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		Prologue

		

		Brie’s Big Opportunity

		

		“I want you to discuss this thoroughly with your husband, before you accept,” said the Director of Sales as she sat across from him. “This is a big opportunity I’m offering you, Mrs. Berenson, but outside sales work isn’t for everyone. There would be weeks when you’re on the road a lot, away from home. Not every husband is going to be comfortable with that.”

		“We don’t have any kids yet,” Brie countered, wanting this promotion more and more, as she thought about it. “We’ve agreed to hold off on starting a family for the foreseeable future, so that won’t be a problem.”

		“I’ll be honest with you, Brie,” John Davidson, the Director of Sales, said, leaning forward in his big leather-upholstered chair and putting both elbows on his desk as he continued to look at her appraisingly, “you’re a stunning young woman, physically. And you’re not even thirty years old yet. A woman traveling her territory, by herself—who is as attractive as you are—is bound to get a lot of attention from the various men she’s going to meet.”

		He sighed and plunged ahead, saying, “I’ve been introduced to your husband at the company Christmas party a couple to times. He seems like a nice young man. I don’t know how solid your marriage is, but this is bound to put a great deal of strain on it. Not every marriage can take that kind of pressure.”

		“Our marriage is very strong,” she responded, hoping that was as true as she thought it was. “My husband, Joel, has total faith in me, as he should have. I love him very much. I’d never be tempted to cheat on him; no matter how many nights I was out on the road!”

		“Good, good,” he said quickly and somewhat dismissively, standing up behind his desk.

		Clearly, as far as Davidson was concerned, this meeting was just about over. He said, “Listen, this is Friday, why don’t you take the rest of the afternoon off and go home? Spend the weekend discussing this with your husband, and let me know if you want the job on Monday morning, alright?”

		“Sure, that sounds fine,” Brie told him, leaning across the desk to shake his offered hand, “but I can tell you right now that I’ll be accepting it.”

		“I hope that you will be,” Davidson said. “You have the most stellar record of any person in the inside sales/sales support group, and I’d like to see if that acumen for customer service and being personable on the phone translates into you becoming as strong an outside sales person as you were an inside sales person.”

		John Davidson was in his late fifties or early sixties. He had a haggard, worry-worn face and watery blue eyes. And his nose displayed the blue-veined, reddened appearance of a man who abused alcohol regularly to help ease his anxiety.

		Aside from this obvious signs that Davidson was a closet alcoholic, he reminded Brie of her own father back in Michigan. He was about her dad’s size and had his coloring, along with being about his age.

		“I won’t let you down, Mr. Davidson,” she said as she got ready to head for the door. “I’ll do great in outside sales, I just know I will!”

		“I think so, too, Brie, or I wouldn’t be offering you this chance,” he said. “But I’d hate to be the one responsible for screwing up your marriage, just so that you could make more money.”

		

		....

		

		Will traveling so much really put that big a strain on my marriage? Brie asked herself the question as she drove home in the much lighter than usual Friday afternoon commute traffic.

		Of course, she knew why it was much less hectic than it normally was. It was only three, instead of the five or six o’clock it usually was when she fought her way home on the LA freeways.

		There was still a lot of traffic to deal with of course. Was there ever a time on the LA roadways when there wasn’t much traffic?

		Four in the morning, maybe, Brie thought as she drove.

		She wondered if Joel would be as thrilled about her new job as she was, now that she’d had time to think about it. Things really were okay between her husband of four years and her; weren’t they?

		There was the decline in their sex life to consider, of course. Their love-making for the last year or so seemed to lack…was “zip” an acceptable word to use in describing how lackluster and routine their less and less frequent sexual unions had become?

		She glanced in the rearview mirror and saw what she always did; a radiant blonde girl with huge green eyes, a gorgeous face and a thick mane of silky, golden hair cascading all the way down onto her slender shoulders. What was it that Davidson had said about her less than a half hour ago, in his office?

		“‘Stunning’, ‘attractive’; those were the words he used to describe me,” she muttered under her breath as she switched lanes to put her in line for the next exit.

		I suppose that’s more than fair, she thought as she took the off ramp which led to the part of Montebello that she and her husband lived in. It was almost in Whittier, but not quite. I was held to be the prettiest girl in my high school class, back home.

		The house Joel and she had managed to buy was a small one, and her father had almost had a heart attack when she’d told him how much they’d given for it, two years ago when they’d first bought it. The place had two bedrooms, one bathroom and modest sized yards in front and back.

		By the time she pulled up in front of it at just after four, she had really begun to worry about how Joel would react to her being out of town so much. They hadn’t really had much of an opportunity to discuss it, of course.

		Morey Stein’s sudden retirement as West Coast Sales Manager had been both unexpected and abrupt. He had simply made the announcement from out of the blue last Monday and tendered his two-week notice.

		The surprise move had thrown the whole sales side of the company into chaos. She knew there had been discussions at first of going outside the organization to replace Morey, but it had been decided to promote Brad Fischer into the soon-to-be vacant job instead.

		That had left his old territory open, and there had been some talk of tying to find an experienced salesman, perhaps from a competitor, to take over the open spot. Her being called into Davidson’s office this afternoon and being offered the job had been a true shock!

		She and Joel had discussed the possibility of her being promoted into outside sales a couple of times before this. But those talks had been of “maybe someday” variety; more in the realm of wishful daydreams than of firm possibilities, really.

		Now it was real. Come Monday, she could be the new salesperson in charge of the Northwestern United States. All she had to do was formally say ‘yes’ and the job would be hers!

		It’ll be a lot more money, that’s for sure, she thought as she paced about nervously in the front room of her tiny house. I’d make twice the money I did last year, at least; maybe a lot more.

		Joel would find that part very attractive, she knew. His current job as an editor and opinion columnist for the San Gabriel Star didn’t pay a lot. And he had an article pending with a big east coast magazine, The New Statesman, a competitor of Atlantic, and The New Republic.

		Whether or not they were going to publish it was still up in the air. They had demanded changes, and he had made them—grudgingly—but he had made them.

		The magazine paid a lot for accepted articles, compared to what he was now making at the Star. And their buying it and publishing it could also provide the entrée into to world of book publishers which her husband feverishly sought.

		Joel was a political junkie. What he really wanted to do was write for the LA Times at least, not the lowly Star. Actually, he wanted to write for the Washington Post or the New York Times and to publish best-selling books about politics and what went on behind the scenes with major candidates and campaigns.

		All of that might still be a long way off. But this article could be the start on the road to that career.

		He had been mailing off “think-pieces” to major magazine, both print and online, for years now, ever since he had been a student at UCLA, where they had met. And this was the closest he had yet come to a breakthrough.

		At five-thirty, his old beater of a Buick pulled up in the carport beside the kitchen and he got out wearily and stretched. She smiled as she studied her husband through the window, thinking for the millionth time how handsome he was; at least she thought he was.

		All through high school and through most of college, she had dated a certain type of boy or man. Almost all of them had been clean-shaven, intelligent, and unassuming types.

		Joel had scruffy black hair and a goatee which he kept impeccably trimmed and maintained. He also wore an earring, and she’d thought that was so hot, when she’d first been introduced to him!

		He was much more bold and brash in his demeanor than most of the other guys in her life had been, and she’d found that to be strangely attractive as well. Joel came across as being opinionated, brilliant, and unafraid.

		She, on the other hand, was by nature rather shy and reserved. It had taken her a long time to come out of her shell and learn to project the friendly, outgoing side of her personality to the world which dealing with the public required.

		Her job in customer service and inside sales had helped. After a few years of dealing with demanding clients over the phone, she had mastered the art of calming them down, discovering exactly what it was that would make them happy, and then delivering on her promise to make things right.

		Brie had discovered that that’s all there really was to sales. It was no mystery: find out what the customer wanted and fulfill his desires, and he’d be a satisfied, repeat client in no time!

		The back door opened and Joel entered the kitchen. He looked at her and demanded, “What are you doing home already? It’s Friday; the traffic’s usually much worse on Fridays.”

		“Sit down at the kitchen table, and I’ll make each of us a cocktail,” she smiled at him excitedly. “I have something to tell you, and I think you’re really going to like it!”

		

		....

		

		“The Pacific Northwest, huh,” he responded neutrally, when she had finished laying out all that had happened at work today. “I guess that means Washington and Oregon for sure.”

		“Also Idaho, Wyoming, Montana, and Colorado,” she said.

		“That’s a lot of travel,” he noted somewhat sourly, sipping at the greyhound she had poured for him.

		“Well, there aren’t many major electronic firms in Wyoming and Montana, so I won’t be going there nearly as often,” she assured him, taking a small sip of her own vodka Collins. “It’s primarily Oregon, Washington, and Colorado that I’ll be calling on, with some emphasis on Idaho, around Boise.”

		He thought about that for long moments, before asking, “How much travel are we talking here, babe?”

		“Probably three nights a week, most weeks,” she admitted, “with me flying out Sunday afternoons a lot of the time, to give me a full day on Monday in whatever state I’m working, to make sales calls.”

		“That’s a lot of nights away from home, honey,” he said doubtfully, finishing up his drink and getting up to make another.

		“It’ll be at least twice what I’m making now, maybe a lot more,” she countered.

		That stopped him in his tracks on the way to the kitchen counter which held the vodka bottle and the mixers. He thought about that for a full half a minute, before asking, “Twice, really, you’ll be making that much more money?”

		“Yeah, the guy I’d be replacing had been knocking down over eight-five thousand a year, just on commissions and regular pay,” she told her husband truthfully. “And he got a lot more money in the form of cash bonuses, for exceeding his sales quotas all the time.”

		“So, it’s probably going to amount to at least a hundred grand a year?” He asked incredulously.

		She shrugged and finished her drink, saying, “It should, if I do well.”

		“That’s a huge difference,” he said thoughtfully, making them both another round.

		

		....

		

		Unlike most other nights of late, they ended up naked in bed together. They had drunk a few more cocktails; then wolfed down a delivery pizza, ordered from Round Table to celebrate her new job, and adjourned to the bedroom.

		After engaging in a bout of the almost scripted-feeling, perfunctory love-making that passed for sex between them nowadays, Brie lay cuddled in her husband’s arms. She hadn’t orgasmed, but he had; par for the course for them, too, lately.

		But I guess this is what it’s like, when you’ve been married for a while like we have, she thought, trying to be philosophical about her sexual disappointment.

		She was largely able to dismiss her sexual frustrations from her mind and focus on her upcoming new job, and the vast increase in income it would bring them. Turning to Joel, she said, “We might want to start thinking about buying a bigger house. And we should definitely be able to put a lot more aside toward the kids’ college fund.”

		“Yeah, there’s that,” Joel’s voice sounded downright disinterested in what she’d just said.

		Abruptly, he turned toward her and said, “You know, maybe all this traveling you’re going to be doing soon will prove to be a good thing for our sex life.”

		Unable for a moment to make the leap between putting more money in their planned-for children’s college fund and having better sex, she stared dumbly back at him. At last she asked, “What do you mean? What are you even talking about?”

		He took a deep breath and blurted, “Well, I hate to complain, babe, but tonight was pretty mediocre, when you get right down to it.”

		All of the resentment she had been suppressing about her practically nonexistent sex life suddenly boiled to the surface. She glared at him and said heatedly, “Mediocre…at least you got to come!”

		He seemed surprised by that and asked, “What…you didn’t? You sure gave me the impression that you did.”

		Brie just looked at him. Faking orgasms had become so much a part of the routine surrounding sex for her that she didn’t even think about doing it anymore, and she realized that tonight had been no different!

		She had moaned and closed her eyes and given him the impression that she’d been coming right along with him. That hadn’t been even close to the truth. Their love-making had been so quick and unexciting tonight—as it usually was during the past year or so—that she had barely gotten into it when it was suddenly over and she felt him spurting inside her.

		When had things degenerated to this point between them, sexually? She had found Joel to be wildly exciting in bed at first, and he had been totally enraptured with her.

		“We need to talk,” she said firmly, “and we need to do it right now!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Two

		

		A New Beginning

		

		There had been tears and sobs on her side, before the initial part of the discussion was over. He, for his part, had been very defensive at first.

		No man likes to admit that his wife finds him so-so in bed, either to himself or especially to her. But in the end, he’d asked quietly, “How long have you been faking it?”

		She turned away from him in anguish and finally admitted, “For better than a year now, if you want the truth.”

		He looked as if he’d just been gut-punched. Joel asked incredulously, “You never come anymore?”

		She shook her head that she didn’t, feeling the tears welling up in her eyes once again. Brie rushed to comfort his badly-bruised male ego by saying, “Listen, it really isn’t all that unusual. I’ve been reading some things online lately, and the majority of women have trouble reaching a climax just…you know…when they’re being fucked!”

		Joel looked at her, mystified, and asked, “Oh, and just what does it take to get them off?”

		“Oral or manual stimulation of the clitoris,” she said, feeling like some sort of a clinical sex lecturer the moment the words left her mouth.

		Her husband looked taken aback by this idea. He leaned closer and said, “You mean I should be licking your pussy more, or touching it while we…uh…fuck?”

		Brie felt her face coloring. She was not used to having this frank of a discussion about sex with her husband. Nor was she used to using such blunt language aloud.

		She knew all the words, and what they meant of course, but she hadn’t been raised to use them so, most times, she didn’t. Brie occasionally said “fuck” when she was really angry, but it wasn’t a word she normally employed in conversation.

		“You used to like doing that a lot, when we were first going together and when we first got married,” she said shyly. “Eating me…I mean!”

		He grinned at hearing his normally prim and proper wife talking so dirty—for her—and said, “Well, you used to like sucking my cock for me, too, sweetie. And you haven’t done that in ages.”

		A jolt of realization hit her. He was right!

		She hadn’t sucked him in as long as she could remember. Brie thought, I rarely touch his cock anymore. He squeezes my nipples a little, and then sucks them for a short while, and then we do it. That’s what passes for hot sex between us now; no WONDER it’s become so big a disappointment to us both!

		She smiled at him shyly and reached for his limp cock under the covers. He started visibly as her fist encircled it and she began to stroke it up and down.

		“I guess I haven’t really been doing my part in the bedroom lately, either,” she confessed. “I’m sorry. I’ll try to do better from here on out.”

		Joel sighed and grinned at her. He whispered as he reached out to take one of her nice-sized breasts in each hand, “This is more like it. Maybe your being away so much will turn out to be a good thing for us, after all. It will make us appreciate being together that much more.”

		She seemed startled by that idea, so he explained, “Maybe the sex between us will be hotter again, if we don’t see each other every day. You know what they say: ‘Absence makes the heart grow fonder.’”

		Brie smiled and used her free hand to toss the covers off to one side, baring their bodies. She leaned over toward his rapidly-swelling cock and whispered, “I don’t think a little of this will hurt, either.”

		Joel moaned in surprise as her lips engulfed his cock head for the first time in months. Her tongue swirled all around him and she tasted his dried spunk again for the first time in what had to be a year!

		I’ve actually sort of liked giving blowjobs ever since I was first talked into trying it back in my senior year of high school, she thought, really starting to get into the taste and feel of Joel’s cock in her mouth. It’s so nasty, and no one ever thinks of me as being a nasty girl!

		Even though she hadn’t done this in a while, Brie didn’t seem to have lost her touch. Joel was soon moaning and sighing helplessly, tweaking her now very erect nipples just the way she loved it as she sucked him.

		“I don’t know why I ever stopped doing this.”

		Brie slid his cock out of her lips for a moment and instead ran her tongue around the head, looking up adoringly at her husband. She murmured out the words in low, breathy whispered as she worshipped his erection with her tongue.

		Joel sighed and said, “I don’t know either, darling, but I’m sure glad you’ve decided to take it up again!”

		She kissed his dick head and licked at it as he watched. Glancing back up with him, she cooed, “Well, I’m glad, too. I don’t intend to stop doing this, now that I’ve started doing it again. I love it too much for that!”

		Swallowing all of him, she laved his hot flesh with her tongue as her lips slowly descended toward his balls. He groaned and tugged lightly on her nipples, as if urging her to suck him some more.

		Brie was only too glad to do just that. She’d forgotten how much she loved doing this.

		Her mind flashed back to her old high school steady, the boy who had sweet talked her into doing this for him that first time. His name had been Tim and he had been a real cutie.

		His cock hadn’t been even as big as Joel’s but her eyes had grown wide the first time she’d seen. She stifled a giggle as she thought back on that now.

		Tim had an adorable, but very small cock. She’d thought it a monster at first, and had been afraid to take it in her mouth.

		But he had practically begged her to do so. And she had convinced herself that she loved him—foolish girl that she’d been at eighteen!—and so she had finally relented and agreed to suck it for him

		He had come almost immediately in her mouth and she’d gulped his hot load down, deathly afraid that she’d get some on her blouse if she didn’t. If her strict mother had seen it and guessed what it was, she’d have been grounded until she was thirty years old!

		Tim would have done anything for her after that night. The sight of prim and proper, incredibly wholesome, young Brie Holcomb swallowing his spunk was far and away the hottest thing he’d ever hoped to see.

		Brie thought about that for a moment. Men were so into that!

		Basically, all semen tasted roughly the same, in her limited experience. Some was saltier; some was “bleachier” tasting—was that even a word?

		And the consistency varied from guy to guy—some of it was so thick and creamy it was like trying to swallow hot glue, you could barely get it down; and some was watery and thin, easy to swallow, once you got past the unpleasant sourness part—but the taste was pretty much the same. Joel’s wasn’t extremely salty, nor was it especially pungent-tasting.

		She had long ago, back in college, gotten over the taste issue. Being able to swallow a guy’s come was definitely an acquired skill, just like appreciating scotch whiskey or liking oysters.

		Brie didn’t really crave it, but she had taught herself to tolerate, even to enjoy it. The rush of the hot, cream-like substance inundating her tongue, flowing down her working throat was somehow very exciting.

		But it was the man’s reaction to seeing her taking his wad, and swallowing it right down that had made it all worthwhile for her. Most guys counted it as one of their favorite things in life.

		She’d figured that out years ago, and reveled in the power it had given her over her boyfriends. For a while, Brie had gotten so into it that some of the lucky guys she’d dated had called her “the BJ Queen” behind her back

		Then she’d met brash, lovable Joel, and all of her oral talents had been reserved for him. And he had appreciated it no end.

		But she had gradually stopped doing it for him over the years they had been together. She asked herself why that was, and resolved that in the future she was going to start sucking his cock a lot more often. She now realized that at least part of their bedroom problems was her fault, and she vowed to do her part to fix that.

		“Babe, oh, God, babe, I’d forgotten how good you were at this,” Joel’s tense voice broke into her thoughts just then.

		One look up at his face told the whole story. He was about to come; and come hard, right in her sucking mouth!

		That’s okay, sweetie, come to mama, she thought excitedly, getting ready to swallow for him.

		“J-Jeeeeeezus,” he groaned, his whole body suddenly going as rigid as his cock beneath her.

		He screamed as he started to flood her mouth with his warm jism. She swallowed and swallowed again.

		I didn’t dream there’d be this much! She thought, gulping down still another mouthful. After all, he came inside me when we were having sex, and that was less than a half hour ago!

		“Oh, damn, Brie, oh, God,” her husband gasped, still shooting little spurts onto her sucking lips.

		Brie polished his cock head with the bottom of her tongue and Joel shivered in a last spasm of ecstasy and sank back onto the pillows. His shaft started to soften immediately and her breasts slipped out of his grasp.

		Neither of them said anything for long moments. She used her tongue to clean the last of his spunk from the inside of her mouth and swallowed it.

		“You really cut loose just then, darling,” she gently admonished him with a tiny smile. “I thought I was going to drown, there for a moment!”

		Joel chuckled and murmured appreciatively, “You still give the best blowjob I’ve ever had, babe.”

		Her smile broadened and then gradually morphed into a provocative one. She whispered to him, “I loved doing that for you. I don’t know why I ever stopped.”

		Scooting closer, she sighed softly, “I intend to do a lot more of it in the near future. I promise.”

		A huge grin broke over his face as he said, “I’ll hold you to that, lady. God, you can be incredibly sexy sometimes. I’d almost forgotten…”

		“Wait right there and hold that thought,” she said, scooting backward and off the bed. “I’m going to take a quick shower and then I want you to return the favor.”

		Frowning, he asked, “What do you mean, babe?”

		“I’m going to wash myself all clean for you,” she said, all but sprinting from the bedroom.

		“And then I’m going to want you to lick me!”

		Her voice reached him from down the hall, near the bathroom. She called out just before the shower started, “I seem to recall you’re pretty good with your tongue and lips, too. And doing that for you made me hornier than ever!”

		

		....

		

		“Do you like that?”

		She gasped and quivered from head to toe with arousal. Joel was between her legs, lying on his stomach, dragging his tongue up her slit, and then concentrating on her clit.

		“Y-You know I do, you big tease!”

		It was all she could do to choke out the words. He had been kissing her and fondling her for nearly a half hour after her shower.

		And he had been licking her pussy for the last ten minutes, driving her crazy with his tongue tip while his fingers alternated between kneading her breasts and teasing her spiky nipples. Brie was about to orgasm; there was no doubt about that!

		Her breaths had grown short and close together and her nipples were literally throbbing as he played with them. All at once, as sharp spasm of pre-orgasmic thrills shot through her clit and her tummy muscles contracted.

		“Oh, oh, God,” she sighed, working her hips up off the bed involuntarily, mashing her wetness against his lips and tongue, seeking release.

		I’m so close, she acknowledged desperately, and I need it so badly!

		Joel sensed that she was right there and responded accordingly, licking and sucking like a madman, squeezing her nipples hard. Brie gasped and started to orgasm furiously.

		She moaned and thrashed about, heaving her exploding clit against his sucking lips, pushing her breasts into his hands. Her head whipped about on the pillow, lashing it with her long, golden hair, and she screamed, “Oh, fuck, I’m coming! Oh, am I ever coming?”

		The glorious pulses of pleasure gripped her whole body as though it were in a vise. She fought for breath and simply came and came!

		

		....

		

		“Harder,” she urged him, whispering the word in his ear as he plunged his hard cock down into her juicy depths. “Oh, God, darling, do it as hard and as deep as you can!”

		They had been making love for what seemed like hours. Brie glanced over at the clock and smiled. It was nearly midnight.

		He’s fucking me so great! She didn’t use the more demure term “making love” in her thoughts because that wasn’t really what they were doing right now.

		Joel was banging his dick into her furiously, as if he couldn’t get enough of her pussy. And she was fucking him right back, lost in the sensation of his cock gliding in and out of her sopping pussy, right over her clit.

		She had lost count of how many times she’d come tonight. And there were more orgasms ahead; that seemed certain!

		It was as if a dam had broken, and both of them were being swept away by the raging flood waters of their mutual stored-up lust. She hoped it never ended!

		Sex like this was so wonderful, so all encompassing; so surreal. And she just loved it. She utterly loved it…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Three

		

		On The Road

		

		Brie got off the phone with Jeanette, the girl who arranged all of the travel plans for the sales department, and called Joel right away. She kept her voice down.

		The sales people didn’t have private offices. They all worked out of a bullpen setting with individual cubicles, so there wasn’t any real privacy.

		“Hey, it looks like I’ll be leaving tomorrow morning early and flying up to Portland,” she said in a soft voice into the handset.

		“How long will you be gone?”

		“Until the end of the week, if all goes as planned; Davidson wants me to introduce myself to my client companies in person, in both Oregon and Washington, as soon as I can. I’ve been on the phone all day, setting appointments for face to face meetings.”

		“How’s that going?”

		“Good, so far,” she said, “people were surprised by the change at first, but when I explained that their old rep got promoted to West Coast Sales Manager, they seemed okay with that. A lot of them wished him well.”

		“Sounds like he was well-liked,” Joel commented.

		“Yeah, but that’s okay, I think,” Brie said. “If I can just get off on the right foot with everyone, I should be able to transfer the warm feelings they had for Brad Fischer to me with no problems. I can take over right where he left off, if I play my cards right.”

		“Well, if anyone can do that, you can,” Joel said encouragingly.

		He dropped his voice so that the staff of the Star wouldn’t overhear what he had to say next and murmured, “You’re very likable, kid. I like the hell out of you, after this weekend.”

		She emitted a naughty-sounding chuckle and said, “Yeah, I like you, too, darling; a whole lot.”

		The two of them stayed on the phone for long seconds, not talking, just reveling in each other’s company. At last, Joel said, “I’m going to miss you like crazy, Brie; especially after this weekend.”

		She whispered back, “I’m going to miss you, too, honey.”

		“I guess you know that last weekend was the best one of our whole marriage, in my mind, anyway,” he whispered intently in the phone moments later.

		Brie smiled and whispered back, “Mine, too, darling; it was the best, as far as I’m concerned.”

		“So far,” Joel’s voice lifted a little as he replied, making his two words into a question.

		“I think this coming weekend, when I get back from my trip is going to be even better,” she said enigmatically.

		“Oh, what makes you so sure of that?”

		Her voice dropped so low that he could barely hear her and she said, “Because, you big doofus, I’m really horny for you right now. Imagine what I’ll be like after a few days on the road!”

		

		....

		

		The plane landed right on time in Portland at nine in the morning. Her rental car was waiting for her and she loaded her luggage into it—a large suitcase which held her suits and other clothing items, and a smaller case that she had carried on, which contained her cosmetics, hair brushes and more personal items—and set off for her hotel.

		Once there, she checked into the beautiful hotel right on the Colombia River and unpacked her things. She had a guilty little smile on her face as she unzipped the smaller case and took out her vibrator.

		The small, white plastic device had been a last-minute addition which she had squirreled away in one of the bag’s small hideaway, elastic-edged pouches. She got it out and hid it away in the top drawer of the nightstand beside the king bed, putting it right next the Gideon’s Bible she found there.

		Talk about strange bedfellows, she thought eyeing the little sex toy lying next to the Bible, and closed the drawer.

		She thought she probably wouldn’t really need the vibrator; but you never knew! The sudden re-stoking of the flames of passion with Joel this weekend seemed to have unleashed something that had been buried deep inside of Brie.

		Sometimes, it seemed all she could think of was sex! A few days ago, that subject rarely even crossed her mind, and now it was never far from her thoughts.

		I wonder where that all came from? She had the thought as she changed from her comfortable travel clothes into a navy suit and a crisp white blouse and went into the lushly appointed bathroom to make sure her hair and make up had survived the short flight alright.

		I guess I have been subconsciously repressing my sex drive for months now, concentrating instead on work and getting ahead there, she thought as she primped in front of the mirror. It was a natural reaction, considering Joel’s declining sexual interest in me as our marriage went on.

		In between rounds of once again incredibly hot sex during the past weekend, they had painfully reconstructed the chain of events that had coincided with the gradual decline in their sex lives. Joel admitted, in retrospect, that he had been more and more consumed with his career as a writer, paying her less attention as he concentrated on writing something that the big east coast magazines would accept for publication.

		She, in turn, had thrown herself into her work as a result, staying at the office some nights well past quitting time, organizing her call sheet for the next morning, reading technical articles about the semi-conductors and printed circuit boards her company designed and manufactured, so that she could sound more knowledgeable on the phone with customers.

		Brie was not an engineer. She had been a marketing major at UCLA. Electronics had started out as a true mystery to her, and even now she could find herself moving quickly out of her depth when it came to design applications and design concepts.

		Through painstaking trial and error, she had learned that this was okay with most customers, as long as she was honest with them about her shortcomings. The bulk of them were quite satisfied to be dealing with a girl who readily admitted her lack of knowledge, as long as she was willing to do the work involved in finding out the answers to their various questions and concerns. She had made it a practice to talk to her own technical department and get back to her customers promptly with the correct answers. And that had seemed to be enough to more than satisfy them.

		You don’t have to be an engineer to help people get the answers they need, she told herself, snapping off the bathroom light and gathering up her briefcase.

		Her first meeting was at ten-thirty, not far from the hotel. She had plenty of time to make it, and the car she had rented had a good GPS system.

		She took one last look at the striking blonde in the dresser mirror, tried a confident smile on her image, decided she was satisfied with that, and marched to the door. Brie Berenson was ready to become as big a success in outside sales as she had made herself as an inside, desk person!

		

		....

		

		“We really need all the capacity we can get,” Julius Fine said to her. “It’s between your company and Jenner, as far as we’re concerned.”

		Brie smiled and said, “It’s almost always between us and Jenner. There’s not a nickel’s worth of difference between our boards and theirs, when you get right down to it.”

		She let him chew on that for a moment, and then closed with: “It’s all a matter of price and the ability to deliver on time. You can’t afford to go with a company who is going be late in shipping every order. That would necessitate your ordering more product and warehousing it yourselves, just to ensure you won’t run short of boards during a production run.”

		Fine sat back in his chair and thought about that. He said at last, “What have you heard? Is Jenner falling behind in production of the SG-1190?”

		“I wouldn’t go so far as to say that,” Brie responded carefully, choosing her words, “but their own success may end up doing them in. That huge contract they just signed with Consolidated is going to eat all their production capacity for the next year or so, when you add the increase in volume to what they normally sell. Word on the street is that, rather than springing for an expansion of their current facilities, Jenner is mulling over the idea of sub-contracting the production of some of their SG-1190’s boards to some company in Vietnam.”

		Julius Fine took a long time before he spoke again. He looked at her as though he was a ranch owner appraising a filly he was contemplating bidding on in today’s livestock auction.

		“Having to warehouse product isn’t really a problem,” he said sweeping his hand around as he spoke. “We have a large facility, so I’m sure we could find enough space for a bunch of extra circuit boards to be stored away in.”

		He leaned forward again, placing both elbows on his desk and said, “However, a better price does interest us. And if we wanted to buy our boards from some cut-rate Vietnamese sweat shop, we’d go directly to them in the first place, not Jenner. We want quality boards, manufactured in the USA.”

		“The bigger your order, the better deal I can give you on them,” Brie said, heart pounding, realizing that she was about to take her first big order, on her very first sales call! “And our plant is in East Los Angeles. Come on down sometime, and I’d be glad to give you a personal tour of our assembly area.”

		Fine stood up and extended his hand, grinning happily, saying, “I just may do that. Stop by Purchasing on your way out and pick up the purchase order. I’m phoning them as soon as you leave my office, Brie.”

		His expression changed to one of inquiry as he said, I can call you Brie, can’t I? Mrs. Berenson sounds so formal, and I always called Brad Fischer, Brad.”

		“Please, do, Julius,” she said, smiling triumphantly as she said his given name for the first time.

		

		....

		

		“That was so easy!” Brie exclaimed under her breath as she put the rental car into gear and left for her luncheon meeting with Clark Spicer at a restaurant improbably named the Veritable Quandary.

		Jeanette at the home office had booked the reservation for her, explaining that Brad usually took the client there for lunch, as it was one of Spicer’s favorites. Brie swung up onto Interstate Five and headed south. Centex Electronics, the company where Julius Fine served as Head of Product Development was north of the city. Clark Spicer’s firm was located to its southwest. The restaurant was also south of the city’s downtown area, near the Southwest Hawthorne Bridge and close to the campus of Portland State University.

		On the seat next to her as she drove was her briefcase, and inside it was the single largest purchase order Centrex Electronics had ever awarded to New Century Electronics, Brie’s company. She was so excited she could barely sit still in the driver’s seat and concentrate on her driving!

		Davidson would be smiling from ear to ear when he saw how big the order was. And so would she at the end of the year, when the bonus checks were issued! That newer, bigger house was a step closer, and she thought she saw a new car in Joel’s future as well…

		

		....

		

		Clark Spicer wasn’t at all what she had been expecting. Julius Fine had been in his late forties, heavyset, balding, dressed in cheap blue suit, the coat of which had long been removed, leaving him in his white shirt and loosened necktie, with his shirt sleeves unbuttoned and rolled back. In an earlier decade, Fine was the kind of man who would have walked around with not one but two plastic pencil protectors in his shirt pockets and a slide rule sticking out of his back pocket.

		In short, he was a typical engineering type; a true nerd who had risen into management by dent of his sharp mind and aggressive attitude. As such, he had been a piece of cake to deal with: Julius Fine was only interested in the bottom line and how to make the consumer electronics devices Centrex developed and sold cheaper, more efficient, and thus more desirable to the buying public.

		Spicer, on the other hand, turned out to be a tall and handsome man in his early to mid-thirties. And he was impeccably dressed in an expensive grey custom-tailored suit. He didn’t look much like most engineers Brie had met.

		The maitre’d pointed him out to her, lounging at a table for two next to a window looking out on the thick foliage of the Veritable Quandary’s luxuriant garden area, looking somewhat bored as he waited for her to show up. He had dark hair, cut short and parted on the left side, a long, symmetrical face, a Roman nose, and full, sensuous lips.

		Clark Spicer looked more like a Hollywood action hero than Director of Engineering. She smiled as she approached the table and extended her hand to be shaken, saying, “Mr. Spicer, I’m Brie Berenson, your new sales rep from New Century Electronics. We spoke briefly on the phone yesterday.”

		Spicer rose up out of his chair. He was even taller than she had thought at first, with broad shoulders and a muscular body which could have belonged to a professional basketball player.

		“I’m pleased to make your acquaintance, Mrs. Berenson, won’t you have a seat?”

		His handshake was warm and inviting; not overly friendly, not brief and businesslike. She could tell right away that he was a “toucher”; his hand held onto hers for a second longer than necessary, as if he was reluctant to let go.

		Abruptly, she realized that was alright with her. She’d felt a little thrill the moment her hand came into contact with his.

		Where did THAT come from? She asked herself.

		She hadn’t been attracted in that way to another man since she’d met Joel! Brie forced herself to think about sales, circuit boards, semiconductors, and business in general as she sat down opposite the very attractive Mr. Spicer and began to peruse the menu intently.

		“So, I gather this is your first sales trip?” He said after they’d ordered. “Brad was here just last month.”

		“Yes, my maiden voyage, so to speak,” drinking a little of the ice water the waiter had poured for both of them.

		“How’s it going so far?”

		She flashed him a smile and said, “I’ll let you know after this lunch meeting is concluded.”

		

		....

		

		The purchase order which Clark Spicer had promised to have his purchasing department email to her wasn’t nearly as large as the one she’d managed to wrangle out of Julius Fine, but it was still very substantial. She was beaming as she drove away from the restaurant, looking forward to her three-thirty introductory meeting with Lou Haskell at Clackamas Systems Development.

		If she could get even a standard order out of him, she’d count the Portland arm of her first ever sales trip as a real triumph. With Clackamas’ normal monthly purchase order, when added to what she’s gotten from her other two accounts, she’d at least tie Brad Fischer’s best-ever monthly sales totals for Portland!

		And his figures from this territory had been good enough to win him the promotion to Western States Sales Manager. Brie had never thought of herself as being upper management material until this very minute, but a girl could dream, couldn’t she?

		She hummed along with a song on the radio as she got back on the Interstate. Clackamas was located way south of the city, nearly down to Salem, the state capitol. It was an hour drive.

		As she drove, she thought of Clark Spicer and embarrassed herself by feeling her lower lips begin to moisten. He was a real dreamboat of a man, there was no denying that!

		He had the most unusual shade of grey eyes, and the cutest smile. She sighed and forced herself to think about the up-coming meeting, reminding herself that she was a married woman who really loved her husband…

		

		....

		

		“But can your board handle our needs?” Aaron Anderson demanded.

		“I don’t know,” Brie answered him truthfully, “but after I leave here, I intend to get on the phone with our engineering department and find out for you.”

		He nodded, satisfied with that answer. Anderson, who was a big bear of a man with an unruly red beard and hair that had needed a trim two weeks ago, smiled and said, “I like that in a salesperson. No attempts to bullshit me, to convince me that you have this vast store of technical knowledge and that you know that your board is just what we need for our new product.”

		“No, I was a marketing major, not an engineering major back in college,” she said, smiling in what she hoped was a winning fashion at him.

		“Well, if your board can do the job, we’ll take a lot of them,” he promised. “I like the fact that you do all of your manufacturing in the US. I don’t care if they do cost a little more.”

		A guy who is interested in quality and performance, not price, she noted.

		“Everybody likes a deal, Mr. Anderson,” she responded. “If you’ll agree to purchase the amount you said you would—provided I can prove to you that they’re up to the task at hand—I am authorized to give you a volume discount.”

		Anderson’s blue eyes lit up as he asked cannily, “How much of a discount?”

		She got out her tablet and plunked in some numbers. In a few seconds, she showed her figures to Anderson.

		“That’s great,” he said, nodding his big head thoughtfully, a big smile on his face beneath the beard. “If you can do that, and your board can do the job, you’ve got yourself a deal, Mrs. Berenson!”

		The shook hands on it and Brie left the office in a state that bordered on euphoria. If this all came together—and she was very confident that it would—she was going to shatter Brad Fischer’s old monthly sales record for this part of the territory, on her very first outing!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Four

		

		Tempted

		

		“You’re damn right our board will do all of that,” Kyle Rogers in engineering assured her. “Listen, you give me that guy’s email and I’ll shoot all of this info to him and offer to answer all of his questions on the phone, if he has any left after he reads what I send him.”

		“I owe you a steak dinner, Kyle,” she said excitedly. “As soon as that big purchase order comes through, I’m buying!”

		“Just doing my job, Brie-darlin’, but I do love a good steak!”

		“Who doesn’t?” She told him and added, “Really, Kyle thanks a million for doing this. I really appreciate your extra effort.”

		She broke the connection and looked over at the clock. It was almost five and Joel should be slogging his way home on the freeway about now.

		I can’t wait another second to call him and tell him my fantastic news, she thought excitedly. I hope he’s got his cell hooked up to the hands free set up, so he doesn’t get a ticket for talking to me while he’s driving.

		“Hey, how was your first day?” He asked, and she could hear the sound of car horns in the background.

		“It was fabulous!” Brie blurted. “It looks like I’m going to break Brad’s old record for monthly sales in Portland on my first trip out!”

		Breathlessly, she told him about her day. When she was finished, he said, “That’s great news, kitten. We’ll have to really celebrate when you get back to LA. I’ll take you to Giovanni’s for dinner and we’ll splurge!’

		“Screw Giovanni’s,” Brie laughed, “I want steak and lobster! It’s the Palm or nothing, as far as I’m concerned!”

		“Jesus, that will cost us a couple of hundred bucks, babe,” he laughed. “Their prices at that place are out-of-this-world expensive. Did you do that good on this trip?”

		“I figure I’ve made at least seven thousand in bonuses so far,” she said coolly, “is that worth a steak and lobster dinner?”

		“Holy shit, yes, it is!” He now sounded as excited as she felt. “That’s great! That’s fantastic!”

		“Listen, I think I’m going to go down to the bar and have a drink or two before I eat dinner,” she said. “I’m so jazzed I can’t stop pacing around in my room at the hotel.”

		“Have as many as you want,” he said, “but don’t overdo it too much. You have to be on a plane up to Seattle bright and early tomorrow, remember.”

		“It’s, like, an hour flight, tops,” she said. “I’m probably going to be too wired up to sleep tonight anyway.”

		“Well, my exit is coming up and I’ll be glad to get off this damn freeway,” he said just then. “Love you, and call me tomorrow.”

		She broke the connection and started to change clothes. Thinking she might wear the blue suit again in Boise, the day after tomorrow, she hung it up carefully in the closet.

		Since it was a warm spring night, she put on a halter top and a pair of shorts. Worn without a bra, the red halter was a bit clingy around her big handfuls of breast, and the shorts were a tight fit across her perfect little butt.

		“May as well give the Portland boys a little treat,” she whispered naughtily into the bathroom mirror with a wink.

		

		....

		

		She was sitting at the bar, nursing her third Dewar’s and soda of the evening. It was nearing six-thirty and she was thinking about closing out her tab and going into the dining room and grabbing something to eat.

		Brie wasn’t normally that into alcohol, so the three cocktails were taking their toll. But that was good, as far as she was concerned.

		She wasn’t planning on leaving the hotel tonight, so she didn’t have to drive. And she hoped the drinks would make her sleepy enough to drift off eventually.

		Just as she was finishing her cocktail, her cell phone rang. She took it out of her purse and read the name, “Clark Spicer” on the caller ID and she felt her heart go into overdrive!

		What was Mr. Tall, Muscular and Handsome doing calling her? She brought the phone up to her ear and answered it.

		“Mr. Spicer,” she began, wondering what he wanted.

		“I thought we got to the ‘Brie’ and ‘Clark’ stage at lunch today,” he laughed.

		“Okay, Clark…what can I do for you?”

		“You can agree to have dinner with me tonight, for starters,” he said. “If you haven’t already eaten, that is.”

		“Uh, no, I haven’t, as a matter of fact,” she admitted. “I was just about to go into the dining room and do just that when you called.”

		“Well, why don’t you wait a few minutes for me to join you and I’ll treat you to dinner,” he suggested. “Are you staying at the same hotel Fischer always stayed at, the one right on the river?”

		“Yeah, I am.”

		She looked down at the suggestive halter top and the tight shorts and nearly panicked. Brie blurted into the phone, “I’m afraid I’m rather casually dressed. I wasn’t expecting company.”

		“Relax, so am I,” he assured her. “I just live around the corner from your hotel and I’m walking out the front door right now. See you in a few.”

		After seconds had passed, he added, “Are you in the bar, sounds like you are.”

		“Uh…yeah, I sure am.”

		“Great, I’ll meet you there. Maybe we can have a drink together before we eat.”

		

		....

		

		Out of pure nervousness, Brie ordered yet another scotch and soda. She debated dashing upstairs and putting more clothes on, but she didn’t want to miss Clark, and he had said he lived close by.

		Brie had about decided to chug down the drink and sprint over to the elevator to go up to her room and change into something more appropriate for meeting with a customer when a friendly, masculine voice asked, “Is that you? God, Brie, you sure look different without the high-collared white blouse and that suit!”

		She turned at looked at Clark Spicer, who was dressed in a pair of tan cargo shorts and a luau shirt, with a pair of sunglasses tucked into the pocket. Smiling, she said, “Well, in my defense, I’ll just say that you look quite different as well, with that nice suit you had on today hanging at home in the closet.”

		“May I join you?” He said, indicating the empty barstool next to her on her right.

		“Please do,” she said with a smile, willing her heart to slow down its frantic beating.

		“What are you drinking?” He pointed at her nearly empty scotch and soda glass.

		“A Dewar’s and soda, but this is, like, my fourth one and I’m not much of a drinker, as a rule,” she said.

		“Nonsense, you’re out on the road, kicking back after a long day out in the field,” he said with a smile, “let me buy you another and then we’ll go in and have dinner.”

		

		....

		

		“I really shouldn’t have had that last drink,” Brie said, “the whole room is threatening to spin out of control!”

		Clark laughed and ordered another martini for him, but nothing for her. Together, they looked at the menu.

		“Why did you want to buy me dinner tonight?” Brie said after glancing through it.

		Again, Clark laughed and said, “Honest to God, Brie, have you looked at yourself in the mirror recently?”

		She held up her left hand and showed off her wedding set, saying, “I’m married, in case you’ve forgotten!”

		“Yeah, and I’m sure he’s a great guy,” Clark said, taking a sip out of his martini when it arrived. “But he’s down in LA and I’m here. Why can’t I have dinner with a beautiful girl? What harm can come of it?”

		“None, I guess,” Brie admitted finally. “But that’s all this is…dinner, nothing more, okay?”

		“Of course,” Clark said, his handsome face assuming a guileless look, “I’d never make a play for a married woman. What sort of a man do you think I am?”

		A really hot one, Brie told herself, staring over at the luscious guy across the booth from her. And I think you know it!

		“So, where did you go to school?” Clark asked. “How did you get into sales as a career?”

		“I went to UCLA on a scholarship,” she answered. “And I fell in love the weather in southern California while I was going to school, so when I graduated, I looked around the area for a job and I hooked up with New Century as a sales support girl.”

		“I went to Harvard, for my undergraduate degree,” Clark said casually. “And I attended MIT for my advance degrees.”

		“Oh, so it’s Doctor Spicer, is it?” She asked teasingly.

		“Yeah, but I don’t use the title much,” he said, finishing his martini and chewing the olive. “It’s sort of useful in the private sector, for getting a job and such. But it doesn’t provide as much prestige as it might if I had elected to go into academia.”

		“A guy once told me that most outfits don’t want to hire PhD’s as much as you might think,” she said, remembering a conversation she’d had with an old engineer when she’d first started at New Century.

		“He said a lot of companies shy away from hiring guys who hold them because they’re too engineering oriented and not practical enough in their thinking for the real world,” she continued. “Just because you can do it, doesn’t necessarily mean that paying customers will want to buy it if you do.”

		“That’s true enough,” Clark agreed with a chuckle. “I constantly fight with my design guys who want to make a device do something just because it will be cool and it would be so easy to; only a few hundred more engineering hours and a few hundred-thousand dollars in R&D funds to make it a reality.”

		He shook his head in mock exasperation and continued, “I have to keep on reminding them that no one but geeks like them will want to own it, just because the device can now dance around on your desktop and play the Star Spangled Banner, while waving a tiny American flag.”

		She laughed and nodded that she understood exactly what he was saying. Brie said, “Right; that’s just what my friend said, except for the part about the Star Spangled Banner.”

		Without even thinking about it, she reached out and covered his hand lying on the table with hers. That same electric thrill that had shot through her when they’d first shaken hands at the other restaurant today pulsed up her arm and right along her spine and into her clit!

		I’ve really got to watch myself around this guy, she thought. I can’t remember that last time I’ve been so attracted to a stranger!

		The waiter came and they ordered dinner. She had the wild salmon and he ordered something called the Caprese salad with strips of grilled chicken breast mixed in.

		“Salad for dinner, after a steak for lunch,” she said teasingly. “Now I know how you keep that waistline so trim, Clark.”

		“Doesn’t do to eat too much red meat in one day,” he grinned back, and then said, “I notice you had a big salad for lunch and fish for dinner; so it’s no secret how you keep your body in such great shape, either.”

		“I shouldn’t have had all of those drinks earlier,” she said modestly, glowing inside about his compliment on the way she looked but not wanting to show it, “alcohol isn’t conducive to staying in shape.”

		“You should take up rowing, like I do; keeps you in great shape,” he said. “I rowed at Harvard on the eight-man boat. We were pretty good. My house is right on the river, just like this hotel. I keep a one man shell at my place. I row every morning, when the weather permits.”

		“You must miss a lot of days then, during the winter, I mean,” she said. “I’ve heard stories about the rain up here.”

		“Well, I try to row every day, except when there’s a full gale blowing,” he said with a smile. “A little rain never discouraged me.”

		Her salad course came just then and he ordered another martini and continued to make small talk with her while she ate hers. In a few more minutes, the main course was served. After a truly delicious dinner, it seemed only natural for him to take his leave of her.

		But he didn’t. Instead, after he had paid the check, he suggested, “Why don’t we go out on the terrace overlooking the river for a while? It’s a lovely spring night and there’s going to be a full moon up soon.”

		She knew she shouldn’t accept his invitation, but she still felt wonderful, after the fine dinner, the interesting conversation, and the day she’d had. Brie told herself that there was nothing wrong in her taking a romantic walk in the moonlight with the devastatingly handsome Clark Spicer.

		But she also knew she was kidding herself. Her heart was pounding as he led her back through the nearby bar and out onto the terrace overlooking the Columbia River.

		It was a gorgeous view; almost as gorgeous a one offered by the tall, strong man standing right next to her at the wrought iron railing. She stole furtive glances as him, while pretending to be enraptured by the scene presented by the slow-flowing river and the large trees which dotted the lawn leading down to a boat dock.

		He’s a real hunk, she thought as she gazed up at him, with his broad shoulders, his killer smile; that perfect black hair with that rifle-shot part.

		She imagined running her fingers through it, mussing it up playfully, as they…kissed! A jolt of pure desire ripped through her and she knew she had to get back inside, before something happened that she’d regret!

		“Listen, this has been such fun,” she said apologetically, turning to leave, “but I have an early flight in the morning up to Seattle and a full day ahead of me when I get there.”

		“You don’t really want to go,” he said confidently, still staring out at the river.

		Turning to face her, he continued in a low voice, “At least not until we’ve taken a proper leave of one another.”

		She didn’t know what he meant by that, but all at once, she found herself wrapped in his strong arms and he was leaning down to kiss her in the moonlight! Brie wanted to tell him ‘no’; she wanted to run away, back into the safety of the hotel!

		But she didn’t. She didn’t move a muscle to resist as his lips found hers.

		And when his tongue sought admission to her mouth, seconds later, she didn’t deny it entry. On the contrary, she opened her lips to him and wrapped her slender arms around his neck, drawing herself in tighter.

		Sighing softly, she began to rub her suddenly very erect nipples against his manly chest, reveling in his muscularity, his scent, his irresistible maleness! Brie felt her breasts swelling against his chest as the forbidden kiss went on and on, and her lower lips were suddenly very wet with desire!

		For a second, she thought about breaking off the kiss. But it wasn’t to chastise him for making out so shamelessly with a married woman.

		It was to invite him up to her room! A replay of her earlier naughty thoughts about mussing up his perfectly combed hair flashed through her mind.

		Only this time when she had them, she imagined her and Clark both naked, and in bed together! He was kissing her just like this…and his magnificent long, thick cock was about to enter her more-than-willing pussy!

		“I…I’ve really got to go!” She panted, embarrassed that she was breathing so heavily as she firmly separated her lips from his, as if she’d just run a long way.

		Knowing she was blushing furiously, she added, “You…we…shouldn’t have done that. I’m married, Clark, to a wonderful man!”

		“You’re married, not dead,” he grinned at her like a little boy caught by his mother filching cookies right before dinner.

		He released her from his embrace and swept the terrace with his hand, saying; “This night was meant to be enjoyed.”

		Looking down at her with those sexy grey eyes, he whispered, “That fabulous body of yours was meant to be enjoyed, Brie. We could make love together so beautifully. I know it and so do you.”

		A shudder passed through her as she imagined that; she saw the two of them once again, naked and entwined in the bed in her suite. They were groaning out their passion for each other as he fucked her like no man had ever fucked her before!

		“This is wrong! I’m a married woman,” she protested, starting for the door leading back into the bar.

		“Like I said before; you’re married, not dead, Brie.”

		She turned just before she left the terrace and saw him smiling at her in the moonlight. He said, “You’re a hell of a lot more fun than Fischer ever was. I can’t wait until your next visit to Portland!”

		

		....

		

		Brie was naked under the covers. It was nearing ten-thirty, but she couldn’t sleep.

		She kept thinking about Clark and that kiss! The vibrator buzzed as she started it again and teased her clit with it.

		I’ve already come twice tonight! She admitted the fact shamefully to herself.

		Once, she had thought about Joel and her in bed, the night before she’d left on this trip. But the other time, she’d thought about Clark joining her in this very bed, fucking her right up to heaven with what she imagined to be a huge, beautiful cock, and she’d screamed out his name—not her husband’s—right before she’d orgasmed!

		Brie trembled all over as the vibrating toy touched her clitty again. She bit her knuckle to keep from whimpering aloud and pushed the device into her sopping lips.

		“Oh, fuck me, Clark-darling!” She moaned out the words, giving in to her baser nature.

		This is so WRONG! She told herself that over and over as her climax approached.

		But she didn’t stop fantasizing about tall, handsome Clark. It seemed as if she couldn’t!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Five

		

		Setbacks in Seattle

		

		Her three sales calls in Seattle proved to be as disappointing as the three in Portland had been wonderful. At the first company, she just could seem to “click” with the engineering manager.

		It was as if he had “Jenner Electronics” tattooed on his body somewhere! Nothing she was selling was as fast, had as much capacity, or was as well-engineered as her chief competitor’s products, at least as far as Wes Walker, Chief of Engineering with Malcolm Designs was concerned.

		She brought up the rumored subcontract with Vietnam, and he shot it down as just that, rumors. In desperation, she gave him a really cut-rate price on an abnormally small order of semiconductors and slunk out of the place with her tail figuratively tucked between her legs and with the small purchase order in her briefcase.

		Brie’s next stop was Thurmond Controls and—while it didn’t go quite as badly as her meeting with the first man, Wes Walker had gone—it was no triumph either. She just seemed to be a little off in her game today!

		She got on with the Director of Engineering well enough. He was a short, avuncular man with grey hair and an insecure smile named Paul Weingarten.

		And he was nothing but nice to her. The awkwardness of their meeting all came from her side of the desk.

		She guessed—wrongly as it turned out—that he was a “price buyer” who cared only about production costs, and tried unsuccessfully to close the order on that basis. It turned out Mr. Weingarten was far more interested in quality than in the bottom line, and it was only after she had stumbled her way to this discovery—halfway through their conversation—that she was able to recover and come away with a decent-sized, but still disappointingly small order.

		I was a half-step off with him; she chided herself as she got back into her rental car to drive to her final appointment of the day. I kept bringing up things he didn’t really care about, instead of listening to what he said. I tried to SELL him, instead of discovering what he really wanted!

		That was a real rookie mistake. Starting the car and heading for Interstate Five, she shook her head and asked herself, what’s wrong with me? I’m making the exact same mistakes I used to make four years ago, when I first started on the inside sales desk.

		She knew well enough what was wrong with her: last night, with Clark Spicer, was what was wrong with her!

		Though she absolutely refused to let herself dwell on what had happened out on that terrace, it was never far from her mind. Lying just below the surface of her conscious thought, it kept bothering her, breaking her concentration!

		And what about that marathon session of “jilling off” my clitty last night, she chided herself as she swung up onto the freeway and headed for her next meeting north of the city, what was that all about?

		She had made herself come four times! It had been almost eleven-thirty when she’d finally passed out in exhaustion and slept fitfully until her six o’clock wake up call this morning.

		Even then, she’d barely made it to the airport in time to catch her flight up to Seattle. As a result, she’d spent the day feeling rushed and out of synch. She knew her lackluster sales results were a result of that, as much as anything else.

		I’ll do better at my next meeting, she promised herself.

		

		....

		

		But she didn’t. Her last meeting of the day was with Ms. Sylvia Connors, the head of production for a company by the name of Wolfsan Systems Design. Ms. Connors turned out to be a woman who was in her late forties and who was as tough as nails, when it came to product specs and price.

		She seemed to take great delight in grilling Brie about the performance capabilities of the various circuit boards and semiconductors her company offered for sale. Once she found out that Brie wasn’t an engineer by training, she appeared to enjoy embarrassing her over and over again due to her lack of technical knowledge and her dearth of application assessment ability.

		After enduring an hour and half of humiliation, Brie finally left with a very ordinary order for some semiconductors and an assortment of circuit boards.

		It was better than walking away empty-handed, but not much. She seethed at the treatment the other woman had given her.

		On the way back into Seattle and her hotel, she dialed up Brad Fischer on her cell phone and spoke to him through the car’s Bluetooth connection. Without preamble, she asked, “Why didn’t you warn me that Sylvia Connors was such a bitch?”

		Brad laughed and said, “Oh, you met the dragon lady. Did she give you an order?”

		“Barely,” she replied, “just some stuff they couldn’t do without to manufacture a few of their signature products.”

		“It sounds like you met with her in her office,” he guessed. “She likes to be wined and dined; I probably should have mentioned that to you.”

		“Well…duh, you probably should have!”

		“Might not have made any difference,” Brad went on to say. “Since you’re a woman, I mean. She probably wouldn’t have been much nicer to you, even if you had taken her to the finest restaurant in Seattle and bought her the best bottle of wine in the place.”

		Brie instantly saw where he was going with this. Brad was a fairly good looking guy, in his late thirties, tall and well built, with sandy-blond hair and a ready smile.

		“You didn’t lay that ugly old bitch just to generate some sales, did you, Brad?” She smiled as she said that, imagining handsome Brad holding his nose and giving the unlovely Sylvia some dick, just to get an order!

		He laughed and said, “I’ll never tell, that’s for sure.”

		“Well, if that’s how you got along with her, more power to you,” she said. “I don’t think I’ll be going that route, even if it means losing her outfit as a customer, if it turns out that she’s a switch-hitter!”

		Brad laughed again and then said, “I heard about the stellar numbers from first part of your trip. Way to go in Portland, girl.”

		“Yeah, well, Seattle is a whole different ballgame than Portland,” she said, clearly discouraged at the thought of the less than impressive group of purchase order she had generated in this town up to now.

		“Maybe Boise will go better for you,” Brad offered. “Clement Smith is a good guy and much easier to deal with than old Sylvia. I take it you’re coming home after Idaho?”

		“Yeah, that’s the plan,” Brie said. “Colorado, Montana, and Wyoming are next week’s targets.”

		“I made it a practice to show up in Colorado twice a month, on the average,” Brad said. “The others were strictly quarterly-visit places. Showing your face very three months is plenty for those tiny accounts.”

		“Well, I see my exit up ahead,” she replied, moving over into the right lane so that she could take it. “I have a ten o’clock meeting with Hammond Electronics over in Redmond tomorrow, and then I’m on the plane to Boise that afternoon.”

		“Good luck on the rest of your trip,” he said.

		She closed out the connection and took the off ramp. In ten minutes, she was at her hotel.

		

		....

		

		Brie dreaded calling Joel tonight, after what had happened with Clark Spicer last night. As much as she had looked forward to speaking with her husband last night, she was very reluctant to do so this evening.

		She waited until almost six, when she was sure he would be home, and finally speed-dialed him on her cell. He answered after two rings, and she said airily, “Hi, babe; how was your day?”

		“The more important question is, how was yours? How did my little sales tigress do today in Seattle?”

		Letting out a deep sigh, Brie admitted, “Not so hot, I’m afraid. The Seattle buyers turned out to be a much tougher crowd than those guys down in Portland. I got a few orders, but they were less than spectacular.”

		“Aw, that’s too bad,” Joel commiserated with her. “Well, I’m sure you do better tomorrow. You’re headed to Boise, right?”

		“Yeah, and then home, thank God,” she told him, meaning it. “I could see where life on the road could get old in a hurry.”

		“Eating alone every night can be a drag, take it from me,” Joel remarked. “As you know, I’m not much of a cook.”

		His casual comment brought last night’s sexy dinner with Clark to mind and Brie was suddenly more uncomfortable than ever with this conversation. So she said quickly, “Well, you can always eat out. LA is full of hamburger joints and pizzerias.”

		He laughed and said, “You complained about my growing waistline before you took this new job, honey. A steady diet of pizza and burgers will turn me into Homer Simpson before you know it.”

		They both laughed at that image and then Brie said, “I think I’m going to grab a bite from room service tonight. I’m too tired to go downstairs to one of the café’s or the restaurant.”

		“I get that,” he said. “Well, I’ll let you go now, so you can get some rest. Talk to you tomorrow; love you, babe.”

		“Love you, too,” she said into the phone, and then he was gone.

		Brie felt she had betrayed him, somehow, for failing to mention Clark Spicer and the moment they had shared together to Joel at all. Maybe when I get back to LA...

		That was pure bull-pucky, and she knew it! The last thing she wanted to do was have a heart to heart with her husband concerning her sudden attraction to another man!

		Sullenly, Brie rummaged about in the nightstand drawer for the room service menu. She settled on a big salad with lots of different kinds of seafood and a glass of Chablis and called her order down to room service.

		

		....

		

		I’m too keyed up to relax properly, she finally realized at seven-thirty that night.

		“I can see how traveling sales types get to be lushes,” she said out loud in the empty hotel room as she sprang off the bed and began to search for an appropriate outfit to wear downstairs to the lounge.

		She eschewed last night’s super-casual approach, leaving the red halter top and the shorts in her suitcase. Instead, she chose a nice sundress and sandals.

		Minutes later, she decided on a booth instead of sitting at the bar. The room was less than half occupied on this Wednesday night, so she had her choice of seating.

		The cocktail server came over and she ordered a Chivas and soda. This place didn’t have Dewar’s scotch, which was her favorite, but Chivas was good too.

		She thought about her meeting in the morning, and then about Boise. She had never been there before and was looking forward to seeing it.

		Brie was about to order a second round when a tall, dapper Latin type stopped at her table and said, “Hello, I’m Joaquin Alvarez. I’m the Food and Beverage Manager, here at the hotel. May I ask you; is everything to your liking?”

		Joaquin Alvarez was stunningly handsome. He was young and Hispanic and thoroughly yummy to look at!

		Tall and lean, he was wearing a very nice tan suit, which fit him like the proverbial glove. He had on a blue dress shirt and a tie that brought to whole outfit together.

		“Uh, yes, everything is perfect,” she blurted, embarrassed over the time she had spent staring up at him before answering.

		“You’re a guest, aren’t you?” He asked, sitting down opposite her in the booth. “Are you here on business or is this a pleasure trip, may I ask?”

		“Uh, my name is Brie Berenson and I’m here representing New Century Electronics.”

		“New Century, did you say? What happened to Brad Fischer?”

		Surprised that this man knew Brad, she said, “He got promoted to West Coast Sales Manager. I’m replacing him.”

		“Well, good for him,” Alvarez said. “Brad had been a frequent guest here over the last few years.”

		She looked at him. He didn’t look a day over twenty-five, if that; young to be a Food and Beverage Manager. She said as much to him.

		“I was a bartender when I first met Brad,” he confessed. “I only moved up into management last year.”

		Silence descended on the booth until at last he said, “Your drink looks empty. May I buy you another?”

		“Uh…sure,” she said at last, but rather hesitantly, remembering Clark Spicer at the other hotel.

		He signaled the cocktail waitress and she hustled right over to take their orders. She had another scotch and soda and he his usual—whatever that was.

		“If you are taking over Brad’s old territory, we should be seeing a lot of each other,” he posited.

		Staring for a moment at her ring set, he asked, “Tell me, what does your husband say about a beautiful woman like you being out on the road alone?”

		“We have an understanding,” she answered, wishing immediately that she had chosen to phrase her answer another way. “I mean, he’s okay with it, so far.”

		“Well, you can always count on me to lend a sympathetic ear if you need one, my lovely Brie,” Alvarez promised. “Perhaps we will become good friends, the way Brad and I were, who knows?”

		A delightful little shiver ran down Brie’s spine as he said that. Joaquin Alvarez was handsome, charming, and sexy.

		She wasn’t at all sure she wanted such a man to become her…friend!

		Alvarez proved to be harmless enough, though, at least for tonight. He excused himself after that one drink and left her table.

		Brie had one more, and called it a night. Six o’clock came early in the morning, and she suddenly found herself to be exhausted after the elation of yesterday, and the disappointment of today.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Six

		

		Boise, Home

		

		Her day had started out promisingly enough. Hammond Electronics turned out to be a piece of cake.

		The Director of Engineering there, Paul Knight, was a busy man who had little time for either chit-chat or a sales pitch. But he did need what Brie was selling, so he’d authorized a fairly large order of circuit boards and a much smaller one for semiconductors.

		Her morning meeting with him had been therefore brief but productive. Brie had spent a bare forty minutes inside the Hammond facility and had walked out with a substantial order, thereby partially saving the Seattle leg of her trip in her mind.

		Her drive out to the airport had been uneventful, and she had arrived there in plenty of time to turn in her rental car and board her flight to Boise late that morning. The trip was also short and without incident.

		Boise turned out to be a high desert city set in the middle of a large valley. It was full of trees and featured a fairly low skyline. There were no skyscrapers in downtown Boise.

		She was booked into a place called the Hotel 43, right in the middle of downtown. The state capitol building was just a few blocks away.

		The hotel had a fine dining establishment—Chandler’s Steakhouse—complete with a full bar, and very nicely furnished rooms. Brie’s was on the top floor and she settled into it quickly upon her arrival.

		Her meeting with Logan Industries was scheduled for three o’clock. She decided to walk around the downtown area a bit, doing it little sightseeing and getting a feel for the place.

		She then intended to return to the hotel, have a leisurely lunch and get ready for the final meeting on this trip. In the morning, she flew out to LA bright and early, arriving back in town at around one.

		Brie soon found herself charmed by the small town atmosphere of the downtown area. She ducked into several shops which caught her eye and wound up buying a new top and a pair of jeans.

		She almost took the tour of the capitol building, but decided she didn’t have enough time. As she strolled back to her hotel, she thought, maybe on my next trip.

		

		....

		

		Logan Industries was located in a small industrial/commercial park just on the outskirts of Boise. It wasn’t nearly as large as some of the facilities she had visited in Portland and Seattle.

		Clement Smith, the Director of New Product Development was in his middle thirties, attractive in a senior executive sort of way, and seemed to be very laid back in his approach to things. He had on jeans and pullover shirt for one thing, in lieu of a suit, and his tousled brown hair reminded her a little of Joel, her husband’s long and shaggy locks.

		“So old Brad got kicked up the corporate ladder, huh?”

		“I’m afraid so,” Brie said with a smile. “He’s been made the new West Coast Sales Manager; so I guess you’re stuck with me, Mr. Smith.”

		“I’d rather look at you than Brad any day, Mrs. Berenson,” he said with a grin. “You’re quite beautiful.”

		“How nice of you to say so,” she said, smiling back cordially, “and by the way, it’s Brie, if you don’t mind.”

		“Clem, then,” he answered disarmingly, “it’s actually Clement, but no one but my Mom ever calls me that. It’s an old family name.”

		Neither of them spoke for a few seconds, so Brie opened her briefcase and started right in with her sales pitch, “Our new line of circuit boards…”

		

		....

		

		“I wish you’d come earlier in the day, so that I could have taken you to lunch, Brie,” Clem said, ushering her out of the plant an hour later. “You’re a real charmer and I’d like to get to know you better, I must confess.”

		“I’d like that, too, Clem,” she said, walking over to her rental car. “You seem like a really nice guy. But please let me take you to lunch next time. After all, that’s what expense accounts are for.”

		“It’s a date,” he said, opening her car door for her. “I never say no to a free lunch with a beautiful girl.”

		She waggled her fingers at him by way of a good-bye and smiled. Her briefcase contained a fairly large purchase order, considering the relatively small size of Logan Industries.

		Brad had been right about Clement Smith. He was a nice guy and very easy to deal with.

		And he had a sort of rustic charm about him. She didn’t get the tingly feeling she got around Clark Spicer. Nor did she find his overall “look” to be as taboo-attractive as she found Joaquin Alvarez’s to be.

		But she did like him. He was handsome, in a rough-hewn, small-town way, and she found his “aw-shucks” charm to be very endearing.

		He likes the way I look, too. That was obvious from both his comments and the way his eyes never stopped undressing me!

		She smiled as she neared her hotel. All in all, she’d count this as very successful trip: she’d introduced herself to the key players in this part of her new territory and she had a briefcase full of new orders.

		Brie only used her vibrator to jill her pussy off once before she fell asleep that night. Her thoughts as she was about to come, she was shocked to discover, bounced around to include Clark and Joaquin and Clem!

		

		....

		

		The flight back to LA was relatively uneventful, but proved to be long and convoluted. She had a two hour layover in Salt Lake City before she changed planes for the final leg into LA. She still got back into the office just when she had figured she would; but she felt she had been traveling and driving all day by the time she finally sat down at her desk.

		There were a few memos, and a few messages to return. She read the memos and returned the calls.

		Several people from the sales department and from inside sales stopped by to congratulate her on the trip and she thanked them. At four that afternoon, Davidson called her into his office.

		He was glancing over some read-outs when she came in and he gestured for her to have a seat in one of the two client chairs in front of his big desk. When she did, he looked up at her and beamed.

		“Last week, you were contemplating taking this job,” he said jovially, “and now you’re doing it, and damned well, I might add!”

		Davidson shook his head and went on to add, “When I retire in a few years, Brad Fischer may well get my job, but if you keep up this kind of performance, you’ll be in the running for his!”

		She felt her face coloring. Almost shyly, she said, “Portland and Boise went great, but I kind of stumbled in Seattle.”

		“Seattle’s always been the sticking point in this territory,” her big boss said. “But you’ll figure it out, eventually. I have great confidence in you, Brie; great confidence!”

		

		....

		

		She stopped by to see Brad Fischer. Brie didn’t have to—until he had been in his new job for a few more weeks, Davidson was running the West Coast Sales group personally, and the whole office knew it—but she thought she should at least check in with him. She poked her head into his big new office and asked, “Got a minute?”

		Brad Fischer smiled and said, “For you, always, Brie. Come on in.”

		She ran through the high points, and the low points, of her just completed sales trip and then waited to see what he might say. He frowned and then said, “Well, Walker over at Malcolm is solidly in Jenner’s pocket. I can’t actually prove he’s taking kickbacks from them, but he sure acts like it. None of our stuff is as fast or as reliable or as well engineered as Jenner’s.”

		Brie nodded agreement. Brad said next, “Sylvia over at Connors is a flat-out cunt, pardon my French. Dealing with her is almost impossible, unless you’re an engineer.”

		She felt her face coloring as she heard the word “cunt” used in casual conversation, but she didn’t remark on it. After all, she was in outside sales now, one of the ‘boys’, and she was expected to act like it!

		“Your main hope in Seattle lies with Weingarten over at Thurmond. He’s a fair guy and you can work with him.”

		He shrugged and said, “Sylvia is going to remain a problem and I’m firmly convinced we’re never going to sell much over at Malcolm as long as Walker is in charge.”

		She agreed totally with what he’d just said. There was nothing she could really do about either Sylvia Connors or Wes Walker.

		As she got up and was about to take her leave of Brad, she mentioned, “Oh, and I met your buddy Joaquin Alvarez up in Seattle. He sends his regards and congratulations on your promotion.

		A sly smile appeared on Brad’s handsome face. He said, “Take my advice and stay well away from Alvarez, Brie, unless you fancy a little Hispanic dick while you’re on the road. Joaquin is a real pussyhound, take it from me.”

		Again she felt herself blushing, but said nothing. She thought as she left Brad’s office, suspicions confirmed when it came to handsome, suave young Joaquin!

		

		....

		

		She had filed all of her sales reports electronically from her tablet before she ever reached the office, so her paperwork duties were light. At five, she packed up her desk and headed home for the weekend.

		Brie was anxious to see Joel, and then she wasn’t. The mental baggage caused by her naughty thoughts about Joaquin and Clem—and especially about Clark Spicer—really weighed on her mind.

		Making herself a vodka tonic almost as soon as she came through the kitchen door, she grimaced and thought, I see now why salespeople take to drink so often. This is a stressful life.

		She remembered John Davidson’s drinker’s nose and shook her head. Raising her glass, she said aloud, “Here’s to you, my friend. I’m beginning to understand you so much better now!”

		Here she was hitting the bottle at five-thirty in the afternoon, all by herself, and she had only her one sales territory to worry about. How would it be to have sales territories which stretched all the way from Hawaii to New York to fret over?

		

		....

		

		“I take it you missed me, then?”

		Brie and Joel were in bed. It was just after six that night, and she had offered him a drink when he’d come through the kitchen door but he had acted as if he hadn’t even heard her speak.

		Instead, he’d kissed her passionately and begun waltzing her backwards through their small house, ending up in the bedroom. Both of them had been naked in no time at all, thrashing around on the bedspread, devouring one another’s bodies.

		And then he had eaten her! He had licked her pussy exquisitely and she had come, shivering and screaming his name!

		He’d fucked her furiously after that, and she had welcomed it! It was true she had thought briefly of Clark Spicer just before she’d come, but that was acceptable, as far as she was concerned; a girl was allowed some fantasies in the bedroom, just like a man!

		Sated temporarily, they stared at each other, big smiles on their faces. He said, “Didn’t I just prove how much I missed you?”

		She reached for his limp, gooey cock and began to fist it hungrily, saying, “How would you like to prove it again, stud? I missed you, too!”

		He sighed contentedly as she leaned over and plopped his whole prick into her mouth and began to suck it. Her tongue caressed his soft dick and she swallowed the come that clung to his cock noisily, making a great show of it.

		“Oh, Jesus, Brie,” he groaned, smiling happily at what she was doing to him. “Sometimes I forget how incredible in bed you can be, when you put your mind to it!”

		

		....

		

		It was just past ten o’clock on that same Friday night, and they were raiding the fridge for the Chinese delivery food they’d ordered at seven-thirty. After a brief meal when the food had been delivered, they had gone back into the bedroom, showered, and started all over again.

		Now that they were really tired and somewhat fucked-out, they had slipped their bathrobes back on and gone into the kitchen for seconds. They sat at the kitchen table, eating right out of the cartons, passing them back and forth, drinking cold beer and catching up on their respective weeks.

		“This is kind of fun,” Brie said, as she finished the last egg roll.

		“It is,” her husband agreed. “It’s sort of like being back in college again.”

		“I love being spontaneous like this with you,” Brie said, smiling at him.

		“Yeah, it’s great at that,” he replied, finishing the general chicken and reaching for his beer.

		“So, what happened on the article while I was gone, anything at all?” She asked him the question as she reached for her own beer.

		“Not really,” he said in a discouraged voice, “they still say they intend to publish it, but they won’t say when. In an election year like this one, there always seems to be some hot political news coming down the pike, and that gets first priority over my article.”

		“You should do another piece for them, one concentrating on the election and what’s happening with that,” she advised him.

		“I’d love to,” he said with a shrug, “but they probably wouldn’t be interested in it. I don’t have any insider stuff to include in it. If I wrote about what was happening out on the campaign trail, it would just be some schmuck out in LA giving his opinion on stuff he’d seen on television.”

		She nodded, getting that. A companionable silence fell over the kitchen until at last he asked, “Anything else interesting happen to you on your trip?”

		Brie’s thoughts turned instantly to Clark Spicer, that kiss out on the terrace, and how close she had come to cheating on Joel with handsome Clark. She ended up merely shaking her head and assuring her husband that nothing else had happened, “No, not really; Portland was pretty, Seattle was hectic, and Boise had a very small town-feeling, for the biggest city in the state.”

		He grinned and said flippantly, “I meant did any guys come on to you? A gorgeous woman alone, out of the road; you had to draw some stares.”

		Brie’s heart sped up again and she stammered, “N-No, nothing like that happened, I swear!”

		Something about how quickly she had denied that anything out of the ordinary had taken place or about her tone which aroused Joel’s further interest; Brie had never been a very accomplished liar and it showed.

		His grin became bigger as he prodded her, “Oh, come on, honey, some guy had to have come on to you in the bar at least. You get a lot of looks when we go out clubbing as a couple, while I’m in the men’s room, for God’s sake!”

		Maybe it was the expectant look in his eyes, more one of excitement than one of jealousy, that prompted her to speak. Maybe it was the guilt she felt about Clark and the kiss, and how much it had affected her.

		But she found herself admitting to him, “Well, there was this one guy, one of my customers…”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

		New Road Rules

		

		Brie was crying by the time she finished explaining about that night out on the terrace in the moonlight, with sexy Clark Spicer. She looked desperately at her husband and said, pleadingly, “I don’t know what came over me! It just sort of happened!”

		When Joel still didn’t speak, she went on to say worriedly, “And his company is one of my best customers; I’ll pretty much have to see him, the next time I call on Portland!”

		At last, Joel said calmly, “It was bound to happen, I guess. Just look at yourself, Brie. You’re a knockout. Men were bound to hit on you. It comes with the territory.”

		“I know that!” She all but shouted. “Guys have been hitting on me since I was twelve, for God’s sake!”

		She sniffled as she gathered her breath and went on, “That doesn’t mean I have to give in to their advances. I should have told him ‘no’, I’m a married woman!”

		A realization flashed into her consciousness and she added, “I did, as a matter of fact. I showed him my rings at one point, before he ever kissed me. And he assured me that he wasn’t the kind of man who’d ever make a move on a married woman!”

		To her surprise, her husband didn’t get angry when she said that. Instead, he laughed and said, “Most men, when you get right down to it, would make a move on a girl who looked like you, if they got the chance, whether they knew you were married or not.”

		That calm pronouncement really shocked her. She stammered, “Y-You mean you’re not angry with him…w-with…me?”

		Again, he totally surprised her by saying, “No, not really; to tell you the truth, I kind of expected something like this to happen, when you took this job.”

		Seeing her stunned expression deepening, rather than abating, he added in a wry tone, “I didn’t expect it to happen quite so soon—on your very first road trip—but I felt it would eventually.”

		She sat there at the kitchen table, trying to deal with that. He looked as if he understood her confusion and reached out and took her hand gently.

		“Can I tell you something?” He said softly.

		“Huh, yeah, of course,” she was started back into the present by his question, wrenching her mind away from reliving all of the naughty thoughts she’d had on her recent trip.

		“I kind of think it’s…hot!” He admitted breathily, excitedly.

		She blinked at him and repeated, “Hot…what’s hot?”

		“The idea of you with being in bed with another guy,” Joel confessed in voice that was barely above a whisper.

		If his first statements had stunned her, this one utterly flabbergasted her! She sat uncomprehendingly at the table, staring at him as if he had just shared with her that he was secretly from Mars.

		“I had a lot of time to think it, with you being away for most of the week,” he hurried to explain. “I had a lot of time on my hands, and a lot of wild thoughts going through my mind.”

		She opened her mouth to speak, but he rushed ahead, silencing her before she could even get started. He leaned forward and said, “I couldn’t seem to get the idea of you meeting someone out on the road who interested you out of my mind. I pictured you all alone, all of the time. You were lonely, mildly unhappy with your situation.”

		Warming to his subject, he added, “Maybe you’d had a couple of drinks, to help pass the lonely evening. You were miles away from home and feeling a little sorry for yourself.”

		He sat back and finished with, “Suddenly, there was this guy. He was handsome, and he seemed interested in cheering you up. He bought you a few more drinks and you really found yourself liking him.”

		After pausing a few seconds, Joel added, “You were also half-drunk, a long way from home, lonely…so when he asked you to go up to his room with him…you went; simple as that.”

		She gave him a tiny, guilty little smile. I had almost happened just like that. She had come this close to asking hunky, all but irresistible Clark Spicer up to her room in Portland. And she’d had no illusions about what would have happened next, had she done that!

		“I know I married way out of my league with you,” Joel said just then. “I’ve been half expecting you to come to your senses and realize how much better you could have done than me, babe; long before this.”

		Brie squeezed his hand and said, “Don’t be silly. I loved you when I married you. I love you now; more than ever!”

		“You know, I believe you. I really do.”

		He shook his head and added, “But nevertheless, what I said just now is true. You’re a princess. I’m a commoner. You could have any man you wanted; all you’d have to do is smile at him and he’d be yours.”

		She grinned and shook her head that she would never do that. He smiled back, somewhat sadly, and said, “We need to have some new road rules for you, I think.”

		“New rules, what do you mean, new rules?”

		He gave her an anguished look and then admitted, “It really turns me on to imagine you cheating on me with another dude, Brie. I nearly panicked at first, when I realized that was the case.”

		Joel looked her right in the eye and said, “I told you before that I had lots of time on my hands this week, with you gone. So I got on the net and found out all about cuckolds, and hotwives, and what that world was all about.”

		She stared at him blankly, too shocked by this turn of events to speak. He said, “A hotwife is someone who is married, who sleeps with whomever she pleases, whenever she pleases, with her husband’s full knowledge and consent. In most hotwife relationships, she then tells her husband all about her little indiscretions and they make wild, impassioned love, both of them turned on by her recent escapades with another man.”

		Brie’s mouth dropped open in surprise, but she still couldn’t manage to say anything. Joel went on to explain, “A cuckold relationship is a little different. It’s more of a domination thing. The wife still sleeps around, but she may rub the husband’s nose in the details of just how badly she has cheated on him. In some instances, she even invites her current lover over to their house and fucks him in their marriage bed, sometimes right in front of her husband.”

		This was too much! Brie cried out, “I’d never do that! I don’t want to do that!”

		Joel gave a tight little laugh and said, “Good, because I can’t ever see myself holding still for that, either. I’m not a real macho guy by any stretch of the imagination, but I’m not wimp enough to behave like that.”

		She got up and came around the table. Without a word, she sat down in his lap and wrapped her arms around his neck.

		“I don’t think of you as being a wimp at all, darling,” she whispered just before she kissed him. “You may not be a muscle man but I find you very sexy. I always have.”

		The kiss was both tender and passionate. Their tongues immediately began to duel and she felt his cock getting stiff under her robe as she sat on his lap.

		Again, without saying a thing, she broke off the kiss, took his hand and walked into the living room with him in tow. She led him down the hallway and into their bedroom, where they removed their robes and got back into bed with each other stark naked.

		Her hand found his rapidly-hardening cock and began to stroke it gently as they kissed once more. He, in turn, toyed with her spiking nipples and teased her clit with his fingertips.

		Soon, she was sighing and breathing heavily. He waited until she was good and wet, and then slipped his now very hard dick into her all the way.

		“Oh, oh, it feels so good,” she murmured happily as he took her once more.

		“From now on,” he whispered at he picked up the pace, lying on top of her, “when you leave town, you’re a free woman, as far as I’m concerned. You’re single, when you’re on the road. When you get back into town, I expect you to act like my loving, faithful little wife again.”

		A surge of pure excitement engulfed Brie the way an unexpectedly large wave breaks over the unsuspecting sunbather on the beach. She tried to imagine the freedom Joel had just granted her, and found that she couldn’t!

		“You…you mean…” she gasped out the words.

		“You can tell me about what you did, if you want,” he murmured into her ear, really laying the meat to her. “But you don’t have to. You’re on your own from now on, darling, as far as I’m concerned. When you’re out on the road—what you do is your own business entirely!”

		

		....

		

		The rest of the weekend was a blur of love-making, research on the net, followed by more frantic couplings in the bedroom; and interspersed all the while with cuddling and kissing. They couldn’t seem to pass each other in the kitchen without touching fondly, or by otherwise expressing their affection for one another.

		They hadn’t behaved like this since their honeymoon, and Brie couldn’t get enough of it. She caressed Joel, made out with him tenderly, and fucked him fiercely.

		If one of them found a particularly hot passage on the web about being a hotwife, or taking part in some sort of ménage a trois with one’s lover and one’s husband, they went running into the other room to share it. Often they’d find themselves naked and making love soon afterward!

		“Here’s one about a wife and her husband after she returns home from spending a weekend with a new guy!” Brie called out to Joel excitedly on Sunday afternoon, running into the bedroom to show him a chat room she’d found on her laptop that dealt with hotwives and their partners.

		“Look at this,” he said, grinning up at her from the bed, showing her the screen of his own laptop.

		She was dressed in only her bathrobe, which she quickly removed and clamored onto the bed with him, her laptop in her right hand. Eagerly, she glanced at his screen and felt her pussy contract as she gazed at the brazen poster displayed there.

		The image was one of a red haired girl about Brie’s age, naked and down on her knees between two hunky guys, one black and one white. Both had enormous cocks, which were as hard as they could be.

		The model held one in each fist, and they were gleaming with her saliva. She was looking at another man, who was seated near her, prick in hand. His was much smaller than the two she had been sucking, but it was just as firm.

		“Do you like watching me suck them, hubby?” The red-lettered caption beneath the color photo asked. “Shall I suck them off while you watch, or let them take turns fucking me?”

		Brie found herself smiling uncertainly as she looked up at her husband and asked, “You’d really like to see me like that; naked and sucking two stranger’s big cocks?”

		“I wouldn’t really need to see it—although I admit, that would be hotter than hot—I would be happy just hearing about it, when you got back into town!”

		Brie giggled and said, “God, I didn’t ever dream I was married to such a pervert!”

		He laughed happily and answered, “Well…could you ever see yourself doing that, sucking off two guys at once, I mean.”

		She thought about that and whispered coyly, “Only if they were super-sexy. And if they had two gorgeous cocks like those!”

		“You slut,” he murmured, opening his robe and freeing his hard cock, setting the computer next to him on the bed and reaching for her.

		She tossed her laptop to the foot of the bed and threw herself into his arms, finding that she wanted him again, God help her. After this weekend, she had a feeling that she was going to want hard cock all of the time…and that she was going to get it!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eight

		

		Second Trip

		

		When she flew out of LAX early that Tuesday morning, it didn’t feel the same as it had a mere week ago. Well, that wasn’t entirely true.

		She once again felt excitement, but this was an entirely different sort of excitement than that she had experienced last week. Now, in addition to the thrill of being on the road, she also was feeling the exhilarating sensation of being totally free to do exactly as she liked while she was away from home!

		It was a heady new feeling that she found she reveled in. A week ago, she hadn’t even known she wanted what she now had.

		But the more she thought about it, the more she discovered that—deep down—she really did want it! A part of her she hadn’t even known existed before this had known risen to the surface of her consciousness and made its presence felt.

		She realized as she got closer to Denver, that this part of her personality—the part that wanted to experience the true freedom of being on her own, her own woman—had long been suppressed. When she’d been a girl and a teenager living with her mom and dad out in rural Michigan, Brie had been subject to their strict rules and regulations.

		I felt much freer when I got to UCLA, but the classes were so demanding and the terms of my scholarship were so exacting, I had precious little time to experiment. I went on a number of dates, with a couple of different guys, but I really never felt free to do whatever I wanted, whenever I wanted.

		Then she had met Joel, her one nod to being a rebel. Her parents hadn’t liked him much at first when she’d taken him home to meet them—they’d hated his earring and long hair on sight—but they had warmed to him over the years.

		He was far from what she thought of as being a controlling sort of man. But, still, she was married to him. And that in itself had brought with it a whole new set of restrictions; at least it did until now, being raised the way she had been.

		Until now, that is! Theoretically at least, she was now free to do just as she liked, whenever she liked, as long as she wasn’t home in Los Angeles.

		The plane landed in Denver and she went into the baggage claim area to fetch her big suitcase. When she had done that, her rental car was waiting and there was a minimal amount of paperwork, since her company had a national contract with Enterprise.

		She checked into her hotel downtown, the Warwick, and found that the travel girl at New Century had booked her into a mini-suite. On her first visits to her new territory, she was keeping to Brad Fischer’s old choices as far as hotels went, and she had yet to be disappointed.

		The Warwick was very nice, and she had a fifth floor room, overlooking the downtown area. She hung up her clothing and got out the suit she intended to wear to her first meeting of the day in an area located in the southeastern sector of the city called the Denver Tech Center.

		The meeting was scheduled for three o’clock, which gave her plenty of time to settle in and get ready. A great deal of time, really, since there had been a strong tailwind out from the west coast this morning, shortening the flight to a little over two hours.

		It was still barely noon, local time. She wandered over to the window and looked out, finding that it was an unseasonably warm day in Denver, the mile-high city.

		On a whim, she had packed a bikini, hoping to get in a little time in the sun. She glanced over at the digital clock on the nightstand and made up her mind.

		After making sure that all of the clothes she’d need for her meeting were laid out on the bed, she went over to the phone and dialed the front desk. When the girl answered, she asked, “I assume you have a pool. May I ask how to get there from my room?”

		

		....

		

		The swimsuit she had packed was a plain black bikini. It wasn’t too scanty, but it was a bikini, and with her bright blonde hair, curvaceous body, a fair skin, it was enough to turn male heads.

		That was okay with her. At noon on a Tuesday, she wasn’t planning on too many male heads being present at the pool in any case. She got one of the big fluffy white towels from the bathroom, the tube of sun block she had tossed in among her make up, and her magnetic key card, stepped into a pair of sandals, and headed for the rooftop pool.

		She took the elevator up to the pool and went out onto the roof. The pool was large and its water looked blue and inviting.

		Brie doubted whether she’d find out of it was as clear and refreshing as it looked—she wanted to keep the chlorine out of her hair because she didn’t want to wash it again before her three o’clock meeting—but the pool made a nice backdrop for sunning herself and doing some light reading on her Kindle. She found a chaise lounge and laid her towel out on it and lay down in the warm noonday sun, intending only to read and laze about for an hour or so.

		There was a man in the pool who was taking full advantage of the water, however. He was industriously swimming laps up and down, like some sort of Olympic athlete.

		She watched out of the corner of her eye as the man moved up and down the pool like some sort of well-oiled swimming machine. Brie thought, I guess I’ll have to start doing that, the older I get. I’m not going to keep this bod by lying around reading, like I did in my youth. Now that I’m at last approaching thirty, I’ll have to start working out more.

		As she was mulling that over, the man finished swimming his laps and got out of the pool. He came her way and it wasn’t until then that she noticed the towel on the lounger next to hers and the pair of male sunglasses on the small table next to hers.

		“The water’s great,” the man said in a friendly voice as he came up to her, reaching for the towel to dry off with.

		“I’m sure it is,” Brie answered back cheerily, shading her eyes so that she could stare up at him. “But I’m not going to find out today. I’ve got a meeting at three o’clock down in the Tech Center, and so I don’t want to get my hair wet.”

		“Sunbather only today, huh; well that’s a pity,” the man said. “The pool is perfect to swim a few laps in.”

		“A few, you looked like you were swimming a relay,” she laughed.

		“Only thirty or so today,” he said with a smile. “I like to keep the old bod in shape, if I can.”

		She continued to stare at him. He was nearer to forty than he was to thirty, but he was in magnificent shape.

		Though the hair on his pecs had started to turn grey, indicating his age, his stomach showed no fat at all, and he had and ultra trim waist, along with true six-pick abs. He shoulders were broad and his muscles were long and lean, but powerful, like those of a distance runner or competitive swimmer.

		“You don’t appear to need to swim many laps to keep you in shape,” he said conversationally as he laid the towel out on the neighboring lounger and lay down atop it. “You look fantastic, just the way you are.”

		“Hey, thanks,” she said, still smiling at him and his incredible body, “so do you.”

		“I guess I have to work at it more than a goddess like you does,” the man said.

		He leaned over toward her and offered his hand to her, saying, “Nick Sampson, United Foods; what’s your meeting about, if you don’t mind my asking?”

		“Brie Berenson, New Century Electronics, we make printed circuit boards and semiconductors,” she said, shaking hands with him.

		While she didn’t experience the same sort of electricity she had when she’d shaken hands with Clark Spicer as she first touched skin with Nick Sampson, she had to admit, she did like touching him. He was a gorgeous man, for an older guy.

		He had a great tan; that killer body, and a George Clooney-handsome face. His hair was dark and shot through with grey, and he was clean shaven.

		“United Foods is one of the largest bulk purveyors of kitchen supplies in the country,” he explained. “The restaurants in the Warwick are customers, as are most of the upscale restaurants in Denver and throughout Colorado.”

		“How big is your territory?”

		“Not that large, given that we have a lot of customers in each state,” he replied. “I just have Colorado and the surrounding mountain states. I operate out of Kansas City, Kansas. Our home office is in New Jersey, of all places.”

		“Mine is in LA,” she responded. “I have Oregon, Washington, Colorado, Idaho, Wyoming, and Montana.”

		“That’s a lot of travel for a woman,” he said, staring over at her wedding set. “How does your husband handle that?”

		“Pretty well, actually,” she said. “He has his own career to keep him busy. Besides, it’s primarily Washington, Oregon, Idaho, and Colorado. Wyoming and Montana don’t have all that many electronics manufacturers. I only visit them a few times a year.”

		“Still, those other states must keep you hopping,” he commented.

		“I’m usually gone three nights a week, most weeks,” she said. “I’m still working through it. I haven’t had this job all that long. I was in inside sales for four years prior to this, so I was home every night.”

		“Listen, you’re an interesting woman,” he said brightly. “How about having dinner with me tonight? I know all the really good restaurants in Denver.”

		She laughed and said, “You ought to, with your contacts.”

		Her laughter died away and they just laid there next to each other in the bright Denver sun, until at last he asked again, “So, how about it; will you dine with me this evening?”

		Brie’s new sense of freedom almost overwhelmed her as she found herself asking, “What time did you have in mind?”

		“Why don’t we meet in the bar about seven and have a drink? I’ll have my car brought around and we’ll leave for the restaurant shortly after that.”

		“What restaurant did you have in mind?”

		“A little place just outside of Boulder, called the Flagstaff House,” he answered with a smile. “They have a spectacular view, great food, and a very nice ambience.”

		“Ambience being very important when you’re trying to seduce someone,” Brie said teasingly.

		“Oh, is that what I’m doing, Mrs. Berenson?”

		Brie just laughed again, her heart racing. She certainly hoped so—Nick Sampson was one of the most gorgeous, charming, and sophisticated men she had ever met!

		

		....

		

		Front Range Electronics was located right in the middle of the sprawling Denver Tech Center. Brie was glad she had given herself a little extra time to drive around the Tech Center and note the other companies represented there.

		When she got back to her desk in LA, she’d have to do some research on what some of them manufactured there, with an eye toward adding them to her call list. She’d also check with Brad to see if he had any history with any of them and why, if they had been customers once, they weren’t currently.

		The place she was calling on today, Front Range, appeared to be a medium-sized operation. It didn’t occupy a huge facility, like some of its neighbors, but it wasn’t the smallest company in the Tech Center by any means, either.

		Deepak Keer was the Director of Engineering at Front Range. He was a tall, thin man in his late forties, with very dark skin, brown eyes, and jet-black hair that was starting to go grey at the temples.

		“You can call me Dee,” he said in a voice that was unaccented and sounded as American as you could get. “I’m third generation; I grew up in Denver, in case you’re wondering.”

		Brie knew her expression had given her away. From the looks of Dr. Keer, she had been expecting the sing-song accent that was commonplace among people from India and Pakistan.

		“Brie Berenson, I’m taking over the territory, now that Brad Fischer was promoted,” she said, extending her hand for him to shake.

		“Well, you’re much prettier than Brad, I have to say.” His smile was huge as he sat down behind his desk and she took a seat in one of the client chairs in front of it.

		He had very white teeth, which shone even more brightly against his very dark skin. The smile vanished and he was all business, saying, “Now, Brie, tell me about the new board your company is debuting soon, the one that is designed to compete with Jenner’s SG—1190. We use a lot of those and they’re relatively expensive. I’d like to have an option; what can you do for me, price-wise, and how does your new board stack up against their, performance-wise?”

		Brie smiled and reached into her briefcase for a fact sheet on the new board, saying, “Well, let me just show you…”

		

		....

		

		“That was incredible!” She said aloud, under her breath as she connected with her office via Bluetooth and asked for Kyle Rogers in design.

		“Kyle, have you got time in your ever-busy schedule to go through some specs with a guy this afternoon?”

		When he assured her that he would make time, she said, “Okay, be looking for his call. The name is Dee Keer, and he’s with Front Range out in Denver; Director of Engineering. He’ll have some questions on the new board.”

		Kyle said he would be more than happy to answer them. The new board was one of his pet projects and so he was as up on it as any engineer at New Century.

		“This could be worth another steak dinner to you,” she smiled into the phone.

		“Hah, let’s hope so!” She chortled when he added that, at this rate; he’d have to start watching his weight, with all the red meat he’d be eating soon!

		The drive back to Denver was a happy one. Dr. Keer was talking a lot of boards, if the specs panned out.

		And she was sure they would! She could see another big bonus checking coming her way soon…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nine

		

		Dinner and So Much More

		

		The drive out to Boulder was a short one, most of the evening commute traffic having abated by the time they left the hotel at shortly after seven. They rode in a grey, year-old Mercedes E-Class sedan that was much too nice for either a company car or a rental.

		“It’s my own vehicle,” Nick explained. “I usually drive over from my home in Kansas City, when I’m working Colorado. I find it much more comfortable, driving my own car and the company is very good about paying me mileage and upkeep expenses. I trade my cars in every two years, like clock-work.”

		“Do you always buy Mercedes?”

		“No, often I go with a BMW or an Audi,” he said, smiling over at her. “Sometimes, when I’m feeling extra-patriotic, I’ll even buy a Cadillac.”

		“The food business must pay well,” she observed.

		“The car expenses are a write-off,” he said with a shrug, “and most of meals out on the road are compted, by the restaurant. I don’t really have a lot of actual overhead; just my house payments. I pay cash for almost everything else.”

		“Is there a Mrs. Nick, waiting at home for your return?” She couldn’t help but ask the question.

		“I tried that, briefly, when I was in my early thirties,” he said, “didn’t really work out well. We only lasted a couple of years, and she was unhappy most of that time.”

		“Why was that, do you suppose?”

		Again, he grinned over at her and said, “Oh, I don’t have to guess; I know precisely why my stab at marriage was doomed from the start. I was away from home most of the time, and I kept meeting girls like you out on the road.”

		“Girls like me,” she repeated, as if she didn’t know what he meant.

		“Yeah, sexy, attractive, hot,” he answered, “girls who were utterly irresistible.”

		Brie squirmed in her leather seat and fought to keep from smiling. She found that she liked that super-handsome, man-about-town Nick Sampson saw her that way. She liked it a lot!

		

		....

		

		The Flagstaff House turned out to be the most romantic, scenic restaurant she had ever visited in her life. Just outside of Boulder, Colorado, the place was built right into the mountain upon which it sat, affording a view of the lights of Boulder and Denver beyond that was little short of breathtaking!

		Of course, Nick got them the best table in the house, one that was at the end of a row of tables, right at the meeting points of two the glass walls which overlooked the valley of lights. Dark was just falling when they sat down at the table, so they got to see not only the lights as they twinkled to life, but the sunset as well.

		It was one of the most beautiful settings Brie could imagine. And her dinner companion for the evening looked like a movie star in his dark suit, striped dress shirt, and silk tie.

		She experienced a pang of conscious when she thought about Joel at home, probably eating a warm-up dinner while watching the Dodger game on television. Brie pushed that image out of her mind and concentrated on the menu while sipping her second vodka tonic of the evening.

		They had had one drink each at the hotel bar, before leaving for dinner. She found herself torn between the lamb and the salmon as she studied the menu.

		The prices were astronomical, but Nick said not to worry about them, since they wouldn’t be billed for anything they ate anyway. Heeding that advice, she almost splurged and ordered the Maine lobster, but decided to go with the salmon in the end.

		Nick had a pan roasted filet mignon with both Yukon gold potatoes and sweet potatoes, braised greens, and which came finished in a cabernet sauvignon sauce. She insisted that he give her a bite of it, and it was simply out of this world!

		Her salmon was among the finest examples of that meal she had ever tasted. Everything was perfect, and when the dinner ended, the head chef himself came out to personally shake Nick’s hand and ask it everything was to his liking.

		There was no bill. They sat in the bar afterward, drinking free brandy and looking over the distant skyline of Denver as they chatted about sales, about closing techniques, and about more personal matters.

		“So, your husband has given you complete freedom, while you’re out on the road?”

		“He has,” she nodded, smiling at him.

		“I hope you’ll choose to exercise that freedom with me, later tonight,” he said, smiling back at her.

		“Let’s head back to the hotel and see, shall we?”

		On the return trip, she let her hand stray into Nick’s lap as he drove. He started at the touch of her fingers to his soft cock, but didn’t take his eyes off the road.

		He began getting hard right away. She leaned over the console that separated them and gave him a chaste kiss on the cheek, squeezing his prick as she did so, and whispered, “I think I’ve decided that I’d like you to spend the night in my room, Nick.”

		He grinned and said, “Why don’t we sleep in my room instead? It’s a full suite; what the hotel calls a ‘Mile-High One Bedroom Suite’; they usually manage to upgrade me to one of those, and this visit is no exception.”

		She felt almost giddy, from the drinks, the wine with dinner, the after dinner brandy; and from the knowledge that she was about to cheat on her marriage for the very first time ever with this worldly, sophisticated older man! Brie leaned over and licked in earlobe as she whispered, “I don’t intend to sleep much tonight, whichever room we end up sharing, Nick-darling!”

		His cock jumped beneath her lightly-stroking fingertips as she said that. He smiled and nodded his agreement, and drove a bit faster…

		

		....

		

		She insisted on visiting her room first to change into something more appropriate for morning, when she had to go back to her room to get ready for tomorrow’s sales calls. Brie had never done the “walk of shame” from a guy’s room to hers, dressed for an evening out, but she had read about it in some of the trashy romance novels she sometimes indulged in.

		That’s not something I’d care to experience, she thought as she let herself into her room and went to the closet to hang up the little black dress she’d worn tonight and slip into a pull over sweater-blouse and some shorts for the morning.

		She got out of her tall high heels and stepped into the same sandals she’d worn up to the pool today. As an afterthought, she got out the nightgown she’d packed and placed it inside her empty cosmetics bag.

		Carrying only that small bag and her room key-card, she locked up and went back to the elevator. Nick had a suite on the very top floor of the hotel.

		She found his room and knocked softly. The door opened and she stepped inside the suite.

		“Hey, very nice,” she commented, looking around at the much larger room, with its expensive furniture, a small living room, as well as a master bedroom which was separated from the rest of the suite.

		“Very nice, indeed,” he said, taking her into his arms and kissing her for the first time.

		Brie felt her heart begin to pound. She was really going to do this! She was about to cheat on Joel with another man!

		And she knew she was. Her nipples responded instantly to the feel of his manly chest against them as they kissed.

		Likewise, her pussy began to moisten immediately, as soon as his tongue found its way inside her mouth. She sighed and started to run her fingers through his salt and pepper hair as they kissed and their tongues got to know each other better.

		Brie felt his cock, stiff and unyielding once more, against her pelvis. She remembered how hard it had gotten in the car.

		It was much bigger than her husband’s; she knew that already, without even seeing it. And it was much thicker as well, from what she could tell by feel.

		“I can’t wait another second to see you naked,” he breathed into her ear as he broke off the kiss and reached for the hem of her blouse.

		“I can’t wait for you to see me that way, either,” she murmured, as he tugged the garment up and over her head, leaving her clad only in her walk shorts, thong panties, and frilly black bra.

		The bra rapidly vanished as well, leaving her naked to the waist. He sighed as he started at her revealed breasts and then he whispered, “Those are truly lovely. Your nipples are so pink, just like I knew they would be.”

		“Oh, do you like pink nipples?” She asked the question coyly, knowing he did from the way his cock was tenting the front of his robe.

		“I’ll show you how much I like them in a moment, as soon as we get these shorts off,” he muttered, opening the snap and undoing the zipper.

		The tan shorts and the wispy thong beneath it both followed the bra down onto the carpet. She stepped out of her sandals, leaving herself totally naked before him.

		“Holy fuck, but you’re a beauty!” He sighed out the words as he took her by the right hand and led her into the nearby bedroom.

		“I knew that already, having seen you out by the pool today in that bikini,” he murmured, lying her down on her back in the middle of the king size bed and then straightening back up to doff the robe. “But now, seeing all of you…Brie, you’re sensational!”

		She was staring over at his very large, very thick, very hard cock. It was about eight inches long, she guessed, as compared to Joel’s six. And it was nearly twice as thick, too!

		“You are, too, darling,” she murmured, mesmerized by the sight of the biggest cock she had ever seen, outside of a porn movie.

		None of her boyfriends back in high school or college had been this large. One of them, in college, had sported a seven incher, but it had been long and thin, as she recalled.

		Nick knelt on the side of the bed and knee-walked over to join her in its middle. He lay down on his side and reached for her, turning her body to face his and then crushing her to him as they kissed once more.

		Oh, just go ahead and fuck me, she tried to communicate with him via telepathy. I’m already so wet. I can feel it!

		But Nick wasn’t having any of that. He was too intent on kissing her, on teasing her erect nipples with his fingertips, on tugging at them until she was moaning and rubbing her juicy cunt against his thigh, grinding her clit against his hairy leg.

		When he had her panting for more, he broke off the kiss and moved downward on the bed, until his head was even with her heaving chest. Nick sucked her left nipple first, while he continued to toy with the right with his fingertips.

		Brie moaned helplessly, her eyes closed in gathering bliss. He snaked his free hand down her trembling tummy to find her super-wet gash and eased a finger into it as he made love to her breasts.

		“Oh, God, I’m going to come, if you keep that up!” She gasped out the words as a huge pre-orgasmic twinge seized her pussy.

		He chuckled and pulled his mouth away from her nipple just long enough to whisper, “Yes, you are, Brie-darling; more than you ever imagined, by morning. I promise you that!”

		Moments later, her clit erupted into orgasm as he went back to sucking at her tender nipple while he tweaked the other one just right and stroked her pussy expertly. She shivered under his adept touch and came and came!

		

		....

		

		“W-When…are you going to…fuck me?” She whined out the question, on the verge of yet another climax.

		Nick raised his face from her steaming pussy lips and inquired, “Don’t you want to come again, Brie?”

		She groaned and shook all over as she stared down at his gleaming-with-pussy-oil face and panted, “Yes, oh, God yes, please! Please make me come again, you wonderful man! And then fuck me…fuck me all night long!”

		Nick began licking her clit again. He took his time, tugging gently on her nipples as he did so, driving her absolutely out of her mind with excitement.

		She tossed her head from side to side and moaned. This was exquisite! Nick was the best lover she had ever imagined. He was everything she’d hoped he’d be, and so much more!

		This orgasm was even more blindingly intense than the first one had been. Brie went taut under him and thrust her hips up off the bed, screaming out her pleasure.

		She was sobbing as she finished up, a full minute later. It was so good…so gripping…so perfect!

		And then he was fucking her. Nick was deep inside of her juicy cunt; stretching her out, mashing her poor sensitive clit with each stroke in and out.

		In an instant, she was fucking him back for all she was worth. Her arms were around his neck and her feet interlocked over his driving ass, drawing him down into her more tightly!

		“Oh, fuck me!” She wailed, another orgasm starting to build. “Oh, God, fuck me all night long!”

		

		....

		

		She lay cuddled against him. Her pussy was utterly overflowing with his come.

		Brie thought about the condoms in her overnight bag. She had bought them at the grocery store, back in LA after Joel and she had had their little talk about her being a free woman when she was out on the road.

		But she had been way too turned on by the time Nick had slipped his huge cock into her for the first time tonight to remember them until it was too late. She sighed, remembering how good that first fuck had been.

		The second one had been even better. He had positioned her up on her hands and knees, the next time he took her, and she had gone along with him eagerly, without question.

		He pussy was already dripping come. What difference did a second load make by then?

		She was on the pill, so she didn’t worry about getting pregnant. But Nick was basically a latter day playboy of some kind; that was clear.

		He got lots of pussy—that was evident from the way he talked and the way he performed in bed. She had never been fucked this well before.

		She had never been made love to like this before. Nick was a superstar, when it came to sex.

		Brie kissed him on the lips. He smiled at her and said, “You’re incredible. I love the way you feel up against me. I think I could sleep now, I feel so great with you in my arms.”

		“Wore you down, huh?” She chided him playfully, feeling very close to him emotionally at that moment.

		“Oh, you want some more cock?” He grinned back at her. “I’m happy to oblige.”

		Incredibly, she felt his big dick begin to stir to like against her belly as they embraced. She smiled incredulously at him and whispered, “Doesn’t that thing ever stay soft?”

		“Not around a true beauty like you, Brie,” he murmured, drawing her in for yet another kiss, “never around someone as lovely and as sexy as you!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Ten

		

		Denver, Second Day

		

		Brie was very tired but very happy the next morning as she stepped out of the shower. Last night had been a dream!

		Nick Sampson was an incredible lover. He was an incredible man!

		And he wanted to see her again tonight. She all but giggled at that thought as she began to dry off.

		Nick wanted to take her to dinner again, but the place they were going had a lounge which featured a band every Wednesday through Saturday, and—this being a Wednesday night—they would be there when the band got going at eight. She could hardly wait!

		Joel and she had gone out dancing a lot, while they were dating and throughout the first two years of their marriage. Now, they didn’t do that as much anymore, and she had missed it.

		She was going to have to find time today to buy another evening dress. Having only packed the one, she had no choice.

		Brie had worn the black dress last night, so she wanted something different for tonight. It was that simple.

		She had a full day of calls scheduled, but she’d find a way. It was all a matter of utilizing her time effectively, and she was a master at that.

		

		....

		

		Her first meeting, back out at the Denver Tech Center, ran long. It was late getting started.

		But it was very worthwhile. She got on famously with Dan Greene, the new head of product development.

		She being new in the territory meant that they were starting out fresh together. They really connected and she walked out with a much larger than usual order.

		Since she was running late, Brie was glad to discover that her next stop, Hastings Industries, was another piece of cake. Long one of Brad’s Fischer’s bread and butter accounts, her contact at Hastings turned out to be a harried purchasing agent name Pete Fuller, who handed her a filled out purchase order less than a minute after meeting her, and sent her on her way.

		The order was outstanding, and she laughed out loud as she all but skipped out of the building and got back into her rental car. Pete Fuller was one of those over-worked and probably underpaid men who kept big corporations running. He didn’t give a damn who he dealt with as long as you could deliver whatever he’d been tasked with buying at a reasonable price, and he took his cue from manufacturing as to how many units he’d need to buy that month.

		She used the extra time to swing into the Nordstrom located in the Cherry Creek section of Denver and buy a new dress for tonight. It was blue, low cut, so tight it was downright slinky, with a slit up one leg, so that she could move in it out on the dance floor.

		Feeling as if she could afford a bit of a splurge, after her morning sales meetings, she bought a pair of Ferragamo pumps with spiked heels that ran close to six-hundred dollars to accompany the dress. She didn’t really care how much they cost; after all, wasn’t that why she was out on the road in the first place—to earn lots of money?

		What good, she asked herself, was making lots of money if you couldn’t spend a little of it on yourself when you wanted to do so?

		

		....

		

		Her two afternoon meetings weren’t quite as successful as her morning ones had been, but they were still okay. She came away with purchase orders from both of them, albeit ordinary ones.

		She didn’t let herself dwell on it. Her mind was already on tonight, and her date with Nick and another night in bed with his magic cock!

		Lunch today was fast food, grabbed in between Nordstrom and her first appointment after lunch. It was okay. It was Burger King, and they were the same everywhere.

		She arrived back at the Warwick at four-thirty. Going up to her room, her new dress and shoes in tow, she immediately stripped and took another shower, being careful not to get her hair wet.

		After the shower, she allowed herself a small nap, phoning down to the desk and asking for a six o’clock wake up call. She was meeting Nick down in the bar at seven again, and she didn’t want to be late.

		The Rosewood Tavern and Restaurant was only about a mile from the Warwick. They drove there in Nick’s luxurious Mercedes and arrived within minutes after leaving the hotel.

		They parked valet, and went right in. The place was full of diners and those awaiting a table but, of course, there was no waiting for Nick Sampson and his guest for the evening.

		The menu was far less formal and less pricey than the one at the Flagstaff House had been, but the food was just as fabulous. Each of them drank a couple of cocktails while perusing the menu and chatting, in addition to the one they’d consumed at the Warwick’s bar.

		They both had entrees that were best complimented by a heavy red wine, Nick going with lamb this time and Brie figuring what the hell and ordering a small filet mignon which came finished with a béarnaise sauce that simply melted in your mouth.

		Again, dinner was free for them, as were their cocktails. Once inside the tavern part of the establishment, they had to start paying for their drinks, but Nick didn’t mind that, after getting better than a hudred-dollars worth of food and drinks gratis.

		The band had already started, and Nick immediately asked her to dance. She put her head on his shoulder and let him steer her around the small dance floor, lost in the magic of the evening, the great food and wine, and his charming company.

		Oh, I’m going to fuck him so great when we get back to the hotel, she promised herself. I could just eat him up; he’s so handsome and so smooth!

		They danced until ten and Nick turned out to be very accomplished, out on the floor. She loved a guy who could really shake it right along with her, and Nick was more than up to the challenge.

		The slow numbers were pure heaven; she seemed to melt into him. They moved like one entity on the dance floor and Brie kept thinking that they were this way in bed as well.

		By the time they left, she was half-blitzed and so horny she could barely keep her hands off him. Once in the car, she didn’t bother. Her hand was on his hard dick during the short ride back to their hotel.

		“I so want to suck your cock,” she murmured into his ear in the elevator up to his room.

		He grinned and whispered, “I think that can be arranged quite easily, Brie, you little hottie!”

		This time, she didn’t even bother to stop in her room and get a change of clothes for in the morning. Brie found that she didn’t care anymore what people she didn’t even know in Denver might think about her in the morning: she was too aroused by the thought of Nick’s big dick in her mouth to worry about that right now!

		Once inside his room, their clothes were on the carpet quickly and they were lying atop the bed naked and in each other’s arms. The kiss went on and on, and Brie kept getting hotter and hotter.

		“Your cock,” she gasped, tearing her lips from his, “I’ve got to suck your cock right now!”

		With a grin of pure delight, Nick rolled over onto his back. His large prick stood proudly above his big nut sac.

		She pounced on it, inhaling the whole long shaft in one lunge, her tongue going wild around it as she swallowed it. Nick moaned at how nice that felt and began to stroke her hair lovingly as she blew him.

		“Take you time, my sweet little Brie,” he sighed as she sucked him, “we’ve got all night.”

		Brie mewled happily and continued to tongue-lash his cock. Nick was already oozing that oily pre-come that she loved so much, and she swallowed some for him, purring with contentment.

		“Jesus, but you’re a great little cocksucker,” he said, his sexy eyes drooping to half mast as he laid back and enjoyed all of the oral attention she was lavishing on his dick.

		Lazily, he reached up and caressed her ass cheeks. Brie whimpered at his light touch.

		She was lying off to one side of him, so he had an easy reach, when it came to her butt. He trailed a finger down her crack and tickled her pucker with just the pad at the tip of his finger.

		The tight little opening fluttered under his touch but she drew her mouth off his cock for a moment and whispered, “Not back there; I don’t like to be touched back there. It’s so nasty!”

		He laughed softly and withdrew the finger. But instead of returning it to her backside, he got it good and wet inside his mouth, and then started to diddle her anus once again.

		“Yet,” he corrected her breathily, as his slick finger wedged itself into her asshole all the way up to the first knuckle, “you don’t like to be touched back there…yet!”

		

		....

		

		Within a half hour, Nick had two thick fingers all the way up her butt—which was now greased heavily with sex lube—and he was teasing her clit with his other hand. As he did that, he was sucking at her left nipple as she toyed and kissed his cock.

		She now up on her hands and knees, bent over his dick, out her mind with passion. Brie had never been this aroused before!

		There was something about having her asshole played with while her breasts were being sucked and her clit was fingered just right that sent her into orbit. She groaned and slid the hard cylinder of male meat back into her lips and sucked at it frantically.

		She wanted to come again, in the worst way! Nick had gotten her pussy off once so far tonight with his hot fingering and she wanted to orgasm again, preferably while he came down her throat!

		But Nick clearly had other ideas. He abruptly sat up and his dick came free of her mouth. He panted, “Got to fuck you now, Brie. I want to shoot my come into this tight little hole.”

		Brie trembled at the very thought of that! She’d wanted to taste his spunk, but getting fucked sounded so enticing: she could hardly wait it feel his big dick in her once more!

		Pulling his finger’s free of her stretched-open anus; he scrambled around into position behind her. She thrust her bottom back at him, hungering for the feel of his wide cock splitting her pussy open; desperate for the feel of it up against her throbbing clit as he fucked her deep.

		He fondled that clit right now and she thought she’d come right then and there. She moaned loudly, “Doooooooooo it! Fuck me, pleases, fuck me!”

		“Alright, Brie, just relax, I promise not to hurt you,” he said gently patting her ass with his other hand.

		All at once she felt his cock head at her nether entrance and she blurted in panic, “No, not back…there! It’s too big! I-I….Ohhhhhhhh, fuck!”

		She gave a low, guttural growl as the thick thing slid into her forbidden hole, all the way up to Nick’s balls! Brie felt them bounce against her clit as his pubic fur kissed her ass cheeks.

		“Oh, God, oh, fuck, it’s so wide!” She moaned out the words, the huge cock throbbing inside her pried-open asshole!

		Nick just shushed her gently and began to really play with her clitty. A spasm of sheer ecstasy rippled through her empty pussy and right back into her tortured anus. He bent over her and started to tweak her nipples with his free hand.

		Another wave of pre-come sensations rolled through her body and she closed her eyes, and murmured, “Go slow, please go slow and let me get used to it.”

		In what seemed like moments, she was begging him in a loud voice, “Oh fuck me! Fuck me hard, Nick! Right up the ass!”

		She was about to come and it was going to be different from any of the orgasms she’d experienced before. Her ass felt like it was going to come right along with her pussy, and she was shivering all over and pressing her big tits down into his hand as he caressed them.

		“Coming…oh, fuck, I’m coming so hard!” She screamed as the monumental climax totally engulfed her body.

		Brie was sobbing and moaning and orgasming so furiously she was sure she’d black out. Nothing had ever felt like this before… absolutely nothing!

		

		....

		

		“Why didn’t you tell me anal sex felt like that?” Her playful voice chided him in the total blackness of his suite.

		It was three in the morning, and they lay nestled together in a spoon position. They had been sleeping on and off for hours, catching up on last night’s missed rest.

		“Would you have believed me if I did,” he asked her, nuzzling her ear.

		She giggled and said, “Probably not; who’d have ever believed butt-sex could make a girl come that hard?”

		Brie felt his dick getting stiff against her ass. She turned her head and whispered the question, “Do you want to do it again?”

		“With a cute little ass like yours,” he murmured, setting the head of his cock against her gooey anus and shoving forward, “always, my dear, always…”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Wyoming, Montana, Home

		

		Brie flew north out of Denver on a small commuter airline the next morning at eight. She was headed to Billings, where there was a small electronics manufacturer named the Greater Bighorn Electronics Trading Company.

		It was New Century’s only account in Montana, good for a quarterly visit and nothing more. She wanted to shake hands with the owner and chief engineer, Dale Carlen, and establish a rapport with him if she could.

		The Greater Bighorn Electronics Trading Company had a name that was bigger than their account but every little sale helped her territory’s bottom line. Besides, there was a chance that the small company would blossom into something larger, and she wanted to be in on the ground floor if and when it did.

		She sat back in the seat on the short flight and thought about last night and how wonderful it had been. Nick Sampson was a true cocksman’s cocksman.

		He had made her come even harder the second time he’d fucked her in her once virgin ass than he had the first! He’d licked her pussy before morning came, too, and coaxed a magnificent orgasm from her in the process.

		As a reward, she’d sucked him all the way off and swallowed a big load of his thick come while he’d watched, mesmerized by the sight of her cooing and making a fuss over his dick as it exploded in her mouth. He had tastier come than her husband did, she had to admit.

		And it was thick and gooey, too, something she liked. She turned her nose up at watery semen. It all seemed to be bitter and salty and it generally made her nauseous to swallow a big mouthful of it.

		The plane banked hard and came in for a perfect landing. She was met at the airport by main man at Greater Bighorn Electronics Trading himself, founder Dale Carlen, he shook hands with her and drove her over to the plant in a mud-spattered, green GMC Yukon.

		“You’ll have to excuse the dog hair on the seats,” Dale, who was an earnest-looking young man in his mid-thirties, said apologetically. “I have two Malamutes at home who go everywhere with me and I try to get ‘em to stay in back, where they belong but they don’t, always.”

		She cringed inwardly at the thought of going to her two afternoon appointments with her blue suit covered in dog hair, but managed a smile for Dale and said, “Oh, that’s okay. I love doggies. I don’t mind a little hair.”

		“Great, then you and I should get along fine,” Dale said, beaming back at her as he drove.

		The manufacturing facility was small, but she had been expecting that. Dale was dressed in chinos and a plaid shirt, so she wasn’t looking for anyone at his business to be dressed up either, and she wasn’t disappointed.

		His secretary/receptionist wore a sweatshirt which had a “caution: objects beneath this shirt may be bigger than they appear” logo on the front and a pair of faded out jeans. She was a small woman, with an almost nonexistent chest, and a shy, mousy smile.

		I hope for your sake that the shirt is telling the truth, sweetie, Brie thought, or you’re never going to get laid!

		She was surprised to see a degree in Electronics Engineering from UC Berkley and a Masters from Stanford mounted on the wall behind the beat up old desk in his office. Looking at them, she said, “I went to UCLA, myself, but my degree is in Marketing, I’m afraid. Everything I know about electronics, I’ve picked up since I signed on with New Century four years ago.”

		“Oh, that’s okay,” Dale said dismissively, “Brad was supposed to be an engineer but he didn’t know shit, pardon me for swearing in front of a lady. He’s got a guy named Kyle at the home office we call when we want the real specs on a product.”

		“My right hand man,” Brie admitted. “I talked to him only yesterday.”

		“Well, as long as he’s there, we’re golden, Brie,” he said, smiling once again.

		They talked about possible new products his company had in the design pipeline and how New Century’s boards and semiconductors might fit into the mix. After an hour, he stood up and said, “Well, I know you’ve got a plane to catch back to Cheyenne this afternoon, so I won’t keep you any longer, except to give you this.”

		He handed her a signed purchase order for a truly substantial number of boards and she about fell back into her chair. Dale grinned and said, “We only buy about once a quarter, so that’s the whole enchilada, as far as this quarter is concerned.”

		“Well, thanks, Dale,” she said gratefully, putting the order in her briefcase. “I really appreciate it.”

		“Should have gone to old Brad, by rights, I guess,” Dale said as she turned to leave his office, “but I’d a lot rather give it to you. You’re a lot prettier than Brad was!”

		As she stepped out of the office, he said, “Brenda will drive you back to the airport, if you don’t mind. I’ve got a production meeting scheduled in fifteen minutes.

		Brie didn’t mind at all. Brenda drove a brand hew Kia Soul with nary a dog hair in sight. She vowed to stop in Cheyenne and buy one of those heavy duty lint rollers and use it on her blue suit before her next appointment in the afternoon.

		

		....

		

		If—during her brief stopover in Billings, Montana—she had thought the biggest town in the state small, she was even more under-whelmed by Cheyenne, the most populous city in Wyoming. The population, she learned upon checking into her hotel, was hovering just over sixty-thousand. They had municipalities in LA that weren’t even considered towns that had more people than that!

		She was staying at the historic Plains Hotel right in what passed for downtown Cheyenne. The aging hotel had a restaurant, a bar—which looked as if Wild Bill Hickock might step into it at any moment—and all the other amenities common to an upscale hotel; in 1911, the year the place was built!

		Actually, it was a very nice place and it had obviously been completely redone, several times, since 1911. It was just a bit too rustic and heavy-handedly Western-themed for Brie’s taste; with a sort of boots-and-saddles, ten-gallon hat decorating scheme that ran throughout the whole place, and which took some getting used to.

		She unpacked her suitcases, hung up her clothes, and used the sticky roller to remove all of the dog hair she could spot from her blue suit. After grabbing a quick bite in the hotel coffee shop, she had a meeting with someone named Tom Parker at a company called Big Sky Manufacturing and then one with Art Paxton at Cheyenne Systems, which was right across the street from Big Sky, according to her the GPS in her rental car.

		And then, at five or so, she was done! The trip was over and she was free for a night of exploring Cheyenne’s touristy downtown; tomorrow she flew back to Denver and then home to LA.

		She wolfed down her BLT sandwich and toyed with the fries that came with it. Finishing her Pepsi, she laid her company credit card out on the table and waited for the girl to come ring it up so she could be on her way out to the nearby industrial park.

		

		....

		

		Both meetings went okay, not great, and she saw once again why her predecessors in this territory had thought once every three months was often enough to pay a visit to Wyoming and Montana. There simply wasn’t much business to be had in the two states for a firm like hers.

		She had two more purchase orders in her briefcase, but both were mediocre in terms of volume and price. Somebody, probably the guy who had this territory before Brad Fischer, had given both small manufacturers a nice discount—probably to get their business in the first place—and it was still in place.

		Brie had gotten the impression from the slightly run-down facilities occupied by both companies that raising the rate would have resulted in their changing vendors as soon as they could find someone cheaper. Neither firm had struck her as being exactly a design powerhouse or an innovative leader in their respective fields, but she valued their continuing business anyway. After all, she kept reminding herself, every sale helped the old bottom line, when it came to year-end bonuses!

		Best let sleeping dogs lie, she thought as she drove back into the downtown area from her final meeting. I’m not going to be the one to suggest a price increase and lose the small following we have here in the Big Sky state!

		Besides, she liked the idea of coming here, to the far northern reaches of the Mountain West once in a while. The scenery was beautiful, in a stark, empty sort of way, with the towering mountains off in the distance and the quaint little cities.

		It made quite a change from LA. Denver, Portland, and Seattle were big cities in their own right, and in some ways they were just like southern California, what with the traffic, the noise, the hustle and bustle. Boise, Billings, and Cheyenne seemed like they were a different part of America, and she liked the notion of spending some time in them, every once in a while…

		

		....

		

		After eating dinner alone at a place that served bison steaks—she tried one and, while Brie found it to be flavorful and tender enough, the meat itself was rather dry—she went back to her hotel and changed into a pair of tight jeans, the new Ferragamos, and a low cut, cotton sweater-like blouse with short sleeves. She slipped on a light jacket and inquired at the desk as to the whereabouts of the best dance club in Cheyenne.

		The girl at the front desk, who was in her mid-twenties, smiled and said that she liked the Cadillac Bar the best, while warning her that it could get “kind of rowdy” on some nights. That sounded like just what the doctor had ordered to Brie, who felt like blowing off some steam at the end of another successful trip.

		She went into the lounge and had a few vodka tonics while she waited for eight o’clock to roll around. Brie made a quick call to Joel, just to check in and to assure him that she’d be home, waiting for him, when tomorrow evening came.

		Purposely not telling her husband that she was going out dancing tonight, she broke the connection and put the phone back in her purse and ordered yet another cocktail. That was the whole point in being a “hotwife”, wasn’t it; not telling your husband everything, if you didn’t feel like it?

		

		....

		

		The Cadillac Bar turned out to be a huge venue, which was under-populated on this weeknight in mid-spring. There was a massive tent, with a gargantuan dance floor, which she gathered was full to bursting with revelers during some summer weekend nights, and especially during Cheyenne’s Frontier Days celebration in July.

		The music was all country and western, of course, spun by a DJ. She didn’t know much about country music and she didn’t know any of the dances, but dancing was dancing, and she was soon gliding around the floor in the arms of several ruggedly-handsome cowboys in Stetsons and authentic cowboy boots!

		This is really fun! She had the thought as be cuddled up to a tall, good-looking young cowhand by the name of—honest to God!—Slim while dancing to some plaintive ballad performed by some nasally-voiced female singer Brie had never heard of, who was accompanied by a steel guitar and violins.

		At around ten-thirty, she tried her hand at “line-dancing” and felt very out of place as she tried to keep up with the other dancers around her. She was more than half-drunk by then, so she didn’t care that she was probably making a fool of herself; laughing and giggling happily as she tried to guess what the people she was in line with would do next!

		As the song ended, she made her way back up to the bar. The man she had been dancing with had been sitting on the stool next to hers for the last hour and a half.

		His name was Hub, and he was a true hunk! Tall and sandy-haired, though his hair was hard to see, hidden away as it was beneath his grey Stetson, he reminded her of a very young Clint Eastwood. Hub had the same craggy good lucks and a pair of lively blue eyes that could set female hearts all aflutter, if she was any judge.

		“Well, I guess that proves once and for all that you ain’t from around here, Brie,” he kidded her as they sat back down.

		“Hey, that’s harder than it looks,” Brie smiled back at him as she defended her recent debacle out on the dance floor. “I do okay on the slow ones, but that line-dancing stuff is beyond me.”

		Hub smiled and said, “Little girls around here can do it. I guess its all about what you’re used to doing.”

		“That’s true,” she agreed, downing the last of her cocktail and motioning for one of the bartenders. “Listen, it’s been fun meeting you. Maybe I’ll see you again, the next time I’m in Cheyenne.”

		“You’re not leaving already, are you?”

		“It’s going on eleven and I have an early flight back to Denver in the morning,” she said, motioning for the bartender to close out her tab.

		“Where to from there, or do you live in Denver?” Hub asked the question hopefully. Denver wasn’t that far away.

		“Then it’s on to LA for me, I’m afraid,” she said. “That’s where I live, with my husband.”

		She held up her left hand and showed him her ring set. He grinned.

		“I saw that right off,” he said. “I figured either he was out of town, or you were.”

		“Fooling around with married women doesn’t faze you, then?”

		“Not when their husband lives in LA, it don’t.”

		“Well, maybe next time, like I said,” she returned his sly grin with one of her own. “You’re awfully cute.”

		“So are you, Brie,” he replied, the smile fading. “Let me drive you back to your hotel. Where are you staying?”

		“At the Plains,” she answered.

		“The Plains; fancy, just like you,” he said, nodding, obviously impressed.

		“I can call a cab,” she offered, signing off on the bill when it came. “That’s how I got out here.”

		“No, I’ll drive you; save you the cab fare,” he offered gallantly.

		“I have an expense account,” she countered, “that’s what it’s for.”

		“I’ll save your company some money, then,” he said, standing up and throwing a ten on the bar.

		Together, they walked out to the lot and he stopped when he came to a new, black Chevy Silverado pick up truck. It had a gun rack in the back window.

		A real cowboy, she marveled, I’ll bet he’s got a horse and everything!

		He opened the passenger door, helped her up into the truck—grabbing a nice feel of her ass while he was at it—and went around to the driver’s side. As they rolled out of the lot, headed back toward downtown, she asked, “Do you have a horse?”

		“Several of them,” he said with a smile, “out at the ranch.”

		“Do you round up cattle?” She asked, scooting over closer to him on the seat.

		“Yes, Ma’am, I do,” he answered with a grin.

		She giggled with delight and touched his cheek tenderly with just her fingertips, whispering, “You’re a real cowboy, aren’t you, Hub?”

		“Yes, I am,” Hub nodded, turning down the street her hotel was on.

		He pulled up at a spot along the curb just shy of the rear entrance. Looking at her as he turned off the ignition, he asked softly, “Have you ever been to bed with a real cowboy, Brie?”

		Just before she kissed him for the first time, she murmured, “No, not yet; but I think I might be doing that real soon.”

		

		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Reporting In

		

		The flight home to LA was uneventful, unlike last night had been. She smiled and sunk down into the seat as she relived her night with Hub.

		Cowboys—if he was any example—didn’t believe in a lot of foreplay. But they sure could fuck!

		The lack of foreplay on that occasion was more than okay with Brie. Maybe it was because her decision to go ahead and invite Hub up to her room was so spur-of-the-moment—so spontaneous—that she was so wet by the time they stepped off the elevator and hurried to the door of her room.

		Once inside, they had been all over each other immediately. She remembered taking off his big cowboy hat and sailing it across the room like a Frisbee, and she recalled him yanking her blouse off over head and unsnapping her bra.

		But she had trouble bringing the rest of the events leading up to their being naked and in bed together into focus. She just remembered his hands on her tits; his finger exploring her soaked pussy.

		Most of all, she remembered his big, hard cock sinking balls-deep into that pussy, again and again, throughout the night! She recalled hunching her hips up to meet his thrusts and murmuring “ride em cowboy” into his ear a few times while he fucked her right up to heaven’s gates!

		God, he made me come a lot of times, just from straight fucking! She had that thought and shook her head in amazement.

		It was true, what they said about cowboys. They could really give a girl a nice ride!

		

		....

		

		Brie got to her car in long-term parking and put her bags in the trunk. She drove out of the lot still thinking about Hub and his cowboy cock and last night.

		I’m really tired. I didn’t get much sleep…but it was SO worth it!

		It was the middle of the afternoon, so the freeway—for Los Angeles—wasn’t that crowded yet. She made it to the office in pretty good time, so she’d have most of the afternoon to file her sales reports and clean up her desk in preparation for the weekend.

		One of her first stops was Brad Fischer’s office. He was sitting behind his desk, studying some reports.

		“Hey, I just got in from Denver,” she said, popping her head into his open doorway. “Can I talk to you for a minute?”

		“Sure, come on in,” he said. He waited until she was settled into one of the client chairs before asking her, “Did you go to Wyoming and Montana on this trip?”

		“I sure did,” she answered, “pretty country, but not much potential up there for expanding our sales base; that I saw anyway.”

		“No, it’s more like a short vacation trip,” he admitted, “that’s why it’s only slated for a quarterly visit. It’s not such a pleasant place to drive around in right in the pit of winter, by the way, unless you’re fond of snow and ice.”

		“I grew up in rural Michigan, so I saw enough of that as a kid to last me forever,” she answered.

		“The Cadillac Bar in Cheyenne is a fun place to spend an evening,” he offered with a smile.

		“I know. I was there just last night,” she shot back.

		He started and then smiled once again as he said, “A girl who looks like you might get her cute litttle butt into trouble in a place like that, if you’re not careful.”

		“Do tell,” she answered enigmatically, smiling like the cat that ate the canary as she thought about Hub and his very nice cock again.

		His smile faded and he asked, “What did you want to see me about?”

		Her face became more serious, too, as she asked, “What about some of the other firms in Denver Tech Center? Is there some more business for us there that we’re missing?”

		“Well, there didn’t used to be,” he said defensively. “Believe me, I checked them all out and there’s no business to be had among them. You can hit them all again, if you want to double check.”

		“Maybe I’ll stay an extra night in Denver next time I’m there and do just that,” she said. “Will you authorize it?”

		“Sure, glad to do it,” he said, shrugging his shoulders. “Knock yourself out if you want to, kid. But I warn you, you’ll be wasting your time.”

		

		....

		

		As the time for Joel to arrive home approached, Brie got more and more nervous. She knew he had said that she had complete freedom when she was on the road, but saying it and really meaning it were two different things!

		She was undecided as to what to tell Joel about what had happened on her most recent outing. According to the new road rules, she didn’t have to tell him anything, if she didn’t want to do that.

		But she kind of thought that she did want to tell him at least some of it; remembering the gleam in his eyes from last weekend, when they’d discussed all of that hotwife/cuckold stuff—he’d really gotten off on that, and so had she, truthfully. Brie thought it might be even more fun to relate some real hotwife adventures that had just transpired to her horny, voyeuristic perv of a husband!

		It could all blow up in her face, of course; she realized that too. Joel might not like finding out that he was an actual cuckold as much as he had liked fantasizing about her making him one…

		Almost before she knew it, Joel’s car was pulling up and he was getting out of it. As he came through the kitchen door, she threw her arms around his neck and kissed him.

		Our first kiss since I cheated on him, she suddenly thought, I wonder if he can tell?

		From the suspicious look on Joel’s face when they finally broke apart, she was pretty sure he could tell! He looked at her strangely, and said, “Something’s different about you.”

		“Oh, why do you say that?”

		“I don’t know,” he admitted, still staring at her. “You’re acting differently, holding yourself different, somehow.”

		She laughed, saying “Oh, I think you’re imagining things!”

		He reached out and cupped her ass cheek in the tight jeans she had changed into since she’d been home. Joel sighed, “Right now, I’m imagining this fine little ass of yours naked and in bed with me.”

		She grinned mischievously over her shoulder at him and whispered, “Follow me, darling, into the bedroom. That, I can make happen, I promise!”

		He followed her down the hallway, and she purposely swished her ass from one side to the other in a much more pronounced fashion than she usually did. She was having fun, teasing him like this.

		Brie had made up her mind. She was going to tell Joel everything, just not all at once…

		

		....

		

		“This isn’t the only one of these I’ve done this to recently,” she whispered, kissing Joel’s saliva-shiny cock head.

		“W-What…what do you mean?” He sat up straighter in the bed, his eyelids—which had grown heavy-lidded as she’d sucked and licked at his rigid cock—coming wide open once again in shock.

		“I met this man in Denver, the first day I was there,” she said, meeting his wide-eyed stare with one of her own, as if professing innocence. “He was dreamy looking; so buffed and tanned.”

		Joel was suddenly barely breathing and his cock had grown stiffer than she’d ever seen it before in her fist. She kissed it teasingly once again and murmured, “He was a lot older than me. But he was very charming. And he loved the way I filled out my bikini.”

		“You…you took the black bikini with you on the trip?”

		“Yeah, I wanted to try and get some sun,” she explained. “The Warwick in Denver has a beautiful rooftop swimming pool. It’s a great place to lie out and bask.”

		“You met this guy while you were sunbathing?”

		“He was swimming laps, lots and lots of laps,” she said. “That’s where the great body and the tan come from.”

		“This guy…what’s his name?”

		“Nick,” she told him, licking all around her husband’s cock head, “we got to talking and he asked me to dinner. He’s in sales, too; food and restaurant supplies. Nick knows all the best restaurants in Colorado.”

		“How…how was dinner?”

		“Dinner was great, and after dinner was great, too,” she answered him tauntingly, her smile enigmatic.

		“What did you do after dinner?”

		She smiled and gave his dick a few sucks before letting it slip from her lips and whispering softly, “He showed me his suite, especially the bedroom.”

		Joel gasped and his cock jerked in her fist. She licked it again before continuing her story: “He showed me his prick, too, and I did this for him…until he came in my mouth…”

		Her husband looked stricken, then unbelievably aroused, and then guilty—all in the space of a few seconds. She sucked his cock a little more, and then paused to say, “But all of that came later. First we got naked and we made out on his bed, and then he ate me. Oh, God, Joel, he ate me so great!”

		Gasping once again, clearly fighting for control, Joel managed to croak out, “Did he…you know…did he…?”

		“Make me come,” she whispered, guessing what he wanted to know, “oh, God, yes! He made me come like a dozen times before morning, darling. On his fingers, on his tongue, on his cock…Nick did it all to me!”

		Joel shivered as if he had been caught naked in an icy blast. She worked the skin on his dick up and down and licked at his cock head a little more before saying, “He even made my asshole come. Nick fucked me in the ass, darling. He was the first man to ever succeed in doing that. And it was so good…I let him do it twice!”

		Poor Joel screamed as he thought about that and she slipped his cock back into her mouth. As soon as she began tonguing it, he came like a fountain!

		Smiling, she gulped his hot semen down eagerly. Her tongue never stopped teasing his spurting cock head until the last little bit was in her tummy!

		

		....

		

		“You really did all that?” He asked her incredulously, stroking her hair. “You didn’t make it up, just to arouse me?”

		She shook her head that she hadn’t, giving him a naughty little smile as she admitted, “No, I really did it. I slept in Nick’s suite two nights, darling. And we made love all night both times.”

		“Jesus,” he groaned, closing his eyes and seeing that in his mind. “I didn’t think you’d really do it.”

		She stiffened as she said, “What…you said I could! You practically begged me to, don’t you remember?”

		Joel exhaled loudly, nodding that he did remember. He whispered, “I know. I wanted you to; but then, again, I didn’t!”

		“Well, it’s too late now,” she admonished him gently. “That boat has already sailed, darling.”

		“He…he really fucked you?” Joel asked, sounding like he sort of hoped she was just joking, but knew she wasn’t.

		“Lots of times,” she said, “both nights; everywhere I said he did.”

		Joel looked away, angry, frustrated; momentarily belligerent. When he looked back at her a few moments later, he looked contrite as he asked, “Was he…big?”

		“Yeah, he was,” Brie answered him honestly. “He was about two inches longer than you. And, babe, he was so wide!”

		Her poor husband looked as if he’d been sucker-punched by a bully. She felt for him and added softly, “When he first put that huge thing up my little bottom initially, I thought he was going to tear me up inside!”

		Joel looked confused as he said, “But before you said you let him do it to you back there twice!”

		“It got better…much better,” she murmured as she reached for his once more stiffening cock. “I loved it, really.”

		She scooted down so that she could suck her husband’s dick and get it really hard. Just before she started to blow him, she glanced up at him and asked impishly, “Want to try it? I’ll show you how to do it so that I’ll really like it!”

		“Fu-Fuck, yes, I want to try it!”

		

		....

		

		“Like it?” She asked back over her shoulder, now that Joel was balls-deep in her ass. “Is it as tight as Nick said it was?”

		“Oh, yeah,” he sighed in ecstasy, starting to slide his hard cock up and back in her well-lubed ass sheath. “Fuck, babe, its heaven. Your little ass is heaven to fuck!”

		“Funny, that’s just what Nick said!” She groaned out the words as he really started to bang her butt hard. “Remember to play with my clitty, like I showed you. And you can squeeze my nippies, too, if you want.”

		Joel leaned over her body further and grabbed her left tit in his hand and found her very erect little nipple. He rolled it between his thumb and forefinger as he teased her clit with his right hand and fed his cock in and out of the clingy, snug warmth of her ass.

		“Oh, man, sweetheart,” he sighed as he fucked her even harder. “This Nick guy was so right. Your ass is too incredible not to fuck!”

		Brie thought so too. She just loved ass-fucking, now that she had experienced it!

		Tomorrow night, I’m going to tell him about Hub, she resolved. He didn’t know any tricks, the way Nick did, but GOD, that guy could really fuck!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		Clark

		

		The flight up to Portland took two and half hours, just like it had the last time. She was staying at the beautiful hotel by the Columbia River again.

		But this time, it was late Sunday afternoon when she arrived, instead of during the week. She had told her bosses at New Century that she wanted to get an early start on Monday morning, but that was only part of the reason she was leaving so early.

		At seven o’clock that night, she was having dinner at the hotel with Clark Spicer once again. This time, she was putting the dinner on her expense account.

		She had called Clark on his cell phone on Saturday and set it all up. Both of them seemed to know instinctively that this time, she wouldn’t be going up to her room to spend the night by herself again. Clark would be coming up with her.

		Brie was very excited by the prospect of spending the night with him, but she wasn’t really nervous. She and Joel had talked it all over Saturday night and into Sunday morning and he was more than okay with her decision to cheat on him with handsome Clark!

		I love my life, all of a sudden! She had the thought as the plane slowed down on its final approach into Portland. I’m going to fuck an absolutely gorgeous guy, with my husband’s full knowledge and permission. Clark and I are probably going to spend two nights in bed together, getting to know what the other one really likes, as far as sex goes!

		She refastened her seat belt, as per the captain’s instructions on the PA system and thought about the next few days. Brie hadn’t decided about oh, so yummy Joaquin Alvarez yet.

		I might fuck him or I might not, she thought as the plane began its final descent. I’ll decide when I get to Seattle. But Joel already told me that it was my decision to make, and that he’d be alright with it, whichever way I went!

		This was very cool. Being an utterly free woman was an exhilarating experience!

		She reveled in it, so happy she could hardly sit still in her seat. Brie told herself that she might find some different cock in up in Washington that she liked even better than Joaquin Alvarez!

		I can keep him in reserve, if I want to do that, she told herself as the plane touched down. According to Brad Fischer, my pretty Joaquin is something of a male whore. I can have him any time I say the word!

		This was so cool, she had the thought again as they taxied up to the terminal gate. I am totally in charge of my life now, for the first time, ever; me, Brie Berenson. And it feels wonderful—I wouldn’t trade this freedom for anything!

		

		....

		

		“So, you know I’m counting on you giving me a big order, to justify the extra night,” she said, cutting into her entrée, smiling across the table at Clark Spicer.

		“I think that can be arranged,” he told her, smiling back.

		They were seated in the hotel restaurant, and it was almost eight. She had checked into her room earlier, hung up and put away her clothes, and then had taken a long leisurely shower.

		Brie had shaved extra close this afternoon, being careful not to nick her legs or her arm pits, or the skin surrounding her pussy. She knew Clark would be seeing her naked body tonight, and she’d wanted it to be perfect for him!

		“That was too easy,” she chided him now; concerning the big purchase order he intended to give her. “I may as well get back on the red-eye to LA and fly home tonight.”

		“Don’t you dare do that!” He cautioned her vehemently. “I have big plans for you tonight, Brie, you little minx!”

		She smiled and drank a sip of her excellent cabernet. At last, she said, “Oh, and just what might those plans be?”

		“After dinner and few more drinks,” he answered evasively. “All will be revealed in good time.”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, mysterious; I like that in a man,” she teased him right back.

		

		....

		

		“Now, just what was it you were going to reveal?” She asked him the question an hour and a half later, up in her room.

		Her clothes were on the carpet, as were most of his. He reached down and slid his boxers—his last article of clothing—from his trim hips and freed his cock and balls.

		“Just this, do you like it?”

		Clark Spicer was the very definition of well-hung! His dick was enormous, dwarfing those of Nick and Hub, not to mention poor Joel!

		That thing is a good ten inches long and so thick I doubt I can get my fist around it!

		And it wasn’t really hard yet. The massive cock just lay there, throbbing atop Clark’s equally mammoth set of balls as she stared down at it in shock.

		“I’ve never had one that big before,” she said doubtfully, looking up at the humongous prick’s owner.

		“Believe me, I’ve heard that before,” Clark said confidently, stepping toward her. “You’d be surprised how many women in the past have said that.”

		“Oh, I believe you, Clark,” she sighed, her eyes shifting downward once more, to the over-sized cock and balls that awaited her attention.

		“What I bet you won’t believe is how many of them have grown to love having a monster like mine to play with,” he murmured, sweeping her into his arms.

		The obscenely-large cock started to swell to full erection the moment his lips met hers and their tongues found each other once again. Soon, she felt it nudging her very wet sex and it felt so large against her that she almost swooned at the thought of that huge thing being inside her soon!

		It’s so big…so impossibly thick, she worried as it got even bigger.

		But Clark was kissing her so passionately! She felt her pussy absolutely flooding with lube and her nipples were so spiky against his ultra-impressive pecs!

		Oh, it’s going to happen, she realized with a growing sense of resignation. He IS going to fuck me with that tremendous cock of his…and very soon, too!

		That turned out to be slightly wrong. Long experienced at seducing women into trying his much larger than average cock on for size, Clark took his time with Brie.

		He proved to be as adept as Nick had been at sucking her sensitive nipples until she was in a frenzy of arousal. Then he started in on her clit with his extremely experienced fingertips and tongue.

		“Oh, oh, God,” she moaned helplessly as he devoured her pussy. “Do it, you heavenly man…suck my poor clitty and make me come!”

		Clark was on his stomach, between her spread open legs. He was licking her delicately, sensually, teasingly.

		Brie was moaning and tugging at her own nipples, rolling her hips up off the mattress to meet his mouth! She whined and babbled mindlessly, “Oh, oh, oh, gawd, it’s so nice…so fucking exciting!”

		She didn’t used to curse, especially the “F” word, but she was on the brink of pure ecstasy. Clark was licking her so perfectly, just the way she craved it!

		All at once, the all-encompassing orgasm slammed into her like a fist and all the air rushed out of her lungs. Brie tried to suck in a new supply but she struggled to get her breath, she was suddenly coming so hard!

		“Ugh! Oh, oh, fuck, it’s so wonderful!” She gasped out the words, yanking at her swollen nubbies as she climaxed again and again on his marvelous tongue tip.

		Her orgasm was so overpowering that as it subsided; it left her panting for air and totally wrung out. In her completely sated state, she barely felt his marble-hard cock head nudging against her juicy lips.

		“Oh, what are you doing? Oh, God,” she breathed excitedly, feeling her pussy mouth stretched wider than it had ever been pried open before.

		“Relax, darling, here it comes,” Clark said soothingly, lancing the head all the way past her straining muscles and into her almost liquid recesses. “That’s my girl, just lie there and take it…all of it!”

		Inch after inch of his steely hardness slid down into her belly as Brie groaned and felt the gargantuan cock pinning her lush body to the bed. The endless prick seemed to go on and on as it entered her, bulling her sheath open to its fullest.

		“Oh, fuck,” she murmured helplessly, “so much…so much hard cock in my pussy!”

		At last, she felt him bottom out against her cervix and his scratchy pubic fur kiss her speared-open pussy lips. His ball sac bounced against her ass cheeks and be bent to kiss her once more.

		“You’ve got it all now, darling,” he sighed as his lips neared hers, “enjoy it.”

		The kiss was so sweet that she almost forgot the discomfort his cock was causing her. She moaned and glided her tongue against his; pushing her clit against his hard, hot flesh as she did so.

		A wave of marvelous sensation gripped her whole lower body and she sighed and sucked at his tongue as if it were a cock! She mewled and worked her pussy against him, almost as though she was seeking still more hard dick!

		Oh, God, oh, my sweet Jesus, she told herself over and over again, never felt anything like this before in my whole life! I thought Nick was big…but this is fantastic. His enormous cock is starting to feel so sweet inside me!

		Clark ground his chest down against her nipples, rubbing them against the thick, wiry fur on his magnificent pecs. She cooed and sucked even harder on his tongue as he did that, and he began to move his hips in and out in a slow, easy, rolling motion.

		He’s fucking me, she thought incredulously, he’s fucking me with that horsecock of his…and it feels so great!

		The seconds hurried past, stretching into minutes. He fucked her deliciously, his mammoth cock gliding up and down in her stretched-out canal, sending twinge after twinge of hot spasms pulsing through her clit.

		At last, she tore her mouth free of his and growled, “Fuck me! Fuck me hard with that huge cock of yours, and make me come!”

		“See, I knew you’d love it, once you got used to how big it was,” he said softly as he smiled down at her and really started to bang her.

		Stars of pure delight exploded in Brie’s head and she clung desperately to him, imploring him to, “fuck me, oh, God, please fuck me!”

		She came twice, and each time was more intense than the last. Brie was lost in some sort of orgy of sensual rapture. Her pussy just kept getting hotter, her nipples harder; her throat was sore from screaming out how good it felt to be fucked like this!

		As her third giant orgasm approached, she saw Clark grimace. He bent low and whispered, “Oh, Brie-darling, I’m going to come, too. Can I shoot it inside you? Are you on the pill?”

		Brie, nearly out of her mind in ecstasy, sighed, “You’d better…oh, fuck, but I want to feel those big balls of yours emptying into me!”

		He groaned, closed his eyes, and began to go off deep inside her. Instantly, her tightness was filled with hot jism.

		Brie orgasmed for a third time, right along with him, clutching his body as he spurted into her again and again; his thick ball juice spilled out of her, cascading down her ass cleft, but the flow didn’t stop.

		God, this guy shoots a bucketful, when he finally comes, she thought, and I love it. I absolutely LOVE it!

		

		....

		

		“I hope you know, that was the most sensational sex I ever had in my whole life,” she said, re-entering the bedroom from the bathroom.

		She had taken a quick shower after they’d finished up, wanting to wash the ocean of spunk out of her sopping pussy. Her hair was still perfect; she had avoided getting it wet as she’d cleaned up for him.

		“Well, if that wasn’t the best fuck I’ve ever had in my entire life, it was among the top three, that’s for sure,” he said, grinning up at her from the bed.

		He grabbed her by the wrist and pulled her down onto his chest. They kissed for what seemed like forever, and then he whispered in her ear, “Want to try to move up to the number one spot?”

		Do I ever? She thought, lancing her tongue down into his kissing mouth. I’m not afraid of that huge prick anymore. I want it…I want it all night long!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		Trying to Act Normal

		

		Clark left her hotel room at seven the next morning, after eating a room service breakfast with her at the small table by the window. They sat in the hotel-furnished terrycloth robes and ate together with all the ease of an old married couple, smiling at each other from time to time.

		“It’s going to be hard to act as if nothing has happened between us, when I see you at work later today,” she said, sipping her coffee.

		“I know what you mean,” he agreed, grinning at her. “I bet I keep seeing you in my mind’s eye the way you were last night, naked and so hot I can barely stand it!”

		She giggled with delight and nodded that she understood perfectly, saying, “You may be dressed in another one of those killer business suits today, but I’m going to keep seeing you buck naked, with that unbelievable cock of yours all hard and ready for me.”

		He sighed, remembering all they’d done together last night. Clark said, “God, Brie, you were unreal in that bed. You were like no other woman I’ve ever slept with; you were all but insatiable!”

		Again she giggled, and felt herself turning red, “Me, and how about you, Mr. Horsecock? You kept after my poor pussy all night long, as I remember!”

		“You didn’t exactly say no,” he countered, the grin deepening. “I didn’t think a girl could get as much of my dick into her mouth and throat as you did last night, even when it was soft!”

		She blushed harder and murmured, “It didn’t stay soft for long. The monster just kept on getting hard, so that you could ravage me with it!”

		“Ravage you?” he asked incredulously. “Is that what you call it, when a girl shouts at the top of her lungs, ‘Fuck me, Clark, oh, God, fuck me harderer…deeeeeper!’”

		She threw a biscuit from the breakbasket at him, giggling again, as she said, “A real gentleman never reminds a lady of what a slut she might have been in the heat of passion!”

		He laughed and said, “Oh, you were passionate, alright, Brie. God, I think you’re the most passionate woman I’ve ever been in bed with!”

		The two of them laughed and finished their breakfast in silence. When they were done, she asked him, “Are you going to take me out to dinner tonight, and spend the rest of the night here with me again, I hope?”

		“No, that wasn’t in my plan,” he said, drinking the last of his coffee.

		Brie’s face fell. She sighed as she said, “Got what you wanted, so now you’re done with me, is that it?”

		“Not hardly,” he answered, reaching across the table and taking her hand, “I thought I’d cook for you at my place tonight, and then show you my bedroom.”

		Her heart lifted and she said, “That sounds wonderful to me, darling.”

		

		....

		

		Her visit to his office proved to be as difficult as she had imagined it being. They sat opposite one another across his big desk and just grinned at each other.

		He was wearing a dark blue suit this time, and she was in a tan suit, accompanied by a high collared white blouse. She wanted to rip off his clothes, and for him to rip off hers. She wanted him to fuck her right on top of the desk!

		“What time do you want me at your place tonight?” She finally asked the question after a long, angst-filled silence.

		“As soon as possible…now, for that matter,” he said, grinning at her. “I could tell my secretary I’m not feeling well; just go on home, and you could come with me.”

		“No good,” she sighed, “I have a meeting with the people over at Centex Electronics at two-thirty.”

		“Well, then how about meeting me five-thirty at my house?” He suggested. “I’ll give you the address before you leave.”

		“Okay, that sounds fine to me,” she whispered, leaning across the desk and taking his hand.

		“God, I wish I could make love you again before you leave,” he whispered back.

		“So do I,” she murmured, “but you come like a bull elephant. And it wouldn’t do to have huge gouts of spunk running down the insides of my pantyhose when I meet with Julius Fine and his engineers later this afternoon!”

		They shared a laugh over that image and she tucked the very impressive purchase order he had handed her when she’d first entered his office into her briefcase. He kissed her goodbye at the door to his office, making her pussy wet, and then opened it and escorted her out to her car.

		

		....

		

		“First, you’ll have to sign this non-disclosure agreement,” Julius Fine said, handing her a legal-looking document.

		Brie knew the drill. The engineering group at Centex was working on a piece of technology they hoped would prove revolutionary and they had incorporated one of New Century’s most popular printed circuit boards into their design.

		Now Julius wanted to sign a deal wherein Centex would order, like, a zillion of the boards, if their new product was as successful as he hoped it would be. And he wanted to show her the prototype in their lab before he negotiated with her on price.

		Signing the document with a flourish, Brie looked up from the paper and smiled at Fine, saying, “You are doubly protected, Julius. Remember, I’m not an electronics engineer by training so I won’t be able to steal your secrets. I couldn’t even if I wanted to.”

		Julius smiled and took the signed agreement, filing it away in a drawer behind his desk. He said, as he closed the drawer, “I know, Brie, but protocols are protocols and it doesn’t hurt to be careful. At least that’s what the legal department keeps telling me.”

		After a short walk to the lab—where Brie spent an uneasy half hour “ooohing” and “aaaahing” as a piece of technology which she didn’t understand at al—did something which made the gathered engineers beam as they watched the new device being put through its paces. Then the two of them returned to Fine’s office and sat down once more. He asked her, “So, what did you think?”

		“Very impressive, Julius,” she smiled at him and then said. “Now, how many boards do you see yourself needing?”

		He shook his head in wonder before answering, realizing she hadn’t grasped the importance of the demonstration she’d just witnessed, “You really are an airhead, when it comes to design, aren’t you?”

		“I never said I wasn’t,” Brie laughed, pointing at her blonde locks. “Natural blonde, through and through; now, how many boards can I sell you? That, I can do!”

		

		....

		

		An hour later, she walked out of Centex Electronics with a purchase order that would make Davidson grin like an idiot when he saw it. Brie saw another huge bonus check in her future.

		The price per unit was a bit low—Julius Fine had proved himself to be a skillful negotiator—but the volume involved would more than make up for the fact that New Century wouldn’t be making a huge profit on each board. All in all, she was ecstatic as she climbed into her rental and headed back to her hotel to change for her all-night stay at Clark’s house.

		Tomorrow, she’d call on Aaron Anderson at ten, and then take a shuttle flight up to Seattle. That part of the trip was less agreeable. She didn’t expect to sell much in Washington State, but you never knew.

		Tonight, however, was all about Clark Spicer and his super-cock! She breezed into her hotel room at a quarter to five and stripped off her suit. Hanging it up carefully, she got into a pair of jeans, a blouse, and a light jacket; after taking another quick shower, of course.

		She wanted to be fresh and sweet for dear Clark, now didn’t she? Brie giggled and picked up her car keys and purse.

		I can hardly wait to be in his arms again, she admitted to herself, heading for the door. I can already almost FEEL that huge cock of his opening me up!

		As she neared the door, she thought of her husband down in LA and stopped in mid-stride. Glancing at the digital clock beside the bed she didn’t intend to sleep in tonight, she realized that there was plenty of time to shoot Joel a quick call and still make it over to Clark’s place right on time.

		Sitting down on the bed, she did just that. Her husband would be on the freeway, probably, but he deserved to at least hear from her before she went over to her lover’s house to suck his dick all night and get fucked by it!

		“Hey, how are you?” She asked the question as soon as he answered.

		“Frustrated,” he said with a sigh, “I’m on the frigging freeway and we haven’t even moved in the last five minutes. There’s a big wreck somewhere up ahead and it must be a real doozy, because all the lanes are at a virtual standstill.”

		She looked out her sliding glass door at the Columbia River and the bright, sunny afternoon and pitied him. Here she was, about to leave for a night of fun and sex and fooling around with a gorgeous new man and Joel was stuck on some freeway, with only the prospect of a frozen, microwaved dinner ahead of him when he did finally get home!

		It wasn’t fair, and she resolved to make it up to him this weekend, when she joined him at home. She said, “Well, I feel for you, darling.”

		“What about you; is anything exciting happening up in Portland tonight?”

		Brie decided to cheer him up a little by saying, “Oh, I don’t know if you’d call it exciting or not. I’m going over to Clark’s house to spend the night with him.”

		“What…what did you say?” Joel sputtered. “You’re actually spending the night with him?”

		“He stayed here with me, in my room, last night, lover,” she whispered breathily into the phone. “We really…‘ got to know each other’, if you know what I mean.”

		She heard a gasp at the other end of the conversation, followed by, “Did you…of course you did. You spent the whole night in bed with him!”

		There was the sound of a chorus of automobile horns, and then Joel asked in a sort of awed whisper, “Did you…did you…you know…suck it for him?”

		Brie gave out with a naughty little giggle and said, “Barely; he turned out to be enormous, darling! I just managed to get that huge cock head in my mouth, the first time I tried to suck it for him!”

		She heard Joel gasp again and knew her horny husband was now hard as a rock beneath his slacks. Stifling another giggle, she went on to say, “By this morning, I had gotten used to how big he was, in more ways that one. I’m really looking forward to seeing him tonight, if you want the truth, lover.”

		“Oh, oh, damn, Brie,” he panted. “Are you going to let him fuck you in the ass?”

		Brie thought about that and then said doubtfully, “I don’t know, babe. He’s really hung; he might kill me with that thick cock of his, if I tried that.”

		Joel made a tiny whining sound and begged her, “tell me more about last night, honey, please!”

		“Not on the phone, you nasty boy,” she whispered primly, enjoying the hell out of teasing him. “When I get home…I promise to give you all of the juicy details.”

		He started to further cajole her, but she cut him off, saying, “I have to leave now or I’ll be late getting to his place. And we wouldn’t want to keep Clark and his big cock waiting, now would we?”

		She broke the connection, chuckling again as she dropped the phone back in her purse and headed for the door. It rang right away, but she ignored it and let it go to voicemail as she headed for the elevator.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		Paradise On The River

		

		The rental car’s GPS proved very handy in finding Clark’s house. It was tucked away in a plush development which hugged the riverbank and was resplendent with acre-plus lots, huge old trees, and perfectly landscaped and maintained lawns and gardens.

		Each home was unique, and looked to have been designed and built by a different architectural firm. Clark’s was a rambling split level, right on the river, with the requisite shade trees which looked to be at least eighty years old and a vast lawn that was so green it looked artificial.

		The house itself was brick and featured dark, almost black-hued shake shingles. It was not quite big enough to be classified as a mansion, but it was an enormous place for one man by himself.

		She pulled her rental car into the driveway in front of the four car garage and went up the walkway, carrying her overnight bag. The doorbell echoed through the huge home and a half a minute later, the front door opened and there stood Clark Spicer; all six-foot, four inches of him!

		He beamed at her and motioned her inside. Closing and locking the door behind her, he swept her into his arms and kissed her passionately.

		Brie’s heart began to pound. He was so yummy; she could have fucked him right then and there!

		“Let me show you around,” he gasped for breath when he finally broke off the kiss a full minute later.

		“Especially the bedroom; I’d love to see that, darling!”

		She sounded like some sort of cock-hungry slut and she knew it, but she didn’t care! Brie wanted this guy so badly, and she didn’t mind if he knew it!

		“This way,” Clark said, taking her free hand in his and guiding her through the huge living room, across the rec room, and down a hallway.

		They passed several open doorways; bedrooms that were used as guest rooms and a home office. Still another held lots of weights and exercise gear—a treadmill and a weight bench stood out—and looked as thought it served as an in-house gym. Another was full of photographic equipment and its walls were covered with tastefully framed and hung photos, black and white and color, of various subjects.

		“You’re a photographer?”

		“It’s a hobby of mine, like rowing or running marathons,” he commented as he led her into the master bedroom without stopping. “You can look through some of the stuff I’ve shot later if you want to.”

		He took her overnight case and set it on top of a nearby dresser, along with her purse. Taking her in his arms once again, he whispered, “There’s the bed; let’s make use of it.”

		

		....

		

		“All the way,” she gasped, hunching her hips up off the bed, driving his cock into her gushing pussy clear up to his pubic fur, “I want to feel that monster all the way up inside me, Clark-honey!”

		He sighed as he slid inside her to the max, his cock head mashed against her cervix. Just before he kissed her, he whispered, “God, you’re incredible, Brie. I love to fuck you. I just love it!”

		Not as much as I love having you do it! She thought as her lips met his. Your huge prick feels so fine inside me, stuffing me so full of cock, stretching me out as only you can!

		They had been fucking beautifully, sensually, for ten minutes or so. He hadn’t wasted any time this evening. He’d just stripped her clothes off and she’d done the same to him, and they’d fallen into bed together.

		Their foreplay had been minimal tonight, because neither of them really needed it. They were mad for each others bodies, and it showed.

		Clark’s enormous dick had gotten as hard as a boulder after just a few strokes of Brie’s fist, and her lower lips were so wet she could barely believe it after just a few kisses and licks by her lover’s lips on her super-sensitive nipples.

		And then, they had been fucking; gloriously, furiously, frantically. He had made her come once already, but he hadn’t stopped banging his engorged prick into her.

		She had loved it! Brie had begged him to stop, pleading that her pussy was too aroused by her recent climax, but he hadn’t listened. He’d just grinned down at her and kept on fucking!

		Oh, God, this is so great! She kept telling herself that over and over again as he ravished her body.

		She was so willing to be ravished! His cock felt like pure heaven in her needy cunt and she raked her fingernails lightly over his hunching muscles and urged him to fuck her deeper, harder!

		“I…I’m going to come again, darling!” She tore her mouth away from his and groaned ecstatically. “Oh, fuck, but it’s going to be a big one!”

		She looked up at him and said imploringly, “Come in me! Please, fill me up with your hot spunk!”

		He gasped and she felt his flying cock buck once, deep in her pussy. His eyes rolled back in his head and he shook all over as he began to cream her!

		“Take it, you hot bitch!” He moaned as he came and came inside her almost liquid confines. “Oh, God, take all of it!”

		She wanted it all. She wanted every drop of his come, right in her heaving belly!

		Starburst seemed to explode behind Brie’s closed eyelids as she joined Clark in a spectacular orgasm. The two of them clung together, shivering and moaned, as he shot wad after wad of come into her and she came and came on his spurting cock…

		

		....

		

		“Well, that was certainly a warm welcome,” she smiled at him as she stepped into the bedroom once more, drying her body off from her recent quick shower.

		“I thought we might as well start the evening off with a bang, so to speak,” he said as he grinned up at her from the bed.

		“You’re awful,” she sighed, secretly relishing his heavy-handed pun, as she sat down on the edge of the mattress and stroking his chest fur with her fingertips.

		For long seconds, they merely stared at each other, reveling in their closeness, in the supreme intimacy they’d just shared. She found herself thinking, I’ve got to be careful around Clark. I could really fall for him. He’s so manly and handsome and so much fun to spend time with!

		She sought to bring herself out of her reverie by saying, “Hey, wasn’t dinner mentioned? I mean, sex has its place, but food is important, too!”

		“Dinner coming right up,” Clark said, still smiling, sitting up in the bed. “You can just slip on one of the robes you’ll find in the closet if you want to. That’s what I’m going to do.”

		“You want me in just a bathrobe, huh?” She said, standing up and going over to the closet’s sliding door.

		“Saves time, in a situation like this,” he explained, getting up and joining her in front of the big mirrored door. “I know I’m going to want that fantastic body of yours all night long. Why cover it up with clothes, they just get in the way.”

		She turned and put her arms around his neck and went up onto her tiptoes to kiss him. Just before their lips met, she whispered, “Anytime, any place, darling; I’m all yours tonight, okay?”

		

		....

		

		It was after seven when they finally made it out onto the patio. He just couldn’t seem to resist fucking her again, and she hadn’t exactly resisted his advances.

		Brie thought, if I’m honest with myself, I wanted it as much as he did. I love that big old cock of his so much…I want it as many times as I can get it!

		“This place is so gorgeous,” she commented as she sat at the patio table and watched him grill up the salmon steaks on the nearby brick barbeque. “The river is right there, and there are so many of these old shade trees. It’s lovely, just lovely.”

		He checked on the steaks once more, and then came over to her, touching her blonde hair lightly as he said, “It’s even lovelier with you sitting here, Brie.”

		Clark sighed deeply and then added, “I won’t kid you. I’ve had lots of women in my life. But you’re something special, Brie. What we have together is something special, and I think you know it.”

		Her heart went into overdrive as she looked up at him. She thought: he’s so right. I knew it from the moment I saw him sitting in that restaurant on my first trip up here, the minute our eyes met; the second he touched me!

		“I have to be careful around you, Clark,” she told him honestly. “I am very attracted to you, but I do love my husband, too.”

		He nodded, his grey eyes locked on hers. Going back over to the barbeque, he dished up the salmon, adding it to the plate of potato salad, French bread, and steamed veggies he was serving up for dinner.

		“Tell me about him,” he urged her, setting the plate of food in front of her on the table.

		“He’s nothing at all like you,” she began, taking a sip of the delicious Chardonnay they were drinking. “Joel isn’t a tall guy, like you are; he’s no muscleman either. And his dick isn’t nearly as big or thick as yours.”

		“Sounds ideal, I can see why you fell for him,” Clark commented wryly, cutting off a piece of his salmon.

		She laughed and ate some of her dinner. When she had swallowed, she took another sip of wine and then said, “He’s intense; I guess you’d have to say. He’s a nonconformist, a rebel, in a way. Joel wears an earring in his right ear lobe and his hair is long and sort of shaggy. He has a neatly-trimmed black beard, too, and I just love that.”

		“What does he do for a living?”

		“He’s a journalist,” she answered proudly; “he’s currently an editor on a small local paper, as well as their opinion columnist. And he has an article that has been accepted but not yet published by one of the prestigious east coast magazines.”

		“He sounds interesting. Where did you two meet?”

		“At school; he majored in journalism at UCLA, where I took my Marketing degree,” she said, eating some more of the delectable salmon steak. “We met, fell in love, got married; the old story, I guess.”

		“And now you travel, while he stays home?”

		“Yeah, and we’re still very much in love, despite appearances to the contrary,” she said, glancing down at the robe which was the only thing between her and complete nakedness.

		“So, I take it he doesn’t know about me…about us?”

		Brie looked over at Clark, so self-assured, so in control of every situation. Deciding the shake up his little world a bit, she casually remarked, “Oh, he knows just where I am, who I’m with, and what we’re up to. We tell each other everything.”

		Clark looked stunned. He said incredulously, “Your husband knows that you’re spending the night with me?”

		“He does, and he very much approves,” she said. “We sort of have this… arrangement.”

		“An arrangement?” Clark asked woodenly, still clearly shocked by the fact that Brie’s husband knew all about their affair.

		Brie realized at that moment that this being a hotwife was beneficial in all kinds of unexpected ways. She was learning some things about herself that she hadn’t suspected before this.

		She’d enjoyed teasing poor Joel earlier on the phone a lot more than she had ever expected that she would. And now, she was elated that she had managed to surprise Clark with her wanton ways as much as she obviously had!

		“Have you ever heard the term…‘hotwife’?”

		“No, I can’t say that I have,” Clark answered warily.

		“Well, a hotwife is a married woman who sleeps with whomever she pleases, whenever she pleases and she has her husband’s full approval to do so,” Brie said matter of factly. “Joel and I have a policy: whatever I do when I’m outside LA is strictly my business, not his. If I want to tell him some of the details, I can, but he doesn’t insist that I do.”

		She drank another sip of her wine and went on to say, “When I’m back home, I’m a good and dutiful and very faithful—wife—but when I’m out on the road, like I am now, I’m entirely on my own and I can do just as I please.”

		Clark was silent for almost a full minute, as he processed all of that. Then he smiled, lifted his own glass and toasted her, saying, “That’s so cool. This Joel must be quite a guy.”

		“He is,” she said simply, toasting him right back.

		

		....

		

		“Go slow,” she urged him. “You’re so fucking big!”

		Even though her asshole was oozing lubricant, Clark’s huge cock head was having trouble penetrating the tight ring of her sphincter muscles. She was on her hands and knees in front of him and he was kneeling behind her on the bed.

		“Ugh! Oh, oh, I don’t know that this was such a good idea!” She gasped out the words as he finally was able to force his smooth prick head past her resisting muscles and into her tight sheath.

		Clark sighed and said, “It seems like a great idea to me, Brie. Your little ass is even tighter than that great pussy of yours!”

		She smiled ruefully back over her shoulder at him, fighting not to grimace as he drove another few inches of his prick into her butt and said, “It may be great for you, but trust me, it’s not so good from my side yet!”

		Clark smiled back and thrust most of the rest of the way into her as he spoke, saying, “This was your idea, you know. And of course, I went along readily enough. I don’t get much anal with a cock like mine, so this is a rare treat.”

		She shuddered as she strained to adjust to his mammoth girth and extraordinary length. At last she murmured, “I love anal, and I’m sure I’ll love this…eventually. Just keep playing with my clit, darling, and give me time to get used to how huge you are!”

		Clark was only too happy to do as she asked, keeping his cock still inside her for the moment, and toying with her clitty. She moaned and closed her eyes, saying, “Oh, that’s it! Keep doing that and everything will be fine!”

		In less than a minute, Brie moaned softly, “That feels so great, and I’m even getting to like the feel of your big dick up my ass. Go slow, but you can start fucking me back there any time you like!”

		In a few more minutes, Brie was eagerly thrusting her ass back to meet his strokes, berthing his incredible prick as deeply in her as she could get it. She sighed, “Oh, oh, it feels so hot…like fire up my ass! But at the same time, it’s wonderful, somehow.”

		She cooed, “Fuck me, Clark, fuck me hard, right up the ass, and make me come again!”

		Clark groaned with delight and really started to give it to her. She whinnied like a satisfied mare that was being serviced by the stallion of all stallions and shook her butt for him as he reamed it.

		

		....

		

		“Just a little something to remember me by,” she whispered, dropping to her knees in the living room and reaching for his zipper.

		“Oh, oh, fuck, Brie,” Clark gasped as she drew out his soft cock and began to lick and suck it. “You’re the hottest woman I’ve ever met!”

		She looked up lovingly at him with her big green eyes and sucked even harder, swirling her tongue around and around his cock head as she did so. In a matter of moments, he was hard.

		A minute after that, he was groaning steadily and leaning over to stroke her hair as she blew him. More than half his huge cock was disappearing down her throat with each head bob, and she knew he could see his prick knob gliding up and down her long throat with each pass.

		“Oh, oh, fuck, but you’re good!” He sighed out the compliment as his big balls started to tighten in their hair sac.

		“Don’t hold back,” she cautioned him, gasping for breath as she drew her lips off his cock for a moment and looked up at him. “I want it all. I want to swallow all of it for you, while you watch!”

		“Jesus, Jesus,” he moaned ecstatically as she began to suck him again in earnest, “you’re fucking unbelievable, Brie!”

		Her tongue went crazy on his cock head and she gulped down his steady outpouring of pre-come fluid hungrily, anticipating swallowing his rich, hot come!

		She didn’t have long to wait. Clark moaned loudly and thrust his cock into her throat as deep as it would go and cut loose!

		What seemed like a gallon of ball juice flooded her mouth and she swallowed it greedily. Clark seemed to have trouble staying on his feet, as his knees threatened to buckle and he sighed, “Oh, oh, fuck, you look so sexy, swallowing all of that hot goop!”

		It’s delicious! Brie told herself, gulping down another big mouthful and sucking for more. His come is so thick…so warm…so delectable!

		Mouthful after mouthful slid down her throat and still he came. At last, she sensed that he was almost through, and she opened her mouth and jacked the last few spurts of the pearly white cream onto her tongue while he watched.

		Still staring up at him, she swallowed it right down. Licking her lips to get the last of his semen, she let his soft cock fall back against his boxers.

		“God, I think that was the best blowjob I’ve ever had in my whole life!”

		She got to her feet and said, “I won’t have to eat much breakfast this morning, darling. That was a lot of come to feed a girl so early in the day!”

		He threw his arms around her and whispered, “Don’t even bother to check into the hotel next time. You can stay here for your entire visit.”

		She giggled and kissed him on the cheek, as she said, “What would the good folks in accounting say about that, I wonder? A visit to Portland with no expenses at all, except my airline ticket; that would raise some eyebrows at the home office for sure!”

		“Check in, then, but come directly here. Don’t even unpack.”

		She smiled at him and said, “Sounds like you can’t wait to see me again.”

		“I can’t. If I had my way, you’d never leave.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		Seattle Again – Joaquin, The First Time

		

		The flight up to Seattle was short and Brie thought about Clark the whole way. He was so dreamy to be with!

		She kept on reliving their nights together and smiling. He was magnificent in bed.

		That pretty much went without saying.

		But he was so kind, so funny, so loving as well! Clark Spicer was everything most women wanted in a man, and more!

		She thought about Joel down in LA and a wave of guilt flooded over her. She acknowledged to herself, although she would never acknowledge this to her husband, I could really fall for him, if I let myself. He’s dangerous, and I know it. Being around Clark Spicer is like playing with dynamite in a room full of lit candles!

		The problem was, she loved being around him. She absolutely adored it!

		“I shouldn’t see him anymore, outside the office,” she murmured aloud, knowing all the while that she would ignore her own advice.

		The man seated next to her on the small commuter plane started and asked, “Did you say something, miss?”

		“Just talking out loud to myself,” she apologized with a slightly flustered smile, “bad habit of mine.”

		

		....

		

		Her morning meeting had gone much better than expected. Aaron Anderson had signed a purchase order for a boatload of semiconductors and almost as many circuit boards.

		She had felt as if she wasn’t even there, in his office, as she spoke to him. Her mind kept wandering back to Clark and the magic time they had spent together!

		Now, she grabbed her bag and headed out to the rental car desk. She barely had time to check into her hotel, change into her working clothes, and make it on time to the restaurant where she was scheduled to have lunch with that witch, Sylvia Connors, from the systems design outfit.

		From their first meeting and her chat with Brad Fischer, Brie had concluded that Sylvia was a real bitch to deal with. But deal with her she must; after all, that was her job!

		She got to the restaurant; a place called the Six Seven, right on time and went inside. It was very nice, with a spectacular view of the bay, and she had no sooner sat down at her requested window table, than Sylvia showed up.

		The older woman seemed much friendlier this time and Brie was glad she’d had Brad talk to the travel girl about this lunch reservation. Perhaps it was the view; maybe it was the expensive wine Brie ordered for them to accompany the very pricey lunch, but she ended up walking away and hour and a half later with a very nice order, much bigger than the first one!

		

		....

		

		Her afternoon meeting with Wes Walker, however, turned out to be another bust. She just couldn’t seem to make any headway with him.

		He was really a Jenner guy through and through, and nothing Brie could say or do could shake his allegiance to her arch-rival. Again, he gave her a miniscule order for some things his company couldn’t do without and sent her packing.

		Back in her room, she changed out of her suit and into a pretty, low-cut summer dress. True, it was Seattle and it wasn’t quite summer yet, but it was balmy enough. And besides, she didn’t intend to leave the hotel tonight anyway.

		After she had called Joel at home and reported on her trip so far—leaving out all of the scorching details of her stay at Clark’s house, promising once again the fill him in on all of that when she got home—she broke the connection and dropped her cell phone back into her purse. It rang almost immediately and, checking the caller ID, she saw that it was Clark!

		“Hey, I was just talking about you, handsome,” she said in a flirty tone.

		“Oh, who was that with?”

		“My husband, who else,” she countered, “he wanted to know more details about our nights together.”

		“And did you give them to him, you little vixen?”

		“When I get home,” she teased him unmercifully, dropping her voice to a sexy whisper. “I intend to tell him all of our naughty secrets, as I’m sucking his cock.”

		Clark laughed and said, “You must be even more talented than I thought. It’s probably difficult, talking with your mouth full.”

		She giggled and said, “Wouldn’t you like to know?”

		“Yeah, I kind of would,” he whispered back intently, his voice taking on an excited, eager tone. “God, I miss you already, Brie. I can’t wait to see you again!”

		Her heart started to pound and she said wistfully, “I miss you, too, Clark. I really do, and I know I shouldn’t. I’m married to someone else, after all.”

		There was an awkward silence. After a long moment, he said, “I know that, but I’m crazy about you anyway, Brie. You’re all I think about now, after seeing you this time.”

		His words both thrilled her and frightened her as well. She felt the exact same way, if she let herself think about it.

		So far, she had been successful at not allowing herself to do that much. Her job had kept her busy up until now, and she fully intended to go down to the bar, get hammered, eat dinner, and come up back up to her room.

		It was only then that she intended to let her thoughts dwell on Clark and how much she missed him. She had resolved to have her vibrator firmly in hand as she did so, and to “jill” off her pussy until she fell into an exhausted, drunken sleep!

		“Listen, I’ve got to go,” she said into the phone. “I’m famished, so I intend to go down and eat something.”

		“I wish you were at your usual hotel in Portland,” he murmured, “I’d come right over and buy you dinner. Then I’d take you upstairs, to your room, and…”

		She cut him off by saying, “I know what you’d do then, you big horndog. My ass is still a little sore from last night, I’ll have you know!”

		He laughed and said, “It’s your own fault. You wanted me to do that.”

		She gave him a low, naughty giggle and said, “I know. And it was so great, even though it did hurt a little bit.”

		There was another silence. He finally said, “Two weeks, huh; you won’t be back for another two weeks?”

		“That’s the way the schedule falls,” she said listlessly.

		“Well, I can at least call you a few times before then,” he whispered.

		“Not too many times, Romeo,” she teased him. “That would just drive us both crazy.”

		“Not over once a day; I promise,” he said, breaking the connection.

		She sat smiling at the phone for a long time before she finally put it away, thinking, I hope he does call that often. I’ll miss him, too!

		

		....

		

		Brie sat at the bar and had four drinks, as fast as she could drink them. She wanted to get blotto, but not too blotto; just enough to stop thinking about Clark!

		The booze didn’t seem to be helping with that. He was nearly all she thought about as she sat there, gulping down the scotch and sodas like the town drunk.

		Once inside the dining room, Brie ate a meal consisting of chicken and pasta with some sort of tasteless tomato sauce and parmesan cheese which purported to be Chicken Parmesan. If it was, it was the worst version of that dish that Brie had ever had the misfortune to encounter.

		She finished it and the wine she had been drinking. As she was waiting for the waiter to return with her company credit card, she heard a male voice say, “Ah, the lovely Brie. I hope your meal was perfect?”

		Looking up, she saw handsome, debonair Joaquin Alvarez standing next to her booth in the dining room. She smiled at him and said, “Actually, it was very mediocre, but I won’t hold it against you; if you’ll buy me another drink in the bar, that is?”

		“Delighted to do so, my dear,” he said, smiling, showing all of his perfect, very white teeth.

		The waiter came back just then with her receipt and the credit card, which she signed including a generous tip—she didn’t think it was the waiter’s fault that the cook was only fair—and took Joaquin’s offered arm. She stood rather uncertainly and allowed herself to be led back into the cocktail lounge.

		

		....

		

		“I’m really starting to feel these,” she said, doubtfully eyeing her Chivas and soda. “I probably should go back up to my room.”

		“Allow me to escort you,” he offered gallantly, sipping his own Canadian whiskey. “I am now off duty, but it still wouldn’t do to have a guest who is slightly tipsy wandering about our hotel.”

		She took a big sip of her drink before saying, “Okay, that sounds good to me. I’d be grateful for the arm to lean on.”

		They each finished their cocktails and then Joaquin offered her his arm and helped her get down from the barstool. He escorted her out of the lounge and over to the elevators,

		Brie glanced at the clock behind the registration desk and saw that it was just past nine in the evening. She had been drinking steadily since six-thirty, with time out to eat the so-so chicken, so it was no wonder she felt more than slightly inebriated.

		So much for me not being much of a drinker, she thought as the elevator car got there and they stepped into it. I’m turning into a real lush!

		She was on the third floor, so they were at the door to her room in no time. Brie fumbled with the key card until Joaquin took it from her and swiped it through the lock.

		The door opened right away and she stepped inside, with him following, holding the door open. Once on the other side, however, he closed it and stood looking at her expectantly.

		What the hell? She thought, throwing caution to the wind. I’m drunk. He’s gorgeous. And I’m suddenly horny as hell again!

		She moved into his embrace and their lips met for the first time. Brie didn’t experience the same sort of electric excitement she did with Clark, but it was still nice.

		When Joaquin’s tongue demanded admittance seconds later, she didn’t hesitate. Brie sucked at it as if it were a cock and she knew right then that he was going to fuck her, and soon!

		She made him use the condoms in her travel case. Joaquin was a player, if she’d ever seen one, and he probably slept with lots of different women.

		So did Clark, for that matter, but he’d seemed much less likely to pass on some sort of disease than Joaquin did. Was it because this guy was Hispanic, and Clark wasn’t. Was she secretly prejudiced, way down deep?

		Who cares? She thought as she let him strip her clothes off. I’m going to let him fuck me…so how prejudiced can I be?

		

		....

		

		And fuck her he did; all night long. She sucked his cock for him and discovered that Joaquin was hung!

		He wasn’t quite as long or as thick as Clark was, but he was bigger than Nick, and much bigger than Joel. She loved the way his brown dick curved upward in a small arc; just right for teasing a girl’s g-spot while he fucked her!

		“Oh, Brie, you’re magnificent,” he gasped.

		It was two in the morning, and she was giving him the blowjob of a lifetime. Her saliva had gotten thick and glue-like; she had been sucking him so long. And her jaws ached, but she was happy.

		Joaquin was nearly out of his mind with joy! He groaned constantly and thrust his hips up off the bed as she came down on him, burying his lengthy dick in her throat all the way up to his balls with each down-stroke.

		He had her blonde hair between his fists and was pulling lightly on it, forcing even more of his dick into her mouth. She didn’t mind at all.

		Brie wanted him to hurt her a little, to pull her hair hard. She wanted him to come in her mouth. She was dying to taste his spunk!

		“Uggghhhhhhhhhhhh!” He cried out all at once, his fists jerking her hair, his cock pulsing inside her throat. “Oh, fuck, here it is, babe. Swallow it! Oh, God, swallow it for me!”

		She did. There was a bucketful of it, surprising her, after she had spent the night watching him fill up rubber after rubber with spunk as he’d come in her pussy.

		I guess I could catch something from doing this, too, she thought as the first big mouthful slid down her throat. I don’t care right now; I’m so turned on by this handsome stud that I’m just dying to suck him off all the way, just like this!

		

		....

		

		I shouldn’t let him, she thought as he slid into her butt an hour later. I’m still a little sore from last night, with Clark.

		But before she even knew it, Joaquin’s condom-sheathed cock was all the way up her ass and he was playing with her clit just the way she loved it! The friction felt so right, somehow. It hurt, but she wanted it; she wanted it bad!

		“Oh, fuck me,” she all but begged him a few minutes later, looking back over her shoulder at the muscular, handsome man behind her. “Fuck my ass hard, Joaquin. Come in me…please come in me!”

		“Jesus Christo, but you’re a wild one,” he gasped, ramming her trim ass as deep as his cock would go. “You’re something else, Brie. You’re like no other woman I’ve fucked before!”

		Mmmmmmmmm, that’s good, she thought. He thinks I’m special. They all think I’m special—so I guess I must be!

		The important part was that she was going to come on his driving cock. She felt her clit throb and her asshole clasp in time with her pussy contracting.

		“Oh, oh, fuck,” she wailed, “I’m coming! Oh, Joaquin-darling, fuck me some more, pleaaaassseee!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		Second Night In Seattle

		

		She could have flown home on the late night plane, but she didn’t. Instead, she elected to extend her stay another night and leave in the mid-morning hour, when there was little traffic on the freeways and the airport was less busy.

		Of course that wasn’t the real reason she’d stayed over in Seattle the second night. Joaquin had asked her to go out salsa dancing with him that night and she wanted to go. He seemed to be truly infatuated with her and she had discovered that she loved fucking him!

		This is really out-of-bounds, Brie kept telling herself as she primped in front of the bathroom mirror. Brad Fischer and Davidson are liable to give me shit about staying a second night, since my last meeting was this afternoon, but I don’t care.

		Brie liked what she saw in the mirror. She had gone shopping at Nordstrom this morning and bought a whole new outfit to wear on her “date” tonight.

		Besides, when they see the sales figures from this trip, they’ll shut up fast enough, she thought confidently. She was selling rings around Brad in his old territory and both of her bosses knew it. Another night in Seattle at the plush hotel was a small price to pay for success like hers!

		She sighed. Clark had called earlier and she had talked to him for over an hour!

		Joel had called, too, but she’d only spent minutes with him on the phone. Her pussy had gotten wet while she was talking to Clark, whereas she had only gotten mildly excited when she was talking to her husband.

		I feel a little guilty about what I did with Joaquin last night, she admitted to herself. But I find myself feeling guilty of cheating on CLARK, not Joel!

		“God, I’m getting to be so fucked up!” She said the words aloud in the stillness of her suite.

		What did all this mean, really? Did she love Joel or Clark? She didn’t know anymore!

		And what was Joaquin’s role in this whole mess? Where did Hub, up in Cheyenne, fit into the puzzle that her life had suddenly become?

		If I was in Cheyenne tonight, instead of being in Seattle, I bet I’d end up in a room at the Plains with my cowboy cutie, and he’d be balling my brains loose!

		The thought disgusted her, thrilled her, and overwhelmed her—all at the same time! She had never thought of herself as being a “bad girl” before, and it was wildly fun to be one of those, she was fast discovering!

		Brie had always been spectacularly pretty and well built, but she’d never taken full advantage of that fact before now; not really. She had been too restricted by her hovering parents in high school.

		And during her first year at UCLA, she had been so intimidated by the academic competition, LA in general—as opposed to the small town in Michigan where she’d grown up—and the huge campus in particular, that she had barely left her dorm room, except to attend classes or go to the library. Oh, she’d dated a little, it was true.

		But most of those boys were as nerdy as her, so little had happened, sexually speaking. She’d given a few blowjobs and one or two of them had fucked her after she’d gotten too drunk at some party to resist their advances.

		On the whole, she’d been a good girl until her sophomore and junior years. She felt more acclimated to college life by then, and she’d sown some wild oats.

		Brie had dated lots of guys during that two year period, and she’d sucked most of them off and swallowed their spunk. She’d let quite a few of them fuck her, too; so she was no stranger to cock!

		Then she had met Joel and her life had changed once more. It had stabilized, some would have said.

		Thinking back on it now, she realized that it had gotten very boring as well! Maybe that’s what this new Brie was all about. She was tired of being bored all the time and, now that she had been given this golden opportunity to be completely free, she was once again acting wild and carefree, as far as her sex life went.

		Fucking Joaquin last night had been a lot of fun, period; that was the whole extent of it. Joel and Clark were another matter entirely.

		She loved her husband and she might be falling in love with Clark a little. That was really dangerous, and she knew it.

		Joaquin was just eye candy that she fucked when she felt like it. And tonight—she admitted to herself as she gazed at the incredibly hot blonde girl in the mirror—she felt like doing it again!

		After all, what was the harm? Joel knew she was going out dancing with a handsome young guy. He knew she’d probably let him take her to bed.

		Clark wasn’t aware of her actions up here in Seattle. But he had no real claim on her as of yet, the way Joel had.

		He was just another guy she liked to fuck. The burgeoning hotwife stared at her sexy image in the mirror and smiled provocatively.

		“God, Brie, you’re such a little slut at heart!” She told her looking-glass self proudly, and then burst out into giggles…

		

		....

		

		The club, such as it was, turned out to be a big, barn-like affair. It was very dark inside the huge space that had once served as a warehouse, the only light provided by an enormous disco ball suspended over the dance floor, the lighted bar area off to one side, and some neon beer signs that glowed along the wall over the bar.

		Loud, incredibly infectious-sound salsa music blared from speakers that had been suspended from the rafters. The beat was everywhere and Brie felt it possessing her, calling to her!

		She and Joaquin had downed several cocktails at the hotel, all on the house for the Food and Beverage Manager and his date, of course; so she was feeling a little light-headed already as soon as they walked into the place at a little after nine. She drank the fruity daiquiri that Joaquin had bought her and looked around the club.

		They were seated at a small table, just off the huge dance floor, and the club was about half full, but it was filling up fast. Couples and singles came streaming through the main door, despite what Brie had thought to be a stiff cover charge. Here and there, sat a larger group of patrons, gathered around a cluster of small tables that had been shoved together; most of the revelers were in their twenties or early thirties, and a good portion of them were obviously Hispanic.

		The ladies all wore colorful dresses and Brie felt right at home in her bright crimson blouse, which featured a plunging neckline that really showed off her cleavage, her skintight black slacks, and the Ferragamo pumps with four inch heels. Joaquin looked like the quintessential Latin stud in his fancy shirt—which he had opened three more buttons down the front of as soon as they’d pulled out of the hotel parking lot—his tight black trousers and his Hispanic hipster shoes.

		He looked like some sort of Latin gigolo, but that was alright with Brie. After all, she looked a little slutty herself tonight, so they made up a fun, sexy couple!

		No sooner had they sat down than a slow, sensual number started thumping out of the big speakers. Joaquin asked her to dance and she practically climbed him like a tree once they were out on the floor.

		The only way they could have gotten any closer was if he unzipped his pants and fed his monster cock into her wet pussy as they danced! Her cheek was on his bare chest, due to his almost unbuttoned shirt and she could feel his heart beating against her skin.

		His prick was already half hard. She could feel it pulsing with life and excitement against her thigh as she all but raped him out on the dance floor.

		The song ended and an up-tempo number started. A bit reluctantly, they separated and started to dance to it.

		Brie really shook her ass for him and he did the same for her. She was so hot for him by the time the song ended that she could barely restrain herself from dragging him out in the parking lot, throwing him in the back seat of his car and fucking him right there!

		She inhaled the rest of her daiquiri back at the table and ordered another. Brie was so excited at the thought of enjoying Joaquin’s huge cock again tonight that she thought about leaving early, after a few more drinks and a few more dances.

		The liquor she had consumed tonight kicked in just then and she leaned across the table and whispered, “I want to suck your cock so bad!”

		That made his brown eyes light up and he whispered in return, “We’ll leave and you can do that soon enough. I want to dance with you a little more first.”

		He leaned back, grinning, and said, “You’re such a hot blonde, Brie. I want to show you off to my friends a little before I take you back to the room and fuck you. Can you blame me?”

		She smiled and knew she was blushing. As a woman who was more than a little sympathetic to the feminist cause, she knew she should be offended by his statement, but she wasn’t; she found that she enjoyed being showed off as some sort of gringa trophy piece of ass!

		“Who are we impressing?” She asked the question as she glanced around the club.

		“See that big group over there, two tables away?”

		Looking to her right, she saw the group he was pointing out. It was made up of young Latin types like Joaquin, both women and men. Most of them were brown, but a few of them were black.

		“Well, let’s give them a little show, shall we, darling?”

		He grinned again and stood up when she did. Taking her in his arms, he glided on the dance floor, toward the on looking crowd.

		When they were right in front of them, she raised her eyebrows suggestively and he got the idea and leaned down and kissed her. He made sure they could see the bump his tongue made against her right cheek as he moved it around inside her mouth!

		“Ooh, Joaquin’s gonna’ get some white girl pussy tonight!” She heard one female voice say.

		“That’s for sure, mama,” said a deep, black-sounding voice. “Look at that little cunt eat him up out on the floor!”

		Brie felt her clit jerk at that comment and pressed her breasts even tighter against Joaquin’s broad chest. She was so hot she could barely stand it; Joaquin’s friends knowing that the two of them were going to fuck later was an incredible turn on!

		“You look like you want a piece of that tight little white ass, too, Renaldo,” a girl’s voice teased.

		“Wouldn’t mind it,” the deep black voice replied lazily, “that bitch is nothing but hot; look at her sucking on Keen’s tongue!”

		The song ended and they sat back down. Two fresh daiquiris awaited them and they drank them down greedily and ordered two more.

		“Do they call you that; your friends…‘Keen’?”

		“Some of them do. It’s short for Joaquin, you know?”

		“I figured,” she replied.

		“Hey, Keen, you mind if I have one dance with your lady?” The voice was deep and sounded black.

		She looked up and smiled at Renaldo, the man who had been talking about her when she’d been out on the dance floor just now. He was gorgeous!

		“Brie, this is my pal, Renaldo Vargas, he’s from Puerto Rico, originally, but his family moved to Seattle when he was still little,” Joaquin said with a sly smile, “he can bare speak Spanish. I don’t know why I hang out with him.”

		“Chinga su madre, motherfucker,” Renaldo said with a grin, reaching down and taking Brie’s hand.

		Brie knew just enough Spanish to know that the phrase he had just used was a curse, but she didn’t know what it meant. Luckily, Joaquin just grinned and motioned for her to join her friend out on the dance floor.

		Renaldo moved like a lithe black panther, when it came to dancing. He held her tight in his massive arms and crushed her chest to his.

		This guy is even better built than Clark, Brie realized. He’s got muscles on top of muscles and no waist at all!

		He struck her as being handsome as hell, too. With his shaved head, gleaming black skin and muscular body, he was every girl’s secret ebony fantasy come to life!

		Brie had never been with a black guy before. Oh, she had danced with several at parties back in college, but there had been no black families in the town in Michigan where she’d grown up, so there had been no black kids in her grade school or high school classes.

		Like every white woman, she supposed, she had daydreamed about fucking a black cock, or sucking one. She trembled at the very taboo thought of that and asked herself, why not? I’m a hotwife now, so I can fuck anyone I like; why not a black guy?

		She had to admit, she found the idea tantalizing, now that she thought about it. And, being in hunky Renaldo’s embrace, she thought about it a lot, all of a sudden!

		

		....

		

		It was nearing ten-thirty, and she wanted to leave the club and go back to the hotel, so that she could fuck Keen for the rest of the night. And yet she didn’t.

		Renaldo had all but abandoned the group of people he’d been with when they arrived to sit at their table. He’d asked her to dance almost as many times as Joaquin had, and she’d said yes every single time.

		He was dreamy to dance with, and she loved the way he held her tight. She found herself secretly hoping that he’d ask for her cell number with the intention of getting together with her—just he two of them—the next time she was in Seattle!

		That hadn’t happened yet, but he did seem interested in her. His dick got really hard when they danced slow ones together, for one thing, and that was sure sign that a guy wanted you, in Brie’s limited experience.

		And it was a huge one, too. She couldn’t tell exactly how big it was—Renaldo was wearing a pair of jeans that was extremely tight—but she knew it was sizeable.

		As she returned from the ladies’ restroom, she found the two men whispering animatedly together at the table. Renaldo stood up as soon as she joined them and announced that he was off to visit the men’s room.

		“Ask her, while I’m gone, man,” he said enigmatically to Keen as he left them.

		“Ask me what?” Brie said, sitting down and sipping her fresh daiquiri.

		“Renaldo wants to join us tonight, back in your hotel room,” Keen said casually.

		“B-But what about…you know…” she asked, bewildered by this turn of events.

		Didn’t Keen want to fuck her tonight? Was he really more interested in continuing to party with Renaldo than in having her suck his cock?

		“Oh, we’ll still get busy when we get there,” Keen explained. “He wants to fuck you, too, Brie; to double-team you, with me. We’ve done it lots of times before, with lots of different girls.”

		Brie’s mouth dropped open. A sort of mini-gangbang; that was what the two men were envisioning, she realized.

		Do I really want to do THAT? She asked herself the question as she tipped back her drink and drained it in three big gulps.

		Hell, yes, I do! She surprised herself by answering…

		

		

		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		Two Into One

		

		Brie would later tell herself that she’d only agreed to this because of all the daiquiris she’d drunk that night. But deep down, she knew that wasn’t why at all.

		She found herself alone with sexy Keen and gorgeous, very black Renaldo, because she was curious as to what it would be like to be in bed with two studs at once!

		And now she was going to find out. Renaldo was taking off her blouse while Keen was stripping off her tight pants.

		The two men were already naked to the waist and she was admiring their chests while they stripped her. She already knew what Joaquin looked like naked, and she had been very impressed by his physique last night.

		Renaldo was something else again. He was little short of magnificent.

		His chest was huge, chiseled and ripped with muscle. As she’d noticed out on the dance floor, his waist was tiny, especially for such a big man, and his abs were truly shaped like an old-fashioned washboard; all rippley and delicious-looking!

		“Now for the best part, little mama,” he said as removed her bra and tossed it on the carpet and his hands moved down to his own waist.

		His legs reminded her of two tree trunks as the jeans slid down them, and his boxers were showing an enormous bulge in front. Renaldo kicked out of his athletic shoes and bent over to remove his white socks and pull off the jeans.

		When he straightened back up, he doffed the boxers. Brie felt her breath tighten in her lungs.

		This guy’s dick was even bigger and thicker than Clark’s! It was at least a foot long and as big around as a coke can!

		The head was massive and helmet-shaped. Most pricks in porno movies weren’t this large!

		“That’s a big cock!” She could help but say as she stared at it.

		“Oh, it’ll fit, don’t you worry about that,” he said as he grinned at her, stroking it slowly to full hardness.

		“Maybe we can’t both fuck you at once, one in your ass and the other in your pussy,” Keen said doubtfully. “Your little holes may be too tight for that. But we can take turns fucking them…all night long, if you want.”

		I want, Brie thought shamelessly, her pussy absolute oozing out lube and her nipples getting as hard as a pair of pebbles. GOD, do I want that!

		

		....

		

		She let Keen fuck her first, since he had already had her a number of times last night and this morning, and she was sure she could take his larger-than-average cock without any problems. Lying on her back in the middle of the king size bed in her hotel room, she eagerly hunched hips up off the mattress to meet his thrusts, loving how her handsome Latin lover felt inside her!

		Renaldo kneeled right next to her head, so she could lick and suck his gigantic black cock while his buddy nailed her to the bed. Brie was in cock-heaven!

		Her new lover’s prick was enormous and it tasted divine. She loved it ebony color and the way it shone with her spittle as she ran her tongue up and down its very impressive length.

		The thing throbbed as it lay on her face while she licked his balls. Brie felt as if she was surrounded by hard, pulsing prick meat and she loved it!

		This is so cool, she told herself joyously. Just as soon as Keen blows his load in me, Renaldo’s going to slip this monster into my hot little pussy!

		Renaldo moved back a little, dragging his cock over her lips until the head was lined up with them. She willingly turned her head to face him, so that he could fuck her face for a while.

		So big, she thought, this huge black thing barely fits in my stretched-open lips. How’s it going to feel when it’s driving deep inside my pussy?

		She didn’t know, but she wanted desperately to find out! Brie remembered that Clark’s enormous white cock had felt uncomfortable at first, but she’d grown to love being fucked by it!

		This one’s probably going to be the same; she thought hopefully, I bet by morning, I love it, too!

		“Oh, Brie, baby,” Keen gasped at that moment and started to come in the condom he wore. “Your little pussy is to damned tight! I can’t last any longer this time!”

		“That’s alright, bro,” Renaldo’s deep voice rumbled just then. “Let me take a turn inside that tiny pink snatch. I’ll stretch it out for you a bit.”

		He pulled his massive dick from her lips and reached over for a condom. As she watched, on the edge of a roaring climax herself, he tore open the packet and rolled the big white latex sheath onto his over-sized black shaft.

		Keen pulled his limp dick out of her juicy confines and scooted out of the way, so that his pal could take his place. Renaldo grinned down at her as he set the head of his swollen prick against her puffed out pink lips.

		“Ever take one this big before, little girl?”

		She smiled up at him through heavy-lidded eyes and said, “Not quite as big as you, honey, but big enough. Come on, fuck me, handsome; fuck me hard and make me come!”

		Renaldo nodded that he would and eased his dick into her slowly. She bit her lower lip to keep from crying out as he pried her open and filled her with more hard cock than she had ever experienced before.

		At last, she felt his nuts swing against her asshole and knew that he was all the way inside of her. The feeling was indescribable, really.

		Brie felt so full that she feared she’d burst open if he really started giving it to her hard and deep, the way she craved it. But Renaldo had years of experience at fucking tight little white pussies just like hers.

		He took his time with her, letting her get acclimated to his foot-long cock and soon she was cooing in his ear, “Oh, that’s starting to feel so fine! Fuck me, baby, fuck me hard and make me come and come on that monster cock of yours!”

		She glanced over at the digital clock and smiled. It was a little after eleven. They had all night together, and she meant to make the most of it!

		

		....

		

		“Yeah, oh, fuck, yeah, just like that!” Brie screamed out the words, banging her clenched fist on his wide black back, humping her pussy up to meet his lunges deep into her cunt.

		She was in fuck-heaven! Renaldo had already made her come twice, each time more intense than the last. And he showed no signs of slowing up!

		God, but this guy can fuck! He’s like some sort of big, black sex machine and that huge cock of his feels incredible in my tight little hole!

		“Oh, oh, fuck, I’m going to come again!” She panted out the sentence, gasping for air, breathless from all the fucking she was getting!

		Brie’s clit started to pulse again and she knew she was close. She closed her eyes and just let it happen!

		Another huge climax engulfed her. She wailed out her pleasure and opened her fists and dug her nails into her lover’s back, hanging on for dear life as he drilled her and drilled her.

		This was fucking as it was meant to be experienced. Renaldo fucked her just like Clark had done it. She’d loved it then. She loved it now!

		“Ugh! Take it, you hot little cunt!” Renaldo groaned as he cut loose inside her clasping pussy.

		Brie felt the rubber give way and the spunk start to flood her, but she didn’t care! Nothing mattered except how hard she was coming! Besides, his hot goo felt so nice inside her spasming pussy that she welcomed it!

		

		....

		

		“Why do I have to wear a rubber?” Keen inquired as she handed him back a condom. “Naldo didn’t.”

		Brie sighed. She could feel the spunk dripping out of her violated cunt right at that moment, as she was on her hands and knees in front of Keen.

		“You’re right,” she murmured. “He just came in me; what difference does it make if you do, too?”

		Keen tossed the rubber aside and set his hard dick against her juicy lips and pushed forward. She felt him slide all the way into her, and it felt so damned good!

		“Fuck me, baby,” she whispered encouragingly, smiling back over her shoulder at him. “I want you to.”

		“What about me, sexy mama?”

		Renaldo was sprawled out on his back against the pillows at the head of the bed. His huge cock was still limp and covered with traces of his pearly-white semen.

		She grinned at him as she lowered herself onto her elbows instead of her hands and bent to kiss his dick head. Brie whispered, “Don’t worry, darling. I can handle both of you at once; just watch me!”

		Renaldo sighed with satisfaction as she slipped his gooey cock into her lips and began to suck. Keen was banging away at her pussy noisily, and his hard fucking sounded obscene in the quite bedroom as his large-bore cock squished its way in and out of her come-flooded sheath.

		Again, Brie found herself in heaven. Renaldo’s dick tasted wonderful to her as it started to stiffen up in her mouth and throat. She swallowed his come eagerly and sucked even harder as she teased him with her tongue.

		Keen was really giving it to her with his big cock and she loved that, too! Getting fucked by two guys at once was next, but she didn’t fear it anymore.

		If anything, she wanted it. She wanted to try it.

		Being stuffed open by two enormous cocks at one time would probably hurt at first, but she didn’t care. She wanted these two handsome, horny men to enjoy her body any way they wished.

		She knew somehow that she’d love it, whatever they did to her. Because at heart, she was a total slut; and she found that she liked it. She really liked it!

		

		....

		

		Renaldo had bellowed like a bull when he’d come in her mouth, but she’d just kept on sucking and licking. There was so much spunk that had dripped out of the sides of her lips and down onto the bed, but she hadn’t cared a bit.

		Keen had creamed her pussy at the same time, and she’d come right along with the two men who were flooding both ends of her with jizz! It had been such a sexy feeling, taking both of their enormous loads at the same time; that Brie had come and come!

		When it was finally over, she’d rested her head on the bedspread and her left cheek now shone with a thick coating of spunk, too, from the puddle that had dripped down onto the bed while Renaldo had emptied his balls into her mouth.

		Again, Brie didn’t care. Normally, the idea of being covered in hot, slippery jism would have repelled her.

		But tonight, right now, she welcomed it. She wanted her lover’s to come in every hole she had, as often as they liked, and she coveted the feel of their slimy spunk on her skin; flowing down her throat, coating her, making her their fucktoy for the night!

		I want them to use me, she admitted to herself. I want them to debase me. To make me into their little cumdumpster!

		She was getting in touch with her true inner-slut tonight and she reveled in it. Tonight, she was Bad Brie, through and through, and it felt wonderful!

		

		....

		

		“Oh, oh, not both of you at once!” She pleaded with them as Renaldo finally inched his mammoth cock all the way up into her asshole and Keen knelt in front of her, teasing her wet, come-dripping cunt lips with the head of his hard dick.

		He paid no attention to her begging. Keen slid his huge cock head into her juicy entrance and pushed forward with his hips.

		“Uggghhhhhhhhhhhh! Oh, God, oh, God, it’s too much!” She groaned in pure agony as he breached her fully.

		His big nuts rested against Renaldo’s. She was sandwiched in between them, both of their throbbing cocks deep in her belly and her ass!

		“Oh, oh, it’s too much cock!” She whined out her protest.

		“No such thing as too much cock for you, princess,” Renaldo whispered in her ear as he began to fuck her from behind.

		She squealed in pain but he paid no attention, continuing to glide his monster cock in and out of her clenching asshole. Keen leaned in and whispered in her other ear, “Naldo’s right, baby; ain’t no such thing as too much cock for a little ‘ho like you!”

		Brie hung, suspended, between them as they continued to use her body. Keen’s cock began to feel nice against her clit, but Naldo’s still felt like a tree trunk that had been driven into her ass.

		The guys fucked her slowly, letting her get used to being double-penetrated by two huge dicks. She clung to Keen and moaned into his ear softly, “Oh, God, it is too much, really!”

		“Give it another minute, babe,” he murmured back, rubbing his chest up against her tits, massaging them with his muscular pecs. “You’re the hottest babe I’ve ever fucked, Brie. I think you’re going to love being doubled.”

		Maybe I am, but I doubt it, Brie thought hopelessly to herself. His cock is starting to feel really great in my pussy, but the one in my ass…

		The seconds ticked by and the two men picked up the pace. Now Renaldo’s prick was lighting a fire in her asshole, but Keen’s was doing a lot towards making her pussy feel fantastic.

		“Here, let me help you enjoy it a little more,” Keen suddenly said, reaching down to fondle her clit as he fucked her.

		A new wave of sensation rippled through Brie’s cunt and right into her asshole. She sighed and gripped Keen even tighter in her arms and mashed her nipples against his big chest.

		His light manual stimulation was making all the difference. In less than a minute, Renaldo’s cock started to feel good gliding up and down in her backside.

		She heard him sigh into her ear, “Oh, babe, your little ass feels so tight and sweet around my prick! You’re an incredible fuck, Brie. The best I’ve ever had!”

		His enthusiastic words seemed to set off a new round of tremors in Brie’s clit. She groaned with pleasure for the first time and whispered, “It’s starting to feel so good, being double-fucked like this! Oh, God, fuck me, boys. Fuck me good!”

		A towering orgasm started to build within her body. She could tell it was going to be a huge one and she welcomed it.

		It was going to feel so great to come again, and she knew that their flat-out fucking was going to make her do just that. All restraint was gone now. The two muscular men were really banging their cocks into her from both sides and she felt her pussy clenching, right along with her tortured ass!

		“Oh, oh, fuck; what a big one!” She threw back her head and wailed out the words, the overpowering climax completely gripping her, tossing her about like a rag doll.

		She felt Renaldo explode into her ass and her orgasm ramped up a notch. Keen began to shoot wad after wad of hot, gooey come into her pussy and she felt herself on the brink of unconsciousness, it felt so fine!

		“Fuck me,” she screamed with utter abandon, “oh, God fuck me as hard as you want to in both my holes!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		Home Again – Big Changes

		

		Brie’s plane landed right on time at three-thirty, but she didn’t even think about going into the office. She’d emailed her sales reports from her tablet before she’d ever left the ground in Seattle, so she didn’t see the point.

		Fighting her way to New Century in the heavy afternoon traffic would have taken at least until four-fifteen or four-thirty. And then she’d spend another half hour returning calls and reading memos, plus conferring with both Brad Fischer and Davidson.

		After that, she’d have to fight her way home through the even heavier five-o’clock commute traffic. She was much too weary to do that.

		She headed directly for home instead, as soon as she’d retrieved her big bag from the baggage carousel and rolled it out to her car in long-term parking. Besides not getting hardly any sleep last night, her ass ached.

		Leaving LAX, she smiled as she remembered exactly why her butt hurt so much today. Those two studs from last night had loved doubling her so much, that they’d done it twice more before leaving her room at six o’clock this morning.

		The second time, Keen had been up her ass and Renaldo had done the honors as far as her pussy went. The third and final time, Naldo had again been deep in her thoroughly stretched out bottom and Keen had been banging away in her pussy!

		She couldn’t really complain. Brie had been egging them on, screaming for them to… “Fuck me harder, deeper; faster”. And they had!

		They had made her come like a crazy woman on their flying cocks every time. She had loved it, just like they said she would.

		But now she was paying the price. She drove like an old lady, unable to get comfortable in her seat.

		On the flight down from Seattle, she had gotten up several times and walked the aisle, likewise unable to settle into the airline seat and get comfortable. She had even gotten down her carry on bag and gone to the head once and put soothing aloe lotion up her abused asshole.

		Now, as she rolled into the carport at home, she got out of the car gingerly opened the trunk to unload her bags. Once inside the kitchen, she made herself a stiff drink and carried it into the master bedroom, intent on running herself a hot bath and adding Epsom salts, to further soothe her aching anus.

		On the way into the bathroom, she spotted something halfway across the bedroom that totally changed her life forever. A strange hair barrette was lying on the nightstand on her side of the bed!

		It wasn’t hers, she was sure of it. She didn’t even own one like that!

		The foreign-looking object was silver, about three inches long. It looked like the end of her marriage—as she had known it—lying there.

		Brie didn’t know how long she stood there, staring at it. But her drink was completely gone and there were just melting ice cubes left in the glass.

		She heard the screen door close in the kitchen and then her husband’s voice calling out, “So, you’re home. I’ve got news!”

		Turning, she glared at him and he stopped in mid-stride in the hallway. She said in a tone that was absolutely frosty, “I’ll just bet you do.”

		Brie’s eyes, blazing with anger, went from her husband’s face over to the nightstand and the damning barrette. His followed hers and shock registered on his face as he saw the other woman’s hair clip lying there.

		“I…I…can explain!” He stammered.

		“Really, can you? I’d love to hear that explanation!”

		Joel’s face assumed a look of pure panic. He cast around mentally for the promised explanation for long moments but no words came out of his mouth.

		“I sold the piece to the New Statesman,” he finally blurted, as if that would excuse his obvious cheating with another woman. “It’s got a firm publication date and they paid me for it: the check is in the mail.”

		Brie continued to regard him as if he were some exotic and not very attractive new species of insect. She finally said, without any feeling at all, “Congratulations.”

		“I just found out yesterday afternoon, at work. They called. I was elated, of course, so I told the whole office. We all went out and celebrated, right after work.”

		His wife’s gaze returned to the barrette. She asked, “Who was she?”

		Joel licked his lips nervously and said haltingly, “You…you remember Janice, from this year’s Christmas Party at my office? She’s the little redhead, with the freckles.”

		“With the big knockers,” she corrected him, “yeah, I remember big-assed, big-titted young Janice. I thought she was mooning over you clear back then, but I didn’t worry about it. After all, I’m a lot better looking than she is, even if she does have a humonguous rack on her!”

		“She went with us last night,” Joel rushed to add. “Hell, the whole gang was there, at the Shamrock.”

		Brie knew the Shamrock Bar & Grill well enough. It was a neighborhood café and bar where she and Joel had sometimes met for drinks right after work. They sometimes stayed for dinner as well. The Shamrock was cheap and accessible; it was just up the street and around the corner from their little subdivision.

		“Janice was drunk,” Joel went on. “She lives quite a ways from here, and she was too blotto to drive. We were the last ones at the bar, so I offered her the couch for the night.”

		He looked away guiltily and said, “She did start out on the couch. But she woke up in the middle of the night and came in here and climbed into bed with me.”

		Her husband looked at Brie pleadingly and finished with, “She was naked, babe, and like you say…she has those great tits going for her…”

		“And you just couldn’t resist fucking her, could you?”

		“No, I guess not,” Joel admitted, looking down at the carpet.

		There was a very awkward silence in the bedroom for what seemed like eternity. At last, Brie asked, “Was she good? Was she as good as me?”

		Joel looked up, panicked and babbled, “Hell, no, honey; no one’s as good as you in bed!”

		That’s what the guys I fuck out on the road all say, Brie thought bitterly.

		She knew she was way off base, reacting this way to Joel’s indiscretion. After all, she had spent the entire night last night in bed with two studs who had fucked her in every way a man could fuck a woman!

		“I’m going to take a bath,” she announced, striding over to her nightstand and seizing the offending hair clip.

		She threw it in the trash basket and turned to face Joel, saying, “I don’t want to be disturbed this evening. You can sleep out on the couch or you can go to a motel. I don’t give a damn, frankly. But I don’t want to see your face again tonight!”

		Brie turned and went into the bathroom, slamming the door and locking it behind her. She was still seething with anger.

		She knew it was unreasonable, untenable, uncalled for. She cheated on Joel regularly when she was on the road, and both of them knew it.

		But he had promised her when they’d started this whole hotwife thing that he wasn’t going to use her own promiscuity against her. He wasn’t going to take lovers of his own, to help balance out her cheating on him!

		Now, he had done just that, and she was crushed by a sense of betrayal that she realized was ludicrous—in light of her own behavior—but nevertheless was very real. She stripped off her clothes and started the hot water running into the tub.

		Bending down, she found the Epsom salts at the rear of the cabinet under the sink and dumped a liberal amount into the roiling water. She settled into the bath gingerly, her asshole pulsing with pain.

		Well, at least I’m not going to have to worry about fending off Joel, when it comes to fucking my ass tonight, she thought as she lay back in the tub and enjoyed her soak.

		He’s not going to be fucking me in either hole right away, the way I feel about him right now. That’s for sure!

		She picked up the bar of soap and began to wash her body with it. Brie didn’t know if she’d ever let Joel touch her again; she was that angry at his behavior last night with that big-breasted little tramp, Janice!

		

		....

		

		The next day was Friday, so she had to go to work, as did Joel. They moved wordlessly around the kitchen, getting their breakfasts, studiously avoiding speaking to each other.

		Just before he left for his day at the Star, he turned to her and announced, “I’m flying to New York on Monday morning, to meet with the editors at the New Statesman. Several of them have spent a lot of time on the phone with me lately, discussing my article, and we’ve become pretty friendly.”

		Brie looked up at him from the kitchen table, but she didn’t speak. He shrugged and went on to say, “There’s an editing job open with them in New York, so I’m interviewing for it. If I fit in as well as they hope at the magazine, I might get my own column eventually, too.”

		She grimaced at the news. She didn’t want to quit her job at New Century and move to New York City.

		LA was crowded enough, as far as she was concerned. New York City would be a nightmare of traffic and noise and zillions of people, all crammed into a small area: she didn’t even vaguely want to move there!

		“I know this is like a dream come true for you,” she told him evenly, speaking at last. “But the whole idea of moving to New York City turns me off entirely. You might have at least discussed it with me, before accepting the interview.”

		“You weren’t here,” he answered accusingly, reaching for the door handle. “Besides, I knew you’d feel this way about it, without even asking you, Brie.”

		“Fuck you, Joel!” She shouted the curse angrily, flinging her half-full coffee cup at him.

		It shattered against the door, sending coffee and shards of china coffee cup flying everywhere. He shook his head disgustedly, eyeing the coffee stains on his dress shirt and tie.

		“Why don’t you ask little Janice from The Star to move there with you?” She all but growled. “Those big tits of hers might keep you warm at night this winter, amid all that snow!”

		“Maybe I will at that,” he threatened, turning the door handle viciously.

		“Good, why don’t you?” She thundered back at him.

		Still boiling with anger, she said, “I think I want your stuff moved out of this house by the end of next week. I’m pretty sure we’re done as a couple!”

		Joel suddenly looked tortured. He said softly, “You don’t really mean that, babe.”

		She continued to glare at him and said in a surprisingly steady voice, “Yeah, I kind of think I do.”

		

		....

		

		This is insane, she chided herself as she drove to work that morning. I’M insane! I’m acting like a crazy girl!

		But she was truly angry at Joel, and her anger didn’t seem to be diminishing. If anything, it was growing stronger.

		She found his cheating with Janice inexcusable, for some reason. Maybe Joel had had a point not so long ago, when he’d said he’d married out of his league.

		I never thought he’d sleep with another woman on me, she grudgingly admitted to herself. It really hurts. It’s almost as if he found her prettier, sexier than me. And deep down, I didn’t think that would ever happen, I guess…

		The whole “prettiest girl in my high school class” thing was playing a big part here, she acknowledged. Brie rarely dwelled on the fact that—all her life—she had known that other people found her gorgeous. She’d grown up with that; it had become second nature to her.

		On the other hand, Joel really wasn’t a handsome man. She knew that. She’d always known that.

		But she’d been very attracted to him anyway, right from the moment she’d met him on campus. He’d seemed exotic to her back then, somehow, with his earring and his long, shaggy hair, and his neatly trimmed beard.

		Some of her girlfriends back in college had found him to be too brash and opinionated for their taste. And they’d been right; he had been like that.

		She’d found all of that bluster to be adorable, and he’d proved himself to be witty and able to think on his feet as well. In short, she’d fallen in love with him.

		And now she was rapidly falling out of love with him, she realized with a sinking feeling as she pulled into the employee lot at New Century. It felt like a big chunk of her heart had been ripped out as she left her car and walked into the three story building.

		Once inside, Brie checked her computer, found a number of not-very-important emails awaiting her, and set about answering them. She then made several phone calls, cleaning out her voicemail backlog in the process.

		She skimmed through the internal memos and discarded nearly all of them. There were exactly two important ones, both from Brad Fischer about containing travel costs.

		Keeping road costs down, my foot! She thought to herself. It was Brad who had originally picked the hotels she now stayed in when she was out of town. And airlines were airlines; there was rarely a deal on tickets to be had.

		Ten thirty came and found her outside the building, taking her mid-morning break. Brie didn’t smoke, so she didn’t have to go outside for her break if she didn’t want to, but it was a lovely spring day and she craved the fresh air, so she was taking a stroll around the building.

		Her cell phone rang and it was Clark! She smiled excitedly and answered it on the third ring.

		“Hey, how’s my favorite sales rep?” His manly voice came over the phone. “Are you home in LA yet?”

		“I am, I got in yesterday afternoon,” she told him.

		“How was your husband, Joel, doing without you?”

		Brie’s legs suddenly felt as if they might give out underneath her. She gulped in air and started to blubber the whole sordid story into the phone, telling her lover all about Joel and Janice and his cheating on her and…everything!

		“You sound like your poor heart is broken, Brie,” he said at last, after she’d quit gushing out her feelings.

		“I…I think it is!” She stammered out the words and started to cry all over again, wishing Clark was here, holding her, comforting her in his strong arms.

		“Do you have any time off saved up?” His question caught her unawares.

		She thought about that and realized she had at least a week’s vacation left untaken. She told him as much in ragged gasps, her chest still heaving with emotion.

		“Get on a plane tonight,” he urged her. “I’ll meet you at the airport and we’ll go directly to my house. You can spend next week with me.”

		“What about your job?” She sniffled into the phone as she asked the question hopefully.

		“Fuck it;” he said decisively, “I’ve got a bunch of vacation time coming to me. I’ll take some of it and spend it with you, darling.”

		She felt something wash over her that felt a lot like salvation as she said that she would and broke the connection! Her morning break was nearly over anyway, and she wanted to talk to Davidson, to get him to approve some emergency vacation time for her.

		A broken heart, after all, had to mean something!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

		A Whole New Life

		

		She left work early and wrote Joel a short note and positioned it in the middle of the kitchen table for him to find, after hastily packing her bags. Brie had wished him good luck on his interview Monday in New York; hoped he liked living there, without her, and hoped he enjoyed being divorced!

		That last part had been a little cruel; she had to admit as she looked back on it. But dammit, he was the one who had fucked up their perfect life together, as far as she was concerned!

		The plane began to descend on its glide path into Portland. Brie looked out the window at all of that green and smiled.

		Portland was so beautiful! Yeah, it rained a lot, but that was a small price to pay for beauty.

		Brie knew that a lot of people would say she was being pissy when it came to Joel. Her decision to end her marriage so abruptly should have been a difficult one, but she found—to her utter shock—that it didn’t feel that way at all!

		She really like her job with New Century and she didn’t want to just give it up and move to New York City to look for a new one. And living on her own out on the west coast, while Joel set up a separate life in New York was not an option, as far as she was concerned.

		In spite of all she’d done with Clark, and Joaquin, and her cowboy lover on the road, just to mention a few, she still felt quite justified in not trusting Joel when he was living that far apart from her. What good was being married—she’d asked herself—when you lived three-thousand miles from each other and you could only be together for a few weeks out of each year?

		She knew Joel would end up cheating on her in the east, just as she knew she’d continue doing just as she pleased when she was out on the road. There just didn’t seem to be any point in staying together in light of that, so she had decided to break it off clean!

		In her note, she had told Joel to take whatever furniture he wanted, as well as his personal stuff. They’d sell the house and split the money from its sale. He could keep his car, and she’d keep hers. They’d split up the money in the bank accounts fifty/fifty and simply call it a day, as far as their marriage went.

		The plane banked once more and lined up on a runway far below. In a few minutes, she’d be stepping into Clark’s arms.

		After that, it was all a crap shoot. She didn’t have any idea what might happen in her life next.

		And that scared her right down to the core. But it thrilled her, too!

		Brie was now on her own, calling her own shots. It was exhilarating, while being at the same time, terrifying!

		The plane landed and rolled up to the gate. Clark would be waiting; that was the only thing she was sure of…

		

		The End—For Now

		

		Be sure to watch for Hotwife Tales: Brie Part II, coming soon.

		

		

		

		Author’s Notes

		

		This is a fantasy, a work of fiction. Because of that, a minimum amount of condoms or other forms of “safe sex” were used in this book. I have found that their use usually slows down the flow of the narrative during sex scenes. Should you choose to participate in such behavior, however, please use protection.

		If you enjoyed this book, or even if you didn’t, I want to hear from you. I like keeping in touch with my readers. You may contact me at: ckralston@gmail.com with either brickbats or kudos.
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