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The Assistant: Tending to My Husband's Boss - Part II




“David, please just stop for a minute. Let me explain. There’s a lot you don’t know.”

David was rushing almost in a panic between the bedroom, the closet, and the bathroom - back and forth and back and forth, frantically tossing things into a suitcase as they occurred to him.

“I know everything I need to know, Amelia! Two plus two equals four! The sky is blue! Water’s wet! And you’re fucking John Smith!”

“Please, just sit down and let me explain,” I begged. “If you still want to leave after that, I won’t stop you. Hell, I’ll leave. I’m the one in the wrong here. I should have told you.”

“Told me what? That you’re cheating on me?”

“Please, David. It really and truly is not what you think. But you have to sit down and listen to me, please? You’re making a decision based on bad data.” I was hoping that last bit would appeal to the data scientist in him. David begrudgingly sat down and stared at the floor. His knee was fidgeting, and he was wringing his hands. I knew I only had one shot to save my marriage.

“What I’m getting ready to tell you, only a handful of people know, and you cannot tell anyone. I’m not kidding. It could cause problems. Like national news, stock price tanking kind of problems.”

I could tell I had David’s attention.

“John had a brain tumor when he was young. When they did the surgery to remove it, he was left with a lesion in a part of his brain that causes him to be…well…hypersexual. If he goes too long without having sex, he gets crazy. It’s bad. Trust me. I’ve seen it.” David was looking at me like I was out of my mind. “I know it sounds crazy. I didn’t believe it at first, either.”

“Why doesn’t he just jerk off instead of FUCKING MY WIFE?”

I kept my cool despite David screaming in my face. “Sometimes he does in a pinch, but it doesn’t work anywhere near as well as the real thing. David, do you know how many people depend on that man? There’s all of us that work directly for him. There’s all of the employees of his business partners around the world. There’s the shareholders. There’s the new weapons system for the DOD. He’s doing something else with them, but it’s so secret that I don’t even know what it is. He’s financing a huge project on the cutting edge of cancer research. He’s doing the same for new battery technology for green energy. Just think about what happens if he’s even off his game for more than just a tiny bit. Do you know how many people will pay the price?”

“None of that explains why a billionaire has to fuck my wife!”

“He has a few girls that were coming to the office. You’ve seen them before. Every now and then, one of them couldn’t make it. One time, we were under the gun, and Will was losing it because Sally was MIA. So, I sort of filled in. Then it happened again a while after that. Eventually, it just became easier for me to do it. I’m always there. It’s just logistics. I mean, seriously. Why would he fuck me when he could have a twenty-two-year-old with a perfect body? Unless it’s just that much more convenient. Amy and Sally still tend to him at his house. If I were having an actual affair with him, that would be me.”

“How many times a day is this whacko fucking?”

“At least four. Sometimes more. It’s a real thing, David.”

“And how many times does he fuck you in a day?”

I paused. I realized how awful it was going to sound. “Just a few.”

“Just a few,” David repeated sarcastically.

“Look, David. It doesn’t mean anything. It’s literally just something to check off the list so we can get back to work.”

“It didn’t sound like that. I mean, come on, Amelia. ‘Your cock is so amazing! You fuck me so good, John!’ Blah, blah, blah.”

“I just say those things because it makes him finish faster.” A little white lie to hopefully save my marriage.

David looked me in the eye for the first time. “Do you enjoy it?”

I knew he would see right through me if I lied. “It’s sex, David. It’s not the worst thing in the world. But there’s no emotion involved. I swear.”

“Great. That makes it so much better.”

I put my hand on his and squeezed. “David, I’m so sorry. I love you. I don’t want you to leave.”

“What the hell am I supposed to do with this, Amelia?”

“I know. I feel terrible. So does John.”

I stood up and walked to the dresser, where I had put the envelope John gave me before leaving the office.

“He sent this,” I said, handing David the envelope.

“What’s this?”

“It’s a nondisclosure agreement.”

“Like I’m gonna fucking…”

“AND…” I cut him off. “…and an apology.”

David opened the envelope. Paperclipped to the NDA was a check for two million dollars. I sat down next to David, putting my arm around him, and ran my fingers through his hair. “David, I love you. Please don’t leave me.” I kissed him. Then I kissed him again. We made love, and afterward, David started asking the really tough questions.

“So is two million dollars supposed to just buy my silence, or does it mean he gets to keep on fucking you?”

“He’s bringing Amy and Sally back into the office… but I can’t promise there won’t be a time when I have to fill in. People get sick. Sally was in a car wreck one time. Sometimes they just want a day off. They have lives, too.”

David exhaled. “And you don’t love him?”

“No, baby.” I shook my head. “Only you.”

I knew we were still on very shaky ground, but David didn’t leave. Six zeros can soothe a lot of hurt.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

 Over the next few weeks, things started to normalize with David. It was still a bit strained, but he seemed to be dealing a good bit better with the fact that his wife had been having sex with his boss every day at work with him only a few closed doors away. I knew it had to be difficult for him. We’d been together since high school. Until John, David was the only man I had ever had sex with. And I was the only woman David had ever been with. At least that had better be true. I made it a point to have sex with David as often as possible. And truth be told, I had become accustomed to having sex twice a day. It pained me to think of it, but I missed having sex with John. Sex with him was just plain better than with my husband.

Three weeks after David learned about my indiscretions, John and I had to work late into the evening in the city. I was nervous as hell when I dialed David’s number to tell him I would have to spend the night. I thought of just texting like it was no big deal, but I didn’t want to seem like I was avoiding him.

“Hello?”

“Hi, babe. It’s me.”

“Hey, what’s up?”

“I’m stuck in the city working late. We’re going to have to spend the night.”

There was a pause on the other end.

“Okay,” David said blankly.

“Are you doing okay? How was your day?”

“It was fine. Same old, same old. You?”

“It’s fine. We’re just having the usual trouble ironing out the minutiae with the Japanese on this project.”

“Yeah,” was all David said.

“Okay. Well, I have to go. I love you. I’ll be home in the morning.”

“Okay.”

We hung up and I got back to work. The reticence in David’s voice haunted me for the rest of the evening. That is, until it was time for me to take care of John. I knew I had missed his touch. His skill. And quite frankly, his size. I hadn’t realized how much, though, until he took me to bed. I could tell that John had missed me as well. It was different. He took his time. I did, too. It was very sensual. We still obeyed the rules, almost. There were no tender words. No talking at all, in fact. We didn’t kiss. But after, we cuddled and talked until I fell asleep next to him. The next morning, I woke him up with a blowjob, and then he fucked me in the shower after his workout. I thought that was it until the ride home.

“Amelia.”

“Yes?”

“Take off your panties.”

“Again?” I asked incredulously.

“Please?” he insisted.

I did as he asked and took off my panties. He held out his hand, and I gave them to him. Then he got on his knees between my legs and kissed his way up my thighs. I pulled up my skirt higher and higher as he made his way closer and closer to my pussy. He teased me patiently, kissing and licking all around my clitoris, making me squirm.

“Please?” I begged. My diaphragm was almost spasming. “Please?”

John still denied me.

“Please?” I whimpered another moment later.

“Tell me what I want to hear, Amelia.”

He barely grazed my clit with his tongue.

“Oh, god,” I moaned.

“Tell me,” John quietly demanded.

“You fuck me so much better than him,” I surrendered.

“Than who?” John teased, licking me one time like I was his favorite flavor of ice cream.

“My husband. You fuck me so much better than David.”

John finally gave me his full attention. He worked two fingers inside of me as he licked me. He knew exactly how I liked to be touched. He pressed his fingers to my G-spot as we pulled into my driveway. I looked down, my legs spread wide, my hands on John’s head. In that moment, I didn’t care that he was one of the richest men in the world or that he was a gorgeous genius. I only cared that he was the man who knew how to navigate my body better than anyone, even myself. Through the window, I could see the front door of my house. I knew that behind it, David was waiting intently for me. I knew he would be driving himself mad, wondering if I had been with John the night before or even that morning. It’s horrible to say, but it turned me on. I came imagining David pacing the floor waiting for me, knowing I was with another man. John looked up at me and smiled, knowing how good he had made me feel.

“I’m going to hang on to these if you don’t mind,” he joked, putting my panties in his pocket.

“You earned them,” I volleyed. I reached over and gently squeezed the bulge in his pants. “Are you okay?” I asked.

John nodded. “Amy’s at the house. She’ll take care of me.”

“Okay,” I replied, trying not to let John see the jealousy in my eyes and trying not to think of it myself.

I got out of the limousine and walked to the front door. I did a quick wardrobe check before opening the door. David was in the kitchen, cooking eggs. On the counter was a glass with a sliver of what I guessed was scotch. David looked tired. If he had slept, it wasn’t much. I felt bad for him. At the same time, part of me loved it.

“Good morning,” I said quietly.

David brought his weary eyes to mine. “Did you fuck him?”

“David, please let’s not do this.”

“Did you fuck him?” he repeated quietly. I accepted that it was foolish to think I was getting out of the conversation.

“Yes.” I said flatly.

David took a deeper breath in and exhaled. He nodded to himself and stepped closer to me. “Did you suck his cock?”

I didn’t answer. I just looked back blankly at the pitiful mess of a man my husband had become.

“Did you suck his cock?” he repeated calmly and quietly.

“David…don’t.”

He put his hands on my hips and smelled my neck. Then he slowly turned me around and started lifting my skirt.

“David, what are you doing?”

He got my skirt up to my hips, exposing my naked ass.

“No panties?” he whispered.

He bent me over the counter and put his hand between my legs. “Jesus, Amelia. You’re wet.” David started rubbing me. I liked it. “Did you like fucking him?”

“David, no,” I protested.

David pushed his pajama bottoms down and ran his cock up and down my wetness. “It seems like you did.”

I didn’t respond other than to exhale, feeling my husband’s cock teasing me where John’s mouth had just been. Part of me wondered if David would enjoy knowing what had just happened in our driveway. I thought better of it just as he eased himself inside of me. I let myself enjoy it.

“Yes,” I whispered.

“Yes, you enjoyed fucking him?” David asked.

“Fuck me,” I whispered, ignoring the question.

David fucked me with long, slow, full, strokes.

“Tell me, Amelia.” His voice was quiet but stern. “Did you suck his cock?”

“Yes,” I finally conceded.

“Oh, fuck,” David groaned. “Tell me.”

“He fucked me last night, David. He fucked me so good.”

“Yes,” David moaned and fucked me harder.

“This morning, he woke up with his cock in my mouth.”

“Oh, fuck!” David grimaced. I could feel his ambivalence. With every word, David became more turned on. And with every word, I could feel his heart break a little more.

“Then, after I watched him work out in his gym, I fucked him in the shower.”

David groaned. I couldn’t see his face, but it sounded like he might be crying. It also sounded like he was going to come soon.

“He fucked me from behind, just like you are now.”

David was breathing heavily and clearly on the verge of climax.

“Come inside me, David. Don’t you want to be the second man to come inside your wife today?”

“Oh fuck!” he groaned and filled me with his orgasm.

David stayed inside me and rested his head on my back.

I couldn’t help but say one last thing. “On the ride home, John went down on me. He made me come while we were sitting in the driveway, just before I walked in the door. That’s why I was still so wet. He kept my panties.”

David lifted his head and backed away from me. “Don’t forget. We have dinner with Rick and Ashley tonight.” He walked to the bedroom, leaving his cold eggs on the stove. A moment later, I heard the shower running. I sat down on the couch and fingered myself, reliving the past twelve hours of my life, until I gave myself the orgasm that David had failed to provide.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Another month or so later, on a Tuesday morning, I had to summon David to the office. Things had become almost normal again. That was about to change. “David, I hate to ask, but I was hoping you could have a word with your friend, Douglas.”

“What about?”

“Well, he came into the office today unannounced and saw something he shouldn’t have.”

“What did he see, Amelia?”

I knew there was no way around telling David what happened. What worried me was that I had no way of knowing how he would react. I didn’t know if he would get turned on, pissed off, or both. I was going to give him as little information as possible. “When he walked in, I was on my knees.”

“He saw you giving John a blowjob?” David asked incredulously.

“Not exactly.”

“Well, what the fuck did he see, Amelia?”

“John was sitting in a chair with his back to Douglas. When he walked in, I looked up, and David saw me there on my knees in front of John.”

“Were you naked?”

“No. We had our clothes on.”

“Well, that’s simple then. Just tell him you dropped some papers, and you were picking them up.”

“That won’t work. There were no papers.”

“Who cares? Douglas won’t remember that. Besides, you could tell him it was a pen or something.”

“It won’t work, David.”

“Why not? You had your clothes on. John’s back was to him, so he couldn’t see anything.”

I raised my voice a little in frustration. “It won’t work, David.”

David raised his in response. “Why not, Amelia?”

“Because I had John’s come all over my face!”

The room got very quiet, very fast. David sighed, defeated. “Fine. I’ll talk to Douglas and tell him to keep his mouth shut.”

“You can’t tell him anything about John.”

“I know. I’ll just have to tell him my wife is a whore.”

I let the dig go. I wasn’t interested in arguing. I needed to solve a problem.

“But I do have one condition,” David added.

“What’s that?”

“I think you can guess,” John answered, undoing his pants.

I sank to my knees and sucked my husband’s cock right there in the outer office, praying no one would walk in. The thing I noticed most about that moment was that, other than for appearances sake, I didn’t care that Douglas or anyone else knew that I was sleeping with John. I think I might have even left the door unlocked that day on purpose, hoping someone would catch us. With my husband, however, I was terrified someone would see. Paradoxically, the prospect of getting caught with my husband in the office would make me feel like a whore, whereas the idea of everyone knowing I was fucking John Smith turned me on. I did my best to make David come as fast as I could. When the moment arrived, he tried to push my head away so he could jerk himself onto my face and cover me like John had. I had never let David do that before. I struggled back and made him finish mostly in my mouth before he could get what he wanted. I let a little dribble down my chin as a consolation prize, but John was the only man I wanted to treat me that way.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

          John spoke with Douglas, but it might have been too late. Rumors began to circulate around the office. They had always been there, really, but now they were in overdrive. John was rightfully concerned. Even the appearance of impropriety could be damaging to the company and become fodder for the news parasites. Secretly, though, I was reveling in it. I wondered if part of John was, too. Despite his justifiable concerns, he didn’t take any measures at all whatsoever to be more covert about fucking me on a daily basis. I had gradually begun to tell Sally and Amy to stay home more and more so that I could monopolize tending to John’s needs at the office.

The other thing feeding the rumors was the fact that while at work, I treated my husband like everyone else, all the while doting on John. Granted, that was technically my job, but my demeanor is what really fed the rumor mill. With David, I was straight-faced and dismissive, like he was a subordinate. Strictly business. With John, I joked around and laughed. Publicly, there was regular, incidental, but flirtatious touching—nothing too untoward, but enough. I didn’t let myself think about it at the time, but I knew what I was doing. I wanted people to see. I wanted them to see that John and I were together in some way.

All of this public flirting finally got a little out of hand at the Christmas party. For a lark, John tasked me with finding him a Santa outfit he could wear as he handed out gifts to the staff. As was my way, I went above and beyond the call. As a compliment to the Santa costume, I acquired a Mrs. Claus costume for myself. It wasn’t blatantly sexy, but the skirt was short, and the top showed just a little cleavage. John rented a banquet hall in the building a few floors down and had it catered. I made all of the arrangements, of course.

At dinner, I sat with John, not my husband. I’m sure people made note of it, but things only escalated from there. The booze slowly but steadily did its work as the evening progressed. After dinner, everyone took turns posing with John in his Santa outfit in front of a North Pole backdrop. John sat in a big chair. Sometimes I sat on his lap. Other times, if the person posing with him was a woman, we would both kiss him on opposite cheeks at the same time. Once, as a lark, one of the guys kissed him on the cheek as well. That got a good laugh. The times I sat on his lap, I would just stay there between photos. There wasn’t any inappropriate touching, necessarily, but it was all blatantly flirtatious. The worst of it was when I laid across John’s knee and someone took a picture of him acting like he was going to spank me for being naughty. And it was all in front of my husband, whom I had barely spoken to all night.

After the photos, people danced. Some of the other women in the office took turns dancing with John. He danced with me the most. One of the jokesters brought some mistletoe on a stick that he used to ambush people. Even though it was a party, it was still a work environment, so when caught under the mistletoe, the pair in question would goodheartedly kiss on the cheek. Eventually, the jokester made his way to me and John as we were dancing. I cradled his face and kissed him quickly but fully on the lips. That was the first time our lips had ever touched. The crowd whooped and hollered. Feeling spurred on and, quite frankly, a little drunk, I kissed him again, lingering longer. And then again. Everyone whooped again and egged us on for more. John and I laughed and waved them off. While the crowed was still laughing, I tiptoed up and whispered in his ear, “I’m going to need you to fuck me soon.”

About fifteen minutes later, I was in a small circle of people talking when John approached me. “Excuse me, please,” John said, taking me by the hand. “I need Amelia for just a moment.”

Still holding hands, John guided me toward a small conference room attached to the banquet hall. I snuck a peek over my shoulder as we walked through the door. Most of the party was watching us. As John closed the door behind us, I pulled my panties down and leaned toward the wall, bracing myself with my hands against it. There weren’t any words spoken. There was no foreplay. John took his cock out and fucked me. I fucked him back.

“Yes, fuck me!” I whimpered, trying to be quiet. I didn’t know how thick the walls were, but I was sure they weren’t soundproof like the outer office. 

John spanked me for real. The sound of his palm meeting the bare skin of my ass echoed in the room.

“Yes!” I panted, “Harder!”

John met my demand. Thwap! I knew that someone standing on the opposite side of the wall could probably hear us, but I didn’t care. After a long night of flirting in front of my husband, I was drunk with desire and desperate to come. John spanked me yet again. Thwap!

“Ooh,” I cooed. I had learned to love the sting of his hand. I was ready to come. “Make me come!” I begged.

John knew exactly how to do that. Nothing got him off more than making me orgasm.

“Come on my dick,” he demanded, bringing me to the edge.

“Yes,” I panted.

Just as I came, he perfectly timed another slap to my ass, drawing just a bit more pleasure out of my orgasm. I could feel John coming, too, filling me with his seed. 

“Merry Christmas, Santa,” I smiled.

“Merry Christmas, Mrs. Clause,” he smiled back.

John buttoned back up and walked out first. I pulled my panties back up, and as I was otherwise getting myself together, I noticed that the black belt from my costume had broken and was on the floor. I didn’t even try to see if I could fix it somehow. Instead, I felt warm inside at the prospect of parading back out into the party, all but confirming for everyone that John had just fucked me. I walked out the door, ready for the looks I was going to get. I didn’t get far before David intercepted me and took me by the hand. He led me straight back into the conference room. He spun me around and pushed me against the wall, almost exactly where I had just been fucked by John. David pulled my panties down, yanked my hips back, and pulled his cock out. He started fucking me with quick, stabbing thrusts. I let him fuck me for a few moments before I started taunting him. Part of me was disgusted by how pathetic he was. Another part of me loved it and loved telling him what he couldn’t help but desperately wanted to hear. 

“He came inside me, David. Can you feel it?” I taunted.

David grunted and fucked me harder. His breathing was out of control. He sounded like a madman.

“The whole party knows he just fucked your wife. Did you hear him spank me? Did you hear me come on his dick?”

“Oh, fuck,” David groaned, and came almost immediately.

I turned around and pulled my panties back up. “Do you feel better, baby?” I smiled wickedly.

“Schedule an appointment for me to see John on Monday,” David said sternly.

“Monday’s really busy, David.”

“Schedule it for the time he’s normally fucking you. I want to see it. I want to see him fuck my wife.”

I stared blankly at David. He stared fiercely back at me long enough to see that I understood how serious he was. Then he turned and walked out the door. I followed a minute later and still managed to bask in the looks I got from my coworkers, having just been fucked by both John Smith and my cucked husband.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Monday arrived. John stood in front of me as I sat on the couch. David sat in the chair to my right, only a few feet away. I stared into my husband’s eyes as I unbuckled John’s belt. The room was silent except for the jangling of the belt. It was so quiet, you could even hear the button of John’s trousers give way through the slit in his waistband. And then the sound of the zipper as I eased it down. I reached into John’s pants, my eyes still fixed on my husband, wanting to see his reaction to John’s cock when I unveiled it. All I had ever told David was that John was bigger than him. I never told him just how impressively true that was. The look on David’s face when he saw it was everything I’d hoped it would be. David’s face changed to an expression I’d never seen before when I ran the tip of John’s cock across my lips, using it to pull my lower lip downward. David stared intently, his mouth agape. I tongued John’s cock and swirled his tip, always looking at my husband, not so much trying to please John as I was modeling his superior cock. I carried on this way, slowly licking, kissing, and gently stroking John’s girth until I sensed David was even more desperate than John for me to suck it. I opened my mouth wide and stuffed it full, giving John a proper blowjob. I was focused on the task at hand, but I was still very well aware that David was watching every subtle move. The first thing he would notice was that I was much more absorbed in sucking John’s cock than I ever had been with his. I went down on my husband fairly regularly over the years, but it was never something I particularly enjoyed. The contrast was clearly visible. There were other differences. I took John to the back of my throat, letting him gag me and fill my mouth with drool and precum which I then spit onto his dick. When I slapped his cock on my face, another thing I had never done with David, you could hear the weight of John’s cock as it thudded on my tongue. I looked over at my husband as I caught my breath. Drool was dripping down my chin, and my eyes were glazed over. In all our years together, he had never seen me so brazenly sexual. David was squeezing his cock through his pants.

I returned to my duties and slowly unbuttoned my blouse. I remove it and my bra, all while never letting John’s dick leave my mouth. I unzipped my skirt and shimmied it down to my ankles. All that was left were my panties and high heels. I got up and stood in front of David. I reached down and took both of his hands in mine, placing them on the sides of my black thong. He looked up at me. No words were spoken. David slowly and carefully slid my panties down my legs to the floor and guided them over my heels. He handed them to me. I turned them inside out and pressed the wet material to his lips.

I got on my knees in front of my husband. I let my eyes linger on the bulge in his pants, letting him get hopeful. John lined up behind me and pressed his cock against me. I held myself up with my hands on David’s knees as John eased his cock inside of me. I stared directly into my husband’s eyes, only a few feet away. I let him see the pleasure on my face as John took me.  David unbuckled his pants and took out his cock, presenting it for me to suck. I shook my head, letting him know he was only allowed to be a mere spectator. I could see the hurt in his eyes at being rejected by his own wife in front of her lover. I think it turned him on even more.

John fucked me perfectly. His pace, the angle of his cock, and the way he touched me with his hands were all calculated and nuanced to make me whimper and moan in ways my husband had never heard. None of it was forced. None of it was even embellished. John just did what he did so well, and we let David see. By the time I came, I was a whimpering, blubbering mess with my head on my husband’s knee and my hands digging into his thighs. I looked up to see that David had come all over the front of his shirt. By the look on his face, I don’t think he could believe what he just witnessed. His cock, though, was still hard.

John wasn’t finished with me yet. He took me by the hand and laid me on the couch. I spread my legs wide as he crawled between my legs. David had the perfect angle to see as I guided John’s cock inside of me. I craned my neck over my shoulder to see David’s reaction. He was staring at John’s cock, slowly moving in and out of what had once been his alone. Something was different, though. John took my chin and directed my gaze back to him. He stared deep into my eyes. He lowered his body until his chest gently brushed my breasts as he moved slowly inside of me. Then he did something he’d never done before when we were together. He kissed me. One gentle, sweet kiss on the lips. A moment later, another. And then, again, deeper. Then our tongues met, and we fell into each other. It was in that moment that I finally admitted to myself that I was in love with John. And in that moment, I knew that he was in love with me. We made love slowly and passionately until we came together. When I came to my senses and turned to look at my husband, he was gone. He knew that he had lost me.




Thanks for reading!




If you're feeling kind, please consider leaving a rating or review. It's a big help and greatly appreciated. Thanks again!
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