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      My mind was still in a haze, the week after I watched my boss use his fingers to make my wife cum.  I got hard every time I thought about it, but I also felt a knot twist in my stomach every time I envisioned it going further.  I kept feeling a sense of excitement chased by a feeling of dread.  I wanted the game to stop, but I knew I'd do everything in my power to keep playing.

      I called into work the next morning and told our office assistant I was taking a personal day.  I was startled when Elizabeth came up behind me and wrapped her arms around me.

      "I hope you're not feeling too sick to come back to bed with me," she said as she slipped her right hand into my pajama bottoms.  She found my cock rigid and stroked it to full hardness.

      "I just wanted to avoid Roger," I said, as I turned to face my wife.  She was wearing one of my dress shirts, unbuttoned. Her boobs were partially on display; her nipples hidden but their outline still visible behind the white cotton fabric.

      "I hope you're not having second thoughts about what we did last night."  She sounded concerned, and she kept rubbing my cock as if she were hoping it would soothe any doubts I had.

      "I wouldn't call them second thoughts, just mulling over the consequences of what we did."

      "I don’t think Roger is going fire you because you didn't let me suck his dick."

      "I know that."  I reluctantly pulled my wife's hands away from my erection.  "I'm just not sure I'm ready to face the inevitable question of what happens next."

      Elizabeth laughed.  "Don't worry about that, sweetheart."

      My wife knelt into me and pulled down my pajama pants.  "Why don't you let me take your mind off Roger and work and what we did."

      She took the tip of my hard cock into her mouth and started sucking me off.  Part of me wanted her to stop so I could work out my next move, but my lizard brain was in control and I let her continue.

      Elizabeth gives the best blowjobs.  She has a way of running her tongue along my shaft while it's filling her mouth—a feeling I'd never experience with any other women I'd been with.  She took control of my orgasm, bringing me to the brink of release before backing off and letting my sexual tension settle to a level of constant pleasurable arousal.

      She loved to hum while my cock filled her mouth, the vibrations sending waves of bliss through my body.

      I began to lose the strength in my knees and had to grab onto the counter to remain standing.

      "Oh, fuck, Liz.  That feels so good."

      She pulled my cock from her mouth but kept on stroking me.  "You know, Roger would have loved me to do this to him, last night."

      "I know, poor man."  I looked down at my wife.  Her eyes were filled with desire and a little disappointment.  I knew she wanted to suck my boss's cock, but only if I let her.  "Is that what you want, Liz?  You want to suck my boss's cock?"

      Her eyes brightened and her mouth formed a tantalizing smile.  "Yes, I do."

      Most men would have been pissed to hear that their wives wanted to take another man's cock into their mouth.  Most men would have considered it an insult.  Some may have even considered it grounds for divorce.

      I wasn't most men.  As I thought about Elizabeth on her knees in front of Mr. Gale, my body grew tense with arousal.  A spike of delicious angst burst through my heart, and I knew I was going to let her.  The thing I loved most was making my wife happy, and I knew getting to take my boss's thick, veiny cock into her mouth would make her a very happy woman.

      "Then I guess my boss is a very lucky man," I said.  "Now, finish what you started and we'll talk about how we're going to make this happen."

      Elizabeth eagerly sucked my cock back into her mouth and bobbed her head back and forth until she had my entire length buried down her throat.  I could feel her nose press against my groin.

      "I'm. Going. To. Cummmmm." I tried to control my release, but I failed.  My cock pulsed as I shot ropes of semen down her throat.

      Elizabeth held me tight, drinking everything I had to offer.  Her cheeks puckered as she sucked every last drop from my balls.  When she finished, she rested back on her heels and licked her lips.  "That's my protein for the morning."

      I laughed as I helped her up.

      "You're a naughty girl," I said.

      "I'm your naughty girl," she said as she gave me a tangy kiss.

      "You missed some."  I licked a small drop of pearly cum from the corner of my wife's mouth.  "Now, let me fix us a proper breakfast."

      My wife turned to head off to the bathroom to the brush her teeth.  I gave her a smack on the ass as she went.

      Over a breakfast of sausage and French toast we hashed out our plans.  I was willing, no eager, to let my wife offer her mouth to my boss.  And deep down, I knew I'd love to watch him fuck her, too.  But I wasn't sure I was willing to admit that much to either Elizabeth or my boss.  Hell, I was hardly able to admit it to myself.

      According to the rules of proper society, wives belong to their husbands.  And no husband should let his wife have sex with another man.  I didn’t feel that way.  I didn't feel I owned my wife or her body.  Instead I saw us as partners.  Always honest with each other, willing to share our deepest secrets and desires.  I knew my wife wanted to enjoy a new cock—a bigger cock and one not attached to her husband.  And I knew I wanted her to experience that pleasure only a man like Mr. Gale could give her.

      "So, you're willing to let me give Roger a handjob?"

      I nodded my head, yes.

      "What if I want to taste him?"

      She wasn't joking.

      "Then.  Then I guess you could taste him."

      "I can take his cock into my mouth?  Like I did for you this morning?"

      Again, I nodded.

      "Use your words, Howard."

      "Yes.  You can blow my boss if you want to."

      It all came out so fast.  And the embarrassment I thought I'd feel never came.  My wife didn't tease me or call me a bad husband.

      "Good.  We've got that settled.  Now what if he wants to fuck me?"

      I just stared at my wife, trying to read her mind.  Her expression gave nothing away.  We held each other's silent gaze for what seemed like an hour.  I wanted to tell her it was fine if she fucked him, but I couldn't get myself to do it.  Fucking was taboo.  I was still hung up on society's expectations.

      "How about, we talk about that later?" I said.

      Elizabeth gave me a disappointed look, but she didn't argue.

      "So, what do we do next?" she asked me.

      "I think we leave it up to Mr. Gale.  If he's so eager to get into your panties, let him make the next move."

      "I thought my panties were off limits," my wife said with a grin.

      "You know what I mean."

      "Yeah, I do," she sighed.  "Anyway.  All this talk of your boss and blowjobs has me horny, Howard.  Take me to bed right now, or I call Roger and let him take care of me."

      Elizabeth gave me a stare that said, yes she was joking, but not really.  So, I took her hand and we went back to bed to fuck a couple of times before dinner.
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      I was tempted to take another day off work, but I realized I was putting off the inevitable.  Sooner or later I'd have to deal with Mr. Gale.

      My boss was in a meeting when I got to the office, so I settled down to deal with the many emails that had accumulated over my long weekend.  I was about halfway through them when I felt a hand on my shoulder.

      "Howard."  I could tell it was my boss.  "Can I have a moment of your time?"

      "You're the boss," I said.  I followed Mr. Gale to his office.

      My mind raced.  What would he say?  What should I say?  A feeling of trepidation ran through my body.  Memories of the holiday party played through my mind in fragments like a highlight reel of some homemade porno.  Roger leaning over my wife, his hand touching her waist.  My wife passionately kissing him.  Seeing my boss's hand slide under her dress.  My cock was growing rigid in my pants, but I didn't dare touch it.

      "Close the door, Howard," he said.  "We need to clear a few things up."

      You're not kidding, I thought.

      "Take a seat," my boss said.  He sat down at his desk and pointed to the chair across from it.

      "This is weird," I said.  "With you sitting over there."

      "How so?" Mr. Gale said.

      "I take it we're going to talk about my wife, and what happened at the party.  Well, this whole boss/subordinate vibe makes me uncomfortable."

      "But I am your boss."

      "But maybe we don't need to focus on that."

      My boss thought for a moment.  He couldn't deny that I had a point.

      "Fine, let's sit on the couch."

      We moved to his comfy leather couch on the left side of the room.  A painting of a desert landscape hung above it.  A lone cowboy and his horse standing on a mesa in the lower left-hand corner, taking in the vastness of the empty plain before him.

      "Did you have a good time at the party?" he asked as soon as we sat down.

      I wasn't really interested in small talk, so I got right to the point.

      "Not as much fun as you did."

      Mr. Gale laughed.  "Well, your wife had the most fun of all, I'd say."

      I couldn't help of give a little snicker myself.  "True.  And I guess that's the whole reason we're having this little conversation."

      "Do I detect a little anger in your voice?"

      "Maybe?"  I thought about it for a moment.  I guess a hint of annoyance did slip into my tone.  But I wasn't really mad.  It was more that I was confused about how we'd arrived at our current situation.

      My boss had purposely inserted himself into my relationship with my wife.  He'd started flirting with her and somehow that led to her coming on his fingers.  But instead of being pissed, I found it arousing.  And deep down, I wanted more.  I just didn't know how to express that, without feeling the fool.

      "I'm sorry if I've insulted you somehow," my boss said.

      I burst out laughing.  "Mr. Gale, you seduced my wife right in front of me.  How is that not an insult?"

      "You said you were proud of your sexy wife.  How's it an insult to flirt with a sexy woman?"

      "I don't know.  You're probably right.  I just think this whole situation is weird."

      "It doesn't have to be."

      "Of fucking course it has to be," I said.  I could feel my blood pressure rising.  "A husband isn't supposed to enjoy watching his wife being taken by another man."

      "Why not?"

      "It's just not done."

      "Why?"

      I was getting frustrated.  I couldn't think of an answer to his simple question, but I knew I should.  The pressure of years of societal indoctrination was gripping my soul.  A man's wife was his property, to be cherished and protected, not shared with another man.  Why was I different?
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