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		Prologue

		

		“Really, Tom. What are you getting so excited about? I haven’t seen Jack Baylor since college. And, I certainly have no intention of anything happening between the two of us. I’m married now. Remember? Besides, it’s been seven years since he’s seen me, and I’ve had two children. Just in case you’ve forgotten. I’d be way too ashamed even if he’d consider it. It’s not like I’m the skinny, cheerleader girlfriend he had back then,” laughed Tamsin sarcastically. “Believe me, he wouldn’t be the least bit interested in me anymore.”

		“You’re crazy if you think that, Tam. You’re beautiful. How many times do I have to tell you that?” asked her husband.

		“Forever, of course. You’re my husband, it’s a requirement of the job,” she giggled. “But, I do have eyes, Tom. I can see myself in the mirror, you know. I’m just being realistic, I’m almost thirty years old. And, I look every bit of it. My tits sag, my tummy is too big, and we won’t even mention the size of my posterior, thank you very much.”

		“Tam, I’ve told you before, you’re selling yourself short. You are still gorgeous, trust me,” said Tom seriously. “Besides, he is the one that got in touch after all this time, if you’ll recall?”

		“He’s just passing through town, Tom. He wants to catch up, that’s all. The most that’ll happen is a rather awkward dinner,” she said. The exasperation beginning to show in her voice. “Besides, you were invited to come along, remember? It’s not my fault you have a meeting that night.”

		“Hmmm… I can just picture it now, a nice intimate dinner for two? Maybe, some candlelight? Perhaps a few glasses of wine, and then, Tamsin for dessert?” winked Tom.

		“No, not happening, Tom. I’m telling you right now, you can just forget about my fulfilling your little fantasy while Jack is in town. I am not sleeping with him.”

		“Who said anything about sleeping?” grinned Tom leeringly.

		“OMG! You are insatiable. It’s not happening, you pervert,” giggled Tamsin. “End of discussion…”

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		“Tamsin, are you out of your mind? Tom gives you carte blanche with your old flame for a night, and you’re not interested?” Carolyn whispered. “I’d kill to have Gary give me an opportunity like that.”

		“I’m not you, Carolyn. Although, if I looked like you do…” inferred Tamsin huskily. “Well, let’s just say I’m being realistic. Besides, Tom’s silly fantasies aside, I just couldn’t. I’d feel too… I don’t know… Icky? I mean, it’s adultery,” hissed Tamsin quietly.

		“And, you’re an adult. So, big deal. It’s just one night, Tamsin. For crying out loud, you’ve got permission! It’s not even cheating, if your husband knows about it. They even have a name for it. It’s something they call being a ‘Hot Wife.’ It’s quite the thing anymore. I mean, you give the guy a blowjob, let him fuck your brains out, and then go back to your humdrum little life,” she giggled. “With the addition of some very exciting memories,” she purred.

		“Or, an absolute nightmare when it blows up in my face. I just couldn’t. What if Tom were to feel differently after… Well, you know. You can’t really predict how something like this might turn out. I could end up divorced and alone.”

		“Tom? Divorce you? Not a chance, love, he loves you way too much. Honestly, you do, at least, need to consider it, Tamsin. Please, tell me you’ll do that much?” simpered Carolyn.

		“No! N. O. No. You and Tom need to get it through your thick skulls that I will not break my wedding vows,” whispered Tamsin in disgust. “I don’t care how good looking he is, it’s not happening.”

		“Oh! So, you know he’s still good looking, do you?” smiled Carolyn.

		“Yes,” she admitted guiltily, rolling her eyes as she did. “I admit that he’s still gorgeous. I looked him up on Facebook. I couldn’t help it! I guess that’s partially why I can guarantee you, nothing is going to happen. I mean, look at me. I’m a dumpy thirty-year old Soccer Mom. And, he still looks like the damn star quarterback.”

		“Twenty-nine, and you are not ‘dumpy.’ You are pleasingly plump at the most,” smirked Carolyn. “I’d trade your tits for mine, any day.”

		“You have gorgeous tits, Carolyn. And, you know it. Now, can we just go back to having a nice little afternoon chat? And… To corralling the brood in the museum,” cried Tamsin heading to stop Jenny Davis from tipping over the statue she was heading for. School field trips! Ugh! Why did I ever volunteer for this today?

		“Okay, but don’t think for a minute that this conversation is over,” called Carolyn loudly at her retreating form. “I’m on Tom’s side in this. You should do it. I have a feeling it’s your fantasy, too.”

		Right, thought Tamsin, as she shooed Jenny away. Just spread my fat thighs for Jack Baylor like I was some slut. Just because he called after all these years to say he’s coming through town and would like to see me again. That is just not happening. Tom is out of his cotton-picking mind, if he thinks I’m doing anything. So, is Carolyn. I just couldn’t. I’d be cheating! It would be adultery! Break my wedding vows? There is no way I’d even consider it.

		Okay, I admit, it’s fun to fantasize about it when we’re in bed. Tom whispering to me to close my eyes and pretend it’s some hunk’s hands running up my leg. Or, that the dildo he’d gotten for me, was some other guy doing me. But, I know in my head that it’s not, it’s my husband. It’s a totally different thing. Fun, but still a different thing.

		These two idiots are suggesting that I do it for real. Like, Jack would even be interested! They are soooo out of their minds. He just wants to catch up. It’s been a long time since we were together. What’s so wrong with a little bit of curiosity? I’ve often wondered what happened to a lot of my friends from college, high school, too. It’s only natural. It doesn’t mean he wants to jump in bed with me.

		Mmmm… But, jumping in bed with Jack was a lot of fun. Snicker, snicker… He had this nice fat cock that just filled me so… Oh! For crying out loud! Cut it out, Tamsin. Damn you, Carolyn. Why did I ever mention it? Especially to you? Because, it’s on your mind, Dummy. Tom keeps harping on it. He’s driving me insane with this crazy idea of his. Her thoughts a jumble of mixed feelings.

		Oh, shit! Tamsin heading over to try and keep Billy Dawes from planting his hand prints on the Matisse hanging there. Why did I even agree to this silly dinner? I should have just said no up front, then none of this would ever have come up. It wouldn’t be an issue. But, nooooo! I didn’t do that. I told my husband about the invite, starting this whole cascade of events. Sleep with Jack Baylor? Right, like we’d really be sleeping. Tom knows exactly what we’d be doing, and it sure wouldn’t be sleeping! At least, it never was in the past…

		Damn, Jack did have a nice cock. Not that Tom isn’t good in bed, he is. I mean, it’s just that we’ve been married over six years now. Things just naturally slow down. It’s normal after this much time. Even Carolyn has the same complaints, and she’s gorgeous. I can’t say I blame Tom for not being all hot to trot over me anymore. I never did completely lose that last thirty pounds after Cassie was born. And, it’s just so hard to get all gussied up every day with the kids, and the house, and…

		You need to get hold of yourself, Tamsin. Get your life back together, that’s all. Maybe it wouldn’t hurt to get into some exercise routine again. Even spend a little more time getting cleaned up every day. Make the effort. It doesn’t mean you’re going to hop in bed with Jack Baylor. But, at least, you’ll maybe feel a little less dumpy when he sees you. Oh, shit! I really am going to be seeing him. I can’t believe I agreed to this. Maybe I should just cancel?

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		So, that’s Jack Baylor. Damn, he is a nice looking guy. Even I have to admit that. At least, the photos on Facebook show he’s still pretty well built. He must work out a lot, thought Tom. Wonder how he finds the time? I can barely manage to get through the day as it is. Work, Tamsin, kids, chores… It’s never ending! And, here’s this stud just breezing through town and wanting to take Tamsin out to dinner.

		Okay, Tom, admit it, he invited both of you. You know he did. It’s just that the company’s annual meeting is that day. I have to be there, there is just no getting around it. I won’t be free until maybe midnight that day, at best. Damn, just think of all the things that might happen between Tamsin and Jack in that amount of time?

		I know Tamsin is saying she doesn’t want to… Okay, I realize it’s a fantasy. My fantasy. I admit that. Hell, I don’t even know where it came from? I just find myself visualizing Tamsin with another man. His hands touching her lush curves, his tongue tasting her sweet pussy, his cock… Oh, shit! I’m getting hard just thinking about it. I don’t think she realizes just how hot she really is. She worries all the time about her weight. Okay, she got a little pudgy after Cassie was born. But, I love where she’s at now. Her breasts are fantastic. And, frankly, she needed some weight on her. She was always way too thin, too active before the kids. Not, that the two of them don’t keep her jumping. They’re a handful.

		But, what would be so wrong if she did have a fling with the guy? That’s all it would be, I know that. Tamsin would never risk losing the kids, losing what we have between us. I’ve always felt very secure about the two of us. It would just be one night of passion. And, then… Yeah, then… Well, I guess in my head, she’d just come back to me. Admittedly, she’d be… Used? Soiled? But, for some reason, that’s a turn on! Don’t ask me to explain that one. I can’t. It’s just part of the fantasy, I guess. Having her come back to me, her body still warm from his embrace, and wanting me. Choosing me over him. Reaffirming what we have together.

		Would she taste different? Smell different? Feel different? Yeah, I suppose she might? I mean, she’d have been with another man all night. But, I think I’d still want her. I don’t think it would mean I’d look at her differently. Okay, yeah, I guess that’s not true. I need to be real about this. I mean, she would be ‘different,’ wouldn’t she? She’d have to be. She wouldn’t just be my wife anymore. Some other guy would have used her, fucked her over and over, filled her with his own creamy seed.

		Yeah… Hmmm… About that… Well, she could use a condom. Or, maybe not? So, big deal! She’s on birth control. It’s not like she’d get pregnant by another guy. She’d just have some fun. Feel more… Womanly, or something. Maybe feel better about herself. Not so self-conscious about her weight. Feel like she was attractive again. That would be a good thing. Right?

		But, what if she wants more? What if, once this happens… I mean, like, if it should ever happen? What if she wants to do it again? With Jack, or even with somebody else? Would I still like the idea of that? That’s a real possibility, isn’t it? Her not wanting just me anymore?

		Well… I’ve read about all this. Some women become what they call a ‘Hot Wife.’ They see other guys but come home to their husbands each time. Still, feeling all safe and happy in their marriages. Just, becoming more exciting and alive, more alluring. I could dig that. I could! I mean, she’d really have to come back to me each time. I don’t want to lose her. Not ever. Or, the kids! They, like, bind us together forever. I don’t think either of us would ever consider breaking up because of them. So, this would just be about Tamsin getting to feel ‘hot’ again. Regain some of that youth and excitement that she used to exude.

		Of course, Tamsin is still saying there is no way she’ll ever consider it. But, I kind of hope that she’ll change her mind. Why not do it? It’s not like an opportunity like this comes along every day? It’s made to order. Her hunky ex coming through town, me tied up that night, the kids with her parents for the weekend? It doesn’t get any better.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		Tamsin was breathing heavily. She’d just come back to the house after a two-mile walk. Sweat still rolling down her body. Damn, she really was out of shape! She used to be able to jog that distance, no problem. At least, she’d managed to walk it. Oh, shit! Glancing at the clock, she quickly dashed to their en suite, turning on the shower. She had to get cleaned up and pick up the kiddos. Bobby would be getting out of his first-grade class at three, and then she needed to grab Cassie from preschool.

		Tamsin climbed into the shower gratefully. The hot water streaming down on her, helping to relax the sore muscles she had after her walk. Still, she felt good about the exercise. Not that it meant anything would be happening with Jack. No way! She just needed to get back into a routine of some sort. Besides, she was pretty sure that Tom wouldn’t complain if she took a little better care of herself. Snicker, snicker…

		A quick blow dry of her short hair, a touch of makeup, and she was ready to go. Tamsin took a last look at the mirror, then checked her watch. She still had a few minutes. Okay, a touch more makeup, some lipstick, and enough time to fix her hair a little nicer. She still missed her long, dark hair. It used to fall to her waist. Her mind drifting to how Jack used to like to pull her long hair while he… Cut it out, Tamsin! She had cut it short after Cassie was born. The little snot loved to pull her long hair when she was a baby. She’d been growing it again since Cassie was getting older now, but it just barely reached to her shoulders. Well, at least she wasn’t showing any gray yet. Her dark locks still shimmered back at her.

		Tamsin padded barefoot over to the walk-in closet and started to pull a pair of shorts and a top from the shelf. Then, she stopped. Maybe it wouldn’t hurt to look just a little nicer for a change? She pulled a sundress from the hanger and slid it over her body. It was a little snug at the top, but as she twirled before the mirror, it did showcase the swell of her breasts. Maybe, Tom was right? She didn’t look all that bad when she fixed herself up a little. At least, she felt better about herself when she did.

		Slipping on a pair of wedge heeled sandals, she quickly grabbed her purse and headed to the car. Hurrying, Tamsin didn’t even think about underwear until she walked outside the house. The slight breeze brushing against her pussy enticingly, causing her to pause. She almost went back inside, but she still had to get the kids. And, dinner? Oh, shit! Dinner! Well, maybe it was a KFC night? They all liked that.

		She felt especially wicked as she walked up the wide walkway in front of Billy’s school. She was looking for his blond head in the throng of kids pouring out the main doors. There he was! She waved at him, trying to get his attention. When he saw her, he smiled and ran in her direction. Tamsin loved that he still ran to give her a kiss. She knew that wouldn’t last too much longer. Boys will be boys.

		She knelt to hug him as he ran to her. Swinging him into her arms, as he giggled. “Did you have fun at school today?”

		“I got all my spellin’ words right, today,” he announced happily.

		Tamsin telling him how proud she was of him. Then, she noticed one of the teachers watching her closely. His eyes fastened lustfully on… OMG! She forgot that she was commando under her short dress. Well, she certainly hoped he got his jollies for the day. The pervert! I mean, really! Quickly standing up, her face turning somewhat red, as she ushered Billy to the car and buckled him in.

		Driving to pick up Cassie from preschool, her thoughts turned back to the unexpected erotic moment. She remembered the thick bulge she saw developing in that teachers pants. She guessed he really had gotten his jollies. For some reason, she found it excited her. Looking at her had turned him on. She kind of liked it.

		Tamsin was still thinking about it as she sat in the drive-thru at KFC. She’d flashed some guy, and it turned him on. Honestly, she didn’t think anybody would look twice at her anymore. She was just a dumpy thirty-year old mom. Who could get excited about that? Apparently, some teacher at Billy’s elementary school. Damn, she could feel her pussy getting damp just thinking about it! Her own honeyed scent reaching her nostrils as they waited for the order.

		By the time Tom got home, Tamsin was bending over the kitchen table and setting out the plates. His arrival announced with a wolf whistle as he caught a glimpse up her dress. Tamsin jerking around embarrassedly. “Your dinner with Jack isn’t tonight, or something, is it?” he asked.

		“Of course, not. Why would you even ask that?” she queried.

		“Well, damn, girl.! You look good enough to eat, that’s all. You don’t usually get all dolled up, just curious, I guess,” he admitted.

		“Men! I just got cleaned up a little today is all. Don’t make a fuss about it,” she laughed.

		“Oh, trust me, I’m not complaining. You look hot, Baby. That’s all.”

		Maybe, she really did? Tamsin’s thoughts drifting a little as she finished setting the table. It wouldn't hurt to fix herself up a little more often. It kind of made her feel better about herself, too. And, Tom certainly seemed to appreciate the effort. At least, he did after the kiddos were in bed!

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		OMG! The view up Tamsin’s short dress as she leaned over the kitchen table tonight was something else. She wasn’t even wearing panties. I thought my cock was going to burst right then and there. Damn, she can still turn me on after all this time. I wish she’d do that more often. Fix herself up like that, I mean. I don’t know why women think it’s okay to just let themselves go once they’re married?

		They certainly expect men to stay relatively in shape. I know I’m not the guy she married, but I still look darn good. No beer belly, I still do all the yard work and handy stuff around the house. Hell, I even help her clean up around there every weekend. I appreciate that the kids are a handful. And, it was a joint decision for her to quit work and stay home with them. Not that we need her salary, not with what I’m making anymore. But, it was nice that she used to get cleaned up every day. She always looked nice, you know?

		Now it’s just baggy shorts or jeans and a loose-fitting top, tennies or flipflops on her feet. What happened to the clothes horse that I married? Two kids and a husband, I guess. I wonder if I can encourage her to dress up a little like this all the time? Hmmm… You don’t suppose that it has anything to do with Jack Baylor, do you?

		Naw! That’s way too much to hope for. I don’t think she’ll even consider letting him fuck her. Though, I wish she would. I know it’s just a fantasy, but I really think I’d like to have her do that. It’d be so hot! Plus, I think it would be good for her. Make her remember who she used to be. I think she’s forgotten just how hot she was back then. She can be more than the ‘soccer mom’ roll she seems to have fallen into. A LOT more.

		I bet most any guy that saw the view I just got, would want her. Damn, isn’t it time for the kids to go to bed yet? She might not have appreciated my wolf whistle, but I wanted her to know just how hot she looked. I don’t think she appreciated the crack about her dinner with Jack being tonight, either. But, shit, it’s on my mind! What can I say? It’s hard not to think about her fucking him. They’ll be together… Alone together, for hours.

		I know that he was her last serious boyfriend before we met. They went together for a couple of years. Jack, the big football star, and Tamsin the hot little cheerleader. It was like they were meant to be together. Not that she would ever tell me much about any of her lovers. Oh, we did the whole numbers thing, but that was it. After hearing her number, I wasn’t sure I wanted to know anymore. Not back then, anyway. Hell, I know I married above me. Tamsin was like a ’10,’ and me? Well, maybe a ‘7’ or ‘8’ on a good day. Jack? Yeah, he could easily be in the ‘10’ category.

		It wasn’t until after we got the munchkins into bed that I got to take advantage of Tamsin’s state of dress. Or, lack thereof! Slipping up behind her, I put my arms around her. Kissing her neck softly. Tamsin purring a little as I did. I loved that about her, she had always been vocal. If she liked something, she let you know. Occasionally, her cries would even wake one of the kids. Maybe, that was part of why things slowed down between us? I don’t know.

		But, I did know that we didn’t have sex nearly as often anymore. Even when we did, it seemed to be more out of a sense of duty, than about passion and pleasure. Guess what? Tonight, it was about passion! Tamsin melting against me as we stood in the kitchen. My hands sliding under her short dress, caressing the soft skin of her thighs, her creamy ass cheeks.

		She let out a little cry as my fingers found her moist slit, toying with her. Teasing her bud of nerves, Tamsin whimpering as I did. She was so wet. Damn, she was really turned on tonight! I didn’t know why, but I knew I liked it. For some reason, I suspected it was something other than me paying a little attention to her. We loved each other, but we were long past the hot to trot stage of our lives.

		My cock felt like it was about ready to burst. My fingers were stroking her G-spot over and over, as Tamsin gripped the countertop. Her head tossing passionately as she moaned her pleasure. I couldn’t wait any longer. Quickly, I unfastened my zipper and dropped my pants and shorts to the floor. Flipping her short dress up, I moved up behind her. Her pink lotus petals opening wide as my cock pressed against her.

		“Oh, yes! Yes! Do me, Tom. Take me right here,” she whimpered.

		I slid my cock into her pulsing warmth. OMG! It was like sinking into warm velvet! Her pussy wrapping tightly around my hard rod as I slid all the way inside of her. Tamsin letting out a little scream as I bottomed out into her depths. My cock slowly sliding in and out of her velvety sheath. Again, and again, I pistoned into her. My cock finally exploding inside her, spurting hot cum into her welcoming womb. Tamsin spinning around afterwards and kissing me passionately.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		Tamsin had been working at her routine for the last two weeks. As she gazed into the mirror, she honestly thought she could see some results. Her thighs were firming up and she’d lost three pounds. Tom had been more attentive recently, too. Though, he still insisted on pushing his agenda. The idea exciting her, even if the reality would never happen.

		She was meeting Carolyn for their traditional Friday lunch. They were sitting there over their iced tea and talking. When the waitress came back for their order, Tamsin decided to forgo her usual burger and opting for a salad instead, she saw Carolyn look at her strangely. “You’re actually thinking about it, aren’t you?” gushed her friend. “I’m so proud of you.”

		“What are you talking about?” asked Tamsin.

		“Look at you. A salad for lunch? Your hair is fixed up, you’re wearing makeup? And, a dress? Where’s the grubby khaki’s and loose-fitting top, Tamsin? I feel positively underdressed.”

		“I just decided to clean myself up a little, is all. Don’t go reading all sorts of dirty thoughts into it, Carolyn. I am not doing anything with anybody. Period,” she answered haughtily.

		“Okay, if you say so. You do look good, though. Been exercising, maybe?”

		“Just trying to take a daily walk, nothing major. Tom seems to appreciate the effort,” giggled Tamsin.

		“Uh, huh. You just keep telling yourself that, Tamsin. Maybe it’ll sink in. But, somehow, I don’t think so. You’re thinking about it!”

		“Carolyn, even if I would ever consider it, I’m sure Jack wouldn’t. After all, he knows I’m married with two kids. I’m far from his dream girl anymore. We are just going to catch up over dinner, period. Remember, he even invited Tom to join us? He is well aware that I’m married.”

		“So? Guys are kinky. I have a feeling that a wedding ring wouldn’t stop him, not if he’s interested. He’d leap at the chance to jump you. And, looking at you right now, I don’t blame him,” stated Carolyn flatly.

		“What’s that supposed to mean?”

		“Just that. Hell, girl, you look delicious. I’d do you,” giggled Carolyn. The remark causing a thrill to run up Tamsin’s spine. And, uh, other places, too. Her nipples hardening beneath the thin sundress she was wearing. Her face becoming just the slightest shade of red at the remark. After all, she’d never thought of Carolyn in that way. Oh, she’d never been shy about messing around with her dormmate at college. The two of them ‘practicing’ whenever they didn’t have dates. The idea of Carolyn’s blonde head between her spread thighs turning her on. She wondered what she tasted like?

		“You know, I feel like having a glass of wine today. Do you mind?” she asked hesitantly.

		“Mmmm… I’m always up for a glass of wine, Tamsin. I thought you knew that by now,” grinned her friend, shyly.

		

		*

		

		An hour later, the two of them were back at Carolyn’s house. Another glass of wine in front of them. Tamsin had, at least, called for her Mom to pick up the kids and babysit them tonight. She and Tom could pick them up tomorrow, leaving her free for the afternoon. Carolyn was sitting next to her, curled up on the sofa. She’d kicked her shoes off, her long legs tucked beneath her. Tamsin could see her perfectly manicured feet, with the cute little toe ring. Her sultry perfume filling the air as they sipped their drinks. Carolyn’s fingers winding in her blonde hair so enticingly.

		Tamsin felt a little overdressed next to her friend. She was the one in a dress today. Carolyn was just wearing a pair of hip-hugger, short-shorts and a halter top. Her small breasts pressing against the tight fabric of her top. She could even see the outline of her hard nipples as they talked. Oh… This was not a good idea. But, then neither was anything else they’d been talking about. Carolyn still hung up on Tamsin’s upcoming dinner date.

		When Carolyn got up for another bottle of wine, Tamsin caught a glimpse up her shorts, she was commando underneath. Her pink labia glistening as her shorts rode up between them. OMG! Tamsin was definitely getting turned on. When Carolyn returned, she bent to refill her glass. Their lips close to each other. It just seemed so natural.

		Carolyn leaned in, her lips brushing against Tamsin’s ever so softly. Looking back at her, Tamsin’s breathing escalated. She shouldn’t… They shouldn’t… Her lips were so soft as Tamsin kissed her back. Suddenly, Carolyn’s tongue was probing against hers. The two of them dueling together, hands beginning to explore each other. Carolyn’s fingers wrapping around Tamsin’s full breasts. Squeezing her nipples ever so softly, sending an electric shock racing through her.

		Tamsin reached up, pulling the tie to Carolyn’s top. Her small breasts suddenly bare before her. She had little pink nipples, their points standing out so proudly. She couldn’t resist. Tamsin closed her lips around one of those swollen buds. Carolyn whimpering at her soft touch. It had been so long since anybody had suckled her like that. Gary, more of a let’s get over with type of husband.

		They played like that for a while, just kissing and touching. Finally, Tamsin felt her zipper being pulled down. Her little sundress falling away, leaving her just as topless as Carolyn was. Lips closing around her nipple, suckling her. Again, and again, they traded places, until Carolyn finally pulled away. Her eyes glazed with lust, she held out her hand.

		Tamsin let her lead her down the hallway to the bedroom. The two of them shedding their remaining clothes before tumbling on to the big king-sized mattress. Automatically assuming a sixty-nine posture. OMG! Carolyn tasted so wonderful! Her sweet honeyed dew moist on Tamsin’s hungry lips. Her sweet fluids bursting onto her taste buds. Carolyn writhing in ecstasy beneath her probing tongue. Crying out over and over as Tamsin expertly made love to her.

		Carolyn returning the favor, just as readily. Tamsin’s body jerking madly as she exploded in orgasm over and over. Her thighs wrapped around Carolyn’s blonde head, pulling her deep inside of her love tunnel. Her own juices flowing freely as the blonde lapped sweetly at her well of life.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		Tamsin just had time to finish a quick shower and get cleaned up before Tom would be home. She quickly put on some makeup and lipstick. Her dark hair curling softly around her face, she padded into the walk-in, grabbing a little black dress from its hanger. Tom, whether he knew it or not, was taking her out to dinner tonight. After which, she had every intention of fucking him silly. Her afternoon of delight, leaving her full of lust and wanting more. Or, was it just guilt she was feeling? Okay, maybe that was a part of it. But, so what? Tom wouldn’t complain. She was pretty sure that Gary would be getting some tonight, too. Their tryst leaving them both surprised and breathless.

		Tamsin had just slipped on a pair of spike heels when Tom walked in to the bedroom. “What’s up, Babe? Did I forget something?”

		“No, but you get to take me out tonight anyway, Lover. The kids are at Mom and Dad’s until tomorrow,” she purred.

		“Wow! I would have come home sooner if I’d known you were waiting for me looking like this,” he grinned. “You look gorgeous tonight.”

		“Aww… You’re just saying that, cause you want to get laid tonight,” grinned Tamsin. “Play your cards right, and you just might. Now, go get ready.”

		Thirty minutes later, Tom was escorting her down the drive to his car. The mini-van reserved for Tamsin and the kids, Tom drove a sporty little Camaro. His eyes opening wide as he assisted her into the low bucket seat. Her short dress hiking up, revealing her commando condition. Tom’s heart rate increasing at the delightful sight in front of him. He even leaned in and kissed her before closing the door.

		“What was that for?” she asked shyly as he sat down behind the wheel.

		“I just appreciated the view, Babe. Damn, you are sure looking hot anymore. Are you sure you’re not considering my proposal?”

		“I am not considering any such thing, Tom. I’ve told you that before. You are all I need, and all I ever want for the rest of my life,” she said softly.

		“I’m not suggesting that you change the rest of our lives, Tamsin. Just giving you permission to spice things up, now and again,” he grinned. Tamsin rolling her eyes at his lusty comments. At least, he dropped the subject for the rest of the drive.

		When the valet opened the door for her at the restaurant, Tamsin was suddenly very aware of her commando condition. Tom getting an eyeful was one thing, but the handsome young man in front her was something else. Oh, hell! There wasn’t a damn thing she could do about it now. She let him help her out of the low-slung car, her pussy glistening in front of his probing eyes as she climbed out. Only slightly red in the face, she let Tom escort her inside.

		“Having fun?” he grinned.

		“Shut up, Tom. I couldn’t help it! It was your idea to take the Camaro.”

		“It was your idea, to be commando tonight,” he countered, a twinkle in his eyes. “I… I don’t mind, you know. It’s kind of hot to think of him drooling over my wife like that,” he added shyly.

		“Is that how you’re looking at my ‘date’ with Jack?” she teased. “Would it really make you hot to think of me with him?”

		“You know it would, Tamsin. I’m serious, really, I am. I’m totally fine with you having a little fun that night. Just remember to come back home to me. That’s all I ask,” his voice taking on a very serious tone. “That’s all I’ll ever ask, Darling.”

		Tamsin suddenly found herself having a difficult time breathing. He really did seem serious about her having sex with Jack. Not that she wouldn’t like it, she knew she would. Jack had been the best lover she’d ever had. Hands down. His cock was just so thick and long. But, she just couldn’t. Having a little frolic with Carolyn was one thing, but fucking another man? Damn, she could feel herself getting wet again, just thinking about it. Or, was it just what had happened earlier? Oh, fuck! Damn, she could detect the scent of her excitement even now, just sitting there at the bar as they waited for a table.

		Finally, they got to their table and had dinner. Tamsin was beginning to feel the effects of so many glasses of wine. After all, she’d had three… Or, maybe four with Carolyn, and now three more with dinner. The amount suddenly hitting her as Tom helped her up from the table after dinner. She was tipsy. Giggles and all!

		He waltzed her out of the restaurant, taking the keys from the valet. His eyes watching as the valet ‘assisted’ her into the car. Tamsin not even trying to cover herself this time around. Her pink nether lips totally exposed as she sat down in the low seat. She didn’t even pull her dress back down after she was in the car. Her thighs openly displayed as they pulled away.

		Tom stealthily slid his hand off the console shift lever to Tamsin’s bare thigh. His fingers stroking her soft skin, quiet little mewls starting to come from her lips. His fingers stroking her even as they pulled on to the expressway and headed home.

		He heard the quiet snick of her seatbelt before the chime registered. Tamsin leaning over the console, her fingers finding his zipper. “You watch the road, Tom. I have my eyes on something else,” she giggled. Tom, hurriedly pulling the car back into their own lane of traffic. Tamsin deftly extracted his swelling cock, her lips sliding over his girth as she sucked him deep into her mouth. Her tongue twisting around his cock like a snake.

		He was gasping as Tamsin’s head bobbed up and down on his shaft. Fuck, she was good at this. Tom had no doubt that she’d had a lot of practice before he met her. She’d never denied her past, not when they compared numbers anyway. She was definitely the more experienced of the two. But, he’d never doubted her fidelity, either. Maybe, that was why he was contemplating this? He never expected that she could be faithful, not with as many men as she’d slept with before him. And, yet, she had been. At least, he thought she had.

		Think about it, if she hadn’t, she’d have jumped at the chance to bring it out into the open. No, she’d never cheated on him. Not with a man, anyway. He wasn’t so sure about some of her girlfriends, but that wasn’t exactly a big deal. In his eyes, it wouldn’t even be cheating. Just fooling around a little. But, what if she did sleep with Jack? Well, it wouldn’t be cheating. Not anymore, not since he’d given her permission. OMG! If he didn’t change his line of thought, he’d explode all over the damn car. Tamsin was sucking him like crazy.

		“Cum for me, Baby! I want you to. I promise, I’ll let you do other things to me when we get home,” she giggled. “Anything you want…”

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		Fuck! She felt so hot tonight. Tom didn’t know why, and he didn’t care. But she’d let him cum in her mouth on the drive home. His hot jizz spurting into her voracious mouth over and over. She hardly ever did that! He idly wondered if showing herself so blatantly to the valet might have helped turn her on? If so, he’d have to encourage that behavior far more often. Damn! That had been hot, seeing her like that. Her nether lips spread so openly, her honeyed dew glistening on her soft, pink petals.

		Tamsin slipped immediately from the car as soon as he pulled into the drive. Leaving him to lock up the house before heading back to their bedroom. When he walked in, she already had the covers turned down. Just a dim light was on in the room, some soft music already playing. She was standing at the head of the bed, her eyes burning into his as she slowly and sensuously slid the zipper down on her dress. A quick shrug of her shoulders and she stood before him naked. Her body nearly taking away his breath. She’d been working out lately, and it showed. Oh, she hadn’t lost all that much weight or anything. It was just distributed a little better, her stomach and thighs firming up from her efforts. Her breasts were just as full and lush, her nipples just as rosy. The dark bush that covered her nether regions just as inviting. She’d let it grow back again after Cassie. The tight, dark curls hiding her lush nether lips. Not that he hadn’t liked the shaved mound she had when they first met, he did. But, he loved her either way.

		Tom quickly pulled his clothes off as Tamsin looked on, licking her lips. The taste of him still clinging to her mouth. As he approached her, she put her arms around him. She was nearly as tall as he was in her heels. Their lips crushing together as she Frenched him. Her tongue twisting around in his mouth just like it had earlier with Carolyn. The memory causing a thrill to run through her. She didn’t care that she tasted of cum, forcing him to taste himself as they kissed. In a way, she kind of liked it. It added a little bit of a kink to their lovemaking.

		Tamsin suddenly thinking of kissing him with Jack’s salty cum in her mouth, a shock running through her at the illicit image in her mind. OMG! She couldn’t, she just couldn’t. Little mewls coming from her again as his lips found her nipples, suckling her. His beard harsh against her soft skin, so different from Carolyn’s soft kisses. So differe… A tremendous orgasm firing through her at his voracious suckling. He was the second person to suckle her today. Fuck! She was such a slut. But, I’ve never cheated on him, not really. She was pretty sure that Carolyn didn’t count. Not in his mind, anyway. He’d no doubt get off on it if he knew. Men!

		Oh, fuck! He was kissing down her tummy now, his tongue tickling the swell she still had after birthing their two kids. He loved her, she knew that. Without a doubt, he loved her. And, she him. But, she had to admit that being with Carolyn had stirred something inside of her. Something dark and forbidden. And, then, when she’d flashed the valet tonight? That had been intentional, no question about it. The second time anyway. It… It made her feel so hot.

		OMG! Tamsin cried out as Tom’s tongue snaked along her moist slit. Stars burst before her eyes as his talented tongue slid inside her moist tunnel. “Oh! Oh! Yes! Eat me, Baby!” she cried. She loved the feel of him like this. Loved the feel of him inside her. She didn’t understand this desire he seemed to have to share her. But, the fantasy was exciting. Still, that’s all it was, a fantasy. She couldn’t let anything else happen.

		“Did Jack ever eat you like this, Baby? Did he? Did he put his tongue inside of you? Taste your sweet pussy?” he asked urgently.

		“No,” she gasped. “No, not that. Jack… Jack was more about just, you know… Fucking.”

		“He has no idea what he missed,” grinned Tom. “Maybe he’s grown up since then, maybe this time…”

		“Oh, FUCK!!!!!” she screamed. “OMG! Yes!!!!!” Tamsin’s body vibrating violently as she exploded in orgasm. Tom’s tongue, his beguiling words, the image of Jack’s hard cock filling her… She’d no sooner stopped shaking, then Tom had her in his arms, pulling her towards their big bed. The two of them tumbling onto the fluffy pillow top mattress, kissing each other over and over.

		Finally, Tom slid between her open thighs. His hard cock pressing against her soft petals. Those same petals that Carolyn had licked so frantically earlier. The same ones that Jack… Damn! She couldn’t shake the image from her mind. The long-ago memory of Jack’s hard cock filling her, making her scream out loud in ecstasy. She’d never been filled like that before or since. And… Oh, fuck, she would love to feel it again.

		But, right now, it was Tom’s cock filling her. Riding her, sending waves of passion soaring through her. Oh, fuck, she was going to… Tamsin screamed as another orgasm tore through her. She hadn’t cum like this for years. Was it… Oh, was it really just the fantasy image of Jack filling her again? Or, maybe it was her afternoon tryst with Carolyn? She could hope that was all it was. She just couldn’t give in to temptation with Jack. She couldn’t!

		Tom crashed into her over and over. His hard cock thrusting deep inside her welcoming pussy. Tamsin crying out with every stroke. Again, and again he slammed into her. Until, finally, she felt him swell. His thrusts becoming frantic. He was close. “Yes, Baby. Do it, fuck me! Fill me with your hot seed. Cum for me,” she whimpered.

		Tamsin screamed as she felt him let loose. The lava hot cum bursting inside of her. Filling her with warmth, as she exploded into another orgasm. Damn, she needed that. She lay there, gasping for breath. Sweat covering her body, covering the both of them. Tom still on top of her as his cock dwindled inside of her moist pussy. His lips warm on hers. She could feel his hot cum oozing down between her legs. Not caring, just enjoying the feeling of closeness, of oneness between them.

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		“So, what have you decided?” asked Carolyn excitedly.

		“I told you before, it’s not about to happen, Carolyn. Just quit asking about it. I don’t even want to think about it. I’m nervous enough as it is.”

		“Well, you need to think about, Sweetie. Your date is Friday night. Is Tom still just as gung-ho at the idea of you cheating on him?” Carolyn, unabashedly continuing on, despite Tamsin’s protest.

		“Yes, he’s still urging me to do it. It’s driving me insane,” admitted Tamsin. “I mean, Jack was terrific in bed. Really, he was. He had this huge cock, like really huge. I’ve never been stretched like that before or since. It was totally wild, being with him. But, I’m just not that girl anymore, you know? I’m a grown woman with a family. I can’t just go off chasing some guy’s hard dick.”

		“So? Why not? What’s stopping you? Tom’s given his blessing, he won’t even be around that night. I mean, by the time the both of you get back home Friday, it’ll all be over and done, like it never happened. It’s not even like he’s pining away at home or something waiting for you, he’s out doing his thing. It’s certainly not your fault he can’t be there. I say, go for it, girl.”

		“I know you say, ‘go for it,’ Carolyn. But, I’m not you. Besides, I honestly don’t think Jack would be interested, not once he’s actually seen me. I’m an easy twenty pounds heavier, I’ve got stretch marks. I’m not his spirited little cheerleader girlfriend anymore. I’m just not,” she said quietly. “Hell, I couldn’t do the splits if my life depended on it anymore.

		“Who cares? You still look damn hot to me,” snickered Carolyn. Her tongue brushing against Tamsin’s nipple, causing it to engorge.

		“Not fair, Carolyn. Oh, that feels sooooo good,” whimpered Tamsin.

		“I bet Jack could make you feel good, too,” giggled Carolyn. “I bet he could make you feel REAL good.”

		“Oh, just shut up and kiss me, Carolyn,” hissed Tamsin. Their tongues dueling passionately as she complied. The two of them were lying in the big king-sized bed at Tamsin’s. She didn’t have to get ready to pick up the little ones for another three hours. And, they intended to make the most of it. Ever since that first afternoon, they were having a difficult time keeping their hands off each other. Their hidden feelings of passion having built up over years of friendship, to the point that it finally boiled over. The two of them attacking each other frequently.

		Tamsin was having the time of her life. Carolyn pulling her into a liaison once or twice a week during the day, and Tom ravaging her nearly every night. His fantasies in full control as he dreamed about her upcoming dinner date with Jack. She still refused to believe that he was serious. Or, that she could actually go through with it, even if he was. But, she had to admit that the fantasy was a whole lot of fun.

		So, was the feel of Carolyn’s tongue teasing her clit. Tamsin forgot about her dilemma while she began to return the favor. Savoring the taste of Carolyn’s sweet pussy. The two of them driving towards a crashing orgasm. Afterwards, lying happily exhausted in each other’s arms.

		

		*

		

		As Tamsin got cleaned up after her tryst with Carolyn, her thoughts drifted to Friday. The plans for that night were already cast in stone. She was meeting Jack at the restaurant for dinner at six. Tom had arranged for his parents to pick up the kids after school and keep them for the weekend. Being childless on Friday, would allow Tamsin all the time she wanted to get ready for her ‘big night,’ as Tom called it. She had reminded him, ad nauseum, that it was just a dinner, nothing more. Still, he persisted in continuing to pursue his agenda. One that Carolyn seemed to be one hundred percent behind. Carolyn going so far as to leave her a package of condoms before she left. The two of them pushing her towards something she didn’t want. Or, at least, that she shouldn’t want.

		But, the truth was, she really did want it. The more the two of them incited her, the more excited she became. Her psyche inflamed by erotic memories of her previous lover. Jack had been a great fuck. But, their relationship had been very one sided. He had been very demanding. Being with him was almost like being a ‘sub,’ a sexual play toy. Using her, whenever and wherever the whim happened to hit him; in his car, at the movie theatre, under the bleachers, in a booth at the restaurant, once even in front of his friends.

		That was why she finally broke up with him. It was one thing to be his personal fuck toy, but when he gave her to his friends that night, it was too much. The three of them using her over and over. She’d never told Tom about that, or anybody else, for that matter. Not that it hadn’t been fun, it had. It was too much, though. If that was all she was to him, she knew there could be no future.

		Of course, nobody was suggesting a ‘future’ with Jack now. They were just encouraging her to have an affair. Something purely sexual that would ‘light her fire.’ That was certainly something Jack knew how to do. The thought causing her to giggle as she turned off the water in the shower and dried herself.

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		Thursday night, after they’d gotten the kids to bed, Tom came into the family room and sat a glass of wine down next to her. When Tamsin looked at him a little skeptically, he grinned and pulled her to him. Giving her a kiss, he pulled a small jewelry box from his pocket. “I know you feel very unsure about tomorrow night, Tamsin. I really do mean that you have a ‘free pass.’ You can do anything you want with Jack, and I won’t be upset. Promise.

		“I’ve racked my brain to find a way to prove that to you. To show you that I love you, and only want you to feel free to do whatever you want. I know this ‘fantasy’ of mine seems unusual to you. But, it’s really not. I’ve done some investigating on line about it, it’s quite common. There’s even a term for it. It’s called being a ‘Hot Wife.’ As a part of that, I learned that there is a symbol that the men involved give to their wives.”

		Tom opened the little velvet jewelry case, revealing a heavy gold link chain. Getting down on his knees, he fastened it around her ankle. “Women that wear an ankle bracelet… Well, it means that they are free to do whatever they want sexually. They have the full consent and love of their husbands to have sex with another man, or woman, whenever they choose,” he grinned sheepishly. Tamsin suddenly wondering if he knew about Carolyn? Or, at least, suspected?

		“Although, I do ask that you tell me. Don’t cut me out of that part of your life. Of course, I still want to have sex with you, too. And, you must promise to come back to me and the kids,” he said solemnly. Tamsin realizing that Carolyn had used that same term with her before. A ‘Hot Wife.’ Hmmm… Could she ever really be that? Tom certainly seemed serious about it, almost too serious.

		She wanted to please him, she loved him. But, this? It still seemed too far out. Having sex with Jack, with Tom’s knowledge and consent? Fully expecting her to come back home to him a fallen woman? With Jack’s sweat and cum all over her body? Or, was he expecting her to magically get cleaned up in between? Right! Sure, Tamsin. Dream on! There was no way that was going to happen.

		First off, Jack would never let her get cleaned up after. Not unless he’d changed a lot. He was more of an ‘I’m done, you need to leave now,’ type of lover. Besides, knowing Jack, he’d no doubt get off on sending her home full of his cum. Rubbing what he’d done to her in Tom’s face. Showing that he could still bed her whenever he wanted. Do whatever he wanted to her. There was just no way! Tamsin just couldn’t bring herself to do that to Tom. Even if he was asking her to.

		Though, right now, her thoughts kept drifting. Tom still on his knees before her. Only, he wasn’t toying with her ankle bracelet anymore! His face was buried between her spread legs as he licked her lovingly. His tongue teasing her clit over and over, before plunging deep inside of her velvety smoothness. Oh, fuck! She loved the way he treated her. Like she was some goddess, worthy of his worship. Tamsin crying out, as an orgasm raced through her.

		Finally, she had to pull him away. She just couldn’t take it anymore. Her body was still shaking from her last orgasm, as she pulled his moist face from between her legs. She got down on the floor with him, kissing him. Tasting her own sweet essence in his kiss. So similar to Carolyn’s, yet so different. She’d know the taste of her anywhere, even blindfolded.

		The two of them rolled together on the floor, giggling as they kissed. “You’re insatiable, you know that, right?” she laughed.

		“Promise me, you’ll think about tomorrow?” he asked. “I really want you to have the freedom to be with him if you’d like. Just come back home to me, that’s all I ask.”

		“Tom… I…” the look on his face as she started to say no again, enough to break her heart. “I promise I’ll think about it, but I’m not going to guarantee you anything. Now, make love to me, you idiot.”

		The two of them quickly shedding their clothes right there in the family room. Tamsin lying like some Egyptian queen across some throw pillows as Tom filled her with his hard cock. His cock burying itself in her over and over. Her passionate cries muffled by his kisses. She loved this man.

		

		*

		

		Friday morning, Tamsin was still snuggled in bed when Tom left. He’d told her he’d drop the kids off, and to get as much rest as she wanted. He was expecting it to be a late night for both of them. A last kiss, and she watched the bedroom door close quietly behind him. She heard the kids laughing and giggling as Tom ushered them out of the house. Then, the closing of the front door, and the quiet stillness of their empty house.

		She stretched catlike on their big bed. Just luxuriating in doing nothing for a change. Tom had gotten the munchkins cleaned up and fed, packed their bags for spending the weekend with Gramma and Grandpa, and ferried them both to school. Leaving her free for the first time in… Wow! A very long time. All so she could be rested for her ‘dinner’ tonight. Tom, now fully expecting her to go through with his fantasy. I mean, she did promise she’d think about it, but that was all! She still had no intention of fucking Jack Baylor tonight, or any night.

		After a leisurely late breakfast, sitting at the table in just her shorty robe, she rinsed her dishes and stashed them in the dishwasher. She was just leaning against the kitchen counter drinking her coffee, when the doorbell rang. Tamsin almost didn’t answer it, she was just in a short little satin robe. But, seeing it was a delivery van, she did.

		“Mrs. Tamsin Martin?” asked the driver.

		“Yes?” she queried.

		“Sign here, please,” said the driver. His eyes roaming her disheveled appearance. Her bare legs fully on display as she signed the receipt. The way he looked at her, you’d think there was a little more on display. Handing him the signed receipt, he handed her two boxes. Then, wished her a good day.

		Tamsin set the boxes on the kitchen table, wondering what in the hell she was getting? It wasn’t her birthday or anything. Tearing open the smaller box first, she found a pair of four-inch spike heels. Very sexy and expensive looking spike heels. Her size, too. Turning to the larger box, she ripped the paper off. Inside was a card. The boxes were from Tom! The card, a simple, ‘thinking of you’ card, with the note:

		

		For tonight, just remember I love you…

		

		Tamsin, hastily pulled aside the tissue paper, finding a dress beneath. OMG! Well, she guessed you could call it a dress. It was black, and obviously very expensive. With a deep plunging neckline and a very short, flared hemline. The material was unbelievably soft and slightly translucent as she held it up. Did her husband really expect her to wear this? Tonight? With Jack? It was like an open invitation to fuck her. Oh, shit! This was getting entirely too real.

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		

		Tamsin had poured herself a glass of white wine before climbing into the shower. She’d decided to forgo her walk today, she was as ready as she’d ever be to meet her old flame. Not that her exercise routine had been ever been about tonight. It had been for Tom. Yes, that was it. Of course, it had been for her husband.

		She had finished washing her hair, and showering, and was now shaving her legs. The razor moving higher and higher, leaving her legs silky smooth. It was never really a conscious decision, at least she didn’t think it was? But, she spread the shaving cream ever higher, until it covered her bushy pubic area. Surprising even herself, as the razor swept her mound bare, just the way it had been back in the day. Back when she had been Jack’s.

		Tamsin dried herself hesitantly. Why had she done that? Was she really going to go through with this? Fulfilling Tom’s fantasy? Or, was it becoming her fantasy, too? She dried her hair and brushed it till it gleamed in the lights. Then, she did her nails, something she hadn’t done for years. She sat there in front of her vanity, wiggling her toes while they dried, sipping on another glass of wine.

		Carolyn called while she sat there, looking for an update. Still encouraging her to play around tonight. Probably trying to live vicariously through Tamsin. Yes, she was ‘thinking about it!’ But, that was all. She’d promised Tom she would at least do that much, but she still didn’t think anything would happen between her and Jack tonight.

		“You just keep telling yourself that, Sweetie,” laughed Carolyn. “Tell me all about it later.” Then, she told her to have fun, and reminded her to take the box of condoms with her. Then, she hung up, letting her finish getting ready. Tamsin even more unsure of what to do, than she had been before.

		She was putting on her makeup when the doorbell rang again. OMG! What this time? Quickly donning her shorty robe again, she answered the door. This time greeted by a dozen roses! Another gift from Tom, the enclosed card reminding her to have fun, and telling her he loved her. Her insides full of knots, Tamsin put water in a vase and set the flowers on the coffee table. They really were beautiful.

		With a deep sigh, she went back to finish getting ready. She’d decided to do her eyes darker tonight, sexier. A touch of lipstick, and she stood back to survey the reflection in front of her. Her full breasts were still fairly firm, especially after nursing two kids. Her waist had slimmed down these last few weeks, and her thighs were now firmer. And, her ass? Well, it was definitely wider than it used to be. More Rubenesque, she guessed. Or, so Tom claimed.

		As satisfied as she could be, Tamsin padded barefoot out into the bedroom. Tom’s presents lay spread out on the bed. Her little black dress and heels. It was obvious that she couldn’t wear a bra in that dress. She thought about pulling a thong from the dresser, but she had been going commando a lot recently. And, Tom seemed to approve of it. Tamsin giggling at the thought. Oh, yes! He definitely approved of it! He hadn’t provided one in his ‘gift package,’ either.

		Tamsin slipped the dress on, the fabric softly brushing against her smooth skin. OMG! It felt so sensuous. A tug on the zipper, and it magically conformed to her curves. Hugging her breasts tightly, a very large amount of cleavage visible in the plunging neckline. Her pink nipples standing out proudly against the clingy fabric. She could even see the outline of her aureole. Oh, this dress practically screamed, ‘fuck me!’

		Embarrassingly, Tamsin slipped her toes into the pair of heels he’d sent her. Her new ankle bracelet shimmering in the afternoon light, her sign of permission. She straightened herself and walked over to the floor length mirror in the corner of their bedroom. OMG! She looked… She looked beautiful. It was like the dress was custom made for her. Hugging every curve, her heels lending that certain look to her legs. Making them appear more shapely than ever.

		Grabbing her little dress purse, she transferred the things she’d need for tonight; driver’s license, keys, lipstick, credit card, phone… The package of condoms that Carolyn had given her… It didn’t mean anything. It was a ‘just in case’ type of thing. That’s all!

		Tom had made her promise to take an Uber tonight. He didn’t want her driving after having drinks with Jack. Or, whatever else she might do with Jack. The car was scheduled to pick her up at five-thirty. Tamsin was ready early. Her excitement almost palpable. Was she really considering doing this? OMG! Really, Tamsin! She told herself. Calm down, even if you’re suddenly willing to let Jack fuck you tonight, and you’re not. But, if you were, he’d still have to want to. And, the likelihood of that was very slim. Maybe.

		Although, as she stepped back into the bedroom, nursing another glass of wine, and looked in the mirror again? Well, yes, Jack just might want to? Even she had to admit, she looked awfully sexy tonight.

		Tamsin heard her phone beep; the car was arriving. This was it. She quickly finished the rest of her wine, grabbed her little purse and headed down the hallway. Her spike heels clicking against the hardwood floor with each step. As she stepped towards the waiting car, the breeze caught at her short dress. She quickly pushed the flaring hemline back down, the wind teasing her shaved nether lips. The driver quickly hopped out and opened the door for her. WTF? Oh… Okay, well she guessed her dress was awfully short. He’d probably gotten quite the view when her flirty dress blew up in the wind. Giggle, giggle…

		She was quiet all the way to the restaurant. Deep in thought, she wondered what Tom was doing. How the annual meeting was going? Was he even concentrating on work or was he just there. His mind on what she was doing? Or, about to do? Maybe? The ankle bracelet still feeling strange to her. Not that it was heavy or anything, she just wasn’t used to it. Let alone, what it represented. His erotic fantasy of her giving herself to Jack.

		What if Jack did want her? I mean, yes, it had been seven years. And, she wasn’t the girl he used to know anymore. But, would that make any difference to him? Not if he was horny! She giggled at that, but she realized it was probably true. OMG! Could she? Her thoughts finally interrupted as the Uber pulled up in front of the restaurant, a valet quickly opening the door for her.

		Tamsin slid out of the car, doing her best to not flash the valet. Though, she failed miserably, there was just no way around it in this dress. She walked up to the doors, her steps firm and determined. Stepping into the dark restaurant, Tamsin walked up to the hostess desk, firmly announcing that she was here to meet Mr. Jack Baylor. The girl smiling at her and leading her towards her destiny…

		

	
		

		Chapter 11

		

		Jack stood up to greet her as she approached. OMG! She’d forgotten just how tall and handsome he was. Six-two, two-hundred and ten pounds, and all muscle. His sandy hair just as unruly tonight as it had been seven years ago. Jack was all smiles as he reached out and swung her up into his arms.

		“TamTam! Damn, you look delicious, girl,” he growled. His lips crashing against hers without even a howdy doo. Despite her resolve, Tamsin found herself kissing him back. It felt so natural. Like no time had passed at all. When he finally set her back down, she could barely catch her breath. Looking up into his deep blue eyes, it was like the last seven years had magically disappeared.

		Regaining her composure, Tamsin extricated herself from his welcoming embrace. “Jack! Really. I’m a married woman, now. Behave yourself,” she said quietly. As if her admonishment would stop him. Fat chance. OMG! He’d called her ‘TamTam,’ she hadn’t heard that since… Well… Since Jack. It was his own private nick name for her.

		Dinner was, surprisingly, delightful. They caught up with each other, Tamsin proudly showing him pictures of Billy and Cassie. Jack telling her all about his current endeavors. They even discussed some mutual friends and what had happened to all of them since they’d last been together.

		It was after the dinner course, that Jack’s hand snaked out to hers. His fingers gently caressing hers. Tamsin stiffening as she felt a tingle run through her. She was on her third glass of wine by now. On top of the three she’d had this afternoon. Not that it made for any excuse, it didn’t, and she knew it. She was in total control of herself as Jack’s fingers toyed idly with her wedding rings. Her breathing increasing at his continued touch.

		Tamsin glanced at her phone, eight o’clock. OMG! It was still early, and they were already done with dinner. Well, maybe dessert? Or, an after-dinner drink? But, none of that would take very long, and… Jack was sliding closer to her in the banquette booth they were sitting in. Uncomfortably close. His fingers starting to trace a lazy pattern on her exposed thigh. The heat of his touch causing her to get excited. She could feel her pussy, her brazenly shaved pussy, starting to moisten. Very soon she’d be able to detect her scent if he kept this up. And, if she could? He could!

		“I was thinking, perhaps you’d like to take a walk? It seems far too early to let you go home, Tamsin. It’s a beautiful night and too nice seeing you again, to let you go so soon,” he said softly, his hand still burning a pattern on her thigh. His voice, deep and filled with a promise of passion as he encouraged her to say ‘yes.’

		“All right, Jack. I guess it really is still early,” she smiled shyly.

		Paying their bill, Jack took her arm and led her from the restaurant. Tamsin, feeling dwarfed next to his towering frame. They were walking along quietly, Jack’s hand finding its way around her waist casually. Neither of them really saying much. Just being together, memories flooding back for both of them. They’d just turned the corner, when he pulled her to him. His lips finding hers once again.

		Tamsin started to push away, but the pull of the past was too strong. The feel of being in his arms again, the power of him. The hold, he’d always had over her. His ability to control and manipulate her. After all, she did have consent tonight. And, Jack’s touch felt soooo good. They were Frenching passionately right there on the quiet street. In full view of anybody driving past. Jack’s hands slipping along her body, cupping her ass, pulling her to him.

		She could feel the bulge of his big cock now. He was hard for her. His cock engorging for her thirty-year old body. Twenty-nine, she admonished herself! Her nipples stiffening against the clingy dress. “Jack? I’m not the girl you used to know,” she said softly. “I’m a grown woman now, I’m married, I’ve had children. I’m…”

		Her rambling protest cut off as his hand slid deftly under her dress, finding her bare mound. Cupping it forcefully, his finger sliding between her moist petals as she cried out. Jack teasingly pulled his finger from inside of her. With a sly grin, he licked it. “You taste wonderful, TamTam. You let me worry about everything. I know how to make you feel good, Baby. You know I do. We just have this one night. Let’s make it our night?”

		Tamsin was beside herself. She was afraid of what was about to happen, afraid for herself. Afraid of how Tom would really feel afterwards? Of how she would feel? Permission or not, this was a big step. One that couldn’t be undone. Ever! Or, possibly even forgiven.

		“Say, yes, TamTam. My hotel is right here, you know you want to. I can feel it in your body. Taste it in your kiss. You want me as much as I want you. I know you do,” he urged.

		Before she could say anything, Jack kissed her again. His tongue deep inside her mouth, his hands cupping her breasts, squeezing them. Her nipples on fire from his touch. God forgive her, she did want him. Wanted the feel of his throbbing cock inside of her. Filling her one more time. Even if it was just this one night. But… OMG! Tom? How could she? Still, Jack’s fingers were relentless. He’d found her engorged nipples now, pinching them harshly just like he used to. His touch sending shock waves rolling through her body.

		Tamsin felt like putty in his hands. Her body betraying her with every breath she took. Her excitement palpable. She could feel her honeyed dew seeping slowly between her legs now. Her nipples on fire. All else forgotten as she kissed him back. Once again, trapped in the web of power Jack held for her.

		Quickly, Jack ushered her through the doorway and across the lobby. Her heels echoing loudly against the polished floors. Tamsin could feel people’s eyes on her, judging her. Her shapely legs flashing as they walked towards the elevator. Jack still towering over her, even in her new heels. Her dress slightly askew after his mauling outside. They knew what she was here for…

		

	
		

		Chapter 12

		

		Tamsin could barely breathe, his closeness, the sheer maleness of him was exciting her unbelievably. Jack had attacked her again as soon as the elevator doors had closed. His lips crushing against hers, his hands mauling her breasts, her pussy. His hunger evident as he pinched her nipple through the thin dress. Another finger probing deep inside of her velvety depths. He had every intention of ravaging her tonight. Married or not, it didn’t matter. Not to him.

		Suddenly, the elevator began to slow. The doors opening before Tamsin got straightened out, her dress still slightly askew. Another couple getting on, apparently heading for the rooftop lounge. As Tamsin stood there, a pink blush spreading over her, she could detect the scent of her excitement in the tight confines of the elevator. Oh, shit! If she could, they could. They knew what the two of them had been doing, smirking at them as the elevator stopped on Jack’s floor. The other couple whispering to each other before the doors even closed.

		Jack was dragging her hastily down the carpeted hall. Her heart beating like crazy as they approached his room. OMG! She was actually doing this. Letting Jack fuck her. Just to fulfill Tom’s crazy fantasy. That’s all it was, wasn’t it? She wouldn’t be doing this on her own? For herself? Never! She’d always sworn that she would never cheat on Tom. Oh, shit! I am so going to hell for this.

		But, it wasn’t really cheating, was it? Conceivably? Since Tom had given her permission, was encouraging her? And, not just with Jack. Her ankle bracelet meant she was a free agent when it came to sex. Didn’t it? That she was a ‘Hot Wife?’ Oh! It was too much to even think about right now. Right now, the only thing she could concentrate on was the man next to her. Her ex. The one with the mammoth cock that was about to fuck her silly. A man that was not her husband!

		And, then, they were standing in front of the door to his room. Jack was dragging the keycard across the lock, the door opening before her. He quickly ushered her inside the darkened room. A dim light coming through the open drapes, the city lights twinkling below them. As if in a dream, Tamsin heard the door close. The click of the latch like a cannon shot in the quiet room. Jack’s hands suddenly on her shoulders again. Spinning her around, trapping her against the wall, right there in the darkened hall. His presence so demanding, so forceful. Like it always had been. His lips crushing against hers, his hands wrapped in her dark hair.

		“You cut your hair? It was always so long and beautiful,” he whispered wistfully.

		“Cassie… She used to pull it when she was a baby,” gasped Tamsin. “I’m growing it back again.”

		“Grow it faster,” he said huskily. His breath hot against her face. His lips crushing hers again, tongues probing each other passionately. Tamsin felt his hands fall to her hips, thick fingers frantically tugging at her dress. Sliding it up her legs, her hips. Jack not stopping until the fabric was bunched around her waist. Suddenly, he lifted her, her shoulders braced against the wall, as she wrapped her arms around his neck, dropping her little purse. Her legs wrapped tightly around him, bracing herself. Her heels locking behind him as he tugged at his zipper, freeing himself.

		Tamsin gasped when she felt him, his big cock pressing against her soft petals, insistently. Demanding, commanding, just like he’d always been. Her eyes opened wide, a scream coming from her lips as Jack pushed deep inside of her. Her pink petals stretched tightly around his thick girth. “Oh, God!!!! You’re so big. Oh! Oh! Go slow. Please, go slow? You’re ripping me apart, Jack!”

		“Good! I want you to remember tonight, TamTam. Remember that you’re still mine, and only mine,” he growled. His lips crushing against hers again as he drove deep inside of her. Deeper than anyone had been for years. Seven years, to be exact. Reminding her, touching places she’d forgotten about. Almost… Tamsin clawing desperately at his broad shoulders as he fucked her.

		There was no other word for it. He was fucking her! Using her just like he always had. His thick cock splitting her in two, tearing her apart with each thrust. Slamming her hard, against the wall with each stroke, his cock pistoning into her over and over. Tamsin screaming in orgasm as he tore into her. Her cries becoming nearly incoherent as he used her.

		It went on and on, seemingly forever. Sweat glistening on both of them. Tamsin could feel it trickling down between her breasts, little rivulets tracing paths down her body. Jack’s forehead beaded with sweat as he took her. His muscles bulging as he held her captive against the wall. She was still screaming out loud when she felt him start to swell inside of her. His thrusts becoming even more frantic. Oh, God! This was it. OMG! Forgot... Purse… Condoms! Tom hadn’t mentioned anything about this, about another man cumming inside of her. But, she knew it was a big deal. Had to be! She almost pushed Jack away. But, ‘almost’ doesn’t count, does it?

		Her eyes rolled back in her head, her scream silent as she felt his cum burst inside of her. Jack’s lava hot seed filling her unprotected womb, over and over. The scalding hot warmth of it spreading through her insides. Tamsin’s body clenching in a violent orgasm. Jack limply falling against the wall, pinning her there. Her legs still wrapped lewdly around him.

		Tamsin could feel his hot seed starting to drip from inside of her. Even now, beginning to escape around his softening cock. That throbbing rod that still felt so thick inside of her, thicker than Tom’s even now. She was gasping for breath, frantically. Nobody had used her… Taken her, like this since… Well, since Jack. Tom made love to her, always had. Jack just fucked her. He used her. That was the only way to describe it.

		Slowly, he eased her down. Her footing unsure as she tried to stand, her legs still wobbly. She clung to him, her face buried against his muscled chest. A tear rolling down her face. She was an adulteress. She had cuckolded her husband, the man she’d sworn fidelity to. Whether she had permission or not, some things couldn’t be taken back. Couldn’t be forgotten. Maybe, not even forgiven. Ever…

		

	
		

		Chapter 13

		

		Tom tried hard to pay attention to the various speakers, but it was useless. He couldn’t tear his thoughts away from Tamsin. What was she doing right at that moment? We’re they done with dinner yet? Had she decided to fulfill his fantasy? Was she, even now, fucking Jack? His hard cock filling her pussy? Was he cumming… OMG! They’d never discussed that. Was she using condoms? Or, was Jack cumming inside of her? Inside of his sweet wife? Filling her wantonly with his own potent seed?

		That seems so strange, he thought. Thinking of Tamsin being fucked by her ex, his cock exploding inside of her. They should have talked about it. But, I mean, who has those kinds of conversations with their wives? It’s not something that would normally ever be necessary. But, tonight wasn’t exactly normal, was it? Their relationship wasn’t normal. Not anymore, not after tonight. Or, maybe, anyway? He still didn’t know if Tamsin would go through with it. Yes, he’d given her permission, told her she could fuck Jack tonight. But, she had resisted right up until today. Had she ultimately given in?

		Hell, and damnation! How was he supposed to pay attention to the meeting? He kept surreptitiously trying to check his phone. Desperately hoping for some message, some text from Tamsin. Letting him know that she was okay, telling him what was happening. But, yet, he wasn’t really expecting one. How could she? She was with Jack. Tonight, was to be her decision. It had to be. It wasn’t like they needed to discuss things beyond that. She no longer required permission, he’d openly given it to her. Even presented her with a ‘Hot Wife’ anklet. Telling the world that she was free.

		Glancing again and again at his phone, all he saw was time passing. Every time he felt it vibrate with a notification, he’d check. His pulse rate rising. Each time, it was just some spam or useless email. Not what he wanted to see. Or, did he really want to see it? Did he really want his wife to be unfaithful? To cuckold him with Jack? Oh, he was pretty sure she had sex with Carolyn, maybe even Teri. She’d never said, but he knew she’d been bi in college. There was no reason to suspect that she’d been totally monogamous since their wedding. Not when it came to another woman.

		Hell, it didn’t even bother him. Actually, it was kind of hot to think of her making love to Carolyn. Wouldn’t mind tapping that myself sometime, he thought. That blonde was gorgeous. But, he could live just as happily without it. No, his fetish… Was that what it was? He supposed it was. Involved Tamsin and another man. End of story.

		Damn, ten o’clock and they were still going strong. One boring speech after another. The waiter brought him another Bloody Mary. Good thing he had taken an Uber today. He was going to be too intoxicated to drive by the end of the night. And, Tamsin? He’d told her to take one as well. He didn’t want her driving late at night after… Well, after whatever she was doing tonight.

		He thought about texting her to see if she was home yet, but he knew that wasn’t a good idea. By this time, he suspected her decision was made. She had been meeting jack for dinner at six. Now, four hours later? Either she was still out with Jack, or she was home. Either, still his untouched bride, or… OMG!

		

	
		

		Chapter 14

		

		Tamsin was still gasping for breath after the fucking he’d given her. Just barely standing, her legs still weak from holding on while he slammed her into the wall. Jack was pushing her down, urging her to her knees. But, he’d just cum! Why? Oh, yeah. She remembered now. This was Jack. This wasn’t her considerate, loving husband, the father of her children. This was her… What? Lover? Bull? Weakness? Dom? Tamsin didn’t even know what to call him anymore. But, she did remember what he wanted. He wanted her to ‘clean’ him. Something else she hadn’t done since Jack.

		Slowly, a small whimper escaping her lips, she knelt before him. His cock still slightly tumescent, covered with their mingled cum and fluids, as took him into her mouth. The taste of his salty seed mixed with her honeyed dew exploding on her tongue. She licked him clean. Then, sucked him slowly, drying his cock, just like he liked. Her ‘dom.’ Yes, that was the best way to describe Jack. She was his play toy, nothing more. Someone he could use and forget, just toss away until the next time. A pretty little doodad to hang on his arm. To ‘give away’ as he saw fit.

		Tucking his cock back inside his pants, Tamsin slowly got up from her knees. Jack simply walked away, going deeper into the room. OMG! They hadn’t even made it to the bed before he’d fucked her. A light was switched on, casting a dim glow around the room. Jack had a mini-suite. You know the kind, king-sized bed, sofa, TV, mini-fridge. “Get me a beer, TamTam,” he said dryly as he flopped on the big bed.

		Tamsin, meekly walking to the mini-fridge and pulling out a can of beer and a small wine bottle. At least, she could rinse the taste of his cock from her mouth. She took the time to pour her wine into a glass before taking Jack his beer. Handing it to him, she looked down at him. His long body stretched out on the bed like he owned the hotel. He looked up at her, his eyes slowly moving down her body.

		“Take your clothes off, TamTam. I want to see you. All of you,” he said nonchalantly. But, this was Jack, casual or not, it was a command.

		“Jack, please, I… I’m not the girl you remember. I’ve had two children. The lights…” she pleaded.

		Jack got up from the bed, his muscular frame hulking over her. “I said, ‘take your clothes off.’” His hands wrapping tightly in her hair once again, forcing her head back. His lips crushed against hers one more time, then, he practically tore the zipper down the back of her dress. Tamsin heard a small tear, somewhat surprised it didn’t rip right out. “Now, do it!” he commanded. Her eyes big, she slowly shrugged the dress from her shoulders and let it drop to the floor. Her hands shielding her breasts and shaved mound embarrassingly.

		“Let me see you,” was all he said. “All of you.” Tamsin slowly removing the protective screen of her hands, revealing herself to him. Her full breasts, the pink nipples, her shaved pussy. That pussy she’d shamelessly shaved just for tonight, for him.

		Jack looked her over slowly. “Your tits are bigger now. I guess that’s from the kids too, huh? I like them. Undress me, TamTam,” he declared.

		Slowly, hesitantly, Tamsin began to unfasten his shirt. OMG! He’d already fucked her silly once, and they hadn’t even gotten undressed yet. She tugged the shirt from his broad shoulders. His muscled pecs and abs now visible, a slight sheen of sweat still covering his torso. She started unfastening his belt, undoing his zipper, as he toed off his shoes. He wasn’t wearing socks. Of course, he wasn’t! The old Carly Simon song, “You’re So Vain,” running through her mind as she looked at him.

		Jack stepped from the pool of his pants on the floor. His body now naked before her. His cock already swelling again. Tamsin recalled that he had always been good for three or four times in a night. She wondered if he was still that demanding? Just how many times would he use her before returning her to her husband? The man she’d just cuckolded. Her body already full of another’s cum. Undeniable proof of her infidelity. And, Jack would send her home soiled. There was no doubt in her mind about that. He would want Tom to know just what he’d done to her. How he’d filled her over and over all night long.

		Roughly, Jack pushed her towards the big bed. Tamsin moving hesitantly, too much so, apparently. She felt him grab her hair again, shoving her forward. Bending her forcefully over the edge of the bed. He pushed her down, her face mashing into the bedding, ass high in the air. He pushed her legs apart, her feet slipping on the carpet in the new heels. Then, he was behind her. His cock pressing against her already ravaged pussy.

		His hands still wrapped in her hair, Jack plunged his throbbing cock into her once again. Tamsin crying out as he pierced her, his thick rod splitting her open painfully. At least, she was wetter this time, better prepared. Of course, she was. She was already full of his slippery cum. Her brutalized pussy lubricated by his earlier assault.

		Tamsin clawed frantically at the bedding. Her polished nails raking along the coverings, as she tried to find some hold. Her body tossing back and forth from the force of his fucking. His big cock slamming into her over and over, crashing against her cervix with each thrust. Filling her… Oh, filling her so unbelievably full. She’d missed this part of Jack. Not his attitude, not his dominance. His cock. The way he could touch places in her no one else could.

		Her body was spasming, her cries echoing around the quiet room as she exploded in orgasm after orgasm. Jack’s cock like a jackhammer, tearing into her again and again. Her eyes suddenly focused on the opened drapes, her disgrace openly revealed to anyone that happened to look from across the way, from the other wing of the hotel. Her shame blatantly exposed to anyone that wanted to watch.

		OMG! She felt him swelling again. Her body was still covered in sweat, her breath nothing but frantic gasps, as she felt him pulse inside of her. Tamsin screamed as another orgasm tore through her. He was cumming in her again. Filling her wanton womb with his baby seed for the second time tonight. His grunts loud in her ears as her body shook.

		Pulling his cock from inside of her, Jack flopped down on the big bed, his hand reaching for the TV remote, leaving her sprawled wantonly across the mattress. When she crawled the rest of the way onto the bed, Jack shoved her head towards his cum covered cock once again. And, just like the meek little puppy she became around him, she licked him clean one more time.

		

	
		

		Chapter 15

		

		Tamsin lay quietly next to him. Her full breast lying heavily across his chest, one arm carelessly thrown on his shoulder. She could still feel his warm cum seeping from inside of her. Sliding in warm rivulets down her thigh. Jack’s hand idly stroked her back, as he lay watching TV. She tongued his nipple, drawing his attention back to her momentarily. But, only for that moment. Trying again, she slid down his body, taking his big cock in her hands. She began to lick him, his cock swelling for her. Tamsin glanced up at him, seeing his eyes still riveted to some late-night show on the TV. Slowly, sensuously, she began to swallow his cock. She’d ‘cleaned’ him twice tonight, but now she was sucking his hardness. Giving him a blowjob. The feel of his hard rod on her tongue, exciting her.

		His cock stretching her lips wide with its girth. Her tongue twisting around his shaft as she sucked him deeper. She still had two hands wrapped around his length when she felt him hit the back of her throat, her gag reflex kicking in. She pulled away quickly, then tried again. This time taking him a little deeper. She was bobbing her head slowly down the length of him. Oh, so slowly. She knew she couldn’t deep throat him like she did Tom. No way! Jack’s cock was huge. Maybe nine inches in length and soda can thick. If Tom knew just how addictive his cock was, he would never have let her do this. Never have suggested it. At least, she didn’t think he would.

		Tom… She hadn’t thought about him for quite a while. Not since she’d first broken her wedding vows, anyway. She wondered idly, just what time it was? Tom did expect her home at some point tonight. This was never meant to be an overnight liaison. She needed to return to her husband, to her life. But, right now, all she could concentrate on was the cock in her mouth. Jack used to like her giving him a blowjob, though he preferred to fuck her.

		The TV show finally ended. Jack turning his attention to the woman sucking his hard cock. His hand wrapped in her hair again, pulling her off. Tugging her up his body, using her hair like it was a leash. He kissed her once, then pulled her up until her tits were level with his face. His mouth latching hungrily to her swollen nipple. OMG! It felt soooo good. Tamsin moaning softly as he suckled from her. Only whimpering a little when he bit her nipples. He did like to do that. To hurt her, the pain a sign of his endearment. She was never naïve enough to call it love.

		Slowly, she straddled his body. Tamsin could feel his hard cock brushing against her. “Ride me, TamTam,” he hissed. A smile crossed her face as she reached between her legs, grasping his thick rod. Positioning it, she looked straight at him as she began to slide down on his length. Well, at least, until she closed her eyes and gave herself over to her feelings. The way he filled her, his cock so deep inside of her she could barely stand it.

		Jack’s fingers twisted her nipples harshly as she began to ride him. Pumping her body up and down his long shaft. Groaning each time she fell back onto him, his cock crashing into her. Faster and faster, her body sweating as she bounced on top of him. Her fingers clawing at his chest as she held herself upright. Her eyes occasionally rolling into the back of her head as the sensations rippled through her. Her body spasming in orgasm as she used his big cock like a giant dildo. Just filling her over and over until she felt him swell. “Yes!” she whimpered. “Fill me with your hot cum, Baby. Send me home like the slut I am.”

		Jack was meeting her thrust for thrust now. His hips arching as his cock crashed into her. Tamsin’s cries now just incoherent babble. Over and over, he slammed into her until his cock finally erupted. Jet after jet of his creamy seed filling her insides for the third time tonight. Tamsin finally collapsing against him, exhausted.

		She could feel his cock softening inside of her as she lay there gasping. His creamy seed leaking profusely between her legs. After a few moments, he bucked her off. Just like she was some cowgirl that had ridden a bucking bronco. She didn’t need his prompting this time, Tamsin slid down and licked him clean. Even lapping up the pool of salty seed that had dribbled from inside of her.

		When she crawled back up his body, he kissed her. Once. Then, just a quick, “I’ve got an early flight tomorrow, TamTam. You were great tonight, Baby.”

		Just like that, it was over. He was through with her tonight. She knew that was just his way. There never had been any tenderness from him. There was no reason to expect any now. Tamsin felt ashamed as she slowly picked up her rumpled and torn dress. Her ‘present’ from Tom, for tonight. She could see cum stains on the dark fabric. There was even a slight tear at the zipper as she put it back on. Well, the dry cleaners could fix the tear, and the dress would clean. But…

		She almost broke down in tears. Yes, the dress could be fixed, it could be cleaned. But, could she? Could she ever feel clean again? Would Tom really still want her after this? Her body so used and soiled that she could barely walk? Three loads of her lover’s cum inside of her? Coming home to him a total slut?

		She slipped into the bathroom. She was a mess. There was no way she could repair this much damage. With just a sniffle, Tamsin ran her fingers through her hair. Leaving it tousled, but neater than it had been. She tried wiping the smeared lipstick, dabbing away the streaks from her mascara. The dark lines running down her cheeks from her tears. She looked every inch the slut she had become tonight, and she knew it.

		She stepped into the dress, only now realizing she’d never even taken off her heels. God, she really was a slut. Slowly she slid the dress up her body, fastening the damaged zipper as best she could. Straightening her shoulders, she walked back out into the room. Jack mesmerized once again in something on the TV.

		She picked up her small purse from the hallway floor and went over to the bed, leaning down and kissing him. His hand going around her head one more time. “You were fantastic tonight, TamTam. I’ll be traveling through here from time to time now, for work. I’ll give you a call when I’m coming back through,” a leering smile crossing his face. “We’ll have to do this again.”

		She walked from the room as steadily as she could, the door closing loudly behind her. The long hallway staring at her as she headed for the elevator. Another tear falling down her face. What had she done? Then, a walk of shame across the brightly lit lobby. Every eye on her, judging her. Her torn and cum stained dress visible to everyone. Not to mention the condition her makeup was in. She could only hope that she didn’t run into anyone she knew.

		She waited outside for her Uber, Jack’s cum still drooling down her thighs. Her arms wrapped tightly around her to ward off the evening chill. There was no way she could wait in the lobby. She was far too ashamed. And, she still had to face… OMG! Tom! Hurriedly, she opened her little purse and grabbed for her phone. The unopened package of condoms Carolyn had given her glaring mockingly at her. She looked at her phone, the screen had cracked when she dropped her purse. Frantically, she pushed the button, relaxing slightly when the screen lit up just like always. She should call Tom… Or… Maybe, text him? That would be less… Traumatic? But, one look at the time, and she knew she didn’t have to. It was after one o’clock in the morning. Tom was already home. He had to know…

		

	
		

		Chapter 16

		

		Tom fidgeted nervously the entire ride home. Not sure what would be waiting. Would Tamsin already be there, eagerly waiting for him? Maybe curled up reading, or binge watching some show on Netflix? Possibly, even in bed asleep? It was already after midnight. If all she’d done was have dinner, she would have been home long ago. The porch light was shining brightly as his Uber pulled up out front. Tamsin’s car was in the drive, causing him a moment of elation. But, then he remembered that she had taken an Uber tonight, at his insistence. Her car had never left its normal parking spot.

		Hesitantly, he walked to the front door, fumbling with his keys. His hands shaking as he unlocked the door. Tom found himself walking into a silent house. Darkness closing around him. His eyes searching frantically for some sign of welcome, some sign of Tamsin. But, there were no lights, no noises to greet him. Just an empty shell of a house. He did check the bedroom in case she’d come home and fallen asleep waiting for him, but it was just as vacant as the rest of the house. As empty as the hollow feeling in his chest.

		If she wasn’t home yet? OMG! It meant that she had… Or, at least, almost certainly, had… They wouldn’t still just be talking. Not after this amount of time. He took a deep breath, trying to steady himself, suddenly feeling light headed. He was a cuckold. Tamsin was having sex with another man, even as he stood there. Fucking him! Jack’s hard cock filling her welcoming pussy over and over. His cum… His cum… Honestly, he wasn’t even sure what he wanted about that. They’d never even discussed it. She might be using condoms, or… In truth, he supposed it was her decision to make at this point. No matter what his wishes might be or might have been. After all, he was the one that had given her permission, encouraged her to do this. To take a lover.

		He wandered aimlessly around the house, not sure what to do with himself. His mind a turmoil of emotions; panic, pain, passion, excitement, jealousy, resentment. Strangely, though, he realized that, despite his concerns, his cock was hard. The idea of Tamsin coming home to him after her assignation thrilling him. Exciting some prurient emotion buried deep inside of him. Like he was some feral animal.

		He found himself in the kitchen. Deciding he might as well have another drink while he waited. Pulling the bottle of Vodka from the freezer, he filled a glass. Dropping some ice cubes in on top. He took a long drink, the clear liquid burning his insides as it slid down his throat. He wondered what was in Tamsin’s throat right now? Was it Jack’s hard cock? Did she deep throat Jack, like she would him? No, Tamsin had said Jack was more about fucking than anything else. So, she was just letting him… Oh, shit!

		Tom collapsed into one of the chairs in the living room. The dark room surrounding him as he sipped his drink, and waited…

		

	
		

		Chapter 17

		

		Tamsin sat anxiously in the backseat of the Uber. Nervously, hugging her dress tightly around her bare legs, her thighs pressed tightly together. It didn’t help. She could still detect the scent of sex coming from between her legs in the enclosed space of the car. She reeked of it. OMG! She could still feel Jack’s creamy cum oozing from inside of her. And, she was going home this way. She was returning home to Tom, a fallen woman. Fallen? That seemed like such a mild term for what she’d done tonight. She was little better than a whore. She had let Jack fuck her, use her like she was some slut. His big cock tearing her apart over and over. And, she’d loved it. Just like she always had.

		What if Tom didn’t want her now? Oh, sure, he told her it was okay. Even gave her that stupid anklet. But, was it really? I mean, as a fantasy it was wonderful. Really hot, even she admitted that. But, she was about to present him with the reality of it. Her body used and soiled by another man. Her fertile womb full of his creamy seed. Oh, um… Yeah… About that? Well, honestly, they hadn’t discussed it. Tamsin didn’t know how Tom would feel about her letting Jack fuck her bareback. Not that she’d had a whole lot of choice at the time. It was Jack they were talking about! Oh, sure, she was on birth control. Two kids were definitely enough. But, it was the principle of it. The image of it. The undeniable proof of her infidelity.

		She was still fretting, her hands twisting nervously. Fingers toying with her wedding rings. Her rings… Her vows… The Uber pulled up in front of the darkened house. Tamsin could see the porch light shining its welcome, but the house appeared dark otherwise. Was Tom not home yet? Could she get away with grabbing a shower before she had to face her husband? Remove, at least, some of the evidence of tonight? Maybe, greet him in a sexy nightgown?

		She quickly unlocked the door and stepped into the darkened home. Tamsin sensed his presence more than saw him. The house was quiet and dark, but she heard the tinkle of ice in a glass, as Tom sat his drink down. Her heart suddenly falling, there was no way to deny what she’d done…

		“Tamsin? You’re home. Hi, Hon. Er… Did you have a nice dinner with Jack?” he asked hesitantly. Slowly getting up from the chair he’d been sitting in, he began to move towards her.

		“Yes. Um… You know, catching up on old friends and all that,” she said. Her voice shaky as Tom approached her. “Tom? Please? I… I want to… Need to… A shower… And, then we can…”

		Tom reached out and turned on a light, hearing Tamsin gasp as he did. His eyes taking in her disheveled condition, nostrils flaring as he drew close. OMG! She reeked of sex! Her dark hair was a rat’s nest of tangles, her makeup streaked and smeared. And… Was that cum on her new dress? She’d… Oh, God. She’d done it. She’d fucked him!

		Tom reached out, his hands taking hold of her arms, still staring at the vision in front of him. Holding her there, not letting her flee to the en suite. Not allowing her to clean herself up. Tamsin could see the pain in his eyes as he took in the image in front of him. The image of his unfaithful wife burning into his psyche. He pulled her to him, his lips closing on hers. She could taste the vodka in his kiss… But…

		Tom jerked back from her, a sense of surprise registering on his face. The unmistakable taste of another man, evident in her kiss. Her mouth tasting salty and acrid, she’d sucked his cock. Hesitantly, he pulled her close again. His mouth once again, searching for hers. Tamsin starting to plead, “Please, Tom? I… I need a shower before we can…”

		Her protest silenced by his kiss. His tongue driving between her lips, tasting her adulterous mouth. Tamsin melting as his kiss deepened. His hands starting to roam her body. Touching her, cupping her full breasts, her nipples hardening in response. Tamsin whimpered as he pinched her nipples. Not as hard as Jack had, but they were still tender from the earlier assault. She felt him reach for her torn zipper, once again trying in vain to protest.

		He pulled her dress from her shoulders, letting it drop. She was nakedly exposed before him. Tom’s lips were running down her neck, his tongue flicking down her throat. She knew he could taste the sweat that clung to her body, her sweat, his sweat. His lips fastened on her swollen nipple, suckling her. Tamsin whimpering at his touch.

		Tom could taste her infidelity. The sweat that still clung to her body, the cloying scent of Jack’s cologne. Even her nipples seemed swollen and a deeper color than normal. Tasting almost like they were raw somehow. Like she’d been used roughly. He could hear her whimpering as his lips went lower, but he didn’t care. Oh, God! The sight of her swollen pussy. Her nether lips covered in cum. Jack’s creamy seed even now seeping from inside of her. Long streaks of it trailing down her pale thighs. And, the smell! The acrid scent of Jack’s seed filled his nostrils. He’d cum inside of her. This was no casual condom covered affair, he’d fucked her bareback! Taken her just like she belonged to him.

		Tom crushed her to him, his face buried against her bare mound. Tamsin heard a sob. “You… You shaved. For him? For tonight?” he gasped. A sense of disbelief evident in his voice.

		“I… I thought he’d expect it. I was always shaved with him, Tom. You remember. You know, when we met? It was only after Billy that I…” her voice trailing off. What was the use? There was no sense in denying it. Despite what she told herself, she had fully intended to fuck Jack tonight when she got cleaned up today. She’d shaved just to please him.

		Now it was her turn to gasp, as Tom’s tongue slid along her cum slicked slit. Her mouth opening in shock. She screamed when his tongue pushed between her swollen petals! She couldn’t help it. The feel of Tom’s tongue probing inside of her adulterous pussy, Jack’s creamy seed filling his mouth… Tasting the proof of her ultimate betrayal.

		Again, and again, her body bucked in spasms as Tom devoured her cum filled cunt. His tongue cleaning her, just like she’d cleaned Jack earlier. Licking the cum from his cock. With each pulse of her body, she could feel more of Jack’s creamy seed squeeze from deep inside of her. Her hands were around Tom’s head now, holding him to her adulterous pussy. Tears streamed down her face as he worshiped her. How could she have done this to him? To this wonderful man that loved her? The father of her children? But, she had. And, as shameful as it was, Tamsin knew she’d do it again if Jack called. Like she was addicted somehow…

		

	
		

		Chapter 18

		

		Tamsin couldn’t take it anymore. Her body wracked with spasms, Tom’s hands the only thing keeping her standing as he ate her out. With a last gasp, she pushed him roughly from her wanton cunt. She was gasping for breath as the two looked at each other. She could see the hurt in his eyes, but something more too… Like he worshiped her, no matter what. And, there was something else. His cock was practically ripping through his pants. He was unbelievably hard! For her. For her filthy, cum drenched body.

		She pulled him up from his knees, kissing him. Tamsin didn’t even care that his face was covered with her juices. She could taste Jack in his kiss. The tang of his kiss hurting her more than anything else tonight. She’d failed this man, cheated on him. Permission or not, what she’d done was wrong. Like so many things she’d done in her life. But, it couldn’t be taken back. All she could do was hope it would be forgiven.

		Still, Tom didn’t seem to care. Tamsin knew she’d hurt him somehow, but she’d turned him on, as well. Oh, yes! She’d definitely done that, somehow. He was all over her. His hands touching her everywhere, his lips kissing her body over and over. Every inch of her. Somehow, they’d moved from the foyer into the living room. She didn’t even remember moving. But, suddenly, she found herself bending over the arm of the sofa. Her traitorous pussy openly displayed to her husband. Even now, she could still feel Jack’s cum seeping between her swollen labia.

		She cried out as she felt Tom move behind her, his swollen cock demanding entrance to her faithless cunt. A scream tore from her lips as he rammed his hard rod into her with one stroke. Filling her. His cock tearing into her frantically. His hips slamming loudly against her ass with every thrust. “Oh!!!! Fuck!!!! Yes!!!!” she cried. This was no gentle lovemaking, he was fucking her. Taking her just like Jack had. And, she loved it. Feeling him crashing into her over and over. His hands gripping her hips like she was going to flee if he didn’t.

		Tamsin’s cries were incoherent now, her head tossing wildly as Tom reclaimed her adulterous pussy. It seemed to go on forever, Tamsin just crying out over and over, her fingers clawing futilely against the sofa. Her face buried into the cushions by the force of his attack. She was past thought, past reason, into some world of her own. Her thoughts just a mindless jumble of erotic passion.

		Finally, Tom’s movements became even more frantic, his cock swelling inside of her ravaged cunt. Tamsin screaming, her voice almost gone by now, as she felt his hot seed reclaim her faithless womb. Her body glistening with sweat once again. Her pussy filled for the fourth time tonight with the cum of a man. She could barely breath by the time Tom pulled away from her.

		This time, it was her husband’s creamy seed sliding down between her thighs. Tom, drenched with sweat, gasping for air above her adulterous body. Tamsin slid off the arm of the sofa to the floor, her hands feebly gripping the sofa to hold herself up. She looked up at her husband. At this man, that had let her be with another man tonight. The man whose trust she’d betrayed. The man she loved beyond all else.

		Tentatively, Tamsin reached for his flaccid cock. His shaft still covered in the filthy excretions from her pussy; his cum, Jack’s cum, her juices. All clinging accusingly on his dick. She pulled herself up, taking the slick cock into her mouth. Cleaning him, just like she’d cleaned Jack earlier. Only this time, there was no prompting, this time she wanted to. Her tongue moving over the soft velvety skin, wiping away all evidence of what they’d done, sucking him dry. Slowly, she pulled herself up from the floor. Kissing him once again. This time she was the aggressor. She wanted him again, and again…

		Tamsin helped him finish undressing, then pulled him towards their bedroom. It was like she was some insatiable succubus. She wanted him again. She didn’t even throw the covers back, just pulled him into their big bed. Her mouth going to his cock once again, getting him hard. Hard for her. Straddling his hips, she looked down at him. Her eyes burning with lustful desire.

		She leaned down and kissed him. The tastes of all she’d done tonight in their kiss. With a smile, she pushed her full breast to his mouth. Feeling him start to suckle hungrily from her swollen nipple. Little mewls coming from her now. This was the man she loved. She let him nurse for a while before pulling back from him. Her nipples almost too sore to go on.

		Tamsin stared into his eyes, as she reached back, grabbing his rock-hard erection, guiding him to her greedy cunt. Then, slowly, inch by inch, she lowered herself. Feeling his cock fill her adulterous pussy. A smile etched on her face as she bottomed out onto his throbbing rod. Tom wasn’t as big as Jack, but… He felt familiar, comfortable. This was her husband, the father of her children. And, she loved him…

		

	
		

		Chapter 19

		

		Tom opened his eyes slowly. His head pounding from the drinks the night before. Too many drinks. Too… OMG! The events of last night coming crashing back to the forefront of his mind. Tamsin… Tamsin had fucked her ex! Let him cum inside of her. She’d fulfilled his fantasy.

		Fantasy? He could hear the soft purr of her breath next to him. The warmth of her. He was a cuckold. She’d fucked another man. She was… Well, she was a ‘Hot Wife,’ just like he’d asked her to be. Slowly, he slid from their bed, not wanting to wake her. Silently, he slipped into the en suite. After relieving himself, he reached for the aspirin bottle. Downing some of it with a couple of glasses of water. Then, reached to turn on the shower.

		Climbing in, he let the hot water cascade over him. His mind a jumble of thoughts. She’d cheated on him. But, no. She hadn’t. She’d done exactly what he’d asked her to do. Encouraged her to do. And, then, just like he’d asked, she came home to him. She was still his, despite all that might have transpired. And, he had no idea what all had happened between her and Jack last night.

		Obviously, Jack had fucked her. Probably more than once judging by the amount of cum inside of her. Taken her bareback. He still wasn’t sure how he felt about that… But, it was too late to do anything about it now. Tamsin was a ‘Hot Wife,’ in every sense of the term.

		Slowly he dried himself and then brushed his teeth. A quick shave, a brush of his hair and he tiptoed back out into the bedroom. Oh, shit! They’d never closed the blinds last night. The chaos of last night still evident; clothes and bedding scattered randomly, her shoes kicked aside wildly after they’d… Sunlight streaming across the bed now, highlighting Tamsin. Damn, she looked so beautiful lying there. Her hair all tousled, dark curls covering her face. She was lying on her tummy. Her legs spread slightly open. Slight bruises visible here and there on her pale skin.

		Moving across to the bed, Tom could see between her legs. OMG! Her pussy was flaming red after last night. How many times had she… Dried streaks of cum ran down her pale thighs, his… Jack’s… A large wet spot had pooled there between her thighs. Oh, fuck! She was still seeping. So much cum… He approached the bed warily, not really wanting to wake her. Almost afraid to face her. Fear over what they’d done. Would she still love him? After… Realistically, he had almost forced her into this. Forced her to break her vows.

		Tamsin stirred gently as he came close, her body stretching feline like. Her eyes fluttering softly. She saw him watching her, a smile crossing her face. “Morning, Baby,” she purred. Holding out her arms to him. Tom tumbled into her embrace. The scent of her… OMG! She still reeked of sex! It was so earthy, so feral… Tom crushed his lips to hers, her mouth still tasting of sex. Her pale skin still tasting of sweat and cum. It was all so unbelievably exotic. It was like she was some siren, calling him to his death. And, he was quite willing to fall under her spell…

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		Tamsin stood in front of the mirror in the en suite. Her long hair glistening as she brushed it out to its full length. Now, with Cassie in preschool and Billy in first grade, she’d been able to grow it back out. Tom loved her this way. So, did Jack. And… Tonight, her long, silky hair was for him. So, was her smoothly shaven pussy.

		He’d called earlier in the week to let her know that he would be in town. And, of course, wanted to see her again. Just her this time, there was no pretense that he wanted to ‘catch up,’ or meet her husband. He wanted to fuck her. Period. Tamsin quickly arranged for her folks to take the kids, leaving her free for an unbridled weekend of sex.

		When she’d told Tom, she was a little apprehensive. Thinking he might put his foot down and say no? But, he didn’t. Though, he did ravage her almost as violently as he had after that first night. His fantasies in full control now, they’d fucked every night this week. He could barely contain himself, waiting for her come back home after her date. Waiting to reclaim her.

		She was smiling happily as she slipped her new dress on. Snugging it around her breasts. It felt so soft. The two of them had picked it out earlier this week. Tom making the final choice. A soft, flowing deep red dress. Its plunging neckline revealing the swell of her full breasts. Her nipples poking out proudly against the clingy fabric. The dress itself, very form fitting with an extremely short hemline that just barely covered her tight ass. All her workouts were paying off. She’d lost ten pounds and her body was almost as firm as it had been in college. Casually, she slipped on the new shoes Tom had gotten for her. Little leather ties cutting across her ankle just below her anklet. Her ‘Hot Wife,’ anklet.

		She had another little surprise for Tom this time, too. Something that she hadn’t told him about yet. She’d decided to save it, relish it. She’d tell him when she got back home tonight. Jack had company this trip. One of his coworkers, Jamal Davis, was traveling with him. There would be three for dinner. And, um… Guess who was going to be dessert?

		

		***

		

		Thank you for taking the time to read my short story. I sincerely hope you enjoyed reading about Tamsin’s adventures as much as I did writing about it. 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 check out my other stories and novellas, as well! Just click on the Author’s Page for a complete listing.

		

		Many Thanks!

		Richard Carlisle

		

	OEBPS/Images/image-YO2E98K1.jpg





OEBPS/OEBPS/cover.jpg





