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1.            Choices

It was 6:30 Friday morning. Boris was sitting at the kitchen table and sipping coffee. He was working from home today and could have stayed in bed until at least 8 o’clock, but after a sleepless night, he had decided it was best to get up and start the day early with the help of the black liquid. He had made coffee for Lorri, too, and was waiting for her to join him. Like him, she hadn’t slept either and needed an infusion of caffeine as badly as him, if not more. At least he was working from home and could fake work; it was Friday, after all. But Lorri had to work from the office. Well, that was where Lorri was supposed to go—to the office—but Boris wasn’t sure she would go there. Lorri wasn’t sure either.

Boris sighed. They hadn’t decided. After a sleepless night, they hadn’t decided. His mind started to race again, going through options, scenarios, decisions, and cancelled decisions. Everything he and Lorri had discussed all night was going through his head: the various scenarios analysed, the pros and cons talked about in detail.

Raise a complaint with HR? Probably the most straightforward option they had considered. Lorri could go to a tribunal and get a lot of money. A lot of money? Rubbish! Compared to the salary she would lose? She would get peanuts! And compared to the coveted CFO’s pay package? Big time fucked up! Constructive dismissal and harassment didn’t pay anywhere near the £250,000 salary and £80,000 bonus she would have had if she had become Chief Financial Officer! Nowhere near!

Send an e-mail to the board of directors? Yes, she could do that. But it was a career suicide! Lorri would never be able to prove what James had tried to coerce her to do. He would flatly deny it. She had no witnesses, no nothing! The only thing she would achieve with such an e-mail was to get herself fired. Well, they probably wouldn’t fire her out of fear she would break down, but they would gently and carefully explain to her how quitting was her best option.

Quitting! Yes, she could quit. That was the third option. Boris and Lorri had discussed it over and over. Lorri could quit and forget about the whole thing. Five years of hard work to climb up the corporate ladder wasted, but what was more important? Family or career? Family, of course! She would start fresh somewhere else.

Family first, true, but that family needed the money. Lorri’s money! Lorri was paid well better than Boris. She earned £105,000, way more than Boris’s meagre £50,000. They had a mortgage to pay. And his debts after his business had gone bust during the pandemic. No, Lorri could not quit! They needed her money!

Boris sighed a deep sigh. Lorri could not quit, raise a complaint with HR, or escalate to the board. Then what? Option four? Go to James’s place and confront him. Threaten to sue him if he didn’t give her the role. Or at least make him promise her that nasty Janet would not be Lorri’s boss. That was what Lorri seemed most inclined to do; at least, that was what she had said before he had headed to the kitchen. But how realistic was it that James would cave into her demands? Not much. At best, she would not report to Janet, but again, her career would be bust. And most importantly, she would not become CFO. Ever.

Boris shook his head, mumbling to himself, “It’s not going to work. Going to his house will achieve nothing but an unpleasant scandal.” Boris paused, then whispered, “Unless she does something else. . . .”

Just thinking about it made Boris’s cock stiffen the way it had stiffened during the night when he had hinted about this fifth option to Lorri. He remembered Lorri’s reaction.

She had looked at him sternly and said, “Can you hear yourself?”

He had immediately backed off. “Oh, I wasn’t suggesting it! I meant just hypothetically, Lorri.”

They had quickly labelled the option unthinkable, but was it unthinkable? Was this fifth option really that bad? At the end of the day, it would be just this one time, just a one-off, a few hours, maybe less; how long would it take? Thirty minutes? The actual thing? Thirty minutes tops. And then Lorri would become a CFO, and they’d carry on as if nothing had happened. Boris’s cock was hard as a rock and twitched uncontrollably. He had to stop thinking about it, or he would explode in his pants!

He heard Lorri walking in the bedroom upstairs. She was getting ready, probably putting on her make-up.

Should he openly suggest it to her, though? Just tell her he saw it as the only viable option. He wouldn’t admit he was turned on by the thought but would tell her he wouldn’t mind if she did it.

No! This was ridiculous! He could not ask his faithful wife to do it. He wasn’t sure himself if he wanted her to do it!

His cock twitched again. Fuck! His cock wanted her to do it!

Boris sighed in desperation. He couldn’t go on like this! He was getting tired, physically and emotionally. Why did he have to go through this torture? How much easier would it have been if Lorri had not told him? If she had taken a decision and gone ahead with it without telling him. Whatever the decision was!

But she had told him. That was the problem. She had told him everything. He knew everything, and now that he knew, he was part of it, one way or the another.


2.            The interview

Lorri put on her make-up and looked at herself in the mirror. Smooth white skin, deep blue eyes, a symmetric nose, high cheekbones, full lips, a well-defined jawline, shoulder-length blonde hair, and a long graceful neck. She looked pretty. She hadn’t slept all night long, but she still looked pretty. Lorri was beautiful, and one sleepless night couldn’t take it away. She stepped back and looked at her body. She was thirty, with two kids, but had preserved a perfect body. Low hip-to-waist ratio, five feet five tall, a firm butt, C-size round boobs.

Lorri liked what she was seeing in the mirror and smiled to herself. She was not only pretty but sexy.

No wonder James Cummings wanted to fuck her!

Her smile gave way to a frown.

Being pretty and sexy had always helped her. People were more inclined to open doors for her because she was pretty. But on this occasion, being pretty had gotten her into trouble.

Lorri sighed. Her brain brought her back to the late afternoon of the previous day.

***

It had been a busy day, and she had been working on tidying up the balance sheets, but she had not been productive. Her mind was elsewhere: how dared he? She’d done so well at the interview—everyone else on the panel had told her so, but Patrick! And that was only because he had decided to make Janet the CFO long before the role was announced. Well, they hadn’t said it, but Lorri knew they were going to give the role to Janet. Patrick liked Janet. He never liked Lorri. And that would have been fine if the new CFO was going to report to Patrick. Ultimately Patrick had the right to choose whom he wanted to work with. But that was not the case now! The new CFO was not going to report to Patrick! Patrick’s last day had been today! He’d just gone! He’d said his final goodbyes and gone. Why did they allow him to decide if he was fired? That was what the rumours were! Fired! Fired or not, he had managed to say no about Lorri, and of course, HR had hurriedly told her, ruining her day at 9 o’clock in the morning!

Lorri was fuming. Why didn’t they let the new CEO do the interviews instead of Patrick? There he was, James Cummings, still in his office. As Patrick’s replacement, he should have been taking these decisions, not Patrick. Indeed, today was James Cummings’s first day, but surely they could have postponed the interviews until next week. What a shame they denied Lorri the chance to work with James Cummings. She liked him, not only because he was handsome—that didn’t matter—but the way he spoke at his inauguration! He had vision, passion, he had clarity! Not like Patrick. Good riddance to Patrick.

Lorri looked at her watch. It was seven o’clock. She was staying late in the office again. They didn’t deserve her. She shouldn’t be working late hours if they considered her not worthy of the CFO role. She looked around. Only she was on the floor, as usual. And James Cummings; understandably, it was his first day. But even he appeared to be getting ready to leave. He had left his office door open, and Lorri could see he was locking his desk.

Suddenly, a thought came to her! Why should she accept a decision by a manager who had gone? Lorri jumped off her seat, walked halfway to James Cummings’s office, and stopped. Could she really talk to James Cummings about this? She had only introduced herself earlier today when the staff gathered to meet him. Could she walk into his office like this? Meeting him for the first time one to one and complaining? But what could she lose? She would go and talk to him! Yes!

Hold on! How should she greet him? First impressions are so important. She should not look nervous or desperate. She must be calm and confident. But was she coming across as calm and confident? And had she dressed appropriately?

Lorri looked down at her blouse. It was one of her best blouses. Showing a little cleavage, but not too much. She always dressed properly. After all, she aspired for the CFO role!

Her eyes rolled down to her skirt. Was it too short? Was a mid-thigh skirt appropriate for a future CFO? She was pushing the definition of smart-casual a bit with this skirt. But she had slender legs. Why not show them?

Lorri straightened her skirt down.

She looked at James Cummings’s office. He was just logging off, preparing to leave the office. Now was the time to talk to him!

Lorri walked up to his office and knocked on the open door. “Mr Cummings?”

He turned to look at her and smiled. “Come in, Lorri!”

Lorri blushed. So, he knew who she was. He had remembered her from the introductions. She hesitated.

He smiled again. “What is it?”

“Hmm.” She cleared her throat and entered the office. “Hi, Mr Cummings, umm . . . may I close the door?”

He nodded yes.

Lorri closed the door behind her. “Mr Cummings—”

“James, call me James,” James Cummings said.

“Sure.” She smiled and blushed more. “James, umm, I was told this morning I was unsuccessful for the CFO position.”

“Yes, Sarah told me about that.”

“They will give it to Janet, Head of Operations.”

“Umm, they haven’t made a final decision yet, but yes, Patrick has recommended Janet, and the panel seems in agreement with him.”

Lorri’s voice crackled. “It’s not fair! I know I am better than her. Patrick never liked me. On his last day, he decided to screw me over! Pardon my French!”

James sighed compassionately. “Lorri, I know it feels unfair, but—”

“I want the role! Can you interview Janet and me, and then you decide?”

“I’ve already talked to Janet. I don’t need to interview her.”

“But you haven’t talked to me. I need this role! James!”

James smiled, amused by Lorri’s demand, and said, “I believe you.”

Lorri stepped forward to him. “I am the better candidate; let me prove it to you! Please, interview me now!”

James’s smile disappeared from his face. He started to worry about what to do with this determined woman, pushing and arguing, bordering on being aggressive. He didn’t want trouble on his first day. He looked at the floor through the glass office wall. No one was there. He looked back at Lorri and shook his head, smiling in amusement, before finally nodding towards the executive sofa. “OK, Lorri. Take a seat!“

Suddenly, Lorri was hesitant. She couldn’t believe James Cummings had agreed to interview her.

James smiled again. “You want me to interview you about the role, right?”

Lorri smiled back shyly and took a seat on the sofa.

James pulled down the shades on the glass wall to the floor. “It’s late, but I don’t want some straggler to turn up on the floor, see us chatting and then spread gossip that I’ve circumvented the HR process by interviewing you after the panel has already taken a decision. So to be clear, Lorri. We’re having an informal chat, and then I’ll see what I can do, if anything. Understood?”

Lorri nodded yes, and James sat down on the sofa right next to her.

He looked at her and smiled. Lorri blushed. It wasn’t only that James Cummings was her senior. It was that, but also, he was handsome. She had found him attractive during the inauguration. But now, sitting beside him, she truly appreciated his masculine look. He was tall, with broad shoulders and chest. Even through his shirt, she could see his muscular biceps and six-pack abs. For a man in his forties, he looked very fit. He exuberated a type of masculinity which only certain men could. These were men of maturity and experience with women. They knew how to show off their physique without overdoing it. They knew how to dress smart yet subtly hint at their fit bodies. But it wasn’t only James’s physical appearance. He had presence, confidence, and composure that appealed to Lorri.

“So, why do you think you are the best candidate for the role?” James asked.

Lorri trembled.

The way he looked at her suddenly made her feel uncomfortable. He was smiling at her politely, but she caught a gleam in his eye. And she knew what that gleam meant.

Lorri became nervous. She had heard the rumours about James Cummings. People talked about how he was unpredictable, always had his way, and had slept or tried to sleep with women in his previous company. These were just rumours, but still. . . .  

Lorri took a deep breath. What was the big deal? Men liked her. This was nothing new. One lustful look meant nothing! 

Focus, Lorri, focus! she said to herself, and she focused. She made an excellent case for why she was the best candidate for the role.

James asked her a second question. It was about financials. She answered it brilliantly. He was happy with her answers; it was visible on his face. James had this lustful look in his eyes but behaved professionally. He was asking her the right questions and listened to her attentively. The impromptu interview lasted an hour, and Lorri was pleased with herself. She thought the interview had gone very well.

“Lorri, thank you for answering my questions so well,” James said after she answered his last question. “I enjoyed talking and listening to you very much.”

Lorri smiled, pleased to hear James confirming her own assessment, and chirruped, “Thank you, James. I enjoyed the interview very much, too!”

She was about to get up from the sofa when James said, “However, I’ll be honest with you. I don’t think you have enough experience in strategy development.”

Lorri leaned back on the sofa’s backrest and stared at James. Suddenly the warmth in her eyes turned cold. Her smile gave way to a frown. “I’m sorry,” she said, “but if I answered your questions well—”

“Lorri, strategy is about—”

“You didn’t ask me any question on strategy, did you? Ask me now!”

James smiled. “You’re very ambitious, aren’t you?”

“Yes, I am!” Lorri said briskly and sat upright.

“But, Lorri—”

“Tell me, James! How can I prove to you that I am better than Janet?”

“Lorri, you have great potential, but you’re not ready for the role!”

“I am. Let me prove to you I am!”

James sighed. “Look. It’s not about—”

“James,” Lorri said impatiently, ”my husband had a very successful business. Because of circumstances beyond his control, he lost the business and has debts. I want him to pull through. I want to help him with money. I need this role not only for my career but for my family. I need the money! You say I am not ready, but I will prove I am a fast learner! If you don’t give me a chance, how can I prove it to you?”

James stared at her briefly before saying, “You are ready to do anything to get this role, aren’t you?”

“Yes!” Lorri replied straight away.

“OK, then!” James said and smiled, and if Lorri had doubts before about whether she had seen lust in his eyes, she had none now. His grin said it all: he wanted something more from her, something more than brilliant answers to his questions!

And to make his intentions unambiguous, James put his hand on her thigh and said, “Before I give you the role, I need to spend more time with you to understand your strategy.” His hand slipped up her thigh, hiking up her skirt. “Tell you what, Lorri. Let’s go to my house. We’ll order food and drinks, and we’ll thrash out the strategy.” His hand moved between her legs. “I am single again, so we’ll have the whole house to ourselves.”

Lorri was taken aback, unable to move, but she still managed to say, “I have something tonight. Sorry!”

James was staring her in the eyes, and his hand was crawling up her thigh.

“I see,” he murmured. “And you said you were ready to do anything for the role! Look! If I am to reverse a decision made by the interview panel, I need to present your strategic plan to them as the game changer that made me stand by you. They haven’t yet told Janet she is successful, but they will tell her tomorrow at the team meeting at three. I have to act quickly. I need your plan before the meeting. Help me to help you, Lorri!”

Lorri swallowed nervously. “Can I work on it tonight at home and send it over later?”

James’s hand slid up between her thighs. Lorri trembled.

James shook his head. “No, Lorri. We need to work on it together. We have to impress Cameron and Maria. You know how vicious these product managers are, don’t you?” He paused for a second, smiled, then put his free hand in his pocket, pulled out a business card and handed it to her. “Here! I’ve written my home address on the back.”

Hesitantly, Lorri took the card from his hand.

James grinned. “Pop over later, Lorri! I don’t go to bed until two o’clock anyway. Eleven, twelve o’clock tonight. It’s fine with me. We’ll work on—”

“No!” Lorri said abruptly, then smiled apologetically. “It’s just that my husband has a birthday today, and we are celebrating. I’m busy tonight.”

Lorri lied.

James knew that but said, “I understand.”

Lorri felt his fingertips touch her pussy over her thong. Fuck! What should she do?

“You know what?” James’s eyes lit up with a spark. “Why don’t you pop over to my place tomorrow morning? I am most fresh early in the morning, anyway. That’s when I perform best and don’t disappoint. Call it a sick day; I’ll sign you off. I’m not in the office until 12. Let’s say. . . will 8:30 work for you?”

Lorri felt James’s fingers gently scratch over the thin fabric of her thong. Right over her pussy. She felt a hot wave rushing from her groin up her spine. A tingling sensation began building up in her vagina.

She blushed. “Don’t know. I. . . I need to check. I. . . .”

James cupped her pussy. “You’re the best candidate for the role, Lorri!”

Lorri grabbed his hand. She couldn’t let him, no! She squeezed his wrist.

James wasn’t bothered. He kept his hand under her skirt and smiled at her again. “Here’s what I suggest. Think over it overnight. Give it a serious thought, and if you’re ready to take the role, come over for the two of us to put the plan together. I’ll be waiting for you until 8:30 tomorrow morning. If you’re not ready, that’s fine. You did very well at the interview, so I’ll talk to Janet to give you more responsibilities to help you develop the skills for a senior role in the future. You’ll be happy to report to her, am I right?”

Lorri’s heart skipped a beat.

“Janet likes you, by the way,” James continued. “She talked about you when we met.”

Lorri finally pushed his hand away and stood up. She straightened her skirt. “I’ll. . . . I guess. . . I’ll. . . . Do you have any other questions, Mr Cummings?”

“James. Call me James! I thought we already agreed.”

“Yes, James. I don’t want to be rude, but I have to go. Sorry!”

“Yes, of course. I understand. Look! Go celebrate with your husband. And if you decide you want to work with me, pop by my place tonight; I told you. I don’t go to bed until one. Even two. I’ll be happy. Or come tomorrow morning, but latest, by 8:30. I’ll be waiting until then. We need quality time together to do it properly.“ James smiled. “You know how it is with these things.”

“Understood. Goodbye!” Lorri said dryly, turned around and headed for the door.

“Lorri!”

Lorri stopped and turned to look at James.

“Lorri,” James said again and got up from the sofa.

He had a massive tent in his trousers. Lorri stared at it. It wasn’t only that he had an erection. He wasn’t hiding it. But it was clear he had a big cock to produce such a tent. Lorri blushed and looked up at James’s face.

He smiled at her. “Think about the role! Don’t turn down an opportunity that comes once in a lifetime only because you can’t spend a few hours. . . you know, on, hmm, . . . building your future. Once I am satisfied, I don’t intervene. It’s just a one-off with me. Now that we had this honest conversation, I am convinced I am able to give you the role. And I want to give it to you. I really do! Think over my proposal; promise me!”

Lorri whispered, “OK.”

“Let me know. Call me, or just come over.”

“I’ll think about it, Mr—James. Goodbye, James!”

Lorri turned around, opened the door and left James’s office.

She returned to her desk, logged off her computer, locked the desk, tucked James’s business card into her handbag, put her coat on and went straight to the lifts. She didn’t turn to look at James. She knew he was watching her and didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of seeing her face when she felt like a loser. She also feared that she might not be able to hold her temper if she looked at him. His proposal was not only indecent but illegal. He was one of those who did not deserve his position and should have been reported and sued! As a man, he was attractive, but that didn’t matter! His behaviour was unacceptable, totally unacceptable.

Lorri tried not to think about James as she stood outside in front of the entrance to their building, waiting for her Uber.

She watched the people running to catch the train at the station across the street. Lorri didn’t have to rush for the train. Boris had told her to take a cab whenever she was late from the office. When his business was thriving, they had the money to afford a taxi whenever they wanted. They didn’t have that much money now, but she still could afford Uber when late.

She sighed to herself. She could afford Uber for herself, and that made her happy. That was what life was about. It was all about affordability.

The word ‘affordability’ stuck in her head. Yes, it was about affordability. That was what drove most people’s decisions and actions.

James’s actions came to her mind. Was it not about affordability to him too? She had chastised him in her head for his behaviour, but had she not been too harsh on him? He wanted to fuck her because he thought he could afford her. He thought he would pay her well. He could do that easily. He could afford it. It was all about what one wanted and what one could afford for themselves, was it not?

Maybe James was not the monster she had thought he was.

Her Uber turned up.

***

Lorri heard Boris shouting from the kitchen, “The coffee’s getting cold, honey!”

“I’m coming!” she shouted back and looked again at herself in the mirror. She murmured to herself, “What shall I do?”

She sighed a deep sigh. She knew the decision was down to her. Boris was not going to help her decide. She had shared her predicament with him because she had thought it was the right thing to do. She had been honest with her husband. Now she wished she hadn’t. Because he didn’t help her. If anything, he made it more complicated. She would have probably said no to James. Yes, definitely, she would’ve said no, but now she was thinking about it. Because of Boris! He’d suggested she’d do it! He had hinted at it. Of course, he had reneged on his suggestion the moment she had looked at him sternly, but the fact was that he had contemplated it. And that made her consider it! However preposterous it was!

“It’s 7 o’clock, Lorri! You’ll be late!” Boris shouted from the kitchen again.

“Late for what?” Lorri murmured, then grabbed her handbag and ran downstairs.

Boris greeted her with a smile.

Lorri smiled back, sat across from him and put her mobile phone on the table. She took her cup of coffee and, holding it in one hand and taking small sips, scrolled through her e-mails with her other hand. Her eyes stayed fixed on the phone screen. Lorri was not talking or looking at Boris. It looked like she avoided eye contact with him. Occasionally she put the cup on the table to free both hands, grabbed the phone and quickly typed a short response to an e-mail she felt was urgent to respond to. These were all e-mails she had not responded to the previous day, so distraught she had been about the role not being given to her.

Boris looked at his watch. It was five past seven. Lorri had to go if she didn’t want to be late.

“Honey,” he said.

Lorri looked up at him.

He put his cup on the table. “Lorri, I’ve been thinking. You want the role. I want you to have the role. We need the money.”

“I know,” Lorri said. “That’s why I’ll go to see James.”

“Is that what you finally decided to do? To confront him?”

Lorri nodded yes and looked at the phone she had just put back on the table. Janet was checking her e-mails as early as Lorri because she responded to one of Lorri’s. There was an attachment to the e-mail. Lorri tapped on the attachment and took the phone in her hand.

Boris cleared his throat. “Hmm. So you’re not going to the office.”

Holding the phone in one hand and the cup of coffee in the other, with her eyes glued to the screen, Lorri shook her head. “No.”

“Are you going to the office afterwards?” Boris asked.

Lorri nodded yes.

Boris leaned back in his chair. “So the first thing you’ll do is to go to see him in—”

“Don’t know!” Lorri cut him off, still reading the document in the attachment. “Maybe I should not go to his place. I’ll go to the office and wait for him to turn up and—”

“It will become a scandal.”

“Possibly!”

“Perhaps—”

“Yeah!” Lorri sighed. “Perhaps best is to talk to him in his house. You are right. I’ll go talk to him and then go to work.”

“He may not yield,” Boris said.

Lorri nodded. “Yes. He may not.”

“So?”

“So what?”

“I mean. In that case, you won’t get the role.”

Lorri wasn’t saying anything. She put her cup on the table and hastily typed an e-mail. She pressed send, put her phone into her handbag and looked at Boris, saying, “I want this role.”

“I know,” Boris said, reaching for his cup but not picking it up. He sat back in his chair and added, “I want you to have the role too.”

Lorri thought for a few seconds, then sighed in desperation, shaking her head. “Whatever I tell him, he won’t yield. It’s pointless.” She picked up her cup, drank from it and put it back on the table. She ran her finger over the rim of the cup, staring at the remnants of coffee in it.

Boris was also looking at the black liquid in his cup. There was silence.

He looked up at Lorri. “Hmm, right.”

She looked at him. “What?”

Boris held her gaze for a while, then said quietly, ”So, will you let him?”

“Let him what, Boris?” Lorri asked rapidly, almost angrily.

“I mean, like. . . ,” Boris mumbled, “like letting him walk over you like this.”

“No! If that’s what you’re asking me.” She paused, looked through the window and pressed her lips together. Then she looked back at Boris. “I’ll ask him to sign the contract there and then. I’ll ask for a £260,000 salary, a £50,000 bonus in advance, and a £50,000 guaranteed bonus at the end of the year. That money is possible! I’m not easy. I’ll get him to give me the role!”

“That’s good, that’s good. You’re not cheap!”

“No, I am not.”

“Does it mean you’ll, you know, like—”

“No. If he asks me, I’ll say no.”

Boris threw his hands up in the air. “Then how, Lorri?! He’ll say no to you too.”

“OK!” Lorri pushed her cup away, spilling some of the coffee. She was frustrated. “What do you want me to do, Boris?”

Boris looked away. “I mean, realistically, the only way to get the role is. . . I mean, maybe. . . .” He looked back at Lorri. “Maybe let him, Lorri, as a one-off.” Boris leaned over the table and grabbed Lorri’s hands in his.

They stared each other in the eyes.

Boris continued, “If it is only for a couple of hours, we could pretend it never happened, you know. And forget about it.”

Lorri didn’t say anything, just kept her gaze on him and nibbled on her lips.

Boris tilted his head to the side, and a faint smile crossed his lips before he said in a soft voice, “You said he’s not bad looking, and it’s not like something unpleasant. I mean, physically, it will feel good.”

Lorri didn’t want to say it, but it slipped through her lips. “Fucking me will feel good. . . . “ She stopped herself and looked away from Boris, pressing her lips tight together.

Boris rubbed her knuckles with his thumb. “Yeah, it will feel good and will be worth it. I mean, considering what he offers and how much—”

“Boris!” Lorri shouted. She looked at her husband and pulled her hands out of his. “Do you realise what that means?!”

“I don’t want you to let him fuck you, Lorri!” Boris said, raising his voice. “But what choice do we have?”

Lorri got up from the chair. “I won’t let him, OK?!” She grabbed her handbag and went to the hallway.

Boris followed her.

Lorri put her shoes on, then her coat and opened the front door, saying in a calmer voice, “I’ll phone you to let you know if I’ve got the role.”

She was about to close the door, but Boris held it and said, “Honey, get the role! Don’t mind me! Get it! Even if that means. . . .” He paused, swallowing nervously. His cock was twitching in his pants. He took a deep breath and added quietly, “You know what.”

Lorri took a long look at Boris’s face, then pulled on the door handle and said, “Goodbye, Boris!”

He let go of the door, and Lorri closed it behind her.


3.            Busy

Boris returned to the kitchen, took his coffee, and drank it in one go.

He looked down at the tent in his tracksuit. Did he have time for a quick shower and a wank before waking up the kids for school?

He looked up at the clock on the kitchen wall.

Maybe he could. . . . Now that his wife had gone to. . . .

He felt his stomach flutter.

What the fuck had he done?!

What did he tell Lorri before she left? And what was her response? He must have lost his mind! For all he knew, she might have gone to get fucked! Fuck! He had to stop her!

Boris rushed to the hallway, quickly put his shoes on, got out, almost collided with the gate, which had been left ajar by Lorri, and got out on the driveway. Lorri’s car was not there. She must have decided to drive to James’s place. She didn’t like trains. Yes, she was driving to James’s house! Boris had fucked it up! Big time!

He ran back inside, kicked his shoes off, put on the slippers and ran upstairs. He went to the bedroom, unplugged his phone from the charger on the nightstand, unlocked it and was about to dial Lorri’s number when he stopped himself.

What was he going to tell her? That he’d changed his mind? About what? He hadn’t explicitly told her to do it. He had just hinted at it. Neither had she said she would do it. They had left it open.

He sighed. He’d not been helpful. And still was not. Not at all. Should he not let Lorri do what she thought was the best for her? And for him?

Boris sighed again. Could she do it, though? The deed? Letting James fuck her for the role?

Boris shook his head in desperation. How would he know? Guessing?

He stared ahead of him, deep in thought. Did he have to guess, though? Could he not figure it out? He was smart. He could figure it out. He had to put all this into perspective and would have the answers.

What did they say about past behaviour? Being the best predictor of future behaviour. Had Lorri ever done something like this before? Had she ever cheated? Or contemplated cheating? Had she even flirted with another man? Never! She’d never done any of those things! So? Why did he think she would do it this time? She would not do it! Of course, not! No! Lorri was not such a girl.

Boris smiled to himself, having put his mind at ease, and tucked his phone into the pocket of his tracksuit. He’d better stop muddying his wife’s head with hints and suggestions, with backs and forths, and get to do some work. Yes, doing some work was a good idea. He was taking two hours off work today to drive the kids to and back from school, so he’d better log in now and show he was online early. He didn’t like the job but needed the money. He should show commitment.

Boris went downstairs to the kitchen and made himself another cup of coffee. He took the cup, went upstairs into his improvised office—a small nook in the corridor—sat at his desk and logged into his company’s network from his computer.

He would not think about what Lorri was doing! It was pointless to worry about something he knew she would never do. He’d better do some work instead! Yes. Doing some work would help him take his mind off it.

Off it. . . . Off what exactly?

Boris sighed. He knew exactly what bothered him. He leaned back in his chair. Did Lorri go to James’s house to let him fuck her?

She liked this James bloke. Oh, yeah, she very much liked him. She had said it: she’d almost felt like having a crush on him before he’d made his indecent proposal. An indecent proposal, right! It was indecent. But. . . . What had it changed? Lorri’s boss was still handsome and masculine, as she had said. The only thing his proposal had changed was that after hearing it, she knew he liked her and wanted to fuck her. And would pay for fucking her! Handsomely.

Now that Boris had thought about it, he was certain Lorri would let James fuck her! Why shouldn’t she? Boris had told her he would be OK with it. And the money was huge! Lorri was a woman of action. She would definitely do it! Fuck!

She wouldn’t even hesitate. Not at all! In fact, she was probably looking forward to it. She was driving and wondering how it would feel to be penetrated by her new boss. She was driving and feeling the wetness between her legs, smiling to herself and shaking her head in disbelief at how horny she had become! And how wet she had become!

Oh, yeah, Lorri could get so very wet when aroused! And she could get very aroused by imagining herself in the hands of this other man. She had such a vivid imagination. Boris knew that. There was no doubt. Right now, she was imagining how James would fuck her!

Boris could imagine that too. He closed his eyes.

Lorri is lying on the sofa—he has a sofa in his office; he has to have one in his house— yes, she is lying on the sofa. She is lying on her back, completely naked, boobs round and full, legs spread apart, bent in the knees, feet placed flat on the sofa. Her trimmed pussy is gaping open and wet.

And here comes James! He walks up to her, swinging his big cock—she did not say he was hung, but she said he was a big man, so he ought to have a big cock—yes, swinging his cock as he climbs on the sofa and pushes her legs further apart. He positions himself between her legs and lies on top of her, supporting himself with one hand on the backrest of the sofa and guiding his cock towards her pussy with the other. Lorri trembles, feeling his cockhead touch her shaved labia. She blushes in embarrassment. A second later, she gasps, her eyes going wide as she feels James’s massive cock part her pussy lips and slide into her vagina.

Boris grabbed his cock through his tracksuit and squeezed the tip. He took a deep breath and exhaled. Fuck! That was close!

He had nearly emptied himself in his pants!

“Stop thinking about it!” slipped through his lips, and he let go of his cock.

He opened his e-mail box. There were not many e-mails. He looked at his calendar. There were no conference calls! Thank God it was Friday!

His phone buzzed. Boris pulled it out of his pocket. It was Jeremy, one of his staff. Why was he calling? Off sick again? Boris should have fired the guy a long time ago! Jeremy always had some excuse to be off on Friday. What would be this time? Migraine? Haemorrhoids? His wife in hospital?

Boris didn’t answer the call but kept looking at his phone’s screen. He knew: Jeremy was going to call again.

Boris sighed. He struggled to manage Jeremy. Jeremy was a lazy bloke, and Boris wished he could fire him but couldn’t. If he did, how would he find a replacement for Jeremy at the meagre salary they paid?

Jeremy called again, and Boris answered the call.

“Boss, I’m taking a day off!” Jeremy said, his voice cracking. “I caught my wife with the neighbour! I’m freaking out. I just can’t. Sorry!”

Boris’s blood turned cold. Jeremy’s wife had cheated! And what about Boris’s wife? Where was she right now?

Boris composed himself and said calmly, “Yes, Jeremy, of course. Take care, mate.” He hung up the call.  

Boris put his phone on the desk and looked at his computer screen. There were new e-mails coming in. He could not work either! No way!

He clicked new e-mail, selected his boss’s name and typed:

“Hi, Joanna,

“I have an awful headache. I have to call off sick today.

“Regards, Boris”

Boris pressed send and logged off.

He took his phone and dialled Lorri’s number. His heart was thumping. He would not tell her anything, just ask her how she was. He would know what she had decided as soon as he heard her voice. He knew his wife and could tell that much by listening to her voice.

Boris waited.

Fuck! She was not picking up his call!

He put his phone away. Of course, she wouldn’t answer. She was probably still driving. He didn’t ask her what James’s address was, but it had to be somewhere in the city. These executives liked living in the city. It was Friday, but still, there might be traffic. She would need an hour to get there, maybe even more than an hour.

He had to know, though. Boris took his phone and looked at the screen.

He would text her! Yes, text her to find out.

Boris typed: “Hi, honey, are you already in the office? Just checking that you’re OK. You haven’t slept, and I worry. Hopefully, the traffic wasn’t too bad. Text me if you are already in the office or when you get there! Or call me. Love you, Boris.”

Boris pressed send and put the phone away. He looked at his coffee. He didn’t feel like drinking it. Suddenly, he felt sleepy. It was normal after a sleepless night and all the emotions. Emotions. Emotions were tiresome. Not healthy. He shouldn’t let emotions take over. It was torture. He shouldn’t torture himself, probably for nothing. Lorri would not do it; of course, she wouldn’t. She’d just gone to the office. It was pointless to torture himself about a non-event. It was best for him to think about something else.

Boris sat back in his chair and put his legs on the desk. He looked aimlessly through the window. He felt at peace, and his eyelids felt heavy. Lorri was just stuck in traffic. It was the school run—

Oh, shit! Boris jumped off his chair. The kids! Today was his turn to take the kids to school.

He went to the children’s bedroom and knocked on the door. “Wakey! Wakey! Wake up!”

Boris was too busy for the next hour or so to think about anything else but getting Sasha and Danny ready and driving them to school. Only on his way back, when his phone buzzed in the pocket of his jeans, he remembered he had been waiting for a text message from Lorri. Was it from Lorri, though? What did she text him? He couldn’t read it now; he was driving. He wouldn’t pull over; there was no reason to pull over to look at it. There was nothing to worry about. He would look at it at home. He would not be distracted while driving!

Boris continued driving but was distracted and kept thinking about the message. Nonetheless, at least he kept driving.

The moment he pulled into the driveway, he took his phone out. The message was from Lorri. It read: “Arrived. All OK.”

“Arrived where?” Boris said aloud. He parked the car and pressed the dial button.

His call went to voice mail. He hung up.

Boris’s heart was thumping. Had she? Had she gone to James’s place?

Boris rushed through the gate, opened the front door, disarmed the alarm system and slammed the door behind him. He redialled Lorri’s number. His call went to voice mail again. He did not hang up this time but said, “Hi, Lorri. Where are you? Please call me! I am starting to worry. Love you, honey! Call me!”

He hung up.

Boris removed his shoes and coat and dialled again. Lorri was not answering. He hung up.

He opened her text message, clicked reply and typed: “Arrived where?” He pressed the send button and stared at the phone screen.

Ten, twenty, thirty seconds passed. Still no response from Lorri.

He typed another message: “Is he fucking you, Lorri?” He hesitated. His cock was rock hard and twitching, but his heart was going to rip out of his chest. He needed to know! He pressed the send button.

The doorbell rang.

Who the fuck was that? He looked through the peephole. Oh, fuck! The salesman for the double-glazed windows! Boris tucked his phone into the front pocket of his jeans and opened the door.

The next hour and a half were like a fog for Boris. While talking to the guy, he kept taking his phone out of his pocket and glancing at the screen every five minutes or so.

Why was she not texting back? Could it be because she was being fucked by James? Right now? While Boris was talking to some bloke that was trying to sell him windows way above the price on the website! Who cared about argon and xenon when Lorri might have been fucked by another man at that very hour? Boris’s heart was racing. And his cock was rock hard. He had a tent in his jeans, but he didn’t care. Let the salesman see it. Would he ask why Boris had an erection? Of course not! The salesman’s job was to sell, not to investigate hard-ons.

Boris struggled to focus on what the guy was telling him about composite vs uPVC doors. Composite was better was what Boris understood. He agreed to composite. He accompanied the guy to all the rooms and answered all the questions. Boris selected the frame type, trickle vents, chose argon-filled double glazing or whatever was good enough and agreed to pay for a composite front door. Boris smiled and nodded when asked if he was happy with the discount. He didn’t catch what the guy said the total amount was but didn’t bother to ask again. Boris knew he overspent way above the budget agreed with Lorri. He would sell it to her by pointing out what a fantastic deal he had made. The discount was hefty, after all.

Boris looked at his phone. There was still no text from her. He tucked his phone back into his pocket.

The double-glazing man was handing him his phone. What did he want? Oh, yeah. The payment. Boris took the phone from the hand of the salesman and provided his card details to the payment operator on the other end of the line. Eleven thousand something. Lorri wouldn’t be happy. Well, this would be his least worry! He handed the phone back to the salesman.

They had a brief chat, and finally, the double-glazing guy left. When Boris closed the door behind him, he took his phone out and dialled Lorri’s number.

She wasn’t answering.

Should he call her in the office?

Boris dialled her office number, but she didn’t pick up. None of her colleagues answered her phone either.

Boris looked at his watch. It was eleven o’clock. They usually held the weekly meeting with Ops at eleven. That was why. He tucked his phone into his pocket.

Boris went upstairs, took the cup of coffee and went down to the kitchen. He poured the cold coffee into the kitchen sink and made himself a new cup.

His phone buzzed. New text message! His cock began throbbing again, hard as ever. His head started to spin. He hurriedly tried to pull the phone out of his pocket but couldn’t.

Fuck! He spilt coffee on his jeans. Who cared? He managed to take his phone out. It was Lorri. She had texted. One liner: “Can’t talk now. Busy.”

“Busy with what?!” slipped through Boris’s lips. Then, in a fit of despair, he shouted, “Getting fucked, or what, Lorri? Can’t you tell me?!” His whole body was shaking. He spilt more coffee on the kitchen floor.

Boris pressed the dial button but then cancelled the call. He paused to think. He had to calm down. If she was getting fucked she wouldn’t be texting that she was busy, would she? She wouldn’t be texting him at all.

“Relax, man!” he said quietly to himself and put the cup on the kitchen counter. He took a tissue and cleaned his jeans. He took another tissue, bent down and wiped the floor.

He stood up, threw the soiled tissues into the bin and sighed. He should calm down so he could think straight.

Boris looked at his phone. He was much calmer now. Even if Lorri had gone to see James, she was threatening him and pressing him to give her the role. Not fucking him. She was pressing him. That was what she was doing. Boris tucked his phone into his pocket, took his cup of coffee and sipped from it. Yes, he shouldn’t panic over nothing.

He went to the living room, put his cup on the coffee table, sat on the sofa and turned on the TV. He rested his legs on the table and began switching between programmes. After browsing the channels, he settled on some nature documentary with David Attenborough.

Boris was looking at the TV but not watching it. His mind was somewhere else.

She couldn’t be with James, could she? Lorri was not with him if she said she was busy. She would never refer to being fucked by someone else as “busy”. She would not text Boris at all if she was doing it. Yes, Lorri was not being fucked by James. That was good.

Boris looked at the remote on the table and stared at it, deep in thought.

It was good that his wife was not having sex with James, but what did it mean for his cuckold fantasy? Yes, he had a cuckold fantasy; he could admit it to himself.

He sighed. It meant his fantasy would never come true.

Boris slowly rubbed his forehead. It would not come true, but didn’t he want it to come true? Didn’t he want his wife to be with this other guy?

Boris pushed the remote with his foot. He wasn’t sure now. Maybe not. Yes, definitely not. Lorri was his wife, only his and would remain his. It was for the better to stay like this: only his!

Boris lay down on the sofa. He felt calm and relaxed. He looked at the TV screen and watched the animals grazing peacefully. David Attenborough’s voice was so calming, so soothing. . . . Boris fell asleep.

A thud in the hallway woke him up. He jumped off the sofa. The mail! What time was it? He looked at his watch. God! 2 o’clock! Another hour and he would have to collect the kids from school.

Boris turned the TV off and looked at his almost untouched cup of coffee. It wasn’t a good day for the coffee brand in his house today. He took the cup, went to the kitchen, poured away the coffee into the sink and put the cup into the dishwasher. He went to the hallway and picked up the mail from the floor. There was one book for Sasha. That was what had thumped on the laminated floor and woken him up. The rest of the mail was junk. He put the leaflets and Sasha’s book on the shoe rack. He had to fill out that form from the Royal Mail website to stop them from delivering junk mail.


4.            The contract

Boris heard the gate open and close.

Another delivery? He looked through the peephole. Lorri!

What?! This early?! He looked again. She looked distraught. Did she resign?

Boris opened the door for Lorri. “Hi, honey! What happened? Did you quit?”

Lorri looked down as she stepped over the door threshold, gently pushing Boris in the chest to nudge him out of her way.

He stepped to one side, and she entered the hallway. He closed the door behind her and looked at her.

Lorri was not looking at him. She kept looking down at her feet as she pressed one foot against the other and took her shoe off.

Boris offered her his hand to hold onto, but she pushed it away, stubbornly looking at her feet. She took her other shoe off and kicked it under the shoe rack.

Boris watched her, getting increasingly concerned. He stretched his hand to take a folder she was clutching in her hand and asked her again, “Did you quit, honey?”

Lorri shook her head from side to side, ignoring his hand and still not looking up at him. Swapping her handbag and folder from hand to hand, she took her coat off and hung it on the coat rack.

Only now, she looked up at Boris.

The look on her face was strange. A mixture of sadness and determination.

Boris raised his eyebrows.

Lorri pressed her lips together and stared at him for a few moments. Then she shoved the folder into his hands, saying hoarsely, “Here! I’m the new CFO. A 260 salary. A start-up bonus of 50 - paid already; check our account! A guaranteed end-of-year bonus of 50 next March.”

Boris tucked the folder under his arm. “What happened?”

“Let me get changed.”

“Did he fuck you?”

Lorri looked at the corridor behind Boris and put her hand on his chest. She pushed him gently to move out of her way, but he didn’t move. Lorri pushed him harder, still gazing somewhere in the distance behind him.

He raised his voice. “Did he?”

“Let me pass, please!” Lorri’s voice crackled. She was refusing to look at Boris. “Let me change, Boris! Please!”

Lorri pushed him again, but he didn’t budge. She gave up and removed her hand from his chest, whispering quietly, “Please!”

Boris neared his face to hers, trying to make her look at him, and whispered, “I want to know, Lorri!”

Lorri turned her head away.

Boris dropped the folder onto the floor and put his hands on her shoulders. “Did you let him fuck you, Lorri?”

“Please!” Lorri murmured and only now looked at him. “I want to take a shower.” Her lips trembled, and a tear rolled down her cheek.

“Tell me! Yes or no,” Boris demanded. “Did you let him fuck you, Lorri?”

“Yes!” she cried, and tears raced down her cheeks. “Yes, he fucked me!”

Boris’s heart sank. Now he had heard it! She had let another man fuck her! Boris’s head began spinning. He struggled to control his breathing. At the same time, his hard cock was throbbing and twitching. He felt pre-cum oozing from the tip of his penis.

Boris removed his hands from Lorri’s shoulders and said quietly, almost inaudible, “That’s fine. I’m fine with that.”

“I have to take a shower!” Lorri whispered. “Please!”

They stared at each other for a while. She stopped crying and wiped her tears away.

Lorri put her hand on his chest again. “Let me pass!”

Boris stepped aside, and she passed by him. She ran up the stairs. He heard her open and close the door of their bedroom. Boris picked up the folder from the floor and opened it. It was Lorri’s employment contract, printed on her company’s letterhead. How did James have it at his home? Maybe they went to the office. It didn’t matter. The important thing was that James had signed the contract; she had signed it too. Starting Monday, she was the new Chief Financial Officer. Her start-up bonus was £50,000. Annual pay: £260,000. End-of-year bonus: £50,000 plus discretionary.

Probation period: none.

Wow! That was great. Lorri had negotiated well.

“She has sold her pussy well,” Boris whispered to himself, and his erect cock twitched again. At the same time, a pang of jealousy pierced through his chest.

His wife’s pussy had been fucked by someone else’s cock! Lorri was not Boris’s only anymore. Had she liked it more with this other guy? How much had she enjoyed the sex with James? Would she leave Boris for James? Boris felt insecure, painfully insecure. And inferior.

He imagined Lorri with her legs wrapped around James’s powerful buttocks while James was fucking her in the missionary position. It had to be in the missionary position. Lorri loved that sex position. Boris was able to visualise James’s butt and its muscles contracting as he orgasmed in Lorri’s pussy. Boris couldn’t picture anything else but James’s butt muscles. It was strange. Boris had never seen James and certainly not seen him butt naked. Yet, that was what stuck in Boris’s head. There was some power in a male butt with a woman’s legs wrapped around the man’s hips as he was thrusting inside her. Boris felt a tingling sensation building up in his groin. He wanted that powerful butt to be his butt! He wanted to be him between Lorri’s legs. He wanted to fuck his wife!

Boris put the folder on the shoe rack and ran upstairs. He stood in front of the bedroom door and, after hesitating for a couple of seconds, opened it. Lorri was standing in front of the mirror, undressed down to her underwear. Now she turned and looked at him.

She didn’t say anything.

He also stood quiet.

She removed her bra.

What wonderful tits she had! Did James touch them?

“Did he feel your breasts?” Boris asked.

Lorri didn’t answer his question, just stared at him.

“Did he?” Boris asked her again.

Lorri sighed and nodded. “Yes.”

“Did he kiss you?”

“Why are you doing this to yourself?”

“I need to know!”

She shook her head. “No, you don’t!”

Boris stepped closer to her. “Trust me! I need to know!”

“Boris, why do you torture yourself?”

“I don’t, Lorri. I just need to know!”

Lorri sighed. “Yes, we kissed.”

“And fucked,” Boris added.

Lorri nodded. “Yes, we fucked.”

“So, he fucked you.”

“Yes, Boris! He fucked me!”

“How many times?”

Lorri stepped to Boris and put her hands on his chest. “Let me go take a shower, please!”

Boris refused to move out of her way and asked again, “How many times?”

“I can’t do this to you!” Lorri whispered, staring at Boris with sad but soft eyes.

There was silence.

They held each other’s gaze. Lorri’s eyes were becoming softer and warmer. Boris could liken the way Lorri looked at him to compassion. She even smiled faintly at him before saying, “Boris, I love you and don’t want to hurt you. It is done. You said that if I did it, we would forget about it, didn’t you?”

“Yes, but, Lorri,” Boris said with a pleading voice, “I need to know the details.”

“Why? What good will it do?”

Boris pressed his lips together and looked away, hesitating. Then he looked back at Lorri and said, “I’m a cuckold.”

Lorri raised her eyebrows. “You’re what?”

“A cuckold. It turns me on knowing someone else fucked you. And I want to know the details. It turns me on.”

Lorri removed her hands from his chest and stepped back. She took a long look at Boris’s face.

He nodded. “Yes, Lorri. It turns me on.”

Lorri kept her eyes on him for a few more seconds before saying quietly, “So, like, you wanted me to do it?”

Boris sighed. “Yes and no. It’s very complicated. On the one hand, I didn’t want you to do it. On the other, I wanted you to do it. I know it doesn’t make sense. I’ve always fantasised about watching you have sex with another man or at least hearing about it.”

“Always?”

Boris nodded. “Um-hum.”

Lorri looked away and slowly ran her hand over her breasts, thinking over something, then looked back at him. She stared at his face for a few seconds, then asked, “Aren’t you jealous?”

Boris said briefly, “Yes.”

Lorri raised her eyebrows.

“I am jealous, and at the same time, I am turned on,” Boris clarified for her. “Tell me how many times, please!”

Lorri hesitated for a moment but then said, “Five.”

“How? Like, in what positions?”

“Missionary on the sofa in the living room. On the armchair—I bent over the arm, and he fucked me from behind. Then him sitting in the armchair while I was sitting in his lap. Against the wall in the bathroom, from behind me, standing upright. And finally, the doggy style on the bed in the bedroom.”

“Is he big? Down there?”

Lorri nodded yes.

“Bigger than me?”

Lorri bit her lips.

“Bigger?” Boris asked.

Lorri said, “Yes.”

“How much bigger?”

“How would I know? I did not measure it with a ruler, Boris!”

“OK. But, like, how did it feel? Like. . . like: have you been fucked by a bigger cock?”

Lorri slowly shook her head from side to side.

Boris felt jealousy eating at him again, but his cock was trying to drill a hole through his pants.

He swallowed out of excitement before asking her, “Did he stretch you out?”

Lorri nodded yes.

Boris swallowed again. “A lot?”

She whispered, “Yes.”

“Like?”

“Like a lot! Honey, he stretched me open like. . . . Like, I don’t know. But a lot.”

Boris nodded towards her crotch. “Can I look at ‘her’?”

Lorri shook her head. “No, you can’t.”

He stepped forward and reached his hand down towards her pussy. “Please!”

Lorri stepped back. “Not now. Let me take a shower first!”

Boris stepped closer to her and put his hand on her naked stomach. Lorri trembled. He ran his fingers up her stomach, reached her tits and brushed her nipples. Lorri trembled again.

He moved his hand back to her stomach. “Why? He didn’t use a condom, did he? That’s what you don’t want me to see. Am I right?”

Lorri stared at Boris, not saying anything.

His fingers touched the waistband of her briefs. “Did he use a condom, Lorri?”

Lorri stood silent for a few more seconds before saying, “I stopped by the pharmacy and bought the pill.”

“So he emptied himself inside you. That’s what you’re telling me, aren’t you?”

Lorri said quietly, “Yes!”

“Why? Why did the fucker,” Boris shouted but quickly calmed down, “Sorry! Why did he not use a condom?”

“I told him I was allergic to latex!”

“You did what?!”

“I lied to him.”

“Why?”

“I wanted to have his sperm inside me.”

Boris removed his hand from his wife’s stomach and stepped back. He was baffled. He only managed to raise his eyebrows and stare at her.

Lorri said, “As evidence. Don’t you understand?” Now she stepped closer to Boris. “Look! I am not that stupid. He could have fucked me and give me nothing in return. I thought this through before I did it. I even secretly recorded him. When I took out my phone in his living room to text you that I had arrived, I put the camera on video record and left the phone on the coffee table. I recorded what we talked about while we negotiated the terms and hmm, . . . right, while he was fucking me in the living room. In case he reneged on his promises, I needed proof. I also wanted to have evidence in my vagina that he, indeed, had fucked me. I couldn’t take my phone and point it at us to video record him fucking me, could I?”

Boris was completely taken aback by the ingenuity and cold-bloodedness of his wife. He liked it. He liked it so much that he smiled broadly, shaking his head. “Clever, Lorri! Very clever!”

“Isn’t it?” Lorri smiled too. It was her first full smile after she had come back home.

“So, like, . . . are you gonna take a sample of his sperm?” Boris asked.

“And do what with it? No. I won’t, but he won’t know, will he? After he finished fucking me, I told him that all was recorded. I played part of the recording to let him listen to himself and told him I would take a sample from my vagina. In case he reneged and refused to sign the contract right there. And he agreed. He signed it immediately.”

“How did you have a contract on the letterhead?”

“Your wife is smart, Boris! I didn’t drive straight to his place when I left this morning. I popped by the office, opened one of our templates, filled it in and printed it out.”

Boris smiled. “Well done!”

Lorri continued, “Yep! I went to his house prepared. He signed the contract and paid me the start-up bonus from his own account. He’ll have to be reimbursed. I don’t care how. It’s his problem. I told him I would take him to court and ruin his career if he reneged in the future, like if he fired me or did anything nasty. I asked for one year guarantee, and he agreed.”

Boris smiled again. “Smart move, honey!”

“Yes. I am a smart girl.”

“Can I see your knickers?”

Lorri kept her gaze on Boris for a few seconds, then said, “You are indeed a cuckold, aren’t you?”

He nodded. “Yes, I am.” He reached towards her knickers and hooked his fingers under the waistband.

Lorri pressed her lips together and, blushing, looked away.

Boris tugged on her briefs and looked inside them. There was cum on them, right under her pussy. Her pussy pubes were smeared with cum too. Some sperm was still leaking from her vagina. Her pussy lips looked swollen.

“He is big, isn’t he?” Boris murmured.

“Yes,” Lorri said and looked at her husband.

Holding her knickers away from her pussy, Boris reached his other hand inside them and touched James’s cum with his fingers. He pulled his hand out and smelled his fingers. The gooey white liquid smelled like bleach.

Boris looked up at Lorri’s face and asked her, “May I see your pussy?”

She grabbed his wrist. “Let me take a shower first!”

“No! I want to see your pussy now!” Boris gently tugged down on Lorri’s briefs and looked down between her legs.

Hesitantly she let go of his hand and let him pull her knickers down to her knees, but then she changed her mind and squeezed her legs together, murmuring, “No, Boris! Later!”

Boris looked up at her and smiled. “Lorri, please! I am a cuckold and like these things.”

Lorri sighed. “OK.” She took his hand. “Let me!”

She pushed his hand away, and he let go of her knickers. She grabbed and pulled them down to her ankles. She stepped out of her underwear and looked at him.

“Sit down on the bed, honey!” Boris said.

Lorri hesitated.

Boris smiled at her and nodded. “Yes, Lorri. I’m sure!”

Lorri stepped back and sat on the edge of the bed.

Boris swiftly pulled down his jeans and then his briefs. His erect cock sprang out. He grabbed Lorri’s knees and pushed her legs apart.

Lorri raised her eyebrows. “Boris? Are you sure?”

He nodded yes and stepped between her legs. He looked at her pussy. It was still gaping open after the fucking by the larger cock. A tiny streak of cum had made its way out of Lorri’s orifice, oozing between her spread-out and engorged inner pussy lips down into her ass crack. Boris grabbed his cock, guided it to Lorri’s vagina and pressed his cockhead against her pussy entrance.

He looked up at Lorri. She was staring at his face.

Now she said, “If you insist so much. . . .”

Boris smiled. “Oh, yes! I insist!”

Lorri looked down at her pussy, where his cockhead was pushing between her open inner pussy lips. She spread her legs further apart and nodded. “OK!”

He thrust in, and she gasped. He penetrated her balls deep with his first stroke.

She looked up at Boris’s face again.

He read her unspoken question and smiled reassuringly. “It feels good, Lorri! It’s called the sloppy seconds, and it feels good!”

Lorri smiled faintly and, shaking her head, said, “OK. If you say so!” She wrapped her legs around his hips and, leaning on her hands behind her, added, “Fuck me!”

Boris started fucking her with vigour. Within less than a minute, Lorri had closed her eyes, letting quiet moans escape her lips as her body shook from Boris’s thrusts in her pussy.

Three minutes later, they both orgasmed at the same time, shuddering in pleasure.

Once their orgasms passed, Boris pulled his cock out and, still panting, looked at his wife and said with a smile, “Now you definitely need to take the pill, Lorri! I unloaded tons of sperm.”

Lorri put her legs down on the floor and smiled too. “If you let me shower first, I’ll get to it.”

Boris stepped back from her. “Yes, of course. Now, you can.”

Lorri got up from the bed and headed to the door.

Boris called her name, and she stopped and turned around to look at him.

He said, “Can I listen to the recording on your phone?”

Lorri thought for a second, then said, “OK. But on your own. I don’t want to listen to it.”

“Why?”

“I don’t want to listen to myself moaning.”

“’Cos you’ll feel embarrassed?”

Lorri nodded yes.

“Why?” Boris asked.

“Why?!” Lorri raised her voice. “Because I am moaning and orgasming with someone else’s cock in my pussy, Boris! That’s why! I might have accepted it, but I am embarrassed and ashamed of what I did.”

“Can I admit something?”

“Go ahead!”

“It turns me on when you are embarrassed.”

“I get that.” Lorri nodded. “But still, you’ll listen to it without me.”

Boris sighed. “But, Lorri, I want to be fucking you while listening.”

“Then you’ll listen to it on your headphones.”

“Thanks.”

Lorri raised her finger. “And you won’t be judgemental!”

Boris raised his eyebrows. “About what? About you being pleasured by James’s cock?”

“Yes!”

“I know you had pleasure, Lorri. Come on! I am not stupid! If you let him fuck you five times! Look! Rest assured, I won’t be judgemental.”

“Yeah, but when you hear me cry out, ‘Fuck me harder!’ then—”

“So? You gave him your pussy. You’d better have enjoyed it. You wanted a good fuck. Simple. I understand. Don’t worry!”

Lorri thought for a second, then said, “There is something else.”

“What?” Boris asked.

She whispered, “I blew him.”

“Did you?”

Lorri nodded. “Yeah. And you’ll hear him telling me.”

“Telling you what?”

“To. . . to swallow.”

“Did you?”

Lorri nodded yes and blushed.

Boris asked, “Like?”

Lorri shrugged her shoulders. “Like that! I swallowed his cum.” She sighed. “Anyway. You’ll hear me gagging.”

“On his cock?”

“Yes.”

Boris looked down at his cock. It was semi-erect now. He looked up at Lorri. “I want to listen to it, and I want to fuck you!”

Lorri said, “Tonight! You have to collect the kids soon. And cook me dinner first!” She giggled. “I am the new CFO, after all!”

Boris chuckled. “He-he! Of course, Mrs CFO! I love you, Lorri.”

Lorri smiled. “I love you, too.” She turned to leave the bedroom but stopped again and looked back at him.

“What is it?” he asked her.

She hesitated for a second but then said, “James said he might want to fuck me from time to time.”

“I see.” Boris looked down at his now almost fully hard cock and ran his hand over its length. He looked back at Lorri. “And what did you tell him?”

Lorri shrugged her shoulders. “That I am expensive.”

“And?”

“He asked how much.”  

“What did you tell him?”

“Fifty thousand per night in the form of a bonus, out of cycle.”

Boris smiled in amusement. “That’s. . . what can I say? Wow! That’s a good bargain. Did he agree to it?”

Lorri shrugged her shoulders again. “Well, he said he could afford me once or twice a year.” She turned around and left the bedroom.

Boris smiled to himself, shaking his head. How had things turned out today? His wife had been promoted to CFO! And to hotwife, at the same time! And there had been something for him too! He had become a cuckold. That was his promotion.

He smiled again. He liked his promotion.


5.            A month later

James put his empty glass on the table. “I like this dessert wine.”

“Me too,” Boris said.

Lorri added, “It’s good.”

James cleared his throat. “Hmm. Shall we have another round?”

“No, thank you, James,” Lorri said. “I’m good. And thank you for the dinner. I enjoyed it very much.” She looked at Boris and put her hand on his thigh under the table. “Honey, I think we should go now.”

“Yes,” Boris said, then smiled politely at James. “Thank you for the dinner, James. And thank you for all you do for my wife. She keeps telling me what a great boss you are.”

Lorri gently squeezed Boris’s thigh and looked at James, smiling. “Yes, James, thank you for being such a kind and supportive manager.”

James waved his hand. “Oh, you’re doing a great job, Lorri. That’s why I come across as kind and supportive. I haven’t done anything.”

“Other than fucking you,” Boris added in his head.

Suddenly there was an uncomfortable silence.

James was quick to break it. “Coffee before we go?”

“No, thanks,” Lorri said.

“Thank you. I’m good,” Boris added.

It became awkward again.

James shifted in his seat. Lorri’s boss looked like he was uneasy. For the first time in the evening, his face looked flushed. He looked less than confident.

He smiled briefly, almost shyly, opened his mouth, and then closed it. It appeared like he wanted to say something but hesitated.

Boris thought: He wants to fuck Lorri. That’s what is on his mind. I hope he doesn’t say something stupid and spoil the evening. Just when we can say it went well, overall.

Boris was right. The evening had gone smoothly. Whatever they had talked about, they had been careful not to go anywhere near what had happened between James and Lorri a month earlier.

Of course, Boris was under no illusions that James knew that Boris knew about how Lorri had secured her promotion. However, James pretended that he thought that Boris didn’t know. Boris also pretended he didn’t know about that Friday morning. And Lorri acted like her boss had not fucked her.

Pretending ignorance had been the unspoken strategy, and it had worked well throughout the dinner other than when Lorri and Boris had arrived at the hotel restaurant and Lorri introduced Boris to James. She blushed big time. Boris also blushed. But Boris blushed mainly because of concerns about the tent in his trousers. His cock had stiffened, watching his wife’s body language in front of James. After that, they sat at the table and relaxed, chatting about various topics ranging from sports to politics, and even laughed at some jokes James or Boris made.

So the dinner had gone well, but now at its very end, the atmosphere had turned tense.

“Hmm,” James cleared his throat and looked around, then back at Lorri.

He wants to fuck her! Of course, he wants! Boris thought to himself. But he doesn’t know how to ask her. Will he have the courage? In front of me? Huh! I wonder what her reaction would be. And mine. Would my jealousy blow up, or would lust prevail? Probably both. At the same time. Like the first days after.

Boris had a flashback to the first days after Lorri’s promotion. Immediately after he had taken the sloppy seconds on that Friday afternoon, he had told himself he liked his promotion to a cuckold husband. Still, by the time Lorri had to go back to work on Monday, his jealousy was taking over him again. He kept quiet about his feelings, and Lorri and he did not discuss James at all, but Boris’s jealousy continued to grow through the week, up to the point that on Wednesday evening, he asked Lorri to quit her job the next day. Lorri tried to explain to her distraught husband how letting James fuck her meant nothing, but if he insisted, she would resign. Boris went back on his request, then again requested her to quit. And that went on for the whole evening and into the night when he ended up fucking Lorri. Fucking her served as some sort of a conciliatory act, and Lorri did not resign.

Wednesday evening repeated itself for the next four or five days. Every evening Lorri and Boris had long conversations where Boris went back and forth, hesitating, and eventually. . . fucking Lorri. Finally, Boris realised that fucking Lorri helped him alleviate his jealousy. Like, it really helped. Having figured out that his lust was the kryptonite of his jealousy, Boris’s life became a lot easier. Whenever jealousy came upon him during the day, he thought of how he would talk to and fuck his wife in the evening. Then, in the evening, Lorri and he talked about James and her. Boris became hugely turned on and fucked Lorri. While he was more jealous than ever, his sexual drive was off the charts. And so seemed Lorri’s. Each time Boris asked her about the details of what she and James had done on that Friday morning—like how it felt to kiss James, how James fucked her, how thick his cock felt—she was reluctant to start talking, but once she started, it was easy going. Boris had learned the minutest details by heart but wanted to hear them over and over again. He told Lorri that listening to her turned him on. And Lorri admitted it turned her on talking to him about those details. Thus by the second week, they had established a routine. Each evening, after they put the kids to bed, they talked about what James and Lorri had done and even about what she would let James do to her for her bonus; they got turned on and had wild, passionate sex. Despite Boris’s jealousy and angst and Lorri’s perpetuating embarrassment to talk about her sexual experience with James, both Boris and Lorri could say that their sex life for the past month had been the best ever. And then the dinner invitation came.

Lorri had come back from work and said to Boris, “James invited me to dinner this Saturday to celebrate the end of my first month in the new role. Do you want to come? I mean, he said you were invited too.”

Both Lorri and Boris knew it was unusual for a manager to invite their employee to celebrate the end of their first month in the new job, but they pretended otherwise, and Boris said, “Oh, it’s so kind of him, indeed. Do you want me to come?”

Lorri shrugged. “Yeah, why not?”

James’s voice brought Boris back to the present moment. “Hmm. Right!” James clasped his hands together. “I think I am good, too. But. Right! Umm. . . . I kinda feel guilty we didn’t have champagne. It was a tradition in my old company to celebrate promotions with a glass of champagne.”

Here it is, Boris thought. He will ask her to his house for a glass of champagne. Will he have the audacity in front of me?

It was clear to Boris that James wanted to fuck Lorri again. Lorri had told Boris about her arrangement with James to let him fuck her once or twice a year in exchange for a bonus. But it was too soon for a bonus, even one out of cycle. Lorri had been promoted to CFO slightly over a month earlier. James couldn’t pay her with a bonus. Then how? Out of his pocket? Unlikely! Even for a highly-paid CEO, that was a lot of money. So, how would James justify asking her to let him fuck her? And Boris was there, present. How would that work at all?

“I’ve booked a room upstairs,” James continued. “I figured out: after a nice dinner and plenty of drinks, I’d rather stay in the hotel overnight. Why. . . hmm. I mean.“ He paused, then stammered, “W-would you, would the two of you fancy a glass of champagne in my room before you go? Just to keep up with tradition.”

Lorri said abruptly, “I’ve got to pop to the loo.” She put away her glass and got up from the table.

She walked fast. She felt her knees shaking. She was sure that both James and Boris were watching her. Staring at her ass. She knew how lust looked in a man’s eye. She had caught their glances at her. They both wanted to fuck her!

Lorri entered the ladies. No one was there. She went into a cabin, peed, and then wiped her pussy. Her pelvic muscles tightened. She felt the familiar tingling sensation in her groin. She touched her clit and trembled. Her clit was oversensitive; it was engorged. She ran the tissue down her slit again, then looked at the tissue. It wasn’t only a urine stain. Her vagina was wet: wet with pussy juices. Lorri’s pussy wanted to be fucked!

“Fuck! What shall I do?” she murmured, throwing the tissue into the toilet bowl. She got up, pulled her thong up, straightened her skirt, and flushed the toilet.

God! She kept thinking. I want his fat cock! I don’t like him, no. I thought I liked him, but no. I’ve seen enough of him in the office now! I don’t like him. Boris is more handsome. He’s not masculine as James, but that’s exactly how I like my husband. A sensitive, soft-spoken, considerate, and kind man. And he fucks well. He’s on the smaller side, but he’s not bad in bed at all. Boris is the man I love. But God! Don’t I want to feel that big fat cock again? That broad chest to squash my titties and powerful hips to spread my thighs! That sheer masculine power! The fat cock slowly sliding into my pussy, filling me to the brim! I want to feel my pussy stretched out again! I love Boris’s soul, but I love James’s cock! Fuck! I wish I could have the best of the two worlds, but I can’t have my own cake and eat it, can I? These are two different men. I can’t! How can I love one man and want to be fucked by another? She sighed. What shall I do?

Lorri came out of the toilet cabin and went to wash her hands. She looked at herself in the mirror. She looked good. She didn’t have to do anything with her make-up or lipstick. She went to the dryer.

“I can’t! I just can’t with Boris around!” she whispered, shaking her head.

Another woman entered the ladies and smiled politely at Lorri. Lorri smiled back.

Lorri left the toilets and headed to the table. Boris and James were sitting across from each other, not talking.

What should she do? She didn’t know. Go to James’s hotel room? And that with Boris? No way! She’d done what she’d done with James only once. A one-off! For the promotion. She had lied to Boris about her arrangement with James. In fact, it had never been discussed with James to fuck her more. Why had she told Boris she would let James fuck her occasionally for money? She didn’t know. She’d just felt like making it up, and she had made it up. Perhaps that was her way of convincing Boris that what she had done had been for the money only, without feelings or attraction.

Lorri reached the table but did not take a seat. She stood and looked at Boris. He smiled so softly at her. He was handsome. And loving.

James smiled too. God! The way he looked at her. His penetrating gaze. His confidence! A man who knew how to take charge. His biceps twitched. He was so strong and fit. She knew already. She’d seen him naked and felt his muscular body. It was sheer power! He could lift her with one arm!

James leaned back in his chair, spreading his legs apart. And there it was! The bulge in his trousers. She knew what it was. She felt butterflies in her stomach. She felt her pussy loosen. She felt moist in her knickers.

Boris reached his hand to her.

She looked at him. He was smiling shyly. He was a gentleman.

Who of the two men she wanted to spend the night with?

She sighed. She couldn’t stand like this! She had to pull herself together!

It’s ridiculous to even think about it! Lorri said to herself. We have to leave now! I have to go home with my husband! Because I love him, and he loves me!

She took Boris’s hand.

“Honey,” Boris said, “James just ordered a bottle to his room.”

Oh, no! Lorri’s legs turned soft. Boris has agreed to it! 

Boris continued, “Shall we have a quick glass of champagne in his room and then go?”

Lorri looked at James. He smiled. The tingling sensation in her pussy came again! Her face was burning hot.

She pulled her hand out of Boris’s grip. “Umm, OK, I guess. We could. Just a glass.”

James had already paid the bill, and he and Boris stood up.

James headed to the lifts, and Lorri and Boris followed him.

A minute later, they stood in front of James’s room.

James swiped the key card on the door lock, and the door opened. He put the card in the slot, and the lights turned on.

James walked into the room; Boris and Lorri followed him.

An unopened bottle of champagne was already brought in and placed in an ice bucket on the desk.

James took the bottle.

“No,” Lorri said. “I don’t feel like drinking more.”

He looked up at her.

“I’ve had too much alcohol, sorry,” she added, smiling apologetically.

There was silence.

Lorri looked at Boris. There was a mixture of fear, doubt, and lust in her eyes.

Boris felt his stiff cock throb. And then, keeping his gaze on Lorri, he said, “James, I don’t think Lorri is here for the champagne. I am not here for it either.”

Lorri raised her eyebrows.

Boris nodded affirmatively. “That’s right.”

She whispered, “OK then.”

Lorri felt goosebumps rise up her skin. She had just agreed! In front of Boris and with his permission. Permission? No. At his request!

Lorri turned to look at James. He didn’t say a word, only smiled. She couldn’t hold his gaze and looked down. She was embarrassed because she knew: with the help of her husband, she had just asked James to fuck her. She had asked him to fuck her for nothing in return. She had done it only because she wanted to feel his cock between her legs. Lorri bit her bottom lip and moved her hands in front of her crotch. She began swinging her body back and forth, smiling shyly and blushing like a shy schoolgirl.

James put the bottle back into the ice bucket, reached to the switch above the desk, and turned off the lights, leaving on only the dimmed light above the head of the king-size bed.

He looked back at Lorri and held his hand out to her.

She glanced at Boris. She had to be sure.

Boris nodded again, this time smiling slightly.

Lorri took James’s hand.

James led her to the foot of the bed. He moved behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist.

Boris walked up to the chair next to the bed and sat down.

Lorri looked at Boris and mouthed, “You sure?”

Boris’s response was to grab his cock through the trousers and rub it. He wanted her to do it in front of him.

Lorri trembled as she felt James’s hands slide up her stomach, reaching her chest. He cupped her breasts through her shirt, lowered his head, and kissed her neck. James found the top button of her shirt and undid it.

Lorri swallowed nervously, not taking her eyes off Boris.

James undid all the buttons of her shirt, and she let him slide it off her shoulders. He put the shirt on the bed. Lorri’s chest was moving up and down fast.

James found the clasp of her bra on her back and undid it. Lorri grasped her bra, holding it against her breasts.

She whispered, “Boris, are you sure?”

This was the last time she asked. She wouldn’t ask again. This was her hubby’s last chance to stop her.

Boris stood up and unfastened his belt. He pulled down his trousers and stepped out of them. Then he pulled down his briefs. His erect cock sprang out.

Only now, he said, “I want to take the sloppy seconds while the cream is still warm.”

James hooked his head over Lorri’s shoulder and grinned at Boris. “They say that’s when they’re the best!” He kissed Lorri’s neck again. “Lorri, what would you say? Shall we grant your hubby his wish?”

Lorri didn’t answer his question, just let go of her bra. James pulled its straps over her shoulders, revealing her breasts. He tossed the bra onto the bed. Then he cupped her breasts and began kneading them.

Lorri gasped. It felt good. It felt good to surrender to this muscular man whose hard cock she could feel against her bum. It was good to feel his chest on her back and his palms massaging her breasts.

Boris removed his shirt and dropped it on the floor. He stepped out of his briefs, then grabbed his cock and began stroking it, not taking his eyes off Lorri’s chest, where James’s hands were busy squeezing her soft flesh and rolling her nipples between his fingers.

James felt Lorri’s boobs for a while, occasionally kissing her neck or clavicle. Her breathing became fast and urgent.

She turned around, forcing James to let go of her breasts.

James wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her into him. She put her hands on his shoulders. He lowered his head and planted his lips on hers. They kissed.

Boris felt pre-cum oozing out of the tip of his cock. He kept stroking, not taking his eyes off Lorri and James, who were kissing passionately.

James’s hands wandered around Lorri’s ass until he found the zip of her skirt and unzipped it. Lorri’s skirt fell down to her ankles, baring her butt cheeks, left uncovered by her thong. James squeezed her buns.

They broke the kiss, and Lorri gently pushed James in the chest to let go of her, which he did. She stepped out of her skirt. Then she grabbed James’s belt buckle and unbuckled it. She looked up at him, and he nodded. She unzipped his trousers and pulled them down to his knees. He took over from her and removed his trousers completely. The tent in his briefs was huge. The shape of his cock was clearly visible through the fabric. Lorri brushed her hand over his cock, and it twitched.

James hooked his fingers in the waistband of her thong and, squatting, pulled it down to her feet, exposing her ass and pussy. Lorri stepped out of her knickers.

James rose. Now Lorri returned him the favour by grabbing his briefs, squatting and pulling them down to his ankles. His rock-hard cock sprang out.

Lorri stood up, stepped back and looked at James’s impressive manhood.

She looked over her shoulder at Boris. “How do you want it done?”  

Boris nodded at the bed. “Bend over the bed!”

Lorri turned to face the bed.

James stepped out of his briefs, pulled his shirt up around his waist, making sure it did not stand in the way of his erect cock, and stood behind Lorri.

He looked at Boris. “You’re sure you can hold it until I finish fucking her?”

Boris nodded. “Yes.”

Lorri also looked at Boris. “Honey, are you sure you can?”

He said, “Yes, I’m sure.” He smiled before adding, “At least I’ll try!”

James looked back at Lorri. “Bend over, Lorri, and stick your pussy out for me, will you?” He placed his hand on her back between her shoulder blades and gently pushed her to bend over the edge of the bed.

Lorri bent over, propping herself up on her elbows and sticking her ass out.

She opened her legs slightly apart and looked over her shoulder at James. “Is this OK?”

“Perfect!” he said.

Boris stepped closer, and now he was able to see and confirm: his wife’s pussy was nicely exposed and ready to be fucked from behind.

Pressing Lorri’s back down with one hand, James grabbed his cock with the other and guided it to her pussy.

Lorri trembled when his cockhead made contact with her labia.

“Go slow in the beginning,” she whispered. “Like the last time.”

James said, “I know, Lorri. Relax!”

Lorri turned to look ahead.

James rubbed his cockhead along her slit a few times, spreading her pussy lips apart. Once he was satisfied the access to her vagina was unobstructed, he positioned his cock at the entrance to her pussy. Then he pushed his pelvis forward, and Lorri gasped as his cockhead slid into her vagina.

James grabbed her hips and stood still for a few seconds. Lorri’s breathing became slower but heavier.

He thrust in. His cock slid halfway into her pussy.

“Urgh,” Lorri groaned.

James thrust in again, and Lorri’s body swung forward. She moaned, “Ohh!”

James’s cock was all the way inside her pussy.

“How does it feel?” he asked her.

“Good,” she muttered.

“Full?”

“Oh, yeah.”

“Like the last time?”

“Um-hum. Like the last time.”

James stood still for a few more seconds, then, holding her hips, began moving his cock in and out of her pussy with slow, shallow strokes. He gradually increased the speed and depth of his thrusts until a minute or so later, he was shoving his cock into Lorri’s pussy all the way up to the balls and pulling it out to the glans, holding Lorri’s hips tight to ensure her body did not swing too much.

The slapping sounds of flesh on flesh and Lorri’s moans filled the air. Her bum and the back of her thighs became red. There was so much power in James’s thrusts. He was holding her tight, yet, she swayed back and forth in unison with his strokes.

Boris was standing, stroking his cock. His eyes were glued to Lorri’s backside, where James’s thighs slammed against her buttocks with a clocklike rhythm. James’s long thick shaft, well lubricated with Lorri’s pussy juices, pulled out; his massive balls swung back, and Lorri moaned, “Ugh!” Movement and sound stopped for a fraction of a second. And then the shaft slid back into Lorri’s vagina, her pussy hole opened up wide, stretched by James’s girthy base, his scrotum swung forward until his testicles came to a sudden stop slapping against Lorri’s mons pubis, her tits swung forward, and she moaned, “Oh, yes!”

James fucked Lorri like that for about five minutes before she cried, “Oh, God!” buried her face into the bedsheets, and her body shuddered in orgasm.

James started to puff but continued to fuck her fast and hard as Lorri moaned into the bedsheets.

Within a minute, she clutched her fists, raised her head and cried, “Oh, God! Oh, fuck!” being hit by another orgasm, even more overwhelming than the first one.

James pushed his cock balls deep into her pussy, squeezed her hips, and, groaning loudly, began unloading his sperm into her.

Boris was barely keeping himself from blowing his load, and seeing James’s powerful release into Lorri’s pussy, was too much. Boris felt he would explode and stopped stroking his cock.

He grabbed his cockhead and squeezed it in panic, shouting, “Hurry up, James! Please!”

“Urgh!” James grunted. “Hold on a little longer! Your wife’s pussy feels so good. Urgh!”

“Oh, my God!” Lorri cried again, shuddering in a third powerful orgasm.

It felt like ages for Boris, waiting for Lorri’s and James’s orgasms to pass.

Finally, Lorri grunted, “Urgh!” and collapsed onto her face.

James stood still for a few more seconds, then pulled his cock out and turned to Boris. “Quick. While it’s still warm and thick!”

Boris almost shoved James out of his way.

Standing behind Lorri’s backside, Boris guided his cock into her pussy, entering her with a single deep thrust.

“Urgh!” he grunted. “This feels amazing!”

The warmth of the mixture of Lorri’s pussy juices and James’s cum, and her pussy walls contracting around his cock, was too much for Boris. He knew he would not last more than a few seconds and started to thrust fast and hard.

Lorri looked at him over her shoulder. “You like it?”

“Urgh! You’ve got no idea!” he grunted, thrusting frantically.

Lorri turned to look ahead and smiled. She was happy. She had just realised she had found a way to have her own cake and eat it! She could be fucked by James’s enormous cock and still love Boris, who didn’t mind her taking in James’s cock. In fact, Boris not only didn’t mind her being fucked by her boss’s cock, but he liked her doing it so he could take his sloppy seconds. She didn’t mind keeping her pussy open a little longer for her man to take his pleasure.

Boris had barely made a few thrusts and started to ejaculate, grunting loudly, “Urgh!”

Lorri felt the gush of fresh cum filling her pussy.

Sloppy seconds must feel great if you’re a man, she thought to herself and smiled again. They don’t feel bad for a woman, either. It’s good friction. I could easily have had another O. Yeah, it feels good. Only if Boris could learn to last longer. I’m sure he will, with time.

Boris had started emptying himself almost immediately after penetrating his wife, but it took him close to a minute to finish ejaculating.

Wow! How much cum! He thought to himself as he thrust in one final time. That’s what sperm competition is all about!

He pulled his cock out, murmuring, “Finished!”

James put his hand on his shoulder. “You liked it, mate?”

Boris nodded. “Yes. Very much!”

“Shall we do it again?”

“Oh, yeah!”

Boris stepped back from Lorri, and she stood upright. She turned around and looked at the two men that had just fucked her.

She cocked her head to one side. “Did you say again?”

“Yeah!” both Boris and James said at the same time.

A second later, James asked, “What about regularly?”

“Umm, yeah,” Boris said. “Like, once a month?”  

James shrugged. “Why not? If Lorri’s up to it!”

Lorri put her finger on James’s chest and, smiling playfully, pushed him. “Only if I have a pay rise!”

James chuckled, stepping back. “Lorri, Lorri! I don’t think you should worry about that. You’re already a top performer and are up for a rise, didn’t I tell you?”

Both Lorri and Boris burst into laughter.

James slapped Lorri playfully on the ass. “Let’s have a glass of bubbly and fuck again!”

“Why not?” Lorri shrugged, smiling. “My pussy is open for business tonight.”

Boris said, “I’m looking forward to a spit-roast!”

“Dibs on Lorri’s pussy!” James raised his hand.

“OK,” Boris agreed. “But then we need a third round to swap.”

James chuckled. “A third round? Why not! I’m free all night.”

Boris looked at Lorri. “What would you say, hon? We stay for the night?”

Lorri shrugged. “The kids are with mum. Why not?”

⁂
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Whether reading erotic fiction is a way to fulfil an erotic fantasy in the safe realm of imagination or to get inspired to pursue a fetish in real life, I believe that, foremost, it should be about having fun.
I like to take my readers on a journey that is exciting and arousing, where they can follow the emotions, internal struggles and the fun that my characters experience, from the build-up of desire and aspiration, through the moment of fulfilment and resolution, to the final reckoning in the aftermath of their actions.
Whether a story is about a hotwife fantasy, a voyeur fetish, a cuckold kink, a naughty wife, or a cheating husband, it should be believable and, most importantly, enjoyable to read. The storylines in this genre are as diverse and nuanced as in any other, and sometimes a reader may not like what the characters do or the views they express; however, the storytelling should still be a source of enjoyment.
I value the reader’s feedback. When readers tell me that they like my stories, it inspires me to write more. Please vote and leave reviews on Amazon or Goodreads.
I believe that listening to my readers is the best way to keep improving. If you would like to provide me with constructive feedback or share other stories you would like me to write, please contact me at lee.alex1604 @ gmail.com.
You can also find me online on Twitter @AlexLee1604 and on GoodReads at goodreads.com/AlexLee.
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Wife Tries Something New: A Hotwife Adventure

This story is about a couple on holiday tempted into the hotwife lifestyle. 
Nick and Ella arrive in Cape Verde to celebrate their 10th honeymoon anniversary. Gerhard, an old German guy, befriends them at the swimming pool and shares his ideas about how they can best do that. His ideas are incompatible with Ella and Nick’s views, but unexpectedly, just thinking about what the old man has told them makes them hornier than ever, raising questions about their secret desires. Meeting young Agnete only adds to their questions. However, when they are introduced to Mikkel and Johan, two attractive Danish men, Gerhard’s ideas not only raise questions but begin taking root. Things between Ella and the two Danes heat up, and temptation grows stronger when she meets Paulo, a handsome black barman, and discovers more about her hidden desires. Ella and Nick are going down a slippery slope to a place they are not sure they want to go. They must escape temptation! But will swapping the pool for the beach help them? Will an island tour with Joao, another charming black man, help them resist temptation, or will it make it harder?

Wife Goes For More: A Hotwife Adventure

This book is the sequel to Wife Tries Something New. In this second part of the story, Ella goes on a quest to find out if bigger is better and if many is more fun.

Ella and Nick come to a pact with Joao, an agreement that will help them enjoy their adventure. But things get complicated when an old rivalry between Joao and the Danes gets reignited. How will Ella and Nick manage it? And how far are they prepared to go in their quest for new experiences? Will Ella take up Joao, Mikkel and Johan’s proposition to try something she’d never heard about but which sounds super-hot?
When Nick’s cuckold experience is taken to a new level, his confidence falters. How will he manage his feelings? While dealing with his emotions, he sees something that takes him by surprise. Will Agnete shed light on it and beyond?
Ella and Nick discover that Gerhard’s peculiar condition may not be a bad thing since he knows how to repay favours, especially when Paulo is at his disposal. Ella finally finds an answer to the question of whether bigger is better.

A Night with Tigers: A Hotwife Story

This short story is about becoming a hotwife in a rather unusual place.

David and Dana may have divergent views on open relationships, but their views converge when it comes to wildlife and nature. So when Paul invites them to spend a night with him in a lodge surrounded by tigers, they agree.
Initially, it is an awkward proposition because they have met Paul on a hotwife dating site, but he assures them that he is interested in nothing else but watching tigers, and that seems all right. Intentions are clear, and boundaries are set.
However, exotic animals, a cosy cabin, fine wine, and the company of a handsome man like Paul can change perspective. And when Paul harnesses his extensive lifestyle experience to get what he wants, will boundaries be held?

Wife Takes One For The Team: A Hotwife Story

This is a short story about a wife’s unusual first-time hotwife experience.

Adam accepts a two-day contract job on a remote island. Jess joins her husband on his business trip, hoping to have a short break in the sun. Little does she know that she will be asked to play a central role in an experiment on which so much depends.
Should Jess take one for the team or not? And if she does, how will she and her hubby manage through their feelings? Will things get complicated by the clandestine actions of some of the people involved? Will Jess and Adam end up winning or losing?

Wife Takes Another One For The Team: A Hotwife Story

This book is the sequel to Wife Takes One For The Team.
Adam and Jess have returned home from the island. They have been dealing with some consequences of Jess’s unusual first-time hotwife experience when an unexpected turn of events brings back temptation, stronger than ever. And the stakes are higher.
Will Adam and Jess resist temptation? And do they want to resist it? Will Jess take another one for the team? And if she does, will it be for the team or herself?

Three in an RV: A Hotwife Story

A couple’s RV trip turns into a first-time hotwife experience in some very unusual circumstances.

Mila and Peter are stuck in their RV during a thunderstorm when a stranger knocks on the door. Letting Jack in starts a 48-hour adventure that will not only change their holiday plans but will redefine their marriage.

Mila is unprepared for an encounter with a man like Jack, whose masculine appeal and charisma tempt her to cross lines she never dreamt of crossing. Jack is caught totally off guard when confronted by Mila, a wife so pretty, sexy and captivating that her spell makes him take risks he never thought he could. And Peter is surprised by how much witnessing the game of cat and mouse between Mila and Jack reignites his dormant hotwife fantasy.

Will Mila resist the urges and feelings the enigmatic stranger stirs in her? Will Jack be able to get what he wants from Mila without jeopardising his plans? Will Peter’s hotwife fantasy make him surrender his wife to Jack without a fight? What about the consequences of their actions?

An Affair In The Desert

When Dan and Abby go dune riding, little do they know that it is only the beginning of their adventure. Dan has always been proud of his virtuous wife, but will that change when they meet Khalid, a local young man who is not only handsome and charming but also enigmatic and provocative? How far will a sisters’ rivalry drive Abby to push her boundaries? Will a camel ride, followed by a romantic night under the stars, be enough to spark something between Abby and Khalid that will change Dan and Abby’s relationship forever?
When Khalid and his equally exotic and enigmatic friend, Omar, invite Dan and Abby to celebrate their business deal, Dan senses that there is a lot more to it than meets the eye, but what is it?
Abby and Dan blame the hot desert sun and the emotions of escaping death twice for clouding their judgment, but is it not their secret fantasies that ultimately drive their actions?

A Webcam Hotwife

Jen is not happy when her husband, Andy, invites his senior business partner to stay in their house in London for a few days. Both Jen and Andy know that Larry is eccentric, even weird, but nothing can prepare them for the bombshell that Larry drops on them when he arrives.
Larry’s unusual request throws Jen and Andy into a whirlpool of emotions. They are faced with a tough dilemma to choose between financial prosperity and keeping their marital vows. And when temptation and lingering fetish come into play, husband and wife find themselves in uncharted territory.
Will Andy and Jen be able to outmanoeuvre the masterful manipulator that Larry proves to be and navigate their way through lust, temptation, jealousy, and greed? Will they be able to fix their finances without sacrificing their marriage?

A hotwife in lockdown

Working from home for months during the health crisis is boring and depressing for Elle. Her sons are stuck in university lockdowns, and her husband, Josh, is exhausted from long hours in the hospital. The stress has taken its toll on the couple’s sex life despite their unfaltering love for each other.
When Adnan, a friend of their elder son, turns up at their doorstep, he becomes a welcome distraction, livening up the dull days with his witty jokes and thoughtful compliments. Their guest is unusual in many ways, though, not least because he is from a different culture, and he has a delicate issue that Josh and Elle want to help him resolve. But how far their help can go before a line is crossed?
Intelligent, handsome, exotic in a way, and certainly provocative, will Adnan be too much for Elle to handle? Will he be a temptation that she won’t be able to resist? Will Josh be able to protect his wife from the younger man, and does the hubby want to?

Cheating on my hotwife in the South of France

When my wife’s colleague invited us to visit her villa, the words “South of France” evoked in my mind nothing more than images of sunny beaches, swimming pools, wine, and Mediterranean cuisine.
That was until we met Pierre and his sister Julie. Their lifestyle took us by surprise, even shocked us, especially my prudent wife. And yet, instead of indignation, it engendered something very different in Emily and me. Curiosity and sexual attraction fused into a powerful force that took us on a journey of exploration of our most intimate fantasies and hidden emotions. But how far was this force going to take us?
Would my wife’s little crush on Pierre make her break certain taboos?
The inner struggle between jealousy and excitement of watching the wife you love in the arms of another man is a powerful drug. Would I be able to quit the addiction, if my faithful wife succumbed to the charms of the young man?
Would I understand the enigma that Julie was? And what if there was something more sinister behind her provocative behaviour?
I had less than 72 hours to find the answers.

I cheated while hugging my husband

When Antony and I decided to celebrate the milestone of our 10th wedding anniversary with a tour in Peru, little did we know that it could turn into a hugely different landmark in our relationship.
Following our first meeting with Paul and his wife Jessica, my husband and I thought of them as another friendly couple to have chit-chats with. It turned out that they were to play a much more significant role than that. Paul’s physical attractiveness, combined with his bravado, and sometimes unorthodox behaviour, made for an intriguing persona that provoked my curiosity like never before. The inner struggle between desire and prudence stirred hidden emotions and interests, which I did not know existed inside me neither I knew how far they could take me.
As a faithful wife to a loving husband, I believed that I could resist the excitement of newness, but could I? Would I be able to draw the line before things got out of control?

The Christmas Party: A hotwife story

Jane and Chris love each other and have great sex; however, when business opportunity meets sexual desire, will they go beyond the point of no return?
When they get invited to the Christmas party, little do they know that Jane will be taking up the role of Semyan's sexy Santa Claus assistant. She will be helping to give away gifts, and by the end of the party, she will have to decide whether she can give the most precious gift that she has that evening.
Semyan may be an unorthodox CEO, but he knows how to take Jane's breath away, literally. Taking a prudent couple like Jane and Chris on a journey that they have never been before, requires skills and means which Semyan certainly possess.
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