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

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

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

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

      "Yeah."

      "Why didn't you⁠—"

      "I was waiting for you to tell me."

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

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

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

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

      I might have been a little more convincing that time.

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

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

      "Yes.  I do."

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

      "You don't like Mr. Gale?"

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

      "Like Brandon?"

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

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

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

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

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

      "You okay?" she asked.

      I nodded and drank my beer.

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

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

      "What do you mean?"

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

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

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

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

      "Come on, admit it."

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

      Elizabeth smiled.  "Yeah."

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

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

      "Yes.  But still."

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

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

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

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

      "What do you mean?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      "Tell me the safe word."

      Oh shit, that's what she wanted.

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

      "Demogorgon!" I said.  "Demogorgon."

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

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

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

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

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

      "No."

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

      "Yes," I said without thinking.

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

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

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

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

      "Good boy," she said.  "Now, follow me.  I have a job for that talented tongue of yours."
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      When we got to the bedroom, Elizabeth told me to stand back and watch as she got undressed.  She started slowly, taking her time with each button of her white blouse.  When she was done she slid her top off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor behind her.

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

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

      "Give me a kiss," she said.

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

      "Give me a kiss, down there."

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

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

      My wife let me proceed.

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

      I gave her fleshy folds a few light tentative licks.

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

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

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

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

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

      "Yes, mistress."

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

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

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

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

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

      "Was it good?" I asked.

      "The best," my wife said.

      "Better than Mr. Gale?"

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

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

      "You poor dear."

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

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

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

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

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

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

      Her warm mouth felt wonderful wrapped around my shaft.

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

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