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This story is a work of fiction, and all people and events therein are fictitious. Any similarities are purely coincidental.

All characters portrayed in this story are over the age of 18.

The author does not condone the actions of any of the characters in this story and certainly doesn't condone any form of non-consensual sex or any level of misogyny. The contents of this story are fantastical and are meant to be enjoyed as such.


My Wife, His Secretary

Part Two: Her New Job Duties

"Then he told me to get on my knees and pull down my top so he could see my tits."

Jen massaged my dick with her hands as she spoke to me, a wild lust burning in her deep, brown eyes. I was lying back on the couch, my breathing heavy as my wife pleasured me while describing what she and her boss had gotten up to that day.

It had been four days since my wife had gone back to work for Henry Dalton, the wealthy old man who employed her as his personal assistant. The weekend prior she had gone to a business party with him and ended up spending the night at his place afterward. Her recounting of how she had cheated on me had sparked a strange arousal in me. She told me that if she was going to keep working for Henry, he would require her to do sexual tasks for him, and I ended up telling her that I was okay if she kept the job.

Now I found myself more excited than ever to get home from work, ready to hear what dirty things the old man had made my wife do. The past four days I had already been hard by the time I left the office. And Jen never disappointed in providing me relief.

"I took his huge cock in my mouth to get it nice and wet," she said.

She paused so she could take my member into her mouth and lube it up with her saliva. She gazed lovingly at me the whole time. I let out a loud moan as she sucked on me. Then she pulled back and returned to stroking, a coy grin on her face.

"Once it was nice and wet I started sliding it between my titties, right there in front of his office desk," she said. My breathing became more labored as I imagined her on her knees, Henry staring down at her, a sneer on his wrinkled face, his beer gut hanging over his hips. I could feel myself getting close, the pressure building.

"I worked him for quite awhile like that, him looking down at me the whole time and talking dirty to me," she said. She smirked at me. "You know, he has quite a lot of endurance."

I moaned at that, the little jab somehow turning me on. I had never seen her with Dalton, so I didn't know if any of the things she said about his endurance or his size were true, but they still sparked responses in my body.

"He even had me open my mouth once as he was stroking between my breasts and spat right down my throat. It made me so wet, being treated like that. Like a dirty little whore."

The image of ugly Dalton spitting on my pretty wife as she took it, his cock lodged between her full breasts consumed my mind. I let out a yell as I felt my cock explode, ropes of cum shooting into the air. I heard Jen giggle as she continued to work me, draining all of the tension from my rod and the cum from my balls.

I looked down and saw that I had unloaded all over my abdomen. Jen smiled at me as she pulled her hands away, licking a few stray globs of my cum from her fingers. She bent forward and gently kissed my wilting manhood.

"I love what my little stories do for you," she said in a husky whisper, giving me a wink.

"Me too," I replied, my breathing still labored.

"Why don't you go get yourself cleaned up," she said, standing up. "I'm gonna get dinner ready. And since that was just what happened on my lunch break, I still have another story for you about what happened after work. Maybe I can share it before we go to bed."

Drained as I was, I felt excited knowing that there was more to come.

While Jen made her way to the kitchen, I pulled off my clothes and hopped into the shower. As the warm water cascaded over my skin and washed away my cum, my mind tried to wrap itself around what was happening. It was the same cycle I had struggled with before Jen and Henry had hooked up, the arousal of the fantasy of them being together giving way to the guilt and uncertainty of the reality.

Over the past four days, that hadn't changed. I didn't quite feel guilty, given that Jen clearly enjoyed this arrangement, but I had to wonder why I found this to be so exciting. And more importantly, what would it mean for us, for our marriage? How long would Jen keep hooking up with her boss? If she left that job, would she do it again in the future? If she was hooking up with other men, would she still want to be with me? She insisted that she loved me, that being with me was more important than whatever this was, and she promised that if I ever told her to stop, she would. I wanted to believe her, but this experience was all so new that I wasn't sure what to think.

I came down to the living room to find that Jen had prepared dinner for us. She asked me about my day as we ate. After dinner we curled up together on the couch and turned to Netflix to find some entertainment.

"You know I love you, right?" Jen asked, as I was flipping through the streaming options.

She was looking at me earnestly. I nodded. I still wasn't sure what to make of all that had happened or what the full extent of my feelings about it were, but I did believe her when she said that.

She squeezed my hand and leaned in, kissing me on the cheek.

"If anything ever happens that you really don't like, just tell me," she said.

"Okay," I said, putting my arm around her and holding her close.

We watched a couple of episodes of some superhero shows cuddled up together on the couch, our bodies pressed together. It was nice, having my wife just there for me.

Of course, before we fully settled in for the night, Jen did as she promised and recounted how Dalton had fucked her over his desk after work before driving her home. I took her from behind, as the words of her story spurred me on.

X-X-X

Work was winding down the next day when I got a text from Jen. With the day almost over, my thoughts had started drifting to what stories my wife might share with me that night, but the text changed the complexion of my thoughts.

"Hey, baby. Henry wants me to spend the night with him at his place. I thought I would check in first and see if that's okay."

It had been exactly a week since Jen had ended up at Dalton's apartment after a party they went to together, exactly a week since he had taken her to his bed while I had been stuck unawares at home. Now she wanted to go back. Perhaps it was silly of me, but her question gave me pause. On some level I felt it was one thing for her to fool around with her boss at work and come home to me and another to actually go spend a night with him. But despite my reservations, something about the idea still turned me on.

After thinking it over, I wrote back.

"Okay. But make sure to keep me in the loop."

"I will ;)," came her reply almost right away.

I let out a sigh and tried to muster enough focus to return to my work. A mixture of anticipation and nervousness twisted inside me. Was letting my wife stay over at another man's place really a good idea? It had been hot hearing Jen's tale when she came back from Dalton's place the first time, and it had been hot hearing about what she was doing at work, but somehow this felt different. Still, despite my anxiety, I did feel a thrill of arousal, my mind exploding with random thoughts about how this night would go.

True to her word, Jen did keep me in the loop. I got the first photo before I left work.

"Henry wanted you to see what he'd be enjoying tonight," the first text read.

I closed out of the message before I got a good look at the attached photo. I didn't want anyone at work to think I was looking at porn. I hastily made my way to the bathroom. We had single stall toilets, so I was able to guarantee myself a little bit of privacy. I opened the text again and looked over the picture of my wife posing on top of an office desk, I assumed Dalton's, her chest thrust out, her bare legs dangling over the sides. She wore only a red lace teddy, the sheer mesh design teasing the tan skin underneath. She was smiling seductively at the camera.

I felt myself go rigid. Just thinking of her sitting there while Dalton eyed her up and down and fondled her was driving me wild. But I couldn't bring myself to rub one out while I was at work. I took a couple of deep breaths and put the phone away. As I was about to sit down at my desk, I felt my phone vibrate again. I pulled it out and saw that it was another text from my wife. I forced myself not to look at it, wanting to get through the rest of the work day without distraction.

A couple of hours later it was late enough that I could leave the office without any of the managers raising a stink about it. I resisted opening up the latest text message until I got down to my car and was sitting by myself.

"I'm excited for tonight, are you?"

The attached picture was a close up of her pussy, the bottom of the teddy pulled aside to accommodate two of Dalton's chubby fingers, which were stuff inside my wife. She was clearing soaking wet.

"So excited. Can't wait to see what else you share."

I shot back my reply and began to drive home, my mind in a whirl. That text had been sent awhile ago, and I couldn't help but wonder what they were up to now. Would they go directly back to Dalton's place to fool around? Or would he treat her more like a date, wining and dining her until later in the evening when they would inevitably consummate the date?

I didn't hear from Jen at all on the drive home, even as I lengthened it by picking up some Chinese food on the way for dinner. I still hadn't heard from her by the time I was done eating, and that's when time started to come to a crawl. I sat scrolling through my social media feeds on my phone, waiting for it to buzz in my hand with a new notification from Jen.

After awhile, I decided to turn the sound on for my alerts and pop on the TV to try and distract myself. It did little good. I still couldn't help but continually check my phone, worrying that I had somehow missed a notification beep from the sound of the TV. While the previous Friday I had kept myself busy to distract myself from my, as it turns out totally reasonable, worries, now I was trying to distract myself from news I knew was coming. Unlike last week, I knew exactly what was going to happen this time while Dalton and my wife were together, and I was impatient to find out exactly what they were up to.

It was around 10pm when my phone chirped, playing a sound set specifically for Jen's number. My hand grabbed for the cell immediately, unlocking it quickly and flicking open the text. I could tell that it was written by Dalton.

"I took your wife out for a lovely dinner at a very expensive restaurant, and now she's working very hard to repay me for my kindness."

There was a video clip attached. I could feel my heartbeat speeding up when I saw that. Up until now I had only heard my wife's accounts of what went on between her and Dalton. Now I was about to see full visual evidence of it. I jammed my thumb down on the screen.

My screen filled with the image of Jen looking up at the camera as she sucked on Dalton's cock. After a second she turned her attention more fully to what she was doing, bobbing her head along his length and stroking it with her hands. Slurping sounds came from the phone's speakers. I watched mesmerized as she worked him. And I realized that when she said he was big, she wasn't lying. He was clearly more endowed than I was, a fact that twisted in my gut, but at the same time made me more horny.

The clip was short, but I played it back again, my eyes soaking in every second of it.

I hurried up to our bedroom, throwing the phone onto the bed and then peeling my clothes off. In the privacy of my home, I lay naked on my bed and stroked myself to the short clip of my wife pleasuring another man. I hit the play button several times before finally dropping the phone onto the bed and massaging my cock to the memory of the images.

I heard the phone chirp again. I stopped and picked it up, opening the text.

"I hope you enjoy watching your wife get fucked by a real man."

The video opened with a shot of Dalton thrusting his large cock into my wife's willing pussy. I could hear her moaning loudly every time he drove into her. Slowly he panned up, taking in her hands as they squeezed her breasts, then moving up to her face. Her mouth was wide open, gasps and moans coming from it.

"You like feeling my big cock inside you?" Dalton's voice came from behind the camera. It was slightly labored from the work he was doing, but it came through clearly.

"Oh God yes!" my wife yelled out.

"Tell him how much you love it," Dalton growled.

"Oh, baby, this cock is sooo good!" she said, moaning as she stared directly into the camera, her eyes clouded with lust. "I love feeling it inside me."

"Don't worry, you'll get to feel it inside you all night long," Dalton said.

Jen's head tilted back as came hearing his words, a long wordless moan streaming from her lips.

The video ended.

I hit play again.

I stroked myself faster, watching the video of Dalton penetrating my wife, listening to her moans and her dirty talk. It wasn't long before I felt the pleasurable tension of release building. With a groan I shot my load, continuing to stroke as pulse after pulse of cum flew from within me and onto my stomach.

When I was done, I lay there looking up at the ceiling, relaxing in the aftermath of my release. Part of me wondered how my friends and co-workers were spending their Friday nights. They were probably out with their wives or girlfriends, maybe even having sex with them now, almost certainly not masturbating to a video of their significant others fucking other men. The absurdity of the whole thing made me chuckle.

My phone buzzed again. I took a moment before answering it, not sure I was ready to see another clip of my wife with Dalton now that I was spent. But it turned out to be a picture rather than a video.

The photo was a close up of my wife's face, ropes of cum layered over her nose, cheeks, and forehead. She was smiling up at the camera, some of the cum even running down her chin.

"End of the first round," read the text.

I wasn't sure if Dalton or my wife wrote that one. A moment later the phone chimed again, and this time the text was definitely from Jen.

"I hope you enjoyed that, baby. Dalton and I are gonna get up to some more trouble, but I'll tell you all about it tomorrow. Love you, sweet dreams!"

So it seemed she wasn't going to keep sending my images of all her activity. I felt a little bit left out at that point, but there wasn't much I could do. And besides, if I wanted to get off again, I at least had the initial string of text messages.

As I began to doze off, I wondered vaguely what exactly tomorrow would bring.

X-X-X

When I woke I found two text messages waiting for me on the phone. Rubbing sleep from my eyes, I quickly opened them to see if my wife was about to share any more of what went on between her and her boss overnight.

"Hey, baby, I hope you slept well. Henry gave me quite the wake-up call..."

That first text was accompanied by a close-up picture of my wife's vagina, cum leaking out of it. I felt my dick tense in response to the image.

Scrolling down, the next message was less exciting, but somewhat curious.

"Hey, baby. Henry and I are gonna spend the morning and afternoon together, maybe do some clothing shopping. I'll let you know when I'm on my way home. Love you!"

I was a little irritated by this turn of events. I wanted to hear what, if anything, happened overnight. I had no doubt that the first session, the one Dalton had sent me video of, wasn't the only thing that happened, even between then and apparently this morning. But without much of an alternative, I simply replied to Jen telling her that was fine and that I hoped she was doing well.

In the meantime, I replayed the videos from the night before, as I worked to take care of my morning wood before starting the day.

It wasn't until the late afternoon that I heard from Jen again, when she texted me saying that she was coming home. I wondered if she and Dalton had been fooling around more throughout the course of the day. I wouldn't put it past them, but at the same time, I wasn't sure how often Dalton could really go, given his age and his girth. Either way, I supposed I was about to hear about it.

It was early evening, nearly 6 o'clock, when Dalton's car finally pulled up in front of our house. I watched as my wife got out of the car, and as Dalton got out to join her. I was expecting him to give her a hug or a kiss before getting back in the car and driving away. Instead, he went to the trunk of the car and fished out some bags. Then the two of them walked towards the front of the house.

"Hello!" my wife called out as she walked in.

I stepped forward to greet her. She smiled and moved aside as Dalton's large frame ambled through our doorway.

"Honey, this is Henry," she said. "I thought it was about time you two met."

End of Part 2

Thanks for reading!

I hope you enjoyed the story. If you did, and you want to see how it continues, you can grab My Wife, His Secretary Part 3: She Brings Him Home.

You may also enjoy some of my standalone short stories as well:

My Wife Entertains a House Guest

It all started when I invited my friend Rich to crash at our place after he was kicked out of his home. My wife Sofia wasn't into the idea at first, but eventually it seemed that she warmed up to Rich and began to enjoy his company. What I never considered was that she might warm up to him too much...

Want to find out if Sofia gets too close to Rich? Click here to find out...

My Wife Goes Clubbing Without Me

It's late on Friday, and I have to stay in the office and work. In the meantime, my wife has decided to go out clubbing with a friend. It's not all bad though. She told me she will finally fulfill my fantasy of letting another man take her home. But as I sit and wait for her texts about how the night is going, I have to wonder, will this work out the way I want it to?

Want to find out if it does? Click here to find out...
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