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My Wife, His Secretary

Part 3: She Brings Him Home

"So, Derek, your wife tells me that you like hearing about the things I do to her while she's at work."

Henry Dalton, my wife's boss, smirked at me as he spoke. He was sitting next to me on the couch of our living room, as we waited for Jen to come downstairs from the bedroom. The three of us had eaten a nice dinner prepared by my wife, and now Dalton and I were sipping wine.

Since entering our home, the man had dominated the atmosphere like he owned the place. He ordered Jen around while making dinner, and though he didn't do so unkindly, it was strange to see her meekly do as she was told. Perhaps more unsettling was the way her eyes lit up after dinner, when Dalton told her to go upstairs and put on one of the new outfits they had gotten together. While I had been hearing stories from my wife about how she had sex with this man and had now even seen video of them in the act, it was still strange to have him sitting right in front of me, treating my wife like she was his own.

"I do enjoy it," I said, answering his question.

"And you liked the video we sent you last night?" he prompted.

"Yes," I said, softly. It felt strange to openly admit this crazy fetish of watching my wife with someone else that I had come to develop.

"Yes, I thought you might," Dalton said, smirking at me again. He took a sip from the wine, his pudgy fingers wrapped around the stem of the glass as he tilted it back against his large lips. Overweight and old with some sagging skin, the man was hardly what I would call attractive. While looking at him, I was still stunned that of all the men who could make my wife break her wedding vows, he was the one to do it.

"You see, some men know what they want and are direct about going after it," he continued, after setting down the wine glass on a side table. "Men like me, we're dominant. Other men, like yourself, they prefer to be led. They function better when dominant people run their lives, even their sex lives."

I nodded as he spoke. I wasn't sure I agreed with what he was saying, but I wasn't about to argue points with an old man. Especially not with one who had had sex with my wife multiple times.

"But women, deep down, they like men who take charge," he said. "Your wife craves this. She needs to be dominated. But you can't do that for her. That's why she opened herself up to me."

Dalton leaned his bulky form forward to pick up his wine glass and drain the rest of its contents. Then he leaned back on the couch and smiled at me.

"It's lucky you met me, really," he said. "Your wife needs a dominant man in her life to make her happy, and you need someone who can take charge."

Our conversation ended as we heard the creak of the stairs and the clicks of Jen's heels, as she came down to us. I looked up and saw my wife wearing a fishnet bodystocking. It clung to her fit form, accentuating her shapely legs and toned stomach. I could tell from the side, as she walked down, that the bodystocking was also cupless, her breasts hanging fully exposed through holes cut into the garment, and when she came to stand in front of us, I could see that it was also crotchless.

"Like what you see?" my wife said seductively, as she stood in front of the two of us.

She brought her hands up to her breasts and began massaging them, tweaking her nipples to get them pert. Then she brought her left hand down between her legs. I watched her wedding ring shimmer, as she began to play with herself in front of a man who wasn't her husband, her fingers sliding easily inside her pussy. She let out a soft moan.

"Oh, I'm all wet," she said, bringing out her fingers and showing how slick they were.

"I think I can help you with that," Dalton said.

Jen winked at me, then walked over to Dalton. She bent over him, bringing her face to his, and began to kiss him. I felt a little stab in my gut, as I watched their tongues entwine. This somehow felt more intimate than the sexual acts I had seen her perform on the video clips she sent me.

After a moment, she broke the kiss, then turned and sat down on Dalton's lap so her back was pressed against him. He brought his thick hands around her body. One of them began to paw her breasts, while the other dove between her spread legs. Jen bit her lip and moaned, as his fat digits began to work her cunt. Dalton brought his lips down on my wife's neck, kissing her, as he stimulated her erogenous zones.

"That feels nice," Jen said in a breathy voice, as she looked at me. "Do you like seeing how he gets me all worked up, baby?"

I nodded, my eyes feasting on what was happening before me. I could feel my cock straining against my pants.

"Do you want to watch me pleasure my boss in front of you?" she asked me, teasingly.

"Yes," I said without hesitation.

She gave me a smirk, then slowly extricated herself from Dalton's grasp. She went to her knees in front of him and began to unzip his pants, pulling out his cock. I could guess from the video clips Jen had sent me that Dalton was larger than me, but seeing his manhood up close was a bit demoralizing. And so was watching my wife's eyes light up as it came into view. But somehow I was still overwhelmed with arousal. I felt my cock jump, as Jen's red lips wrapped around the head of her boss's member.

Dalton tilted his head back, as Jen worked more of his monster into her mouth. She ran one of her hands up and down his shaft, while the other disappeared between her own legs. I watched as she slurped over his cock, adoring it in a way she had never done for me. My hand ran over the top of my jeans, a jolt of pleasure running through me as I pressed down on my own cock.

"Do you like watching your wife pleasuring my cock?"

I pulled my gaze away from Jen to see that Dalton was now looking directly at me. My throat felt dry, and I found myself only nodding.

"Do you want to see her take it? Do you want to hear how much she moans while she's fucking me?"

I nodded, and Dalton smiled broadly, victory and dominance etched in his expression. He looked down at Jen and told her to ride him. My wife let her boss's cock fall from between her lips and climbed onto his lap. Dalton reached between his legs to hold his member straight up, as she positioned her entrance over him.

"Look at him as I enter you," he said.

Jen turned to face me, as she lowered herself onto his cock. Her face twisted in pleasure, as he entered her. She let out a long moan, her mouth opening wide. He began to rock his hips upwards, thrusting into her, and she rolled her hips to take him in.

"It feels so good, baby," she said, looking at me before letting out another yelp of pleasure.

Dalton leaned forward, wrapping his lips around one of Jen's nipples. He began alternating between her breasts, as Jen continued to ride him. I felt stickiness against my skin, as precum flowed from my member, soaking my boxers. I started to unzip my pants as I watched, fishing my own cock out. It seemed silly to be the only one still fully clothed at this point.

Dalton pulled away from Jen's tits and brought her into a closer embrace. They began to kiss passionately, as she picked up the pace, rocking her hips faster and faster. Her moans were smothered in his mouth. Every once in a while she would come up for air, letting our a quick "yes!" or "Oh God!" before Dalton would bring his mouth back to hers.

I don't know how long they went, but I saw Jen tense, and I knew she was cumming. She pushed back from Dalton, her head falling back as she let out a howl of pleasure, her body spasming against his. She fell forward against his chest, her body heaving with release. She lay there for a few moments, still impaled on Dalton's cock.

"See what a real cock can do for her?" Dalton asked, looking over at me.

His point was well taken. I had never been able to get Jen to cum like that, not even when I spent a lot of time going down on her beforehand. He took my wife's chin in his hand, guiding her eyes up to his.

"You want some more of that don't you?"

"Yes," she said, her voice heavy with lust.

He leaned in and whispered into her ear. My wife giggled, looking over at me. Then she brought Dalton into another passionate kiss before dismounting him and getting onto all fours on the couch. She was facing me, and took my cock in her hand as Dalton positioned himself behind her. I let out a moan as she took me in her mouth, swirling her tongue around my head. She pulled her lips away, starting to stroke me slowly.

"You like getting to watch me fuck my boss in person?" she asked.

"Yesss," I moaned, my cock jerking in her hands.

"You dirty boy," she said.

She let out a moan as Dalton thrust into her from behind. Her eyes opened wider with pleasure as she took him inside her. I heard the slap of Dalton's crotch against her backside as he took her.

"Oh! Fuck! Yes!" Jen squealed. Her eyes were clouded with lust as she looked at me. "He fucks me so good, baby!"

"Tell him how this makes you feel?" Dalton grunted.

"So good! It feels so good!" Jen moaned, looking at me as she spoke, continuing to slowly stroke me.

"How much do you love my cock?"

"So, so much!" she moaned.

"Say it!" Dalton yelled, bringing a hand down on her ass with a loud smack.

"I love your cock!" she yelled. "I love your cock so much!"

"Is it better than your husband's?" Dalton growled, as he continued to plow into her.

"Yes! Oh yes! So much better!" my wife yelled out as she looked right into my eyes. "Baby, he makes me feel things I didn't think I could. His cock is amazing!"

"It makes you cum better than his does, doesn't it?" Dalton said.

"Oh God yes! Yes it does!" Jen howled. "You make me cum so good!"

She started stroking me faster, her own breathing getting heavier as Dalton continued to pound her, and I knew she was heading towards her second orgasm of the night.

"Oh! Oh yes! He makes me cum so good, baby!" she gasped. "He makes me cum so much harder than you can! He -- He!"

She let out a yell, as she exploded for the second time that evening. Unlike last time Dalton kept hammering into her pussy. Jen's body spasmed in time with the smacks of his groin hitting her backside. Her eyes rolled up in her head as she continued to cum.

"Oh, I'm close now," Dalton said. "I'm gonna fill you up!"

"Oh yes, oh, cum inside me!" my wife yelled. She refocused her eyes, looking at me as she stroked me faster. "I love how it feels when a real man cums inside me. The way it fills me up. How deep he can shoot inside me. Not like your little cock. You can't fill me like he does, make me cum like he does."

Despite all the verbal abuse, I felt myself getting closer, the dirty words triggering something in me. The swell of release built in my loins as my wife stroked me while she continued to take another man in her most intimate place. Watching Dalton ramming her, the lustful look in her eyes, the sensation of her hand massaging me, the nasty things she was saying, all of it suddenly boiled over.

I shot my load, a string of jizz shooting into the air and landing on my shirt, more of it running down over Jen's hand.

"Oh yes, cum for me," my wife said. "Cum all over my hand while my boss fills me up with his seed."

I heard Dalton let out a moan. Jen's words must have been getting to him too. He lurched forward, driving himself deep inside her. She let out a pleasurable yelp as she felt him push inside. He was bent over her for a moment. I could imagine his cock pulsing inside my wife, filling her with his sperm. Then he leaned back, a loud plop sounding as he pulled out of Jen.

We sat in silence for a moment, Dalton collapsed back on the couch, me lying where I had been, my wife lying on top of my, all of us spent. Then my wife crawled forward slowly until she was positioned on top of me.

"Thank you, baby," she said, kissing my cheek. "I hope you had fun tonight."

"Uh-huh," I said, unable to muster any words. This had been a wholly different experience from hearing her describe what she had done with Dalton or even seeing the short video clips of it, and my mind was still reeling from watching this man take my wife in real time, from hearing her tell me how good he was as they fucked.

"What now?" I asked, unsure of what to do. I hadn't ever been involved in something like this.

"I'm going to give Henry his turn in our marital bed," my wife said, her eyes twinkling. "I think we both know that, while he's here, he's the man of the house."

"But..."

"You're on the couch for tonight, baby," she said. She leaned in and kissed me lightly on the lips. "Trust me, you'll get your turn. And I'll even have more to tell you then. Or I suppose you could just listen through the door."

She winked at me, then stood up. Dalton was already on his feet. He had pulled his disheveled clothes back into place, or at least into place enough that he could make the short trek up to our bedroom.

Jen walked over to him and took his hand, leading him up the stairs. Dalton turned and gave me another mean looking smirk. He knew he was the dominant one here, that he could do whatever he wanted with my wife and I wouldn't stop him. I watched them climb out of sight and listened to the door to our bedroom close.

I lay back on the couch, grappling with my feelings about what had just occurred, about what was happening now. Should I have let this man take my wife in my own home, on my own bed? It felt like more of an invasion than what happened at work or while they were out on a date together. I lost track of time contemplating this, my head spinning over my emotions.

I heard a moan from upstairs, and the sound of the bed creaking.

It wasn't long before I realized I was hard again.

Epilogue

A couple of months later we moved out of our little rented house to a place much closer to Dalton's. With Jen's pay, and a bit of help from her boss, we were able to afford it. Of course, he had some self-interest in that area as well. Being closer in proximity meant that he could spend more time with my wife.

It's not uncommon for Jen to spend some of her nights at his place now, especially on days when I'm working late. She usually spends at least one weekend night with him as well, and occasionally she invites him over to stay the night, letting me watch and then listening to their marathon lovemaking.

It's been almost a year of this arrangement now, and I think I've come to peace with it. There are times where it's bewildering or that I feel like there must be something wrong with me. But mostly I just can't help being aroused. And I see no reason to fight my feelings.

The End

Thanks for reading!

I hope you enjoyed the story. If you did, 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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