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		Prologue

		

		I was shaking like a leaf as I hurriedly closed the Skype session. My breathing was so ragged I was almost hyperventilating. It was just a quick glance. You know, out of the corner of your eye type of thing. No way had I just seen what I thought I did. It was just not possible. Jeff wouldn’t do that. Not to me. Not to us. Of course, I’d recorded the call, just like always using my RealPlayer app. Usually, playing each one again just before going to bed each night. The replay, making me feel closer to my husband somehow.

		Tonight, I wasn’t sure I wanted to replay the conversation. Afraid I’d see exactly what I thought I had. A lone high heel cast off on the floor in the background! I had to be mistaken. I just had to be. Pushing the replay button, I watched the lower corner of the screen intently. Praying that I was wrong, it was a trick of the light or something…

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		“Are you one hundred percent sure, Brandi?” asked Misty. “Our eyes can play tricks on us sometimes. I just can’t picture Jeff cheating. Not on you.”

		I just nodded my head numbly, still somewhat in shock. Pulling out my smartphone, I showed her the screenshot I’d captured from the Skype session. “Lower right-hand corner,” I said dejectedly. Misty’s face blanching slightly as she glanced at the screen, her fingers expanding the picture, zeroing in on the undeniable proof. “OMG! Brandi! Oh, Sweetie, I would never have believed it, if I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes. Even now, it’s hard to believe. Any chance it’s innocent, maybe some co-worker he was traveling with just kicking off her shoes while they talked business?”

		“He’s traveling by himself,” my voice surprisingly calm, despite the turmoil I felt inside.

		“What are you going to do?” she asked, growing concern evident in her voice.

		“I don’t know, Misty? Honest to God, I don’t know. Right now, I just want to cry, or scream, or both. Maybe later I can think straighter about all of this,” my voice a quiet whisper in the noisy bar.

		“You know, he has been gone a lot, maybe he was just lonely and took the opportunity to get some… Okay, that’s no excuse. It sucks! I know it does. It has to hurt like hell. But, don’t go all screaming mimi or anything. I mean, do you really want to get a divorce over his playing around a bit when he’s out of town? Think of Bobbi Jo! Splitting up your family over some nameless tramp? Is it worth it?”

		“And, just what would you do, if Bill cheated on you?” I asked, hurt evident in my voice. “Would you look the other way and forgive and forget?”

		“Don’t look at me, Girl. I’d get even, and then some. You know damn well, I would. But… I don’t know that I’d leave him, not for playing around a thousand miles away from home. I’m not proud to admit it, but I love Bill. He’s a good husband, I’d have to think long and hard before I actually walked away from our marriage. For Jimmy’s sake, if nothing else,” responded Misty.

		“Get even? How in the hell do you get even for something like this? I don’t think castration is legal around here,” I smirked. “And, murder is totally out of the question.”

		“Honestly? If it were me, I’d fuck around. Rub it in his face any chance I got. But, that’s just me. Somehow, I don’t think you were ever anywhere near as wild as I was back in the day,” she giggled. “Damn, Girl. Knowing you, if you went out and took a lover, you’d probably be doubling your number.”

		“I wasn’t a virgin when we got married, Misty,” I hissed, haughtily. “Close, but I did at least have one other boyfriend before Jeff.” My face burning red at the admission. Misty’s scoffing expression prompted me to admit the truth. “Randy Jacobs, Prom night. Not exactly my finest hour… Or, finest sixty seconds, as it turned out!” Misty’s drink spraying all over the table as she burst out laughing.

		“That’s right, you did say you met Jeff, freshman year at State. Brandi? You just can’t leave him. Maybe you can talk it out some way? Counseling or something? You guys are too good together to let it all go to hell. Not over a stupid one-night stand,” she declared.

		“So, you’re saying I should confront him? Try and talk it out. Or, maybe just get some on the side myself?”

		“Or… Maybe, both? If it was me, that’s what I’d do. Vengeance is soooo much sweeter when they know about it!” smirked Misty.

		“I wouldn’t even know where to begin, Misty. Whether I left him, or even if I wanted to get revenge. I’ve just never contemplated our not being together,” I said, morosely. “And, there’s Bobbie Jo to consider. I can’t leave her without a father! I just don’t want her to grow up like I did.”

		“It doesn’t have to come to that, Brandi. Honestly, I can’t picture Jeff leaving you. I think if you confront him, he’ll melt like ice cream in August. He’ll probably cry like a baby, beg for forgiveness, and be willing to agree to anything to stay with you. And, trust me, I do mean anything!” purred Misty.

		“What in the world are you talking about?” I asked.

		“Well… When I told you about how I’d react if Bill ever messed around? Maybe, I wasn’t exactly guessing?” whispered Misty.

		“Bill? Bill, cheated on you? Are you serious? No way, Misty. I can’t believe that he’d ever even look at another woman,” I countered.

		“He’d better not, or the next time I really will leave him. Right now, he just knows that I always get revenge,” snickered Misty. “And, revenge is soooo much fun!”

		At my astonished look, Misty suggested that we continue this conversation back at her house, calling for the check. Any continuation of this subject would require a lot more privacy.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Misty and Bill lived just two houses down from us in our little subdivision. We met the first week Jeff and I moved in and became fast friends. Six years later, we were best friends, telling each other everything. At least, I thought we did? Misty’s revelation certainly caused me to think twice about that. Apparently, she still had a few secrets that she kept close.

		“Okay, Misty. Out with it!” I decreed. She’d already put it off while she poured us both another glass of wine.

		Misty settled down on the other end of the sofa, her long legs curled up beneath her. Taking a deep breath, she looked at me, her gaze taking on a seriousness I wasn’t used to seeing. “Brandi? Have you ever noticed my anklet?” she asked.

		“Ummm… Wha… Yeah, I guess. I mean, it’s pretty. But, what has that got to do with Bill cheating on you?”

		“Everything. It’s more than just something pretty. It’s a symbol. It has a meaning. At least, to certain people. When a married woman wears an anklet, it means she’s available. That she’s open to having extra-marital sex. I started wearing it after I caught Bill cheating on me. It was a meaningless tryst with some hussy temp at his office. But, when I found out, I went ballistic. I told him I’d take Jimmy away, take the house, take everything. And, in this state? It’s possible! He was willing to do anything to stay married, including offering to let me mess around,” she said softly.

		“So… It wasn’t exactly something that I planned. But, as soon as the words were out of his mouth, I knew that was what I wanted. I became what’s known as a ‘Hot Wife.’ I play around occasionally. Oh, don’t look so shocked! I enjoy sex. I always have, and now Bill has to live with that fact. Every time I’m with another man, Bill is forced to feel the shame and the pain that I faced. I don’t ever hide it when I’ve slept with somebody else. Believe me, I don’t. In fact, I more or less flaunt it. I make sure to come home to him used and soiled, letting him know just how I felt when he did it to me. And, he knows he better accept it.”

		“And, Bill? What about him? Does he still ‘play around?’ Or, is this just something reserved for you?” I asked. Still not believing anything I was hearing.

		“Oh, no. No, Bill does not get to play. Unless, you consider his efforts to please me after I’ve misbehaved,” snickered Misty. “I make him reclaim me when I come home. I don’t shower or anything. He has to take me back just like I am, all sweaty and full of another man’s creamy cum.”

		“Misty? Are you just making this all up or something? There’s just no way...”

		“Way! Trust me, Brandi. I’m not lying about this. I’ve had dozens of lovers over the past seven years. Several of them, I still see from time to time. It’s become a way of life for us. Bill has never been more loving and attentive to me, than he has these last years. He keeps me quite satisfied sexually. But, I still enjoy having an occasional fling. It keeps him on his toes. Honestly, I think he enjoys it too. Just knowing that I’m still attractive enough to be desired by other men,” said Misty. “In some weird way, I think he gets off on it.”

		“How… I mean… Well, if you’re cheating on him, how can he ‘get off’ on it? You’re committing adultery! That’s… It’s… Oh! What is the word? Cuckolding him?”

		“Yes, he’s my sweet little, Cucky. I do love him. And… If you’ve never had a man eat you out after sex, it’s a feeling not to be missed. Trust me,” grinned Misty.

		“OMG! You mean, he… After… Are you serious?” My eyes wide at her revelation. I mean, Jeff rarely did that for me period. Let alone after we’d had sex. And, to think of him doing that with another guy’s cum inside of me…

		“Oh, yeah! I make sure he does me real good before I ever let him take me back. Nothing makes me cum like that does,” she grinned.

		“And, he really is okay with it?” I asked, still astonished at her revelations.

		“He loves it. He thinks I’m the hottest thing out there, any other woman just seems to pale in comparison. And, I make sure he knows that I could have plenty of other lovers if I wanted. It keeps him in his place. I mean it, Brandi.”

		I mulled her comments over, still somewhat astonished. After all, in all the years I’d known her, I had no idea. Misty? Cheating on Bill? Or, is it still cheating if he knows about it? And, if not, what is it?

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		My Skype session with Jeff was decidedly cooler that night. But, I didn’t confront him. Not yet, and not online. That was a conversation better handled up close and in person. Besides, I still didn’t know exactly how I was going to approach it. Though, I was getting some very naughty ideas… Rowllll!!!!!

		I’d spent the rest of the day searching through the internet and finding out all I could about Misty’s little revelation. What the heck was a ‘Hot Wife,’ anyway? Guess what? It’s a real thing. My first search got over sixty-five million hits. Yes, I said, million! There’s, like, this whole subculture out there made up of women who play around on their husbands. And, the husbands? They not only accept it, they encourage it. Everything Misty said was true.

		As hurt as I was over Jeff’s cheating, the urge for revenge seemed to be taking a stronger hold on me than anything else. Misty’s solution was growing on me. A lot!

		The next day I called her again. This time, for some advice on just how to become a ‘Hot Wife.’ Something she was delighted to coach me in. Oh, yeah! Play around on me, will you? Oh, you are so going to regret it, Jeffrey Thomas! Let’s just see how you like having your nose rubbed in it? Misty and I were going shopping Thursday afternoon. I had a feeling my wardrobe was about to change, drastically.

		I spent the rest of the week pouring through the computer, learning more about the whole idea. And… Um… Maybe, building up my courage? This was a big step I was contemplating. Super big! I’d never even considered cheating on Jeff before. Let alone, doing it right in front of him. But, it was all I could think about each night during out Skype sessions. Making him pay for what he’d done.

		Jeff must have been getting a little nervous, too. He seemed to sense that something was wrong during our nightly calls, but I wasn’t about to give him any warning. This was to be an in your face, surprise attack. He’d be darn lucky if I waited until we got home from the airport! My plan was to drop Bobbie Jo off with Jeff’s parents for the weekend. After that, well… I’d just have to play it by ear. But, let’s say it was going to be something that my wayward husband would never forget!

		Misty and I met for lunch on Thursday, just a salad and a drink. Well, maybe two or three drinks. Then, we hit the stores. Shopping was always fun, although Misty’s idea of fashion was a little overboard for my tastes. I kept turning down her choices until she finally pulled me into a local lounge for a talking to. “Brandi, if you’re going to do this, you can’t be the old you anymore. It’s a new day, and you are putting yourself back on the market, Sweetie. You are competing against all the single women out there for a man’s attention. The sweet and innocent act won’t fly, not in this day and age,” she exclaimed.

		“But, Misty, I just can’t be comfortable flashing everything I’ve got.”

		“You don’t have to feel ‘comfortable,’ Brandi. You just have to be ‘hot’ and available. Now, I can make you ‘hot,’ the available part is up to you.”

		Four hours later, Jeff’s bank account would never be the same, but I had several new wardrobe pieces. Among them, were two very revealing dresses, a leather micro mini-skirt, three very sexy blouses, three pairs of high heels and one shiny new ankle bracelet! When I shyly suggested I might need some new underwear, Misty just laughed. “Not in these outfits, Sweetie. No undies allowed. Trust me, they just get in the way,” she snickered.

		“Now, no arguments, I’m taking Bobbie Jo for tonight. I’ll even take her to preschool tomorrow for you. Your assignment is to dress up in one of your new dresses and go out and have some fun. You don’t have to mess around tonight, but I do want you to at least flirt a little. I suggest taking an Uber to one of the hotels downtown. Hang out at the bar, have a few drinks. Get used to being around men again. And, if you happen to hit it off with somebody? Well, I’ll certainly never tell,” giggled Misty.

		“Oh! Misty, I couldn’t. I mean…”

		“You are a ‘Hot Wife,’ Brandi. And, don’t you forget it! This is pure revenge, and you deserve to enact it. Forget about wedding vows and promises, Jeff already broke them. Now, it’s your turn. You’re gorgeous and desirable, now go out and prove it to yourself. More importantly, prove it to Jeff!”

		

		*

		

		Just ‘go out and prove it to yourself.’ It sounded so easy when Misty said it, but it sure didn’t feel easy. I was in the en suite that night, getting cleaned up. I’d already showered and shaved my legs. At the last minute, I’d decided to shave a little more, too. My bare pussy felt strange as I toweled off. More sensitive, somehow. After brushing out my blonde hair until it glistened, I put on my makeup.

		As I put on some perfume, I dabbed behind my ears and between my breasts. Then, wickedly, put a drop on my bare mound. Despite the glass of wine I’d been nursing, I swear I turned every shade of red there was, as I did. Then, I boldly sauntered out to get dressed. Misty had helped me pick out a black dress that would be perfect for the downtown bar scene. A soft black mini-dress, with a halter style top, it left my back completely bare. It had a sexy eyelet cutout in the neckline that showcased the swell of my pert breasts, hugging every curve.

		I admired my new ankle bracelet as I slipped on a pair of spike heels. It flashed as I walked across the bedroom to the floor length mirror. Oh, my! Okay, I did look… Um… I suppose, you could say I looked ‘hot?’ Gulp! The clingy material of my dress outlined my breasts like a second skin, my hard nipples poking out like beacons. One last check of my purse; phone, keys, license, cash, credit card, lipstick, small hair brush. Okay, I guessed I was ready. Good thing, as my phone chirped to alert me to the Uber arriving.

		I almost freaked as I walked out of the house. Oh, wow! The nighttime breeze brushing against my newly shaved pussy was sending all sorts of naughty tingles racing through me. I’d never even gone out without underwear before, let alone with a shaved pussy. Let’s say the feeling is uniquely naughty.

		Slipping into the back of the Uber, the driver pulled away and headed downtown. Jeff and I had had dinner at one of the hotels there a couple of years ago. As I recalled, they had a nice piano bar off the lobby. I decided that was where I’d try out the new me. I suppose it was somewhat ironic, that I would choose someplace the two of us had gone. But, almost all my memories for the last eight and a half years, involved my husband. I fretted the entire drive, nervously crossing and uncrossing my legs in the short dress. It had a flared hemline, that draped nicely across my thighs. Even in the dark car, I could see the glint of my new anklet. A constant reminder of what I was doing, and why.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		I almost told the driver to take me home as he pulled up in the portico. Almost! Jeff would be home tomorrow night, and I had to know if I could really do this? The doorman opened the door for me as I exited the car. His eyes only darting momentarily to my long legs as I slid out. Boldly, I walked into the lobby. My high heels clicking on the marble floor as I looked around for the remembered lounge.

		Spotting it over to right, I headed that way. Soft music was sounding from inside as I approached the dark hideaway. As I stepped inside, a blast of cool air hit me. My nipples rising to attention at the sudden temperature change. Nervously, I walked to the long, polished bar. Sitting down on an empty stool, I crossed my legs. The short hemline of my dress riding up on my legs as I did, exposing my creamy thighs.

		The bartender hurried over to ask what I’d like. Deciding on a glass of white wine, I nervously rocked my foot back and forth as he rushed to fill my order. He was back moments later, shaking his head negatively as I laid my credit card on the bar top. At my querying look, he nodded towards the end of the bar. A dark haired, older man raised his glass in salute as I returned his gaze. OMG! Men were buying me drinks? Um… Honestly? A girl could get used to this. Snickers.

		The next time, said gentleman, elected to bring my refill in person. Quietly asking if he might join me? He was quite tall up close, with a sexy deep voice. I smiled uncertainly and nodded, as he settled in next to me. I found his closeness, a little unnerving. I was a married woman. Well… Sort of… Oh, hell! I didn’t know what I was anymore. Damn you, Jeffrey Thomas! Why did you have to do this to me? To us?

		We chatted amiably for a while, then after a third glass of wine, he suggested that we might find someplace a little more private to continue our conversation? At my hesitation, he settled down and just talked for a while longer. He was just in town for the week, leaving tomorrow for the coast. Some corporate officer here for an important merger meeting. I saw the wedding ring on his finger, causing me to think just why I felt about Jeff as I did.

		I wasn’t ready to go to bed with him. Just go to his room and fuck like bunnies? No thank you, not tonight, anyway. But, he was awfully nice, and I was really enjoying his company. I mean, he was here, I was here… Glancing at my phone, I realized it had gotten quite late. I decided I really needed a quick trip to the ladies’ room, too. Nerves! What can I say? Excusing myself for a moment, I walked towards the back of the bar.

		After I had calmed a little, I touched up my lipstick and headed back out to the bar. Only to run into my companion in the dark hallway. Stepping close to me, he tilted my head up and softly brushed my lips. I was frozen right there! A strange man had just kissed me. I… I… I hadn’t kissed anybody but Jeff, forever. My heart was racing like mad as he looked deeply into my eyes. My mouth was suddenly dry as he leaned in and kissed me again.

		This time, it wasn’t just a brush of the lips. His arms went around me, pulling me into his body. His tongue demanding entrance, as he probed excitedly against mine. One of his hands slid down my side, the palm of his hand cupping around my breast, touching me. My nipple engorging stiffly at his intimate contact. I was almost faint, as he continued to kiss me. Feelings running through me that I’d long ago forgotten. Like some smoldering ember igniting deep inside of me, my passion flared. When he urgently pulled me towards the men’s room, I… I let him…

		My nose wrinkled at the subtle scent of urine not entirely masked by cleaning solution and air fresheners as we entered. My eyes darted around quickly, at least it was empty. I’d have been mortified if there had been somebody inside! Quickly, he pulled me towards the large handicap stall, shutting the door behind us. His bulk backing me towards the hard surface of the wall.

		His lips quickly found mine once again, as he pulled my body tightly against his. I was breathless, his hands roaming slowly down my bare back, the soft fabric of my dress allowing me to feel every move of his body. Every move! When he cupped my ass cheek and squeezed it, it pulled me tightly into his groin. A hard bulge pressing against my newly shaved mound.

		My nipples were hard as diamonds, my pussy leaking my dewy excitement as we kissed. I couldn’t help it, I was getting turned on. Big time! I hadn’t been attacked with such passion for years. His body pressing into mine, I felt his hand slide under my short hemline. His fingers tracing my bare ass intimately, kneading it. His touch unbelievably erotic.

		Okay, maybe it wasn’t, not if you’re used to such things? But, I was married! Had been for six years and hadn’t been with anybody but Jeff for over eight. This was unbelievably exciting to me. This was no, ho hum, let’s get it over with session. He was passionately kissing me, touching me. The explorations of a new lover, one that had never touched me before. He was hungry to know every inch of me.

		His hand slipped up and unfastened the tie to my halter top. The soft fabric falling away, leaving my breasts exposed to his hungry gaze. OMG! Not even Randy Jacobs had seen me topless. His lips closed around my nipple hungrily. Sucking into his mouth, as I began to moan passionately. Ravenously, he went from one breast to the other, suckling deeply. My hands wrapping in his dark hair as I pulled him to me.

		I whimpered as one of his hands slid around and found my bare mound. The unfamiliar touch enough to send a spasm racing through my body. I let out a squeal as his fingers found my moist petals, pushing deep between the folds. He had his fingers inside me! My body jerking in a wild spasm as a violent orgasm tore through me.

		Frantically, I pushed away from him, the flight urge racing through me. But, when I looked at his dark blue eyes… I… Taking a deep breath, I made my decision. I slid down the wall before him. My fingers groping for his zipper, tugging it open hurriedly. Sliding my hand inside, I fumbled until I found what I was searching for. My fingers wrapped around his burning hot girth, sliding his cock out. OMG! I was actually doing this.

		My fingers stroked him slowly as my eyes devoured the first strange cock I’d seen… Forever! About six and half inches long, inch and a half thick, circumcised, rather average I supposed. At least, if you were used to strange cocks staring you in the face. To me, it was a thing of wonder. My fingers moved slowly over the velvety skin, feeling the hardness beneath. A hardness that I had caused. Memorizing every ridge and wrinkle of his hard shaft. A clear drop of precum had gathered on the purplish, mushroom shaped head.

		Tentatively, I stuck my tongue out and licked the head of his cock. The taste of him burst inside my mouth as the heat of him burned my pink tongue. Slowly, I parted my lips and pulled him inside. His rigid shaft sliding easily over my tongue, a low groan escaping from his mouth. His girth filling me as I slid sensuously over his length. I could take about two-thirds of his shaft before my gag reflex kicked in. Pulling back a little, I started bobbing up and down the hard rod. My tongue swirling as his groans got louder.

		His hands wrapped around my head, fingers twining into my long hair. But, he didn’t force me. He let me go at my own pace, teasing his long shaft over and over. But, a few minutes later, he pulled me away. I looked up at him questioningly, had I done something wrong? The lust in his eyes told me differently. Apparently, I had done everything just right. Maybe, too right?

		His hands moved down and pulled me from my knees. Quickly, he turned me towards the wall, his hands flipping up my short dress. OMG! I bent over, spreading my legs as he slid up between them. This was no blowjob! My eyes nearly popped out as I felt the heat of him against my moist opening. He was going to… I cried out as he thrust forward, his shaft piercing my moist petals and sliding inside my velvety sheath. I had another cock inside of me! I was fucking some nameless stranger.

		Deeper and deeper he pushed inside of me. His cock spreading me open, filling me. Slowly, he began to thrust in and out. My cries and whimpers echoing loudly in the hard-surfaced room. I could see my bare breasts swaying wildly as his cock bore into me. My hands braced against the wall, his cock was ripping into me. His pubic bone crashing against me with every thrust. Slamming into me, fucking me like… OMG! My body exploding in passionate orgasm as he took me.

		It had been so long since anyone took me with this kind of enthusiasm, this much energy. His dick tearing me apart, out bodies slapping loudly together. His thrusts becoming more frantic, I felt his cock swell. Was he going to… Uh… Condoms? Oh, fuck! I screamed out another orgasm as I felt his lava hot cum burst deep inside of me. Jet after jet of that creamy seed exploding into my unprotected pussy. My eyes rolled back in my head, my body trembling like a leaf as his fingers dug harshly into my bare hips. His body finally slowing its passionate thrusts. I was gasping for breath, sweat glistening on my pale breasts.

		Pulling his cock from inside of me, he twirled me around and crushed his lips against mine once again. And, I… I kissed him back! Standing there, in some filthy men’s room, his illicit cum drooling down my legs, I kissed him.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		My face was bright red as I walked quickly down the hallway and out of the bar. I could still feel his hot seed oozing profusely from inside of me. Damn, he must not have had sex for a while. I’d even left a puddle of cum in the stall, a huge glob falling out of me as we kissed. I crossed the lobby guiltily, my heels echoing loudly at this late hour. Adrenalin racing through me.

		Quickly, I slid into the waiting Uber. The doorman no doubt getting more of a stimulating view than he’d anticipated. My pussy was still creamy as I sat in the back of the car, trying to gather my chaotic thoughts while the driver expertly threaded through the late-night traffic. What had I done? I was an adulteress. I’d cheated on Jeff. Cuckolded my husband. Well, yeah, but… He’d cheated first! So, did it still count? Or, was I, maybe, a ‘Hot Wife?’ No… Jeff would have to know, for that to be true.

		Right then, I was just confused, I guess. Pretty much the same state I was in when the car finally pulled up in front of my house. Our house? Oh, shit! What a mess. I kicked off my shoes as I entered the bedroom, stripping my little black dress over my head. There was a wet spot staining the back of it. Oh, shit! That was going to be fun to explain at the dry cleaners.

		I looked at the en suite, thinking I should take a shower. Somehow wash away the evidence of my betrayal. But, I wanted to lie down for just a moment. All the excitement wearing off during the drive home. Leaving me with just…

		

		*

		

		Sunlight was streaming in through the windows when I woke up. My eyes opening groggily, how much had I had to drink last night? Er… Yesterday? OMG! The memories came crashing back as I lay there. Shopping with Misty, going out last night, the bar, the wine, the man… I’d fucked another man last night! I now had a magic number of three. I’d committed adultery. Cuckolded my prick of a husband.

		I curled tightly into a fetal position, hugging myself. A tear rolling softly down my cheek. Okay, you’re a big girl, Brandi. Snap out of it. You can handle this. Jeff cheated on you, and this was just a little payback. With a sniffle, I added the first of many! I’d devoted everything to my husband and my family. Now, it was going to be my turn.

		Finally, I climbed out of bed and wandered into the en suite. Oh, shit! I was a mess. My hair was all tangles, my mascara had run, my lipstick smeared blatantly over my face… And, um, no doubt over the hard cock and lips of some nameless stranger that I’d fucked last night. Dried streaks of cum ran down my thighs, undeniable proof of my infidelity.

		Dragging myself into the shower, I washed away the outward signs of my sins. Finally, emerging and drying my hair. Brushing it out till it glistened, I left it down. My blonde curls falling softly to the middle of my back. I put on some makeup and lipstick, getting ready to face the day. Er… Face my husband? Oh, shit!

		Jeff’s Mom was picking up Bobbie Jo from preschool, so I was free until his flight landed late this afternoon. I thought about breakfast, but the butterflies in my stomach decided that was not a good idea. Instead, I went in and sat down at the computer. Uh, oh! A missed Skype call from Jeff! Well, he pretty well knew I was pissed about something. He’d find out just what later today!

		The beep of my phone caused me to check it. Honestly, I hadn’t even looked at it since… Well, that glance at the bar just before I… What a mess! What kind of a slut cheats on her husband? The kind that wants revenge, of course. Oh, no matter how often I told myself that, it was still hard to accept. So, were the missed text messages from Jeff. The endless, where are you, hope you’re okay messages, and lastly, his flight information.

		Chin up, I wandered back into the bedroom and into the walk-in closet. I fretted over what to wear to the airport. Pulling out outfit after outfit but ending up with my new leather mini-skirt and a blouse. The royal blue blouse had a deep cowl neckline that displayed the swell of my breasts every time I leaned over. Without a bra, it displayed a little more too. I slipped a pair of heels on and admired myself in the full-length mirror.

		Oh, yeah! I looked good. Real good. Half the airport would be drooling all over themselves as I walked by in this. Hope you’re ready for the new me, Hubby. Because, you are definitely getting it!

		Walking out of the house, I felt the breeze brushing my commando pussy. A tingling pleasure running through me as it tickled my nether lips. I liked this new sensation. A beautiful day, I opened the sunroof on the car and headed for the airport. I hated driving there, the traffic always some sort of loosely organized chaos. But, I’d always wanted to greet Jeff as soon as I could. At least, before now.

		Pulling into the short-term lot, I headed into the terminal. I was early, too early. Okay, finding a lounge I sat down at the bar and decided to have a glass of white wine while I waited. I was quietly nursing my glass when my phone buzzed with a text. Jeff’s flight was delayed. Of course! Okay, so I’d have two or three glasses of wine.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		I was just about to order glass number three, when a man sat down next to me offering to get it for me. How sweet! Late twenties somewhere, sandy hair, looking more like he belonged on a surfboard than in an airport. And, he was flirting with little old me. Hot damn! I needed to do this more often. Trust me, it’s great for a girl’s ego.

		My companion suggested that we might retire to the back of the lounge, perhaps using one of the small banquettes. Taking my hand, he led me towards the back, signaling the bartender to bring our drinks when they were ready. After assisting me onto the semi-circular bench, he slid in beside me. The high walled seatbacks shielding us from prying eyes.

		Our drinks had just arrived when I felt his hand brush ‘accidentally’ against my thigh. The heat of him sending chills racing through me. Nobody could see us back here, his hands getting bolder by the minute. Fingers tracing a lazy pattern on my leg as we talked, he kept leaning in to my ear. His closeness was arousing. I told him that I was just waiting for my husband, but he didn’t seem to care. If anything, that seemed to embolden him even more.

		With one arm around my shoulders and the other tracing lines of fire on my thigh, I was getting excited. When the waiter brought another round for us, he leaned in and kissed me. He tasted of the vodka he’d been drinking. His aftershave teasing me, I melted. He was a good kisser. My nipples rousing to the development as he pulled me to him.

		Finally, my hand slid to his thigh. Oh! Um… Okay, yes. He was just as excited as I was. But, this was the damn airport. I’ve seen the restrooms here, and there is no way! That little problem didn’t seem to deter my admirer, though. His hand kept getting bolder, fingers sliding higher with every lazy circle. I gasped when he brushed against my swollen labia. Closing my eyes, I succumbed to the sensation as he ran his fingers along my moist slit.

		I cried out when he slid a finger inside of me! His lips silencing me with a kiss. He was stroking in and out of me, his finger brushing against my G-spot each time. Damn him! He knew exactly what he was doing. Not stopping until he felt me shudder in orgasm.

		I was gasping for breath, as he pulled away from our kiss. A knowing smile on his face, and something else… Oh, um, right here? I mean, it’s a public place and… His hand pushed me down, bending me below the edge of the table. His lap right there. That bulge staring at me, pulling me to it like some magnet. Nervously, I pulled his zipper down. His hard rod springing free before me. Oh, my!

		Quickly, I slipped my lips around the thick girth. The taste of him bursting into my mouth as my tongue slid over his throbbing cock. My second strange cock in less than a day. And, I was enjoying it! My head bobbed up and down his long shaft as he writhed beneath me, his hands wrapped possessively in my hair.

		He didn’t try to hold back, it’s not exactly like we were in some nice private place. I knew he was close after only two or three minutes. He groaned as I slid as deep as I could. The mushroom shaped head of his cock crashing against the back of my throat. My cheeks hollowed as I sucked like crazy. I felt him swell, his hips moving erratically. It was still a shock when his cock burst inside my mouth and down my throat. Hot cum jetting into my mouth, filling it. I swallowed like crazy, not wanting to get any on me. Hell, I didn’t even swallow for Jeff!

		As his cock finally began to shrink, I let it slip from between my lips. His creamy seed still lacing the insides of my mouth as I licked my lips and sat back up. Quickly, he put his limp cock away and zipped his trousers, kissing me on the cheek. Just in time, too. My phone alerting me that Jeff had just landed and was getting ready to deplane. I texted back where I was at and told him I was at the back in a booth. My partner of the moment sliding away with a satisfied grin on his face.

		

		*

		

		I suppose I should have run in and rinsed my mouth out. But, I suppose, I shouldn’t have done what I had just done, either. Not to mention, what I did last night! A few minutes later Jeff peeked his head around the corner of the banquette and sat down warily.

		“Hi, Honey. Everything okay, I was worried last night when I couldn’t reach you,” he said.

		“Of course, Jeff,” I said. Leaning in and kissing him. Those same adulterous lips that had just sucked off some nameless man, pressing intimately against his. My mouth still tasting of his salty cum. “I was just out, and my phone had died.”

		“Oh, great. Like I said, I was just a little worried. Where’s Bobbie Jo?” he asked. The waiter interrupting us for a drink order right then.

		After taking care of that, and living through the knowing glance I got from the waiter… I answered him. “Bobbie Jo’s at your parents for the weekend. I felt like we needed some alone time,” I said quietly.

		“Well, I do like the sound of that,” he grinned. “Is that a new blouse? I don’t ever remember seeing it before.”

		“Yes, I felt like a little change of pace, I guess. So, did you have an interesting trip?” I asked innocently.

		“Oh, just the usual. You know, kind of boring and lonely,” he said settling closer to me. His eyes drifting down my low neckline as a hand found my bare thigh.

		The waiter returned with our drinks right then. Damn good thing! I coldly removed Jeff’s hand from my thigh, as he sat the drinks down. Jeff looking at me rather oddly as the waiter left. “Is something wrong, Brandi? It seems like you’ve been… I don’t know, distant the last few days?”

		“I guess it depends, Jeff. Is there anything you’d like to tell me? Something that might be bothering you, that you would like to get off your mind?” I suggested.

		“Um… No, not that I can think of, Honey. Wha… What’s going on?” he stammered.

		Okay for you, Buster! Coldly, I slipped my phone from my purse, pulling up the screenshot I’d saved from Skype. Setting it in front of him, I saw a wariness come over his face. The look turning ashen as I zoomed in on the lower right-hand corner of the jpeg. “Brandi… I… I’m sorry. I never meant to hurt you. It just happened! It didn’t mean anything, honest, Baby. I was just lonely…”

		“And, I’m not? You’re gone all the time, Jeff. It’s just me and Bobbie Jo here. You do remember her, don’t you? Your daughter? It’s bad enough you cheated on me, but how could you…” Tears streaked down my face as I looked at him. When he tried to take my hand, I jerked away.

		“Brandi, please? I’ll do anything! I’ll get a different job, I swear that it’ll never happen again. You’ve got to believe me, it was just the one time. I never meant to…”

		“To what, Jeff? Hurt me? Or, was it just supposed to be your own dirty little secret? And, if I hadn’t found out? Give me a break! It would just have been the first time of many. Just how do you think you can make it up to me? Ever?” I cried.

		“What do you want me to do, Brandi? You’re right, of course, you are. But, I swear, I’ll do anything you ask. Just don’t… Don’t leave me,” he simpered.

		“Oh, trust me, Jeffrey. You will do anything I ask. I promise you, that. Otherwise, I’ll take you to the cleaners. You will never see Bobbie Jo again. I will leave you destitute and alone,” I whispered harshly. Then, I got up and went into the ladies’ room to clean up.

		Jeff’s eyes practically popped out of his head when I came back. It was his first good look at what I was wearing. Or, how little I was wearing, if you will. My mini-skirt barely coming down past my ass. His face still ashen as I sat back down, across the small table from him. Or, at least as far away as I could get.

		“You look fantastic, Brandi. I mean it. I don’t think I’ve ever seen you dress like this before,” he said quietly.

		“Well, get used to it, Jeffrey. I think it’s time I had some fun of my own, don’t you? It seems only fair?” I suggested. My voice a scathing purr.

		“You mean… Um… You want to…”

		“What do you think I want? Am I just supposed to accept your betrayal? Continue on like nothing ever happened? If you want us to continue, for your family to continue, you are going to have to let me have some fun myself. Why should you be the only one to experience a little on the side?” I asked.

		“Brandi, I… I mean, if that’s what it takes? Then, yes,” he said quietly. “As long as we are together, if you feel that is what it will take, I’m willing to go along with it.”

		“Oh, you’re ‘willing?’ So, you won’t mind my coming home tasting of sweat, full of another man’s cum? Are you sure? Because, that’s what it means, Jeff. If you want to keep me, you’ll have to prove to me beyond all doubt that you love me. No more messing around when you’re away. And, you will accept that I have a freedom to see others. Or, this is it. Right here, right now,” I said quietly. My voice far steadier than I ever imagined it could be.

		“If that’s your proposal, I… I’ll accept it, Brandi. Just, please, don’t leave me. I love you, and I love Bobbie Jo, I’m nothing without the two of you. I mean it, Baby. I do!”

		“Take me home, Jeffrey. I assume you know where the guest room is? You’ll be spending the nights there for a while.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		The night was very strained. As were the next several days. Jeff morosely trying to please me and get back in my good graces. Oh, I’d let him back in our bedroom soon enough. But first, I wanted him to know just how it feels! Making my intentions known very plainly the next Thursday night.

		After putting Bobbie Jo down for the night, I had gone in and taken a shower, leaving Jeff alone in the family room. He was watching a game anyway. I don’t even think he realized I was gone. Not until I came back out and asked him to fasten the zipper on my dress. His eyes opening wide as he took in the dress I was wearing. A clingy black mini-dress with a plunging neckline that exposed the swell of my breasts daringly. Slightly transparent in the bright light of the family room, my nipples were prominently on display. Their hard points tenting the soft material.

		“Are we going out somewhere?” he asked warily.

		“Well… I am. I think you’ll be fine here with your baseball game, don’t you? Although, you can wait up for me if you’d like. I mean, the bars close at two, so I shouldn’t be all that late. I might even make it worth your while?” I purred seductively. My fingers tracing seductively across his chest as I walked away. My ass swaying with every step.

		He was still staring at me, mouth agape, when my phone alerted me to the Uber arriving. Turning, I blew him a kiss and waltzed out the door. My heels clicking loudly against the cement walkway. My last view, Jeff standing forlornly at the front door as the car pulled away.

		I’d had good success at the hotel downtown that last time, and that was where I was headed. Tonight, I walked across the lobby with more determination and confidence. Not afraid of what might happen, anymore. I was here to get laid. Plain and simple. And, as I walked through the door to the lounge, the pickings seemed excellent.

		It was busy tonight, but I found an empty stool at the bar. The bartender appearing magically with a glass of white wine. Okay… It was the same bartender from last week, and he actually remembered my drink of choice. It was also free. An enticement from the gentleman at the end of the bar. Hmmm… Okay! I nodded my thanks in his direction as I took a sip.

		Three drinks in, I had more suitors than I knew what to do with. But, if something was going to happen tonight, I needed to get on with the program. One of my suitors, finally worked up the nerve to approach. His name was Mark. Fairly tall, well groomed, dark five o’clock shadow on a handsome face. Deep gray eyes, that I could get lost in…

		Part way through the conversation, I innocently asked if he was staying here at the hotel? There would be no bathroom romps tonight. A few minutes later, I was invited upstairs for a more private and intimate drink. Oh, yeah! I was pretty sure just what drink Mark had in mind for me, too. One that was kind of salty and creamy…

		He kissed me while we rode up in the elevator. His hands starting to roam over my thinly clad body. I was already leaking dewy excitement before we ever got to his floor. It was a nice room, some sort of mini-suite. You know, king-sized bed, sofa and chair, and a desk area to work at. I could see his laptop out on the desk like he’d been using it earlier. He walked over and pulled a small bottle of wine from the mini-fridge, pouring it into a glass for me.

		I was standing at the floor length windows, enjoying the view of the city lights. Coming up to me, we toasted, and then he leaned in and kissed me again. This time, his kiss a little more demanding. I could taste the scotch he’d been drinking as his tongue probed against mine. Dueling softly, we kissed like that for several minutes. His hands sliding over every curve of my body until they slipped beneath my short dress.

		Cupping my bare ass, he pulled me to him. His groin grinding into me, sending little pulses racing through me. Pulling away from his kiss, I purred softly as I slid down before him. My hands going to his zipper, unfastening his pants and pulling them down. Mark’s cock springing up before my face, already hard. He was bigger than Jeff. Not a lot, but maybe an easy seven inches long, inch and half thick. And, he wasn’t circumcised! That was different. Right. Remember, it’s me, Miss Little to No Experience, here.

		Okay, I’d seen pictures of course, but this was real. The foreskin covered over the bullet shaped head of his cock. As my fingers wrapped around his shaft I found I could pull it back and forth over the dark, swollen head. Oooo… There was a drop of precum hanging on the exposed tip. Sliding his foreskin back, I leaned in and licked it. Mmmm… Not bad. Yeah, right! Like I was some sort of expert. Well, I soon would be. Especially, at this rate.

		I licked along his hard shaft, even licking his balls. Mark groaning loudly above me as I slid one of his balls into my mouth, laving it with my tongue. Sliding back around, I pulled the shaft into my mouth. My tongue playing with his foreskin, rimming him as I teased it. Then, I took him deeper. When I felt him hit the back of my throat, I pulled back. Then, tried again. I couldn’t explain it, but I wanted to take him deep tonight. To ‘deep throat’ him. I’d never done that, not with anybody. I guess I’d always considered it something only a slut would do. Just like swallowing, I suppose. Oops! Broke that taboo once already.

		I started bobbing my head, taking him a little deeper with each stroke. Feeling his cock expand my throat as I pulled him further in. Slowly, inevitably, I managed to swallow the whole thing. My nose buried into his curly pubic hair, his maleness strong in my nostrils. His groans becoming loud as I sucked on his long shaft.

		Now, that I’d managed to ‘deep throat’ him, I went back to just giving him a blowjob. Faster and faster I pulled his shaft into me, my tongue swirling like mad. My cheeks hollowed as I sucked his thick lollypop. Guess what? Sure, didn’t taste like a lollypop! His hands found my hair, twining into my soft curls. Pulling me even faster. After a few more strokes I felt his cock swell in my mouth, he was close. His groans becoming louder as I swirled my tongue teasingly.

		Suddenly, he was there. His hot cum bursting into my mouth and shooting down my throat. Pulse after pulse of his salty nectar exploded in my mouth. My lips tight around his girth as I swallowed like crazy. I wanted it all. The salty taste of him filling me. His cock slowly deflating in my mouth as I continued to suck hungrily. Finally, letting his limp member slip from my lips. Not too shabby for a newbie, ‘Hot Wife.’

		Helping me up, he kissed me again. Honest! He did! He didn’t even flinch as he pushed his tongue inside my mouth. I was floored. Guys actually did things like that? I wondered just what else might be in store tonight? After all, it was still early. Sort of, anyway.

		After kissing me, he reached back and fumbled for the zipper to my dress. Pulling it down slowly, my hands going to his shirt to unbutton it. Mark let me undress him, toeing off his shoes so I could get his pants the rest of the way off. Then, I slid my dress off my shoulders and let it drop. His eyes raking down my body hungrily.

		I bent and retrieved my dress, tossing it over to the sofa, leaving me stark naked before him. Only the second man to ever see me this way. And, I couldn’t believe how exciting it was. Hungrily, he pulled my naked body to his. His hands cupping my ass cheeks, kneading them. Kissing me, over and over.

		Picking me up, he carried me away from the undraped windows to the bed. Oops! Hope everybody got a good view. Setting me down on the edge, he knelt between my legs. His eyes glinting hungrily as he spread my legs open. OMG! Was he going to… Oh, fuck! Oh!!!!!! His tongue raked along my moist slit. Stars exploding before my eyes as he slid it inside my swollen lips. He’d no sooner slid that magic tongue inside my velvet tunnel than I collapsed back on the bed. Incoherent cries and whimpers all I was capable of.

		Oh, he was good. His tongue swirled around inside of me, and then out to tease my clit. Constant spasms tearing through me as I exploded in orgasm after orgasm. Finally, I had to push him away. I couldn’t take it any longer. My body was still trembling, sweat glistening on my skin as I gasped for air.

		Climbing on the bed, he wiped his moist lips before kissing me. Um… Oh! I could taste myself in his kiss. I tasted… Hmmm… Not bad! Um… Oh! Oh!!!! His cock was rock hard again as he pulled me fully onto the big bed. His body molding itself to mine. We lay entwined for a few minutes, kissing. His hands roaming over every inch of my slender body. His lips descending to my breasts, suckling greedily from my sensitive nipples. Little sparks flying through me.

		Finally, I felt him push my legs apart. His body sliding commandingly between them. His cock, rock hard, poised at my petaled entrance. I cried out as he slid forward. His hard shaft parting my petals as his cock entered me. Oh, fuck! He was big. Well… I mean, I knew they came in all sizes. But, this was the biggest one I’d ever had inside of me. And, believe me, I felt every inch of it. Slowly, he slid that long cock all the way into me. The head of it, finally crashing against my cervix as I cried out.

		He leaned down and kissed me once more, then began to stroke that hard shaft into me. Over and over, he filled my wanton pussy. His cock slamming against me with every stroke. I was crying out now, my passionate whimpers echoing around the quiet room. The bed shaking as he pummeled my adulterous cunt.

		Faster and faster, his hard shaft split me open. My body responding with a violent spasm as I screamed out an orgasm. His cock tearing me in two. My fingernails clawed at the bedding, ripping into it, as he used me. Orgasm after orgasm racing through me. Sweat glistening on both of our bodies. I was gasping frantically for air as I finally felt his strokes become more erratic.

		“I can’t hold out much longer… Where… Where do you want me to…” he gasped?

		“Cum in me! Fill my hot pussy,” I cried. “Please, Mark?”

		Three strokes later, I felt his cock surge inside of me. Lava hot cum filling my faithless womb. Burning my insides with its scorching heat. His body collapsing beside me. Our legs still wantonly entwined. He leaned over and kissed me one more time, then lay back.

		As I slowly regained my breath, I could feel his hot seed oozing from inside of me. It’s warmth drooling down between my thighs and pooling shamefully beneath me. Finally, I slid from his embrace. It was getting late, and I still had a taste of revenge to deliver!

		Grabbing my little dress, I slipped into the bath. Oh! I was a mess. I’d been royally fucked, and I showed it. Quickly, I ran a brush through my tangled hair. Then, reapplied my lipstick. Well, I looked better… There was no way to repair this kind of damage without a shower and complete makeup do over. Slipping back out, I let my newest lover zip my dress up for me. A quick last kiss, and then I waltzed quietly from the room.

		I suppose I should have felt ashamed as I walked to the elevator, but I didn’t. I felt more exhilarated than anything else. My body tingled as I waited. My insides still warmed by my lover’s hot cum. His creamy seed still drooling profusely down my thighs. Now, it was Jeff’s turn. Tonight, would make or break our relationship, and I knew it. Either, he could accept the new order in our marriage, or it was over. He’d cheated on me, on us.

		Oh, I knew how hypocritical that sounded. After all, I’d just left another man’s bed. But, I couldn’t get past what he’d done. More importantly, I couldn’t get past the way I’d found out. I wasn’t sure I ever would. My phone chirped as I walked across the nearly deserted lobby. My heels clicking loudly, but unashamedly. My Uber was here…

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		As the Uber turned down our quiet street, I saw the porch light gleaming. Well, at least Jeff had thought to turn on a light for me. Slipping from the car, I walked up the quiet walkway, inserting my key into the lock. It was just a little before two in the morning as I stepped into the darkened interior. The house seemed unusually quiet, or maybe, it was just me. I mean, it was very late.

		I walked down the hallway, stopping to look in on Bobbie Jo before heading to my bedroom. Seeing that she was sleeping soundly, I continued down the hall. Passing the guest room, I noticed that the door was open, the bed empty. Apparently, Jeff was waiting in our bedroom tonight. Well, I had said he might get lucky. And, he just might!

		The bedroom door was partially closed, the interior dimly lit. Slipping in, I saw the only light came from the TV. Some Sirius Music channel playing softly. My eyes searched the room for my husband, finally finding him in the reading alcove. An empty glass on the small table beside him. Soft, steady breathing coming from him. He was asleep!

		I walked over to the nightstand and turned on the light. As the soft light suddenly flooded the room, Jeff stirred. “Brandi? You’re home… Um… Are you… Er… Did you have a nice evening?” he stammered.

		I almost laughed at his fumbling attempts to cover his embarrassment. He knew what I’d done tonight. He knew I was no longer his, not his alone anyway. “Yes, Jeff. Thank you, I did have a nice evening,” I smirked. “A very nice evening.”

		His eyes slowly roamed down my body. Even in this light, I was sure he could see my messy hair and smudged makeup. Tentatively, he stood up from the chair, his hand turning on the light beside it. Trying to get a better view I supposed. “Undo my dress, will you, please?” I asked. Jeff, jumping to do my bidding.

		As he slid my zipper down, I could feel his breath on the back of my neck. He leaned in and kissed me there, tenderly. Walking away from him, I stopped next to the bed. Kind of up against the bedroom wall as I turned and stared at him. The man I’d just cuckolded. The man I’d sworn to love for the rest of my life. In some strange way, I did love him. Not the way I had before, but there was still love there on some deeper level.

		Slowly, I slid my dress down from my shoulders, letting it puddle at my feet. I was naked before him. His adulterous wife, her body full of another man’s hot cum. Jeff staring at me, his eyes haunted. Teasingly, I crooked my finger, summoning him.

		As he came close, I kicked my puddled dress aside, standing before him in just my high heels. Stopping him, I motioned him to his knees before me. I could see the shock register on his face as he realized what I wanted. He started to balk, but at one look from me, thought better of it. Meekly, he slid to his knees. His face paling, his nose wrinkling a little as he knelt before my ravaged pussy. I spread my legs, beckoning him.

		I knew my pussy had to reek of Mark’s hot cream. My thighs caked with long trails of his seed. Jeff, hesitantly, leaned into me. His tongue peeking out tentatively. I gasped as his tongue ran along my cum laced labia. OMG! The sensation was unbelievable. Oh! Misty was sooooo right! My hands went around his head, wrapping into his hair, as I pulled him to me.

		My body was racked with spasm after spasm as Jeff slowly licked my adulterous cunt. His tongue twining around my clit over and over. As I pulled him tightly to me, his tongue slid inside the cum filled canal. I screamed. OMG! I nearly collapsed right then and there. Jeff was sucking Mark’s cream from inside of me. I cried out over and over, my whole body shaking passionately. It was indescribable.

		His tongue was like some magic finger bringing me to orgasm after orgasm. We stayed like that for hours. Okay, minutes anyway! No way could I have handled hours of that. Though, it might be fun… Finally, I had to pull him away. My body bathed in sweat, as I gasped for breath. My fingers still tight in his hair, I leaned down and kissed him. His lips tasting of me, of Mark, of adoration…

		As Jeff slowly stood up, he kissed his way lovingly up my body. “You shaved?” he asked. “I… It’s nice, Brandi. I like it.”

		When he got to my breasts, his lips wrapped around my swollen nipple. The second man to suckle from me today. He had to taste the sweat that still lingered there. Maybe the scent of Mark’s cologne, too. After all, we had been fucking all night long. I’d left his bed less than an hour ago.

		Finally, I pulled him away. Drawing him to me, I kissed him. My tongue pushing into his mouth. Demanding that he taste me. Taste those same lips that had swallowed Mark’s hot cream. His arms wrapped around my wanton body, we kissed passionately. Finally, pulling back from his embrace. “Fuck me,” I whispered. “Reclaim me. Make your slut of a wife yours again!”

		Frantically, we climbed onto the bed. Our bed. The only one I’d known for six years until tonight. I was still on my hands and knees when Jeff grabbed me. His hands on my hips as he stared at my ravaged cunt. There could be no doubt in his mind that I’d betrayed him tonight. I’d fucked another man, bareback! Taken his fertile seed into my unprotected womb. And, I’d loved every minute of it.

		Jeff’s cock was rock hard as he came up behind me. His rod pressing against my savaged petals. Suddenly, he thrust forward. His cock driving home with a force I hadn’t felt from him in a long time. I cried out as he tore into me. His, the second cock to violate me tonight. He was slamming into me like a madman. My breasts swaying wildly beneath me as his hard rod plundered my wanton cunt.

		Over and over he slammed into me. My cries growing more incoherent as he reclaimed me. Sweat was pouring from both of us now, our bodies covered with it. His cock crashing again and again into my slutty pussy. I was gasping frantically for breath when I felt him swell inside of me. I screamed out as his hot cum reclaimed me. Filling my adulterous womb with the seed of my husband. Making me his again…

		I woke up sometime during the night, my body still draped over Jeff’s. His breathing soft in my ear. We’d kissed over and over after he’d reclaimed me. His kisses laced with pleas to take him back, to forgive him for what he’d done. A request I was glad to grant. With a few caveats. He had to promise that he wouldn’t stray again. And, as for me… Well, I promised to always come home to him. After all, I didn’t want him to forget just how hot I was.

		And, I wanted him. Again. Right now! Sliding down his sleeping body, I found his soft cock. Slowly, I began to lick him. My tongue bathing his soft member over and over, feeling it stir beneath me. As he hardened, I took him into my mouth. Sliding up and down his hard shaft. Teasing him until he woke up, shock registering on his face as he found my lips sucking him so voraciously.

		Now that he was awake, I started to bob up and down on his shaft. Taking him deep each time, the head of his cock sliding down my throat deeper than he’d ever been. Tonight? Tonight, I would swallow his creamy seed, just like I had Mark’s earlier. I would be Jeff’s slut now. At least, until the next time…

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

		Friday, and Jeff’s plane was due in about four. I still met him every time. Today, I’d dropped Bobbie Jo off with her grandparents. It would just be the two of us all weekend. Well, the two of us and the specter of my lover. I’d picked him up at the bar over lunch. Spending the afternoon in his hotel room. His black cock ripping into me over and over.

		And, he was big, too. OMG! I thought for sure he was going to tear me apart. I mean, like eight or nine inches, big. Who knew they even came that big? I slipped quietly back out of the bath, after fixing my makeup and hair a little. Sliding my mini-skirt back up my legs, I zipped it up as I padded barefoot over to the bed. Marcus pulled me down to him, his thick lips closing on mine one last time before letting me go. His cologne clinging cloyingly to me. My body still glistening slightly with the sweat of our coupling.

		Slipping my heels back on, I blew him a kiss and hurried from the room. I still had to drive to the airport, but I had enough time. I could feel Marcus’ hot jizz oozing from inside of me as I walked to the car. I’d promised Jeff, that I’d have a nice surprise waiting for him tonight. And, I definitely did! I always deliver on my promises…

		

		***

		

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

		

		Many Thanks!

		Richard Carlisle
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