

    
        
          Hotwife In The Fast Lane - A Wife Sharing Romance

        

        
        
          Karly Violet

        

        
          Published by Karly Violet, 2018.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      HOTWIFE IN THE FAST LANE - A WIFE SHARING ROMANCE

    

    
      First edition. September 2, 2018.

      Copyright © 2018 Karly Violet.

    

    
    
      Written by Karly Violet.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Hotwife In The Fast Lane
A Wife Sharing Romance
All Right Reserved © Karly Violet 2018

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. 

Individuals on the cover are models and are used for illustrative purposes only.

Author's note: All character in this story are 18 years of age and older. This is a work of fiction, any resemblance to real live name or events are purely coincidental. 

Be aware: This story is written for, and should only be enjoyed by, ADULTS. It includes explicit descriptions of intense sexual activity between consenting adults. 

Note that this work of fiction resembles a fantasy world, all events taking place are a result of a role play amongst all parties and all parties are fully consenting adults.

This ebook should be purchased/borrowed by and read by adults only.











Sign up to the mailing list to download the  

free Epilogue to The Hotwife Adventure and to be updated on all future releases.



http://eepurl.com/c3ICWf



[image: image]



Before you start reading Hotwife On Camera, you may also enjoy 

[image: image]



Click to BUY NOW
––––––––
[image: ]

Table of Contents

Chapter One: A Tense Work Environment

Chapter Two: Trouble in Bed

Chapter Three: Beer and Buddies

Chapter Four: Sheer Excitement

Chapter Five: Forbidden Distraction

Chapter Six: Stirring the Pot

Chapter Seven: A Little Revealing

Chapter Eight: Show Me Some Skin

Chapter Nine: A Drive to Sell

Chapter Ten: A Slippery Slope

Chapter Eleven: The Word Around Town

Chapter Twelve: An Eager Beaver

Chapter Thirteen: A Last Resort

Chapter Fourteen: Change is Coming

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter One: A Tense Work Environment
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“Keep your voice down,” I say to Chloe as she follows me into my small office.  “These walls are thin, and someone is going to hear you.”

“Hear me?  That’s funny, because you act as if you can’t hear me at all.”  

I turn and look into my wife’s dark green eyes.  Chloe is twenty-seven and one of the most beautiful women I have ever seen.  Her shoulder-length brown hair and soft skin work along with the sweet aroma of her perfume to cause me to want her, even in the midst of our morning argument.  “Look, honey, we can talk about this when we get home.  You know that there are already people here at work talking about the way we sometimes go at each other here.”

She becomes frustrated as she looks around my office and at the large window on the front of it facing the showroom floor.  There are already at least four car salesmen watching us and chatting up what they think we must be arguing about this time.  This has become a near-constant issue between the two of us, and it’s becoming too distracting for me as a car salesman.  

“Don’t call me honey, you asshole,” she chirps back.  “Why would you say something like that, Kevin?  You know that when you say things like that it embarrasses me.”

“Say what?”  

“You know what,” my wife growls.  “You told Ben that I was a feisty tart.”

I try not to laugh, but I can’t help myself as I shake my head.  “Holy cow, honey, that was two days ago when I was hanging out at the bar with a couple of friends.  We were joking around about our wives and girlfriends.  I didn’t mean anything by it.”  I roll my tongue around in my mouth before asking, “Who told you I said that?”

“It doesn’t fucking matter who told me,” she retorts.  “Dammit, Kevin, you know how these guys look at me as it is.  The last thing I need is to hear that you are talking about me like that with your drinking buddies.”

“Chloe, this is ridiculous.  It was just a little fun between some guys.  I’m sorry, though, for whatever it’s worth.”

My wife walks up close to me and as her green eyes stare back at me she says, “It’s not worth a shit, Kevin.”  She backs away just as Denton Spier, the car dealership’s general manager, walks into my office. 

“Okay, you two, come with me.”  His face is stoic as the middle-aged man looks at the two of us.  “My office.  Now.”  He turns and walks out, and my wife and I quietly follow behind him, several pairs of eyes watching our trip from my office to the larger office of the general manager.  

As we walk into his office, Mr. Spier says to me, “Close the door, Kevin.”  I do so and then take a seat next to my wife in a chair in front of his desk.  As the general manager sits down at his desk, he asks, “What’s going on now?”

Chloe is rarely one to let slip the opportunity to hammer me for something I have said or done, so she begins with, “He called me a tart.”

“A tart?”  The manager looks from my wife to me.  “Here at work?”

“No, sir,” I say with more deference than my wife is willing to allow.  “This happened while I was out with a couple of friends on Saturday night.”

“Do these friends work here?” he asks. 

“No,” I quickly reply.  “These are old friends from college, that’s all.  It has nothing to do with work.”  

Mr. Spier leans back in his chair before saying, “It has a lot to do with work when you come here and argue back and forth with your wife, Kevin.”  He looks over at my wife and asks, “Why is it so important to you to bring this up at the dealership, Chloe?  Isn’t this more of a private matter and best suited for conversation at home?”

“I’m sorry,” Chloe replies.  “But it was Marsha who told me what was said at the bar the other night.”

“Marsha?  You mean Marsha Smythe in the lease department?”

“Yeah, her boyfriend is one of Kevin’s friends.  He was there when I was called a tart.”

“A feisty tart,” I correct her with a slight smirk on my face.  I can’t help but take the dig at my wife since this has upset her so.  

“Wow.”  Mr. Spier shakes his head as he stands up and walks over to the large window of his office and looks out into the showroom.  “You two need to work something out pretty quickly or things will have to change.”

“Change?” I say as I look back at him.  

“Change,” he reaffirms.  “I can’t have a couple, married or not, sniping back and forth to the point of all-out war in front of the customers and other employees.  I’m trying to run a tight, efficient business here, yet I find myself having to talk to the both of you about how to behave appropriately at work.”

“I’m sorry, Mr. Spier.  It won’t happen again,” I tell him as I try to smooth things over with our boss.

“You should try to control your mouth at the bar and this wouldn’t happen,” Chloe chimes in as she looks hard at me.  “If you would just be a better husband...”

“Chloe,” Mr. Spier says as he turns to look at us.  “This is going to end one way or another.  Either the two of you save your bickering for the hours outside of work, or I will have to let you go.”  He stares quietly at the both of us before asking, “Which will it be?”

My wife gives me one last look before turning around to look back at the wall behind Mr. Spier’s desk.  “We’ll knock it off,” she promises him.  

“Good.”  The general manager opens his office door and tells us, “Go outside and take a walk around the car lot.  Take some time to talk this out, without yelling or cursing at each other, and then come back in and do your jobs.  Can the two of you do that?”

I nod my head.  “Yes, sir.”  Chloe nods as well but says nothing as the two of us get up and walk through the door.  Mr. Spier closes the door behind us and I walk just in front of my wife toward the front door of the dealership.

“All men are the same.”

“Quiet,” I say under my breath as I open the door and walk outside.  Chloe follows, and we turn to take a walk around the three hundred or so new automobiles we have on the lot.  “We’ve talked about this before,” I say to my wife after we walk for about a minute.  “You can’t come in for work and then start in on me.  We can take care of this shit after work.”

“It’s hard to do that when someone at work tells me that you have been talking crap about me behind my back, Kevin.  I mean, how would you like it if you came into work and one of the salesmen told you that they heard me talking about how terrible you are in bed?  Would you like that?”

I stop and turn to look at my wife.  “Chloe, you say all sorts of things about me when you are in that office with your coworkers.  I hear about it all the time, but I don’t come to your workspace and call you out on it in front of the others there.”

“Name one time when I have said anything about you,” she says defiantly.

Shaking my head, I reply, “Last week, Sharon walked past me during a break and asked how the hormone treatments are going.”  I chuckle incredulously as I add, “I didn’t come down to your office and tell you to shut the fuck up about my personal medical issues with testosterone treatments, Chloe.”

“We were just talking about things that all of our husbands and boyfriends are going through.  Did you know that Marissa’s boyfriend has Turrets?”  

“Why the fuck would I even need to know that, Chloe?”  I clench my fists and then unclench them quickly as I try to relieve some stress.  It’s one of the techniques that my hormone specialist suggested that I try in order to alleviate any pent-up anxiety I might have due to work or home life.  At this moment, though, I’m not so certain that it is working for me.  “What you have done is worse than me calling you a feisty tart when joking around with my friends at a bar.”

“What?  How is that worse?”  Chloe’s eyes look me up and down as she adds, “I didn’t tell them anything about your erectile dysfunction.  I kept that fact a secret.”

“Fuck,” I say with an angry huff as I turn and begin to walk again.  “I get hard now, Chloe.  Why would you accuse me of still suffering from that?”  

“You still have problems,” she replies.  “It’s okay, I understand that you just don’t make enough testosterone, but that is no reason to make yourself feel better about your shortcomings by telling others that I’m some kind of tart.”

“Fuck!”  I turn and look hard at my wife after yelling out the four-letter expletive.  “You are so damned paranoid about anything I say or do, but then on the flip side it doesn’t bother you to broadcast my actual medical issues to those who work with you.  Chloe, not once have I said to anyone here anything about you that isn’t kind or supportive of you as my wife.  Not once have I shared any medical issues you have had, and not once have I tried to get you fired at work.  Not...fucking...once.”  

“It hurts when you call me names, Kevin.  It doesn’t matter if you say it to my face or to other people.  It hurts.”  

“Well, honey, I’m very sorry.  Get over it.”  I turn and begin to walk yet again, this time keeping a pace that is difficult for my much shorter wife to keep up with.  Listening to her small shoes tap the pavement over and over as she tries to keep up with me gives me just a little satisfaction in knowing that I am making her work for keeping up with me.  

“Slow down,” Chloe pleads with me.  “You know I have trouble keeping up with you when you angry-walk.”  

“Not my problem.”  I keep going quickly as I make my way to the end of the lot before turning around to walk back.  Waiting for just a moment so that my wife can catch up, I lean on the hood of a new car and admire the red color of the paint.  The car company has changed the red in their cars this year, making it more of a cardinal red than a cherry red as it has been in the past.  I think it might improve sales overall for the first quarter, which means more money in my pocket this year than last.  The prospect of more money always seems to put me into a better mood.

“Shit,” Chloe says as she takes off her high-heeled shoes and sits back on the front of the same car.  “Look, Kevin, I can see where maybe I should not have shared your low-T problems with Sharon and the others.  I’m sorry.”  She looks up at me and waits for some sort of response from me.

Though I consider just ignoring her out of spite, I realize that I really love my wife and don’t want to constantly fight with her.  “We have to stop this, Chloe.  I think Mr. Spier is serious about his threat this time.  He might actually go through with firing us both if we keep arguing at work.”

Chloe nods her head.  “Yeah, I think you might be right.  We have been in there at least three times since last fall, and each time he’s getting more upset with us.”  She turns her head and looks back at the dealership building.  “That’s a long walk.”

“Too long,” I laugh as I reach out and take my wife’s arm.  Pulling her toward me, I give her a quick kiss before saying, “Let’s get back in there before they come up with any more stories about what must have happened in the office a few minutes ago.”  

“Yeah,” my wife agrees.  “Let’s go.”  I wait for Chloe to get her shoes back on before taking her hand and walking back to the showroom building.  We both know there will be talk about our argument this morning, including a growing pool of cash over a wager as to how much longer we will be employed with the dealership.  Some bets have us being fired before May, and others seem to be more forgiving, predicting a termination date sometime in the late fall.  Though it bothers me that others are gambling on whether Chloe and I will be fired, it has not stopped me from secretly putting into the same pool.  I have us as getting tossed out in August.  Thankfully, I have not shared that bit of information with a friend at the bar.  Chloe would not appreciate knowing that I am betting against us, even if she would have a hard time refuting the wager.  
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