

    
        
          My Wife's Shy Office Date

        

        
        
          Cuckold Chronicles, Volume 59

        

        
        
          Alfred Stone

        

        
          Published by Alfred Stone, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      MY WIFE'S SHY OFFICE DATE

    

    
      First edition. May 18, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Alfred Stone.

    

    
    
      Written by Alfred Stone.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

My Wife's Shy Office Date (Cuckold Chronicles, #59)

Sign up for Alfred Stone's Mailing List

Further Reading: I Watched My Wife Work as a Hooker


Aaron sat on the living room couch, the newspaper open across his lap, though his eyes had stopped scanning the headlines minutes ago. The house was quiet except for the low hum of the ceiling fan and the faint tick of the wall clock. Late evening light filtered through the half-drawn blinds, casting long golden stripes across the hardwood floor.

He heard the soft pad of bare feet on the stairs before he saw her. Savannah stepped into the room, fresh from the shower, her skin still carrying that warm, dewy glow. She wore a short black silk slip that clung to every curve, the thin straps delicate against her shoulders, the hem brushing the tops of her thighs. Her damp hair fell in loose waves, and the scent of her—vanilla body wash mixed with something sweeter, more intimate—drifted toward him like a slow invitation.

She paused in the doorway, watching him. Those big, luminous eyes locked onto his, soft and hungry at the same time. A faint flush already colored her cheeks.

“Aaron,” she said, her voice low and a little husky, “do you love me?”

The question hung in the air between them, heavier than it should have been after a year of marriage. He felt his pulse kick up, a slow, steady throb that traveled downward. He set the newspaper aside, taking his time.

“Come here,” he murmured.

She crossed the room with that graceful sway of her hips, the silk whispering against her skin. When she reached the couch, she didn’t sit right away. She stood in front of him, close enough that he could feel the warmth radiating from her body. Her fingers toyed with the hem of her slip, lifting it just a fraction, then letting it fall back into place. Teasing. Testing.

“I do love you,” he said, his voice rougher than he intended. “You’re my favorite person in the world, Savannah. My good girl.”

Her lips curved into a slow, pleased smile. She climbed onto his lap, straddling him lightly, knees sinking into the cushions on either side of his thighs. Not pressing down fully—just hovering, letting the heat of her build anticipation. Her hands rested on his chest, fingers tracing idle circles over his shirt. He could feel the quick flutter of her heartbeat under that soft touch.

“Then... can I ask you for something?” she whispered, leaning in so her breath brushed his ear. The scent of her hair—clean and faintly floral—filled his lungs.

He slid his hands up the backs of her thighs, savoring the silky smoothness of her skin, but kept his grip light. “Anything. You know that.”

She pulled back just enough to look him in the eyes. A nervous little smile played on her lips, and two soft spots of pink bloomed higher on her cheeks. “Promise you won’t get mad?”

“I promise.”

She bit her lower lip, then let it go with a soft exhale. “There’s this guy at work... Zachary. He’s been texting me. A lot. He says he likes me. Today he asked if I wanted to hang out tomorrow night.” She paused, watching his face carefully. “I said yes.”

Aaron’s breath caught. A hot spike of surprise mixed with something darker, sharper—arousal—shot through him. He stayed quiet, letting her continue, his hands still resting on her thighs.

“He’s sweet,” she went on, her voice dropping softer, almost shy. “Really shy. Kind of a total introvert. Works hard, never dated much. I feel bad for him. Like... maybe I could help him feel a little less alone. Give him some confidence.” She shifted on his lap, the silk sliding against his growing hardness. “I didn’t tell him I’m married. No one at the new office knows yet.”

The air between them thickened. Aaron’s cock throbbed against the fabric of his pants, trapped beneath her. He could feel her heat through the thin silk, the way her breathing had grown a little shallower. Her eyes searched his, waiting.

He swallowed. “You really want this?”

She nodded, slow and deliberate. One of her hands drifted down between them, palm pressing lightly over the hard ridge of his erection. She stroked him through his pants with agonizing gentleness, fingertips tracing the length of him.

“I do,” she whispered. “But only if you’re okay with it. I want you to be turned on by it... not angry.”

Her fingers worked his zipper open with practiced ease. Cool air hit him for a brief second before her warm hand wrapped around his shaft, stroking slowly from base to tip. Aaron groaned low in his throat, hips twitching up into her grip.

“Tell me more,” he managed, voice strained.

She leaned down, her hair cascading over one shoulder, and pressed a soft, open-mouthed kiss to the head of his cock. Her tongue flicked out, tasting him. “He’s so nervous around me. Stutters sometimes. I keep imagining what it would be like to... ease him into things.” Her lips parted and slid down over him, enveloping the swollen head in wet heat.

Aaron’s head fell back against the couch, a ragged breath escaping him. The contrast between her sweet, almost innocent words and the filthy way she was sucking him was driving him insane. She took him deeper, her tongue swirling, cheeks hollowing as she worked him with slow, deliberate bobs of her head. Wet sounds filled the quiet room—soft, obscene, perfect.

“Fuck... Savannah,” he breathed. His hand found her hair, not guiding, just holding, feeling the rhythm of her movements.

She pulled off for a moment, lips shiny, a thin string of saliva connecting her mouth to his cock. “You’re so hard,” she murmured, almost reverent. Her hand stroked him firmly while she spoke. “Does it turn you on? Knowing another man wants me? That I might let him touch me?”

“Yes,” he admitted, voice hoarse. The pressure was building fast, coiling tight at the base of his spine. “God, yes.”

She smiled, wicked and sweet at the same time, then sank back down, taking him to the back of her throat. The tight, fluttering heat, the way she swallowed around him—it was too much. Aaron’s hips jerked, a guttural groan tearing from his chest as he came hard, pulsing thick ropes into her eager mouth.

Savannah didn’t pull away. She moaned around him, swallowing every drop with soft, satisfied sounds, her throat working until he was spent. When she finally lifted her head, her cheeks were flushed deep red, lips swollen and glistening. She licked them slowly, eyes half-lidded with lust.

Aaron’s cock twitched again, already trying to harden once more at the sight of her. Without another word, he grabbed her waist and flipped her onto the couch beneath him. Savannah let out a surprised, breathless yelp as her back hit the cushions, silk riding up her thighs, eyes wide and sparkling with excitement.

He hovered over her, one hand braced beside her head, the other slowly sliding up her side. “You really want this, don’t you?” he murmured, voice low and rough. “Want another man’s hands on you. Want to make him lose his mind.”

Savannah’s eyes darkened with lust. She arched slightly, pressing her body up toward his. “Yes,” she whispered, barely audible.

Aaron leaned down, brushing his lips along her jaw, then lower, tasting the warm, clean skin of her throat. “Say it,” he coaxed, tugging the straps of her slip down her shoulders. The silk whispered as it peeled away, revealing her full, heavy breasts. He cupped one in his palm, thumb circling the stiff nipple in lazy strokes until she shivered. “Tell me what you are.”

She bit her lip, fighting a smile even as her hips shifted restlessly beneath him. “You’re so mean...”

He pinched her nipple lightly, just enough to make her gasp, then soothed it with slow circles. His cock, still hard and aching from her earlier mouth, rested heavy against her inner thigh. He rocked forward, sliding the thick length along her slick folds without entering her, coating himself in her wetness. The heat of her was unreal.

“Tell me,” he repeated, voice darker now.

Savannah’s breath hitched. Her hands clutched at his shoulders. “I’m... your little slut,” she finally breathed, cheeks burning crimson. “Your dirty, needy slut.”

The words hit him like gasoline on fire. Aaron groaned and pushed inside her in one long, deliberate thrust, burying himself to the hilt in her tight, soaking heat. Savannah cried out, back bowing off the couch, her walls fluttering and clenching around every inch of him. He stayed there, deep and unmoving, letting her feel the stretch, the fullness.

“Fuck, you’re dripping for this,” he rasped, pulling back inch by torturous inch before sliding in again just as slowly. “Thinking about him already got you this wet?”

She nodded frantically, legs wrapping around his waist. “Please... Aaron... faster...”

But he kept the pace cruelly slow, grinding deep on every thrust, rolling his hips so the head of his cock dragged against that sensitive spot inside her. He dropped his chest to hers, crushing her soft breasts against him, skin on skin, sweat already starting to slick between them. Her heartbeat hammered against his own. He could feel every shaky breath she took, every tiny whimper.

“Say it again,” he demanded, lips brushing her ear.

“I’m your slut,” she moaned, voice breaking. “Your dirty little slut... please, I can’t take it...”

He gave her a few harder thrusts, just enough to make her cry out, then slowed again, torturing them both. The wet, filthy sounds of her pussy taking him filled the room—slick, rhythmic, obscene. Her scent—sweet arousal mixed with the faint vanilla of her skin—drove him crazy. He buried his face in her neck, sucking lightly, tasting salt as her skin grew hotter.

Savannah’s hips bucked desperately, trying to force him deeper, faster, but he held her down with his weight, controlling every movement. Minutes stretched out. The tension coiled tighter and tighter inside him, fueled by the dark thrill of knowing she’d be with Zachary tomorrow. That shy, inexperienced guy would get to taste this—his wife, his beautiful, filthy wife. The thought twisted something sharp and sweet in his chest, pushing him closer to the edge.
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