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Chapter One


Mindy Walden finished preparing Dennis’s lunch, making sure he had everything he needed before he left for work. Taking care of him was the least she could do since he allowed her to fuck around with or without him. They had explored more since her boyfriend had visited her at the bar a few nights ago, taking her out to the parking lot and fucking her in the backseat of his car like he used to in college. Not much had changed with Jake, and for that she was definitely glad. His cock was strong, and his stamina had kept him pounding into her married pussy for hours.
She had seen her ex-boyfriend three other times since then, with no intention of stopping his visits. Every time he crawled between her legs, she felt sore for days, and it had been a long time since she felt that way. She wasn’t giving it up now that she knew she didn’t have to thanks to Dennis’s desire to be a cuckold. If only he had shared that little tidbit sooner in their marriage, she wouldn’t have gone unsatisfied for so many years. Mindy was definitely making up for lost time.
The last time Jake had been at her house, they made Dennis hide in the closet while they fucked in their marriage bed. He couldn’t see what happened to his wife, but he sure as hell could hear her moans of pleasure as Jake drove his massive cock into her cunt over and over, bringing her to no less than five orgasms.
When she opened the door, Dennis knelt there, his smaller cock in his hand and ropes of cum dripping from his knuckles. Jake just laughed at the man, while Mindy knelt down beside him and licked the cum off his fingers. His perversion kept them both satisfied, and she saw no point in making him feel humiliated in the process of this new life anymore than he already was. At least, not yet. Who knew what new door they would open as they continued?
And Mindy intended to continue.
Dennis entered the kitchen, his tie slightly askew as he rushed through the doorway to snatch up the breakfast sandwich she made for him. “Gotta run,” he said as he leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips. “A little late this morning for some reason.”
Mindy giggled. “Maybe it’s because you were up all night listening to me take another pounding from Jake.”
Dennis kissed her again as he waggled his eyebrows at her. “I’m sure of it, but it was well worth it,” he assured her. “Although, the fact that it’s your ex who keeps coming over is a little nerve-racking. We should find someone else at some point, so there’s, you know, no emotions involved.”
Mindy patted his chest. “Oh, trust me, there will never be emotions with Jake. He was a dog back then, and he’s a dog now. He won’t change, and I won’t put up with it. The only one I want screwing others in a relationship is me. No, all I want dear old Jake for is his hard cock. My heart is all yours. Promise.”
Dennis leaned down and kissed her again. “Glad to hear it,” he said. “Now, I really do have to go.” One more kiss and he rushed out the door.
It wasn’t until Mindy cleaned up from breakfast that she noticed he had left his lunch behind. “That man would forget his own head if it wasn’t attached to his body,” she muttered as she shook her head. She knew he was already halfway to work, so no chance of him coming back to get it. She’d just have to take it to him. “Oh well, it’ll give me a chance to do some shopping while I’m out,” she said to herself. “I could always use some slinky outfits for my dates.”
Mindy went about her day after sending Dennis a text about his lunch, telling him she would run it up to him later. Of course, he thanked her profusely, promising to make it up to her. Oh, I have no doubt, she texted back. I may even get fucked while I’m out as my reward for being such a good wife.
As long as I get the story, Dennis texted back.
If you’re a good boy, she teased. However, she knew she’d tell him if it actually happened. She loved being taken by another man, filled with a thick, long cock she had missed for the major part of her marriage. Still, part of the thrill was returning and having Dennis stretch out beside her, jacking his small cock off, while she told him all about how someone took her and rode her like a cheap slut. That was part of the rush for her, seeing how much her stories turned Dennis on, watching him get off to hearing how much she loved the other man’s cock, his mouth, his fingers, making Dennis come harder than she ever saw him come before, his whole body shaking as he exploded all over his hand and stomach. The sight never failed to get her juices going again.
With her chores done, she hopped into the shower to prepare for the day ahead, a day of spending Dennis’s money on clothes to entice other men. As the water beat down upon her flesh, she caressed her ample breasts, tweaking her nipples as she remembered Jake doing the other night, pulling them out as he twisted them in her fingers. She moaned as she felt the puddle between her legs pool. With her other hand, she teased her clit, pressing it in small circles as she leaned back against the wall.
The other men filled her fantasies, which didn’t surprise her. After all, they were the ones who kept her satisfied. not that Dennis was absent all the time in her masturbation fantasies. He was there, just usually kneeling in the corner, watching as another man drove his meaty rod into her soaked cunt.
Her orgasm hit fast and hard, making her body shake as she continued to rub her swollen pearl, her nipples sore from her own pinching. With deep breaths, she stood there, waiting for her body to stop shaking before washing herself up in the now-lukewarm shower. The one thing she noticed was that the more sex she received, the more she wanted, even if it was just her fingers or toys. Of course, she much preferred rock-hard cocks drilling into her, but she would take what she could get.
I need to call Jake.




Chapter Two


Mindy didn’t call Jake, however, no matter how hungry her cunt was at the moment. The notion tempted her, sure, but she didn’t give in, not today. Today, she took her husband lunch, like a good wife. She giggled to herself as she weaved through the late-morning traffic, the words good wife echoing through her mind. She wasn’t a good wife anymore, but rather what the Internet would call a hotwife, a wife who loved getting fucked by other men, while her cuckold husband knelt nearby and watched. And she was okay with that.
Mindy entered the building of Manfred & Sons, waving at Patti, the receptionist, as she lifted the lunch bag in her hand. “Dennis rushed out and forgot his lunch,” she said. “I’m just going to drop it off. How are you doing today?”
Patti, a tall redhead with store-bought breasts, just shook her head. “I’m surrounded by men,” she said with a laugh. “It can be good one minute and suck the next.”
Mindy laughed along with the other woman. “And yet, they need us more than they will ever admit,” she said as she rounded the receptionist’s desk and headed down the plush hall. Patti was one of only three women who worked for the software security company and did most of the work to keep them organized. She may sit at the front desk and answer phones and take messages, but Mindy knew the redhead was more than just the pretty face people saw first. Dennis had often told her how the woman had saved their asses more than once with clients because of something one of the other men did to piss off the customer, allowing ego to trump good business sense and diplomacy. Mindy shook her head. Men.
Dennis’s office set in the middle of the hall, a door with a solid bottom and a glass top, which Dennis usually kept open. Mindy knocked once and then entered.
Her husband sat behind his desk, tapping away at the keyboard. He glanced up, confused at first as she was probably the last person he expected to see come through his door, and then his lips turned up into an excited smile as he sprang from his chair and walked around his desk to hug her. “Now this is the best surprise of the day,” he said, squeezing her tightly. “I need to forget my lunch more often.”
Mindy gave a snort of derision before kissing him softly. “And you’ll go hungry,” she said. “This is a one-time thing and is going to cost you a couple of new outfits.” Then she cocked her head to the side. “Are you saying you’ve had other surprises today?”
He sighed as he took the lunch bag from her hands and set it on his desk. “Seems I have a late-night meeting with old man Manfred tonight,” Dennis told her as he turned and leaned back on the edge of his desk. “He needs my help with some new contracts that have to go out tomorrow, and we don’t have enough time to get them done today.” He gave her a sheepish shrug. “Sorry. Not what I had planned for tonight.”
“Oh?” she asked as she slid up to him, running her hands up his chest. “And just what did you have planned?”
“Oops,” a deep baritone voice said from behind them. “Seems I walked in on something.”
“Jason,” Dennis said as he pushed Mindy back a step. “Um, sorry. Mindy was just bringing me my lunch.”
Mindy turned around and stared at Jason with open awe. He was not the “old man” Dennis claimed. Jason Manfred was tall, at least six-three, with broad shoulders and a firm chest. He was bald with the darkest skin Mindy had ever seen, and his smile told her he was checking her out just as she was him. The hunger in his eyes sent a pool of heat to puddle between her legs, and she almost forgot Dennis stood right behind her until he spoke up again.
“I was just telling Mindy how we needed to work late tonight to go over some project notes,” Dennis said.
Mindy heard him, but she still couldn’t take her eyes off the giant of a man before her. This was a computer guy? He so didn’t fit the image she had in her mind. She just assumed all computer geeks were like her husband—nerdy-looking. God, was she so wrong. She chanced a quick glance at his crotch, and sure enough, there was a bulge that seemed to match the rest of his thickness. 
Finally, she lifted her gaze to meet Jason’s, a smile on her lips. “Yes, Dennis told me how you were stealing my husband away from me,” she said, a playful pout in her voice. “I’ll never know what his plans were now.”
Jason laughed, the deep sound stirring the passion between her legs, as he stepped toward her, extending his hand. “Well, maybe we can do something about that,” he said, taking her hand in his. “My name is Jason Manfred. Pleased to meet Dennis’s beautiful wife, finally.”
Mindy felt the blush warm her cheeks as she shook the man’s hand, his grip strong, his fingers thick and long. Images filled her mind of what those fingers could do to her. “The pleasure is all mine,” she said.
“It’s just a basic business powwow between Dennis and I,” Jason said as he released her hand. “You should come on up and join us if you don’t think talking code and schematics would bore you too much. I’ll even order dinner in, so you don’t miss a meal with your husband. It’ll also give me a chance to get to know the lady behind the man a little bit better.” He then glanced up at Dennis. “That is, if you
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