.” 
 
    Gus got behind Sara and pulled her body into his. She was feeling warm, and not just from his body heat. The bartender had one arm around Sara’s waist and his camera was in the other. 
 
    Sara felt comfortable and snug, wrapped in Gus’s strong, yet gentle embrace. She smiled for the camera, a real smile. She was happy, despite knowing she should not be. 
 
    Light flooded the cooler as the flash on Gus’s iPhone went off and he took a picture. It looked good, but Sara thought it could look better. 
 
    “My eyes were closing, try another.” Gus took another picture. “How about we try this?” Sara reached her arms back and around the bartender’s neck. Another picture was taken. It looked really good and Sara realized they made quite the couple. She wanted to take many more pictures, but she knew she shouldn’t. She needed to finish the scavenger hunt and win the trophy. 
 
    Reluctantly she released Gus’s neck, but instead of disengaging he set his phone down on a shelf and wrapped his other arm around her. The bartender held her tightly. Sara didn’t resist. 
 
    “Your hair smells wonderful,” Gus said as he nuzzled her slender neck. 
 
    “That’s the marinara — oh” Sara's witty retort was cut short when she felt a stirring between their bodies. The bartender’s cock had come to life. Sara again felt a strange stirring, for the third time that day, and she finally recognized it — lust, a desire for someone new. 
 
    Gus started nibbling Sara’s neck, and she felt goosebumps dance down her spine. 
 
    “We shouldn’t,” she whispered, but instead of pulling away she tilted her head to the side to give him better access. 
 
    “God, that feels nice.” 
 
    Sara knew, without a doubt she needed to put a stop to what was happening. She knew where this train was heading. A dangerous destination. 
 
    Gus took her words as a sign he should continue. He moved his left hand up to massage Sara’s breast. She gave out a yelp, her body igniting. The feeling of his warm hand on her tit sent a jolt of power to ripple through her chest. His touch thrilled her, even through her blouse and bra. While his left hand was full, the bartender started working his right hand down into the front of Sara’s pants. Her pubic hairs tingled as his fingers crawled through them, toward her pussy. 
 
    “We really, really, shouldn’t be doing this,” she said again, without conviction.  
 
    “Should I stop?” Gus’s fingers were now circling her clit. 
 
    “Oh, God, please don’t.” 
 
    Gus took the words the wrong way and he started to pull his hand out. 
 
    “NO!” Sara grabbed his wrist while his hand was still in her shorts. This was the moment Sara knew this train was going to reach its destination. “No, please don’t stop.” 
 
    Gus gladly complied. His finger worked their way further down, between her moist labia. Sara felt her heart skip a beat and she melted back into her lover’s embrace. 
 
    “You are so fucking wet,” he said. Sara felt her body shiver as his breath danced along her skin. 
 
    “You make me wet.” She turned her head and kissed Gus. Her lips quivered as they parted, allowing his tongue to explore her mouth. Sara was feeling a passion she hadn’t felt since the first time she’d slept with Brad. It was the feeling of newness, of desire with no strings attached. There was no history between these two lovers, and no future, just the now. 
 
    Sara felt her lower body start to shake, a climax was approaching. 
 
    “Oh, god, Gus. So good.” 
 
    “Let it go, babe, let it go.” The bartender penetrated Sara’s pussy with two fingers, while his thumb continued to rub her clit. 
 
    “Ahhhhhh. Fuuuuuuuuck.” Sara’s orgasm arrived with a scream. She let it all out, she couldn’t help herself, no matter how badly she didn’t want the kitchen staff to know what she and Gus were doing. If she didn’t scream, she’d explode. The strength in her legs vanished and she felt herself sliding down, which forced her lover’s fingers deeper inside her. 
 
    “Oh God, oh God. oh God.” Sara had another orgasm, smaller, but no less pleasant; the first time she’d experienced two climaxes so close together. 
 
    Eventually she regained enough strength to stand, unassisted. Sara turned to face Gus. He gave a mischievous smile as he licked his fingers. 
 
    “You are delicious.” 
 
    She pulled him down for another kiss, now if was her turn to explore his mouth. Her tongue darted past his lips. She tasted herself and had to agree. She did taste good, on her lover’s lips. 
 
    While she kissed her bartender, Sara rubbed the erection that had formed in his pants. 
 
    “We should do something about this.” 
 
    “Not here. I have an apartment above the bar.” 
 
    “What time is it?” Sara was lust drunk, but not an idiot. She might be willing to cheat on her husband, but she wasn’t going to give up on the hunt. 
 
    “Ten after two.” 
 
    “Then we better hurry.”  
 
    They ran into Johnny outside of the cooler, his arms crossed over his barrel chest. “Two minutes, my ass.” 
 
    “Thanks Johnny, we’re in a bit of a rush. I owe you, trust me. I know.” the words spilled out of Gus’s mouth as he dragged Sara passed the pissed off prep cook. 
 
    “Fooking right, you owe me.” Johnny yelled back at them across the noisy kitchen. 
 
    Desire was still in control of Sara’s mind and body. She ignored the dirty and lusty looks she got from the staff as they left the kitchen. She was doing calculations in her head as they rushed to Gus’s apartment. She figured she could get to the library from here in ten minutes. With five minutes to get to the apartment and five minutes to cool off and clean up, she figured they had a good twenty minutes. Enough time for a quickie, and if it was good enough, maybe a promise of another in the future. 
 
    Gus lead Sara out of the restaurant and to a plain, unmarked door that was between it and his bar. There was a set of stairs behind the door. They took them two at a time. 
 
    Once inside the apartment, they wasted little time discarding their clothing. Sara didn’t get a good look at her surroundings. Her attention was on Gus and the gorgeous body he was revealing to her. He was a work of art, a Michelangelo sculpture come to life. His muscles were well defined, but not enormous, he obviously exercised, but the only weight training, probably came from lifting cases and kegs of beer. On his right shoulder was a green dragon, it’s head toward Gus’s neck, it’s tail snaked partly down his arm. 
 
    They stood face to face in Gus’s bedroom. Sara in only her lace panties, a rather dark wet stain on the front. Her chest bare, her nipples dark and hard as erasers. The bartender was naked, save for his socks, and a pair of tight boxer briefs that fought to contain a rather nice looking erection. 
 
    Sara couldn’t help but fall to her knees. She pulled down Gus’s underwear to reveal a beautiful, circumcised erection. It was dark and veiny and she wanted nothing more than to feel it inside her. 
 
    “You have a magnificent cock,” she said. “And I’d love to spend hours playing with it, but — ” 
 
    “I know. The hunt.” 
 
    Sara looked up into his charming brown eyes and smiled. “Yes the hunt.” She licked a drop of precum that was about to drip onto the floor and then kissed up and down the shaft. She then took him into her mouth for a few deep strokes. 
 
    “Yummy.” 
 
    “You are one beautiful woman, Sara. And I love what you’re doing, but if you keep it up, I’m going to cum down that pretty little throat of yours and we won’t get to have any real fun.” 
 
    Sara gave Gus’s cock a few more sucks and then jumped up and onto the bed. She spread her legs invitingly wide. “You’ve got a condom, I presume.” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    Sara began rubbing her clit as she watched her lover take a condom box out of the bedside drawer. 
 
    “You get lot of girls coming up to your apartment?” 
 
    “No girls, just women, and not a lot, but I do get my fair share — fuck” 
 
    “That didn’t sound good.” 
 
    “Motherfucking roomie.” Gus showed Sara the box, it was empty. “He used the last one, and didn’t tell me.” 
 
    More quick calculations. Gus normally used condoms, so he was probably clean. She wasn’t on birth control, Brad always used a condom, himself. Shit, time was running out. When was her last period. Under other circumstances she could tell you the exact day of her cycle she was in, but it wasn’t coming to her now. Sara knew, she should say no, give Gus a blow job and call it even. But right now, she wasn’t thinking with her brain, she was thinking with her pussy. 
 
    “Promise to pull out?” 
 
    “Promise.” 
 
    “Then come here and let’s do this.” 
 
    Gus did not need to be asked twice. He moved swiftly across the bed and knelt between Sara’s open thighs. His cock was not huge, around seven or eight inches, not much larger than her husband. But the man it was attached to was new. Someone she had never been intimate with and that made all the difference. 
 
    The bartender ran the shaft of his cock between Sara’s moist labia to lube it up. 
 
    “No time for teasing.” Sara grabbed Gus’s dick and lined it up. “Fuck me, stud.” 
 
    The bartender pushed himself in. They both gave deep sighs as he did.  
 
    “You’re like velvet. Warm velvet.” 
 
    “That feels so good.” 
 
    With little effort Gus pushed himself all the way in. He held her tightly and they started kissing. It was passionate, but not urgent as before. This was a kiss of comfortable lovers, even though they’d only known each other less than a couple of hours. The bartender started working his hips, slowly stroking, in and out. 
 
    “Ah, fuck.” Sara sighed. Gus felt so good. She didn’t know how she would feel, later, at home with her husband, but for now, she was inching toward nirvana. They made love this way for a few minutes. Two bodies, connected by flesh, sharing a moment in time. 
 
    “This is good.” Sara was looking into Gus’s beautiful brown eyes when she said it. “Your cock is amazing.” 
 
    “Is it larger than your husband’s.” 
 
    “Don’t bring him up, right now. This is between us.” 
 
    Gus moved in for a kiss. Sara opened her mouth in pleasure as his cock moved deep within her. “Ahhhhhh.” They shared another passionate kiss. 
 
    “Do me from behind.” 
 
    “If you insist.” 
 
    They temporarily parted, and Sara got on all fours. Gus got behind her and started pumping away. They were now fucking. Gus grabbed her hips for leverage and picked up his pace. 
 
    “Oh shit, Gus. That feelssss, oh I’m close.” Sara felt a climax coming, and she knew it would be huge. 
 
    “Gawd. I can feel you tightening around my cock. So good.” Gus kept pounding away. The two lovers were lost in their own pleasure.  
 
    “I’m close,” Gus warned. “Really close.” 
 
    As he spoke, Sara started shaking, she was cumming hard. 
 
    “Shit, Sara, you feel amazing. Ah I’m going to cum, should I — ” 
 
    “Don’t you fucking dare,” Sara screamed. She was in the middle of the best orgasm of her life. Waves of pleasure rolled through her. And just as it seemed her own climax was waning, she felt Gus’s cock pulsing within her as he released his seed. The warmth of his cum spread through her body and another orgasm hit as she realized what they’d done. 
 
    Exhausted, Sara’s limbs gave way and she slumped to the bed. Her lover collapsed on top of her, his weight comforted her. She could feel his cock begin to deflate. 
 
    “Sara, that was great,” Gus was able to say, between breaths. He rolled off her, and she felt a void where his cock used to be. 
 
    “I can confidently say, it was the best I’d had in a while,” Sara said. It was mostly true. Her and Brad’s sex life was decent, but it had been sometime since it had been earth shattering. Besides, she knew men needed to be assured of their prowess sometimes. She rolled over and looked at her lover. “I’d love to stay for another round. But I have a treasure hunt to get back to, and my husband will want to know where I am. Sara got out of bed and started gathering her clothes. 
 
    “You think, you’ll win?” Brad asked as he watched her get dressed. 
 
    “Maybe. Five of six items is pretty damn good. Should at least tie for first, you’d think.” Sara wished she’d had time to take a shower, to wash the debauchery away. As it was she had exactly twelve minutes to the end of the hunt. She had finished buttoning up her blouse when she felt Gus move behind her. His arms wrapped around her and she thought he was going to try and persuade her to stay. She had to admit to herself, she might not be strong enough to resist. 
 
    Instead of an embrace, Gus reached his hand in front of Sara, to show her a post card. It showed a breathtaking photo of a small town nestled between steep cliffs and deep blue ocean waters. ‘Saluti d’Amalfi,’ it read. 
 
    “That looks lovely, but I have to go.” 
 
    Gus flipped the card around and pointed to the fine print in the corner. ‘fattio in Italia’. And it hit her. The final item she needed. 
 
    Sara abruptly turned around and grabbed Gus. She hugged and kissed him. “Are you my deus ex machina?” 
 
    “Your what?” 
 
    “Never mind. Are you giving this to me?” 
 
    “Let’s say, you earned it.” 
 
    She smile and leaned in for a slow passionate kiss. “I wish we had more time.” 
 
    Gus stood there, naked. His body glistened with sweat, his cock smeared with cum, both his and hers. It was so hard to turn away from his beauty, but she did. She thanked him for the post card and turned to go. 
 
    “Do this again, sometime?” 
 
    “I’m married,” she called back to him. “And no matter what we did today, and how pissed I am at him, I still love Brad.” 
 
    “Good luck.” 
 
    And if I change my mind, I know where to find you, she thought. Sara hurried down the stairs, her satchel full of treasure slung over her shoulder. 
 
    She was the last to arrive at the library to turn in her haul. She was the only one who collected all six items. Brad looked at her, stunned, but with a hint of pride in his eyes. His team collected five items, and expected to tie for first, before his wife had come and surprised them all. If he had to lose, he’d rather it be her. 
 
    “Congrats, sweetheart,” Brad said to her after the prizes were awarded and the hunt was breaking up. 
 
    Sara was giddy with excitement — from winning, from beating the odds, and from Gus. Surprisingly, even though she had just had mind-blowing sex less than ninety minutes prior, she was still horny as fuck. Something had gotten into her, a need to have sex with her husband now. 
 
    “Take me home,” she said to Brad. She moved in close and whispered, “I need you to fuck me.” 
 
    Her husband was shocked, which didn’t surprise Sara, since she hadn’t said that to him since before they were married. Something about the day’s events had lit a spark in her. 
 
    The couple raced home. They quickly stripped down as they made their way to their bed. Sara hoped Brad was too blinded by lust to noticed the scent of another man on her body. They rolled around on the bed, kissing and caressing each other, both anxious but in no real hurry. 
 
    When her husband reached for a condom, Sara stopped him. 
 
    “I want you to make love to me without it today.” 
 
    “But.” 
 
    “Hush, I want to feel you, feel you release in me.” 
 
    “You sure?” 
 
    “Positively.” 
 
    “And if you, if I make you — ” Brad couldn’t complete the sentence. 
 
    “Then you do.” 
 
    Her husband smiled and complied. He entered her, bare. “You’re very wet.” 
 
    “You make me wet,” she said, not completely lying. 
 
    They fucked, Brad came, adding his semen to her lover’s. Sara smiled, as her husband’s cum washed about the worry she had about what Gus might have also given her that afternoon, beyond the ad, the selfie and the post card. Brad thought the smile was for him. Sara did nothing to disabuse him of that notion. 
 
      
 
    † 
 
      
 
    I mostly write Hotwife/Cuckold stories.  This one is purely a cheating wife story.  I'm not sure what inspired me here.  I think it may have been searching for a hook, after a series of stories I started centering on a poker game.  I needed something to draw my protagonist into that bar, in the middle of a Saturday afternoon, so nature could take it's course.  You introduce a woman, pissed at her partner, to a sexy, handsome bartender, and you've got a hot tale on your hands. 
 
    For me, the hardest part of this story, was figuring out what items to put on the scavenger hunt list.  I wrote down the six items, then asked my wife which she thought would be the hardest to get.  She thought the penny would be impossible, and it would be without a coin store nearby.  I'm old enough, by the way to have a whole fucking can of these on my dresser. 
 
    One day, when I'm feeling really wicked, I'm going to write a story where Sara takes Brad to that bar, and see what happens.  
 
   


  
 

 Coming Home 
 
    Early one Thursday morning, as I walked into the office, my boss laid a stack of files on my desk a foot thick. 
 
    “I need these finished and on my desk when I come in tomorrow.” 
 
    I took one look and figured if I skipped lunch I could still make it home before six. That’s when his assistant drop the banker's box next to it. 
 
    “These too?” I asked with a hopeful grimace on my face. 
 
    “These too, have a big partner’s meeting.” 
 
    “It’ll be ready, boss.” I waited until they both left to start cussing. Looking over the crap they’d dumped on me, I knew I’d be working into Friday morning. I immediately called Alison and told her I wasn’t going to be home tonight. She took it well, and that should have thrown up a red flag, but I was too focused on the mountain of paperwork to notice. 
 
    After the call I started grinding through the files. I was joined a half hour later by two of my fellow attorneys, and after lunch we had several paralegals helping. We were done by four and I was able to leave the office and head home by five. I should have called my wife to tell her I was on the way, but I didn’t. I wanted to surprise her. Turns out I was the one in for a surprise. 
 
    I pulled up to the house and found the driveway occupied by our lawn guy's truck and trailer, so I had to park on the street. As I walked up to the house, I found it odd I couldn’t hear the mower going. 
 
    I went inside and called out for Allison. She didn’t answer, but I did hear a little commotion upstairs. I set down my briefcase and coat and went to investigate. 
 
    At the top of the stairs I froze. I heard the sounds of exertion coming from our bedroom, mixed with a few muffled words, still too low to understand. Deep down, I knew what was going on, but I still had plausible deniability. But the siren’s call drew me further toward the bedroom door, and each step revealed a new dimension. A woman’s moan, my wife. A grunt, deep, male, not mine. 
 
    The door was open, just a crack. I thought about storming in, swinging. But some deep hidden desire stopped me. To my humiliation, the sound of my wife fucking had me hard as stone and the pervert inside me demanded to see my wife in the throes of ecstasy with another man. 
 
    I slowly pushed the door open, hoping my presence would go unnoticed. 
 
    I was greeted by the sight of Allison, my beautiful wife, lying naked on the bed with her pale legs wrapped tight around a man, I presumed to be our gardener. He was thrusting his hips rapidly. The moist sounds of fucking assaulted my ears. I could smell her arousal all the way across the room. 
 
    I needn’t have worried about being noticed. The lovers on the bed were in a world of their own. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” my wife screamed. “Fuck me hard, Michael, I’m close. Harder.” 
 
    The man between her legs, Michael, tried to comply. He thrust hard and deep, drawing more cries of passion from my wife. 
 
    “Oh that’s so good. I’ve needed a good pounding for so long.” 
 
    The words hit hard, but I couldn’t deny them. I’d been ignoring my husbandly duties ever since I got promoted. My wife and I have only had sex maybe two times in the last year, a blow job on my birthday and a quickie on hers. Embarrassing. 
 
    “Oh fuck, here… here it… oh fuck, here it comes.” My Allison let out a scream. 
 
    “Yeah, slut take it,” the man said, his first words since I arrive. “Come on my cock.” 
 
    “Oh fuck yeah, I’m your slut.” 
 
    “Damn, you’re tight. You obviously don’t get fucked enough.” 
 
    My heart was breaking as they exchanged pillow talk, but my cock was steely with lust. Why was I so aroused watching my wife make love to another man? Why did seeing my wife moan with pleasure on another man’s erection make me desire her even more? 
 
    “You like this cock, don’t you?” 
 
    “Love it… So big… so hard.” Allison panted as she spoke. Her words more like grunts. 
 
    “Who’s pussy is this?” 
 
    “Oh, Michael, this is your pussy now.” 
 
    “My cock better than your hubby’s?” 
 
    “Oh god, fuck. I don’t remember, but, oh shit, probably.” 
 
    Like a sledgehammer to the gut, the words left me wheezing. But unlike when I got the breath knocked out of me, right now, my cock was still rock hard. I wanted this show to end, but I didn’t want to stop it, and neither did the lovers in the bed. 
 
    “Oww, Allie, baby, I’m close. Oh fuck. Where do you want it.” 
 
    Shit, he was going to come in my wife. Did he have a condom? I always wore condoms. Well, I wore one on my wife’s birthday. I didn’t even know if she was on birth control. 
 
    “Oh shit. Don’t stop. Cum in me. It should be okay.” 
 
    Should be okay? Fuck, he was bare and about to plant his seed in Allison’s womb. 
 
    With a loud grunt, Michael drove his cock in deep and held it. His ass clenched and I could see his balls tighten against his body as he inseminated my wife. 
 
    “Fuuuuuuuuk,” he said when he was finished, and collapsed on the bed, our bed. Our marital bed. 
 
    They lay there for quite a while. Michael on his back, one arm behind his head, the other wrapped lazily over Allison’s shoulder as she snuggled up to him. She was running her fingers through his fine curly chest hair. 
 
    I don’t know how much I missed, but I was hoping the fucking was over for the evening. I was wrong. 
 
    Allison started nipping at Michael’s tiny nipples while stroking his penis, and it started coming back to life. 
 
    “You really want more of this?” 
 
    “I told you, Michael, it’s been eight months since Robert and I have had sex, and that was so quick, I didn’t even cum. I really can’t remember the last time I’ve had a proper fuck.” 
 
    “Well then, Allie, let me give you another proper fucking.”  
 
    My wife, giggled as Michael maneuvered her body around so she was on all fours and he was behind her. He entered her again, bareback, and started thrusting, deep and slow. 
 
    “Oh god, that’s so good.” 
 
    “So when is Bob supposed to come home?” 
 
    “Shit, I forgot about him.” 
 
    Another body blow, but by now I’d become so accustom to the pain, I hardly felt it. 
 
    “He said maybe by midnight, but probably much later.” 
 
    “So we’ve got a good three hours before I should start thinking about leaving.” 
 
    “Stop — oh fuck — stop worrying about Bob and just worry about fucking me.” 
 
    Michael was eager to comply. He grabbed my wife’s bubble butt and started pounding her pussy with long rapid strokes. 
 
    “Shit.. ahhhhh… fuck. Harder. Fuck me harder.” 
 
    “You want it rough, huh slut?” Michael grabbed Allison’s pony tail and pulled her head back.  
 
    “Uhhhh. Fuck me, babe, fuuuuuuuck me.” My wife started cumming, loud and hard. I only hoped the neighbors couldn’t hear, or maybe thought it was me. Then she screamed his name and ruined that hope.  
 
    Michael rode my wife hard, and when he was close he pulled out. He turned her around and aimed his cock at Allison’s face. His first shot of cum landed on her cheek, before she was able to take him into her mouth. The next shot hit her nose. The rest, went down her throat as she sucked him dry. She didn’t care that he had been inside her, that she was tasting her own lubrication. She never did that for me, even when we were dating. Our gardener was showing Allison pleasures she never imagined and now, she was rewarding him for it. 
 
    “Hmmmm, so good. I love sucking your cock, Michael.” 
 
    “And I love watching you do it,” the gardener said. 
 
    Once she had sucked the last drop of cum from his balls, Michael fell back on the bed again. “You’re wearing me out, Allie.” 
 
    “I’m not done with this cock yet.” My wife took his deflated penis into her mouth and started sucking it, eager to get it hard. “I’ve got plenty more climaxes I want to experience tonight.” 
 
    “Give me a moment, babe, a moment is all I ask.” 
 
    “I don’t know when I’ll get to come like this again.” 
 
    Michael silently enjoyed himself, while my wife licked and sucked. I watched for a little while, but I wasn’t sure I was eager to see another coupling. Now I had to decide what I would do next. 
 
    I could barge in, put a stop to the evening’s festivities and then — I don’t know what. Demand he leave? Fire his ass, obviously. What about Allison? Tell her to stop? How could I ever trust her? Did I want a divorce? 
 
    What I really wanted was for things to go back to the way they were, before I saw my wife fuck Michael. That wasn’t going to happen. Pretending I didn’t know was not going to work either. As I was trying to come up with a plan, my wife had gotten the gardener hard again and was mounting his erection. She was going to be on top for this round. 
 
    I couldn’t watch anymore, but I found it hard to turn away. I took a quick picture with my phone and left the two lovers to their ecstasy. 
 
    I was driving around town, when I finally figured out what I was going to do. I realized I loved my wife, dirty slut or no. I was partly to blame for denying her my affection. I may pay the mortgage, keep her clothed and fed, but a woman like Allison, deserves more than the basics.  
 
    So, I decided I would call home and let my wife know I got my work done sooner than expected. Then, I would go home and make love to my wife, reclaim her — if you will, if she would have me. I’d tell her I knew of her affair. I’d apologize for neglecting her, for paying too much attention to my job and not enough to my wife. I’d promise to be a better husband. And I’d give her all the sex she could stand. 
 
    And if that wasn’t enough. If she still wanted to fuck the gardener, or the plumber, or the pool boy, I’d be okay with that. As long as she told me about it, maybe let me watch sometimes, and then let me reclaim her after. 
 
    † 
 
      
 
    I think this was the first story I wrote for the Medium website, after I had reached a high enough follower count to start getting paid.  I'd seen other authors use very descriptive and graphic titles.  I named this one, I Came Home Early and Caught the Gardner Pounding my Wife's Pussy.  I wasn't proud, but it was a hit.  I read somewhere, when you're writing for a website like that, you should consider your titles as headlines, let the reader know what they're getting, don't make them guess.  It's another cheating wife story, but where the husband catches her and decides he likes to watch.  Everyone is happy in the end. 
 
   


  
 

 Wedding Day Surprise 
 
      
 
    It was a late June wedding, she was a beautiful bride, wearing white, playing the innocent. 
 
    “You may kiss the bride,” the priest said. 
 
    The reception was a blur, an obstacle to overcome on the way to consummating their marriage. 
 
    Her lover was waiting, naked, his beast of a cock fully erect. 
 
    Husband undressed his wife and offered her to the better man, the one to fuck her first on her wedding day. 
 
    The lover took the wanton bride from behind, his body a blur as he thrust his bare cock into her womb. In time, he pushed deep and held her tight as he released. She came as his cock pulsed within her. 
 
    When her lover was finished, she went to her husband, semen dripping down her thigh. She embraced him and whispered, “Happy Father’s Day.” 
 
    After a gentle kiss she added, “your turn,” and handed him a condom. 
 
      
 
    † 
 
      
 
    This quickie was inspired by a twitter post.  The person was wondering why they'd never read a story where the wife's lover inseminated her and said those magic words.  I took the story in a slightly different direction and it turned out so hot.  I think it's the most cruel scenario I'd ever written. 
 
   


  
 

 Ashley Finally Plays 
 
    The bar was packed and noisy. Every stool was filled, same with every table. A grunge band played on a make-shift stage. I didn’t know why my wife picked this place to meet up, although I would eventually learn. 
 
    I pushed my way to the bar but when I got there, the three bartenders kept ignoring me. Mr. Goth, with his black jeans and t-shirt, never even made eye contact. He just moved down the bar slinging drinks to the regulars, knowing what they wanted before they even asked. Mr. Clean-cut, with his white button-down shirt and black suspenders kept to the other end of the bar, entertaining a trio of blonde women with his fancy banter and flair. The worst was Mr. Rough, with his scruffy face, bar towel tossed over his shoulder and a cigarette tucked behind his ear. He looked me right in the eye as he took the order of the guy standing behind me. 
 
    I was getting tired of the abuse, but when I turned to leave, she walked in. Ashley, my wife, was stunning, in her tight white blouse and a short black skirt that barely covered her ass. Her shirt was open one button too far to be respectable, revealing a healthy amount of her peachy cleavage. She was dressed to draw attention, and she was. 
 
    Despite the crowd, I watched as the men turned as she passed them, their eyes locked on her ass so hard, I’m sure she could feel it. One man was so bold as to bump into her and brush her breasts with his hand. She just rolled her eyes and walked past him. 
 
    She was heading my way, but refused to make eye contact. I was a little confused. When she arrived at the bar, I said hey, and leaned in for a kiss. She ignored me and waved down the bartender. Mr. Rough was there in a flash. 
 
    “What can I pour you, gorgeous,” he asked. His eyes were focus on her breast. 
 
    “Hey,” I said, “that’s my w — ” 
 
    “I’ll have bourbon, one cube of ice.” 
 
    “My kind of gal,” the bartender said as he reached for a rocks glass. 
 
    What was going on? Why was my wife pretending I wasn’t even there? I was about to say something when Ashley reached for her phone and started typing. My phone buzzed a few seconds later. 
 
    It was a text message, from my wife, who was standing right next to me.  
 
    Play along 
 
    I could not guess what that meant. I typed back 
 
    ? 
 
    She replied 
 
    Tonight’s the night. 
 
    A shiver ran down my spine. Her face pulled into a wicked grin. For the past year we’d been using the idea of bringing another man into our bed as a way to spice up our sex life.  
 
    It started one evening when we were watching our favorite local band play a nearby dive bar. We were in the crowd, my wife and I grooving to the music. I told her I had to use the men’s room, but she was so caught up in the music she didn’t realize I’d left her side. When I came back, I found her dancing with a strange man. He was about my height, but built like a linebacker. My wife was lost in the music, her eyes closed, swaying her body. He was behind her with his hands on her hips, subtly guiding her. I found myself getting hard at the sight, so I stood back and watched for a few minutes. When the guy finally got bold enough to pull her ass against his crotch, my wife immediately realized it wasn’t me behind her and pulled away. With much embarrassment the guy apologized to her, saying he thought she was enjoying the dance. 
 
    Later that evening, in bed, my wife admitted when she felt the guys erection against her ass, she had a minor orgasm. She had already been aroused by the music and the dancing, thinking it was me with her. The shock of contact set her off. 
 
    After that night, she’d sometimes mention the encounter when we were in bed. Saying how nice that big cock felt against her. If she was really feisty she’d say how much she wished I was bigger when I was fucking her. Demanding I go faster and harder and deeper. If she didn’t cum before I did, she’d demand I eat her out so she could have her climax, and again, if the mood was right she’d talk about how I was cleaning her up after her lover had visited. 
 
    Sometimes, we’d go out to bars and clubs, and I'd watch other men hit on her from afar. Ashley never failed to attract a slew of men to her side when I wasn’t there, sometimes even when I was. We had a signal she gave when she wanted me to come and end the encounter. Then we’d go home and fuck like crazy. Sometimes it took longer to give the signal then I’d prefer. More than one guy actually got his hand up her shirt to play with her breast. And once, she let a guy penetrate her with his finger — at the bar. That time she didn’t give the signal. She excused herself to visit the restroom. From there she texted me to meet her in the car. She joined me a few minutes later, after masturbating in the ladies’ room. 
 
    The thought of another man fucking my wife was more of a running theme, a fantasy, than something I actually wanted to try. Well, I guess my wife had decided it was something she wanted to do. And it was either go with it, or demand she stop. From the look on her face, it appeared she was in no mood to stop, and since I was now horny as fuck, I figured it was as good a time as any to find out if my cuckold fetish was real, or something I wished to keep a fantasy. Unfortunately, once Ashley got started, I knew there would be no stopping her. 
 
    Eventually Goth guy served me, a gin and tonic. So I took my drink and moved away from my wife. I found a good vantage point near the hallway to the restrooms. I could see her, but I couldn’t hear anything she might say above the din of the music and the crowd. 
 
    For the next half hour, my wife sat alone at the bar. Other men were never far away. A few offered to buy her drinks, but she waved them off. She had her eye on Mr. Rough. And he seemed to enjoy the attention. Her drink was never empty for long, and there were several times he waved other patrons away to chat with her. 
 
    I was just finishing my drink and getting ready to try and get another, when Mr. Rough leaned across the bar and whispered something into Ashley’s ear. She gave a sexy grin and nodded her head. The bartender went over to one of his co-workers and started talking. My phone buzzed. It was a text from my wife. 
 
    This is it. Text sad face emoji if you want 2 stop. Won’t check again til after. 
 
    My cock was hard as iron. My heart was racing. Desire drove my thoughts, jealousy nagged me, causing a pit to open in my stomach. But I was enjoying the pain. All these thoughts and emotions overwhelmed me. I wanted the idea of this more than I wanted the reality. Maybe it was time to stop. 
 
    Ashley was looking at her phone. Waiting for my reply. I saw Mr. Rough take his bar towel off his shoulder and head around the bar. I started typing, trying to find the emoji. It was hard. I never used it, so I had to scroll through all the other choices. Fuck, this was taking too long. He tapped her on the shoulder. 
 
    “Got it,” I mumbled to myself and hit send. 
 
    I looked up. Too late, she’d already put her phone away and was heading out with Mr. Rough. They made their way through the crowd toward the rear of the bar. I followed. 
 
    It was like swimming upstream, fighting the bodies, some moving toward the bar, some dancing. For a moment I lost sight of Ashley and nearly panicked. Then I saw the emergency exit door open and saw her and the bartender slide out and close the door behind them. 
 
    I rushed to the door. A sign said the alarm would go off if the door was opened. Mr. Rough must have disarmed it to take my wife somewhere more private. I figured he was on break, so they had maybe fifteen minutes to fool around. I could wait it out, or follow.  
 
    It wasn’t even a tough call. I pushed open the door, praying he hadn’t reset the alarm. My prayer was answered. I stepped outside into the alley. The door closed behind me with a click. The raucous sounds of the bar became muted. 
 
    I looked right, about thirty feet away the alley opened up to the street. To the left the alley grew dark, past a few garbage bins. I didn’t see anyone, so I closed my eyes and listened. I heard a faint moan. The constant din of traffic and people along with the muted bass of the band almost covered it up. They were past the bins, maybe twenty feet away. I moved between the dumpsters and the building, hoping to avoid being seen.  
 
    I saw them, up against the far wall. Mr. Rough was leaning back against it, my wife in his embrace, his groin against her ass. He had his face planted against her neck, kissing it, sucking it, trying to leave a mark. One hand was mauling her breast, the other was in her panties. I could almost hear how wet she was over her moaning. Her eyes were closed, a look of bliss on her face. 
 
    “Oh, oh shit.” I could hear Ashley getting louder. An orgasm was approaching, but before it arrived, Mr. Rough stopped fingering her and turned her around toward him. He took her head in his hands and pulled her in for a kiss, his mouth attacking hers. I heard their moans trying to pass through a tangle of their tongues wrestling. It was so hard to watch my wife in obvious pleasure, delivered by someone else. I wondered if she knew I was watching. She didn’t seem to care. 
 
    “Come on, bitch,” Mr. Rough said, “Only got another ten minutes left on my break, foreplay’s over.” He pushed my wife to her knees. She took the hint and withdrew his cock. It was long and thick, pink with a purple crown, though that could have been the neon lights. I didn’t get a really good look at it, because as soon as it was out of his pants, she took it into her mouth. 
 
    It was exquisitely painful, watching the love of my life worship another man’s cock. Taking the shaft into her mouth, bobbing her head back and forth. My heart ached as my erection grew. I wanted to touch myself, rub my own cock, but I didn’t want to come in my pants. Plus, if I came, I might not enjoy the show my wife was putting on. 
 
    “Oh, Honey, you are a great cocksucker. Oh fuck.” He grabbed her head and pulled her closer, forcing his cock down her throat. I heard her gag. He held her like that for longer than I thought he should, but she took it all without any struggle. Eventually, he released her. 
 
    “You play rough,” she said, looking up at him while she kissed and licked his balls. “Hope you can fuck just as hard.” 
 
    “Let’s go,” he said. Mr. Rough pulled my wife up and his pants down. He pushed her back against the wall and reached under her skirt to tear her panties off. He stuffed them into his pocket, before lifting her skirt, revealing her neatly trimmed pussy. Ashley took his erection and guided it to her dewy lips. 
 
    “Fuck,” she said as he thrust himself to the hilt. “God is that good.” 
 
    “You’re wet as a swamp. Been a while since you been fucked?” 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    “Doesn’t your husband take care of you?”  
 
    “Oh, shit, fuck.” Mr. Rough had started fucking my wife and she was hardly able to speak. “Oh, my gawwww.” 
 
    The bartender was violently thrusting his cock deep into my wife’s womb. Repeatedly pushing her up against the wall. 
 
    “That. All. You. Got?” She was just able to mutter between thrusts.” 
 
    “Oh, bitch, you ain’t seen nothing.” Mr. Rough withdrew and turned Ashley around. She threw her hands up against the wall and pushed her ass out toward her lover. He lined himself up and resumed fucking. 
 
    “Oh. Shit.” My wife said. She was getting louder and her words less coherent. “Harder, you fucker, harder. I’m close.” 
 
    I never knew my wife liked it rough. She never mentioned it to me. I doubted I could treat her like the slut Mr. Rough seemed to be enjoying. 
 
    The bartender had my wife’s hips in his grasp, holding her tightly while he pushed himself hard and deep into her pussy. “Take it bitch. Take my cock. Fuck you’re tight. This cunt needs to be used more. Hubby is definitely neglecting you.” 
 
    Mr. Rough really seemed to enjoy fucking another man’s wife. Seemed Ashley had picked the perfect man for her performance. 
 
    “Shut. Up. And. Fuck. Me.” 
 
    And he did. His body was a machine, jack-hammering my wife’s pussy with abandon. “Oh Fuuuck, babe you feel so good. Gonna cum. Where. Where you want it.” 
 
    “Inside me. Cum inside me.” 
 
    Again, her words stabbed me in the heart. She was inviting a stranger to release his seed deep in her womb. I was stunned, but so fucking aroused. It hurt in so many ways. 
 
    “And the name’s Ashley.” 
 
    “Fuck. Here it cums, Ashley.” With a loud grunt, Mr. Rough drove himself deep and held my wife to him as he came. His ass flexed as he tried to plant his seed just a little bit deeper. “Fuck. Shit. Fuck. Take it all, Ashley. Take it all.” 
 
    I think I preferred when he called her bitch. Using her name was too personal, too intimate. 
 
    “Oh Fuck, Ashley that was good. I really needed that.” Mr. Rough quickly pulled his pants up while he spoke. “You wanna stick around. I get off around midnight. We could go again, take our time.” 
 
    I was worried she might take him up on it. What I really needed to do was go home and fuck my wife. I needed that badly. Earlier I was afraid seeing my wife fuck another man would be too much. That I would hate it. I didn’t. I fucking loved it. It made me want my wife more than anything else. I loved seeing her cum hard with another man, knowing he was just a fuck toy to her. I was the one she loved. 
 
    Ashley tried as best she could to make herself presentable. She gave her lover a tender kiss on the lips. “Would love to, Rick, but I gotta get home to my husband. He’s probably wondering where I am.” 
 
    “Does he know you’re fucking around.” 
 
    My wife paused before answering. “He might suspect. But he doesn’t ask, and I don’t tell.” 
 
    She gave me a wink. I guess she did know I was watching. 
 
    “Have time for one more drink?”  
 
    “Hm, sure. What can one drink hurt?” 
 
    Rick took my wife’s hand and lead her back into the bar. “Wish you’d brought that bar towel with you, your cum is running down my thigh,” my wife said just before the door slammed shut. 
 
    I was alone, in a dimly lit alley. My wife inside having another drink with her lover. Even though I enjoyed watching them fuck. Now that it was over, I wanted my wife to myself. How long would one drink last. Should I stay close by or wait for my wife at home. My question was answered by a text from Ashley. 
 
    Go home.  
 
    Shit, I thought to myself. I needed my wife, specifically I needed to fuck my wife, to reclaim her. As I was composing the text, asking how long she would be, I got the answer. 
 
    Don’t wait up. 
 
    “Fuck, fuck, shit fuck,” I screamed. This wasn’t how this night was supposed to end. She was supposed to come home with me. She was supposed to fuck me, while talking about her experience with another man. 
 
    Well, I wasn’t going to let the night end like this. I was going to go back into the bar and get my wife and take her home. I just hoped she’d agree to that. 
 
    The emergency exit was locked on the outside so I had to go around to the front. The band was packing up and the crowd was starting to thin out. My wife was nowhere to be seen. Neither was her lover. 
 
    I went to the bar and asked if anyone knew where Rick was. 
 
    “Took the rest of the night off,” Mr. Clean-Cut said. 
 
    “Fucker ditched us, so he could fuck some hot slut,” Mr. Goth added, a detail I didn’t really need. 
 
    I went home. Tried to sleep, but couldn’t. Poured myself a shot of whiskey, then another. Finally nodded off around three. 
 
    She finally came home at six in the morning. I awoke with her standing over me, her blouse slung over her shoulder. She was silhouetted in the bedroom doorway, the rising sun shining behind her. She looked like an angel, a very, very naughty angel. 
 
    “You mad?” 
 
    I didn’t answer. I was mesmerized by her beauty. 
 
    “Bill, Honey, are we okay?” 
 
    I wanted to be mad. I wanted to be furious. I was hurt. I was in pain. I was jealous and I was so fucking aroused, my cock hurt. I wanted to be mad at Ashley. I wanted to hate her. But I couldn’t. I loved her. I wanted her. I needed her. Specifically I wanted to fuck her. 
 
    “Bill, you’re starting to scare me.” 
 
    Later on, we’d talk about what she did. How it caught me by surprise. How I wasn’t sure she should do it. How much I enjoyed it. How much she enjoyed it. I would demand all the details of what they did last night. How many times they fucked, how many times she came. Where he came. 
 
    All that would come later. It was important, but not at the moment. At the moment I wanted to fuck my wife, and I could only hope and pray she wanted to fuck me. 
 
    “Ashley, come here. We can talk later, right now I want to fuck you, no, I take that back, I want to make love to you. If you’ll have me.” 
 
    My wife breathed a sigh of relief. “Oh course I’ll have you. You're my husband. No matter how tired I am or how sore I am, I’ll always want you.” 
 
    Her words healed all the wounds I’d suffered that night. She came to me and we made love. I was slow and gentle. I could feel his cum inside her, and I didn’t mind. I don’t think she came, but I did. I would make that up to her later, after we’d slept, and showered. 
 
      
 
    † 
 
      
 
    In this story I get back to hotwife territory.  Husband and wife play with the idea of her fucking another guy, but never pull the trigger.  It was obviously the hubby who was afraid, but once the action gets started, he realizes how much he enjoys it.  I'm sure this could be the seed for a longer story, exploring the ups and downs of the hotwife lifestyle.  Maybe, I'll tuck this away for later. 
 
   


  
 

 Nicole Enjoys Dessert 
 
    I knew our waiter would be trouble the moment we were seated. He had shoulder-length black hair — impossibly curly, olive complexion and dark soulful eyes. My wife had a thing for Italians, and this man pushed all of her buttons. 
 
    “Welcome to Francesco’s, my name is Antonio and I’ll be your server for this evening.” The patter was rote but Nicole, my wife, followed every word, transfixed. He ran down the evening’s specials, my wife asking him to explain everything and he seemed pleased to do so. 
 
    Antonio paid her special attention, pretty much ignoring me. Her choice of wine was inspired, her entree was his favorite. 
 
    My wife rewarded his attention by laughing at all his witty retorts, lightly touching his hand on more than one occasion. She didn’t even look at me, until he left our table to put our order into the kitchen. 
 
    “Happy Anniversary, darling,” I said, trying to draw her eye; she was watching the waiter's ass as he walked away. 
 
    She turned to me. “I’m sorry, did you say something.” She held an earnest look on her face for just a moment, then broke out into a smile. “You’re jealous.” 
 
    “Should I be?” 
 
    “Maybe, Antonio is cute.” 
 
    I took a sip of water. I know my wife was teasing, but it hurt, just a little and to add insult, my cock was stirring in my pants and I had to adjust myself to avoid too much discomfort. 
 
    My wife raised her eyebrow; she noticed. “Happy Anniversary,” she said, raising her water glass for a toast. 
 
    I was able to hold her attention for about five minutes. That’s when Antonio returned with our wine. She stared at him intently while he uncorked the bottle. He had fine technique, I had to admit, but then again, the bottle cost a hundred dollars, so he better treat it properly.  
 
    The waiter handed Nicole the cork so she could inspect it. With her approval, he poured a small amount into her glass. She brought the glass to her nose for a sniff, then took a sip into her mouth, she played the liquid over her tongue, her brow furrowed until finally smiling up at Antonio and nodding. My wife was loving our waiter’s attention. I don’t know if she knew how jealous she was making me, but I don’t think it would have mattered if she did. 
 
    Antonio poured more into her glass before setting the bottle down on the table, not even bothering to pour any into mine. 
 
    “If there’s nothing else, I’ll be back, soon, with the main course.” 
 
    “Isn’t he amazing,” Nicole said, her eyes alight with delight. Like she was admitting to a schoolgirl crush. 
 
    “Seriously?” I said, pouring my own wine. 
 
    “Lighten up, Alan, it’s my anniversary, I’m allow to have a little fun.” 
 
    “It’s our anniversary,” I reminded her, “and I’m not against having fun. We should absolutely have fun.” 
 
    I reached across the table and took my wife’s hand. I raised my glass. “To five wonderful years.” 
 
    “And to many, many more,” Nicole added. Her sultry eyes hinted at what the night would bring for us. I was mesmerized. We leaned in for a kiss but she turned her head at the last moment and my lips planted on her cheek. Antonio had returned. He had our meals with him. 
 
    “Veal Milanese, for the lovely lady,” he said as he set the plate in front of my wife. He set my Sausage and Peppers down without a word. It was like I wasn’t even fucking there. 
 
    Antonio didn’t leave right away though, he stood at our table, expectantly eyeing my wife. It took her a moment to realize he wanted her to taste the meal. Nicole took a bite, she closed her eyes, a look of intense pleasure filled her face. She smiled and opened her eyes, she looked as if she’d just had a small orgasm. “That’s very good, Antonio.” 
 
    “Buona. Enjoy, and if there’s anything else I can get you, just wave.” Our waiter, never once, looked at me. He only had eyes for Nicole. And to my discomfort, and arousal, when he was at the table, she only had eyes for him. 
 
    And he was at the table constantly throughout the meal. My wife and I would exchange a few words, but if her water glass was empty Antonio was right there to refill it. When she took her last sip of wine, he was right there to pour her more. When she dropped her napkin once, he had a fresh one to offer her before the other even hit the floor. 
 
    “Doesn’t it bother you,” I asked Nicole, “That our waiter is ignoring your husband?” 
 
    “Oh, sweetheart, they’re expected to pay attention to the woman, keep her happy and the couple will be happy, get a big tip.” 
 
    “But ignoring the husband, that’s just rude.” 
 
    “Oh, is my hubby feeling neglected by the handsome waiter?” My wife spoke to me like she would a child who was complaining about a bully. Then I felt her foot in my crotch. 
 
    Nicole had taken off her shoe and was rubbing her bare foot against my penis. Her eyes lit up when she discovered it was erect. 
 
    “This flirting is getting you hard, isn’t it?” 
 
    I couldn't really deny it. “Yeah, can’t say why.” 
 
    “You are jealous, right?” 
 
    “Extremely.” 
 
    “But aroused.” 
 
    “Yeah. What’s your point?” 
 
    “Wonder what would happen if I went further.” 
 
    My cock jumped. Nicole gave a wicked grin and took her foot away. She took a long sip of her wine, emptying the glass. 
 
    Antonio was by the table before she even set down the glass. She smiled as he poured, batted her eyes a few times. She held his complete attention, her gaze, locked on his, yet he didn’t spill a drop of wine. I had to admit, Antonio knew what he was doing. 
 
    Nicole rewarded him by leaning forward a bit, giving him a good view down her cleavage. For just a second his eyes flashed down. My wife pulled her dress away from her body, just a bit. I knew she wasn’t wearing a bra so Antonio must be getting a good view of her nipples. 
 
    “You like what you see?” she whispered. 
 
    For once our waiter was speechless, he only nodded. All night Antonio had been seducing my wife, now she had turned the tables. 
 
    It was like a kick to the stomach, but my cock was raging. 
 
    Nicole sat back, satisfied with the reactions she had elicited from both of us. My wife was really enjoying herself this evening, drawing the rapt attention of two men, her husband and a complete stranger. Oddly enough, I had to admit to myself, I was sort of enjoying the show. I wouldn’t confess that to anyone else, but deep down I loved seeing my wife act wantonly. Would I enjoy seeing her go further than flirting? I didn’t immediately know the answer to that. 
 
    “Would you like some dessert?” my wife asked me, while still looking at our waiter. I glanced up at Antonio’s face. He wore a predatory grin. I could only imagine the wicked thoughts running through his mind. 
 
    I was too preoccupied with the drama I was watching to answer. Nicole didn’t ask again. 
 
    “I’ll have the tiramisu.” 
 
    “Excellent choice.” 
 
    Of course it is, I thought. 
 
    Antonio held his gaze on my wife for a moment longer, then turned to go. Before he went, he finally glanced my way, but it wasn’t to ask what I wanted. He’s eyes told me, my wife was his this night. And from what I had witnessed, I couldn’t really argue. 
 
    When our waiter finally left, my wife stood up. 
 
    “I need to go powder my nose.” She leaned down and gave me a warm, passionate kiss. Her tongue invaded my mouth, unexpectedly. This wasn’t an ‘I’ll be gone for just a second’ kiss.  
 
    “I love you,” she said, before heading off. I followed her ass as she strutted away, my emotions in turmoil. I didn’t know what was going on, but I had a sinking suspicion. 
 
    Those suspicions were confirmed a second later. My wife had just turned the corner toward the restrooms when I saw our waiter follow her. I knew something was up, and I didn’t like it, although you wouldn’t guess that if you knew how hard my cock was. 
 
    I didn’t wait for our dessert to arrive. I figured my wife was planning on having Antonio instead. I got up and followed the pair. Around the corner, I was confronted by a choice. There was a men’s room, a women’s room, and an unmarked door a little further down the hall. I listened, but heard nothing. While I stood there, a well-dressed black man came out of the men’s room. He nodded as he passed. Okay, they couldn’t be in there, I hoped. I went into the men’s room and was glad to find it empty. At least my wife’s dalliances weren’t exposed, just yet. 
 
    I opened the unmarked door, it lead to a short hall and a set of stairs going down. I looked back at the women’s room. Did I have the balls to check there? I looked back out into the dining area, no one was looking. I listened at the door, all was quiet. I knew my wife would not be quiet if she was doing what I expected she was doing. I quickly opened the women’s room door. It, too, was empty. 
 
    Only one option left. I went down the steps, careful to avoid making any noise. At the bottom was another short hall that ended in another, larger room, a dim light cast eerie shadows. I heard a moan, a woman’s moan, my wife’s moan. 
 
    I slowly approached. As I entered, I saw my wife sitting on a stainless steel prep table. Her dress was pulled up around her waist and Antonio’s head was buried between her thighs. 
 
    “MMMMmm. Tony, that’s good. Right there, lick me riiiiiiiight there.” My wife’s head was thrown back, her eyes closed. She had her fingers wrapped in the waiter’s hair, holding his head fast, rubbing her pussy in his face. “Mmmm, so good.” 
 
    I should have been incensed. I should have rushed in and pulled him away. I should have punched him. I should have grabbed Nicole and taken her home. But I did none of that. I watched, aroused. 
 
    “Oh fuck. Tony. I’m going to cum.” 
 
    The waiter mumbled something and Nicole giggled. 
 
    “Owww. ow, that tickle — sssshitttttt, fuck.” My wife screamed out an orgasm, her arms tightened as she held Antonio’s head to her cunt. When her climax abated, she let him go and fell back on the table with a sigh. 
 
    “Do you like that, sweet Nicki?” 
 
    “Oh, fuck Tony, that was the best orgasm I’ve had in ages.” 
 
    Her words had the sting of an angry hornet. 
 
    “Well, wait until you feel this.” Antonio unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. It must have been a good seven inches long and didn’t look fully erect yet. 
 
    My wife propped herself up on her elbows. She gave a wolf whistle of approval. “You know how to handle that thing?” she asked with a smirk. 
 
    “Never heard any complaints.” 
 
    “Let’s see how hard we can get you.” Nicole got up off the table and went to her knees. I watched as she licked up the shaft before taking the dark crown into her mouth, she bobbed her head up and down a few times, getting it nice and wet. 
 
    “Oh, your lips feel so good,” Antonio said as he pushed his pants down around his ankles. “Fuck, so good.” He held on to the table for support as my wife blew him. Taking him deep into her mouth, occasionally gagging when he hit the back of her throat. She wasn’t able to take the whole thing, but she gave it a valiant effort. 
 
    From the sounds he was making, it seemed the waiter was close to cumming. Nicole pulled away. 
 
    “I want you to fuck me,” she said. My wife stood up and turned around. She bent over and flipped up her dress, offering herself to Antonio. Her labia was splayed open, her lips dripping with lubrication. I wondered where her panties went.  
 
     “Now,” Nicole said. 
 
    She didn’t need to ask twice. Antonio grabbed her hips and entered my wife’s pussy with one fast thrust. She yelped in response. 
 
    “Fuck, Tony, you’re so big. You fill me up, fuck, so well.” 
 
    The waiter started thrusting his bare cock into my wife. “Better than your hubby.” 
 
    My wife didn’t answer, just moaned in pleasure. Antonio kept fucking her. 
 
    “Answer me slut!” He smacked her ass, hard. The sound of the slap echoed off the walls. 
 
    Nicole shook her head, too lost in her own pleasure to respond. 
 
    The waiter stopped. My wife cried out, “NO!” 
 
    “Tell me, or we stop.” 
 
    Nicole was quiet. I doubted Antonio would make good on his ultimatum, but my wife didn’t seem willing to take that risk.  
 
    “Fuck, okay, yes. It’s better than Alan. You happy? Now fuck me,” she demanded. 
 
    “Sure thing, Nicki.” The waiter went back to work, thrusting his cock deep in my wife’s pussy, hard and fast. 
 
    I was also hard, just watching them. Each thrust a stab to my heart, but one that thrilled me. My wife was acting like a slut and I was aroused by it.  
 
    “Harder, harder,” my wife cried. 
 
    Somehow Antonio was able to comply, his hips became a blur. 
 
    “FUUUUCK!” Nicole screamed as a second orgasm hit her. 
 
    “Oh, your pussy is squeezing me, sweetie. Oh fuck that feels amazing.” The waiter kept thrusting his cock into my wife. The sounds of moist flesh striking flesh filled my ears. I was dizzy with jealousy and lust, but couldn’t turn my head. 
 
    “Shit, Nicki, I’m going to cum. Where, fuck. Where do you want it?” 
 
    “Inside. I want it inside me. I want to feel your cock pulse and shoot inside me.” 
 
    Her words hammered my skull. The pain of betrayal wracked my body. My knees started going weak, yet still I stood and watched. 
 
    “Here it comes, babe, here I cum.” Antonio gave one final thrust, pushing his erection deep into my wife’s womb. He held it there as his ass flexed and his balls tightened up. He was shooting his semen into my wife as I watched in stunned silence. “Take it, Nicki, take it all.” 
 
    “Oh god, I can feel it. God, you’re deep. I’m cumming again.” 
 
    I’d experienced Nicole having two orgasms in one night, but I’d never given her three. I felt embarrassed and defeated as I watched another man inseminate my wife. 
 
    After Antonio had emptied every last drop into my wife, they separated. 
 
    “Oh, shit, Tony, that was so good.” 
 
    “You were good, Nicki.” 
 
    The two lovers started kissing. I’d watched them fuck, but this was worse, seeing them kiss, sharing the intimacy. I couldn’t watch so I turned and left the couple to themselves. 
 
    Eventually, my wife came back to the table, glistening, a satisfied smile emblazoned on her face. Her hair was tousled, her lipstick smudged. She looked a wanton mess, yet still, she was beautiful to me. 
 
    I looked her in the eye. No words needed. I knew she knew that I knew. Her smile dared me to say anything. 
 
    “I’m not giving him a gratuity tonight, since Antonio already gave you a tip.” I tried to keep calm. My cock was steely hard. 
 
    Nicole smirked. “Oh, dear, he gave me much more than just the tip.” She kissed me. I tasted him on her lips. My wife then whispered into my ear. “Now take me home, so I can give you a special anniversary gift— sloppy seconds.” 
 
    I did and she did. And it was the best anniversary present I could imagine. 
 
    Until the next one. 
 
      
 
    † 
 
      
 
    I love stories where wives take control.  A lot of hotwife scenarios are controlled by the husband.  He picks the bull and sets the ground rules.  Too many times, the wives are pretty one dimensional, merely window dressing, holes to be filled with tongues and cocks.  For myself, I love strong women, who enjoy sex and aren't afraid to break ancient taboos. And yes, I pretty much wrote this one to end on that line about the tip. 
 
   


  
 

 Watching the Watchers Play 
 
    I was in my workshop, putting the finishing touches on a pine wood end table when my wife walked in. I had to stop what I was doing to avoid fucking something up. She looked gorgeous, in her black evening dress, her shoulder length black hair framing her beautiful face. Her makeup was impeccable. 
 
    “I swear,” I said. “If I didn’t know you were meeting up with your girlfriends, I’d think you were planning on picking up some young hunk.” 
 
    “You think I could?” Angie asked, giving me a little twirl, her dress fluttering up, giving me a glimpse of her lovely, long peachy legs. 
 
    “Your sultry powers would work on me.” 
 
    “Well then, what if I was going out to pick up guys? 
 
    For a moment I couldn’t tell if she was kidding or not. Sure, I loved going out with my wife, seeing other men looking at her, wanting her, knowing I was the one taking her home. There were even a few times, I watched from afar as some guy approached her at a bar and tried to chat her up. It got me hard watching them flirt, and we always had great sex on those nights. Jealousy driving me to fuck my wife to multiple orgasms. 
 
    What we had never done, is seriously talk about her with other men. That thought frightened me. She was my wife, but I knew I had married high above my station. I had a simple job as a security guard, I was average looking, average height, average weight. And I knew I had an average cock. 
 
    My wife, on the other hand, was intriguingly smart, exquisitely sophisticated and painfully beautiful. She was a law professor who had once argued before the Supreme Court. She sat on the boards of two charities and hosted a yearly fundraiser that was a must-have ticket. And in her college days, she had studied dance and was a basketball cheerleader. 
 
    Like I said, I was way, way, way the fuck out of my league. But I knew I loved her, I knew she loved me, so, I accepted that sometimes a shlub like me got lucky, and I didn’t question it too much. 
 
    “I'd say, I hope they were up for a challenge. There aren’t a lot of guys who can handle you.” 
 
    My wife gave me a sexy grin. “And you can?” 
 
    “I haven’t had any complaints. I really wish I was the one going out with you tonight.” 
 
    “Honey, Shelly and I planned tonight weeks ago. You should have said something before this.” 
 
    “I’m just fooling with you,” I lied. I really would have rather gone out with my hot wife than stay home working my wood. “Go out, have fun. Maybe even dance with a few guys.” 
 
    “Really?” My wife’s eyes lit up. “You’d be okay with that?” She seemed to be a little too excited about that. 
 
    “Yeah, totally. Let them get you all worked up then come home and fuck me senseless.” 
 
    “Sure thing stud.” My wife came over and gave me a light kiss on the cheek, trying to avoid smudging her lipstick. And then she was gone. 
 
    “Bye.” I said to the closed door. 
 
    After I finished staining the table, I cleaned up and settled down to watch some lame HBO series. I had just cracked open a bottle of beer when my phone buzzed. 
 
    It was my boss. “Ralph, you’re up. Good. I need you to come in tonight. Jason called off.” 
 
    “Shit Bill. I just opened my beer.” 
 
    “It’s pays double time.” 
 
    That made it tempting, but I really wasn’t in the mood to go to work. “Plus, my wife and I were just settling in to watch the last season of Game of Thrones.” 
 
    I was greeted with silence.  
 
    “You there, boss?” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah. I was just thinking. What would it take to get you in here. I need a body, a reliable body.” 
 
    “Glad you think of me like that. A body.” 
 
    “I said you’re a reliable body. Anyway, what will it take.” 
 
    I thought about it. Did I really want to go in. I mean, the wife was gone for the evening. And we could use the money. “Okay, Let me have next weekend off — ” 
 
    “Done,” 
 
    “With pay. You gotta let me finish my sentences.” 
 
    My boss did finally agree to my demand, but not as quickly. So, I poured the beer down the sink, changed into my work clothes and headed out. I would usually text my wife, telling her where I was going, but she always set her phone to ‘do-not-disturb’ when she was out with her friends, so I left a note instead. 
 
      
 
    “That right there,” my boss said, pointing to the monitor. It was one of about twelve screens in the small security shed. We were set up about fifty yards from the facility. I work for a small start-up pharmaceutical company, I’m part of the night security staff. Pretty simple job, we’re a five person crew, usually three of us work on any given night.  
 
    The screen showed an empty lab. The camera I was looking at was focused on a small cooler. “We’re watching the samples in that fridge. Tomorrow they’re being shipped out for more testing, you need to keep your eye on them, while I’m walking the halls. Don’t leave this room until I get back.” 
 
    “Sure thing boss,” I said. I sat down, pulled out the mystery novel I was working on, and settled in for the watch. 
 
    My routine was read a few pages, check the monitors, read a few pages. Usually the only movement I’d see was my boss walking the halls, checking doors and shit. I’d been watching the monitors for fifteen minutes and Bill hadn’t shown up on any of them. What the fuck was he doing. I looked at the lab I was tasked to watch. Nothing moved. 
 
    Finally on the screen next to it, I saw my boss show up, but he wasn’t alone. There were two women with him. I only saw their backs. One with short, blond hair wearing a very short, very tight red dress. The other was wearing a black dress and had shoulder length hair that matched. 
 
    Bill lead the pair down the hall and off screen. I knew they were near the board meeting room, so I punched that camera up, and sure enough, there they were. I caught them entering the room, my boss leading the way, followed closely by the blonde, she was gorgeous, with an hourglass figure and dark red lipstick. She turned her head and laughed. Stepping out from behind her was, Angie. 
 
    “Fuck?” I said. What was my wife doing here, I thought she was with. That’s when I looked again at the blonde. Yup, it was Shelly. “What the hell are you guys doing here?” I said to the monitors. They didn’t answer. 
 
    I was still trying to figure out what was going on, when someone else stepped into the frame. It was Jason. My co-worker, the guy who my boss said called in sick. Nothing was making sense, absolutely nothing. 
 
    As I was trying to make sense of what I was seeing, my wife took her friend's hand and lead her toward Jason. 
 
    As I was watching, I was startled when my walkie-talkie squelched. After a quick buzz, I heard Bill speak. “You guys need anything? Water? Vodka? The bosses have a fully stocked bar back here.” He set his handset down on the side cabinet. He obviously knew I’d be watching so he must have wanted to make sure I could hear what was going on as well. 
 
    Angie and her friend were dancing to some music only they could hear. “They got any wine? A good chilled white would be great.” 
 
    My boss laughed. “Listen to that, Jas. The bitches think the big wigs would stock their bar with wine.” 
 
    Jason, who I thought was a friend, laughed. He had joined the ladies and was dancing with them. 
 
    “It’s beer, whiskey, vodka,” Bill said. 
 
    “Then it ain’t a fully stocked bar.” My wife, always being right. “Pour me a whiskey then.” 
 
    “I’ll have a beer,” Shelly said, 
 
    I was still in shock, watching Angie, the love of my life, casually chatting about what constituted a bar while she shimmied against her friend’s body. Nothing I was seeing made sense. I imagined my wife out dancing at a club, not in the executive boardroom where I worked. 
 
    My confusion increased when I saw Shelly pull my wife in for a kiss. 
 
    “Hot, hot, hot.” I heard my boss say. My jaw dropped almost to the floor. Angie never gave a hint she liked women. Never. And I know I’ve brought it up a few times.  
 
    If I had to guess, I’d say I’d walked into a Twilight Zone episode, entered another dimension, one I’d never imagined.  
 
    The two women stopped dancing long enough for them to reach for their drinks. Then they continued moving, sipping and swaying their hips. 
 
    I wasn’t sure how I felt though. My wife had lied to me, sort of. True, she was out with her friend Shelly, but she was also with Jason and my boss. That was something she should have told her husband. 
 
    I was thinking about heading over to confront the group, when my wife pulled her friend in for another kiss and I could do nothing but watch. Angie grabbed the blonde's head and ravaged her mouth. I could see their tongues wrestling together, each exploring the other’s mouth. I could just make out the moist kisses on the walkies. I should have been mad, but seeing my wife with another woman actually made me hard. Was that wrong? She was cheating on me, sure, but with a woman. That didn’t seem to bother me so much. 
 
    My wife started running her hand up her friend’s body, massaging Shelly’s breast over the fabric of her dress. She moved down to kiss the blonde’s neck and her friend threw her head back to give my wife better access. 
 
    My boss and Jason, hung back and watched the two in their Saphic embrace. I too, was getting aroused by the action. I started rubbing my cock which had become turgid. 
 
    “You bitches are hot,” my boss said. I tried to ignore him, while I enjoyed my wife’s dalliance. 
 
    Jason gave a wolf whistle. Angie pulled away briefly so she and Shelly could take a bow. Guess they were going to perform for my co-workers. Then it hit me, they were performing. And that’s why my boss called me in, so I could watch. It did hurt that my wife didn’t tell me Shelly was that kind of friend, but I couldn’t be too mad. Maybe she was worried I wouldn’t understand. I’d have to talk to her later about this. Let her know I thought it was hot that she was bi. Maybe we could invite Shelly over for a repeat performance. That would be hot. Maybe, if I was lucky they’d let me join in, fingers crossed. 
 
    While I was imagining them together, Shelly hiked her dress up and slipped off her panties, giving Angie and my boss a flash of her pussy. Unfortunately, the cameras weren’t hi-def enough for me to see anything good, but my imagination was more than up to the task. 
 
    Shelly then sat up on the conference table. Angie my wife sat down in one of the rolling chairs and my boss wheeled her between the blonde's outstretched thighs. I envied my boss at this point and only hoped one day to be able to be as close to the action as he was. 
 
    Lust filled me as I watched my wife thrust her head into Shelly’s snatch. The blonde grabbed Angie’s head and pulled her close as she let out a low moan. 
 
    “Fuck, Ang. I ever tell you how good that feels?” 
 
    My wife could only mumble her answer, since her tongue seemed to be busy feasting on her friend’s pussy. 
 
    I had no choice but to pull out my cock and start stroking it. The sight of my wife giving head to her friend was too erotic; I couldn’t help myself. I’d have to thank my boss later, for calling me in. And then ask him, why the fuck Angie and Shelly were putting on the show for him and Jason. But that would come later, right now I was enjoying the sight of my wife trying to make her friend come. And, boy was she working. She had both hands wrapped under Shelly’s thighs pulling her as close to the edge as she could. Shelly, had both hands on my wife’s head, her fingers wrapped up in her black locks, forcing her friend’s face ever deeper. I was amazed my wife could still breathe. 
 
    I felt my own climax approaching so I stopped playing with myself, I wanted to keep this aroused feeling going, because once I came I’d have questions that needed answers — lots of questions. 
 
    I listened as Shelly finally came, her head thrown back, her eyes and mouth shut tight. She had let go of my wife’s hair and was banging her palms on the table, while my wife continued lapping at her labia lips. 
 
    “You’re so fucking good, Angie. So fucking good.” Shelly sighed after coming down from her climax. The way she sounded, I was sure, absolutely sure, this was not their first time together. 
 
    The blonde collapsed back on the table. Angie slumped back in her chair. “God, I’m so horny,” she said. I was shocked to see her lower her dress to reveal her breast, her pink globes were shiny with sweat, her little nipples hard as diamonds. I watched as she mauled her flesh, pinching her nips.  
 
    My wife was a goddess of lust. Her body, a temple worth worshiping. I thought about leaving my post to join them and help her out. Then I looked at my boss and was shocked to see he was totally nude, his turgid black cock sticking straight out, dripping pre-cum and aimed toward my wife and her girlfriend. I’d been so wrapped up in watching Angie, that I forgot about the two men who were in the conference room with them. 
 
    Bill was slowly stroking himself, watching my wife play with her tits. While my boss was leering at Angie, Jason took the opportunity to get in on the action. He was naked from the waist down, his pink cock semi-hard in his hands, and getting harder as he played with it. And what a monster of a cock it was. Long and thick, with a veiny shaft and large purple mushroom head. It was a cock that belonged in porno videos, a cock that would make a good mold for dildos. And it was near my wife, and I was starting to get worried. I thought I’d been invited to watch a lesbian show. This was turning into something much different, and I didn’t think I liked it. No not one bit. 
 
    Jason walked around the table to where Shelly’s head was laying, close to the edge. She had her eyes closed, still recovering from her orgasm. Her eyes shot open when my co-worker slapped his dick against her cheek. 
 
    “You ready to take care of us, now that you’ve had your fun?” Jason asked. Running the tip of his erection across the blonde’s forehead. 
 
    “That all for me?” 
 
    “If you think, you can take it?” 
 
    “Oooooh, I love a challenge.” Shelly scooted further back, her head now off the edge of the table. “Give it to me, Jas. Feed me that cock.” 
 
    And feed her he did. First he let her lick along the shaft, getting it as slick as possible, before she opened wide and he stuffed it in her mouth. She gagged, but didn’t fight it. Jason worked slow, first pushing in just the head, which was a feat itself, then pulling out, before pushing in a little bit further. I couldn’t imagine how she did it, but my wife’s friend got Jason’s cock about half way down before she pounded on his thighs to stop. 
 
    “That’s a good start, we’ll have you taking the whole thing the next time.” Before Shelly could say anything, Jason put his dick back in her mouth and started fucking her face. He held her head steady and thrust his hips, fast and steady, but never further than he knew she could handle. 
 
    “Oh, shit bitch, you’ve got a fine mouth. Fuck, this is good.” Shelly wasn’t doing more than laying there and relaxing her throat, but I’m sure she appreciated the sentiment. “Fuck, I’m close. Where you — ” Before he could ask the question, Jason tensed up, his cock deeper in Shelly’s mouth then it had been before, but there was still enough exposed that I could see it pulse as he came, sending his cum down her throat. When he was done, he pulled back. “Better swallow it all, don’t want any cum on the conference table.” Jason tapped his dick a few times to release the last few drops of semen onto the blonde’s lips. 
 
    Shelly sat up and stuck out her tongue, showing Jason his seed, before closing her mouth and swallowing it.  
 
    “Good girl, You know how to treat a man right.” Jason lifted my wife’s friend off the table and gave her a big, messy kiss. He was not afraid to kiss a woman with a mouth full of his cum. 
 
    “Guess you and I are the only ones who haven’t cum yet,” I heard a woman say. Shit, yeah, my wife was also in the room. Again, I thought about racing to the conference room and taking care of her. I also hadn’t come yet and there was nothing I wanted more, than to be balls deep in my wife's hot pussy right the fuck now. 
 
    “Well, let’s see what we can do about that.” Bill’s words hit me like a sledgehammer to the face. Was my boss going to fuck my wife? 
 
    “Yes, let’s.” My wife eagerly hopped on the table. She was completely naked, save for the pearl necklace I had given to her on our last anniversary. Somehow I missed her taking her dress off. Angie spread her legs inviting Bill to her with an outstretched hand. 
 
    I was frozen, stunned. My heart had stopped. I was cold. The flirty banter I’d shared with my wife earlier in the evening was coming back to haunt me. 
 
    Bill moved to stand between my wife’s open legs, his black cock erect and leading the way, like a divining rod, searching for a moist wet pussy. To my shock, Angie reached out and grabbed the dick he offered. She started stroking it, using her own lubrication, trying to get it harder.  
 
    “MMmmm, I’ve missed this,” my wife said, as she guided him in. “Fuuuuuuu,” she sighed. So it wasn’t their first time together. 
 
    My heart started cracking open. Pain shot through my chest, at the same time my cock grew exceedingly hard. My mind was reeling from my wife’s betrayal, but my body was aroused watching the hot porn on the monitor. I couldn’t help myself, I started whacking off again. I felt so hurt and depraved. 
 
    “Oh, shit babe, this pussy is so fucking tight. Hubby not taking care of you?” My boss knew I was here, why was he doing this? 
 
    “Oh, that feels good. Oh Billy your cock, is so good.” 
 
    My boss grabbed my wife’s hips and started thrusting, deep and slow. “Come on, babe, admit it, I’m much better than Ralph.” 
 
    Fucker knows I’m listening. What’s the fucking deal. 
 
    “Bill, lover, your cock’s nice, and you know how to use it. But you’re not half the man my husband is.” Angie’s words lifted my spirits. She didn’t know I was here, and still she complimented me, while fucking my boss. “Oh, fuck.” 
 
    As if trying to prove my wife wrong, my boss started pounding my wife for all he was worth. Sweat dripped down his face and he relentlessly drove his cock into my wife. It was painful yet so fucking erotic to watch. I wanted to go down and stop it, but I couldn’t pull myself away. 
 
    “Oh, shit, fuck. fuck.” My wife’s body started shivering as a wave of orgasmic pleasure passed through her. She was never this vocal with me. “Fuuuuuuuck, you Bill, fuck me harder you asshole.” 
 
    My boss complied. He was a machine, pistoning his cock between my wife’s dewy lips. He reached across her and grabbed her shoulders, pulling her in tighter, trying to go deeper. He wasn’t as large as Jason, from what I saw, but he seemed to be doing okay. 
 
    “Oh, Bitch, this cunt is so nice. So hot and tight. Your hubby must be a pencil dick.” 
 
    “Fuck you, Bill,” I yelled at the monitor. Luckily the audio only went one way, or maybe not so lucky. I’d love to let my wife know I was watching. See if she liked having an audience. 
 
    “Damn, fuck.” My wife was cumming, listening to my boss berate me had sent her over the edge, or maybe it was her fingers rapidly flicking her clit. Either way, she shook and mumbled and threw her head back, lost in the pleasure. 
 
    When she was done, she sat up and embraced my boss, her pale white skin contrasted beautifully with his deep brown complexion. She was still impaled by his cock. I could just make out her words in the crappy headset. 
 
    “Bill, you are a great fuck. Oh god, what you can do with your dick.” They started kissing, sharing a passion that I thought she saved for me alone. I was hurt, but still hard. I ached, watching my wife make love to another man’s mouth with her tongue. But it hurt so much because I loved her. I wanted nothing more than to take her home and fuck her, show her how much better I was. I wanted to prove she didn’t need another man to pleasure her. 
 
    Bill pulled out of my wife. His cock dark and hard, glistened with her juices. 
 
    “Now it’s your turn,” my wife said turning her ass toward my boss. She reached around and spread her cheeks showing her dripping pussy and tight clean rosebud, and for a moment I was worried he’d take her ass. Angie hated anal, she never let me try it, said she did it once in college and hated it. Was she going to give it to my boss, something just they shared. 
 
    I gave a sigh of relief, with just a hint of regret, when he rammed his cock into her moist cunt instead, and resumed fucking my wife. I think I would have like to have seen him take her ass, even if it did drive a stake of jealousy through my heart. At one point while thrusting into my wife’s vagina, he licked his thumb and pressed it against her hole. She jumped, and started crying out in pleasure. Since she didn’t tell him to stop, he pushed in deeper, to the knuckle. 
 
    “Ohhhhhh fuck. That’s — god, that’s good. Just like that. Oh fuck.” 
 
    “You’d love my cock in there, Ang. You really would.” 
 
    “This is good. For now.” Her words promised a future buttfuck and that drove my boss to fuck her harder. He grabbed her shoulders and really started slamming into her, driving her legs into the table. That was going to leave a bruise. 
 
    “Fuck. Bitch. Take it. Take. It. Take it, allll,” His words punctuated each thrust. Eliciting a yelp from my wife. My boss was riding Angie hard and she was loving it. “Ang, you should grow your hair longer, so you can put it in a ponytail and I can pull it while fucking you.” 
 
    “Fuck oh shit. I'm cumming.” My wife had her head down against the table, her ass and thighs quivering. “shit, fuck, fuck, shit.” 
 
    She was never this vocal with me. Did she want it rough like this? I don’t think I could treat her like this, like a fuck toy. Not that I wouldn’t mind bringing Shelly into our bed.  
 
    “Ohhhh, this pussy is so tight, you’re squeezing my cock, like your pussy’s sucking my dick. I’m close. Shit bitch, where, fuck, where do you want it." 
 
    Fuck, was she going to let him cum in her? Let him take her pussy? 
 
    “Don’t you dare pull out, I want to feel you fill me.” 
 
    My heart sank but my cock pulsed in my hand. 
 
    “Here it come’s baby, Fuuuuccccccck.” My boss pulled my wife in close, driving his cock deep and held it. I saw his ass flex as he coated my wife’s womb with his sperm. 
 
    “I can feel you. Feel you filling me up. God, I’m cumming.” Angie slapped the table repeatedly as she came again, set off by feeling my boss pump his semen into her. 
 
    The sights and sound set me off. I came shooting ropes of cum all over the monitors, the phones, the empty coffee mugs. I cried out in pain and pleasure, and kept milking my cock of each drop of seed. When I was done, I wiped my hand on the bottom of my bosses seat. 
 
    The foursome spent a little time, basking in the post-coital glow, before getting dressed. I didn’t bother cleaning up the mess I made. I wasn’t even sure I was going to ever return. 
 
    I thought about marching over to the conference room and confronting my wife, but I thought better of it. Better to cool off, I didn’t want to say anything I might regret. I did have presence of mind to grab the tape that recorded the whole encounter, just in case. 
 
    On the drive home I stewed and fretted. I yelled and cussed. And I thought. Long and hard about how I felt. Everything my wife did hurt me. She cheated. She thought she needed to go outside our marriage to get sexually satisfied. Maybe she had to, but that betrayal hurt.  
 
    At the same time, the entire encounter had me so fucking aroused. My wife looked so fucking hot while she was getting reamed by my bosses cock. And it was obvious she didn’t love him. She loved his dick, maybe, but not him. She was coming home to me because she loved me. 
 
    Maybe we could work out a deal. She could get to have the rough kind of sex I can’t necessarily provide, as long as she doesn’t lie about it. And if it’s sex with women, I’d be more than open to having a threesome with Shelly. In fact I might demand it, as long as Shelly’s up to it. I think my wife at least owes me that. 
 
      
 
    † 
 
      
 
    I like wife watching stories, where the husband is isolated from the action.  He cannot influence what happens.  He can either watch or turn away.  In my novel, Pictures at Ten, I wrote about a husband who watches his wife fuck a news anchor on the set from the control room.  Throughout the novel the wife teased her husband while he encouraged her.  For this one, I was trying to come up with a story where the husband is forced to watch his wife, with no forewarning.  I was going to keep it at the wife and his boss, but I thought adding another couple would make it hotter.  Plus, Angie did say she was going out with her girlfriend, and I didn't want to paint her as a liar.  I think if this story was longer, I'd include a bit more lead up, more on the motivation of the boss, calling Ralph in to watch, and maybe a scene where Ralph gets that threesome. 
 
   


  
 

 Bosses' Desire 
 
    I loved watching my wife, Holly, didn't matter what she was doing. Whether it was morning stretches, getting our six year old son Stephen packed off to school, or preparing herself for a night out on the town, I loved watching her.  I especially loved watching her get ready to go out, and that's what she was currently doing. 
 
    Actually, we were both getting ready.  It was mid-December, the night of our company's holiday party.  I was in the shower, Holly was standing naked in front of the mirror, drying her hair. She was beautiful to me, tall and curvy in the right places, her tight ass was toward me, her full breasts were visible in the mirror.  She was swaying to the light jazz Spotify playlist she had running. 
 
    My wife was a vision of sexiness and I couldn't help but slowly stroke myself as I watched. 
 
    "Enjoying the view?" I trained my eyes from her chest to her face.  Her gaze met mine, then dropped to my groin.  She was smiling. 
 
    "Yes." I kept stroking. 
 
    "Going to save some of that for later?" 
 
    "Absolutely." 
 
    I could have kept masturbating to completion, but I didn't – better to keep the tension for the after-party sex. 
 
    By the time I was finished with my shower, Holly was in her bra and matching panties, red and lacy, and was starting on her makeup.  I was dressed and picking out my tie when she was finished.  There's nothing sexier than a beautiful woman, full makeup in skimpy undergarments.  The view of her had me adjusting my cock which was beginning to swell in an uncomfortable position. 
 
    "Shows over, sweetie. Scoot," My wife was kicking me out and I wasn't going to get to watch her finish dressing.  I pouted, but left like she asked me to.  At least I’d get to watch her undress, later in the evening. 
 
    It took Holly another half hour to finish.  She joined me in the living room, where I was busy browsing my emails.  I looked up from one particularly distressing work email when I heard her come in.  All other thoughts fled my mind.  She was a vision of pure beauty. 
 
    My wife wore a flowing green dress, showing just enough cleavage to be sexy, but appropriate for a casual work party. Her hair was pulled back, displaying her long delicate neck. 
 
    "I look okay?" she asked, a knowing smile on her lips. 
 
    "Okay is a libelous understatement.  You look ravishing.  It'll be impossible to keep Richard's hands off you this evening." 
 
    Richard Carson was my boss.  And he was always flirting with my wife when they happened to meet up, whether I was there or not.  It was now a running joke between us. 
 
    I joined the accounting department at Swanson House ten years ago, straight out of college.  Richard was my mentor before he got promoted to Director of Accounting.  Holly was an engineer at a small startup when we got married.  As with most new businesses, it went under and my wife was let go.  After her unemployment ran out, I was able to get her a temporary job in our Research and Development department.  She's only been there a year and she's already landed a permanent gig and is quickly moving up the ladder, her skills turning as many heads as her body, obviously. 
 
    "Maybe don't try so hard this time." 
 
    "You little slut." 
 
    I leaned in to kiss Holly on the lips, her teasing words had reignited lust in my loins.  To my chagrin, she turned her cheek to me.  
 
    "Can't mess my lipstick, sweetheart.  I've got to look presentable to the bosses." 
 
    I pouted a bit, but accept her dismissal.  We often used denial and teasing in our sex play, so this was not unusual.  Plus, I knew getting her makeup just right was a herculean task and it made her look gorgeous. And I loved to think it made all my male, and maybe a few female coworkers jealous. 
 
    I grabbed my keys and we were off. 
 
      
 
    Swanson House was a large corporation with around seven thousand employees, and each year they booked the Grand Milton Resort just outside Dallas to host their corporate holiday party. And what a grand party it was.  There was an open bar, a buffet dinner and two different club rooms, one for families with kids, with a Santa who gave out little gifts to all the girls and boys, and one for adults with a DJ and dancing. Some people came to the party and left at a decent hour.  Others, like us, who wanted to let loose a little, could get a special room rate to avoid any trouble getting home. 
 
    It was a great time for everybody. 
 
    We spent the first hour mingling. I introduced my wife to a few of my fellow accountants who hadn't met her yet.  She later excused herself to say hi to a few of her own co-workers.  I was caught in a rather technical argument over depreciation deductions and told her I'd join her later.  I couldn't help but notice my friends' eyes following my wife as she walked away. 
 
    After I totally won our little dispute, I went looking for Holly.  I hadn't met many of the people she worked with, so I was flying blind.  I checked the bar, with no luck.  I grabbed a gin and tonic before I headed off to the buffet line.  That's where I ran into my boss. 
 
    I didn't see Holly, so I was about to head to the dance room when he slipped his arm around my shoulder. 
 
    "Michael, having a good time?" 
 
    Richard Carson was a handsome man.  He was tall, about six five, with short blond hair and piercing blue eyes.  He'd just gotten back from a year-end holiday vacation to Hawaii and it was obvious thanks to his golden tan. 
 
    "Sure thing, Rick." I'd know my boss for ten years.  He liked me calling him Rick, in fact he told me never to call him Richard. 
 
    "Where's Holly?" 
 
    "That's who I'm looking for." 
 
    "Really?  I'm surprised you let that beauty out of your sight." 
 
    Richard had a half empty glass of scotch in his hand, probably not his first, so I guess we were going to play this game.  I took a sip of my own drink. 
 
    "She's a big girl, Rick.  She can take care of herself." 
 
    "Sure, sure, Michael. You want any help looking for her." 
 
    "Do I have a choice?" I said with just a hint of a smile, I didn't really feel. 
 
    Richard chuckled.  "Of course.  We're here to party, no office politics.  Tonight, I'm your co-worker, not your boss." 
 
    Whatever, I thought.  
 
    "You know, I think I might have seen her talking to a few of the VPs in the family hall." 
 
    My wife, talking to the higher ups.  That would be interesting 
 
    "Why don't you check there, and I'll see if she's in the dance hall." 
 
    "You don't have to do that Rich—Rick.  My wife's here somewhere, I'll run into her eventually." 
 
    "I insist." 
 
    It felt weird, having Richard looking for my wife, but he was the boss, so there wasn't much I could do about it. 
 
    "Fine." 
 
    "When you find Holly, make sure you guys stop at my table, I do enjoy your company." 
 
    You enjoy my wife's company, I thought. 
 
    "And if I find her, I'll keep her entertained." 
 
    I was starting to get nervous.  Was my boss really being that obvious with his pursuit of my wife.  I could say something, but I wasn't keen on causing a scene.  Besides, Holly really could handle herself.  She wasn't some teenage girl crushing on a hot actor or rock star, and a little harmless flirting never hurt anyone. 
 
    I didn't find my wife in the family hall.  I did find the company president chatting with the COO and the VP of Business Development, while their wives were occupied with the kids and Santa Claus.  Holly was nowhere to be seen. 
 
    So, either my wife went up to our room to freshen up and didn't tell me, or she was in the dance hall where she surely ran into my boss.  That thought should have had me running to catch up with them, but for some reason it got me hard.  I was aroused thinking of  Holly and my boss flirting and I didn't know why.  So instead of going to the dance hall to see what they were up to, I went to the bar to get another drink. 
 
    I was in line and getting frustrated.  As I said before, I like watching my wife and I don't necessarily mind other guys watching her, but I never thought I'd be one of those guys who like watching their wives flirt and fuck someone else.  I still wasn't sure I'd like that either, but the thought was tantalizing. 
 
    I got my drink and headed to the dance hall, but I didn't get very far before I ran into Susan, our office assistant and she started talking about her upcoming wedding and what she was going to do during the holidays.  I had to pretend to be interested, because everyone in our department knew not to piss off Susan or your job would become a thousand times tougher.  So I chatted for ten more minutes. Lucky for me, Susan saw another co-worker she wanted to talk to, and I was able to politely disengage. 
 
    In all it had been over an hour since I'd last seen my wife, and half that long that my boss went looking for her.  I was not surprised that when I did finally find my wife, she was with him. 
 
    The DJ was playing a good selection of dance music and there were quite a few people letting loose on the dance floor.  My wife was one of them.  She was out on the dance floor, moving to the beat. And Richard, my boss, was there with her.  I'd be lying if I said my first thought was to go break in. No, my first instinct was to stand and watch. My wife was a natural dancer, the way she moved her body, swaying her hips, raising her arms to the rhythm of the music.  Her movement was joyful, exciting, and liberated, and I loved watching her from afar.   
 
    As I watched, my attention was drawn to my boss. He was moving ever closer.  Occasionally, my wife would turn her back to him, and rock her hips back and forth. Eventually, my boss took the opportunity to move in tight, putting his hands on her waist and pressing his groin to her ass. My heart skipped a beat when I saw it, but that was because it was pushing more blood to my cock. 
 
    I expected Holly to push his hands away and move forward.  But she didn't.  Instead it seemed to ignite her and she began rubbing her ass up and down, dry humping him.  Fortunately, the room lights were dim, and the disco ball scattered a dizzying array of color across the dance floor, so the pair's dirty dancing was kept mostly hidden, unless you were looking directly at them, which I was. I couldn't look away. 
 
    No matter how much it pained me to see my boss and my wife together, I couldn't tear my eyes off them. 
 
    Around this time, the DJ decided to slow things down and started playing a sweet love ballad.  Some couples left the dance floor to take a break, to my chagrin, Holly and my boss stayed.  I watched in near horror as he took her in his arms and held her close.  They moved to the music as one, her arms around his neck, his on her waist. She rested her head on his shoulder.  It looked quite romantic and I could feel the knife twist inside me as I watched. 
 
    This wasn't the way this night was supposed to go. But then again, I was doing nothing to stop it.  This would be a good time to cut in, take my boss's place with my wife.  Why didn't I?  That question had no easy answer. 
 
    Richard whispered something into Holly's ear and she giggled and shook her head.  A moment later he said something else and she paused before eventually nodding.  I was happy to see them move apart, before the song was even over.  That relief was short lived, because my boss took my wife's hand and lead her away from the dance floor and toward a door in the back of the room.  Holly was eager to follow him and she never once looked around to see where I was. 
 
    They exited the room and I looked on stunned.  The joke my wife and I shared about my boss's flirting ways was about to get serious.  What were they doing?  Taking a cigarette break? Neither of them smoked. Chat about the company? I laughed at that thought.  I decided to stop speculating and follow the couple. 
 
    I quickly made my way around the room, avoiding anyone who might try to start a conversation.  Beyond the door was a service hallway, going right and left.   
 
    "Fuck," I sighed.  I had a choice to make.  Luckily a hotel staff member carrying a box of alcohol came round the corner from the left. 
 
    "Excuse me," I said. "Did two people happen to pass by you just now?" 
 
    "No," she answered. "And you shouldn't be here either." 
 
    I apologized and held the door for her.  I let it close while I was still in the hall and headed right.  After a jog to the left the hallway ended in an emergency exit straight ahead and a door mark Hall E to the right.  Another fifty/fifty guess. 
 
    If I chose the exit and was wrong, I'd have to double back around to the front of the hotel to get back in, losing precious time.  So I decided to investigate Hall E first.  I opened the door a crack.  It was mostly dark, with a few red emergency exit lights scattered around the perimeter. 
 
    I heard movement further in.  A woman's giggle, a man's shushing. I quickly entered the room and shut the door behind me.  The darkness enveloped me. The vastness of the dark open empty space was oppressive; add the angst of knowing my wife was close by with another man and it made a volatile mix. 
 
    I remained silent as possible.  I heard heavy breathing and a few feminine giggles off to the left. 
 
    "Shhh." Not sure but it sounded like my boss. There was a silent pause, then, "I don't think anyone's there." It was definitely Richard. 
 
    My wife giggled again, then said, "Is there anyone there?" They both laughed. 
 
    I remained silent. 
 
    "Guess that settles it," my boss said. "Now where were we?" 
 
    "We were dancing and you said you wanted to kiss me." 
 
    The words smacked me like a fastball to my gut.  I could hardly breathe. 
 
    "And you said no, I recall." 
 
    That was good to know. 
 
    "I said, I didn't want to kiss you in public.  I'm a married woman, you know, that's why you suggested we find someplace with more privacy." 
 
    That, wasn't so good to hear. 
 
    "Here we are," my boss said. 
 
    "Yeah." 
 
    "May I?" 
 
    "Are you asking?" 
 
    "I guess I am." 
 
    "What do you think my husband would say?" 
 
    I could have spoken up at this point and ended this little charade, but I couldn't speak.  My mind was torn between putting a stop to the pain I felt, and seeing where this drama was heading.  Would my wife decide to limit her naughtiness to flirting, or did she want to go further? And if so, how much further?  
 
    For some reason both appealed to me and I wasn't sure which one appealed the most. 
 
    "I think he would want you to kiss me." 
 
    "You think so?" My wife's words were more playful, than skeptical. 
 
    "Yeah, he did say I should find a way to entertain you while he hobnobbed with the higher ups." 
 
    Liar, I thought.  I almost shouted it, but didn't. 
 
    "I don’t think that's what he meant." 
 
    "I guess it all depends on how you want to interpret it." 
 
    "You have a poi -" 
 
    Her words were cut off and turned to a moan.  They were kissing.  My wife was kissing my boss and she wasn't stopping him. 
 
    "You taste good," he said.  "Like peaches." 
 
    "MMmm, it's the punch.  Let me see what you taste like." 
 
    My cock pulsed in my pants. It's one thing to hear my boss seduce my wife, it's quite another to hear her actively participate. 
 
    After another short pause, "Whiskey and just a hint of cherries." 
 
    "You like?" 
 
    "Mmm, I don't know, let me try that again." 
 
    More kissing and I could feel a knot form in my gut. My wife was making out with my boss and I was feeling a turbulence of emotion: jealousy, arousal, dread, desire. The muffled sounds of kissing filled the dark void. I felt so alone despite the presence of Holly and Richard. 
 
    I could picture my wife kissing him.  Their lips mashing together, tongues fighting for dominance, my boss winning, invading her mouth with his.  Arms locked in a desperate embrace, like two new lovers touching each other for the first time.  At least I hoped it was the first time. 
 
    As I envisioned my wife and boss kissing, I heard my wife start to moan. 
 
    "Oh Robert, we shouldn't be doing this." 
 
    "I agree, would you like me to stop." 
 
    What was he doing?  Were they actually fucking.  I never heard them remove any clothing. 
 
    "No. Please. Don't stop." My wife was panting hard. 
 
    "You're so wet." 
 
    Fuck, my boss was fingering my wife's pussy. This tryst had advanced rapidly.  My cock ached as my heart was breaking. 
 
    Holly's moans were getting louder, the sounds echoing off the far walls. 
 
    "Oh, God, I'm close.  You're fingers. OH. Oh. Oh. Fuuuuuuu" 
 
    My wife was cumming.  And hard. Usually, Holly mewed more like a kitten when I was eating her to climax.  My boss, with just his fingers, was sending my wife to a plateau of pleasure she had  never reached with me. 
 
    It was humiliating yet arousing.  There was nothing I wanted more than to take my wife and fuck her, to show her I was just as good as he was. 
 
    "Oh Robert, that was good.  Let me catch my breath and I'll return the favor." 
 
    What did that mean?  A hand job, a blow job?  Was my wife going to let my boss fuck her? I didn't get the chance to find out. As the proposal hung in the air, the safety lights came to life, illuminating the perimeter of the room.  It appeared playtime was over, the couple had been caught in the act. 
 
      
 
    ---- 
 
      
 
    With the light, I could see my boss holding my wife with one arm around her waist, while she was licking the fingers of his other hand, presumably the one that was previously in her pussy. Her hair was no longer up, but was now cascading over her shoulder. Richard was startled and pulled his hand away. Luckily for my wife, he had the presence of mind to not drop her.  Holly quickly regained her composure and adjusted her dress, a look of concern on her face. 
 
    I quickly ducked behind a nearby pillar, hoping I wasn't seen. 
 
    Across the room, at the main entrance to the hall stood a tall blonde woman, her hair cut short, her eyes were steely blue.  Her hand was on the light switch.  She looked at the couple with disappointment, like my wife and boss were misbehaving children.  She looked vaguely familiar, but I couldn't come up with her name.  It didn't help that I was still erect from hearing my wife cum on my boss's fingers. 
 
    "I wondered where you'd run off to," she said, her words carried a weight of authority. 
 
    I expected Richard to speak first.  To take control of the situation, but he didn't.  It was my wife who spoke. 
 
    "I'm sorry Michelle. I lost track of myself." 
 
    Fuck.  It was her boss.  I'd never met the woman, but Holly was always talking about Michelle.  How much she respected her, how she had taken my wife under her wing and was mentoring her, helping her advance in her career. 
 
    "I see Richard has been keeping you company." 
 
    "Yes. We were dancing, and decided to get away from the crowd." 
 
    "And you're husband's okay with this." 
 
    The mention of me caused my wife to pause. 
 
    "I don't think. I didn't mean. I don't know what to say." Holly was stammering. 
 
    "Richard, I doubt Human Resources would approve of this." 
 
    My boss was smart enough not to argue.  "No Michelle, I don't think they would." 
 
    My wife's boss shook her head, a pensive look on her face. 
 
    Holly and Richard tried to look as contrite as possible. 
 
    While I was mad at my wife for cheating on me, I didn't want her to get in trouble. And as far as Richard was concerned.  I hated him for seducing Holly, but he was a decent man to work for, and who knows who they'd get to replace him if he was fired.  All in all, this was a sticky situation. 
 
    "What am I going to do with you two?" Michelle finally broke the silence. "I don't want to get HR involved, because that would reflect poorly on my leadership, having my mentee caught up in a sexual harassment scandal.  Richard, you head back to the ballroom, I'll figure out what to do with you later.  And don't harass any more of my engineers, if you can help it.  Holly, you come with me.  I have a proper punishment planned for you." 
 
    This was not good.  I was hoping I could rejoin my wife and head back to our room to discuss what she'd done and how she could make it up to me.  I had a raging hard on and wanted nothing more than to fuck Holly.  Now, before I could reclaim my wife, she was being spirited away by Michelle. 
 
    I watched as Holly meekly followed her boss out of the room.  I had hoped Richard would go out the same way, but to my horror he was headed my way.  He was about halfway to my hiding spot when the door slammed shut behind Michelle and my wife. 
 
    "You can come out from hiding, Michael. I've known you were here since you followed us in." 
 
    "Fuck," I said, finally able to voice my anger at my boss. "You knew I was here, yet you still molested my wife?" 
 
    "I didn't molest her.  She followed me freely and she enjoyed everything I did to her." 
 
    "I was right here." 
 
    "Yes, and you could have stopped us at any time.  In fact, I was expecting you to.  I guess I was wrong.  You are one of those guys." 
 
    "What guys?" 
 
    "Guys who like watching their wives with other men." 
 
    I didn't like the way this conversation was going,  Richard was supposed to be apologizing, not denigrating me. "Am not." Real mature. 
 
    "Your actions, or lack thereof, would prove you are." 
 
    I couldn't argue, but I did seethe. 
 
    "So, my friend, are you ready to embrace your kink?" 
 
    "What the fuck are you talking about, Rick?" 
 
    "Watching your wife." 
 
    I still wasn't getting it, so I asked him to explain. 
 
    "Follow me." 
 
    "Funny, that's how this whole mess got started, with my wife following you." 
 
    "Well, then stay, but I'm going.  I like watching your wife, too. And Michelle is going to take her to the executive suite on the top floor for her punishment." My boss used air quotes with punishment. 
 
    My mind was spinning. I know Holly's boss had mentioned punishment, but I thought that might involve a write up and a stern talking to. 
 
    "What kind of punishment are we talking about Rick?" 
 
    "You'll just have to follow me if you want to find out." 
 
    Contrary to my better judgement, I followed my boss out of the room and toward the elevator. 
 
      
 
    It took a special key to access the top floor of the resort, and my boss had one. I was awed when the doors opened and I found myself walking into a suite that was larger than our whole fucking house.  The elevator opened into the living space and the first thing my eyes were drawn to was the huge window, Dallas was visible off in the distance.  There was a very large TV mounted on one wall, a desk and bookcase were against the other.  A spiral staircase in the corner led to another hallway that ran around the perimeter of the room with an open railing on one side.  Four doors were visible on the upper level. A short hall to my left led to a kitchen and beyond that, a formal dining room that was also accessible directly from the living room.  The opulence of the room enthralled me. 
 
    The enchantment was broken when Richard elbowed me in the side. 
 
    "If you like this view," he said, "you'll love the one in the Master Bedroom." 
 
    Without a word, I followed my boss up the stairs and down the hallway.  The panoramic view of the city kept drawing my eye, until I heard talking coming from the open door straight ahead. 
 
    "You know why you're here, right?" It was Michelle. 
 
    I heard a few mumbled words, the voice soft and feminine.  I couldn't be sure, but since I'd last seen Holly with her boss, I knew it was my wife. 
 
    "Come on, louder. I haven't gagged you yet." 
 
    "Right on time," Richard said.  "The good stuff hasn't started yet." 
 
    I passed the threshold of the room and was struck dumb by what I saw.  My wife, was lying face down on a huge king size bed in the middle of the room.  Her hands were tied together, above her head, anchored to the headboard.  Her legs dangled off the edge.  Her head was turned away, but she still wore the green dress she had on when we left the house.  It seemed like ages ago.  I didn't know how our marriage would be after this evening, but I knew I'd never look at my wife the same way again. 
 
    "Come on, Holly.  Why are you here?" 
 
    "I disobeyed." 
 
    Michelle was standing on the far side of the room.  She looked up and saw my boss and I standing in the doorway.  She looked like she expected us. 
 
    "Who did you disobey?" 
 
    "You." 
 
    "Good," Michelle said, "Now, let's get you out of these clothes." 
 
    My wife squirmed a bit, like she'd been expecting this.  I got rock hard. 
 
    I expected Michelle to untie my wife and help her strip.  That's not what happened.  The VP reached into the drawer next to the bed and pulled out a pair of shears.  She ran the tip down my wife's side.  My cock raged watching the dangerous scene.  I was shocked when the blonde grabbed my wife's dress and cut it away, leaving my wife laying on her tattered garment.  My wife yelped, but said nothing. 
 
    "Whore like you doesn't deserve to wear a nice dress like this." 
 
    Michelle grabbed her panties and ripped then violently away. 
 
    "Ouch." 
 
    "You have not yet felt pain, my dear.  Now, tell me again, why are you here?" 
 
    My wife was now naked, save for her bra. She rubbed her body against the bed.  The room reeked of her arousal. 
 
    "I disobeyed you." 
 
    "Damn right you did." The VP took a small riding crop from the nightstand. 
 
    "What did I tell you to do?" she asked Holly. 
 
    "You told me to stay away from Richard." 
 
    My eyes widened.  Michelle smiled, a wicked smile. "Yes.  I did.  And what did you do?" 
 
    "I danced with him." 
 
    Smack.  The blond brought the riding crop down on my wife's bare ass. "You danced with him!" She said, taking her voice up a notch.  I felt my cock jump as the sound of the strike arrived at my ears.  I saw a red welt form on my wife's left ass cheek. 
 
    "And you let him take you away in the dark." Smack. Another cry from my wife. 
 
    "And you let him finger fuck you." Smack. 
 
    "Ahhh." 
 
    "I can smell you dripping, whore.  You like this, don’t you." 
 
    My wife didn't answer so Michelle smacked her ass again, 
 
    "No!" Holly said. 
 
    "Liar." Smack. 
 
    "No." my wife cried. 
 
    Smack. "You have something to say then?" 
 
    The blonde held the riding crop over my wife's reddening ass.  She was waiting for my wife to say something. 
 
    "No," my wife said through clenched teeth. 
 
    Smack. "Do you have anything to say now?" Smack 
 
    "NO" my wife yelled. 
 
    Michelle brought the riding crop down three times. Smack, smack, smack. 
 
    "She's asking for Holly's safe word," Richard whispered into my ear. 
 
    This was all too much for me.  My sweet wife, the loving mother of my son, had a safe word she used when her boss was punishing her.  And my cock was hard as a rock while I watched.  I'd learned so much this evening, about my wife and about myself, and I didn't know how I felt about that. 
 
    After a few more smacks, and a few more defiant cries of 'no', Michelle stopped spanking my wife. 
 
    "Good girl." 
 
    The VP put down her riding crop and started rubbing aloe over my wife's red ass.  Michelle really seemed to know what she was doing.  Striking my wife with enough force to cause pain, but not enough to do any real damage. 
 
    "You're my favorite, Holly," Michelle said, as she rubbed my wife's butt cheeks. "You take your punishment so well.  So, so well." The VP was no longer applying lotion to my wife's ass, she was working her fingers between my wife's ass cheeks, teasing her rosebud.  I heard my wife mew. 
 
    "That feels good, doesn't it?" Michelle said. 
 
    My wife nodded. 
 
    "You're my good girl aren't you?" 
 
    Holly nodded again. 
 
    "I didn't hear you," the VP stopped rubbing. 
 
    "Yes, mistress." 
 
    Michelle looked up at us.  She was staring at Richard.  I wasn't sure she even knew who I was, and it definitely didn't matter to her. 
 
    "I think it's time for some rewards.  Would you like that?" The VP's eyes never left Richard's. 
 
    "Yes," my wife said. 
 
    "Yes…" 
 
    "Yes, mistress." 
 
    Michelle was loving the control she had over my wife, and the reaction it was getting from my boss.  There was a dynamic to this scene I was not privy to.  If I didn't know better, I'd think my wife was the prize in a game of domination that was going on between our bosses.  And at the moment, the VP of Engineering was winning. 
 
    "Time to turn over then."   
 
    Michelle unhooked my wife's bra and help take it off as my wife rolled onto her back.  She winced a bit, and when she saw Richard and me at the doorway, her eyes opened wide. 
 
    "Michael!" 
 
    She squirmed in her bindings.  Trying to turn her naked body away from us. I found this attempt at modesty so weird. She was fine with her boss being there, but now she was embarrassed?  And I didn't think it was Richard she was covering up for, since he had had his fingers in her snatch just a half hour earlier. 
 
    "I can explain." 
 
    Holly wanted to go on, and I really wanted to know how she was going to explain the scene, but her boss pressed her finger to my wife's lips, cutting off her words. 
 
    "You can explain later, unless there's something you wanted to tell me." 
 
    My wife looked at me, looked at my boss, looked back at me.  Her face took on an apologetic look and she turned her eyes away from me when she answered, "no." 
 
    "Good, now where was I?" 
 
    "You were going to reward her," Richard said.  "We definitely want to see that." 
 
    I gave my boss a shove.  "Speak for yourself." 
 
    "No, Michael, trust me.  You'll love this." 
 
    I had not loved anything I had seen this evening.  It might have aroused me. But to say I loved it was a great overstatement. 
 
    While I was arguing with my boss, Michelle had pulled out a foot and a half long peacock feather and was running it up and down my wife's leg. 
 
    "You like that, don't you?" 
 
    "Yes, mistress." 
 
    The blonde ran the feather along my wife's side, across her chest and down the other side, then over her flat stomach.  She then wound her way up and circled each breast before delicately tantalizing her areolas. My wife moaned when the feather touched her nipples. 
 
    I had to admit, Richard was right, I did like the show.  I also thought my wife was beautiful, and as I said at the beginning, I loved watching her.  While Michelle was lightly dusting the feather across her breasts, my wife spread her legs, displaying her dewy lips to Richard and me. Her shyness was now long gone. 
 
    "Are you ready for your reward?" Michelle asked my wife. 
 
    Holly quickly replied, "Yes, mistress." 
 
    "This wasn't the reward?" I asked Richard. 
 
    My boss laughed. "No."  
 
    The VP put her feather down and pulled out a large dildo.  It was long and thick, black and veiny.  Okay, maybe I would be loving this. 
 
    My wife's eyes grew big when she saw what her boss had pulled out. 
 
    "Yeah, it's your favorite." 
 
    Again, I was reminded there was so much I didn't know about my wife.  It disappointed me that she'd kept it hidden, but I was so aroused and excited now that I knew.  How it would affect our marriage was something we'd have to work out later.  Right now, I wanted nothing more than to watch Michelle pleasure my wife with that dildo. 
 
    The blonde took the tip of the dildo and offered it to my wife's mouth.  To my shock, Holly opened wide and took half the beast into her mouth, getting it nice and wet.  I looked down at her pussy and saw her plump fleshy petals were open wide with excitement, she was so wet, I could smell her arousal. 
 
    Michelle slowly pulled the plastic cock from my wife's mouth. It was so god damn erotic, watching my wife act so wantonly.  The VP took the dildo and ran it across my wife's breasts, following the same path she'd traced with the feather.  Then she moved it down my wife's body, leaving a faint trail of saliva down her torso.  My wife let out a moan when Michelle finally brushed her pussy with the tip of the cock.  She moved it around, lightly touching her labia.  My wife rolled her hips, trying to get the dildo to either rub her clit or penetrate her. 
 
    Holly gave out a cry of disappointment when Michelle pulled the dildo away. 
 
    "What!  Mistress, please." 
 
    "I'm sure this fake cock would have felt good inside you.  It would have been a great reward." 
 
    Michelle looked down at my wife.  Holly looked up, her eye's pleading for the dildo. 
 
    "But I changed my mind.  I think what you really need is a hard fleshy cock, attached to a man." 
 
    "What?" Everyone looked at me. 
 
    "Michael," my wife's boss said, "I'll have Richard make you leave if you interrupt again.  I wasn't expecting you to be here, but I've let you stay because it pleases me.  So you better not stop pleasing me." 
 
    "But, what do you mean by a real cock?  In my wife?" 
 
    Michelle smiled.  "You have a child, Michael, I think you know what sex is." 
 
    My head was spinning.  Were they expecting me to fuck my wife, in front of them?  Did they want Holly and I to put on a sex show?  I'm not sure I could, but I knew if my wife wanted it, which is seemed she did, I'd have to try. 
 
    "Holly, are you okay with this?" 
 
    Holly looked at me, but kept quiet. 
 
    "You will address me," my wife's boss said.  "Until the scene is over, she's mine." 
 
    "But I never agreed to this." 
 
    "Correct, and you're more than welcome to leave." 
 
    Well, I wasn't going to leave so I guessed I'd have to go along with the game. 
 
    Michelle smiled when she saw I wasn't going to say anything else.  "Good, and I'm glad you've decided to stay.  I think we're all going to have fun tonight." 
 
    I didn't agree but I kept that to myself. 
 
    "Now, where was I?" 
 
    "Telling Holly she needed a real live cock." 
 
    Michelle laughed.  "You are right,  Thanks Richard." 
 
    I looked at Holly and she looked excited at what was coming next.  Did she even care about how embarrassed I'd be.  Stripping naked in front of our bosses.  I was soon to learn there were other ways to be embarrassed. 
 
    "Okay, you need a live hard cock in you." 
 
    "Yes, yes, mistress." Holly writhed on the bed.  If she had her hands free I'm sure she would be rubbing her clit. 
 
    "Good." She looked at Richard and me again. "And since we've got two men, with cocks here, I guess you have a choice." 
 
    "Fuck!" Was she implying what I thought she was implying? 
 
    Holly's eyes went wide.  She shook her head.  "No, please mistress," From her voice it seemed she wasn't hot on me seeing Richard fuck her.  I guess she was good with cheating, but didn't want to humiliate me by forcing me to watch.  "Please, don't make me choose." 
 
    My wife's words were a gut punch.  She was okay with being told to fuck another guy in front of me, but she didn't want to choose?  Shouldn't that be easy?  She could choose me. 
 
    Michelle's eyes grew bright with a wicked evil grin.  She was enjoying the torment she had created.  Both for me and my wife. 
 
    "Well, then Holly.  Do you have something to say to me?" 
 
    There it was again, asking for the safe word.  They word that would stop the scene.  End the torture, at least for me.  What I really didn't understand was how the fuck was I still aroused.  My cock was harder than I'd ever felt. 
 
    My wife looked at me.  Her eyes watered.  I knew this was hard for her, but she was just as aroused as I was.  I wanted to scream at her.  Pick me, pick me. But if I thought it would be humiliating to watch my wife pick my boss to fuck, it would be tenfold if I pleaded with her and she still picked him.  So I tried to plead with my eyes. Pick me, pick me. 
 
    "Do you have something to say to me Holly?" 
 
    Again, she could give her safe word and end this.  Unfortunately, my wife didn't want it to end. 
 
    "No, mistress." 
 
    "Then choose.  Your husband's cock, or Richard's," 
 
    She never even looked at Richard.  This decision was between Holly and me.  She mouthed the words, I'm sorry, then said.  "Richard.  I choose Richard's cock." 
 
    The pain I felt, nearly caused be to double over, but I held still.  I knew it was coming.  From the moment I learned it was making the choice that she was afraid of, I knew I wouldn't be it. 
 
    "Well, Richard.  You heard the slut, it's you she wants as a reward.  Not, her husband."  Michelle reveled in saying that.  She could see the pain I was trying to hide, and she loved it.  Just as she loved spanking my wife's ass.  She was a sadist, and I was a perfect target for her pain. 
 
    "Sorry, buddy." Richard slapped me on the back.  "No hard feelings. Oh, sorry, bad word choice.  Nothing personal." 
 
    I wanted to punch him, but he was my boss, and I didn't want to try and find another job as good as this one.  Plus, my wife was into this scene, so if I balked, it was my marriage on the line.  And I really didn't want that to end either. I loved my wife, even if I wasn't sure how she felt about me. 
 
    "Don't enjoy it too much." I said, between clenched teeth. 
 
    "Oh.  I won't" Richard lied. 
 
    While my boss quickly undressed, my wife looked at me again.  She smiled. It was a kind smile, one that showed she didn't want to hurt me, but she needed this.  She mouthed the words, Thank you.  I gave the sign for your welcome.  Holly almost laughed and then mouthed, I love you.  I signed 'me too', but she didn't see it, because her eyes were now trained on Richard's penis. 
 
    Now I knew why she'd chosen my boss.  His cock was huge, much larger than mine, and thicker too.  And erect, it looked just like the dildo that now lay on the nightstand, except peachy instead of black. 
 
    Holly must have known, somehow.  Maybe she'd heard rumors, locker room talk.  Maybe she'd fucked him already.  She always talked about how he flirted with her, maybe she'd relented before.  Didn't Michelle order her to stay away?  Maybe she wanted to be punished.  So much I didn't understand about my wife.  So much new information to digest.  But now was not the time for that.  I was about to watch my wife fuck my boss. 
 
    Even as she had been looking at me, and trying to calm me, my wife had subconsciously open her legs wide, inviting my boss to her. 
 
    "I see no foreplay is needed," Michelle said.  She looked at me.  "This must hurt. Seeing your wife drip like mad for another guy."  I could only imagine her wicked smile, because I was looking at my wife's pussy, drooling for my boss's cock. 
 
    Richard was now totally naked, his clothes strewn on a path between the door and the bed.  I stood frozen, watching the scene.  My boss climbed up on the bed and lined himself up to enter my wife. 
 
    "You got another choice to make, condom or bareback." Michelle was really getting her sadism kick on.  My wife didn't look to me as she answered, and I knew what that answer would be even before she said it.  "Bareback." 
 
    I knew Holly was on the pill.  We thought about having another child, but that would wait.  And I'm so fucking glad we did. 
 
    "Nice," both Richard and Michelle said. 
 
    "Well Mike, looks like your boss is going to claim that pussy." 
 
    Richard started rubbing his erection up and down my wife's wet slit.  Again, she flexed her body, arched her back, trying to capture the cock he was teasing her with. 
 
    "Stop, please, fuck me." 
 
    Hearing my wife plead with my boss to fuck her stung. I'm sure it would have hurt more, if I hadn't been numbed by everything that had preceded. 
 
    "Don't teas - " Holly let out a loud moan as Richard entered her. "Fuuuuck." 
 
    "Oh, god, Holly.  I've missed this." 
 
    My suspicions had been confirmed.  My wife had cheated on me.  I'd feel that more later, right know I was too stunned and too aroused to notice the new pain. 
 
    "Me too." 
 
    I watched as my boss leaned down to kiss Holly,  Seeing them share a passionate kiss hurt even more than watching them fuck.  They looked so sexy, my wife, her hands tied above her, while my boss kissed her mouth, his tongue taking possession of hers.  He held her tight, thrusting his cock deep into her womb. 
 
    "So, fucking good," he said.  "So tight.  You're like a glove." 
 
    "Oh shit, I can feel you so deep.  So fucking deep."  My wife started shivering and I knew she was coming.  She didn't scream or cry out.  She became silent, threw her head back and let the wave of pleasure pass over her. 
 
    "I can feel you squeezing Holly.  I can feel your pussy squeezing me.  Feels so good." 
 
    "Come on and fuck me, Rick.  Give me that cum.  I love feeling cum inside me." 
 
    She did. She'd told me that before.  She loved when I came in her.  It gave her a small climax each time I did. 
 
    "Isn't that touching?" Michelle had moved up next to me.  Her words a shiv she used to stab my heart, repeatedly.  It was so exquisitely painful. "Two lovers, sharing a tender fuck." 
 
    "Do you have to?" I wanted to look away from my wife and my boss, but couldn't.  My gaze was held fast. 
 
    "Oh yes, Michael.  I must. It's part of Holly's reward.  She's always wanted you to watch her fuck Richard.  She just never had the nerve to tell you." 
 
    "So, this is all a set up?" 
 
    "Kinda, you left your wife alone. It gave Richard the chance he needed." 
 
    "Fuck, Rick, So good," my wife screamed.  She never screamed.  Was this part of the game?  Is this what my wife wanted me to see? 
 
    "I'm close, babe, so close." 
 
    "Give it to me Rick.  Cum for me." 
 
    With a shout, my boss thrust deep into my wife's womb and held himself.  "God, fuck." He grunted, as his ass flexed and I knew he was filling my wife with his semen. 
 
    "Take me, Rick,  Take this pussy.  It's yours tonight.  Fuck, that feels so good." 
 
    All of her words hurt, so good.  I found myself getting hard as fuck hearing my wife tease me. 
 
    When I got my wife home, I was going to fuck her senseless.  I had so much sexual tension built up.  I had to stop myself from touching my erection for fear I would erupt in my pants. 
 
    After one final thrust, to make sure he'd released every drop of cum inside my wife, Richard rolled off her and collapsed on the bed.  His deflated cock was sticky with my wife's juices mixed with his semen. 
 
    "Finally," I whispered to myself.  The worst was over, I thought. 
 
    "Untie her Richard." Michelle said. 
 
    Richard reached up and released Holly's hands.  Immediately she grabbed his face, kissing him with a passion I hadn't experienced in many years.  It was the passion of a new love. Passion two old married folks could never work up to. 
 
    I was again hurt by what I was seeing and what I just realized. I thought the bindings were to keep my wife confined so she could be used.  I was wrong.  The bindings were to stop her from acting out of turn.  Holly's kiss was ferocious, her tongue penetrating my bosses mouth, searching for his soul within.   
 
    My heart sank.  I was watching my wife make love to my boss. She had chosen to do it.  I had not stopped her.  Now, my humiliation was adding fuel to her lustful fire. 
 
    Holly grabbed my boss's cock and started stroking it, as if to get it hard for another go.  I was sure she'd fuck him again.  She didn't even look at me.  Did she even remember I was in the room? 
 
    "Enough," Michelle said.  I thought she had come to my emotional rescue.  "You've had enough I think." 
 
    Holly pouted, but didn't complain.  She rolled off my boss and lay next to him.  Her pussy lips inflamed and messy with her lubrication and his cum. 
 
    "One last thing, then we can call it a night." 
 
    Finally, the humiliation would end.  I could take Holly back to our room and reclaim her.  My joy was short lived. 
 
    "Looking at you, Holly, lying there, I realized, you're a mess.  You've got juices and cum and sweat dirtying that usually beautiful pussy.  You need to get that cleaned up." 
 
    "My wife can shower when we get to our room," I said, naively. 
 
    Michelle and Richard laughed; my wife tried to hide her chuckle, but failed. 
 
    "No, Michael, she's not going to shower.  She's going to have someone clean her with their mouth." 
 
    What? 
 
    "And she's going to decide who gets the honor," Michelle added as she patted my back. 
 
    The humiliation was not over. 
 
      
 
    I looked at my wife, stunned.  I was not going to lick my boss's cum from my wife's pussy.  I would not be doing that, no I would not. 
 
    "I think, I'm going to pass on this game," I said.  I was already humiliated enough, and the only thing worse than being forced to eat my wife with another man's semen in her, would be if he had impregnated her.  Was that next in Michelle's weird little game of domination? 
 
    "Holly!" My wife looked over at her boss.  They didn't speak, but I knew there was a lot of communication passing between the two women. 
 
    "Michael," Holly said.  She gave me the saddest puppy dog eyes.  I was a sucker for those eyes.  My wife could get me to do anything with that look.  Tonight, that power was going to be tested. "Sweetheart, please.  I need you to let me choose." 
 
    Why?  Why did she need this?  Why did she need to humiliate me? Did I do something to deserve this?  My wife kept pleading with her eyes.  She wanted this to happen, she needed this to happen. Throughout our marriage, I trusted my wife.  She had never given me a reason to doubt her, doubt her love.  That's why it came as such a shock to see her act the slut tonight.  I was angry.  I was jealous.  I hurt.  I lusted. I was erect.  Seeing my wife on the bed, her legs still obscenely spread wide, her pussy messy with Richard's semen.  She looked sexy as hell and I wanted nothing more than to fuck her senseless, to drive my cock into her dirty, cheating cunt.  But I wasn’t going to get to do that, if I gave up now.  If I quit this game, who knows what would happen.  Against my better judgement, I relented. 
 
    "Fine, dear.  Choose." 
 
    Holly clapped her hands with glee.  I knew she was going to pick me to lick her cum filled snatch.  It's the way this night had been going, repeated gut punches. 
 
    Hear my wife cum on my boss's finger, bam.  See her willfully submit to Michelle's punishment, whack.  Stand by as she chose to fuck Richard over me, oof. 
 
    Now she was going to reach into my chest and pull out my heart by making me humble myself before both of our bosses. 
 
    "It's my choice, right, mistress?" 
 
    "Absolutely." Michelle took wicked glee at my suffering.  Like she was a vampire, feeding off my misery. 
 
    Holly reached her hand out toward me.  "Darling, I'm so glad you trusted me.  I really need this." 
 
    I was close to crying, but I wasn't going to give these monsters the satisfaction.  I don't know how I was going to face my wife going forward, would she look at me like some wimpy loser. 
 
    "I want Michelle to clean my messy cunt" 
 
    My eyes went wide.  Michelle's smile vanished in a heartbeat, replaced with a shocked look.  Richard started laughing.  A real belly laugh.  The VP did not expect my wife to play her like that.  She hadn't specified who was a valid choice, and my wife took advantage of that lapse of judgement. 
 
    I loved her so much. She didn't want to see me put low, she wanted her boss taken down a notch. 
 
    "Come on boss, show these boys how a real woman eats pussy." My wife was really enjoying herself.  This game still had me nervous, but I was proud of her.  Smart, beautiful and clever, she was. 
 
    Holly asked Richard to get off the bed so she could get comfortable.  My boss got up, to watch the show. 
 
    Michelle had been caught flat footed, but she didn't lose her cool.  Holly had outplayed her, but this night was just one battle in a larger war and she wasn't about to surrender. 
 
    "I've taught you well, Holly.  Maybe too well."  The VP reached behind her back and pulled down the zipper of her tight silver dress.  She slowly peeled it down her tall slender frame, revealing her naked body.  She had modest breasts, her skin was lightly tanned - with no lines, and her pussy was shaved bare.  Even though she was naked, she had lost none of her power.  She was going to lower herself to her apprentice, but that didn't mean she was any less of a woman. 
 
    In the midst of this battle of wills, this power struggle of dominance, I'd lost track of the fact that my wife was about to have her pussy eaten by a woman.  I would never have considered her bi-sexual.  She'd never given a hint of wanting to be with another woman.  But then, this was more about the power dynamic than the sex, although I was sure my wife was going to enjoy herself. 
 
    Holly propped herself up against the headboard, she ran her fingers along her messy pussy, rubbing my boss's cum over and through her fleshy folds.  She curled her finger, beckoning Michelle to come closer.  The VP crawled up on the bed and started moving toward my wife.  She prowled like a panther, swaying her tight little ass as she moved.  She even gave a little growl.  She may be submitting to my wife, but she was still a dangerous predator, who would pounce if my wife let her guard down, for even a second. 
 
    Holly offered her boss three cum covered fingers.  Michelle gave a snap, but my wife didn't flinch, so the VP took my wife's offering into her mouth, sucking her fingers like a little cock. 
 
    I was so caught up with the erotic scene that I absent-mindedly was rubbing my penis through my pants.  Richard was just out and out masturbating.  It's then that I noticed I was the only one with any clothes on, and for some reason that made me feel awkward. 
 
    But then I looked over at what my wife and Michelle were doing and I didn't really care anymore.  I was blown away with how sexy it was, to watch my wife and another woman, naked on a bed together.  The VP was still licking my wife's fingers, but it looked like she was antsy to get to the source. 
 
    Michelle pulled away a bit and then went to lick along the insides of my wife's thighs.  I could see the goosebumps rising on her pale peachy skin.  My wife started squirming, as she always did when I was doing the same thing her boss was.  She looked up at me, her expression asking, can you believe this? She was really enjoying herself, and for the first time this evening, so was I.  There were still lots of questions hanging between us, but we were both one in the moment. 
 
    My wife gave a high pitched scream, almost inaudible. She never screamed when having sex, but she'd never been with a woman, let alone, one as experienced as Michelle. 
 
    The VP was now vigorously devouring my wife's pussy.  She was attacking Holly, like a hungry cat with a bowl of milk.  Michelle would not be sated until she had licked and sucked every drop of Richard's cum from Holly's pussy. My wife's stomach started quivering as her climax approached, until the damn burst and she started shaking, first her thighs, then her hips.  It's as if my wife was trying to throw the woman between her legs, as if the pleasure was too intense, but Holly's boss would not be thrown.  She continued lapping at my wife, as if she could suck her actual soul through her pussy. 
 
     I watched in amazement as Holly had one long continuous orgasm.  This woman was pleasing my wife better than I ever did, and that had me worried.  Could I ever give her this much pleasure.  Would my wife ever even want to fuck me again.  What if Michelle was so good, she decided to only sleep with women.  I didn't really think that would happen, but, then, I never thought I would stand by and watch another man fuck her, and that had happened. 
 
    "Please, Michelle, stop. I can't take any more." 
 
    I heard the blonde mumble between my wife's thighs. 
 
    "Don't make me say it." 
 
    Shit, she was going to get my wife to use her safe word, not because Michelle was causing too much pain, but because she was making my wife feel too good. 
 
    This was incredibly embarrassing. 
 
    "Fuck, fuck, shit, god please stop." 
 
    Holly tried to pull her boss away, grabbed her hair even, but the bitch wouldn't budge.  She was latched onto my wife's pussy like a lamprey.  The only thing that was going to make her stop, was my wife's safe word. 
 
    "Fuck, okay, you win, tensile strength. I said it.  Tensile Strength." 
 
    My wife didn't need to say it twice.  As soon as she first said it, Michelle stopped licking and moved away.  My wife laid out on the bed, her body flush.  After her boss got up I looked at my wife's pussy.  It was swollen and red, wet as fuck, but there wasn't a drop of cum to be seen.  Michelle had devoured it all. 
 
    "You made a grave error, my apprentice," my wife's boss said.  "You opened yourself to me.  You thought you were getting one over on me, you thought you had me beat.  But I got your safe word.  You'd thought you'd one but this night's mine." 
 
    My wife was too weak to come up with any biting retorts. 
 
    "So, you meant for her to pick you?" I asked.  "You wanted her to give the safe word all along." 
 
    "Michael, you silly man.  That's the whole point of the game.  Getting Holly to give the safe word." 
 
    Then I realized.  "You've played this game before." 
 
    Michelle chuckled. "Just about a dozen times.  And each time, I've won." 
 
    "You're an evil woman." 
 
    "Michael, ask your wife.  She loves this game.  She wouldn't play it if she didn't" 
 
    "She's playing it because you're her boss." 
 
    "Stop it! Our game, and work are totally separate.  You're wife's position in this company was earned.  You should be ashamed of yourself for thinking - " 
 
    "That's not what I meant." 
 
    "Yes you did.  You're just jealous.  You're mad she hasn't told you.  You are just realizing she's been cheating on you. For almost a year.  And you never knew.  And now you've seen how much pleasure she gets from this.  And you know, you'll never give her as much pleasure as I just did.  So much pleasure she had to force me to stop." 
 
    Throughout her rant, I couldn't look at my wife, or Michelle, so I looked down at my feet.  Everything she said was true. 
 
    "Have you ever made her feel so good she couldn't take anymore?" 
 
    I wished I'd had a safe word to get Michelle to stop torturing me. 
 
    "I'm really glad you got to see this.  I don't know if I would have been able to get her to surrender without you.  She's a strong one.  And she surprised me.  I thought it was over when she saw you, but when she didn't give up her word right away I knew I was going to have so much fun.  I thought making her choose between you two would do it.  Richard, you do taste delicious, by the way." 
 
    My boss was dressed and trying to sneak out of the room by this point. 
 
    "I'll see you on Monday, at the board meeting." 
 
    "Sure thing, Michelle." 
 
    Richard looked at me and shrugged, then left the room. 
 
    "Okay, she gave the word, can we go?"  Holly had recovered from her monumental orgasm and was putting her bra back on. 
 
    "Yes, you're both free to go.  I was really hoping she'd pick you to eat her out.  And, yes, I knew I was giving her three options, I'm not an idiot. But like I said, I was rewarding her.  I wanted Holly to pick you, because I would have loved watching you lick your boss's cum from her pussy. But your wife isn't as sadistic as I am, you're very lucky to have her.  She could have gone the easy route, and picked Richard.  He would have loved pleasuring your wife with his tongue, even if he had cum in her already.  I'm sure he's done it before." 
 
    I looked over at my wife. She had been watching me, but quickly bent across the bed to gather up the rags that used to be her dress and panties. 
 
    "If she had picked you or Richard, she would have won our game, but it turns out she thought she'd be a smart ass and try to lay me low.  Get me to go down on her, lick a little seed from her used cunt, like I haven't done worse.  But as you witnessed, she outplayed herself.  She left her vulnerable center unguarded.  But she's learned a lot tonight, not as much as you, but still.  I think a couple more scenes and she might actually go the distance." 
 
    While she was gloating, Michelle pulled a robe out of the closet and tossed it to Holly. 
 
    "I'm going to take a shower.  You two should be gone when I'm done." 
 
    And with that, she went to the en suite and turned on the water. 
 
    I had truly mixed feelings.  My body was home to a tsunami of emotions. I was angry at Holly for cheating, for taking me through this whole ordeal.  Did she have to play, tonight! I was also horny.  I was the only one who hadn't cum yet, save for Michelle, who was close to an orgasm, if the sounds from the shower were any indication.  I was mad at Holly, and at the same time I wanted to fuck her, so badly.  But foremost,  I was humiliated.  Michelle had taken a scalpel to my soul and had cut me to ribbons. I was in pain and I needed healing.  
 
    I looked at my wife, the woman I loved, who I'd watched fuck another man, who'd actually picked that man over me.  She was the one I needed to heal me. My wife was looking down at her feet, avoiding eye contact with me.  I wondered what she was thinking.  Did she want to leave me, take up with Richard? I hoped not.  She had betrayed me, but I still needed her, I still wanted her. I still loved her. 
 
    I went to my wife and put my arms around her.  She instantly grabbed me and held tight.  She buried her face in my chest.  She was crying. 
 
    "I love you, Michael," she said. She looked up at me.  "I hope you believe that." 
 
    "I love you, too.  And I do, believe, but you have an unorthodox way to show it." 
 
    She smiled, a cute beautiful smile, that cauterized my wounds.  I was a sucker for her smile. 
 
    We grabbed the fabric that had been her expensive dress and left the executive suite hand in hand.  It was a little after midnight, when we got to our room. 
 
    Holly went into the bathroom and started the shower. I got undressed and got into bed.  I was exhausted, yet still wired.  My cock was hard, my heart was beating much too fast. Despite what my wife had said, I was still nervous about her leaving me.  She fucking picked my boss over me.  For some reason that didn't stop me from stroking my cock, remembering what I had witnessed earlier in the evening.  Catching Richard with his fingers in my wife's honey pot, so to speak.  Then her punishment from Michelle, the pain she'd endured, and enjoyed.  Then the humiliation of her fucking my boss, in front of the VP and me. And finally, watching Holly's boss clean out her used pussy with her tongue. 
 
    "Slow down there, lover," my wife said from the bathroom doorway. 
 
    My hand was a blur and I was close to cumming, but I was able to stop.  It took all my strength to keep from shooting my semen all over the bed spread. 
 
    "You wanna save some of that for me?" 
 
    Holly was a vision. She stood naked, her glorious curves silhouetted in the harsh bathroom light. 
 
    "I wasn't sure you'd be up for more." 
 
    She moved toward me, jumped next to me on the bed.  She propped her head up in one hand, while she played with my raging hard cock with the other. 
 
    "I'll always want more from you." 
 
    "We have so much to talk about." 
 
    "I agree.  I've been a very bad, very naughty wife.  And it's time to confess." 
 
    "Did you plan everything that happened tonight?" 
 
    "Didn't really plan it. But when Richard found me dancing alone and started flirting, it just felt right." 
 
    "How long?" 
 
    My wife paused, she looked away from me and out into the dark Texas night. I figured she was trying to decide how much to tell me. 
 
    "Please, tell me the truth, tell me everything." 
 
    Through it all, she kept stroking me, keeping me in a state of arousal that might temper my anger over what she was going to say. 
 
    "For three years, on and off." 
 
    I tried to move away but Holly kept a firm grip on my cock, as if letting go would be to lose me, lose our marriage. 
 
    "Please stay with me," she said, again looking me in the eye. "It was an accident.  He flirted with me once when I picked you up from work.  It felt nice.  Then I answered the phone one day, he was calling for you, but you were occupied.  I took a message, but we chatted a bit before he hung up.  After that, it happened quickly.  I met him for lunch one day.  Then we had dinner one week when you were away on business.  One thing, lead to another." 
 
    All through her monologue I was torn, between grief and lust.  My heart was breaking, but it was my cock that was going to burst.  Like a pro, Holly controlled my arousal.  She let me get close to cumming, then backed off. 
 
    "How many times have you fucked?" 
 
    "Maybe a dozen, it's been more than a year since the last time." 
 
    For some perverse reason, I wanted details, but couldn't bring myself to ask.  But there was one thing I wanted to know, one thing I had to know, if our marriage was to last. 
 
    "Do you prefer him, over me?" 
 
    "God, no! Why would you say that?" 
 
    "You picked him to fuck, instead of me." 
 
    Holly smiled and kissed me. 
 
    "Did that make you jealous?" 
 
    "Yeah! It hurt. Being rejected." 
 
    "Sorry.  But it's part of the game." 
 
    "I never agreed to play." 
 
    "You could have stopped it at any time." 
 
    "Really?  You would have stopped if I said to?" 
 
    "Yes, for fuck sake.  You're my husband." 
 
    "Didn't stop you from fucking Richard, behind my back." 
 
    That caused my wife to stop pulling on my cock.  She reached up with both hands and held my face close to hers.  She had my undivided attention. "I'm sorry about that Michael.  Really.  We had broken off the affair.  I hadn't seen him, outside work since the last Christmas party, and we didn't do anything then.  I was being good." 
 
    Was she being good because she felt guilty?  Or was it something else.  I remained silent.  I wanted her to tell me herself, not force it out. 
 
    "You believe me, don't you.  Please tell me you believe me." 
 
    I didn't answer, just looked at her.  I saw her emotions at war in her eyes.  I decided to give a little push, see what she'd do. 
 
    "Of course I believe you.  Because I know you wouldn't lie to me, not here, not now." My wife sighed, "And I know you'd never hold anything back, keep anything hidden, not now that it's all out in the open." 
 
    That caused Holly to pause.  She hadn't told me everything. 
 
    "Okay, Michael.  I didn't end the affair because I wanted to be good.  I ended it because Michelle demanded it." 
 
    The night of confessions continued for another hour.  Holly told me how Michelle had taken her under her wing, guided her through the gauntlet every woman has to run when trying to make a living in a man's world.  At the same time she was seducing her into a world of Domination and Submission.  Was it right? No.  But Holly said she enjoyed it and didn't want to give it up. 
 
    There was so much more I needed to figure out.  My wife had cheated on me, had been having an affair with one boss, then another, for over three years - although tonight was probably the first time she had actually had sex with Michelle. 
 
    "But you picked him over me, Holly.  You don't know how much that hurt." 
 
    "Sweetheart, I can have you anytime.  I hadn't had Richard in over a year.  I really wanted to feel his large, beautiful cock inside me.  I wanted to feel him fill me, cum in me.  I love feeling a cock pulse inside me, feel the warmth of their eruption spread through me." 
 
    My wife's naughty words had me hard again. 
 
    "Plus, Michelle wanted me to pick him. She knew it would screw with your head.  She loves to push buttons. She plays rough, and if you can't handle it, she doesn't care." 
 
    "But you didn't have to play rough, like she does.  Michelle told me you wanted to hurt me, humiliate me.  You could have been more gentle." 
 
    My wife threw her leg over my body and pressed her dripping wet pussy over my erection. 
 
    "My boss is a liar.  I never wanted to hurt you.  It's just a silly game.  And I think I've discovered, I also like playing rough."  She sank down, enveloping my cock in her warm wet womb.  "I hope that doesn't bother you.  I'll stop if you want, but I really, really want to keep playing." She was bouncing up and down as she spoke.  It felt fucking amazing.  At this point, I would have given Holly anything she wanted. 
 
    "Oh God, Michael, you feel so good. I love the way you feel inside me.  What we have is special." 
 
    "What you have with Richard seemed to be stronger."  The way you kissed him."  My argument was weak.  I wasn't thinking very well. 
 
    Holly laughed. "Silly, silly man. The passion you saw tonight. We had that once. Remember the Billy Joel concert?" 
 
    My cock twitched.  Did I remember our second date, the night we made love for the first time? 
 
    "I'll never forget it." 
 
    "Trust me, that evening was ten times hotter than what you saw tonight between me and Richard." 
 
    I embraced my wife and flipped her over, so I was on top.  "I wish we could have that passion again." 
 
    "We have something better, sweetheart. Passion burns bright, but never for long." She reached up and pulled me down to her.  "Our love is a smoldering ember, not a lot of light, but so much hotter and it can last forever if tended properly." She kissed me and I felt her pussy pulse around my cock.  She was cumming.  It wasn't loud, it wasn't wild, but it was strong. 
 
    I continued for a few minutes longer then I erupted, adding my load to my boss's. 
 
    We both fell asleep pretty quickly after that.  We still had a lot to work out.  I knew I'd let Holly keep playing with Michelle, and we'd figure out what to do about Richard. 
 
    I was entering uncharted emotional and sexual territory, but with Holly as my guide, I was sure, we'd be fine. 
 
      
 
    † 
 
      
 
    This is another story inspired by a Twitter thread.  I was musing one day about wanting to write a cuckold story with a boss as the bull.  Someone asked if it was his boss or hers.  I thought, why not both, as in two different people.  I loved how this one turned out.  Again, I love women who take charge of their sex life.  This one included a lot of my favorite topics: wife watching, seduction, a little humiliation, cheating wives, domination, and a little woman-on-woman action.  This couple has a very interesting life ahead of them, I hope Michael can keep up. 
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