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		Prologue

		

		“Face it, Danvers, Jennie Campbell beat you out again. You just don’t have what it takes to play with the top-notch sellers. You’re not hungry enough. It doesn’t make you a bad agent, it just means you won’t make it to the top ranks,” drawled Mr. Hanson. “Look, I’ve known Jennie for a while. She’s a bitch! But, she has one hell of a fine body and she doesn’t mind using it if it gets her a sale. She’s willing to bend the rules when it suits her. And, as long as she brings in the sales and doesn’t run afoul of the law? Nobody is going to tell her no. And, she’s not the only one that does it. All the top sales agents tend to give a hundred and ten percent, if you know what I mean.

		It may not seem entirely kosher to you, but simply put, she gets the job done. You, don’t. I appreciate that you don’t want to do that, so just be satisfied with the listings you can get without… Compromising, yourself. Okay? I’m sure you’ll land on your feet elsewhere. I promise I’ll give you a good recommendation. I just don’t need another so-so real estate agent, I have enough of those already. I need a Jennie Campbell!”

		“But… I can do it, Mr. Hanson. I know I can! Just don’t take the opportunity away from me,” pleaded Bobbi Jo. “Give me one more chance. Please?”

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		Roberta Joanne Danvers, Bobbi or Bobbi Jo to her friends, sat in the driveway of their Buckhead home. She hastily wiped at the tears that still threatened to pour out of her eyes. She didn’t want to go into the house and tell her husband that she’d failed. This had been her big chance, her big dream. She’d given up a good, solid career in business, to try her luck at real estate. She thought it would be glamorous and exciting. Visions of wealth dancing in her head.

		Instead, after six months of studying and apprenticeship, and almost another year of essentially no income, she was about to be let go. How was she supposed to tell Mark that her big dream had turned into a nightmare? Telling him, she’d have to start all over again at the bottom someplace else. Especially, if she had to admit the reason for it turning into a nightmare. Her hatred for Jennie Campbell, and her ilk, growing with every breath she took.

		Jennie had been someone she admired at first, seeing her drive around town in her expensive car and perfect wardrobe. She had the life that Bobbi wanted. It wasn’t until she got to know her better, to understand how she got to that point in her life, that Bobbi Jo began to feel differently about her. For that matter, about her new career choice, as well.

		She knew that she was just as pretty as Jennie, prettier even. Younger, too! Her bouncy personality was perfect for the real estate profession. It was just that the top sellers, like Jennie, were willing to drop to their knees or spread their legs to pick up a sale. Bobbi Jo just couldn’t do that. It would destroy Mark if he ever found out that she’d cheated on him. Although, after being married for five years, there were times she found the idea tempting.

		Not that their love life was bad, it was just boring. They’d gone from passionate love making to once a month wham, bam, thank you, sex. Sometimes without even the thank you. There was no spark anymore. It wasn’t all Mark’s fault, either. She knew that, it took two to tango. But, how do you keep it fresh and exciting when it’s the same person every time for over five years? Sure, it still felt good, but that was all. She didn’t come away breathless anymore. She couldn’t even remember the last time she’d had an earth shattering, screaming out loud orgasm. And, she missed it.

		Finally, she opened the car door and went inside. Mark was probably wondering what she was doing out here. At least, he was if he realized she was home. He might have been back in their home office or involved with something else. She wished he’d get involved with her tonight. She could use some cheering up. She’d gotten Mr. Hanson to agree to one more month, but that was it. Honestly, unless she did something different, brought in something big, that would be the end of it. Her career would be over. Mark would insist that she go back to work in the business industry. That’s assuming she could even find a job there again. After a year and a half off, it would be tough. But, she knew he couldn’t keep supporting the two of them, not in the manner that they’d become accustomed to. They’d already burned through their savings with her little career folly. After a year and a half, her whole sales total was two houses sold and three listings. Cheap ones at that! If things didn’t turn around, her next listing would be their own home; the Buckhead dream home they’d purchased when they both had high paying jobs in industry.

		She found her husband in their home office, his fingers quickly tripping the Alt/Tab keys on his laptop, as she walked in. “Hi, Hon. I didn’t hear you come in. How was your day? Did you get that listing you wanted out on Memorial Drive?” he asked excitedly.

		“No, I didn’t get it. Jennie Campbell strikes again. I’m sorry, Mark. Maybe this new career of mine was a bad idea,” she admitted.

		“Nonsense, Bobbi. I know you can do this! Your personality is perfect for the real estate business. I mean, you’ve gotten a couple of sales. Right? It just takes time to build up a reputation,” he told her. The encouragement he’d always given her, still evident. Oh, fuck! She just couldn’t cheat on this man. He loved her too much, she knew that. But, she couldn’t admit that she’d failed, either.

		“Come on, cheer up, it’s Friday night. Let’s go over to AG and have dinner. Save you having to cook tonight, at least,” he continued. “Besides, you look like you could use some cheering up, and I know you love that place.”

		“Okay, Mark. I’ll go get changed into something a little less… Business like,” she answered.

		“Hmmm… I like the sound of that. How about something a LOT less business like?” he shouted out as she walked away. Bobbi shaking her head as she headed to their bedroom to change.

		Well, why not something a lot less business like, she wondered? If she was going down in flames, there was no reason she couldn’t get a little risqué in her private life. Bobbi picked out a short leather micro-mini skirt and a wrap top, tossing them on the bed. She set a pair of spike heels out next to the bed and pulled a nice bra and pantie set out as well. Slipping out of her clothes, she headed to the en suite to grab a quick shower. Letting the hot water ease some of the tense frustration she felt. Maybe she could convince Mark to take her dancing later.

		When she came out of the en suite, she noticed that her bra and panties were missing. Mark’s little attempt at making her get extra sexy causing her to chuckle. Okay for him, she thought, she’d just call his bluff. Two can play that game! Bobbi pulled the mini-skirt up her long legs and fastened it. Grabbing the wrap top, she tied it around her waist. She slipped her hand inside of the top and adjusted her breasts, the tight top causing them to plump up nicely. Slipping her feet into the spike heels, she walked over to the floor length mirror in the corner of the room and checked her reflection.

		Damn! She did look good. Uh, oh, was that her dark nipples showing through the thin material of the top? A closer look, confirming her fears. Mark walked into the room as she was starting to take the top off. “Whoa! Hey, why are you taking that off? That’s one of my favorite tops,” he complained.

		“Well, one of your ‘favorite tops’ lets my nipples show if I’m not wearing a bra,” protested Bobbi. “And, somehow, my underwear seems to have mysteriously disappeared while I was in the shower?”

		“So? I guarantee you the folks at AG don’t care. Besides, you’re with me, if I don’t mind, I think you’re good to go, Babe. And, I guarantee you, I don’t mind,” he whispered seductively as he bent to give her a kiss. “Just let me grab a shower and we’ll head out,” he replied. An excitement in his voice that Bobbi hadn’t heard for a while. She glanced once more at the mirror, turning this way and that. Making her decision, she readjusted her breasts again, plumping them in the wrap around top, and walked out of the bedroom.

		Bobbi went to their home office and sat down at the desk. Mark’s laptop was still out, so she decided to use it rather than digging hers out. She wanted to check her email before they left. Besides, she liked to do a search for new listings in the area every night. A tap of the keyboard and the laptop came to life. Hmmm… What’s this? Mark didn’t clear the browser when he was done. OMG! What was he looking at? That… That’s… That’s just filthy.

		As Bobbi flipped through page after page of his browsing history, she saw a theme developing. Her husband was into porn. Not just any porn either! His searches all seemed to be about something called a ‘Hot Wife.’ Bobbi began to look through the hits with more interest. Her initial disgust over his browser history being slowly and inexorably replaced with curiosity. Mark liked porn about cheating wives? Oh, fuck! Maybe her career wasn’t over after all?

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		As Bobbi walked out to the car, she felt the night breeze tickle against her bare pussy. It made her feel extremely naughty, not to mention wet. Mark even held the door for her, the gentlemanly move surprising her at first. Then, his wolf whistle caused her to realize she was flashing him when she climbed into the bucket seat of the little sports car he drove. Okay! Well, at least he knew she was commando tonight, just like he’d requested. She didn’t find it quite as funny at the Ritz-Carlton when the valet opened the car door for her! Her face turning a bright shade of red as she slipped from the car. Her glistening pussy lips openly on display in the short leather micro-mini.

		The AG-Atlanta was one of her favorite restaurants. Located in the Ritz-Carlton downtown, they seldom came here anymore. Their finances now being somewhat limited with her career change. Bobbi used to love coming here. She hoped she could convince him to take her dancing later, she’d dance all night if Mark would let her. Of course, she wasn’t as young as she used to be, but she did still like to dance. It would be a perfect choice to cheer her up. Even if they couldn’t afford it.

		As she walked in the door, the frigid air-conditioned air made her nipples tighten. Bobbi could see them pressing against the thin material of her top, making her even more self-conscious. Being a Friday night, they had to wait for a table. Mark took her arm and led her to the bar. Sitting down, the bartender was quick to take their order; whiskey for him, wine for her. When he came back, she noticed his eyes taking in her cleavage with great interest. Men!

		Two drinks later, their table was ready. Bobbi followed the waiter to their table, Mark taking up the rear. As the waiter held her chair for her, she was well aware that he probably was getting quite a view. Fuck it! Who cares? In a hundred years, nobody will remember anyway. At least, that’s what her Grannie used to say. Come to think of it, Grannie had a point.

		Two more glasses of wine with dinner, and Bobbi was feeling no pain. She wanted to dance! Mark, surprisingly, didn’t even fight her about it. He took her to the MJQ Concourse. Not too far from the AG, the place takes the word ‘underground’ to an entirely new level. The club is entirely underground. There's no website and most people find out about it through a friend. Unassuming to somebody casually passing by, you'd never know that the entrance was the gateway to one of the most popular dance clubs in the city. Open late at night, it is just as popular on weeknights as weekends. Tonight, was certainly no exception. The pounding music set her heart to beating as they walked in. They ordered a round of drinks before hitting the dance floor.

		Bobbi started swaying to the music as soon as she hit the floor. Her hands flying into the air, as she twirled her way towards the center of the floor. Finding where she wanted to be, she turned and began to slither to the pulsing music. Mark, surprised at her exuberance, as she began to grind her tight butt into him. His cock responding as she moved her leather clad hips up and down his pelvis.

		As soon as he grabbed for her, she danced away, giggling the entire time. This was the Bobbi he knew and loved. The one that was just a little bit risqué. She’d become more and more sedate the longer she had this new job. Wanting to protect her ‘image,’ in case she ran into anybody she knew, he guessed. From what little Mark knew of the real estate game, he thought she was going exactly the wrong direction. She needed to be sexier and more outgoing, rather than trying for proper and refined.

		Six dances later, he managed to pry her from the dance floor. Both of them, gasping for breath from their exertions, sweat glistening on their bodies. Bobbi downed another glass of wine, Mark switching to Diet Coke. Hey! Somebody had to drive! After that, she was ready to go again, dragging him back out to the dance floor. The place was crowded tonight, everybody wanting to explode at the end of the week. As they danced, Mark noticed that Bobbi had more than a few eyes following her gyrating body. Damn! She did look good tonight. Her breasts swaying delightfully beneath the thin top, threatening to pop out half the time. Sometimes, he wished they would. He loved Bobbi being sexy and uninhibited. He didn’t even mind if somebody else got an occasional glimpse of her more private areas. For some reason, he kind of found it exciting, though he was loath to admit it.

		Don’t ask him to explain that one! He couldn’t. At least, not with any dignified argument. It just turned him on for some reason. That’s all he had to know. He didn’t worry about it beyond that point. Why bother? One time, he’d done some research into his… Fetish? Yeah, he supposed that was the word. Anyway, it wasn’t an unusual fantasy. He even enjoyed the websites that discussed the obsession. In his dreams, he imagined Bobbi not just flashing somebody. But, actually being with another man, becoming what they called a ‘Hot Wife.’ Only returning to him afterwards, her body marked by another man. Her new career provided the perfect opportunity to fulfill those fantasies, but it wasn’t to be. Bobbi was too uptight to do anything like that. Though, when she was drunk… Well, she became a whole different animal. Someone wilder, more feral. And, she was drunk tonight…

		He knew she was feeling no pain when he saw her right breast pop out of her top and she didn’t even bother to cover herself. Pulling her to him, he slid her top back into place as she giggled uncontrollably in his arms, turning a delightful shade of red. Then, she twirled around and kissed him before dancing away again. Bobbi was really flying, and Mark was enjoying every minute of it.

		A few dances later, he convinced her to break again. Another glass of wine and she was primed. This time, Mark begged off. She just looked at him, her eyes smoldering with intensity. “Are you sure, Baby? It’s your funeral. I want to dance!” she decreed. When he turned her down, she strutted away from the bar, her hand reaching back and casually flipping her mini-skirt up to reveal her bare behind as she waltzed away. Then, Bobbi flounced off, with a wink and a lascivious grin on her face.

		She hit the dance floor like she was on a mission. Her hands twirling in the air, hips swaying once more, as she danced her way into the crowd. Bobbi would have been happy dancing all by herself, but a pretty woman was never alone for long in one of Atlanta’s top night spots. Her first partner was tall and blond, probably some escapee from the nearby college. He was also a little too young for her. Not that either of them seemed to care.

		Bobbi moved on after that first dance, this time getting picked up by a hulking black man. Damn! He moved well for somebody that big. His muscled torso gleamed in the lights. She seemed dwarfed by him as they began to dance. Bobbi slithering against him during the fast dances, her leather clad hips sliding up and down his rapidly growing bulge. Something she seemed to find very fascinating. At the end of that song, they went again. Another fast number, Bobbi gyrating like crazy to the heavy beat.

		Mark was excited seeing her like this, uninhibited and carefree. He loved it! He watched in fascination as she ground herself up against her dark-skinned partner. He hadn’t seen that part of her for a long time. He didn’t even blanch when her tit popped out again. It wasn’t the first time tonight, though she didn’t seem to notice it at first. Honestly, she didn’t notice it until her partner pulled her into him, his black hands cupping her full breasts. Mark saw her eyes close in passion as he rolled her exposed nipple between his fingers. His dark colored fingers a distinct contrast to her pale skin, it was like it exaggerated what was happening. Highlighting the forbidden decadence of it.

		Suddenly, Bobbi’s eyes flew open as she drunkenly realized what was happening. Her face turned a deep shade of red as she danced quickly away from her partner. She shook her finger at her him in the age old ‘naughty boy’ signal, as she readjusted her top. But, she did keep dancing. Two songs later, the music changed to a slower number. Bobbi started to walk away, but her partner pulled her into an embrace as the music started.

		Seeming to make a decision, Bobbi put her arms around his neck as they danced. She was nearly on her tiptoes to reach that high as he twirled her around the floor. Mark could see his hands roaming down Bobbi’s back, and then moving even lower. It wasn’t until he saw one of those black hands disappear beneath her short skirt that he began to feel uneasy. His imagination picturing those dark fingers sensuously kneading Bobbi’s pale ass cheeks. Not that much could happen in the middle of the dance floor, but you never knew. Besides, Mark’s cock was too damn hard watching them, to be able to effectively stop anything.

		Mark could see Bobbi cuddled against her dark partner, his hands obviously massaging her very naked behind. Her face was lying against his broad chest as they danced. He saw her open her eyes and blurrily search the floor, finally finding him. She blew him a kiss, then closed her eyes again as she fell deeper under her partner’s spell. Mark knew he should stop this, it was getting way too hot and heavy out there. But, at the same time, he was fascinated as he watched his normally very proper wife being mauled by those huge black hands.

		Suddenly, Bobbi stiffened in her partner’s embrace. His hand wasn’t on her butt anymore! He’d definitely found something far more interesting to play with. Mark knew without a doubt that those black fingers were inside Bobbi Jo’s pink pussy. Mark could imagine him massaging her pulsing clit before driving deep inside of her, raking her G-Spot. Bobbi’s fingers were now digging passionately into his broad shoulders, her mouth open in a silent scream as she exploded in orgasm! Her body one giant spasm as she stiffened in his arms. Afterwards, she hung limply against him until the dance ended. Her body, little more than a quivering mass of flesh held up by his strong black arms.

		This time, she did pull away, although he did kiss her before letting her go. His tongue pushing inside her mouth, their tongues dueling frantically, as his hands wandered for one last time. Suddenly, Bobbi found herself standing alone. She began dazedly walking unsteadily back across the dance floor to where she could see Mark waiting for her. Her face was flushed, her breath still coming in deep gasps as she came up beside her husband. She looked a little sheepish as he took her hand. Not a word was said between them, he just began leading her silently from the club.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		Mark did kiss her once as he helped her into the car. A hard, punishing French kiss. His tongue dueling with hers as her body still heaved with her earlier passion. This time, when her pussy flashed before him as she sat down, he found himself looking at it a little differently. Her nether lips glistened in the dim light, slickened with her honeyed dew. An excitement brought on by another man. A man that had just had his black fingers between those puffy, moist lips. Mark knew it, too! Whether Bobbi Jo ever admitted that she’d just let a black man masturbate her to orgasm on a public dance floor or not, Mark knew it had happened. He’d watched it. Seen it with his own eyes! He just wasn’t sure how he felt about it?

		On the one hand, he was furious that his wife had practically prostituted herself on the dance floor, letting her partner openly touch her. The sight of her nipple being rolled between those black fingers was burned forever into his psyche. And, she’d let him touch her bare pussy. Put his dark fingers deep inside of her! But, damn, Mark’s cock was so unbelievably hard as he replayed that scene over and over in his mind on the drive home, that he just couldn’t be upset with her. Instead, he just found that he wanted her, unbelievably.

		Bobbi quickly slipped out of the car when they got home, leaving Mark to lock up. He found her in the bedroom. She was standing near the head of the bed, her eyes looking at him daringly. Challenging him! As he came close to her, he could see her blouse clinging damply to her, sharply outlining her dark nipples. Her pale skin still glistened from her exertions on the dance floor. The short drive to Buckhead not enough time for her to calm down completely.

		There seemed to be a glow in her eyes tonight, the naughty excitement of her earlier adventure still burning inside of her. She was smoldering with passion as he pulled her roughly into his arms. There was an unfamiliar scent clinging cloyingly to her, the heady aroma of her partner’s cologne. Something heavy and sweet, not anything like what he was used to. But, for some reason, Mark found that the scent excited him.

		He kissed her, remembering that another’s lips had kissed her less than an hour before. Another’s hands had felt her body, touched her intimately. Black hands! Mark had never thought of himself as a bigot, but seeing those dark hands pawing his wife had been upsetting to him. Almost as upsetting as it was hot. OMG! What was happening to him? What was wrong with him? How could he possibly be thinking like this?

		Bobbi melted into his arms, her tongue forcing its way inside his mouth and dueling with his. Her body pressed urgently against him. Mark let his hands slide down her body, cupping her tight ass in the short leather skirt. The feeling was erotic, but not as sensual as when he slid his hands underneath that skirt to feel her bare ass cheeks. Massaging them just like he imagined her earlier partner had, before moving on to more exciting areas.

		Mark’s fingers traced the same path, finding her pussy soaking wet. Her orgasmic juices already flowing heavily, leaving her open and available. What happened next, surprised him. He found he had to see it himself. He slid down before her, bunching her skirt up, exposing her swollen pussy. That same pussy that another man had just fingered so expertly! Bobbi’s honeyed scent seemed to fill the air as he knelt before her. Leaning forward, he let his nose breath in her essence as he kissed her tiny, dark landing strip. Tonight, it was already moist, her scent filling his nostrils. He kissed her mound once and then let his tongue slide along her swollen lips.

		Bobbi let out a scream above him, her body shaking in a violent orgasm as his tongue raked along her soaking wet labia. The taste of her bursting on to his tongue as she spasmed above him. Her fingers wrapped tightly in his hair, pulling him to her. Pleading with him over and over, as his tongue explored her pussy. Teasing her clit, then diving deep inside her moist, velvety canal. Her juices flowing into his mouth, her excitement unmistakable tonight. She was more turned on than he’d seen her in ages.

		Finally, Bobbi pushed him away. She couldn’t take it anymore, her pussy oversensitive after so many orgasms. It didn’t matter to Mark, he intended to see that she got at least one more, his cock throbbing achingly in his pants. Her eyes burned into him as she began to undress. First her wrap top, fell to the floor. Quickly followed by that leather mini-skirt she’d teased him with all night. She was standing naked before him now, her only apparel the spike heels she still wore.

		My God, she was gorgeous. Mark could only marvel at how beautiful she was. Her breasts still heaved in passion as she stood there. Her nipples swollen and hard, as hard as they’d been when her partner’s fingers had toyed with her earlier. Not once had either one of them mentioned what had happened at the club. Bobbi Jo knew what she’d done, but what she wasn’t sure of was how Mark would take it. Though, after seeing his browsing history, she began to get an inkling of an idea. And, it excited her! What if she could play with the big-time agents? What if Mark wouldn’t divorce her if she did what was necessary to get to the top?

		One thing was sure, she knew after tonight, that he wouldn’t blow up if she messed around a little. Okay, her performance at the club wasn’t exactly planned. Honest! Caught up in the moment, she had let it happen. Admittedly, she’d been in a slightly drunken stupor, but it had happened. She’d let another man feel her up, right in front of her husband. A black man! His dark fingers groping her intimately. Let him give her an explosive orgasm as his fingers filled her pussy, his hands freely roaming her body. Face it, she’d acted like a total slut tonight. And, Mark hadn’t said a word.

		The way he’d just eaten out her pussy, he hadn’t minded her little escapade at all. Honestly, he hadn’t attacked her like that for years. Now, she could see his cock swollen and dark with blood, ready to fill her. And, she wanted that cock. Wanted it bad! Bobbi pulled her husband towards the bed. Climbing in, she shook her bare butt at him, that same butt she’d let another man feel up tonight. OMG! She was being so naughty.

		Mark didn’t need another hint, he was behind her in an instant. His throbbing cock at her petaled lips. Bobbi gasped out loud as she felt him slide inside of her. His cock filling her petaled opening, stretching her wide. She loved the feel of her husband inside of her. She let out a scream as she felt him push deep into her. His cock exploring territory that her earlier partner’s fingers hadn’t reached tonight. OMG! So deep! She loved the feel of him sliding in and out of her.

		Mark was pistoning into her over and over now. Slamming into her with every stroke, Bobbi crying out and whimpering with every thrust. His hands were gripping her hips, as he took her. She felt him reach up and twist a hand into her long dark hair, wrapping it around his fingers. He was using it almost like a leash, holding on to her, his cock tearing her apart over and over.

		As his cock exploded inside of her, Bobbi screamed out another orgasm. OMG! She’d lost count tonight, she had no idea how many times she’d cum. Though, she sure remembered that first one! Clinging to her dark partner on the dance floor, in front of the whole damn club. She’d remember that one for a long time. She hadn’t done anything that wild since her college days. Come to think of it, there were a lot of things she hadn’t done since college. But, Bobbi found that she was suddenly starting to think about them again. The wickedness of her thoughts sending her excitedly into orbit once again.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		Saturday morning found them going about their normal routine lives. Nothing had been said about the previous night, though she did notice that Mark had been a little more attentive today. He was out mowing the lawn when Bobbi’s cell phone rang. It was Marcie Jean, her best friend and neighbor since they’d moved to the Buckhead area three years ago. Marcie was a cute little blonde, with a pair of tits that made men drool. The rest of her was pretty darn nice, too. A stay at home wife, Bobbi was vaguely certain that she was bi-sexual. Though, she wasn’t one hundred percent sure on that. BFF, or not, some things were just not discussed. After a quick conversation, Bobbi agreed to come over for a cup of coffee. Or, more likely, a mimosa, a glass of wine, or something even stronger. ‘Coffee,’ was Marcie Jean’s code word for a lot of different things. She always maintained that Southern ladies just didn’t speak of such things.

		Bobbi found a mimosa setting on the island counter waiting for her when she walked in. “You came in awfully late last night, Darlin.’ Out celebrating something?” quizzed Marcie Jean.

		Bobbi looked at her guiltily, not sure how to even broach the subject of the previous night. “OMG! Girl! Spill! Out with it! Whatever you did last night, it must have been something pretty special the way you look,” cried Marcie Jean.

		“Oh, God. Okay, but remember, this stays between the two of us,” declared Bobbi. “Pinky swear?” After receiving her solemn promise to keep it quiet, Bobbi told her the whole story.

		“Was he big?” asked Marcie Jean. “They usually are, or so I’ve heard. I, of course, have never sampled the darker side of life,” she giggled. “Or, at least, I’ll never admit to it.”

		“Um… Well… I mean, I didn’t… You know. But, yes!” giggled Bobbi. Her face turning a delightful shade of red. “That bulge he was sporting sure seemed like it was pretty darn huge. But, what do you think about Mark? He hasn’t said a word about it. I know he saw the two of us. There is no way he could have missed me coming unglued all over the damn dance floor.”

		“Honey, we Southern Girls are ‘Hell’ at night! Mark knows that. I’m just glad to see that y’all are finally holding up the tradition. Come to think of it, we aren’t bad in the afternoon, either,” giggled Marcie Jean. “Men don’t ever want to admit that they like to see their wives do all sorts of naughty things. But, believe me, they like it just fine! Brandon has never complained even once about any little thing I’ve done. And, I’ve done some things that weren’t all that little, I promise you.”

		“Whoa! Wait a minute, MJ. You mean you’ve cheated on Brandon? And, he knows about it?” gasped Bobbi.

		“Well, of course, he knows about it, Darlin.’ Men aren’t entirely stupid. Close, but not entirely. He knows I’d never leave him, and he just loves me coming home full of some other guys creamy jizz. He never even asks whose. Brandon would never admit to it, but he eats me out like a starving man whenever I’ve been naughty,” giggled Marcie Jean. “Hell, I don’t even have to tell him. He just knows somehow whenever I’ve been misbehavin.’ We fuck like bunnies for days afterwards.”

		Bobbi just looked at her, stunned. She had no idea that Marcie Jean had ever cheated on her husband, let alone with a black man. She was definitely going to have to change her impression of her friend. Wow! And, Brandon didn’t mind? That was a shock! She always thought that men would rather kill their wives than let them be promiscuous. Maybe she really could have her cake and eat it too. At least, if she played her cards right.

		“Look, it’s like this. Down here in the South, men don’t want to know that their wives enjoy the company of other men. Especially black men believe me! But, like men everywhere, they fantasize about it. Seems like the little darlin’s find it sexy as hell for some reason. And, trust me, we all take advantage of it,” drawled Marcie Jean, as she refilled Bobbi’s mimosa. Hmmm… How had that glass emptied so fast, wondered Bobbi? “Why do you think that Tyrone fella is so highly recommended for odd jobs around here? It isn’t because he does such good repair work, believe me. His ‘talents’ lie elsewhere. Anyway, basically we like to maintain a ‘don’t ask, don’t tell’ policy. It’s worked well for a couple of hundred years. So, we see no reason to change it.”

		An hour later, rather slightly inebriated, Bobbi walked back home. Mark had just finished the lawn when she walked in. “Where have you been, I thought you wanted to check for new listings?” he asked.

		“Oh, Marcie Jean called and asked me down for coffee,” she replied. Her voice slurring slightly as she said it.

		“Some coffee!” laughed Mark. “What was it this time, wine or mimosas?”

		“Mimosas,” giggled Bobbi, shyly.

		“Well, why don’t I grab a quick shower and then we can have lunch?” he suggested.

		“Sounds good to me,” she replied.

		Bobbi kept mulling over her earlier conversation with Marcie Jean as she prepared lunch. Not that slapping some ham between bread slices took a lot of concentration. Probably a good thing considering her current inebriated state. ‘Coffee!’ Right! She had lunch setting on the island counter when Mark walked back in, his hair still wet from the shower. He was just wearing a pair of cutoff jeans and a T-shirt, his muscled chest making her feel all tingly inside. Especially after last night. Damn! He’d sent her into orbit more than once yesterday, she idly wondered just how much of it was because of her overly naughty behavior at the club?

		“Anything special coming up this week?” asked Mark.

		“No, just trying to get something going at work. I’ve been in a dry spell and Mr. Hanson is getting itchy,” she replied. “I’ve got a couple of possibles, but I’ll have to see if anything comes of them.”

		“Well, we’ll manage, don’t worry. I know you can make a go of this, Hon. You just need to relax and let go a little bit. Not everybody wants somebody that’s snooty like that Jennie What’s-her-name,” he told her. “Just be yourself. Lighten up a little and let the real Bobbi Jo come out to play.”

		OMG! What if she did let the real Bobbi Jo come out? She wouldn’t have minded selling that guy last night a house! Not a bit. She might have even been ready to celebrate the sale with him. Her face growing a little flushed as she thought about the bulge he’d been sporting as she rubbed against him. After all, Marcie Jean did say it was a ‘don’t ask, don’t tell’ part of the country. But, could she really do that?

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		Mark had already headed into the office when Bobbi began appraising her wardrobe, wondering what to wear in to work today. She knew it was time to get serious, Mr. Hanson wouldn’t put up with another dismal sales display from her. She looked at the dark blue dress in her hand, scrutinizing it. Making a firm decision, she put it back on the hanger, reaching for a bright red dress hanging nearby.

		This one was considerably shorter, its scoop neckline allowing for a little cleavage to show. Bobbi took off the sedate bra and panty set she was wearing, tossing them into the hamper. She selected a tiny red thong with an equally brief bra, the edge her dark aureole just barely covered by the lacy material. Slipping the red dress on, she stepped into a pair of red heels, fluffed her hair in the mirror and headed out the door.

		Bobbi noticed a few heads turn when she waltzed into the sales office this morning. Her legs showing to an advantage in the short dress. When a new call came in, it was her turn. After getting the information about what they were interested in, Bobbi agreed to meet later that afternoon.

		They were meeting at a local café, the client somebody from out of town. When she walked in, she felt every eye in the place turn her direction. It excited her. For some reason, she felt different today, sexier somehow. It wasn’t just the slightly risqué dress, it was more than that. Honestly, she thought it was what happened Friday night! That and her long conversation with Marcie Jean. She wasn’t going down without a fight. Not this time.

		Her client, Brian Davis, turned out to be a middle-aged business man, in town for a home search. His wife was back in Maryland tending to their three children, leaving the decision up to him. Bobbi already had all the particulars; the preapproval letter, the style of home, number of bedrooms, baths, price range, etc. All she needed now was to show him some houses in the areas she thought he’d be interested in. His price range was excellent for Atlanta, she honestly felt like she’d have a chance at finding him something. Considering his price range, this might save her job. At least, briefly.

		They spent some time becoming acquainted over coffee. Real coffee, this time! Then headed out, Bobbi Jo driving. By the end of the day, they’d toured several homes in the best areas. Brian was impressed with what she’d shown him but wanted to see a few more before making a decision. They agreed to meet again in the morning for breakfast, and another day of home searches.

		Bobbi was feeling excited when she got home that night. She bubbled as she told Mark about her new client. She found herself a little surprised as he casually asked her what he was like? Her description of a rather bland, middle-aged, white, married business man with slightly graying hair and a little beer belly seeming to satisfy his curiosity. Strange that he’d ask that, she pondered. Anyway, Mark said all the right things. Telling her he was sure she could do it and reminding her to just let go and be herself.

		That was just what she tried to do the next day. Wearing a tight, pale green dress, she waltzed out of the house. Today, the short hemline and even deeper neckline she sported was meant solely to keep the client interested. Bobbi was determined. She’d get him to pick out a house before he had to head back to Baltimore. There was at least one that he had seemed very taken with, he just needed a little push. And, she needed that all important signature on the sales contract. Badly! Today, she was determined and ready to do whatever it took to achieve it.

		They stopped for lunch at a small, dark club on the East side of Buckhead, the area of the city he seemed most interested in. Bobbi elected to have a glass of wine with him at lunch. Even encouraging him to have a second cocktail as they discussed the merits of the area. Then, it was back to review a few more houses.

		Brian asked for a second viewing at one that he particularly liked. A large, older home on Peachtree Lane, it had an upgraded kitchen and baths. There was even a jetted tub in the en suite, something she noticed he seemed to find particularly intriguing. Bobbi walked through the house with him this time, making sure to carefully point out the various upgrades. Telling him how much his wife would appreciate them. As they got to the Master bedroom, she touted the large room with the magnificent en suite. When Brian casually asked if the jetted tub worked, Bobbi boldly said, “Let’s find out!” She started the water into the deep tub and then pulled him away to see the other rooms while it filled.

		When the tub was full of steaming water, she turned off the faucet and hit the button for the jets. The tub sprang to life, the water roiling with a million bubbles. “Brian? Would you like to see just how good that can feel after a long hard day?” suggested Bobbi, breathlessly.

		“Uh, just what did you have in mind, Bobbi?” he asked.

		“Well, if it will seal the deal, I think it’d be fine if we tried it out,” she purred. “Don’t you? It certainly looks big enough for two. And, I want to make sure you’ll be happy here.” Her hands reaching to loosen his tie. Bobbi was finding it hard to believe that she was doing this, but she needed this sale. Needed it badly!

		A million thoughts were running through her mind. Foremost, seemed to be that Brian was no one that she’d normally choose for a partner. He was, at best, average looking, and married. Not to mention that he was several years older than she was. Somehow, it made him seem ‘safe’ to her. She could look at him dispassionately, there would be no chance of a romantic entanglement if she gave in. But, there was still the reality that she’d be giving in. She’d be breaking her wedding vows, but with good reason. She was saving her career.

		He looked at her, his eyes suddenly burning with lust, sweat breaking out on his forehead. Bobbi was a beautiful woman, and quite honestly, he’d asked for today just because he enjoyed her company. A vague concept that what happens in Atlanta, stays in Atlanta fueling fantasies he never thought he’d get to fulfill! He couldn’t get out of his clothes fast enough.

		Bobbi turned her back to him, and sultrily asked for help with her zipper. She closed her eyes as she felt him fumble with it, a shiver running through her. This was it! She was about to break her marriage vows, just to close a sale. Her heart was pounding a million times a minute as she heard the teeth of the zipper letting go, one by one. She felt him slide her dress from her shoulders, letting it fall into her arms. Before she could step out of it, she felt his hands quickly go to her bra, unclasping the tiny hooks that held it. A little gasp escaped her lips as she felt it let go, his hands excitedly brushing it off her shoulders to fall into her arms as well. She stepped out of the two garments, casually laying them on the nearby vanity.

		Bobbi turned around, her bare breasts swaying gently before his awestruck eyes. Her nipples were as hard as diamonds as she hooked her fingers in the tiny thong she had worn, sliding it sensually down her legs. Then, she casually kicked her high heels into the corner as his eyes devoured every inch of her body. OMG! She was naked. Naked in front of a man she’d only known since yesterday. A client! She’d told herself she could do this, now it was time to prove it.

		Bobbi knelt before him, his cock standing out proudly at the sight of her nude form. It was about six inches long and maybe an inch thick. Rather average, she guessed. Mark’s was bigger, not as big as she imagined her dance partner from the other night might be, but who was? She could see a large, clear drop of precum already forming on the hard dick in front of her. Just do it, she told herself silently. Bobbi closed her eyes and went for it. Hesitantly, sticking her tongue out, she leaned forward to taste him. The salty taste of his precum burst on her tongue. OMG! Oh, fuck! She was licking another man’s cock. Tasting him.

		She kissed along his length, before returning and taking him into her mouth. Her lips closing tightly around his girth. The deep moan that came from him, told her she was doing all the right things. “We do have a deal on this house, right Brian?” she asked sensuously.

		“Oh, yeah! We have a deal, Bobbi. God! I’ll sign anything you want me to. Just don’t stop,” he exclaimed.

		When she bobbed back down his cock, she let him go into her throat. Taking him deep, someplace only Mark had ever been before. Apparently, someplace where Brian had never been, with anybody! Surprised at his sudden groan and explosion, Bobbi swallowed like crazy as his hot seed filled her mouth and throat. She sucked him dry, and then rose and kissed him. Just a peck on the cheek, she didn’t force him to taste her salty, cum filled mouth.

		Grabbing his hand, she stepped into the roiling water, pulling him in after her. They relaxed there for fifteen or twenty minutes, then Bobbi reached over and began to massage his soft cock. She felt it come back to life in her fingers. Sliding over to him, she straddled his lap, her breasts swaying enticingly in front of his face. She whimpered when she felt his lips close on her nipple. His voracious suckling sending tiny electric shocks through her body.

		She could feel his cock bouncing in the roiling water. The head of it bumping against her petaled nether lips. Do it, Bobbi Jo, just do it, she told herself. With closed eyes, she grabbed a hold of him and lowered her hips. Being underwater, added to the sensation of tightness she felt. She gasped as the strange cock slid inside of her. She couldn’t help it, she let out a low moan as she lowered herself, feeling him go all the way in. His cock filling her velvety tunnel. She began to move up and down on his shaft, Brian moaning with every move she made. It didn’t take long. A few strokes later, she felt him surge inside of her, his hot seed filling her. OMG! She’d done it! She was a slut. She was an adulteress. She’d cuckolded her husband. Uh… Not that she had any intention of ever telling him about it. She wasn’t crazy!

		A smiling Brian signed the sales contract over a glass of wine. Bobbi proudly calling Mr. Hanson, afterwards, telling him she’d sold the property, at full list! She was smiling herself, as she mentally tallied up her percentage of the sale at almost $9,000.00.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		She could feel her pussy leaking all the way home that night. Brian’s sticky seed filling her tiny thong as it slowly seeped from inside of her. The proof of her infidelity. She hoped that Mark wouldn’t want to celebrate with a romp in bed before she’d had a chance to shower and change. Making a quick decision, she made a reservation for an early dinner, then called her husband and told him to shower and change, they were going out to dinner. Her treat!

		As soon as she waltzed in the door, Mark grabbed her and kissed her. His tongue delving deep into her mouth. Bobbi felt a brief moment of panic, but decided between time passing and the glass of wine she’d had, she no longer tasted of Brian’s salty cum. When Mark’s hands started to reach for more interesting things, she stopped him. Quickly explaining she needed to shower and change if they were to make their dinner reservation. She breathed a sigh of relief, as he reluctantly accepted her explanation.

		Bobbi quickly undressed, haphazardly tossing her dirty clothes into the hamper. Then, she hurried into the shower, making sure to clean herself very well, hopefully removing any traces of her betrayal. A quick brushing to her long dark hair, some makeup, a brush of her teeth and she was ready to get dressed. Tonight, she chose a slinky cocktail dress. The dress offering a deep plunging neckline that showcased her breasts. Now that the traces of her adultery had been removed, Bobbi found herself, suddenly, hungry for sex. Starving for it, would have been closer to the truth. It was like a craving burning inside of her. She wanted Mark to fuck her tonight. To remove the memory of the strange cock that had invaded her earlier. She wanted to feel her husband’s hot seed burst inside of her, reclaiming her if you will. Even if he had no way of realizing that that was what was happening.

		The dress had a long slit up the side, coming almost to her hip. She was sliding a thong up her long legs, when she suddenly stopped and put it back in the drawer. Somehow, commando seemed more appropriate tonight. Slipping into a pair of spike heels, she was ready to leave for dinner.

		Mark let out a wolf whistle as he helped her into the sports car he drove. Her dress sliding up and revealing a lot of leg, if nothing else. The valet at the restaurant wasn’t complaining, either! Bobbi was getting very daring, something that seemed to fit the new vision she had of herself. She didn’t even worry about their waiter catching a glimpse down her top. After all, she wasn’t exactly sweet and pure anymore. Even if she and Brian were the only ones that knew it.

		There was a moment of panic at the restaurant while they were eating dinner. Bobbi felt her pussy start to ooze, Brian’s creamy jizz still seeping slowly from deep inside of her. OMG! She was leaking cum and she hadn’t even worn panties! She quickly excused herself, taking the opportunity to thoroughly wipe herself once again, in the restroom. She hoped that it would stop after this, she knew that Mark would want to have sex later tonight. Hell! She wanted to have sex tonight! She craved it. Things might get a little ugly if her husband found her oozing another man’s tangy seed!

		Walking back into their home, Mark pulled her roughly to him. Their kiss passionate, as his hands roamed down her slender body. Bobbi pulled away from him, with a sly grin on her face. She slipped to her knees before him, right there in the living room. Unfastening his pants, she pulled out his long cock. Her fingers tracing along it, loving the velvety feel of the skin covering his hard, throbbing rod. Tonight, unbidden, she found herself comparing it to Brian’s. She couldn’t help it, she’d never been with two men so close together before. But, it was no contest. Mark was longer and thicker by far, and he belonged to her. A certain sense of satisfaction filling her at the thought.

		She licked the swollen head of his dick, tasting the precum that had gathered there. Not that different from earlier, she mused. But, this felt so much better. His cock felt thick and heavy on her tongue as she slid him into her mouth. She was sucking him deep into her throat, letting him go deep inside of her. She loved the feeling of being short of breath as it filled her throat. It excited her. Made her seem more alive, somehow. More, on the edge.

		Mark was moaning above her as she bobbed up and down on his long shaft. She wanted him to cum, wanted him to fill her mouth with his hot seed just like Brian had. Bobbi continued to worship his long rod, finally being rewarded as his hands grabbed onto her head forcing her down on his shaft, his hot seed bursting into her. She swallowed like crazy, taking all his load. Rolling it around on her tongue, reveling in the taste of him. Letting Mark’s salty seed remove any memory of her earlier encounter.

		When she hungrily kissed Mark afterwards, it wasn’t a polite peck on the cheek like she’d given Brian. She pushed her cum drenched tongue deep into his mouth, forcing him to taste himself. It turned her on, she didn’t know why, but it did. She idly wondered what it would be like to force him to taste the cum of another man? Whoa! Where did that come from? Don’t even think like that, Bobbi Jo. Divorce city. Still… Fuck! The idea made her hot.

		Mark pulled her zipper down while they kissed. She felt it sliding slowly down her back, just like her zipper had earlier. This time, she wasn’t wearing any underwear. She let her dress fall to the floor, leaving it puddled there. He pushed her towards the sofa, brazenly bending her over the arm. Bobbi Jo felt totally exposed as she was displayed wantonly before him. Her legs were spread wide apart, leaving her open to his attack. She waited, expecting to feel Mark’s big cock splitting her in two.

		It was a shock, when she felt his tongue rake along her moist slit. Bobbi screamed in passionate surprise as the sensations ripped through her! It was only as she slowly came back down from her high, that she wondered if he could possibly still taste Brian in her? Surely not, she’d cleaned herself, twice! But, she had been leaking at the restaurant... If he could, it didn’t seem to bother him, his tongue pushed deep inside her adulterous pussy. His nose buried between her ass cheeks as he lovingly licked her. Her honeyed juices spilling into his mouth as she exploded in a violent orgasm.

		Bobbi’s fingers clawed at the sofa as his tongue slipped in and out of her, her body in an almost constant spasm from his talented manipulations. She whimpered and cried out as he worked his magic, his tongue now wrapped around her swollen clit. Electric shocks raking over her with every touch. She was a bundle of passion, limply at his command.

		When he finally pulled away, Bobbi was gasping for breath. Her fingers still clawing deeply into the cushions of the sofa. The scream she let out when he pierced her with his throbbing cock could have been heard down the block. OMG! She just kept cumming and cumming. Somewhere, deep in the back reaches of her consciousness, she grasped that this was her second cock of the day. The second time she’d been fucked. Fucked by two different men. For a timid girl from Mississippi, this was definitely a momentously new experience.

		Mark was pistoning into her now. His hard cock ripping her apart with each thrust. This was no quick, easy fuck like she’d gotten from Brian, Mark was splitting her in two with each powerful plunge. Bobbi was almost beside herself, an incoherent, limp vessel that her husband thrust in to again and again. She nearly passed out when she felt his hot cum burst inside of her. Each jet of his burning seed sending her over the top again.

		Afterwards, Mark pulled her from the sofa, his tongue driving into her mouth once again, as they kissed. Bobbi could hardly breath, almost in shock from his wild attack. He didn’t know what she’d done. There was no way. She was sure of it. Though, Bobbi had no other explanation for what might have gotten into Mark tonight. The one thing that she was sure of, though? She knew she liked it!

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		Two weeks later, she again found herself faced with showing homes to another man. It was just so much easier if all she had to deal with was a man. With her newfound outlook, she could wrap them around her finger with ease. This one, a businessman transferring in from Los Angeles. The price differential between the two cities giving her an exciting advantage. She could show him something palatial in Atlanta, and still be well within his budget.

		Two days later, it came down to three homes and he was undecided. His wife had seen pictures of all three and was leaving the final choice up to him. It was probably a damn good thing she hadn’t seen any pictures of Bobbi Jo, but that worked in her favor. Bobbi knew which house she wanted to sell him, it was just a matter of convincing him.

		Meeting up first thing in the morning, they had a quick breakfast and headed out to review the three offerings. As she showed him through the homes again, Bobbi worked her magic. She left her own private choice last. The one she had in mind, was set back in a quiet cul-de-sac. Bobbi pointing out that it would be perfect for children due to the light traffic. It was very private, so was the pool in the backyard, a tall cedar fence closing it off from any prying neighbors. The home was unoccupied with the air conditioning set to a high temperature to conserve energy, despite the sweltering heat of the Atlanta summer.

		Walking through the large home, Bobbi pointed out the open concept, the large kitchen with the upgraded appliances and granite counters. But, she saved the best for last, sliding open the patio doors, they stepped out into the shady back yard. Pine trees dotted the back of the lot where it sloped down to a heavily wooded area. “OMG! Doesn’t that pool look inviting on a day like this?” she asked. “It almost makes you want to take a dip right now.”

		“It does sound great, Bobbi. But, somehow, I don’t seem to have a swimsuit with me,” chuckled Dave Roberts. “Darn it!”

		“With a private backyard like this, that’s never a problem Dave. Can’t you just picture a nice cooling swim out here, no swimsuits required?” giggled Bobbi.

		“Don’t tempt me like that, Bobbi. That picture alone is enough to make me want this place,” he replied. His eyes following her as she walked towards the edge of the pool.

		“Well, the water feels wonderful,” she quipped dipping her fingers in. “If it would help you decide, why don’t we try it out? I promise not to tell, if you don’t,” she suggested, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. Bobbi, sensuously, reaching behind her and lowering the zipper of her dress. Her eyes never leaving his as she shrugged the fiery red dress off her shoulders and down over her hips. Reaching down, she picked it up and tossed it on one of the chaise lounges arranged around the pool. Standing before him in just her bra and panties, she saw his eyes glued to her every move. It was like he was even scared to breathe. Afraid he might break the spell.

		Reaching back, she unfastened her bra, letting it fall. Her naked breasts hanging free in front of her client. Bobbi hooked her fingers in her thong and pushed it down her legs. She was nude. A sultry vixen, after her prey as she slowly moved towards him. Her naked breasts swaying, nipples like hard diamonds. Dave still hadn’t moved a muscle when she reached him.

		Bobbi let her fingers start undoing the buttons on his shirt. “I don’t think you can go skinny-dipping dressed like this, Dave. Let’s get you out of these things,” she purred. Dave finally rousing himself from his stupor and tearing at his clothes. When he was naked before her, Bobbi kissed him. Her tongue only briefly teasing his, then she knelt in front of him.

		OMG! He sure wasn’t Brian. Dave’s cock was a good seven inches long and uncut. Maybe an inch and half thick, the sight of it making her mouth water. “I think you can see the definite advantages to this house, can’t you?” she purred. “Just think, nobody can see what happens back here. Nobody! You can do anything you want.”

		With that, she slipped her mouth over his cock. Her tongue playing with his fleshy foreskin, something she’d never done before. She found it interesting as he writhed above her, little groans coming from his mouth. Bobbi found herself fascinated as she slid her tongue around his foreskin, pushing it away from the bullet shaped cockhead. Sliding him deep into her mouth, she heard him gasp. Oh yeah! Bobbi was getting this sale! A few minutes later, she felt him explode into her throat and mouth. His salty cum filling her. It had been awhile, she could tell. Damn, he came a boat load! Some of his salty seed spilling from her mouth and even shooting out her nose. Bobbi was gasping as she pulled away, wiping herself as she did. Standing up, she hollered out, “Last one in has to sign the contract!” Bobbi sprinting for the pool, and diving into the cool water.

		Dave Roberts, now fully under her spell, happily following her, laughing as he surfaced next to her. “Okay, Bobbi, you convinced me. This is the house.”

		After swimming for a bit, Bobbi swam up to him. “How would you like to really celebrate finding your new house, Dave? Because I can think of a way we could do that, right now?” she asked, her voice a sultry whisper.

		“I… I think I’d love it, Bobbi,” he said hesitantly. His lips finding hers as they treaded water together.

		She swam over the side of the pool and climbed out. Walking naked and proud, she went over to the sitting area, lying down on a double sized chaise lounge that sat at the edge of the pool. Dave close on her heels. He crawled onto the lounge beside her, kissing her. His lips working down her body to her swollen nipples. Bobbi purring as he began to suckle at her breast. The sensation sending a thrill through her.

		Soon he moved even further down her body, his lips teasing her dark landing strip. A quick kiss at the base of her mound and she felt his tongue lap along her moist slit. Bobbi moaned loudly as his tongue teased her labia, a scream escaping from her when he found her swollen clit. Dave lapped at her womanhood for several minutes, enjoying the sweetness of her. Then, he shifted her up onto her knees, doggy style.

		Bobbi felt his throbbing rod at her petaled entrance. She closed her eyes as she felt him press into her, gasping as the bullet shaped head slid inside of her. OMG! She had another strange cock inside of her. And, she liked it! Dave was rocking in and out of her now. Her pussy grasping onto his hard rod as she moaned in ecstasy. Oh, fuck! He was good! He wasn’t going to pop off inside of her after just a thrust or two like Brian, either. Dave was fucking her, fucking her oh so good! The she never wanted it to end type, good.

		Her cries were almost incoherent as he continued to plunge deep inside of her. Her pussy sending shock waves through her whole body with each thrust of his thick cock. She could feel him speeding up now, his movements becoming frantic as he drove powerfully into her. He was close. She heard his groan at the same instant she felt his powerful surge deep inside of her. His hot cum bursting against the unprotected walls of her pussy, sending her over the top as she screamed out a powerful orgasm.

		The two collapsed against the chaise, both of them gasping for breath. Bobbi succumbing to a fit of giggles as they kissed playfully. “I don’t think I’ll ever forget breaking in my new swimming pool, Bobbi,” laughed Dave.

		“I would certainly hope not, Dave. I’d hate to think that I’m not memorable,” she purred. “We better get dried off, then we can grab a celebratory lunch and get some contracts signed.” Thankfully, it was still early in the day and she could beat Mark home tonight. Her mind already on popping a bottle of champagne and celebrating her biggest sale yet with her husband. And, uh, doing something else with him too! Her pussy already itching to feel his hard cock reclaiming her.

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		Bobbi’s sales numbers began to rise after that. She swiftly climbed from being the low agent on the totem pole to near the top, selling multiple houses every month. Mr. Hanson was delighted, though he never questioned why her sales numbers were growing. If he suspected, he was gentleman enough to keep it to himself. Quite satisfied to reap the financial benefits of his new star agent.

		Mark didn’t question her, either. Apparently, remaining naively in the dark regarding her illicit relationships, brief though they were. They happily celebrated each new sale with a torrid evening of sex. The glow lasting for several days, as he continued to want to have sex with her. Bobbi loved it. She hadn’t been this happy with her sex life for a long time. Not only was Mark attacking her constantly at home, but there was the excitement of a new lover behind every potential sales lead she received. The only people that knew what was going on, were still Bobbi Jo, a few select customers and, of course, Marcie Jean. Bobbi couldn’t keep something this juicy from her. The thought reminding her that they needed to get together again before too long.

		It was a Wednesday morning when she got a call from a new client. Someone had referred her to Bobbi, who was delighted to show her some homes in the area. Since it was a female client, Bobbi dressed down a little. She didn’t do as well with women as she did with men. Something that she could easily understand, since a lot of her success was based on her sexual prowess. They were to meet the next morning for breakfast, then head out to see some homes.

		Armed with all the information about what her client was looking for, Bobbi waltzed businesslike into the small café the next day. Her client, Margot Rogers, met her with a firm handshake. And, a very lust filled look. OMG! Margot was gay. Bobbi suddenly found herself feeling very unsure. She had never been with a woman, and she wasn’t at all sure that she was interested in anything like that. Calm down, Bobbi, she told herself. After all, it had just been a referral for an agent, not a suggestion for a sexual romp to close the deal. Wasn’t it? Maybe?

		As the day wore on, Bobbi became more and more comfortable with her new client. A tall, attractive blonde, Margot was a police officer in Atlanta. She wore her hair in a braid, tied into a bun. Her no-nonsense attitude and firm decision making pleased Bobbi. Margot was definitely someone with strong opinions, you could tell immediately if she didn’t like something. Ultimately, it wouldn’t be a big sale, but any sale that added to her numbers was welcome.

		When they stopped for lunch, Margot suggested they have some wine with their food. Bobbi Jo, accepting with only a little reservation. They talked over the homes they’d seen already today. One, in particular, seemed to stick in Margot’s mind. A couple of glasses of wine later, she asked to see it again. Bobbi remembered it, a small cottage style home with a very private back yard. There was even a hot tub out on the patio, that was included in the sale. Margot liked that it was updated on the inside, and small enough to be easily kept up. The privacy the home afforded seemed to fit her lifestyle.

		Retracing the route back to the small cottage, Bobbi talked animatedly about the area. How up and coming it was, something very hip that wasn’t too far removed from Atlanta nightlife when desired. “That’s part of the attraction, Bobbi. It’s close to one of my favorite hangouts, yet far enough away that I won’t run into anybody I don’t want to,” admitted Margot.

		Walking into the small home, they discussed possible furniture placement, colors, etc. Margot seemed to warm to the idea the further they went into the home. The master bedroom had an updated en suite, with a large shower partitioned off by a glass wall. The shower was easily big enough for two, pointed out Bobbi. Her face suddenly flushing red as she realized what that might sound like to her client. Margot didn’t seem to mind, leaning in to Bobbi as she looked around the en suite.

		Bobbi could smell her perfume, feel the heat of her as their shoulders rubbed against each other. She started, when she felt Margot’s fingers in her hair, “I love your hair, Bobbi,” she said softly. “It’s so silky and soft.”

		Bobbi’s pulse rate increasing astronomically as Margot continued to tease her. She couldn’t do this, could she? After all, she’d never been with a woman before, never even thought about it! Well… There was that one time with Marcie Jean when they were both drunk. But, that was just a kiss. Okay, a couple of kisses, and maybe some touching. That was all, though! Bobbi had shut it down before it went any further. Today, she had a feeling that Margot was aiming for a little more, and she wasn’t about to be diverted.

		Bobbi shifted gears, taking them towards the kitchen. She pointed out the good work triangle and the updated appliances to Margot. Even mentioning the attractive wooded view from the kitchen window. A small dining nook looked out on the woods at the back of the house. Opening the sliding doors, Bobbi led the way outside. Pointing out the quiet, private back yard, including the hot tub. “I could imagine that would feel awfully nice at the end of a long shift,” commented Bobbi.

		“Does it work?” asked Margot pointedly.

		Bobbi walked over, slid the covered top open and pushed the button on the side of the tub. A million bubbles started to swirl around inside the tub. Steam rising from the hot water. “Looks like it to me,” she proudly answered.

		“But does it really relax you?” asked Margot. “You don’t suppose we could try it out, do you?”

		“Well, I suppose it would be okay, but we don’t have any swimsuits,” said Bobbi warily.

		“Honey, you don’t have anything I haven’t seen before,” smirked Margot. “I promise you that.” Then, she began to unbutton her blouse as she kicked off her shoes. When she was down to her underwear, a surprisingly lacy ensemble, she turned to Bobbi. “Here, let me get your zipper for you.”

		Bobbi was like a statue as Margot pulled her zipper down and slid her dress from her shoulders. Seconds later, Margot had unfastened her bra, her hands snaking around to cup Bobbi’s full breasts as she kissed her shoulders. Bobbi found herself getting wet despite her fears. This woman was turning her on. OMG! Could she really be bi? After all, there was that time at Marcie Jean’s. Wouldn’t that blow MJ’s mind if they ever did that again, and Bobbi let it go further. The thought causing her to gasp out loud. Or, maybe that was Margot’s fingers teasing her sensitively engorged nipples.

		Margot turned her around, kissing her gently. Their lips soft against each other. The only other time Bobbi had felt a kiss like that had been that day at Marcie Jean’s. The memory filling her thoughts, at least, it did until she felt Margot’s lips on her nipple. OMG! Margot was suckling her breast. And… And… Oh, fuck! She liked it! Bobbi was whimpering as Margot sent little electric shocks racing through her.

		When she pulled away, Bobbi took her face between her hands. This time, it was Bobbi that did the kissing. Her tongue diving into Margot’s mouth, their tongues dueling passionately. Breaking the kiss, they quickly stripped off their remaining clothes and climbed into the bubbling tub. Margot’s hands were everywhere, even finding places Bobbi didn’t know she had. It was like she knew exactly what to do to turn Bobbi on. And, she did it expertly.

		Bobbi didn’t hesitate when Margot told her to sit on the side of the tub. She felt her legs being spread apart as Margot’s blonde head dived between her legs. Bobbi crying out as she felt her pussy being expertly licked. OMG! She was exploding in orgasm as Margot worked her magic tongue all over her clit and pussy. Even diving deep inside of her, tasting her sweet juices. Bobbi couldn’t believe how turned on she was.

		Later, they switched places. Bobbi staring in awe at her first pussy. The scent of another woman enveloped her senses. Her eyes taking in Margot’s pink petals, her dewy juices clinging to them. Just a soft kiss, at first. Hesitantly, she tasted the moist lips in front of her. Margot’s dewy essence exploding on her tongue, coupled by a low moan from her lips. Bobbi was licking every inch of the sweet pussy before her. Her lips sucking on Margot’s swollen clit, sending her into orbit. She didn’t even care if she got the sale or not, the intensity of their lovemaking making up for anything else.

		Afterwards, they found some towels and dried off, kissing softly. When they were dressed again, Margot announced that she wanted the house. Commenting that she hoped Bobbi might consent to an occasional visit, just to keep up on her new client? Bobbi thought she just might do that.

		Oh, and by-the-way, look out, Marcie Jean!!!!

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		The following Sunday, Mark went golfing with MJ’s husband, Brandon. With a few hours free sans husbands, Bobbi saw it as the perfect opportunity to catch up with her friend. She called Marcie Jean to see if she wanted to get together? “Duh! Why aren’t you already over here? Brandon left like ten minutes ago, Sweetie! I’ll put on the coffee,” chirped MJ, brightly.

		Yeah, right, thought Bobbi. ‘Coffee,’ my ass! They hadn’t had a chance to talk recently, at least not privately. Those pesky husbands always seemed to be around lately. So, Bobbi was practically bursting to tell MJ all her news. Though, she was somewhat reluctant to reveal the details of her latest tryst, thinking she might prefer to show rather than tell. Before she left the house, Bobbi changed out of the romper she had put on after her shower. She picked out a loose-fitting crop top and her favorite pair of ragged cut-off jeans. The ones that let her ass cheeks peak out so seductively. Brazenly, she opted for no underwear. Slipping her feet into a pair of high heeled mules, she headed out the door.

		The two of them were sitting curled up on the sofa in Marcie Jean’s family room chatting animatedly. Shoes scattered beneath them on the floor. Bobbi was on her third, or was it fourth, glass of sangria by this time. The fruity, sweet tasting concoction going down like it was fruit punch. Her current state of resulting inebriation just enough to permit Bobbi to loosen up. A lot! The position she was sitting in allowed MJ an occasional teasing glimpse of her nether regions. Marcie Jean seemed to be finding the view somewhat distracting. Especially combined with the slight view of Bobbi’s left breast that insisted on peeking from under her crop top.

		As Bobbi talked, regaling her with tales of her new sex life, MJ found herself enjoying living vicariously through her escapades. Her own sex life, having become a little dull again recently. The more Bobbi revealed, the more frustrated Marcie Jean became. Suddenly, seemingly out of nowhere, MJ quipped that maybe it was time to find something for Tyrone to ‘repair’ again, her comment coming complete with air quotes.

		The remark caught Bobbi off guard, her impulsive laughter accidentally causing the sangria she was drinking to go up her nose. With that, the two cohorts started to laugh hysterically! Their shared laughter finally ending with them together in a hug. A hug that quickly turned into an embrace, becoming a little more intimate the longer they held each other. This time, when MJ’s lips closed on hers, Bobbi didn’t hesitate. She kissed her back!

		Bobbi parted her mouth as their lips passionately crushed together. MJ’s tongue deftly slipping into her mouth in a hot-blooded French kiss. Hands began to roam ever so tentatively over each other’s bodies. Bobbi’s loose-fitting top, allowed for some very interesting roaming, too. The feel of MJ’s soft hand cupping her breast was driving Bobbi crazy. When she felt her fingers close on her nipple, sending little electric sparks tearing through her, she exploded. “OMG! MJ, that feels sooooo damn good,” she whimpered.

		“Y’all ain’t seen nothin’ yet, Darlin.’ I’m just getting started,” giggled Marcie Jean. Bobbi letting out a squeal as MJ’s lips closed on her swollen nipple.

		“Mmmm… That feels so wonderful,” whispered Bobbi.

		“Maybe we should move this party to where we can have a little more room?” suggested MJ seductively. Her voice little more than a passionate whisper. Then, she stood up and held out her hand. Bobbi, shyly accepted, their fingers entwining together. The two headed for the King-sized bed in the master bedroom. They were practically skipping down the hallway, their bare feet padding quietly on the hardwood floor. Clothes began to hit the floor as soon as they entered. Bobbi quickly shedding her little crop top and unfastening her cut-offs, leaving her standing stark naked in front of her BFF.

		Marcie Jean was close behind, the two women finding themselves awkwardly standing naked in the bedroom. Bobbi was still new to this, thankfully, MJ wasn’t. She closed the gap between them as her arms pulled Bobbi to her. Their bodies molding together, breasts pressed sensuously against each other. Their lips closed on each other again, kissing frantically over and over.

		MJ broke from their kiss to move her lips down Bobbi’s long neck, nibbling along her bare shoulder. Bobbi squirming excitedly in her arms, it seemed like this had been brewing forever. As soon as MJ’s lips found her swollen nipple, Bobbi exploded all over again. An orgasm rushing through her at the unfamiliar touch. MJ suckled greedily from her friend, Bobbi enjoying the sensation as she melted with passion.

		MJ moved slowly down her body, kneeling before her. Her lips now level with Bobbi’s throbbing pussy, she breathed in the sweet honeyed essence of her friend. She gently kissed Bobbi’s mound, just below her tiny landing strip. Then her tongue raked along Bobbi’s moist slit. The taste exploding on her tongue, as Bobbi cried out above her. When her tongue invaded Bobbi’s velvety tunnel, her orgasmic juices flooded into her mouth. The sweet taste like nectar to her. Bobbi’s cries and whimpers echoed around the room as Marcie expertly tongued her pussy.

		Finally, Bobbi had to plead for her to stop. She was too sensitive, still gasping from the multiple orgasms that Marcie had given her. Helping her up from the floor, Bobbi kissed her again. She could taste her own sweet honeyed dew as their lips met. It was her turn!

		She frantically pulled Marcie towards the big bed, the two of them tumbling together into the unmade bed. MJ was not the neatest homemaker in the neighborhood. Though, she certainly did make a mean sangria. Bobbi tentatively began kissing her way down Marcie’s body. When she got to her large pink nipple, she closed her lips around it sensuously. OMG! She’d enjoyed suckling on Margot’s tit, but this was a whole different sensation. This was MJ! Her best friend. Her confidant. Her… Well… Her lover! This would not be a onetime tryst.

		The two of them were molded together as Bobbi’s lips continued down Marcie’s luscious curves. Margot had been attractive, but her firm, muscular body was a total opposite to Marcie’s. Marcie was all soft curves, and even softer skin. As Bobbi came to her blonde, curly mound, Marcie’s scent reached her. It was different than Margot’s, sweeter somehow. She could get used to this taste. Oh, yeah! She could get used to this real quick! Her tongue delved deep inside Marcie’s pussy, swirling teasingly around the velvety walls. Then, back out, to flick against her swelling clit, Marcie exploding in an orgasm above her.

		They spent two hours in bed, before deciding they’d better get up before their husbands came home. It wouldn’t do to have them find the two of them in bed together. I mean, what would they think?

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		

		As the months rolled by, Bobbi continued to push her sales numbers higher. Four times now she’d been agent of the month and was in the running for agent of the year. She found she no longer looked at Jennie Campbell with envy every time she saw her. Or, as a hated enemy for that matter, just somebody to be beaten out on any home Bobbi came up against her on. Her success ratio was getting pretty good, too.

		It was on a Thursday that Bobbi looked up as a dark shadow fell over her desk. A very big, very dark shadow. OMG! It was like time stood still for a brief moment. She couldn’t breathe. She knew him! Even after all this time, Bobbi recognized him. How could she forget? It was her dance partner from that night at MJQ Concourse! Bobbi’s face flushed a vibrant red, as she felt her nipples tighten inside her bra. Her pussy immediately began to pulse with her honeyed essence. This was something, or rather, someone, that she had never expected to see again. Not in real life.

		“Good morning,” she managed to squeak out. “May I assist you in some way?”

		“I think you could assist me in a lot of ways, Darlin.’ But, right now, I’m in the market for a new house. I understand that you are the lady to see,” he drawled.

		It was the first time that Bobbi had heard his voice, their meeting at MJQ, being the nearest she’d ever come to what people called a ‘zipless fuck.’ Okay, she hadn’t fucked him, honest. But, she’d sure dreamed about it. Oh, had she dreamed about it! Bobbi hadn’t been able to get the sensation of his fingers, plunging deep into her pussy, out of her mind. Nor, could she forget the explosive orgasm he had given her, right there in the middle of the dance floor. What might have happened if she hadn’t walked away that night, was one of her favorite fantasies.

		She invited him to sit down and then fumblingly began the process of finding out his wants and priorities. Now that she was meeting him a little more formally, she was able to find out his name was Marquis Johnson. An engineer by trade, he seemed to be quite nice. Bobbi honestly thought that he didn’t recognize her, or maybe hoped that he didn’t, would be closer. After gathering all his information, they made plans to meet the next morning and view some homes that would fill his needs.

		She spent the rest of the day going through the MLS inventories and setting up appointments to see a variety of homes the following day. She always demanded a wide time window from the sellers, honestly preferring staged homes that were vacant. This allowed her clients plenty of time to see the home to its best advantage. Besides, every once in a while, those extra-long viewing times produced some very interesting results. Bobbi was picturing each home in her mind as she set up the appointments. One of her best attributes, well, other than the physical ones, was a thorough knowledge of the available inventory.

		Bobbi’s mind kept drifting all afternoon, her pussy getting wetter as the day wore on. She couldn’t get the memory of that night at MJQ out of her mind. Or, maybe she just didn’t want to. OMG! She was getting unbelievably turned on at the prospect of seeing Marquis again tomorrow. By the end of the day, Bobbi had no problem detecting her own sweet essence as she sat at the computer, her pussy drenched with her juices. She made a stop at the ladies’ room before leaving, taking the opportunity alone to relieve her stress level. It was a good thing that none of the other employees came in while she was in there. Her, not so silent, whimpers and cries, as she frantically attacked her clit, would have given her away for sure. Her mind flashing back to the dance floor at MJQ and the feel of Marquis hard body against hers. His fingers raking her clit.

		When Bobbi walked in to the house that night, she tried her best to appear nonchalant. Hoping that Mark wouldn’t notice how turned on she was by her earlier meeting. And, more importantly, by the one she had scheduled for the next day! For the first time, she was fully intending from the very outset to seduce her client. She had to know just how big that bulge was. No matter the social taboos she might be breaking while she did it. Don’t ask, don’t tell! It was a philosophy that had worked well for her so far.

		Mark, thankfully, still seemed blissfully unaware of her extra-curricular activities. And, Bobbi wasn’t about to tell him! She liked her life, just the way it was. Strangely, she even liked knowing that there were times when Mark was unknowingly eating her used and soiled pussy. One that was full of another man’s cum after she’d fucked a client to clinch a home sale. Don’t ask her for an explanation for that, she really couldn’t provide one. She just liked it. It turned her on for some reason. Big time!

		

		*

		

		Bobbi looked enticingly beautiful as she met Marquis for breakfast the next day. Admittedly, she hadn’t exactly dressed very professionally today. Her dress, carefully chosen, had a very short hemline that barely covered her tight butt, the scoop neckline allowing for a very fetching view of her swelling cleavage. Even her underwear had been chosen with care, the set she was wearing the skimpiest she owned. She was wearing the sexiest shoes she had, the ones with the four-inch heels and the straps around her ankles. The straps always causing her to fantasize about being submissive to some forceful lover. She wondered if Marquis might fill the bill?

		Those sexy heels were sounding loudly against the tile of the restaurant floor now, as she strolled to Marquis’ table. She could feel every eye in the place on her, her shapely legs drawing lusty looks from each man there. Marquis hopped up immediately as she approached the table, pulling out a chair for her. It didn’t go unnoticed by Bobbi, that he got a great view down her top as he seated her. Oops! Some of the people turned away, a disgusted look on their face, when they saw who she was meeting with. That was their problem, not hers, decided Bobbi. This was still the South, where the ‘War of Northern Aggression’ had not been entirely forgotten by everybody quite yet. Not even in someplace as metropolitan as Atlanta.

		They chatted over breakfast and coffee, getting better acquainted, before heading out to the first viewing. Five houses later, they broke for lunch. Marquis encouraging her to have some wine with her food. Bobbi hesitated, but eventually cratered anyway. She didn’t even bother to put up an argument about the second and third glasses. By the time they left the cozy tavern they were at, she was just barely in control of herself. Not an ideal situation.

		On the second viewing that afternoon, Marquis seemed to find what he was looking for. Or, maybe it was just the large master, with the big King-Sized bed and the oversized walk-in shower, that caught his attention. It was a professionally staged home, something that Bobbi loved. Every aspect of the furnishings chosen to enhance the architecture of the expensive modern style of the house. Marquis had been making barely veiled innuendos ever since they stopped for lunch. Not that Bobbi needed much encouragement. She could feel her pussy getting wetter with every passing minute. She could easily detect her honeyed scent by now. The only question was whether Marquis had noticed or not?

		A few minutes later, he confirmed that he had. They were in the large master bedroom at the time. A pair of French doors, leading to a small private balcony, overlooked the wooded backyard that sloped down to a small creek. The setting seemed very private, far removed from the large, bustling city that surrounded them. Bobbi pointing out that it would be a perfect place for Marquis to relax at night.

		“The perfect place would be that big King-sized bed over there, Darlin.’ I don’t need to see the beauty of nature, when I’ve got something far more desirable to look at,” his voice deeply seductive as he quietly came up behind her.

		She could feel his hot breath on her neck, the exotic scent of him, his nearness exciting her. Bobbi felt her pulse rate climb astronomically as his dark hands took hold of her bare shoulders. His fingers burned like a branding iron against her skin. Marquis was standing behind her, much like he had been that night on the dance floor. The night when her top had slipped and exposed her breast to his roaming hands. She could almost feel his fingers pinching her nipple, the memory of him still that vibrant in her mind. Bobbi couldn’t believe how badly she wanted him.

		Marquis twisted her around towards him. Bending down, he kissed her gently, Bobbi melting in his arms. Their kiss deepened as her mouth opened allowing him access. Their tongues dueling passionately, just like they had that night on the dance floor. “You taste just as good today as you did that night at MJQ,” whispered Marquis.

		Bobbi, suddenly jerking in his arms at his bold pronouncement. “You… You remember me from that night?” she asked hesitantly.

		“You’re one hard bitch to forget, Darlin.’ I recognized you as soon as I walked in the door of your office yesterday. I wanted you that night at MJQ, and I still want you today. The only difference now, is that there isn’t some wimp of a boyfriend waiting in the wings to stop us,” he said commandingly.

		“Husband,” Bobbi hesitantly corrected. “He was… He is, my husband.” Her voice unsteady, suddenly unsure of the step she was about to take.

		“Either way, Darlin.’ He’s not here now, and I am. So, right now, that makes you mine.” Picking her up like she was little more than a feather, he carried her towards the big bed. Bobbi, hung in his arms, her hands clasped limply around his neck as her head rested on his muscled chest. She could smell the heavy scent of his cologne, something expensive. Reaching the big King-sized bed, he tossed her unceremoniously on to it. Bobbi shrieking as she bounced, the fragile facsimile of a bed disintegrating beneath her!

		They were in a ‘staged’ home, the King-sized bed little more than an air mattress setting on top of some cardboard boxes, the combination covered with bedding. The two of them began laughing hysterically as they realized what had happened. Marquis reached to help her back up, Bobbi lying rather awkwardly in the middle of the chaos. Her dress had slid up to her hips, revealing her sheer thong. Her very tiny, very wet, very sheer thong! Her swollen labia sharply outlined against the soggy material.

		Bobbi looked at him, her eyes burning with pent-up lust. She couldn’t help herself. “It may just be a blow-up bed, but it’s still a bed,” she purred. “Since we have to put it back together anyway, we might as well make use of it.”

		Marquis didn’t need any more encouragement. He climbed on to the air mattress, his weight causing her to roll into him. Their lips meeting in a passionate kiss as Bobbi rolled on top of him. Her legs straddled his hips as they kissed. She could feel Marquis hands massaging her tight ass cheeks. It didn’t take long before she felt those fingers move up to her zipper. Once he had pulled it down, he tugged her dress up and over her head, Bobbi’s carefully coifed hairdo lost in an instant.

		At this point, consumed with desire, neither one of them seemed to care about the minor damage. Bobbi felt her bra rip, as Marquis roughly tore the thin material from her body. His dark lips, suddenly enveloping her erect nipple. A thousand jolts of electricity raced through her as he suckled greedily from her. Bobbi whimpering above him. Bolts of pain shot through her, as his hands brutally squeezed her breasts. His teeth nibbling harshly on her sensitive nipples. She cried out at the pain, but he didn’t stop. She wasn’t even sure she wanted him to. She’d never been so turned on in her life!

		Moments later, he grabbed hold of her thong, ripping the tiny garment from her hips. She was naked! Her bare legs straddling a huge black man that she barely knew. Her pussy aching for his cock to pierce her. Bobbi’s eyes were wild as she slid down his legs, her hands grasping frantically for his zipper. She wanted this.

		She gasped out loud as she pulled his rapidly hardening cock from his trousers. Bobbi had never seen anything that big before. He was a good ten inches long and nearly as thick as a Coke can.! His massive rod dwarfing her husband’s seven-inch dick. Or, anybody else’s that she’d ever been with! Bobbi just stared in awe, not even sure she could take him inside of her.

		As her pale fingers wrapped tentatively around his thick rod, she marveled at the contrast. The way her fingers stood out so starkly against his jet-black cock, a picture that she wouldn’t soon forget. As she felt him throb beneath her fingers, she just couldn’t help herself. She leaned forward, her pink tongue licking the drop of precum from the dark mushroom shaped head. OMG! He tasted… Oh, fuck! He tasted wonderful! Bobbi kissed the swollen head, his skin scalding hot against her lips. She kissed down the entire length of him. She loved his musky man-scent. Kissing her way back up to the head of his dick, she opened her mouth and excitedly slid him inside.

		Fuck! He was big! His massive cock stretching her lips wide, the weight of it heavy on her tongue. She bobbed forward, his cock almost immediately hitting the back of her mouth. She felt her gag reflex kicking in. Bobbi tried to fight it, but there was just no way. It was impossible. She’d never get that monster down her throat, he’d just have to settle for what she could handle. She was bobbing her head rapidly now, taking him as deep as she could each time. Marquis starting to groan above her, enjoying her exuberance thoroughly.

		Bobbi was beside herself, her head moving automatically, as she took him into her mouth over and over. Her tongue moving swiftly over his throbbing rod, teasing him. She felt him grab her head, forcing her down, his rod driving deeper into her mouth and throat. Marquis groaned as his cock pulsed, his hot seed jetting down her throat. Bobbi was swallowing as fast as she could, her throat pulsing around his thickness as his salty cum spilled from him. She pulled away, gasping for breath. Her mouth still coated in his creamy jizz. Bobbi could feel it drooling, scalding hot, down her chin as she tried to breathe.

		OMG! She looked down at his cock, he was still hard. She felt his muscular arms lift her off him, leaving her lying helplessly on the blow-up mattress. Quickly removing his remaining clothes, he moved between her legs. Marcus grabbed her spike heeled feet and pushed them roughly apart. Her pussy was wantonly displayed for him now. The pink petals of her vagina spread open before him. She gasped as she felt the huge mushroom shaped head of his cock press against her.

		Bobbi looked down, she could see that huge, black log pushing against her. She cried out as she felt the thick head of his cock press through her pink petals. Her eyes opened wide, her mouth agape, back arching off the mattress, as he entered her. She’d never been stretched like that before, it was unbelievable. OMG! He was inside of her. That huge black cock was inside of her. Marquis’ thick rod stretching her pussy wide as he began to push deep into her. Suddenly, she felt him thrust! A loud scream echoed around the room, Bobbi only dimly aware it had come from her. Oh, fuck! It felt like he was going to rip her in two. Nothing that big had ever pierced her before, his long cock hitting places she didn’t even know existed. Her head tossed back and forth recklessly on the makeshift bedding, fingers clawing at anything she could dig them into. Her passionate whimpers echoed around the room, Marquis slamming into her over and over, breeding her. Feral, animal like cries, filled the room. They were like two wild beasts as he took her. His hard rod slamming into her over and over, his cock pounding painfully against her cervix with each thrust.

		Bobbi lost all track of time, or even where she was. The only things she was dimly aware of, were the sensations racing through her body as she spasmed wildly beneath him. His cock tearing her in two, breeding her like she was some slut off the street. She wanted to die, she wanted to scream, she wanted to wail; nothing in her life had prepared her for this. She just rode the wild orgasmic wave that rolled through her, her incoherent cries and whimpers filling the empty air of the house. How long did it last? She didn’t know, she never would.

		All she knew was that eventually she felt him begin to swell. His thrusts became more frantic, his cock crashing into her again and again. Bobbi heard him groan, instantly feeling her insides filled by a blast of his burning hot cum. Each pulse of that monstrous cock filling her unprotected pussy with his black baby seed.

		She lay there beneath him, gasping for breath. His hot cum oozing copiously from her ravaged nether lips. Marquis hands still wrapped possessively around her ankles, spreading her open. His hips buried against her pelvis as she felt his cock still pulsing ineffectively. His cum already expelled deep inside of her womb. At least, what cum she hadn’t swallowed earlier. Bobbi had no idea one man could cum that much.

		When he finally pulled out, a huge rush of his creamy jizz spilled out from inside of her, forming a large wet spot on the rumpled bedding. Oops! The staging company wouldn’t like that. Oh well, she’d give Betty Lou an extra tip to cover the cleaning costs. With the commission from this sale, she could easily afford it. Marquis helped her straighten out the mess of the bedroom, at least putting it some sort of order. It’s a good thing he did, she could barely function. Then, after she had him sign the sales contract, at full list, she took him back to his car.

		

	
		

		Chapter 11

		

		It was well after dark by the time Bobbi pulled into the driveway of their house. She saw the porch light shining brightly, her innocent husband already home. Probably had been for quite a while, since it was a Friday night. She wondered just how much longer the light would shine so brightly for her after today. She’d never told Mark just why her sales had so suddenly increased. Believing firmly in Marcie Jean’s ‘Don’t ask, don’t tell’ policy. She hadn’t want to risk him finding out, she loved him too much. But, there was no hiding what happened today. The tattered remains of her underwear were in her purse, not that it mattered. Mark would know as soon as he saw her. She was a wreck. Maybe, somehow, she could get him to understand. If she pleaded with him to forgive her? With time? Maybe?

		Bobbi sat numbly in the car for a while, afraid to enter the house. Not wanting to face what lay ahead. Finally, she decided that she might as well get it over with. She gingerly walked up the steps, still sore from the fucking that Marquis had given her. His creamy cum continued to ooze profusely between her legs. Inserting her key in the lock, she walked into the house.

		Mark was sitting quietly in the living room reading his Kindle, soft music playing on the surround sound system. Some Sirius channel from the sounds of it. “Hi, Babe! It’s about time you…”

		That was as far as he got. Bobbi could see his face turn ashen as she stepped gingerly into the light. She’d seen herself in the mirror at the house. There was no way to repair the damage, so she didn’t even bother to try. Her long, dark hair was a rat’s nest of tangles, damp with sweat and full of sticky cum. Her lipstick smeared until she looked like some cartoon caricature of herself. Dark streaks of mascara ran down her face, the tears she’d shed as Marquis bred her leaving their unmistakable mark. She faced him unflinchingly, not backing down from his open-mouthed stare.

		Mark walked silently towards her, his nose wrinkling a little as he caught the scent of her. She had to reek of sex and the heavy aroma of Marquis’ cologne that still clung to her, she knew it. Nothing but a long shower and a complete change of clothing could have prevented the scene unfolding before her. None the less, Mark continued inexorably towards her, his lips closing passionately on hers. Bobbi standing stupidly before him. Didn’t he know? Couldn’t he tell just looking at her? She was an adulteress. She’d cuckolded him with another man. A black man!

		“I take it, you made the sale?” he suggested quietly.

		She stared at him numbly for a moment, then, Bobbi slowly nodded her head. Still, not understanding why he wasn’t yelling at her? Her mind not able to come to grips with her husband’s mild acceptance of her obviously used and soiled condition.

		“I think we need to celebrate then, don’t you?” he asked quietly. “We always do.”

		“But, Mark… I mean… I… You know? You know what I’ve done?” she gasped.

		“If you didn’t want me to know, Bobbi, you shouldn’t have left your cum filled thongs in plain sight in the hamper,” he laughed. “I think I’ve known from the first, it was that house on Peachtree Lane, right?”

		She nodded dazedly. “And… And, you’re okay with it? With me…”

		“I love you Bobbi Jo Danvers. I love everything about you. As long as you’re here in my arms at the end of the day, that’s all I’ll ever need to know,” he said quietly.

		“OMG! Oh, Baby. Oh, Mark, I love you so much,” she cried. Her arms going around him as she kissed him. Her tongue diving between his lips passionately, completely forgetting that she’d swallowed Marquis’ hot seed not that long before. Her mouth still coated with his salty cum.

		“Hmmm… A bit tangy tasting tonight,” he said dryly, his eyes looking her up and down one more time. “Should I expect a rather pungent taste someplace else tonight, too?”

		Bobbi just nodded. With a grin, Mark picked her up and carried her into the bedroom. This time, the bed didn’t collapse under her. They kissed passionately, over and over. Then, Mark pulled the zipper on her dress, tugging it off over her head. She lay before him naked, streaks of Marquis’ cum running down her pale thighs. Her breasts were showing dark finger prints by now, bruises from his brutal attack. Bobbi’s nipples were swollen and red as she lay there, marks from his teeth visible on her aureoles. Her pussy was still leaking profusely as Mark slipped his head between her thighs. Bobbi letting out a wild, passionate scream as his tongue licked along her swollen lips, tasting Marquis’ creamy seed. She was in ecstasy as he ate her out. His tongue diving inside of her soiled tunnel over and over as he sucked the cum of her dark lover from inside of her. When she finally felt Mark’s hard cock enter her abused pussy, she wanted to sing out with joy!

		Bobbi could feel him driving into her, but no matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t grip his pounding cock. Marquis huge rod had stretched her out too far. Her slick tunnel still too full of his black jizz to allow it. Oh, she knew it was only a matter of time until her pussy returned to normal, but that was still hours away. Sweat was pouring off them both as Mark frantically tried to reclaim her. His cock not finding the velvety friction needed to send him over the top.

		She had to do something! Kissing him passionately, Bobbi looked up at him. Her breath coming in huge gasps as they rutted together. “Fuck my ass, Baby! Please? Break my cherry,” she whispered. Mark stared at her, a stunned look on his face. In all their years together, she’d steadfastly refused to let him take her anally.

		She wanted to cry with joy when she saw him grin at her request. She loved this man! Pulling his cock from her ravaged pussy, he flipped her over doggy style. Bobbi reaching for the bottle of lube that she kept in the bedside table. With a wicked grin on her face, she handed him the bottle. Mark kissed along her back, her body still covered with sweat. When he got to her tight ass, she felt his tongue tease between her cheeks. OMG! Oh, no. He wouldn’t!

		She could only whimper as she felt him pull her ass cheeks apart. The whimper turning into a wild, animalistic howl as he tongued her dark flower. Never! Never, had she expected that! It was filthy. It was disgusting. It was erotic. It was sooooo fucking hot! The feeling was almost indescribable as she felt his tongue push her open. Bobbi was almost incoherent as he continued to tease her tight virgin hole. Finally, she felt him pull away. His moist tongue replaced with the cool lubricating fluid she’d handed him. Then, he began to massage it into her.

		First, she felt a finger tentatively invade her tight orifice. Bobbi gasped as it slid inside of her. The feeling strange, but not unpleasant. He let her rest a moment before pushing it deeper. She whimpered a little as he slid it all the way in, crying out as she felt a second finger added. Bobbi felt Mark hesitate, she glanced back, nodding as she reassured him she was fine. His two fingers sliding in and out now, Bobbi tossing her head passionately at the unfamiliar sensation.

		When she felt him pull out, she glanced back, questioningly? This time, she saw him oiling up his throbbing erection. A tiny whimper escaped her lips at the sight. Though, smaller than Marquis, her husband’s cock was still a LOT bigger than just two fingers. She closed her eyes, taking a deep breath, as she felt him press against her. His hands gripped her hips as he pushed inside. Bobbi screamed. Oh, God! She screamed! It… It… Oh, fuck! It hurt! She felt Mark stop, his cock barely inside her virginal opening.

		After adjusting to the strange invasion, Bobbi looked back and nodded for him to go ahead. She closed her eyes, gasping loudly as he pressed deep inside of her. “OMG! Oh, so full! I’ve never… Oh, oh, oh!!!!! I’m cumming!!!!!” she screamed out. Her body totally enveloped in a shockingly huge spasm as her eyes rolled back in her head. Bobbi hadn’t seen that one coming. She fell forward now, her arms unable to support her as Mark began to fuck her tight, virgin ass.

		She was crying and whimpering, incoherent sounds issuing from her as her fingers clawed at the bedding. Her face smashed down onto the bed by the force of his attack, her arms unable to support her. Mark was fucking her now, there was no other way to put it. His hard rod slamming into her virginal canal over and over. She felt his fingers wrap into her long hair, pulling tightly on it. Using it, almost like a harness, as he took her. She could feel him driving faster now, his cock swelling inside of her. Bobbi was in some never, never land of erotic emotions. It was like she had no idea of time or space. Her only thoughts concentrated on the cock buried deep inside of her. “Do it, Baby! Cum in me. Take your slut! Fill my ass,” she cried. The two of them screaming out as Mark’s hot seed filled her virgin ass. Her body convulsing, bright lights flashing before her eyes, and then, blackness. The next thing Bobbi knew, they were spooned quietly together as Mark gently caressed her. Soft kisses rained down her neck and shoulders.

		After their wild session of sexual abandonment, they ordered a pizza for dinner. Deciding that ten o’clock at night was far too late to try and find a decent restaurant. Mark, kiddingly telling her they’d have to continue their celebration dinner tomorrow. He never asked any questions about who her client was that day, perhaps deciding that ignorance is bliss. Although, he did ravage her again when they finally went back to bed that night. That time, he really did reclaim her slutty pussy.

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		Bobbi was sitting in the family room at Marcie Jean’s house the next afternoon. MJ curled up next to her as Bobbi related what had happened over a third glass of wine. She didn’t bother to hide the information that Marquis was her infamous dance partner from that night at MJQ. Not from MJ. The two shared that type of information freely anymore. They pretty much shared everything now. And, why not? After all, Bobbi loved kissing her friend. Uh… She loved doing some other things with her as well! Bobbi finding out that she was bi, had been one of the best things to ever happen to her.

		“So… Tell me, Baby Girl, was he big?” giggled MJ.

		“OMG! MJ, he was fucking huge! I thought that monster was going to tear me apart. I’ve never had anything that big between my legs before,” decreed Bobbi. “It was… It was wonderful! But, I sure wouldn’t want it as a steady diet. It fucking hurt! But, I have to say, it hurt sooooo goooood!!!!!”

		

		***

		

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

		

		Many Thanks!

		Richard Carlisle

		

	OEBPS/Images/image-SC7AZ66S.jpg





OEBPS/OEBPS/cover.jpg





