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My Newly Hot Hotwife




I got very lucky in the wife department. Cassie and I lived in the same town but were zoned for different schools growing up, so it wasn’t until we both graduated and started working at the same place that we first met. She was pudgy and kind of frumpy looking, but cute as a button, I thought. I wasn’t much to look at myself, so I wasn’t going to judge her extra pounds. Cassie is a little on the ditzy side, but a lot of fun to be around and one of the most outgoing and happy people I’ve ever known. Her sweet little southern drawl combined with her bubbly, space-cadet personality made her absolutely adorable in my eyes and I knew pretty quickly that I was going to marry her. That was eight years ago. A year or so into our relationship, I finished my training as an HVAC repair technician and went to work for a small business owned by a man named Ryan. A year or so after that, I got Cassie a job there working in the office. Some would say that was ill-advised, but I didn’t worry about risking spending too much time together between work and home. We’d worked together before and like all the techs, I was out on service calls ninety-five percent of the time. We hardly ever saw each other at work.

Now, when I said that I got very lucky in the wife department, I really meant three things. First, like I mentioned before, Cassie was freaking adorable. The second reason I considered myself such a lucky man was that despite her sweet exterior, behind closed doors, that woman loved to fuck. Oral. Anal. Toys. Handcuffs. Leather. Roleplay. Everything. Anything. Didn’t matter. She was into it. One of our favorite things to do was have sex while we watched porn together. It was even her idea. Not mine. We watched BDSM, lesbians, threesomes, gangbangs, live streams, you name it. We even talked about having a threesome in real life at one point. She tried talking a friend of hers into it, but she wasn’t interested. One of my favorite things about Cassie was that she loved sucking cock. I could do the simplest thing for her like bring home a little two-dollar box of chocolates and on her knees she would go. It was the biggest turn-on to hear her sweet little southern voice say, “Aw baby, that’s so sweet. I’m gonna suck your cock.” And then she’d do it with a smile on her face.  We even had a running gag that all I had to do was drop a twenty-dollar bill and she would have to stop everything she was doing and give me a blowjob. One time I interrupted her right in the middle of cooking an elaborate dinner for our anniversary. She rolled her eyes at first, but then dropped to her knees with a giggle right there in the kitchen. When she was done, she smacked her lips and smiled, “Mmm. The perfect appetizer.” As far as I was concerned, she was the perfect wife.

The third and final reason I said that I won the wife lottery was that a few years ago, her mother had a serious health scare. Now, that’s obviously no cause for celebration. But one of the side effects of that unfortunate circumstance was that Cassie suddenly became very health conscious. She threw out all of our junk food and started going to the gym every single day. Over the course of a year and a half of lifting weights, walking, counting calories, macro-balancing, and about eighteen other things I didn’t have a clue about, I watched my wife slowly morph into a tanned, blonde, fit, pretty girl. She went from cute as a button to hot as hell. She reminded me of one of those really hot professional tennis players. It was remarkable. And I was married to her. She started turning heads everywhere we went. When we held hands in public, people looked at me curiously, seemingly trying to figure out if I was her brother or if I had money or if there was some other plausible reason to explain why such a stunner was with a schlub like me. One time while Cassie was visiting the restroom during lunch at our favorite cafe, a nerdy young guy walked up to me and shook my hand. “Thank you,” he said. “You give me hope.” I laughed and felt proud to be with such a beautiful woman, but after a while, it was also hard not to feel like a troll standing next to her. The greatest thing about it all was that Cassie seemed largely oblivious to it. She didn’t get fit to get hot. She did it to get healthy. She was definitely aware of her new appeal on some level, but she was still the naïve goofball I fell in love with. I was grateful she didn’t have any of the entitlement issues that came part and parcel with most women that looked like her.

A little while back, it was time for the annual office party. Ryan didn’t throw a Christmas party because people usually had so many other things going on. Instead, he used the anniversary of the day he founded the company to celebrate everyone’s hard work throughout the year. Like the previous year, he rented a small banquet hall in a local hotel. Spouses and significant others were welcome, but kids weren’t allowed as there was usually a good bit of drinking that went on. Attendance wasn’t mandatory, but it was encouraged. Historically, nearly everyone showed up. Ryan didn’t skimp on drinks or food and we all genuinely like each other for the most part.

Cassie used the opportunity to dress up and show off her new body. When she first got in shape, she continued to wear the same kind of frumpy clothes she did growing up. But she gradually became more confident in letting people see what she had going on underneath those old baggy clothes. Her sleeveless black dress and heels showed off a bit of leg and accentuated her perky little breasts. Before we left, I looked at myself in the mirror in my khakis and my gut pushing out against my button-down shirt. I swore for the eight hundred and fifty-sixth time that I was going to get in shape.

Most people were already there when we arrived. Ryan employed ten technicians like me, Cassie, and a few other support staff. He’d also invited about half a dozen key clients to thank them for their business. Ryan didn’t skimp on the food and drink. There was a very nice buffet with roast beef and lots of sides plus a dessert station. In the corner, next to the door to a small conference room, there was a small bar set up with a bartender provided by the hotel. Drinks were free. There was also a small, portable dance floor laid out in the front of the room coupled with an embarrassingly bad light show. James, one of the other techs, was a part-time deejay on the weekends. He was set up next to the dance floor. Despite the hokey props and unlike what I imagine most office parties to be, our annual party was usually a really good time.

Typically, most of my coworkers got pretty drunk. I was a little more excited about the food than the booze. I was driving, so I was only allowing myself a few drinks. Cassie, on the other hand, nibbled a bit but saved the lion’s share of her calories for the margaritas. Ryan wasn’t married and always took turns dancing with each of the wives or girlfriends, usually telling them what a good worker their man was and how proud they should be of him. Part of me knew that he was using it as an opportunity to flirt as much as he could, but on the other hand, it was pretty cool of him to talk up the techs to their significant other. I didn’t get why Ryan didn’t have a girlfriend or wasn’t married. He was a good-looking even if he was pushing fifty. Some of the wives and girlfriends seemed to like flirting with him. Some were more flirtatious than others, but none of them really seemed to care when his hand went a little bit south, or he pulled them a little bit close.

When Cassie’s turned came around, I watched Ryan hold her hand as he walked her to the dance floor. There was only enough room for about three or four couples on the ridiculous little wooden stage, so you had to be careful not to bump into the other people dancing. I didn’t understand why you needed a wooden stage in the first place and was even more confused about why everyone felt like their dancing had to be confined to it alone. It was like the regular floor was lava or something. I had to remind myself that people, myself included, don’t make sense much of the time. Ryan put one hand around the small of Cassie’s back and held her hand with the other as they danced. Cassie put her hand on his shoulder and looked up at him smiling politely. I couldn’t hear what Ryan said to her, but it made her blush and turn her head away with a smile. Cassie’s dress had a loose skirt that only came down to the middle of her thigh. It looked almost like a wrap dress, even though it wasn’t, and it exposed most of her back almost down to the top of her ass. I watched Ryan sneak his hand a little bit lower and then a little bit lower again as he made Cassie laugh. It made me a little uncomfortable, but I knew he wasn’t going to really try anything, and Cassie didn’t seem to mind. When the song finished, he escorted her back to our table.

Ryan liked to take the spotlight and give a speech every year. James pinned a lavalier mic to Ryan’s sport coat and tucked the transmitter into his inside jacket pocket. James faded the music down and raised the volume on Ryan’s mic.

“Can I have your attention everyone? I just wanted to take a few minutes to tell you all how grateful I am for all of your hard work over the past year…”

As Ryan carried on, he reached into his pants pocket a few times to seemingly silence his phone. The third time, he pulled it out and finally checked it. Then he looked in my direction.

“Bad news, Wayne,” he said over the PA. “Looks like the Henderson building’s gone down again. Sorry, it’s your turn.”

He wasn’t wrong. It was my turn. And even if it wasn’t, I was probably the only tech capable of driving at that point. The Henderson building was one of our biggest contracts. The power running to the facility was shoddy, which wasn’t our fault, but it was forever causing problems with their HVAC units. We’d done everything we could on our end to remedy the issue, but it still went down on a pretty regular basis. Usually at very inconvenient time.

I kissed Cassie goodbye and started making my way to the door. Before I could get there Ryan called everyone’s attention to me. “You see. That’s what makes our company so great. It doesn’t matter what’s going on. When our customers need us, we’re there. And it’s people like Wayne and all of you that make me so proud of what we have achieved. Let’s everyone hear it for Wayne!”

There were about thirty-five people there that night and they all started clapping for me. I’d never had anyone applaud me before. I knew it was just a silly office party and I hadn’t done anything to deserve it, but it felt pretty good. It was also a little embarrassing. I jokingly took a bow and waved like a superstar before heading out the door. I got a pretty good laugh from the crowd.

After stopping by the office to pick up the work van, it was twenty minutes to the Henderson site and twenty minutes back. I was on-site for another hour, plus I had to stop and get gas. By the time I got back to the party, I had been gone for over two hours. When I walked in, nearly everyone was gone. Cassie was sitting at a table with Ryan and Kyle. There were a few others at a table across the room. The bartender was moving chairs and cleaning up.

“There’s my man,” Cassie sang when she saw me. “I missed you,” she smiled.

She looked tired and a little disheveled. “Did you have a good time, baby?” I asked.

She closed her eyes sleepily and smiled. “I had the best time.”

“Good.”

“How’d it go?” Ryan asked.

“Fine. The usual.”

“Good. Sorry you missed the party. I really appreciate you handling that. I’m gonna give you an extra day of comp time.”

“Thanks. I appreciate that.”

“You’re one of my best. I appreciate all you do. If nothing else, we’re all grateful for bringing along this little goofball into the fold.”

“That’s me,” Cassie smiled and raised her hand. “I’m the goofball.”

Just as I was getting ready to help Cassie up and make my exit, the bartender patted my back to get my attention and asked, “Hey man, can you help me with something really quick? I’ve got to move this table and they left me alone tonight.”

At first, I wondered why he was asking me and not someone else, but then I realized I was still in the coveralls I had changed into when I picked up the truck at the office. “Yeah, sure.”

I followed him to the little conference room where we moved the table from the wall back to the middle of the room. It seemed a pointless exercise. It wasn’t a very large room and it looked like it was mostly used for storage. I doubted the table had been used for an actual meeting in a long time. It didn’t make any sense to do what we had just done. But I reminded myself again that people, myself included, don’t make sense much of the time.

“Thanks, man,” he said.

“Yeah. No problem.” I started for the door.

“Hey, listen.” He was extending his hand, offering what looked like a USB drive. “If it was me, I’d want to know.”

“What?” I asked, befuddled.

He put the drive in my hand. “Good luck.” He walked out the door and he busied himself cleaning behind the bar. I walked back to the table.

Ryan looked a little curious. “Everything okay?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Fine. The bartender’s a little weird. It was a pretty big table, though. Too much for one guy to handle.”

I loaded my wife into the car and drove us home. By the time I was out of the bathroom, she was in her favorite oversized t-shirt and asleep in the bed. I made the way to the second bedroom that we used to house my computer and her treadmill. After I scanned the USB for viruses, I loaded the files onto my PC. There were a total of four video files. I clicked on the first one. It was surveillance footage of the hallway outside the conference room. The video quality was damn good. They must have just recently updated their security system. The second video was of the hotel lobby and registration desk around the corner from the conference room. The third was of the banquet room where the party had been, looking toward the bar and conference room door from the far corner of the room. The last was of the conference room. For obvious reasons, I started with the banquet room.

I skipped forward to the part where I saw myself leaving for the Henderson job. I wasn’t going to sit there and watch all two hours of the remaining video, so I repeatedly clicked the button that fast forwarded fifteen seconds at a time, scanning for anything noteworthy. About five minutes after his speech was over, Ryan walked up to Cassie and led her by the hand back to the dance floor. He held her the same way as he had before, just a bit closer and he put her hand to his chest as he held it. I could see them talking and smiling. All I could hear on the video was the music and even if it weren’t playing, there were too many other people in the room talking for me to be able to hear what they were saying. They kept talking and smiling. Cassie blushed a few more times. Just after the power ballad’s guitar solo, Ryan moved their clasped hands from his chest to her chin and nudged it higher, bringing her gaze to his. Then, in front of everyone, he kissed her. It only lasted a second or two, but it was decidedly more than a friendly little peck. Cassie smiled at him, and they continued dancing. I felt my blood starting to boil. Not only did Ryan have the gall to kiss my wife, but he did it in front of everyone we work with. Then there was the fact that Cassie’s response was to smile back at him from ear to ear. The song lasted another thirty seconds or so. When it was done, Cassie kissed Ryan on the cheek. He escorted her back to the table before walking to the bar.

I sat in front of my PC fuming and trying to figure out what I should do. What I wanted to do was beat the hell out of Ryan and quit my job. But I needed my job. Cassie and I were both dependent on Ryan for our income. But it was going to be hard for the both of us to quickly find other jobs that paid us as well. At that point, I really only knew two things. First, I was gonna give Cassie a stern talking to about flirting with other men. And second, I was going to find that bartender and buy him a drink. I got up to use the bathroom and get a beer from the fridge. When I sat back down, I saw that Ryan and Cassie were back on the dance floor yet again.

I watched every detail of the video carefully. Cassie had both her arms around Ryans neck this time. His were around her waist, with one of them discretely palming the top of her ass. He held my wife close and kept his mouth near her ear, whispering things that elicited little smiles. I scanned the room and saw that not everyone, but most people were keeping an eye on them. Some of the women were whispering to each other. Ryan and Cassie continued dancing closely, their faces pressed together. Ryan gently kissed Cassie’s neck, just below the ear. She offered no protest. They danced a little more. He kissed her neck again. I rewound the video and paused it just as Ryan was kissing Cassie’s neck. I took a screengrab and zoomed in. I could see his tongue pressing against Cassie’s flesh plain as day. I resumed the video. Ryan slid his cheek slowly across hers until their lips met. He kissed her gently on the lips. They opened their mouths and they kissed again. There were no tongues involved that I could see, but it was a deep, romantic kiss that, by the timestamp, lasted four full seconds. Everyone was staring. Ryan slid his cheek back across hers, returning to her neck. Kyle looked at James and I could read his lips as he mouthed, “God damn!” James shook his head. The other partygoers were exchanging scandalous looks. Ryan and Cassie seemed oblivious to the fact that people were watching them and carried on dancing. Ryan whispered something to my wife. She nodded in reply. A few moments later, before the song was over, Ryan escorted Cassie toward the bar. Everyone’s eyes were following them.

Ryan and my wife didn’t stop at the bar. They walked into the conference room just past where two of my coworkers were standing ordering drinks. As soon as they disappeared around the corner, there was a flurry of activity. Jaws were dropping. I saw all of my coworkers talking and I imagined the things they were saying. My heart was pounding in my chest as I stared at the doorway on the video screen. I was in such shock that it took me a minute to remember that I had the video file from the conference room, too.

I clicked on the conference room file and steeled myself for what I was about to see. I forwarded the video to match the time stamp on the banquet room file. I plugged in the headphones and adjusted the volume. The audio on the security system was as impressive as the video. The conference room wasn’t lit, but there was enough light coming through the doorway to let the camera generate a good image, even if the colors were muted.

Ryan wrapped his hands around Cassie’s waist. She put hers around his neck and smiled sweetly. “I’ve wanted to kiss you for the longest time,” he whispered.

“Just one kiss, though. I shouldn’t be doing this. Wayne could be back any minute.”

“It’s okay. We have plenty of time. Wayne won’t be back for at least another hour. Just relax. Enjoy the moment. Just you and me.”

“And the thirty people around the corner,” I mumbled to myself.

For the third time that night, Ryan kissed my wife. He started slowly, kissing Cassie’s lips fully and gently like he just had on the dance floor. Once he had her falling under his spell, he eased his tongue between her lips. She parted her lips for him and met his tongue with hers. I was entranced watching my wife cheat on me.

Ryan moved to her neck and peppered her skin with kisses before returning to her lips. His hands moved to caress her ass as they kissed more passionately. Cassie cradled Ryans face, kissing him deeply. Ryan slid one hand across her hip, down her leg, and then up under her skirt. Cassie tilted her head back.

“Oh, god,” she whispered as Ryan’s hand moved beneath her skirt.

“Does that feel good?” Ryan whispered.

“Yes,” Cassie replied. “But we shouldn’t…”

“You’re so special to me, Cassie. I love coming to work every day and seeing your beautiful smiling face.”

Cassie said nothing. Her breathing deepened and she grabbed Ryan’s wrist, not to push it away, but to hold it steady as she rocked her body back against his fingers.

“You’re such an amazing woman…So beautiful…So sexy.”

Ryan continued working his hand between Cassie’s legs with her guiding him. She kept grinding back against his hand.

“I’m gonna come!” Cassie whimpered, trying to be quiet.

Ryan pressed his mouth to her ear. I couldn’t hear what he said, but it made my wife fold in on herself and whimper loud enough that the bartender and Kyle, who was standing at the bar, had to have heard it, even with the music playing nearby. When my wife finished coming on my boss’s hand, I realized that my cock was hard.

Ryan kissed Cassie again and holding her by the hips, walked her backwards until her butt met the conference table. He lifted her to the table and sank to his knees. He slid her skirt higher and pulled her panties to the side, the very same panties that I had been looking forward to taking off later that night. He moved his head between her legs and licked her.

Still sensitive from her orgasm, Cassie nearly recoiled from the overwhelming sensation. That didn’t deter Ryan, who licked her again and then again. Cassie spread her legs and rested her feet on Ryan’s back, inviting his mouth and holding the back of his head in her hand as he went down on her. Cassie stared down at him looking like she was in heat.

Ryan must have sensed she was ready to be fucked and stood up in front of her. Before he could reach to undo his belt, Cassie beat him to it. Ryan took off his coat and tossed it to the table as she unbuckled his pants. He helped her with the button and slid down his zipper. Ryan reached into his pants and pulled out his cock. Cassie’s eyes widened when she saw how thick it was. With a mix of surprise and desire, she looked back at his face.

Cassie fell to her knees in front of Ryan and took his cock in her hand. She licked its length and then opened her mouth wide, taking in my boss’s impressive girth. As her head bobbed up and down on his cock, I noticed Kyle peek around the doorway. With Ryan’s back to the door and Cassie’s attention otherwise occupied, he went undetected. He disappeared shortly thereafter. Wanting to see where he went, I cued up the banquet hall video and followed his movement to James. Kyle leaned into James’ ear and told him something, presumably that my wife was blowing our boss in the conference room. James nodded his head knowingly, pointing at his headphones. It took me a minute to figure it out, but what was going on was that Ryan still had the lavalier on his jacket that he had set on the table. James had been listening in the whole time.

On the conference room video, Cassie ambled up off her knees and leaned onto the table. She reached under her skirt and wiggled her hips as she pulled her panties down around her thighs. “Fuck me,” she demanded. She didn’t have to tell Ryan twice. He quickly stepped forward and pressed his cock to her entrance. I couldn’t see Cassie’s face, but she reacted strongly, arching her back and lurching forward as he pushed his fat cock into my wife.

He fucked her slowly for just a few moments before quickly picking up the pace. Cassie bucked back against him. “You want to get properly fucked, don’t you?”

“Yes,” Cassie grunted.

Ryan grabbed her by her elbows and pulled her up from the table and started fucking her hard from behind.

“Yes! Fuck me!” Cassie whined loudly, hurting my ears through the headphones.

That definitely caught the bartender’s ear. I could also see that people much further away were turning their heads with questioning looks on their faces. I paused the conference room and unmuted the banquet hall. It took me a minute to figure it out, but part of what was going on was that James was now subtly blending in the sound of my wife getting fucked with the dance music over the PA as a joke. It was loud enough to be heard, but quiet enough that people on the far side of the banquet hall weren’t quite sure what they were hearing. Those closer to the bar and the conference room were starting to get an earful.

Word started to spread through the banquet hall that Ryan was fucking my wife in the conference room. Several of the women grabbed their men by the hand and almost literally dragged them out of the party. A lot of people just sat awkwardly, listening to Cassie get fucked over the loudspeakers as James increased the volume. Abandoning any sense of décor, Kyle and James walked to the conference room door and peeked in with my wife’s voice clearly audible over the music.

“Yes! Fuck me!” Cassie whined.

“Do you like this big cock?”

“Fuck yes!”

“Your pussy feels so good.”

“Yes! Your cock is amazing!”

“I’m gonna fuck you every day!”

Cassie moaned in response, her voice bouncing every time their bodies slapped together.

David and Eric, the only other remaining techs, joined James and Kyle in spying on the action. David and Eric, however, practically had to stand in the doorway to see around the other two onlookers. The rest of the people at the party were slowly starting to leave.

“On Monday, I’m gonna to bend you over my desk and fuck you while your husband is out on call. Would you like that, Cassie?”

“Yes! Fuck me harder! I’m gonna come again!”

Ryan released Cassie’s elbows, grabbing her by the hip and shoulder, pounding her hard.

Ryan taunted her as she neared orgasm. “Are you gonna come? Are you gonna come all over my big cock with your married pussy while your husband is out making me money?”

“Yes!” Cassie cried. “Fuck my married pussy!”

“I’m gonna make you mine, Cassie. I’m gonna make this my pussy!”

“Yes! Take it! I’m coming. Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”

Cassie was bucking back against Ryan, drawing out her orgasm. Ryan let Cassie down slowly to the table as she finished coming.

“Oh, my god,” Cassie sang. “I’ve never been fucked so good in all my life.”

She stood up and turned around, wrapping her arms around Ryan’s neck. “I can’t believe we never did that before,” she smiled. Then she said my favorite words, only she said them to another man this time. Just before she said those words, the song on the PA finished and there was a natural pause before the next one started. Cassie’s voice rang out clear as a bell through the banquet hall, “I’m gonna suck your cock clean.”

Cassie slid down to her knees. As she did, she caught sight of her audience. It didn’t’ faze her a bit. She said nothing to alert Ryan to their presence an seemed to look Kyle directly in the eyes as she took the spongy tip of Ryan’s cock into her mouth. I’ve had hundreds of blowjobs from my wife over the years and I knew that she was bringing her “A” game. She put on a hell of a show for the four spectators. Eric and David, feeling emboldened, stepped into the conference room. James and Kyle followed.

Ryan finally picked up on the fact that they were busted. He was so preoccupied with Cassie’s mouth, that he didn’t seem to care. David was the first to pull his dick out and start masturbating. The others soon followed. It wasn’t long before Ryan’s leg was quivering, and he was digging his fingers into my wife’s hair as he filled her mouth with his load. Even though it was my wife, it was one of the hottest things I’d ever seen. I slid my hand into my pants and squeezed the tip of my cock.

“Fucking hell,” Ryan groaned. “Where’d you learn to suck cock like that?”

“Practice, practice, practice,” Cassie smiled, rising up from her squat.

“Do you want some more practice,” Ryan asked, gesturing to his four employees.

The van I was driving had a GPS tracker. Ryan pulled out his phone and pulled up my location. “Wayne won’t be here for at least another thirty minutes.”

“Well, what do you boys say?” Cassie asked in her sweet little voice. “Do y’all want me to suck you y’all’s dicks?”

Cassie sauntered over to my Judas friends. She dropped to her knees as they formed a semi-circle around her. I jerked my cock as I watched her suck them off, alternating between them at first and then focusing on one at a time, swallowing their loads as she went. Eric came first. Then David. And James. When it was Kyle’s turn, she said something that put another knot in the pit of my stomach.

She looked up at him and smiled. “Hey, baby.”

“Hey, baby,” he smiled back just as she wrapped her lips around his cock.

There was a familiarity in their exchange. I immediately suspected that was not the first time they had called each other “baby.” Or that it was the first time Cassie had gone down on Kyle. As I watched her suck him off, I noticed she was going at it differently than she had with the others. It was as if she knew exactly how he liked it.

“Do you want to fuck me, baby?” she asked.

“Always,” Kyle replied.

He helped her up onto the conference table where she spread her legs and wrapped them around Kyle’s waist as he started fucking her.

“God, I love the way you fuck me,” Cassie moaned.

“You’re so fucking hot,” Kyle grunted in reply.

“Did you like watching Ryan fuck me?”

“Yes.”

“You didn’t get jealous?”

“A little. But you were so fucking hot, I couldn’t stand it.”

“Yeah? Are you gonna let him fuck me at work? Take turns with me?”

When I heard my wife say that two things happened. First, I blurted out, “What the fuck?” loudly enough that I’m surprised I didn’t wake Cassie up. And second, I came at the thought of Ryan and Kyle tag-teaming my wife in the office. I came hard.               Even though I was spent, I kept stroking myself while Kyle got himself off with my wife.

“Yeah, you want to be the little office whore?” Kyle taunted.

“Fuck! Yes!”

“I’m gonna come, baby,” Kyle moaned.

“Come inside me,” Cassie panted.

Kyle dutifully followed Cassie instructions and filled her with his load. He laid on top of her on the conference table, both of them spent. I sat in my office chair, limp cock in my hand, staring at the screen. I had no idea what to do. I had no idea who to talk to for help. Every single person on planet Earth I would confide in had just either been fucked, sucked, or both by my wife.

I remembered something father said a long time ago. He told me never to do anything while I was angry or upset, because you were almost guaranteed to make things worse. I decided to do nothing for the moment until I’d had some time to process things. And process things I did. Over the next few weeks, I found myself jerking off to the conference room video. Sometimes more than once a day. My anger turned to lust. My jealousy became an aphrodisiac. I couldn’t stop fantasizing about what Ryan and Kyle were doing with Cassie while I was on a call or at lunch. At first, I was dumbfounded at my reaction to being cheated on. But then I reminded myself again that human beings, myself included, usually don’t make a whole lot of sense. After torturing myself for days, I finally settled on a course of action.

On a Sunday night, the day before a new work week, Cassie and I were watching porn. I’d picked out a long video of a woman being manhandled by two well-hung guys. While we were both masturbating, I said, “I have a surprise for you.”

“Really? What is it?”

“Get on all fours and I’ll show you.”

Cassie got on her hands and knees facing the television. I reached under the bed and pulled out a neatly wrapped present. I handed it to her and slid myself inside of her from behind. Cassie started unwrapping the box as I fucked her slowly.

“I’m so excited!” she smiled, opening the box. At first, she was confused, “What is it?”

“It’s a tripod. For your phone.”

“Why?”

“Look in the box.”

I picked up my pace and started fucking her harder. Cassie’s body was rocking back and forth as she reached in and pulled an envelope from inside the box. Opening it, she gasped when she saw the stills that I had printed from the conference room video.

“Baby, I can explain.”

“No need. I’ll forgive you for everything on one condition.”

“What?”

“You put that phone on the tripod and record EVERYTHING you do with Ryan, Kyle, and whoever else you’re fucking. I don’t want to miss a thing.”
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Cuckolds and Hotwives Bundle

Ten previously released titles plus one brand new story exclusive to this bundle.





What the Neighbor Sees

May-December romance about a younger woman letting a handsome older man enjoy the view into her backyard.
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