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      We took a taxi to the airport.  I was double-checking that I had all the paperwork we needed for our international departure when my wife leaned over to give me a kiss.

      "I'm really glad you're okay with this," she said.  She brushed a strand of my hair away from my ear and whispered, "not many husbands would let their wives fuck other men."

      I nervously looked at the driver, hoping he didn't hear what she just said.  Luckily, he was paying attention to traffic and not the young couple making out in the back of his cab.  We must have looked like newlyweds heading off on our honeymoon, not a husband taking his wife on a business trip where she would make herself available to his bosses.

      What started as an emergency one-time thing had become an exciting part of our lives.  One of my off-the-book tasks as an administrative assistant was to procure prostitutes for my bosses.  One evening, a few months ago, the woman I'd hired called off and my wife graciously stepped in to take her place.  Clarissa said it was to save my job, but I think she had an ulterior motive, one that involved giving herself over to other men.  The fact that I was aroused by her infidelity just added to her enjoyment.

      "I want to fuck you so bad right now," she said, this time a little louder.

      I noticed our driver looking at us in the rearview mirror, he gave me a smile.  I was sure he heard what she said.

      When we arrived at the departure gate, my wife got out of the cab and waited nearby while the cabbie and I unloaded the luggage.

      "She's a beauty," he said to me.  "You're a lucky man."

      "I am," I said.  I paid the man with my corporate credit card and added a nice tip, since the company was paying.

      "Have fun," he said before driving away.

      If he only knew, I thought.

      We checked in and traded our luggage—two large suitcases—for our boarding passes.  We made it through the security check without issue (thank you, TSA PreCheck) and headed to our gate with plenty of time to spare before takeoff.

      We ran into Carl, my company's COO, coming out of the first-class lounge.  He is a short muscular man with dark black skin and a shaved head who's as comfortable on a soccer pitch as he is in the boardroom.

      "Carmine!" my boss said as we approached.  "I'm thrilled you could come."

      To my bosses, my wife's name is Clarissa and the hooker I hire for them is Carmine, and they are two different women.

      "Sorry, we're a little late," I said.

      "No worries.  They haven't started boarding yet."  Carl handed me his half-finished cocktail and pulled my wife in for a kiss.  Not a friendly kiss, but a lover's kiss.  I looked around to see if anyone noticed, but they were all too absorbed in their own concerns to pay us any attention.

      When he was done fucking my wife's mouth with his tongue, my boss said, "You're the best kisser.  Not a skill most whores practice enough."

      "Where's David?" I asked, looking around for our company's CEO.  He was supposed to be accompanying us on our trip to Paris to finish up a bigger deal than the Athens agreement where my wife kicked off her career as a high-priced prostitute.

      "He had to finish up something in the office.  He'll catch a later flight."

      While we were chatting, they announced boarding for VIP and first-class passengers.

      "That would be us," Carl said.  He grabbed Clarissa's hand and started to head toward the gate.

      "Uhh, we're in coach," I said.  I'd bought the tickets for my wife and me, since I didn't want my bosses to realize who their hooker really was.

      "Since David had to catch a later flight, and it was too late to cash in his ticket, I thought Carmine might like to keep me company."

      "Is that okay with you, Carmine?" I asked my wife.  My tongue tripping over her hooker name.

      To her credit, my wife played along like a champ.  She grabbed Carl's biceps and said, "That would be wonderful.  Are you sure?  I've never flown first class."

      "Of course, I'm sure.  You're a first-class lady."

      My wife actually blushed.

      "But the ticket.  It isn't in Cl—Carmine's name."

      "Don't worry so much, Brett.  I'll take care of it.  See you on the plane."

      He rushed off to board the plane with my wife.  Clarissa looked back as she was led away by the arm and gave me a wink and a kiss.  I could do nothing but stand there and watch, a feeling I was going to have to get used to because Clarissa was no longer my wife.  For the next week she was Carmine, an escort being paid to pleasure my bosses during a high-pressure business trip.

      Why the fuck was I so aroused?
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        * * *

      

      I boarded the plane a few minutes later.  First class was to the left as I entered the plane; my seats were further back, to the right.  I took a quick look to see if I could spot my wife.  It looked like Carl had been able to talk the flight attendants into letting Clarissa use David's ticket because I spotted them a few seats away.  They were deep in conversation, and I wondered what the hell they were talking about.

      It felt like a needle prick in my heart.  A tiny twinge of jealousy, followed by a swelling of arousal.  My wife was going to spend the next seven days as my bosses' plaything and all I would be able to do was watch.  And I found that incredibly painful and fucking hot as hell at the same time.

      It was going to be a fucking long and lonely flight to Orly airport.  The plane wasn't packed, so that was good.  Since I'd already paid for Clarissa's seat I didn’t have to deal with any stranger next to me, trying to start up a conversation.

      My phone buzzed and I was reminded I was going to have to put it into airplane mode for the flight.

      It was a text from my wife.

      
        
          
            
              
        Brett, we have to try first class sometime.

      

      

      

      

      

      I texted back.

      
        
          
            
              
        Agree.  Sorry I can't share your first first-class flight.

      

      

      

      

      

      I looked down the aisle and saw my boss heading back to his seat from the lavatory.

      
        
          
            
              
        Remember you said you wanted to join the Mile High club with me?  That's another first we aren't going to share.

      

      

      

      

      

      My cock suddenly grew hard.  Her message felt like a punch to the gut.  My wife was going to fuck my boss on the plane.  Having sex in flight was something my wife and I had fantasized about but never worked up the nerve to do.  And now she was going to do it with my boss, and I felt a hole open up in my chest.

      I knew I could text Avocado, our safe word, and she wouldn't do it.  But that would be selfish of me, and I didn't want to do anything to spoil our trip.

      Carl sat down and I could only assume my wife had tucked her phone away.  Now, it was too late to try and stop her, so I pulled out my book and settled in for a long, frustrating flight.
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        * * *

      

      Our flight was a red-eye and we were scheduled to land in Paris sometime before noon.  That meant the crew kept the lights down low and most people were trying to get some sleep.  I wasn't in that group.  I kept glancing down the row into first class and trying to catch a glimpse of my wife and her companion.

      Eventually, my diligence paid off when I saw Carl get up and make his way to the lavatory.  A few minutes later, my wife poked her head around the seat and saw no one was looking, except me.  She gave me a wicked smile and got up to join my boss.

      I leaned back and groaned, thinking about what the two of them would be doing.  I knew there wasn't much room, so there would be little foreplay.  I closed my eyes and imagined Carl unzipping his fly and pulling out his cock.  It was already growing rigid in my mind.  My wife had probably already taken off her panties; so, now all it took was for my boss to lift my wife and impale her on his shaft.

      I imagined she would wrap her arms around my boss and hold him close as he quickly and repeatedly rammed his cock deep into her dripping pussy.  She'd have to hold in her cries of pleasure, but I knew she'd be coming on his cock the moment he released his seed deep into her womb.

      My cock was aching in my pants, and I had to adjust myself more than once.  I thought about grabbing a blanket to throw over my lap so I could stroke myself but then thought better.

      A few minutes later, Carl came out of the restroom.  I pulled my head from the aisle, hoping he didn't see me.  My boss didn't know, the hooker he just fucked was my wife, and he wasn't expecting me to keep track of how my times he took her.  I waited a few seconds before I took another look.

      Carl was in his seat and then I saw my wife come out of the lavatory.  I thought she would rejoin her lover, but I was wrong.  Instead, she continued down the row and to my complete surprise took the empty seat next to me.

      "Oh shit, that was fun," my wife said before giving me a kiss on the cheek.  "Thanks for letting me do this."

      I quickly looked up the aisle to see if my boss saw her kiss me.  That would have been awkward to explain.  Luckily, he wasn't looking our way.

      "Weren't you worried about getting caught?" I asked.

      "Absolutely.  That's what made it so fun.  But I imagine the flight crew must know this goes on all the time," she said.

      "They probably ignore it for first-class passengers.  Like it's one of the perks."

      "Yeah.  Rules don’t apply to the rich."

      Clarissa reached over and started rubbing my erection through my pants.  "So, I see you're enjoying yourself as well."

      "It's so confusing," I said.  "I get aroused thinking of you being a slut with my boss.  It doesn't make sense."

      "Well, don't fight it, cause I'm having the time of my life and there's a big pay day ahead."

      "So, you're doing it for the money?"

      My wife leaned over and licked my ear.  "I'm doing it for the cock."  Then she reached into my pants and stroked my bare cock.  It felt wonderful.

      "Oh, shit, Clare.  God that feels good."

      "I'm glad, cause I hate to think of you back here all alone while I get to play with that gorgeous boss of yours.  Boy, can that man fuck."

      She kept stroking my shaft and whispering about what he did to her in the lavatory.

      "I was worried about what it would be like, fucking in such an enclosed space.  It was odd, but wonderful.  Carl did all the work.  We held each other tight, while he railed my pussy with short quick thrusts.  I came when I felt his cock throb inside me and shoot his load. God, it felt fantastic."

      I was starting to get nervous.  Would my wife leave me, because she could get better sex from another man? "Was it better than sex with me?"

      A look of deep concern appeared on Clarissa's face.  "No, no, no," she said.  "Never think that, sweetheart.  This isn't about what's better.  It's about being different."

      She kissed me on the lips.  I let her tongue explore my mouth and I enjoyed the taste of whiskey on her breath.  Through it all, she kept stroking my cock until I was very close to coming.

      "Oh.  Stop," I moaned.  "I don't.  I don't want to."

      My wife slowed down but kept working her hand up and down my shaft.

      "You don't want to come?" she whispered into my ear.

      I nodded.  She smiled.

      "Okay.  But won't you end up with blue balls?"

      "Yeah.  But I'll survive.  I'd rather that, than have to sit here with a wet spot on my pants."

      Reluctantly, my wife let go of my cock and pulled her hand out of my pants.  "Your call.  Just don’t whine about it to me later."

      "I won't," I said.  "But I will expect to be taken care of later."

      "Only if your bosses let me," my wife said with a wicked grin that sent a shiver down my spine.  "They're the ones paying for my trip."

      "Hey," I started to say.

      My wife put her finger to my lips.  "Hush," she said.  "We don't want to wake anyone."

      I took a deep breath and sighed.  "Fine."

      "Well, I need to get back up to first class.  Don't want to make Carl suspicious, or anything."

      Without another word, my wife walked back toward first class.  I watched her ass sway back and forth and imagined fucking her over one of the seats.  I didn't care if anyone saw, I just wanted to make love to my wife and come inside her already used pussy.  But I'd have to save that for later.

      Once she settled into her seat, I closed my eyes and tried to fall asleep.  It had been a long day, and between the hustle of packing and the angst of knowing my wife would be fucking my bosses for the next week, it didn't take long for my body to succumb to exhaustion.

      I was dreaming of my wife dancing with Carl when I was woken by a sudden pressure on my shoulder.

      "Wha!" I cried.

      It was morning.  Light was peeking through the shades that a few of the passengers had failed to close the night before.  A few flight attendants were going up the aisles passing out breakfast.  My wife was sitting next to me.  A look of concern on her face.

      "Is something wrong?" I asked.

      "Maybe."

      "Tell me, Clare.  Tell me what's wrong."

      Clarissa paused to collect her thoughts.

      "I fucked up, sweetheart," she said.

      "What? What?"  I was starting to get worried.  Was she having second thoughts?  Maybe she was starting to catch feelings for my boss.  That would be a nightmare.  Did she want to leave me because I was the kind of man to let his wife whore herself out?

      "I fucked up bad."

      "Tell me.  You've got me so worried.  Tell me."

      My wife leaned over and whispered into my ear.

      "I accidentally left my birth control at home."
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