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Chapter 1

We all hold secrets.

We all have that one thing we wish we could do but know we can’t without feeling shameful or worse; being caught.

My husband, Skylar was no exception to this rule.

I've been married to Skylar for the last five years. The few days that passed after we got married is very different from our current sex life. 

Five years ago, we used to fuck like rabbits. We would fuck on the kitchen counter, while doing laundry, disabled bathrooms, he even fingered me while sitting at the dinner table across his mom. 

In fact, after coming, he would never make me wait for more than five minutes, before his cock was hard again, ready to plunge into me. 

In the five years that passed, Skylar hasn't aged much. If anything, he has become more of a hunk. He hits the gym regularly. His biceps, lean build, and perfectly chiseled abs are a testament to how hard he works at the gym.

Skylar has a perfectly squared jaw, and dimples deepen in his cheeks every time he smiles. It was those dimples that made me fall for him before I even got to know him.

Skylar is much taller than me. His ability to easily swoop me up and place me on his throbbing cock at any time made our sex life even more interesting. Now, I crave for his touch, but I know there is someone else's touch he craves for. 

Leanne started working for him as a personal assistant. She shares an office with Skylar. If you ask me, she does a whole bunch more than order him coffee and jot down notes in every meeting. I just haven't been able to prove it yet.

Leanne is beautiful, and from the few conversations I've had with her, she sounds Spanish. 

With long, blonde locks running down her chest, she oozes sex appeal that reminds me a lot of my younger self. Her curvaceous body is so sexy that even I wouldn't mind getting a taste. Leanne has thick, plump lips most women would die for, and most men will give their soul to grab a taste. I wouldn't consider myself to be bad looking; most people would probably find me sexy. But, in comparison to her, I fall short.

Ever since she started working with Skylar, he has become so distant. He always works late or makes up some excuse for why he can't be at home in time for supper.

When he is at home, he's more preoccupied with his phone than he is with me. I always try striking up a casual conversation, yet, he struggles to look me in the eye.  It's as if the guilt is eating him up inside. I wish I knew what her secret was; the secret that made him want her more than myself. I pretend as if I haven't noticed the sexual tension between them. I convince myself that if I don't think about it, it can't hurt me...

"How was your day?" I ask Skylar.

"Good and yours?" He responds. His eyes remain glued to his phone.

"For fuck's sake, would you mind putting that phone down for just a second?" I snap.

For the first time since he came home, Skylar made eye contact with me. "I'm sorry," he apologizes and places his phone beside his plate.

A few moments of nothing but sounds of our forks slamming on the plate pass, until I break the silence.

"Who are you talking to, in any case?" I ask.

"No-one, I'm just finalizing my case for tomorrow.

Skylar is a corporate lawyer. From the time we get married, he refused to let me work. He would always tell me he wanted to provide for me. In these lonely times, I sometimes regret my decision.

"Are you sure, you're not speaking to Leanne?" I ask intently and await his response.

"Why do you keep bringing up that name?" He snaps.

I stare at him for a few moments, before responding. "Because you look at her the way you used to look at me."

"How was your day?" Skylar asks me, in an attempt to change the subject.

"It was fine."

"Good. I need to go in early into the office tomorrow. The Harrington's case is not looking very good right now, so I’ve got a lot of work to do."

"As long as you're having fun," I remark.

"Oh, for fuck's sake. Would you just cut it out already? Yes, Leanne is a beautiful woman, I can admit that, but I can tell you now that I haven't done anything with her?"

"In the past, I would have believed you," I respond, softly.

"Would it help if I fired her? Would that make you feel more secure in yourself?" He asks.

"No, I wouldn't want you to fire her. I think she's a lovely girl."

Skylar glares at me for a few moments. "I don't have time for this. I'm going back to work, where I can work in peace." He says, before abruptly sliding his chair back and grabbing his car keys.

Firing Leanne. 

That certainly does sound like an option…

Truth be told, I wouldn’t want him to fire her. In fact, that’s the last thing I want. If he fires her, that would mean I wouldn’t ever live out this fantasy in my head.

The truth is hard for me to admit.

We all hold secrets. Sometimes we keep these secrets hidden because I fear if I live it out, I may just enjoy it.

Perhaps a part of me feels upset because I want to join in and the invitation has never been extended.

Is it wrong for me to want to see my husband fuck his assistant? What kind of married woman gets turned on by the thoughts of seeing her husband cheat on her?

As Skylar walks out the door, I head to my room, slamming the door as I enter. Deep down, I pretend to be upset, but my pussy tells me otherwise.

I throw myself on my bed, and all my feelings of rage are replaced with thoughts of Leanne wrapped around Skylar's hips. I can't help but lower my hands into my panty as an image of Skylar sitting his in chair enters my head. Leanne sits on his lap, her beautiful long legs wrapped around him as she bounces up and down his cock.

These thoughts echoed in my pussy as I slipped a finger against my wetness. Leanne rose up and down Skylar's big cock. That same cock that has stretched me in ways I never thought possible.

I dragged my finger over to my clit and begun circling on my moist clit, causing my lips to part with pleasure.

Leanne is so beautiful that I cannot imagine Skylar lasting for long, as she rides on his bare cock.

I begin touching myself furiously. Even though I have tried blocking out these thoughts, this has been playing on my mind for a while now. My aching pussy is evidence of that. My finger glides up and down my clit with furious speed as my body tenses up. Beads of sweat run down my forehead and I scream into the empty house.

"FUCK!" I screamed as my back arched up and my orgasm shook my walls. As I found my release, I slipped onto a cloud of blissful Ecstasy.

It took me a few moments to catch my breath, but I knew what I had to do.

I pulled up my panties and slipped back into my skirt, before grabbing my car keys. I didn't bother washing my hands or replacing my underwear. There was no time for that.

I need to get to that office. If they are fucking, I want to be a part of it...


Chapter 2

I speed down the freeway, rushing to catch them in the act.

This all feels so spur-in-the-moment. I soon realized that I wouldn't know what to do if I caught them in the act.

Do I interrupt them?

Do I watch?

Do I ask to join?

For a very long time, it has been a fantasy to watch my husband fuck another woman, but it was always just that-a fantasy. I don't know how I would react if I did ever see him fuck another woman?

My heart begins pacing faster as I approach the building.

"Hi," the security guard greets as I drive in. "Let me just-"

"No!" I shout. "Don't call him. I'm trying to surprise him, so if you tell him I'm here, you'll give away the surprise."

The guard stares at me curiously for a few moments, but opens the boom gate, allowing me in. "You still need to open the door to the building for me, please," I smile.

If I were anyone else's wife, he would probably have told me to fuck off, but Skylar is one of the senior partners, so he wouldn't dare to tell me off.

"I just need to use the bathroom," I tell him. "Don't stress, I know my way up." The last thing I'd want is to have the security guard watch me catch my husband in the act.

The bathroom is simple, but with modern finishes. I grab my lipstick from my bag and touch up on my make-up. If I do catch them out in the act, I want to look my best.

After my final touch up, I pout my lips and throw my make-up back in my bag, before making my way to the fourth floor, where Skylar's office is based.

I walk up the stairs. The elevator would alert them of my presence.

I break into a sweat by the time I reached the fourth floor. My heart pounds heavily in my chest with each step I take. As I near the fourth floor, I hear voices. It's Skylar and Leanne.

I creep up closer to the door of his office.

"Yeah, she did it again tonight! She keeps accusing me of shit, shit I haven't done!" I hear Skylar confide in Leanne.

"Shit like what?" she asks suspiciously.

"She's under the impression you and I are fuck-buddies," Skylar responds.

Shit. So, he was telling the truth? He hasn't fucked her?

All this time, I accused him of being unfaithful, and he was just working?

For a moment, I feel like shit for accusing him of doing something he hasn't. That moment is quickly replaced with a feeling of disappointment, which is soon followed by shame. 

Disappointment that my fantasy won’t come to life. Shame that I have this fantasy in the first place.

I now know, I will never see him fuck her. Even worse, I want to him fuck her, and he wants to remain faithful. I'm probably the worst wife ever!

"Look, I don't blame her," Leanne responds. "I mean, we do spend a lot of time together!"

"We do. We spend time together, working!" Skylar responds with a tone of annoyance.

"You know... maybe we should give her what she wants?" I cannot see them, but based on the tone of her voice I could tell she meant that in the most flirtatious manner possible.

I felt my heart racing faster.

"I don't... I don't think that's a good idea!" Skylar tells her.

"Why not? When last have you fucked?"

"It's been a few months," Skylar confesses.

"Exactly, you're very tense; I reckon you need a good ol' release to kick some life back into you."

The voices are loud, and they can be, they are the only ones in the office. The suspense of not being able to see them is killing me. I peep through the keyhole and watch as Leanne places herself on Skylar's desk. Skylar sits back with an anxious look on his face.

"All I have focused on for the last few months is work. Perhaps, you're right. I should speak to Jenni."

Leanne places her heels on his crotch. "I wasn't referring to your wife. Not yet at least."

Through the slight opening in the keyhole, I can see a seductive smirk on Leanne's face.

Skylar has a large, glass office. The bottom of the glass is painted black, but I notice a patch where the paint has started peeling. The small space is large enough to get a decent view without getting caught; I would just need to lay down flat.

I crawl over to the patch on the glass and have a clear view of his office. The sound is still loud and crystal clear.

I lay on my back, and as I turn my head, I see Skylar leaning in on my husband...


Chapter 3

"I don't think I can do this," Skylar tells Leanne.

"Stop thinking so much, boss. Just sit back and enjoy it." Leanne responds.

She's such a slut! My husband refuses to fuck her and yet, she persists. My pussy throbs as I watch her claim my man.

I should be glad that my husband keeps denying her, but a part of me feels like walking into that office and personally permitting him.

I watch on as my husband finally gives in.

Leanne gets on top of him and sits on his lap. Even though he kept denying her, I could tell he wants nothing less than to fuck her brains out. 

He would always walk up to me and promise to fuck my brains out. That was back then when he still had a sex drive. 

She must be sitting on his hard cock, piercing her. 

This is the last thing I thought I would be doing when I woke up this morning. I thought it would be another uneventful day, like all my other days lately. I never in a million years thought I'd be lying on the floor, peeping through my husband's office to watch as he gets pleasured by Leanne. Not to mention, stalking my husband and convincing the security guards to let me in the building without alerting him. This is the most adventurous thing I have done in ages, and my pussy echoes that.

I feel my pussy grow wetter by the second.

"Should I switch off the lights?" Skylar asks.

"I'd rather not. I want to see you enter my wet pussy," Leanne coos. I agree. I want to see it as well.

I watch as Leanne leans forward and connects her lips with Skylar's. Skylar closes his eyes as their tongues close in on each other. I watched intently, my blood pulsing through my veins.

Leanne lifted herself off Skylar and with one swift move, shoved all the paperwork on his desk one side.  I lay in awe and watch as she takes complete control of my man. What makes this sexier is that he is not usually one to allow himself to be ordered around like this.

"Get on top of the desk," she ordered.

Leanne's mini skirt leaves little to the imagination. I caught a glimpse of the red strap that belonged to her thong.

Skylar got on the desk, laying on his back and Leanne walked around the desk, seemingly proud of her handiwork. She ran the edges of her fingernails along his thighs, through his jeans and bit her bottom lip as her nails ran upwards. Skylar groaned at the feeling of being touched by someone other than me.

I feel nothing but hot ecstasy. I always wanted to see Skylar fuck Leanne but watching him being handled by Leanne is even more of a turn on.

I could see Skylar's huge bulge appear from under his jeans. I would give up my fanny to see Leanne fondle his large tool.

Leanne climbs back on top of Skylar, finding a seat on his lap, yet again. She leans forward, and they continue to kiss. The sounds of their lips smacking together passionately made me slip my hand under my pants. With the amount of moisture on my cunt, you would never have said I fingered myself into orgasm, just an hour ago.

Leanne lifted her head from his, and I slipped a finger on my panty as I watched Skylar lift the buttons on her blouse, starting from the lowest button first. He stares at her body with greed in his eyes that I haven't seen in months. Once he reached the top button, Leanne helps him remove her shirt, and she tosses it to one side. Her back is lean and smooth, with a red bra that matches her thong.

I never really noticed how massive Leanne's tits were. Every time I saw her, she would have them covered with a long, formal coat. Her massive tits hovered over Skylar's face.

I watch intently as his hands shoot up to fondle them. Leanne moaned at his strong touch.

Leanne's head fell back as he squeezed each breast, cupping them in his strong hands. I can only imagine the pleasure Leanne must be experiencing. I have had my fair share of those hands, and boy can they work the spot! I grabbed on my own breasts as I watched on. My lips part, with a gasp of pleasure escaping my mouth as I gently squeezed on each tit.

I want to moan out loud, but that would risk alerting them of my presence. More importantly, I wouldn't be able to continue watching the show. With Skylar's hand working Leanne's tits, she reaches for the hem of his skirt and pulls out his tucked-in shirt. She begins lifting each button and with every button removed, she sees more of his chiseled abs.

Eagerly, she removed his shirt, and a sexy smirk covered her face. I am no stranger to Skylar's sexy physique. For her, this must be a treat. Skylar rested on his elbows as she ran her hands through the indents of his perfectly chiseled torso.

She ran her hands down his torso until she reached the big buckle of his belt. She paused to grab a look at him. It was a look that said, I'm going to fuck you so hard!

Leanne unbuckled his belt, and Skylar thrusts his pelvis forward, allowing her to whip it off and throw it aside.

Skylar sat up, cupping Leanne's head in between his hands as their lips smacked together. He continued to run his fingers through her hair as they kissed passionately.

I bite my lip as I watch him begin to take advantage of her. My finger, still resting on my leggings. The wetness of my pussy has soaked up my underwear.

Leanne started working on his jeans. She started by lifting the top button and then lowered the zip. As she tugged on his pants, I knew there was no going back now. I was going to see my husband fuck the shit out of his assistant. Skylar lifted himself again, to allow the jean to slip passed his ass.

I see Skylar's bulging cock pierce through the fabric and giggle at Leanne's face, once she realized how big he was. She was in for the ride of her life.

Leanne rubs his cock through the fabric of his brief as Skylar continues to run his hands over her tits. Skilfully, he managed to lift her bra strap and lifted the bra, revealing the most perfect set of tits I have laid my eyes on.

She had perfect little brown nubs as nipples, and large tits I can tell is real.

I continued to watch intently as Skylar took each bud in between his mouth. Her head falls back as he works his mouth around each bud. Leanne moaned with gratitude and ran her fingers through his hair as he continued to suck on her tits.

She lowered her hand and lifted to the top of his underwear, revealing the cock that was ready to pierce into her.

Not only is Skylar's dick thick, but it is long too. I recall the first time I had my taste of his dick. I wondered if I would ever be able to walk again. But now, I wouldn't want a cock any other size.

I watched as she takes his cock in her hand, causing me to slip my fingers in my panties. I begin circling my finger on my clit as she rides his cock with hand.

I want to see that big cock in her mouth. It's as if she knew my thoughts and lowered herself. Skylar fell back with thoughts of the inevitable pleasure about to overcome him.

After taking one big gasp, she opened her mouth and allowed his cock to slip into her mouth. Her lips wrapped around his head as she slowly lowered herself on him. I can imagine the taste of his cum filling her mouth. My husband's cock is always soaked in pre-cum.

“Ah fuck,” Skylar groaned at the touch of her mouth. He grabbed her head as she continued to ravish his cock’s head. Slowly, he pushed on her head, forcing her to take in more of his cock.

My lips quiver as I watch Skylar's muscles tense up.

Don't cum now! I think to myself. I watch as Leanne takes in half his length, before gagging. In a fit of pleasure, he continues to push her head lower, despite her struggling to take him in.

After a few more seconds, she lifted her mouth off his cock and stood up. I watched as she attempted to regain her breath. Leanne stood beside Skylar, with her perfect ass facing me and slid down her skirt, before stepping out of her thong.

Leanne turns around, and her beautiful pussy faces me. It's almost as if she knew I was there and wanted to show me what my husband's cock gets to work with.

She climbed back on the table. Both Skylar and I watched in awe, convinced she was ready to grab his cock and ride him. Instead, she continued to work her way upwards, only stopping once her wet pussy was in his face. Skylar greedily stuck out his tongue, eager to have a taste of her cunt. Leanne rocked her pelvis back and forth, forcing him to please her.

I giggle as I watch Skylar pull back to take a quick breather before she plants her cunt back in his face.

He struggles underneath her, but that wasn't going to stop her. Her perfect ass clenched every time she rocked back and forth, taking in the ecstasy of his tongue.

My pussy grows hungrier at the sounds of Leanne moaning as she continues to rock back and forth. I slipped a finger in between the folds of my wet cunt. I imagine Skylar's tongue inside me, licking me out as my finger continued to work its way on my wetness.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" She moaned, until eventually lifting her cunt off my husband's face. I can tell if she had not lifted herself, she would have come right there.

I watched with great anticipation as she crawled back to his cock.

In the next few moments, Skylar is going to fuck the shit out of her, and I am going to enjoy every second of it.


Chapter 4

Grabbing hold of his cock, she flung her blonde hair backward, giving me a clear view of what's about to come. She held his cock firmly in her hand and lowered herself on him.

She lowered herself, taking a break after every inch.

My breathing grows heavy as I watch his cock pierces through her cunt, parting her lips as he invaded her pussy.

I watch longingly as she allows her pussy to get used to the feel of his massive prick, allowing him to stretch her. After lifting herself again, she lowers herself on him, taking in a few more inches. Skylar cupped her tits as she continued to lift herself and lower herself onto him again.

Once his cock was completely submerged inside her, she let out a gasp of relief. I continued sliding my fingers in and out of my wet cunt as she started riding him harder. Skylar snakes his hands onto her sides to control the intensity with which she grinds on his cock.

Leanne took his cock like a pro. She soon started rocking her pelvis back and forth, leaving Skylar drowning in a state of ecstasy.

She lifted herself, before slamming down hard, causing both Skylar and my eyes to roll back with pleasure.

I can tell Skylar is doing everything in his power not to cum early as she continued her relentless torture, bouncing up and down his throbbing cock. Her massive tits swayed freely as she continued to use my husband.

The circles on my clit become furious as I watch his bare cock ram in and out of her.  I bite my lower lip, struggling not to make a sound. Sounds of Skylar's cock slamming into Leanne's cunt and her moaning filled the floor.

I continue sliding my finger in and out of my pussy, with my thumb pressing on my bud. I was close to coming, and so was Skylar.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" Skylar squirmed as he held onto her sides, thrusting her pelvis in and out of hard. My pussy throbbed as I prepared for my release. Skylar's back was arched as his head fell back and his hips squirmed in and out of Leanne.

My vision becomes blurry, and I struggle to continue watching my husband fall into a state of blissful ecstasy. 

Giving up the fight, I closed my eyes and allowed the ripples of pleasure to overcome me. My walls shake with Euphoria as I hear one final groan from Skylar. 

It's been a while since we came together.

Both Skylar and I laid back, trying to control our rapidly beating hearts. I continue to watch as Leanne lifts herself off Skylar.

A stream of his cum flows from her cunt.

After managing to regain my breath, Skylar lifts himself.

"That was fucking incredible!" He comments. "Now, if you will excuse me, I need to see my wife."

Oh, fuck! I think as I watch Skylar reaching for his jeans. He has a look in his eyes that I haven't seen in a while.

Crawling back to the stairs, I catch a final glance at the stains I left on the floor.

I run down the stairs with vicious speed. It seems like Skylar is rushing back home to see me. The last place I would want to be caught is outside his office, fucking his assistant.

I run towards my car and race home, driving faster than I did when I first arrived.

Two minutes later, I hear the door open.

I quickly switch on the TV, pretending as if I have been watching TV for the last few hours.

"Hey," I greet.

"I have something to tell you," he quickly confesses.

I stare at Skylar intently for a few moments, waiting for him to confess.

"Yeah, and that is?" I ask casually.

"That I'm going to fuck your brains out right now," he smiles with an evil grin.

***

How can I be mad at Leanne? 

She helped revive my husband’s sex drive.

He wasn’t lying either. For the next few weeks, he fucked my brains out.

We now make a point of having sex, at least once a day.
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