
		
			[image: cover]
		

		

		

		Available

		By Richard Carlisle

		

		Copyright Richard Carlisle 2017

		Published by Richard Carlisle at Smashwords

		

		Smashwords Edition, License Notes:

		

		This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your favorite eBook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

		

		

		

		*

		

		The following is a work of fiction. Names, characters and places are solely based on the author’s imagination or are used fictionally. This book is intended for adult audiences only. It contains sexually explicit scenes and language that may be considered offensive by some readers. All sexually active characters in this work are 18 years of age or older and all acts of a sexual nature are consensual. Sexual acts depicted without the use of protection are strictly for the enjoyment of the reader. Please practice safe sex.

		

		*

		

	
		

		Prologue

		

		Tori was fuming as she slammed the door to their apartment. Finding herself somewhere between wanting to scream and wanting to cry, she came face to face with her husband, Bob.

		“What’s wrong, Tori? Are you alright? Did something happen?” came his tumbled questions as he hurried from his office to greet her.

		“Oh, I’m… I’m all right. Really. It’s just my asshole boss, Jack Davidson. He was trying one of his come-ons again and… And, this time… Well, he just went too far. I swear, I should report him to HR. But… Oh, hell! You and I both know I’d end up on the short end of the deal. I’d be through there after that, and they’d see to it that I’d never get another job like this one. Not anywhere,” she griped.

		“Again? Tori, if he’s really that bad… Well, maybe you should just leave. We’ll manage until you find something,” consoled Bob. “What did he do this time?”

		“He… Well, he claimed it was an accident. But, he touched me,” she pouted. “I guess it could have been an accident, but with his reputation, I doubt it.”

		“I, uh… I thought you liked working with him?” asked Bob. “At least, you seemed to.”

		“Oh, I suppose I did, at first. I mean, he’s smart and good looking. Plus, he’s filthy rich. It’s just that he thinks he’s God’s gift to women and apparently, I’m his latest target. Hell, if I was single, I’d probably be flattered. Thrilled, even. But, I’m not. And, he knows it.”

		“Well, it’s Friday night, you don’t have to deal with him again until Monday. Why don’t you change into something nice, and we’ll go out to dinner? We haven’t done that for a while,” he suggested. “A few drinks, and you’ll feel much better.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		“So, do you want to tell me what really happened today, or would you rather just try and forget it?” asked Bob. The two of them were sitting in the restaurant enjoying an after-dinner drink as they talked quietly.

		Tori looked delicious, her long blonde hair hanging in soft waves down her back. After a quick shower, she’d slipped into a short, black dress with a plunging neckline. The soft swell of her breasts delightfully evident as Bob sat across from her. Her nipples standing out proudly against the soft, clingy fabric had been teasing him all night. After four glasses of wine, she’d finally calmed down. He didn’t want to upset her again, but he couldn’t help being a little curious.

		They’d been married for five years now, and he loved her dearly, but… Well, honestly, things had gotten a little dull. For some reason, he found himself suddenly intrigued as he thought about Jack with Tori. It made her seem more exciting in some way. More desirable somehow. She was beautiful as she sat across from him. Sometimes, in the press of everyday life, he forgot just how attractive she was.

		“Jack had come up to me this afternoon, supposedly to talk about a new client. Anyway, he had put his hand on my shoulder when he came up behind me. It surprised me. I jerked around in my chair and, as I did, his hand slipped down… Well, I mean… His fingers were… OMG! I can’t believe I’m telling you about this. He touched my breast. It COULD have been an accident, I mean, he made me jump and I did turn around unexpectedly. But, he shouldn’t have touched me at all.”

		“Well, if it could have been accidental, then maybe you should let it pass this time. Just be more careful in the future. Unless… Well, I mean, if you like his attention? I guess a little bit of flirting never hurt anybody. As long as that’s all it is,” said Bob, hesitantly. His voice showing his nervousness, not sure if he really wanted to admit it or not. It could be construed as giving Tori consent to… Even giving her permission to decide for herself just how far this flirting should go.

		“Are you saying, I should LET him flirt with me? Bob, I do hope you realize that we are married. I certainly would not like you ‘flirting’ with anybody,” announced Tori.

		“Fat chance of that!” laughed Bob. “Who am I going to flirt with other than cat? Tabby only flirts if she wants food. And, since I work alone and from home, I don’t really see much chance of that ever happening.”

		“I’m not accusing of flirting with anybody, Bob. Besides, I know all about Tabby’s love affair with you,” she giggled. “I’m just afraid that if I did let him flirt, that… Well, what if he gets carried away, and tries to go too far? I am human, you know. There’s a lot of testosterone floating around that office. Married or not, I might get tempted,” her voice slurring as she admitted it. Her face growing slightly red at the admission.

		Tori had always been a lightweight when it came to wine, and three was her normal limit. She was already on her fourth with a fifth on the way. Bob, kind of, found it exciting. Hearing her admit her feelings so openly. Strangely, he found it exciting in another way, too. His cock was getting hard, hearing her admit that she found Jack’s attention stimulating.

		“Tori? Look… Um… Well, even if you did get ‘carried away,’ would that be so terrible? I’m not possessive, you know that. As long as you come home to me, that’s all I’ve ever asked. That’s all I ever will ask. Promise. I know I’m lucky to even have you in my life. Nothing that happens when you’re at the office should have any impact on the two of us and the way we love each other,” he declared.

		She looked at him strangely. Her eyes trying to focus as she digested his comments. “Are you suggesting that I let him? That you wouldn’t get upset if he tried to have sex with me? Or, if I even let him have… Oh, no way, Bucko! And, don’t you ever think that you can just go out and flirt with the neighbors, either.”

		“Tori, I don’t even know our neighbors. I’m hardly going to flirt with any of them. The only one I’ve even met is Mrs. Olson down the hall. And, she’s ninety if she’s a day. I just realize that… Well, you are very attractive, and you need to be with people. I’m the social recluse of the two of us, totally happy working from home all by myself. And, I know that sometimes I get closed off, deeply involved in what I’m writing. I never mean to neglect you, I love you. But, I know that I do. And, I just want you to be happy. I don’t want to ever lose you, certainly not over something like an office fling,” he declared.

		“Yeah, right! Like you wouldn’t be upset if I came home reeking of sex with Jack Davidson,” she snorted drunkenly. “I don’t think you’d like it one bit. My nipples all sore and my pussy full of his hot cum? I just bet you’d throw a fit.”

		“Nope. Promise. I wouldn’t, not as long as you came home to me afterwards and made sure that I wasn’t left out of the fun,” he laughed. “Hell, I’m so sure, that I’m willing to bet you I’d be fine with it.”

		“So, if I come home late Monday, and offer you sloppy seconds, you’re not going to complain?” she giggled.

		“Whoa! Don’t get me wrong, I’m certainly not telling you to do that, Tori. I’m just saying that if you ever did, it wouldn’t be a deal breaker. Not to me. I’d still love you, no matter what,” his own voice a little slurred by now.

		“Hmm… I wonder…” declared Tori, drunkenly. “Be careful, I might just test your theory, Robert. It’d serve you right if I did let him have me.”

		It was a good thing that they’d decided to take an Uber to the restaurant, neither one was in any shape to drive by the time they left. Tori clung tightly to him for balance as they left the restaurant. Her steps faltering in the four-inch spike heels she was wearing. Still giggling now and again at their conversation. Blatantly, Tori purposely flashed the valet as he helped her into the waiting car. She snuggled next to Bob as the driver took them home. “I can’t believe I just did that! See what all this naughty talk leads to? I flashed that poor valet,” she giggled.

		“I’d hardly call him ‘that poor valet,’” he laughed. “I’d say he was pretty darn lucky. Not everybody gets to check out the prettiest woman in the place that intimately.”

		“Ohhhh… I feel so ashamed. I shouldn’t have done that. But, it was… Okay, it was fun! I haven’t done anything like that since before we met,” admitted Tori shyly. Suddenly breaking into a fit of drunken giggles as she sat next to him. “You are becoming a very bad influence.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Tori was still giggling as she slipped into their bedroom. Not really wanting to admit that she had gotten turned on flashing the valet. He was kind of cute, though. Funny, it really didn’t seem to bother her husband, either. Some men would have gone ballistic after she admitted doing it, but not Bob. He had just kissed her and told her that the valet was lucky. Weird! Well, Bob darn well better give her a good fucking or she just might go after Jack Davidson. She was turned on after tonight.

		She had already turned down the covers and started to unzip her dress by the time Bob came into the bedroom. He sat another glass of wine on the nightstand for her. Then, coming up behind her, his hand gripped her shoulder as he pulled aside her long hair and kissed her neck tenderly. She’d always liked that. Her nipples hardening as his kisses traced down along her shoulder. “Is this how Jack touched you today?” insinuated Bob quietly.

		“No, not like that. I told you, I was sitting down when he put his hand on my shoulder and it just startled me. I turned in my chair, and his hand slipped down inside my blouse,” she said.

		“More like this?” he asked as one hand slid down off her shoulder, cupping her breast.”

		“Um… Well, yes a little more like that,” she whispered. Her voice growing excited as his fingers began to knead her pale globe. “I stopped him, though. So, he really didn’t get to… Mmmm… Oh, that feels so good, Baby.” Bob’s fingers finding her swollen nipple and pulling on it. She’d always had sensitive nipples, able to orgasm just from Bob suckling her. “No fair,” she whispered. “You know what that does to me.”

		“That’s the idea,” laughed her husband. His hands pushing her dress from her shoulders, leaving her standing there topless. Tori leaned back against him as his hands teased her relentlessly. “Would you have liked Jack to tease you like this?” he asked, his voice a softly enticing whisper. “Would it have excited you?”

		What made her say it, she’d never know? Maybe it was just the five and a piece glasses of wine talking, or maybe it was something much, much deeper. “Mmmm… OMG! Yes,” she whimpered. Her body seizing in an orgasm as his fingers twisted her nipples sharply.

		Bob pulled her around abruptly, his lips crashing fervently against hers. Their tongues dueling passionately. A quick shrug, and Tori’s dress fell the rest of the way to the floor. Leaving her standing before her husband, naked. His lips kissing her over and over as his hands caressed her petite body openly. Tori’s hands went to his shirt, fumbling as she hastily unfastened the buttons. Her fingers tearing at them, baring Bob’s chest to her lips.

		She kissed passionately down his body, her fingers finding the zipper to his pants. Pulling it down excitedly as she knelt to get a better angle. Unfastening his belt and pulling the trousers open, her fingers hooked into his pants and jockey’s as she pulled them both off. Leaving Bob standing before her, just as naked as she was. His cock springing up in front of her. Tori wrapped her slender fingers around his girth, her tongue darting out to lick the precum from the head of his cock.

		Tori let the salty taste explode on her tongue for a moment before she smiled and slipped her lips around the mushroom shaped head. Bob, moaning softly above her. “You like that, Baby?” she giggled. “Would you like it if I did this for Jack? Would you like me to suck his big cock?”

		“Oh, God!” he cried. His cock jumping violently in her mouth as she teased him. The shock of his reaction exciting her, driving her. Tori slid his dick deeper and deeper into her mouth. Letting him slide into her throat, she moaned around his cock. The resonance of her moans driving Bob insane. She began to slowly bob up and down on his length. Her tongue teasing him with every stroke. The sudden thought of it being somebody else’s cock, causing her to shake with excitement. OMG! What… What if it WAS Jack’s cock she was sucking? The illicit image sending her over the top into a crashing orgasm.

		Bob, unable to stop, exploded inside her voracious mouth. His hot cum filling her and shooting down her throat. Tori looking up at him afterwards, her lips covered in his creamy seed as she gasped for breath. Reaching down, he lifted her up. His arms pulling her tightly to him as his lips crashed against hers. Not even caring that she was still covered with his thick cum.

		Kicking aside his clothes, Bob pushed her roughly towards their bed, thrusting her legs apart as he threw her down. Kneeling, his mouth crashed against her moist pussy. Her juices already drooling down between her spread legs. Tori screamed as his probing tongue slid inside of her gushing nether lips. Tasting her sweet nectar, a testament to how excited she’d gotten tonight. Teasing or not, the idea had excited both of them. As his lips kissed her luscious labia, his nose buried against her tiny ass, Tori was exploding over and over. The sweet scent of her, totally engulfing him.

		Bob loved to give her oral sex, always had. She had a sweetness to her that he’d never found with anyone else. Not that he was all that experienced. He’d only slept with three other women in his life. Tori’s previous love life had been a little more extensive… Okay, a lot more extensive, but that had never bothered him. Not as long as she was with him. He just felt extremely lucky to have her.

		Most of the time, Tori was the main character in his mind as he wrote. She was the basis for the feminine lead in every one of his books. Apparently, people liked her as much as he did. His writing getting more and more praise every year. He was on his third book now, the publisher starting to lean on him a little to finish it. He was doing his best, but you just can’t rush genius. Or, that’s what he told the publisher, anyway. It was Tori, that kept him grounded. She was his sole link to the outside world.

		As she writhed above his probing tongue, Bob was drawn to thoughts of her bent over like this for someone else. For Jack Davidson. It was his dark visage that filled his rambling imaginings. Her head tossing wildly as she exploded in orgasm after orgasm. Her fingers clawing at the bedding as a sweet honeyed dew erupted from inside of her. Bob loved when she’d squirt. Her sweet juices filling his mouth as she screamed. He could only imagine how someone else would feel. The delightful taste of her, the velvety feel of her pussy as it wrapped around their cock. Her explosive orgasms, her pussy gripping them tightly as she went over the top. The sweet arch of her back as she spasmed.

		Unable to stop himself, his erotic thoughts driving him, he pulled away from her sweet pussy. His cock was already hard again, painfully so. He needed her, wanted her in a way he hadn’t for quite a while. All the talk tonight, the fantasies that had exploded in his mind, driving him as he stood between her open legs. He couldn’t hold back, the erotic images of his own imaginings driving him insane. He shoved his hard dick deep inside of her throbbing pussy. The velvety feel of her engulfing him as she screamed at the sudden intrusion.

		“Is this what you want? Do you want Jack to do this to you? To fuck you, just like this?” he asked. His voice heavy with passion.

		“OMG! Yes! Yes! Fuck me, Jack! Do it!” she screamed. Her mind clouded with fantasy and wine. Tori’s spike heeled toes scrambling frantically for a grip on their carpeted floor as he slammed into her. His cock ripping her in two with every thrust.

		Bob’s mind envisioning just that very thing. He could almost see Tori bent over the desk in Jack’s office. Her pussy wrapped tightly around Jack’s cock, just like his was now. It was his throbbing cock inside of her, not Bob’s. Jack’s ears the ones hearing her scream out in ecstasy as he fucked her. Taking her brutally, hands wrapped in her long hair as she screamed over and over. Bob couldn’t take it any longer, his cock drove deep one more time. Tori thrashing about beneath him as his cock erupted inside of her, filling her wanton womb with his fertile seed.

		They were both covered in sweat by the time Bob pulled his softening cock from inside of her. His creamy seed spilling down between her legs. Bob gasping for air above her prone body. Her fingers still dug tightly into their bedding, as she gasped for air herself. Tentatively, Tori rolled over on their bed. Her eyes wide, staring at her husband. Marveling at the violent orgasms she had just endured. Stronger than she’d cum for a very long time. And, it was all because of… OMG!

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		Tori woke uncertainly the next morning. Her head feeling like it was about to explode as she shielded her eyes against the glare coming through their bedroom window. Oh, damn! They didn’t pull the curtains last night. Oops! Well, hell, nobody knew anybody in this town anyway. The anonymity of the big city was sometimes a blessing. If somebody had gotten their jollies last night watching them, too bad. Besides, she felt so awful right now that she just didn’t care.

		Bob was still passed out beside her as she slowly slid from the bed. Trying hard to calm her queasy stomach as she stumbled towards the en suite. She tried to remember just how much she’d had to drink last night. Finally, deciding it was probably six or seven glasses of wine. OMG! Her limit was usually three. Well… Sometimes, four. Her mind hazily grasping what all had gone on.

		As she let the hot water of the shower pound down on her, vague memories of the previous night came flooding back. Bob’s taunting of her, asking if it was Jack she was thinking about as he fucked her. Of her… OMG! Saying, yes! Shit! Even if she had been thinking about Jack, she shouldn’t have ever admitted it. Never. Especially, not to her husband. But, surprisingly, it really didn’t seem to bother Bob. It was almost like it excited him for some reason. Tori knew it had sure excited her. Damn! That was the best sex they’d had for a long time. If teasing Bob about her having an affair caused that kind of a reaction, she’d have to do it a little more often. After all, it was just teasing. Wasn’t it? Well, wasn’t it?

		What if it wasn’t? Oh, God! I don’t even want to think about that. I mean, letting Jack… Oh, fuck! I think I’m going to be sick. The thought flashing through her mind before she hurriedly jumped from the shower to empty her alcohol infused stomach. Feeling a little better afterwards, she brushed her teeth, rinsed her mouth and slid back beneath the curative waters.

		As she began to dry herself slowly, her thoughts drifted again and again to the events of last night. She really had been fantasizing about Jack while Bob made love to her. Fantasies are perfectly normal. Or, so she told herself. This one was just a little more vivid than what she would consider to be normal. Fueled by Jack’s grope of her breast yesterday, and lots of wine, the fantasy had really seemed to come to life. Yes, he was attractive. She had to admit that. She’d daydreamed of his hard body pounding into her a few times. He had that kind of effect on women. But, it had only been a few times. And, it was a long way from daydreams and fantasies to… Well, the real thing!

		Drying off, Tori applied just a tiny amount of makeup and brushed her long hair out. Deciding to let it air dry, she tiptoed to the closet and pulled on a pair of cut-off, hip-hugger jeans and a loosely tied top. Then, padded barefoot towards the kitchen. Um… She scarfed down a couple of aspirin, hoping for the best. Still, she needed something solid in her. Okay, dry toast and coffee was about all she was willing to attempt after her earlier experience. She was rinsing her dishes when Bob finally wandered in, fresh from the shower.

		“Morning, Sunshine,” he chirped. “What’s for breakfast?”

		Oh, God! Tori hated that he never seemed to get a hangover. It never mattered how much he had to drink, he always woke up feeling fine. Why couldn’t some of that have worn off on her? “Ugh. Whatever you want to fix for yourself, Tiger. I’m doing the best I can to keep down the dry toast I just had.”

		“Hangover, huh? Okay, I’m a big boy,” he announced pulling some bacon and eggs out of the fridge. Tori, looking stricken as she hastily disappeared from the room.

		The rest of day seemed to finally fall into the normal pattern. There were always chores to be done and groceries to be picked up. Bob was good about helping out around the apartment, but there was more to be done than just running the vacuum. Not, that she didn’t appreciate his efforts. She really did. A lot of her friends’ husbands never lifted a finger to help out. Neither of them mentioned the elephant in the room as they went about the day.

		By dinner, Tori was feeling like her regular self. Bob grilled some steaks on the balcony as she zapped some baked potatoes and veggies. The two of them sitting quietly during dinner. They even had a couple of glasses of wine. A little bit of the hair of the dog, she guessed. It sure didn’t seem to hurt any. Finally, they moved into the living room and flipped on the TV.

		Bob checked out the guide as she settled into her favorite chair. She’d never leave that chair if she didn’t have to. It was her spot to curl up and read her Kindle, soft music playing in the background. Not tonight, though. Bob found the newest Avengers movie on one of the movie channels. Oh, goodie, a shoot em up extravaganza. Well, at least Captain America was cute, and Thor... OMG! Tori was pretty sure Bob only cared about seeing Scarlett Johansson, but the movies were fun anyway.

		Two and a half hours later, the Avengers crew had finished off the bad guys and they were hunting through the DVR for something else to watch. Tori spotted an unfamiliar icon, asking Bob about it. “That’s just something I spotted one night, it looked like it might be kind of sexy,” he grinned, giving her a little wink.

		After last night, Tori was willing to risk a repeat. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d cum like that. If a movie would charge Bob up again, she was all for it. A few minutes into the movie, she decided it was something about a husband asking his wife to have an affair. Tori was about to say that the whole premise was utterly ridiculous… Then, reality slapped her in the face. Hard! It was exactly what they had fantasized about last night. Tori playing around with Jack Davidson, and Bob, drunkenly suggesting that he’d be okay with it as long as she came home to him afterwards.

		Except, this wasn’t her imagination. Not exactly. It was about something called being a ‘Hot Wife.’ As the movie progressed, Tori got quite an education. This wasn’t just some drunken fantasy bug of Bob’s. It was a real thing. Or, at least, it was in the movie. About an hour into the film, Bob punched the pause button announcing a break. While he went about his business, Tori curiously pulled her phone out and did a quick search for ‘Hot Wife.’ OMG! She got 270 Million hits! This was real…

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		They were both excited by the end of the movie. Tori could see the bulge in Bob’s jeans as the end credits scrolled. She had begun to detect her own sweet essence, as well. Her pussy telling her that she was just as excited by what they’d watched as he was. But, it was just a movie. Period, that’s it. But… Damn, 270 Million hits? Tori made a mental note to check into the whole thing further. Uh… Not right now, though.

		Bob drained the last of his wine and began to turn off the lights. It was getting awfully late, and they both had something else on their minds. Tori was already in the bedroom by the time Bob came in. She had the covers turned down and had already slipped off her top and cut-offs. Standing naked next to the bed, she was primed for another night of passion. It looked like Bob intended to provide it, too.

		As he shed his clothes, Tori climbed into the bed. Bob grabbed at her foot as she was getting in, flipping her over on her back. Tori giggling wildly as he crawled into bed next to her, rolling her on top of him. Her fit of giggles ending as their lips met in a passionate kiss. Pulling away teasingly, Tori let him nurse at her breast. Mmmm… Damn, that felt good. Bob’s lips sending tingles all through her as he suckled greedily.

		She could feel Bob’s hard rod bouncing against her as she lay on top of him. Her pussy aching for the feel of him. She sat up, straddling him cowgirl style. Her hand reaching back for his throbbing cock and guiding him to her moist pussy. Her eyes never left his, as she lowered herself slowly down his length. His cock filling her as she exploded in orgasm. She loved riding him like this. Her legs pumping slowly up and down, teasing him. Her pussy gripping tightly against his girth. She was in complete control, his body pinned beneath her. She liked being in control.

		As he began to moan, Tori bounced rapidly up and down. She knew he was close. When she felt him start to swell inside of her, she ground down sharply against his pubic bone. Her clit sending out its own signal of ecstasy as Bob exploded inside of her. His lava hot seed filling her, as burst after burst jetted from his cock. The sensations sending her over the top as she spasmed in orgasm.

		Her body still glistening with sweat, she collapsed on top of him. His softening cock still buried inside of her. “Oooo… That felt so good, Baby,” she whispered. “I’ll have to let you watch a dirty movie more often.

		“It was just the movie, wasn’t it?” she asked. “I mean, you weren’t picturing me doing that, were you?”

		“What if I was?” snickered Bob. “Would that really be such a bad thing? You are here with me. I’ve told you before, that’s all I ask.”

		“Well…” she purred. “If you’re really thinking about it being me in that movie, you know that the husband has a ‘duty’ to perform.”

		“I’m not sure… Oh! Wait, you mean…” Finally understanding what she wanted from him.

		“Yes, that’s exactly what I mean. You need to clean me. Are you prepared to do that, Baby? Are you ready to clean all that nasty cum from inside of me?’ she teased. “My dirty little pussy is right here. Are you willing?”

		“I… I don’t know, Tori. I mean, I’ve never…” his explanation cut short as she purposely slid up his body, a wicked grin forming on her face. A trace of her seminal fluids running along his chest. Tori hovered her cum-filled pussy directly over his face, slowly lowering herself to his lips. She could see his nose wrinkle at the scent of their union, the tip of his tongue poking out tentatively. Tori screamed, a violent shudder shaking her to the core as she felt his tongue slip inside her. A flood of his own creamy seed filling Bob’s mouth as her body spasmed. Bob warmed to the experience, doing his ‘duty,’ as she called it. His tongue lapping rapidly as he cleaned his fictitiously ‘naughty’ wife. Spasm after spasm of ecstasy ripping through Tori’s tiny body with every swirl of his probing tongue.

		

		*

		

		“OMG! If you’re going to react like that, I just might be willing to be your ‘Hot Wife,’” she whispered seductively. Her lips caressing his ear lightly as she lay, satiated, on top of him. Bob’s lips still moist with their mixed juices, the scent of the two of them enveloping her as she kissed him. When she reached his lips, her tongue drove deep inside his salty tasting mouth. Tasting the mix of the two of them, for herself. The exotic flavor of it, the fantasy that it could be another man she was tasting, sending another shuddering orgasm through her.

		“If you’ll act like this when you come home afterwards, it’ll be my pleasure,” he whispered. “I promise.” Tori’s exhausted mind only vaguely registering the remark as she drifted off to sleep. Only waking later, when she felt Bob’s lips hungrily nursing from her once again.

		As he moved sensuously down her body, Tori shifted around. Her hands finding his throbbing erection, stroking it slowly. She could still detect the scent of her juices coating his long rod. For some reason, she felt drawn to it. Her lips closing around the mushroom shaped head as she slid his cock inside of her. The musky taste of their union bursting onto her tongue.

		Lying entwined together in a slow and sensual sixty-nine, neither one of them seemed to require anything more. Tori shaking violently from time to time as Bob’s tongue found that perfect spot. Her own tongue continuing to tease his throbbing dick as she slid him slowly deeper and deeper inside. She could feel her throat expanding as his cock penetrated deeply. At times, she felt like she was about to pass out from lack of air, but it didn’t stop her. Something had infused her with a passionate desire that she hadn’t felt for a long time. Maybe, never before. When Bob finally exploded in her mouth, she thirstily swallowed every drop. Her tongue still licking him as she felt him soften in her mouth.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		Tori had dreaded Monday’s for the last few months. Not today. Today, she felt strangely excited as she got ready for work. The rest of their weekend had gone by quite normally. There had been no further conversations about Tori doing anything different. No mention of what had been said at all. Certainly, no pronouncement that she should go out and have an affair. But, Bob’s whispered admission hung in her memory. Was it permission? Well, not exactly, but it was enough to excite her. There’s nothing wrong with a little flirting. And, today? She felt like flirting.

		She took extra time this morning, shaving her legs until they were silky smooth. Feeling extra naughty as she did it, she carefully trimmed her tiny blonde landing strip. Tori let her long hair hang loose today, not the normal braid or bun that she’d wear for the office. She even did her makeup a little heavier than usual, her eyes appearing a little sultrier.

		Bob was still asleep when she came out of the en suite. A perk of being your own boss and working from home. Padding barefoot into their walk-in closet, Tori perused her wardrobe for a bit before deciding what to wear today. A wicked little grin on her face, she grabbed her leather mini-skirt and a wrap top. She’d never worn anything like that to the office before. Tori was fully aware that, at best, it would be borderline acceptable. But, it was something that she was sure Jack Davidson would never complain about. Not to anyone. She slipped her feet into a pair of high heeled sandals, not the normal kitten heels she would wear for the office. Oh! And, uh… Underwear? Oops!

		She was feeling especially naughty as she slid behind the wheel of her little Mazda Miata convertible. An indulgence that Bob had given her after selling his second novel. Her legs bared well above her knees, she pulled from the driveway. She’d even put the top down this morning, letting her long blonde hair blow in the wind for a change. A grin on her face as a couple of truckers blew their horns as she slid by them on the expressway. At least, somebody was enjoying the view. Bob had still been asleep when she slipped out.

		Walking into the office, she noticed a sudden silence as she entered the room. Her male coworkers suddenly becoming totally captivated by her as she strolled by them to her assigned cubicle. Jack was beside her before her computer had even finished booting up. Innocently asking how her weekend had been, before suggesting that he needed to ‘discuss’ something with her later. Snicker, snicker…

		‘Later,’ translated to an offer of lunch, a long one. Jack really did discuss some business while they ate, but not very much. Mostly, he just tried to ply her with wine. When Tori protested that she had work to do and needed to be sober to do so, Jack told her he’d see that to it that nobody said anything. Then, pointedly, ordered another round for them both. His hand kept straying closer to hers, occasionally letting his fingers caress hers. His touch sending electric sparks through her.

		It was the kind of sexually charged setting that she had been avoiding ever since she went to work for him. But, today, she was willing to bend the rules. Just a little, but not too much. Flirting was fun, but anything further was something that she really needed to think about. Maybe, even discuss it with Bob. Just how serious was he about letting her mess around? Drunken fantasy was a long way from reality. So was some absurd movie plot. No matter how hot they both found it.

		When she got back to her cubicle, slightly tipsy by this time, she decided to check out the internet a little closer. Once again typing in the term ‘Hot Wife,’ she still found 270 Million hits. It hadn’t been some wine induced hallucination, it was a real thing. Tori could barely believe it as she began to peruse website after website. Each one discussing the ‘Hot Wife’ phenomenon. She was intensely reading an article discussing about how a ‘Hot Wife’ frequently wears an anklet to show her availability, when she saw Jack coming her way again. She barely managed to Alt/Tab back to her spreadsheet before he slipped into her cubicle.

		Perching on the corner of her desk he started talking about some project that the company wanted him to start. Something he thought she might ‘enjoy’ working with him on. His eyes never leaving her low neckline as he talked. Oh, shit! Maybe she had been a little too forward today. “Well, of course, Jack. If you need me to work with you on it, I’d be happy to,” she answered. Her voice only hesitating a little as she said it.

		“Good, good. Well, we’ll talk again later in the week about it. I just wanted to see if you’d be okay with it. Just so you know, it may mean putting in some overtime. I trust that won’t be too much of a problem?” he asked.

		“No, I’m sure I can work it out,” she smiled nervously. Oh, hell and damnation! She knew darn well what ‘overtime’ meant. It was a lot more about monkey business than it was anything about real business. She wondered what Bob would say?

		“Fantastic, I’ll check with you later and we’ll block out some time together to work on it,” said Jack. His hand once again finding her shoulder. This time, he made no pretense of an accident, purposely letting his fingers trace lightly across the swell of her breast before he left. Tori shaking apprehensively as she sat before her computer. OMG! What have I just agreed to, she wondered?

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		They were sitting in the food court at the local mall the next weekend when she brought it up. Bob barely missed a beat when she mentioned that she might have to work late on a project. Tori watched closely, his face becoming slightly ashen as she revealed that she’d be working on it with Jack Davidson.

		“Is that something that you’re okay with?” he asked. “I mean, you’ve been concerned about things with him for a while. I don’t want you to feel you have to do this. If you want to walk away, I’ll back you up.”

		“And, what if I’m not prepared to walk away?” she asked tremulously.

		“Then… I support that, too. I’ve told you before, Tori, as long as you come home to me, I’ll support you one hundred percent,” he said firmly. “I mean it, I love you, that’s all that matters.”

		“Bob? You do know that it may mean that… Well, that he might… Oh, shit! What if he asks me to…”

		“One hundred percent, Tori. No matter what you want to do. It’s your choice, I promise,” he said. A reassuring grin on his face as he leaned over and kissed her softly. “Just promise to come home to me, always.”

		Later they strolled slowly through the mall, stopping here and there to check out one thing or another. A new mini-skirt for Tori along with a couple of sexy new blouses. A new pair of running shoes for Bob, that type of thing. It wasn’t until they passed a jewelry store that, Bob suddenly pulled her inside. Glancing along the counters, he stopped at a display of ankle bracelets. “Tori? Do you know what it means when a man gives his wife an anklet?” he asked.

		“Yes,” came her trembling answer.

		“Good, then you’ll understand what this means.” Selecting a heavy gold ankle bracelet from the display, he told the clerk they’d take it. “It’s my gift to you, an outward sign of my love and your independence. I promise to stand by you forever, as long as you come home to me. I think I would want to know if you… Well, you know. But, that’s all I ask,” he said. His hand squeezing hers reassuringly. Tori smiling feebly as the clerk fitted the heavy gold chain around her trim ankle.

		As they continued their stroll about the mall, Tori felt the unfamiliar weight around her ankle. She even noticed a few men checking her out as they strolled along. When they’d stop from time to time to window shop, she found her eyes drawn to her shapely ankle with its shiny new ornament. OMG! Was she actually contemplating cheating on, Bob? Becoming a ‘Hot Wife?’

		It wasn’t like she’d never had sex with anybody else before, she’d had several lovers before finally settling down with Bob. Honestly, she had been far more experienced than he had been, but that had never seemed to matter to either of them. They’d been happy together, they still were. But, she had to admit that things had gotten dull lately. That didn’t mean that she’d contemplated having an affair. Could it still be called an affair, if your husband encourages it? Would she still be an adulteress? Yes, she supposed she would be. She remembered seeing a T-shirt on the internet when she was researching ‘Hot Wife,’ “It’s not cheating, if my husband watches!” The slogan suddenly taking on a sobering new meaning for her.

		“Bob? If I ever… I mean… Well, would you ever want to be there?” she asked.

		He didn’t respond for a few minutes, long enough that Tori began to think he hadn’t heard her. But, finally he did. “I don’t think so, Tori. Not unless I’d be participating, I think I could get into the idea of a threesome,” he grinned. “But, otherwise, no. Like I said, I’d want to know, but that’s all. And, of course, I want you to come home to me. That has to be a given.”

		

		*

		

		When Tori dressed for work the next Monday, Bob was awake. His eyes carefully following her every move as she got ready. Intently watching the way she did her makeup, her choice of clothing, even the sexy high heels she slipped on her feet. She would be ‘working late’ tonight. They both knew when she kissed him goodbye that morning, that she would no longer be his alone when she returned.

		Tori was nervous all day, not quite sure if she wanted five o’clock to never come or to hurry up? She felt like the whole office knew exactly what was going to happen later that day. It was like the men all looked at her differently today. In truth, it was probably just the way she had dressed today; the leather mini-skirt, the curve hugging top, the sexy spike heels, her ankle bracelet… She wondered just how many of them knew what her new piece of jewelry signified? If any of them did, she might be getting more offers of companionship than she could handle. She gave a deep sigh, feeling the strong urge for a glass of wine.

		After barely touching her lunch, she waited on pins and needles the rest of the afternoon. Eventually, the cubicles around her began to empty. It was five o’clock. She sat with her face buried in her computer monitor, working diligently on Jack’s special project, or trying to. Doing her best to not pay attention to the quiet that slowly enveloped the spaces around her. At five-fifteen, her phone buzzed. It was Jack asking her to step into his office.

		Tori straightened her mini-skirt, and checked her hair and makeup quickly before hesitantly leaving her cubicle. Her legs a little unsteady as she walked down the hall to Jack’s office. The door was open, Jack sitting behind his desk when she entered. He got up to greet her, purposely closing the door behind her. The click of the latch sounding overly loud in the quiet building. Her heart skipped a beat as she heard him trip the lock. ‘Overtime,’ right!

		“You have any questions about our project, Tori?” asked Jack innocently.

		“Um… No, I think it’s coming along well,” she said quietly.

		Jack stepped up behind her, she could feel the heat of his body as he came close. His lips only inches from her ear as he spoke. “Good, then we don’t have to waste time on incidentals, do we?” his voice a soft whisper. Tori closed her eyes as his hands fell on her shoulders. She felt his lips on her neck, his kiss soft. Her heart rate climbing astronomically as he began to nibble on her earlobe.

		She moaned quietly when Jack’s hands slipped from her shoulders, his fingers cupping her breasts, pulling her tight against him. She hadn’t worn a bra today, it just seemed like it would get in the way. That wasn’t all she hadn’t worn, either. A little whimper escaped her lips as his fingers found her hard nipples, teasing them through the thin material of her blouse.

		“I’ve wanted to kiss you like this since you first walked in the door, Tori. You are so beautiful,” he whispered. His fingers suddenly tightening on her sensitive nipples, the electric shock of it racing through her, causing her to gasp. Jack spun her around, his lips closing on hers. His kiss gentle at first, but quickly escalating as his tongue found hers. The two of them dueling passionately as his hands roamed sensuously over her body.

		She could feel the hard bulge of his manhood starting to press against her as they kissed. She hadn’t so much as kissed another man since she met Bob, seven years ago. But, all of that was about to change. She let her fingers dance along the length of Jack’s cock, tracing the growing outline of it through his trousers. Tori knew what she was here for.

		Breaking their kiss, she slid slowly down his body. Kneeling before him, her fingers went to the zipper of his trousers. She began to slowly pull down on the zipper, hearing each tooth letting go in the quiet room. Looking up at him, Tori pulled the belt buckle of his trousers open, and pulled. He was wearing jockey shorts underneath, the bulge of his cock evident against the cotton material. With a sly grin, she hooked her fingers in the elastic waist band and pulled.

		Jack’s cock sprang free in front of her. She looked at it for moment, her mind reeling with what she was about to do. He was about seven inches long, maybe an inch and half thick. Not all that different from her husband. Well… Other than the fact that it wasn’t her husband! Tori’s tongue peeked out from her lips as she looked up at him. She leaned forward, letting the taste of him burst on her tongue. OMG!

		She was nearly hyperventilating as she opened her mouth wide, her lips closing around the mushroom shaped head in front of her. Bobbing forward, she let his cock slide over her tongue, feeling the weight of him. The texture of the velvety soft skin that covered the blood engorged organ beneath. When the tip of his cock hit the back of her throat, she hesitated. Her gag reflex kicking in just a bit. She pulled away, taking a breath and letting her tongue tease around the smooth head of his cock. Then, she tried again. This time taking him deep into her throat.

		Jack groaned above her as she felt her throat expand. The girth of him filling her and closing off her throat tightly. Tori began to bob slowly up and down his length, her tongue teasing him with each stroke. She didn’t want him to cum. Not just yet, anyway. No, if she was really going to do this, to be Bob’s ‘Hot Wife?’ Tori knew she needed to go home full of Jack’s fertile baby seed. She wanted there to be no doubt in Bob’s mind that she had fulfilled his fantasy. For, that is what it had become. She knew it, as well as she knew that she loved him. This wasn’t just Bob ‘letting’ her have an affair, it was far more than that. There was some hidden desire buried behind all of this. For both of them.

		When she felt Jack begin to get too excited, she pulled away. Slowly, deliberately, she climbed back up his body. Her fingers wrapped around his arms as he helped her up. Tori stood on tiptoes as she kissed him once more. The musky taste of his cock still evident in her mouth. The two of them kissing passionately as he maneuvered her closer to the big desk that dominated the office.

		When Tori felt herself bump against the hard desk, Jack’s hands moved to her breasts, kneading them. As their passion grew, he pulled her neckline down exposing her. His lips closing roughly on her nipple as he suckled greedily from her. The sensations burning through her, her body responding with a small orgasm. Her fingers entwined in his long blonde hair, pulling him tightly to her. His teeth biting her sensitive points harshly, pulling painfully on them as he suckled from her.

		Suddenly, Jack picked her up and sat her on the edge of the desk. His hands tugging her mini-skirt up as he did. She was commando under the short leather skirt. Her pussy on display to another man for the first time in seven years. Tori lay back on top of the big desk, scattering papers as she did. She let him spread her legs open, exposing her. Her pink petals opening like a flower, inviting him to take her.

		Jack stepped boldly between her legs, his cock rock hard as she felt him press against the tulip shaped petals. This was it. She was about to commit adultery, to cuckold her husband, to break her wedding vows. OMG! Tori gasped as she felt Jack’s thick rod start to penetrate her. Her eyes closed, not wanting to see the lust on his face as he slid into her velvety tunnel. It didn’t matter what her thoughts might be, her body was responding.

		Tori began to moan as Jack pushed deep inside of her, his cock splitting her open inch by inch. When he finally bottomed out inside of her, her spike heels wrapped around his waist, pulling him to her as he began to thrust. Slowly, at first, then faster as she grew used to him. His cock pumping in and out of her, teasing her. Tori writhing passionately beneath him. His hands tearing at her breasts as he began to fuck her.

		All slowness and tenderness now forgotten, he slammed into her over and over. His cock filling her with its heat, stretching her wide, his body grinding against her clit with every stroke. Tori crying out loudly as he fucked her. Her spike heels digging sharply into his hips, fingernails raking his back. Any thoughts of her husband and her vows, long forgotten. Her mind only able to concentrate on one thing, the hard, thick rod slamming into her pussy over and over.

		OMG! She could feel him swelling inside her, his thrusts getting more frantic. It was about to happen. She screamed! His cock jetting its creamy cum deep inside of her. Tori’s body spasming with each violent surge of his dick. Jack’s cock filled her over and over, each pulse sending lava hot seed against her fertile womb. Jack still fucking her, even as his cock began to soften. Tori gasping for breath beneath him. Her body glistening with sweat.

		She finally relaxed her legs, her spike heels pulling away from his hips. Jack slid away from her, a flood of his hot cum oozing from inside of her as he did. Tori was lying there on top of the big desk, still gasping as he began to dress. She sat up slowly, his hot cum still burning inside of her. It was over, she was an adulteress. No, no, she shouldn’t think of it like that. She was a ‘Hot Wife.’

		Sliding off the desk, she could feel Jack’s seed begin to drool down her thighs. Tracing a burning hot trail along her pale skin. She pulled her blouse back into place and straightened her skirt. Her fingers running sensuously through her blonde curls, straightening out the damp tangles as best she could. There was only so much she could do.

		“I think we accomplished excellent work tonight, Tori. Perhaps, we should meet again later this week for an update, don’t you think?” suggested Jack, his lips close to hers. “Maybe, Friday after work? A quick chance to catch up?”

		“I’m sure I can manage to block out some extra time Friday night,” she giggled. “Good night, Jack,” she said. Giving him a peck on the cheek and opening the door. The gravity of what she had done not hitting her until she began to walk down the darkened hallway to the elevator. The surreal quiet of the vacant cubicles, the loud click of her high heels against the tile floor, the cum leaking from inside of her and drooling slowly down her thighs… OMG! She’d just cheated on Bob. She’d fucked another man, sucked his cock. Her silent and anonymous exit, suddenly feeling more like a walk of shame…

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		Tori sat in the parking garage, the music from the little car’s stereo playing softly as she gathered herself. Her heart was still pounding in her chest as she sat there, not quite prepared to leave. Silently, she began to touch up her makeup. Brushing out her hair in the tiny, lighted visor mirror, her hands shaking a little with emotion as she did. Jack’s cum was still oozing from inside of her. She could feel the warm dampness of him pooling between her legs. Do I clean up before going home, she wondered? Okay, Tori, think about it. Just how the hell are you supposed to get cleaned up? It’s not like you can take a shower, not in the damn parking garage. Bob must realize that I’ll be… “Oh, God! What have I done?” she whispered aloud, a quiet sob suddenly escaping her lips. What if Bob hates me now? I’m coming home to him, just like he asked. But, I’m coming home full of another man’s cum. My mouth still tasting of the musky scent of his cock.

		Calm down, Tori. Bob knows that! He expects it. He knew when you left this morning that when you came home you’d be… Well… I’ll just go home and take a shower first. That’s exactly what I’ll do, I don’t want him to see me like this. After that I’ll let him… OMG! How can I even face my husband? I’ve just cheated on him, cuckolded him. I fucked another man. And, I… I enjoyed it! Oh, get over it, Tori. You’ve been fucked by other men before. Just not recently...

		Finally, she put the car in gear and slowly drove out into the quiet of the late evening traffic. Her mind still a turmoil of emotion, hardly paying any attention to the light traffic moving around her. She was still deep in thought when she found herself pulling into the parking garage of their apartment. Not even remembering the drive home. Slipping her little Miata into the spot next to Bob’s Volvo, she sat there numbly staring at the concrete wall in front of her. It was already seven-thirty, far later than she’d usually be home. Bob would know that a lot more went on tonight than a little overtime. As if he wouldn’t be able to tell with one look at her.

		Taking a deep breath and steeling herself, she opened the door and climbed out of the car. Her short skirt riding high up her thighs as she did. Tori looked down at her legs, seeing a streak of moistness showing before she tugged her skirt back into place. Then, she grabbed her briefcase and firmly walked to the elevator. Her shoe steps echoing loudly in the quiet parking area. When the elevator opened on their floor, Tori hesitated once more before getting off. So much depended on the next few minutes. Would Bob hate her for what she’d done? Or, would it turn him on in some weird way?

		The carpeted hallway dulled her footsteps as she approached their apartment. She stood there, staring at the lock, afraid to open the door. Tori could hear music playing softly through the door. Some new age Sirius channel from the sounds of it. Taking a deep breath, she put her key in the lock and turned.

		The apartment was dark as she stepped in. The only light coming from the glow of the music system, and the glow of the city at night coming through the opened drapes. Their ambient light dimly allowing her to see. She could just make out Bob’s silhouette sitting in the darkened living room, a half empty glass next to him. He suddenly seemed to realize that she was there, her entrance rousing him. “Tori? You’re home! Are you… Uh… I mean… Did you have a good day?” he stammered uncertainly.

		“Safe and sound, Hon. I was just going to take a quick shower before…”

		“So… You did?” he asked hesitantly. “I told you that I wanted to know, Tori. I mean that.”

		“Yes,” she whispered nervously. “I’ll just get cleaned up a bit and then we can…”

		Her rambling speech cut short as Bob came towards her. He pulled her to him, his lips crushing against hers. His tongue pushing into her mouth, as he French kissed her. Their tongues dueling passionately, a slight muskiness evident in her kiss. His arms closed around her. Tori melted against him, she could feel the hardness of his erection pressing against her.

		Bob could taste the salty sweat coating her skin as he began to kiss down her neck. His tongue teasing the little hallow at the base of her throat. Tori whimpered a little as his lips moved down her neckline, finding the swell of her breasts. His hands cupping them, kneading her gently. “Bob, please! I need to…”

		“No, Tori. I love you, all of you. Even when you’re like this. I don’t care that you were just with Jack. I still want you. Somehow, I have a need to share that part of your life with you,” said Bob firmly. “I don’t want to know details, but I do need to be a part of it.” His hands purposely pushing her blouse down and freeing her breasts. Her exposed nipples still red and swollen from Jack’s earlier assault. Tori cried out as his lips began to suckle voraciously, the second man to taste her today.

		Bob moved from one nipple to the other, still suckling her greedily. Tori holding him to her tightly, awash in the eroticism of her husband nursing from her like this. The memory of Jack’s lips, the scent of him, still fresh in her mind. She whimpered as she felt him slide down her body. Kneeling before her, his face buried against her mini-skirt, his arms wrapped around her.

		Bob’s eyes looked up at her adoringly as he slowly slid the short leather skirt up her legs, baring her. The strong scent of sex reached her nostrils as he exposed her used pussy. She could see his nose wrinkle as he inhaled her soiled essence for the first time. His eyes taking in her damp, matted landing strip, her red and swollen labia, the streaks of cum that ran down her thighs. The undeniable proof of her infidelity. Tori cried out passionately, her body spasming wildly as Bob’s tongue suddenly raked along her cum slicked nether lips, tasting her betrayal. A flood of Jack’s creamy seed gushed from inside of her as her body contracted, filling Bob’s mouth. His tongue pushing deep inside of her.

		Tori was nearly incoherent as he ‘cleaned’ her soiled pussy. Her body violently contracting in orgasm after orgasm as his tongue raked her insides. She could feel it swirling around her velvety tunnel, that same one that Jack’s hard cock had violated only an hour before. She was near collapse as he finally pulled away from her wanton pussy. Standing before her, his face moist with her juices, he kissed her again. The taste of her lover evident in his kiss.

		Bob suddenly broke their kiss, shoving her towards the leather sofa in their living room. Tori finding herself crudely bent over the arm of the sofa, her used and soiled pussy openly displayed. She heard the snick of Bob’s zipper, the drop of his jeans. Another scream issuing from her as his hands gripped her hips and his cock pierced her ravaged pussy. Bob slammed into her, his long cock driving deep with one thrust. Filling her for the second time today. Her cum slicked pussy accepting him easily.

		There was nothing gentle or loving about his reclaiming of her. He was fucking her hard, just like Jack had. Treating her more like the slut she’d become. His cock thrusting rapidly into her, his balls slapping loudly against her thighs with each stroke. Tori was crying out, Bob’s hand wrapped in her damp, tangled hair, using it like a harness as he took her. His cock ripping her in two over and over. The savageness of his attack surprising her. She liked it, though. Screaming passionately as he fucked her.

		She felt him begin to swell inside of her, his thrusts becoming frantic. Suddenly his cock erupted inside of her, sending jet after jet of his baby seed flowing into her womb, reclaiming her. Making her his again. Tori exploding in a violent orgasm as his cum filled her. She’d never been with two men in the same day before. Hell, not even in the same week. Not even in her wilder college days.

		Tori still lay bent over the arm of the sofa, gasping for breath. Her second load of cum for the day oozing from inside of her. Bob finally pulling out of her ravaged pussy. His hand still wrapped in her hair, he pulled her up. His lips crushing against hers one more time. She could feel his heart beating against her breasts as they kissed. Every bit as excited as she was.

		When they finally broke their kiss, she grinned at him. “Can I take a shower now, please, Sir?” she giggled.

		“No way, Tori. If you think I’m done with you tonight, you better think again,” he said. A huge grin on his face as he kissed her one more time.

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		They made love twice more that night before falling into an exhausted sleep. Tori was sore the next day, but other than that, she felt wonderful. She gave Bob a big kiss before waltzing out the door to head to the office. Looking forward to the day ahead, and even more, her scheduled overtime on Friday night. She felt like a whole new person today. A grin on her face as she walked to her cubicle to begin the day.

		She didn’t tell Bob that she’d be coming home late Friday night until the day before. There didn’t seem to be any reason to tell him sooner, besides she was having too much fun! Bob had become a tiger since she’d become his ‘Hot Wife.’ The two of them having sex every day since, sometimes more than once. It was like they were newlyweds again.

		Friday morning, Tori took extra care getting ready again. Finally, slipping into their walk-in closet and choosing her outfit for the day. She pulled a short mini-skirt from the hanger, one of her new ones. Pairing it with soft billowy blouse. The draping neckline allowing the swell of her breasts to show. Slipping her feet into a pair of four-inch heels, she checked the results in the floor length mirror Bob had installed in the closet for her. Pleased with what she saw, she bounced out and kissed her husband goodbye. A long, sensual kiss, both of them knowing the next time he kissed her she’d once again be full of another man’s cum.

		Tori was on pins and needles all day, having a hard time keeping her mind on her work. Her growing excitement becoming noticeable as the day wore on. She even slipped into the ladies’ room a couple of times to ease her frustrations. Thankfully, nobody else came in while she was there, allowing her to whimper as much as she wanted as she brought herself to orgasm thinking about the night ahead.

		Tori was impatiently waiting when her phone finally buzzed, summoning her to Jack’s office. He’d stopped to chat with her a few times already today, making no effort to hide his lustful looks at her exposed cleavage. Her heels clicked loudly against the floor as she stepped down the hall, stopping seductively at his office door. “There you are, Tori! I’ve been looking forward to this all day long,” said Jack. A big grin splitting his face.

		She slipped into his office, quietly closing the door behind her. Tori sauntered over to his desk, perching on the corner next to him. “You wanted to check my ‘work’ out, I believe?” she giggled. Jack sliding her petite body around to face him. His hands pushing her skirt up her legs as he did, exposing her pussy to his lustful gaze.

		Tori was surprised when he pushed her legs apart, his face moving between her legs. She gasped as he kissed her mound, his lips just below her trim, blonde landing strip. Her proof of being a natural blonde. She leaned back on her elbows sighing deeply as Jack’s tongue tasted her for the first time. Oooo… He was good. Not as good as Bob, but very good none-the-less. His tongue teased her swelling clit mercilessly, Tori’s small body vibrating with pleasure. She cried out as his tongue slid inside her velvety tunnel. Her legs wrapped passionately around his head, pulling him tightly against her pulsing womanhood.

		Finally, Jack pulled away from her. Tori’s eyes burned with passion as he leaned over her, kissing her. His lips still moist from her pussy as they kissed. He pulled her blouse open as he kissed down her throat to her shoulders, settling on her bared breasts. Once again, nibbling at her sensitive nipples. Little sparks flying through her with each touch.

		Standing up, Jack flipped her over. Tori now found herself bent over the corner of the desk, her legs spread apart. Her spike heels slipping on the tile flooring as she tried to find purchase. She heard his zipper go down, the jingle as his pants quickly dropped to the floor. Then, he was at her pulsing petals. She could feel the heat of his cock against her as his hand wrapped in her hair. Tori screamed out, Jack’s hard rod splitting her in two, driving deep into her with one lustful thrust.

		Jack was fucking her mercilessly tonight, his hand pulling harshly against her hair as he slammed into her over and over. Tori spasming beneath him, as she cried out her passion. Her mind only capable of thinking of Jack’s hard cock punishing her. She was writhing in ecstasy beneath him, when the office door suddenly opened!

		“Jack, do you have the Robert’s Account file… What the… OMG! Jack! And… Tori?” exclaimed Bill Washington, Jack’s friend and the senior partner of the firm. The two of them suddenly looking up shocked, at the compromising intrusion. Tori turning a bright shade of red at being seen like this. Jack’s cock buried inside of her, as she whimpered under his attack. Then, she saw a wicked grin cross Bill’s face. “Carry on, Jack. I have a feeling we are all going to have a very good time tonight,” he leered.

		Tori looked at him, her expression shifting from embarrassment to lust as he boldly stepped up in front of her. His hands pulling down the zipper on his trousers and extracting his cock. OMG! She’d heard stories, but… Whoever believed those BBC stories, anyway. But, if Bill was any indication, they were definitely true!

		A good six-foot-tall, Bill was still built like the star football player he’d been in college. His cock every bit as black as the rest of him. Tori was shocked by the size of him; maybe eight inches long, and thick. OMG! Was he thick. How was she supposed to suck on that monster? She stared open mouthed at the huge mushroom shaped head in front of her. Only coming out of her stupor as he thrust the head of his cock into her mouth.

		The musky taste of him burst on her tongue, the weight of his cock surprising her. He pushed into her mouth, stopping only when she started to gag. Then, he pulled away, satisfying himself sliding that monster in and out over her teasing tongue. Jack was still fucking her, his cock ramming into her over and over. The two of them spit-roasting her. She felt Jack escalate his attack, his cock swelling moments before he exploded inside of her. His lava hot seed filling her wanton pussy!

		When Jack pulled away from her, Bill purposely slid his hard shaft from her mouth and rounded the desk. Tori could only gasp as she felt him slip between her spread legs, she’d never been with a black man before. Never even thought about it. Well, guess what? That was about to change, big time! She whimpered when she felt him press against her ravaged petals. Her eyes popping wide open, a loud scream escaping her lips, when he entered her. His thick girth tearing her wide open.

		She’d never been that full before. OMG! He was fucking her! Shoving that big black cock into her tiny pussy like she was some tenth street whore. Breeding her! She was crying out constantly, her head thrashing back and forth, long hair flying as Bill fucked her mercilessly. His black hands gripping her hips tightly as he plunged into her again and again. Tori’s fingers clawed ineffectually against the polished desktop, sending papers flying everywhere. He was ripping her apart! And, so deep…

		Bill’s long cock was finding places inside of her she didn’t even know existed. Incoherent cries coming from her as he used her. Tori was just a babbling ragdoll beneath his onslaught. When he finally emptied himself inside of her, Tori nearly passed out. Her body stiffening in a violent seizure as a huge orgasm tore through her. Each pulse of that black monster sending her over the top again. His cum filling her to overflowing. The hot seed running freely down her legs, some even pooling on the polished floor beneath her.

		Afterwards, Tori gingerly stood back up. Her tiny frame shuddering as she gasped for breath. Her body covered in sweat, her beautiful long blonde hair now tangled and clinging damply to her face. The hot cum of the two men still oozing profusely from inside of her. She just looked at the two of them, silently adjusting her blouse and straightening her skirt. “Will that be all then, gentlemen?” she asked with a quiet smile.

		“Yes, I think that’s all for tonight, Tori. Um… By the way, would you please report to my office Monday morning? I think we need to find you a new position within the company. Something more suitable to your talents, and one where you can work more closely with the two of us,” grinned Bill. “I think I even have something in mind. Though, it may even involve some out of town travel with us on occasion. And, obviously, there will also be a suitable raise in compensation.”

		“Of course, it sounds wonderful. Thank you very much, Sir,” grinned Tori.

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		“It’s going to seem strange with Dave coming to visit without Karen. I always thought of them as one entity, I guess,” admitted Bob.

		“It’ll be different, that’s for sure. I have a feeling he misses her, but I’m sure he’ll be fine. It’s not like she was our best friend or anything,” replied Tori. “In a way, I’m glad she left him. I never did see the fit there.”

		“There’s no accounting for love and lust, you should know that by now.” laughed Bob. “I’m just glad that we’re okay, I don’t think we could be happier.”

		“Pervert! It just turns you on to think of me with Jack and Bill,” giggled Tori. “But, I do love you.”

		“And, I suppose you don’t like the arrangement?” he kidded.

		“Oh, I like the arrangement! It’s not every girl that gets to have a wonderful, loving husband and as much sex as she can handle. I absolutely adore being your ‘Hot Wife!’

		“Speaking of me being a ‘Hot Wife,’ how would you feel about having a threesome with Dave?” she asked innocently. “You always said you wouldn’t mind participating if the opportunity arose. Seems like it might be the perfect opportunity?”

		“Seriously? I think I might like that very much…”

		

		***

		

		Thank you for taking the time to read my story. I sincerely hope you enjoyed reading about Tori’s adventures as much as I did writing about them. If you enjoyed it, won’t you please take a moment to leave me a review at your favorite retailer? And, don’t forget to look for my other stories and novellas as well! Just click on my Author’s Page for a complete listing.

		

		Many Thanks!

		Richard Carlisle

		

	OEBPS/Images/image-Y2KBQ2OO.jpg





OEBPS/OEBPS/cover.jpg





