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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 One: A Night Out with the Boss


 

 


I have to say, it was rather surreal watching my wife get ready to go out on a date with her boss. Jen was in our bathroom focusing intently on the mirror, as she applied her makeup. Earlier in the day she had gotten her hair done and gone for mani-pedi. Now she was putting together the final cosmetic touches.



But my eyes focus more on her body. Clad only in her bra and panties, a black lacy set, I could admire her toned legs, taught stomach, the curve of her hips, and the swell of her breasts. A twisted part of me wondered if someone other than me would be getting a chance to see her assets tonight. The thought filled me with both arousal and dread. These were feelings I had started becoming more acquainted with, to my own confusion, shortly after my wife started working for Henry Dalton.



She had found the job posting on Craigslist. It was for a simple secretarial position, an office assistant who could help Dalton with some of his day-to-day work. Jen had a bachelor's degree in finance and was certainly qualified to do more rigorous jobs, but we needed the money, so when Dalton offered her the job after her interview, she accepted. We were both only a couple years out of college, and the paycheck I got from my entry-level tech position didn't stretch all that far. Certainly it wouldn't help cover both of our student loans. I know Jen wished she could find something more challenging, but she understood our circumstances.



During the early days of her job, she didn't really talk much about what went on. I figured this was because she thought it was mostly inconsequential. After all, she was probably just filing paperwork, or arranging meetings, or whatever Dalton needed her to do. She told me a little about Dalton, who was apparently very rich, and basically ran his own boutique financial firm at this point. He also had a lot of holdings in real estate that required managing. He was an old bachelor who now had more wealth than he knew what to do with. Without a family or other concerns, he continued to simply work despite his growing age.



Since Jen didn't bring up much about her work or Dalton, I didn't give much thought to her work. That was until he started buying her clothes.



This was the first strange thing that happened between them, but even this started out as somewhat explainable. With our tight finances, Jen couldn't really afford classy clothing, and she said that Dalton wanted her to look nicer, and that he was willing to pay for her outfits. I was a little taken aback by this at first, but the outfits he got for Jen were fairly normal. They were skirts instead of jeans or slacks, and much nicer blouses, even a pair of nice heels, but it was still all very businesslike.



I stopped worrying about the clothing thing and chalked it up to the old man being a bit peculiar, or perhaps a little old school. Or maybe it was just because he had money to burn and no one else to really spend it on. There were plenty of harmless explanations, but I started to rethink them the first time I saw him bring my wife home from work.



Between the two of us, Jen and I only had one car, and I have to use it to get into work. I would drop her off at Dalton's office in the mornings, and she would usually take mass transit back to our apartment, since I had a somewhat irregular work schedule and couldn't necessarily pick her up when she was finished with her job. After a week or so working with Dalton, she told me that he offered to drive her home at the end of the day, which I had no objection to.



One day I was home from work early, told by my superior that I could finish what I was working on from home, when I looked out the window and saw Dalton's car pull up. My wife got out of the car, as did Dalton. He came around to her side, and they started talking. I watched through the window, mildly curious, when I saw Dalton step closer to my wife. He put his hand on Jen's backside and squeeze gently. To my surprise, Jen didn't seem to resist in any way. She stood there, continuing to talk, as he groped her.



I thought she might be scared or unwilling to stand up to her new boss, and I was about to go outside and say something, when the moment ended, and Dalton let go of my wife and went back to his car. When Jen came in, she didn't say anything, and I didn't bring up what I had seen, at least not then.



However, it was after that day that Dalton got Jen some new sets of clothes. They could still pass as business attire, but they were much more revealing. The skirts were shorter pencil style things, and the blouses were more lower cut, revealing a generous amount of Jen's cleavage.



When I saw what she was wearing in to work, it got me concerned, and I brought that up with Jen. At first she wrote off my concerns as jealousy or overprotectiveness, and that's when I brought up how I had seen Dalton groping her. She admitted that Henry, as she called him, could be a little touchy-feely, but she just figured it was because he was a lonely old man, and if he wanted to pay for her fancy clothes, she figured why not let him?



We argued a bit about this, but truth be told I didn't think her point was entirely unreasonable, and I did feel sort of guilty that I couldn't afford to buy her nice things. After a little while, I let it drop, thinking that she was probably right, and that the old man just wanted someone to ogle in his office.



Jen came out of the bathroom, her face perfectly made up. She looked sexy, alluring. She walked over to the bed where I was sitting, where her outfit had been laid out, and picked up a black garter belt from the bed. While not a direct gift from Dalton, the Victoria's Secret gift card he provided had paid for it.



"Do you really need to wear that?" I asked, watching as she put it on.



"Calm down, Derek," she said, rolling her eyes at me. "It makes me feel good. Besides, it's really for you, you know, later tonight."



She gave me a wink.



I smiled back, but I still felt a nervous twinge in my gut. There was something rather strange about watching my wife put on lingerie that had been bought for her by another man. Especially since I knew that man was attracted to her.



The second time I saw Dalton bring Jen home started to make me truly suspicious of his intentions.



That night I had gotten home on the later side, but Jen had told me that she was going out for drinks with Dalton after work. It was a Friday after all. I was reading, when I saw his car pull up outside. Both of them got out of the car once again, and I watched as they stood talking. I couldn't hear what they were saying, but Jen's high-pitched laugh carried over to the house more than once. Then I saw him lean in and kiss her. I watched stunned as Jen did nothing to fight him off, instead letting his lips meet hers.



The kiss didn't last long, and when it was over Jen looked a little flustered. She turned away from him quickly and headed up to the house without saying goodbye. I watched Dalton watch her go before he returned to his car. He started to drive off just as Jen entered the house.



I didn't bring up what I had seen, hoping that she might admit it on her own, but she never did. However, the sex that night was amazing, the best we had in a long time. Perhaps Jen was putting in extra effort out of guilt, but on my end, somehow, the image of her kissing Dalton kept popping into my head and fueling me to be more passionate. We both yelled out in ecstasy as we came together, something that didn't always happen in our lovemaking sessions.



Before drifting off to sleep, I contemplated why the image of Jen and Dalton together had excited me so much. It is a question that has continued to haunt me, and I can't say that I really have an answer. Perhaps it's the age difference. Or perhaps the fact that Dalton is hardly an attractive man, old with thinning hair and a body that's become flabby with age. Or maybe it's just the strange grotesque nature of the mismatch between the two of them: my young, vibrant wife and this old, ugly man.



Whatever the reason, I started fantasizing about Jen and her boss together. I imagined him approaching her after work, his hands gently alighting on her shoulders, her not resisting as he bent down and kissed her on the neck, his hands roaming downward more confidently to cover her breasts after she didn't stop his advances. I could see her bent over her desk, one of those skirts he bought her pushed up around her waist, as he drove into her from behind. I could imagine him leaning back in a large office chair, as she mounted him, riding him until he was spent.



These fantasies inspired much of the more passionate sex Jen and I began having. Sometimes they even fueled my own masturbation sessions whenever Jen was out running errands, or meeting with friends, or on the rare occasion that I was home from work earlier than she was. After I finished, I would always feel a little guilty, a little confused. I didn't understand where these thoughts were coming from, or why found them so exciting. A couple of times I even thought I should try to suppress them. But inevitably they would always worm their way back into my mind.



It had been about two weeks since I had seen Dalton kissed Jen, and since then there had been no sign that it had been anything more than a foolish drunken indiscretion. Jen had even gone back to wearing some of her more conservative outfits to work. While fantasies of their affair ran rampant in my mind, I didn't think Jen was actually doing anything behind my back at work. I also didn't think things could really escalate beyond where they were until she had come home the night before and told me that Dalton had asked her to accompany him to a social function with some of his business associates. Before I could say anything, she told me she had already agreed to go.



It wasn't exactly strange that Dalton would ask Jen to go with him to an event. After all, she was his employee. But it still had me worried. This wasn't going to be like work, it was going to be more of a party, and after watching Henry manhandle and kiss her without rebuke, I was worried where this night might lead and what it would mean for our marriage.



"What do you think?"



Jen turned around slowly showing off The formfitting sleeveless dress Dalton had gotten her for the occasion. She definitely looked good in it, and while the dipping V-cut of the top did draw attention to Jen's cleavage, the dress wasn't overly revealing. Perhaps part of the sexiness of it was knowing what she wore underneath. But knowing that she would be out at a party in these clothes bought for her by another man was still a very strange feeling for me.



"You look...really hot," I said, having to admit it.



She turned back to me, smiling.



"I'm glad you think so," she said. "I will say this for Henry, he does have good taste in clothes."



The ring of her cell phone interrupted our conversation.



"Speaking of Henry," my wife said, reaching over to the dresser to grab her phone. She hung up after speaking with him for a moment. "Well, he's waiting for me outside, so I guess I better get going."



I stood up and walked over to her, pulling her into an embrace. I couldn't fully say why, but in that moment I felt like things were going to change for us after that night. It was a strange premonition, one I can't really explain, probably mostly derived from anxiety and paranoia. Jen kissed me lightly on the lips, trying not to mess up her lipstick or makeup.



"I'll let you know when I'm on my way back," she said, smiling at me.



I walked with her out of the bedroom and down the stairs, then I watched her walk out the door. I went over to the window, still following her with my gaze as she walked down the driveway, her heels clicking on the pavement. Dalton got out of his car, coming around to the side door to open it for her. He looked over at the window briefly. In the darkness of the evening I wasn't sure, but I thought he looked at me with a kind of sneer before closing the door of his car with my wife inside. I stood watching at the window for several minutes longer, even after the car was gone, and both of them were off to their party.



I tried to distract myself and have a normal evening. I ordered in some food, put on the baseball game, and messed around online checking out social media and YouTube. But despite all this, both anxious worries and my depraved fantasies kept slipping into my mind.



As the evening wore on, I found myself checking my phone for any texts from Jen more frequently. The longer I went without hearing anything, the more I worried she was up to something salacious with Dalton. And almost of its own accord my dick would harden as soon as I thought that. I imagined them slipping out of the party together, finding an empty room, and making out in a passionate drunken haze. I could see him bending Jen over, gathering her dress up around her waist, and finding the garter and lingerie set underneath.



The baseball game ended a little after 11pm, and I still hadn't heard anything from Jen. Part of me wanted to text her, but I also thought that might come across as insecure or needy. So instead I powered up some games on my computer and decided to distract myself that way.



By the time it was 12:30am I couldn't really distract myself any longer. My mind seemed intent on obsessing over my wife and her boss whether with worry or fantasy. I shot her quick text asking if she had any idea when she would get back. Started up another game on the computer after sending it, just to make sure I could do something other than stare at the phone screen and wait. But when I was done I still hadn't received any reply.



That wasn't particularly like Jen, but I figured she was out at a party. Maybe she couldn't hear her phone in her purse, or she was busy speaking with someone, trying to make a good impression for work, and didn't want to check her phone.



Or maybe something else was going on.



As I sat there, my gut twisting with nerves, my mind yet again began to form images of Jen and Dalton together at the party. I imagined her naked now, dress fully removed, lying back on a bed in a guest room. I didn't know where the party was, or what sort of accommodations it had, but in my mind's eye I could see Jen unhooking her bra as she lay on the bed, then tossing it aside and inviting Dalton to join her. I could see him removing his clothes, his hefty frame sinking into the bed as he came to meet her. She would pull her panties to the side, and he would enter her, slowly.



I felt the painful tenting strain of my hardening cock pressing against my jeans. Checking my phone once more, and finding no new messages, I went quickly to the bathroom to find some relief. I closed my eyes and stroked myself to the mental pictures of Jen accepting Dalton's cock inside her. I imagined her moaning, sounds she only made with me echoing in the imaginary bedroom. I shot my load over the bathroom counter.



As I stood there, my breath slowly evening out, the hollowness began to build inside me. I felt both guilty and anxious. This is what I was fantasizing about while my wife was away? Did I somehow really want her to hook up with Dalton? Was the fact that I hadn't heard from her upsetting, or had this uncertainty only added to my arousal?



These questions I couldn't answer swirled around my head as I cleaned up the mess I had made.



When I returned to the living room, I saw the light on my cell phone was blinking. I picked it up quickly, opening up the text. It was from Jen.



"Hey, baby, had a bit too much to drink. I'm gonna crash at Henry's place. Will be home tomorrow. Love you!"



I read over the message again, anger and annoyance building inside me as I did so. Why didn't she just tell me where she was? I still had the car, I could come pick her up. I dialed her cell in an attempt to find some answers. It went to voicemail. I hung up and called twice more before leaving a message, telling Jen that I hoped she was feeling okay and that she should call me back as soon as she could.



I waited up until a little after two in the morning, too anxious to go to sleep. At that point I tried calling again, but the phone still went to voicemail. I didn't know where they were, or where Dalton lived, so there wasn't really anything else I could do. It was a helpless feeling, my wife being somewhere beyond my reach.



I paced around the living room of our small house, considering my options, but I couldn't think of anything to do. As I kept wracking my brain, wondering why she didn't pick up when I called, I again started thinking about what they might be doing together. After a few moments, I realized I was hard again.


 


X-X-X


 


I woke early the next morning, to the glare of sunlight streaming through the bedroom window. I felt groggy and was still wearing my clothes. I figured I must of just eventually passed out while waiting for Jen to get back to me. Rolling over I picked up my phone, but there were still no new messages from Jen. I sent her a text saying that I hoped she felt better, deciding not to let my anger or anxiety get the better of me until I heard from her at least. Then I went and hopped in the shower.



I didn't hear from Jen until a couple of hours later, towards the end of the morning. She called and began apologizing almost as soon as I picked up.



"I'm sorry, baby," she said. "I just had too much to drink, and I ended up passing out at Henry's place."



I told her it was okay, trying my best to be understanding. She told me she was going to come back home soon, that Henry would drop her off.



It was early afternoon when I saw Henry's car pull up in front of our house. It idled there for a while, no one getting out. I couldn't see through the windows of the car clearly, so I wasn't sure what was going on, though it looked like the bodies of the two occupants were close together. But a few moments later, the passenger door opened, and Jen stepped out. She tottered a little on her heels as she walked up to the house.



"Hey, baby," she said, giving me a sheepish smile as she walked through the door. "I'm really sorry about last night."



She looked a little worse for wear, her makeup a bit smudged, the dress a bit wrinkled. The dirty part of my mind, the one that had kept me entertained last night, questioned why that might be. Of course, if she was drunk and passed out that would probably explain it.



"It's okay," I said, going over to give her a hug. "I'm just glad you're okay."



"Yeah, I'm okay," she said squeezing me gently, before pulling out of the hug. "I'm pretty gross though. I think I want to go grab a shower."



She did that, then afterward she took a nap for a couple of hours. She woke in the early evening, coming down into the living room wearing a tank top and boxers, her brown hair done up over her head. I asked her about the party, but she wasn't very forthcoming, saying she was still tired. I decided not to press things, and told her that I would make some dinner for us.



As I went about cooking, Jen watched me from the living room. Occasionally we would chat a bit, or she would look at something on her phone. It seemed she was getting some texts. But mostly she seemed content to watch me make her dinner, a kind of sad look in her eyes. I wasn't sure if it was because she was tired, or for some other reason. But later that night I eventually found out.



"Honey," Jen said, as we were winding down for the evening. We were sitting on the couch together, and she took my hand, looking at me earnestly. "We need to talk. Something happened last night."



"Okay," I said tentatively. I felt it in my gut, and I almost knew exactly what she was going to say before the words came out of her mouth.



"Henry and I we...last night we, oh baby, I'm so sorry," she said, a sob in her voice.



"What happened?" I said. I knew the answer, but I wanted to hear her say it.



"I...slept with Henry," she said.



She began to apologize, tears welling in her eyes, but I wasn't fully taking in everything she was saying. I had been right, and now both my fears and my fantasies appeared to have been realized. There was a hollow feeling in my gut, but at the same time I felt a twitch between my legs.



"Tell me how it happened," I said, the calmness of my voice surprising me.



Jen look to me a moment, perhaps surprised as well that I hadn't exploded in anger or sadness. She wiped her eyes, cleared her throat, and then began to explain.



"I guess it started at the party," she said. "We haven't gone out much recently, and I guess I'm not used to alcohol the way I used to be. It hit me sorta hard, I think. Henry didn't help either, continuing to get me drinks. As the night went on he got more and more handsy, but as I drank more I didn't do much to dissuade him. Truth be told it felt a little nice."



She lowered her eyes at that admission, but I prompted her to go on.



"He was in some ways telling the truth," she said. "I was a little worse for wear after the drinking, and when he suggested going back to his place to spend the night since it was closer, it seemed like a good idea. Of course, when we got there he offered me another drink, and I didn't turn it down.



"We got to talking, and after a little while he began to compliment me on my looks, telling me how nice I looked in the dress he bought me. Then he asked if I was wearing the lingerie he had paid for. I told him yes, and he said he wanted to see what I had chosen to spend the gift card on.



"It was stupid, I know," Jen said with a sniffle. "But he kept reminding me he had paid for the clothes and deserved a chance to see them. He said I shouldn't be shy, that it would be just like I was at the beach in a bikini. After all the drinks, what he was saying made sense to me. So I...I took off the dress, and showed him the lingerie. Then he had me pose for him, which started to make me...horny."



"Show me," I said, the word slipping out of my mouth.



"What?"



"Show me how you posed," I said. My voice was calm, but I could feel my manhood swelling in my pants. I was building mental images of what Jen was describing in my head, and now some part of me wanted her to bring it to life as much as possible.



Jen gave me a funny look, but she stood up and began to strike some poses. Even in just her tank top and boxers, she came across as flirty and sexy. I can imagine she looked truly hot while she was wearing the lingerie.



"What happened next?" I asked, leaning back on the couch.



"He asked me to dance for him," my wife said, her voice a little more confident now as she continued to recount the story. "I was feeling good at that point, and I thought it would be harmless, so I started swaying for him, and then I moved in closer and gave him a little bit of a lap dance."



She moved towards me, swinging her hips, and then she sat down on my lap, grinding up against me. Her body against mine brought my cock to full attention.



"When I sat down on him, he had his hands on me, and it felt so good," she said. I brought my hands up to her running one along her legs, and groping her with the other. She let out a little gasp, and then continued.



"I felt his hardness against my ass, as I ground on him," she said, grinding her backside against my member. "And when he slipped his hands around and began to squeeze my breasts, I couldn't muster much resistance."



I moved both my hands up, squeezing her tits through her tank top, as she continued to grind against me.



"I said we shouldn't," she continued. "But then his hand snuck down to rub my pussy, and I was just too far gone to want to stop him."



Jen let out a moan, as I brought my hand down between her legs. I brought it under her boxer shorts, my fingers rubbing her clit. She was soaked, and I began to enter her with my fingers. She leaned back into me, enjoying what I was doing to her. But after a moment I slowed my tempo and whispered into her ear that she should continue.



"Before I knew it, he unclipped my bra, then I could feel his free hand mauling my bare breast," she said, her voice strained with pleasure, as I continued to massage her pussy, and then began squeezing her breasts again as she described. "Then I felt his lips press against the back of my neck."



Jen put her hand over mine at that point, pausing my attacks on her erogenous zones. She stood up, turning to face me, and she pulled the tank top over her head, tossing it to the floor. Then she teasingly began to pull her boxers down her legs, tossing those aside as well.



"After that things are bit of a blur," she said, turning her naked form away from me, then moving onto the floor. She got onto all fours, looking over her shoulder at me as she continued to speak. "I remember he managed to get me on all fours in front of him, and before I knew what was going on I felt him enter me."



I shed my clothes quickly, getting in position behind her. With little preamble I drove my stiffened cock into her wet and waiting pussy. She let out a loud moan as I entered her. I set a fast pace, images generated from her story swirling through my mind. I could see her, just like this, kneeling on the floor of Dalton's home in her lingerie, as he drove into her, his wide hips and gut smacking against her backside.



"How did it feel?" I asked, as I drove into my wife. "Does he have a nice big cock?"



"Oh, baby, he was so big," Jen said, looking back tat me as I fucked her. "I was so wet, but his cock is so big, I could still feel it stretching me."



Somehow her answers, while demeaning, spurred me on. I smacked her on the ass, as I began to thrust faster.



"Did he fuck you nice and hard?" I asked.



"Oh yes!" she yelled out. "Oh, baby, he fucked me so good!"



"Did he make you cum?" I asked, feeling myself approaching the brink.



"Oh, he made me cum so good!" Jen said. "He made me cum twice just the first time."



"Just the first time?" I said, repeating her words. I thought she had told me that this run in with Dalton was accidental, that it had only happened because she was drunk. But had there been more to it than that? Even confused, I didn't slow down the tempo of my thrusts. I was too close. It felt too good.



"Oh, he took me to his bed, baby," Jen said, looking right back at me as she spoke, lust in her eyes. "Getting me out of my clothes was just the start. We spent the whole night together."



Hearing her words, something triggered a me. I thrust hard and fast and in moments I was exploding inside her. Jen let out a loud wail, coming as she felt me achieve my own release.



We tumbled together onto the floor of our living room. I lay on top of her, my softening cock still embedded within her, my breathing heavy. I felt the rise and fall of Jen's body beneath me, as she recovered as well. After a time, I pulled out and rolled over onto my back. I was staring up at the ceiling, unsure what to do next. Now that I was spent, the heady arousal of the fantasy had lost its hold, and the reality of the situation started to sink in. Jen had cheated on me with her boss. That was the fact. So what would that mean for us now?



I felt Jen crawl up next to me, as I began to contemplate this. Obviously something about the whole situation truly turned me on, but there were a lot of other variables to consider as well. Still in that moment I draped my arm around her, as she nuzzled against my chest.



"That wasn't what I expected," she said, kissing my cheek.



"Me neither," I said, and it was true. I hadn't really thought about what I was doing, instead just giving into my arousal after learning that the thing I had been guiltily fantasizing about had somehow come true.



"I'm sorry this happened the way it did, but I'm happy you aren't the jealous type, apparently," she said, giving my worn out cock a caring caress.



"So what now?" I asked, voicing my concerns out loud.



"Well," she began, tracing a finger gently over my chest. "I had decided to tell you about this because I want to be honest with you, always. But there is something else we have to think about."



Jen propped herself up so that she was looking me in the eyes.



"Dalton said that if I'm going to keep working for him, he expects me to service him like I did last night," she said. "I was prepared to quit because our marriage is more important to me than the job. But given your reaction..."



She let the point hang in the air. I continued to lay there staring up at the ceiling. I could end this now, work to forgive Jen, and put Henry Dalton behind us. Losing the money would hurt, but I was confident she could find something else, and ultimately it would be safer for our marriage. Or I could let her go back to work and explore the depths of these strange feelings and fantasies I was discovering.



It seemed I had a decision to make...




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."


 



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...


 

 



My Wife Negotiates My Promotion



 


The last thing I ever expected was to catch my wife hooking up with my boss at our company party. The only thing that surprised me more was how turned on it made me feel. Now I have to decide what feelings are stronger: my anger and sense of betrayal, or my love for my family and arousal at what I saw my wife do...


 


Want to see how the story ends?
 
Click here

 to find out...
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