
Copyright 2018 Jennifer Lynne


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Our First Trip to My Hot Wife’s Boss's House Bisexual Husband’s First Time MMFF Ménage

Our First Trip to My Hot Wife’s Boss's House

OTHER JENNIFER LYNNE TITLES FOR YOU TO ENJOY

Also By Jennifer Lynne

Find ALL of Jennifer Lynne’s short stories, collections and novels on her

website: http://www.jenniferlynneerotica.com

All characters in these stories are fictional and 18 years or older

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Our First Trip to My Hot Wife’s Boss's House

[image: ]


Bisexual Husband’s First Time MMFF Ménage

By

MARCUS JOYCE

As Told To Jennifer Lynne

––––––––
[image: ]


Most of our ride to Veronica’s boss’s house was silent. Sitting in the driver’s seat, my wife, Veronica tapped lightly on the steering wheel, as if she was impatient to get the evening underway, and her eyes were focused straight ahead. My eyes trailed down to appreciate the unbelievably sexy outfit she’d picked out especially for this occasion; her bountiful breasts delightfully pushed together, and wobbling out of the scooped top of her low cut, tight black dress. Whenever my hot wife shifted in her seat, the hem of the obscenely short dress would ride an inch higher, and expose yet more of her perfectly tanned thigh. I glanced down to peep at the sexy little mole on the top of her thigh – was so close to her mound, that I conjured up visions of ravishing my wife’s deliciously wet pussy as she drove. 

Ten minutes later, we pulled up to a large ‘McMansion’ style house, and up along a large, sprawling driveway. We looked at each other, raised our eyebrows and looked a little confused, surely her boss didn’t make that much money? Veronica parked the car up a little way from the stairs to let others park behind her. 

“Are you sure this is the address?” I asked, as I examined the exaggerated, white-polished columns that stood tall at the front of the house.

“Hmmm...” my sexy, hot wife glanced down at our invitation. “Yep, looks like this is definitely the place. Weird, I know she makes a lot of money, I just didn’t know she made enough to afford a place like this.” As Veronica bit down on her ripe, lusciously red lips, I inwardly groaned. Between the outfit and the glossy lips, I knew that I would have to be on my very best behavior and try not to grope her under the table during the party. 

To be honest, my usually demure wife’s entire look was too much for me to bear, she had certainly outdone herself in the bimbo hot wife stakes, wearing less to attend her boss’s party that she would usually wear when we played dress-up in our boudoir. Even her normally unruly hair fell in perfect, long, light brown waves – she’d styled the parting to fall in front of her right eye. The smoky eye shadow around her light blue eyes added to the effect, making her appear seductive, mysterious, and just a little bit slutty. To me, Veronica resembled a noir femme fatale from one of those old movies, all ready to seduce the pants off some hard-boiled detective. 

“Can you please hand me my heels?” she asked me, handing me the black flats she had driven in.

I handed her the heels – five inches of strappy, red stiletto sex, to be precise. If the manufacturers of those shoes were looking to create a shoe that just screamed FUCK ME! then they could pat themselves on the back for these babies.

“I wonder why the theme for the women is skimpy clothes?” Veronica mused out loud. “I feel like a tramp.” 

I could think of a couple of reasons, but I didn’t want to scare her. Instead, I shrugged my shoulders.

“Where is everyone?” she asked, looking back and forth for any cars she might have missed.

“Maybe we’re here early? I offered, and shrugged my shoulders again.

“We’re a half hour late.” 

“Maybe, your boss is one of those eccentric types,” I continued, patting my wife’s bare knee, reassuringly.

“Maybe...” she repeated, while she buckled the straps of her oh-so horny shoes at her ankles.

“Ready?” I prompted. If we were late, I didn’t want to make it worse.

“Wait, no, I’m not ready.” The hot bimbo that my wife had become closed her eyes and took in a few deep, long breaths. “Ok, I’m ready now.” 

We opened the car doors, and I helped Veronica navigate her way over to the huge, imposing front door of the house, as she tried her best not to stumble over those vertiginous heels. Both of us stood before the heavy iron door, and Veronica bent search for a doorbell to press. After a few moments of her searching, I spotted a large, golden lion’s head knocker. 

“Babe, there’s a knocker here,” I pointed to the thing.

My wife gazed at me, towards the knocker, and then strutted over, confidently rapping it three times. 

No answer. 

“Do it again?” I suggested.

“No, you. You can bang it harder.” Veronica said, fiddling with the hem of her dress that was exposing the very bottom curve of her luscious buttocks.

“That’s what she said,” I snickered, delighted with my old, well-worn joke.

“Really? Just knock, please,” Veronica pleaded as she tugged on my sleeve. 

But, before I could take my turn, an old butler stuck his head out the door. His brown eyes scrutinized us as they quickly scanned our attire, taking their own sweet time over my hot wife’s wonderfully exposed body; the old boy’s lips smirked appreciatively. 

“Who may you two be?” the butler asked, raising one gray eyebrow.

“Veronica Richardson and her husband – Mrs. Baker invited us to the party,” my wife stepped forward to explain.

“Party? Ahh, yes a party. Mrs. Richardson, yes, Mrs. Baker has been waiting for you. She was beginning to think you would not be coming.” He beckoned for us both to enter, me trying my hardest not to giggle at his double entendre. We followed the butler’s hand and stood in the huge expanse of the vestibule, waiting to follow him to meet our hosts. 

“Are we the only ones invited to this party?” Veronica inquired, her full, pouting lips pursed and glossy – all I could think of was sliding my achingly hard cock between them.

“Yes. Did the invitation not say that?”

“The invitation did not say anything,” my wife admitted.

The butler paused and turned to regard Veronica. “Mrs. Richardson, may I be bold for a second?”

“Yes?” Veronica fiddled with the neckline of her miniscule dress, as often she did whehn nervous – only this time, she was coming dangerously close to revealing the dark pink edge of one magnificent areola.

“You are the guests of honor tonight. Mrs. Baker does not want anyone else, just the two of you. Although, I can’t see why she wants your gangly, big-nosed husband. She described him to me as some type of Adonis, but now, I can see her description of him is somewhat inaccurate.” He sniffed the air, spun around and walked on.

“A little rude for a butler,” I grumbled

“I do not get paid to be nice, young man,” the old boy retorted, gazing down his thin nose at me like I was a piece of garbage. Veronica snapped her head to glare at me before I could retort and I clamped my mouth shut.

We continued on until we reached polished, ivory-colored floor that led to an exaggerated enormous, marble staircase, from which the Bakers were descending. Mai had her arm hooked around her husband’s, her dark almond eyes regarding Veronica and me with delight while her classically dark husband smiled discreetly. I was quite surprised, I did not know that my wife’s boss was Asian, nor her husband was African-American. In all the years Veronica had worked for Mai, I never actually met the woman, or her husband, they apparently preferred to maintain a distance from Mai’s employees. They stopped in suitably dramatic fashion at the penultimate stair, and turned to their butler.

“Edgar, please introduce us,” Mai said, her voice soft and with a seductively Asian lilt.

“Yes, Mrs. Baker.” He bowed his head. “Mr. and Mrs. Baker, may I present to you, Mr. and Mrs. Richardson,” Edgar said, grandly, although I had an idea he was being a tad facetious.

“Veronica, darling, it’s good to see you again.” Mai let go of her husband’s arm and stepped forwards to clasp my wife’s hands. 

“It’s good to see you again, too,” Veronica mumbled, somewhat startled by her boss’s uncharacteristic show of affection.

“This must be your husband.” Mai turned to me. “He’s even more handsome in person than your pictures.” She moved in close; almost too close for her to clasp my hands in hers. 

“Yes,” Veronica agreed. “Mrs. Baker, where is everyone?”

“Call me Mai, darling. We’re not at work now,” she corrected Veronica with a naughty smile, all the while staring deeply into my eyes and holding my hands. “I wanted just the two of you tonight,” Mai turned to face Veronica and gave her the most beautiful smile.

“Why?” Veronica asked quietly, the soft skin above her deep cleavage flushing dark pink.

“I’ll be honest with you, darling,” Mai began, “I over heard you on the phone talking to your dear, sweet husband about exploring his bisexuality. And, Mitch and I have been having the same conversation lately, so I figured that since I’ve known you for quite a few years now, I thought we all would feel more comfortable with each other,” she explained, as if she were merely giving a run-down of some lame daytime soap instead of setting the stage for what had the makings of a sexy night ahead.

“Woah, Mitch as in Mitch Baker, the football player?”  I blurted out, rather taken aback. And, when I stepped back to catch a better look of Mai’s husband, I instantly recognized him. The Mitch Baker, star quarterback at my college, All-American boy – young, virile, and so incredibly muscular, every bit of the man appeared oversized and covered in tight, sinewy muscle. I remembered all too well, after watching him play a game back in college, and lusting over his dark skin, all glistening with sweat, I had my very first bisexual fantasy of him. And, for years after, I imagined taking Mitch Baker’s big, black cock into my mouth. 

“The very same,” the guy husband stepped forward, the rich baritone of his voice reverberating through my ears, and I imagined him slipping his thick, strong arms around my shoulders to roughly pull me into hot, passionate kiss, his tongue invading my mouth as he pressed that tall, hard body
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