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 Chapter 1. The First Impression

“Honey, I’ve to give the best impression to my boss.
You know what they say,” Nora told me. It was her new job’s first
day at the office.

“No second chance for the first impression?”,
I guessed.

She smiled. “That’s why I love ya babe..” And
she kissed me on my cheek, imprinting her red lips marks.

I looked at Nora. She was… simply gorgeous.
She was using the expensive perfume I bought to her at Christmas,
the one she never uses in the entire year but today. My wife wore
the white dress that remarks her figure. In the sunlight, one could
guess some sexy shapes of her body, her hips, and her bosoms. Are
those darker spots on her chest, her nipples behind the fabric?

She is so hot. I took her behind by the hips.
“Let’s have a quicky, babe, for the good luck?”, I told her,
kissing her neck, her weak point. But not today.

“Don’t be silly! I’ve to be perfect.” She
replied, while releasing from my arms and thwarted my desire.

 


“But Nora,” I insisted, “you passed all tests
they have already contracted. You have excellent qualifications.
They want you in.”

“Yeah, but this is my first meeting with
HIM...they gossip stories, ya know? He’s a very demanding boss
regarding his female assistants. He puts all of them always under a
test of every kind,” she remarked. Nora sounded anxious.

“Everything will be ok”, I said suddenly,
kissing her lips, tenderly.

“Don’t ruin my lips, please!” She yelled
nervously. With a bossy style. I would learn soon about this new
“executive version” of Nora, my wife.


 Chapter 2. How Did She Get New Tits?

Nora made me to see them. “Look babe! They are
emerging!..little by little, the birth of my tits, at last!”

My wife owns natural but small breasts. Tiny
and flat tits. She used to say, “I have the tits of a boy”. And she
was absolutely right. Nora knew what she was talking about: They
resemble the chest of those sissy boys, hairless and soft, bland
and a bit chubby, whom prepare to be pretty, as a kabuki, for
Nora’s dad. Catamites. He uses to play as the sugar daddy for some
boys. To Nora’s shame (“that’s why mom cheats on dad,“ and this
phrase should have warned me). His father usually mates with a
college student at a time, who dresses perfectly as a naughty gal.
Yes, my father-in-law pays well for the pleasure of playing with
them. Once Nora, knowing her dad’s ways, told me “men do kinky
things, if you do too, please make me not knowing any nasty damn
thing, ok?” But let me return to my wife’s tits.

Yes, Nora’s breasts are flat. And I love
them. Not only had her tits remained small, but also they got very
sensitive. She owns puffy and nipples that I used to play with.
Dark perky nipples that made contrast with her pale white skin. I
have learned to give orgasms to Nora just sucking, licking and
playing with these sensible, pointy small bosoms.

But my wife wasn’t happy about them. She
could do anything to make them bigger, as porn actress. There was
no way to reconcile our desires. Of course, we don’t want surgical
silicon tits. Nice looking but nasty at the touch. Hard instead of
soft, as natural boobs truly are. Everything changed when her boss
paid for a new treatment for bust enlargement. An expensive
treatment, without surgery but with hormones. The treatment made
Nora get an angrier mood. It’s a collateral, for having bigger
natural tits. And that led to our nasty way of cheating. I never
asked her why her boss was so generous to us, but I thanked him
through Nora.

With time, Nora took on an impish attitude.
She wanted to show off her breasts and buy a transparent bra. We
went to the lingerie shop. She was there, taking off her blouse,
revealing her new natural tits, soft nipples excited by a cool air
and plastic of a transparent bra, giving the illusion of bigger
breasts, not as big as her boss bought but nevertheless more
remarkable than the small tits Nora had. Employees in the shop
stare at her tits as she was trying cheeky bra and g-strings. I was
ashamed of my wife, dressed in a transparent shirt, exposing her
breasts. Her employer had paid enough money for this shopping.

Nora said: “do you like these? They are so
sexy, right? Wait until I buy the expensive bra and panty set.” And
she went to call the shop clerk’s attention. “Do you want to touch,
taste or play with these tits?” she asked a man in a grey suit.
“You may look, it’s not forbidden,” she insisted while checking the
color of a tube of lipstick on her lips.

That behavior made me feel shame. I love my
wife. I adore her. But one day, after the shop situation, she told
me, “You shouldn’t adore me so much, nobody deserves such an
attitude like that. I’ll disappoint ya.” Then, I realized the
obvious: she was cheating on me. Who was she fucking with?

 


 



 Chapter 3. After a Few Months

“Is this cum?” I exclaimed while inspecting her cunny
on our bed. Kids were sleeping. She closed her legs
immediately.

“Don’t be ridiculous!” she replied
defensively.

“What is it so?”, I inquired.

“Lube, silly, I prepared myself for you and
ya ruin the surprise,” Nora cunningly replied. I got
suspicious.

“Who is fucking ya? Is your mother fucker
boss?” I asked. “Are you fuckin that pig?”.

“Nooooo! Of course not, you’re offending me,”
she said and slapped my face.

We stayed in silence on the bed for a
moment.

And Nora suddenly jumped into my arms,
kissing me. I returned her kisses back, and touched her butt,
groping her body, her bottom. Undressing her. I was so desperate
after many weeks of no sex. Nora responded, making me a blow job.
The best she had given me up to now.She sucked hard, giving me head
as a whore couldn’t have made better. When I was about to cum
inside her throat, she told me, “Now fuck me as if I was your
secretary and you, my obese horny wicked boss...”

She got up, turned around and sat on my
thighs, rubbing her tits on my face. I put my fingers on her
nipples and squeezed hard. She yelled and bit my neck. “You know,
the way to fuck a hot wife is not to worry about this bitch going
crazy with your cock...”, she murmured me, while offering me her
tits again, I sucked her nipples the way she taught me, the way she
turns on. Meanwhile, Nora took my hard cock into her pussy and
impale herself with it. My cock slide easily into her twat. Was
because of that lube or her lover’s cum I found? As Nora never
does, she rode my cock furiously. Up and down.

We fucked like maniacs. Our sex used to be
slow and erotic, as Nora had learned in her yoga classes and
imposed on our bed, in order to “for every second we loved each
other more than ever” as she said, “in sake for a long-lasting
marriage”. But now, such that delicacy belonged to a long-lost time
in our marriage.

This time was different... animal and sexual.
She impaled herself with my cock as with a supreme act of ire.

Wasn’t it hot? Wasn’t it sexy? I loved it!
She kept her eyes shut. Up to I cum inside. “Give it to me,
fucker!”, Nora said as if she were a common harlot on the street.
Not my classy, shy, young catholic wife, not anymore.

Meanwhile, I had ruined any potential
evidence of Nora being cheating me. Foreign cum into her pussy?
Such is the ultimate proof of adultery (as we had not intercourse
in weeks), right? Lube or cum, it mixed with my own hot sperm. But
I didn’t care, as it was an excellent fuck.

I got so relaxed and released. But Nora
wasn’t.

“Look asshole!” Nora shouted crudely, while
releasing her pussy from my used and bland cock out her twat. “NOW
I have cum in my cunny, fucker!” She spit on my cock and go to the
shower, alone. Nora detached so easily.

Where did she learn to give a so good
blowjob? I wonder now, but back then I just was worried about
appeasing my angry, pretty wife.
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