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Prologue
 
“Mount me, Brooke. Let your husband see you fucking me,” Russell ordered. I didn’t know how much James could see, we hadn’t adjusted the computer, but after giving it only a fleeting thought, I dismissed the concern and threw my leg over Russell’s hip. Using my hand to spread myself, I sank down on my lover’s erection.
I moaned loudly as he stretched me open, penetrating me, his hard hands on my hips as he forced himself inside me.
“Talk to your husband, tell him what you’re doing,” he ordered.
After a pause, while Russell’s words slowly penetrated my awareness, I swallowed and said, “He’s fucking me, James. He’s spreading me open, he’s spreading me wider than I’ve been spread before. Oh God, James, he’s inside me. He’s inside your wife,” I ran out of breath as I forgot what I was doing and could only concentrate on the fat cock penetrating me and the hands directing my movements.
I vaguely heard my husband’s panting coming through the tiny laptop speakers, but he sounded so far away, he meant nothing more to me than an encouragement as Russell pulled my lips to his. I kissed his mouth, his stubbled chin; I lost myself to the man giving me such pleasure.
Russell held me suspended as he pounded into me, letting my husband watch as he hammered my pussy. I wailed, my voice becoming louder as I felt my orgasm approaching. I felt my muscles tightening and my thighs quivering as my climax built. I was lost inside the sensations building in my body, and when I came, the world outside the two of us ceased to exist as Russell’s cock swelled inside me, filling me even further and exploded, sending hot throbbing blasts flooding me. When they weakened, I collapsed, panting on his hairy chest.
 



Chapter 1
 
I was a virgin when I met James. He was a teaching assistant for the social studies classes I needed for graduation, and I liked him right from the first moment of the first class. He had a soft gentle voice and communicated his love of the subject he was teaching. James wasn’t an impressive looking man, he was good-looking, but… there’s no other way to say it… he was somewhat squat and balding. I didn’t care about any of that then and still didn’t. James took an interest in me, treated me with respect, and letting me know he cared about me. Despite the ten-year difference in our ages, I fell in love with him.
We dated, hiding our relationship until I graduated; we were married the next day. I’d majored in business administration and would be working on my masters at the same school as we settled into married life. My new husband was passionate about teaching and about social studies. Maybe he’d become a professor someday?
The first time we made love, we were in James’ tiny apartment just off the university campus. We’d been dating for months, and he had always treated me like a fragile china doll. If he wanted to kiss me, for instance, James would first ask my permission. I loved him for his gentle ways and how he treated me, but there were times when it would have been okay if he’d just taken what he wanted; he never tried anything. I believed he respected me too much to touch my breast or heaven forbid, try to actually get in my pants.
I’d fantasied about that night for years. What would it be like to make love with a man for the first time? I’d have to be in love with him, I couldn’t just sleep with a man. Could I?
What would happen, how would it feel? The fantasy of being naked, exposing myself to a man was so exciting, I would get lost in my own imagination. I’d dream about how in love I’d be, how special my man would be. My man. It would be my wedding night, I’d be dressed in white, and he’d be so handsome and loving. We’d make love for the first time, and it would be so sweet and tender as he took my virginity and touched my soul.
The sex, I imagined, was secondary to the closeness I’d feel with my new husband. We’d be in love with each other forever, just like we’d been on our wedding night. It would be perfect.
I didn’t have a good mental picture of my future husband, at least, not physically. I didn’t know what he’d look like; sometimes he’d be the typical tall, dark, and handsome man who would sweep me away. But mostly, he was just this perfect soul who would love me forever.
James and I agreed the night I graduated would be the big night. We wouldn’t wait to be married, but it still matched my girlhood dreams. We were so close, we’d formed such a strong relationship, and I felt as though we were soulmates. It didn’t matter to me he wasn’t tall, dark, nor particularity handsome. We were in love, and that’s all that matter.
James could honestly say, if challenged, he hadn’t slept with a student. I’d graduated, no longer a student at the University. First, he took me out for a special graduation dinner; I felt a lot of tension in the air since we’d already agreed to have sex for the first time that night.
He asked while we were eating if… you know… if it was still okay with me because he didn’t want me uncomfortable or feeling like I’d been pressured in any way. I just wanted to be close to him, to get on with it, and making love was as close as we could ever get. I had a hard time sitting still as we ate… I was so excited.
At his apartment, I undressed for him. He had moved to dim the lights, but he stopped dead, stared at me, his eyes wide as I removed each piece of clothing. When I dropped my bra to the floor and he could see my breasts, I heard him moan. I knew they were well-shaped, and my nipples were poking out hard. I’d always been guarded about the size of my breasts and tried to hide their size because men would stare at them, and it made me uncomfortable. Besides, they were so sensitive, I’d embarrassed myself by enjoying my own touch.
I knew James didn’t have a lot of experience; I didn’t know he was seeing a naked grown woman for the first time. He was thirty-four years old.
I had led a sheltered life growing up on a farm. I knew about sex, of course, it was a part of farm life, but my only experience with human sex had been reading racy novels. University was my ugly duckling years, my reddish hair wild and frenzied, usually tied in a ponytail to hold it in place. I rarely wore makeup even though I’m was pale as a ghost without it. It’s funny now, but I didn’t know how to use makeup, I had to learn what to use and how to apply it from a girl in a department store. James thought I was gorgeous, anyway, and I loved him for that, too.
He gave me a safe place to be, a comfortable man who worshipped me. What more could a farm girl want?
James stared at my body in awe as he quickly shed his clothing. I didn’t care what he looked like, I was in love, all I saw was the man who cared so much for me. I lay naked on the bed as he adored my body, first hugging and kissing me before he examined every part of me. When his tongue touched my most private part, I was shocked, at first. He was licking me there. A jolt of pleasure shot through me, I’d never known anything like it before. It turned out James was very good with his tongue.
I’d never seen a man’s penis before, except in pictures. I examined James as carefully as he had examined me. He was incredibly hard in my hand, throbbing with excitement. His… cock… wasn’t large compared to the pictures I’d seen, but I didn’t care. It was his, and he was mine. I loved the feel of his balls in my hand. The wrinkled skin was so soft, and I loved to make them move as I caressed him.
A man, my man, made love to me that night. I loved the closeness, the feel of his skin touching mine, the weight of his body, the feel of him between my legs. The sound my wetness made when he slowly pushed inside me. I was so wet, I could smell myself. Could James smell me? I was embarrassed, but in a strange way, it added to my excitement. I could smell his arousal too, we were surrounded by sex.
I didn’t have an orgasm the first time which I know wasn’t unusual, I also knew it would get better. There was the incredible novelty of being naked with a man. A man I had real feelings for, plus, we’d been working ourselves up to this for so long.
James did something the first time I wish he had done more often. Every couple develops a routine when it comes to sex. Not a rut exactly, a routine. You know what to expect from each other, you know what the other person likes, and you pretty much do the same things each time. It was the same way with us, except my new husband could only give me satisfaction one way, and as time went on, he rarely did that one thing.
The first time we made love, after he came inside me, and we’d cuddled for a while, he went down on me. It sounds gross—I wasn’t clean, his white seed was seeping out of me—but when he put his mouth on my sex, I experienced an incredible hot bolt of sensation. This man loved me so much, he wasn’t only willing to taste himself on me, he was willing to keep going until I felt a surge of sexual energy and release as my orgasm peaked.
Afterward, I held him through the aftershocks and kissed his mouth and face. I tasted both of us on him. We’d shared our essence. James may not have been physically gifted, but he knew how to, occasionally, give me satisfaction.
The next night I went down on him. Of course, I’d never put a man’s penis in my mouth before, but I wanted to please him. He was my man and I wanted to do everything for him. I took my time examining him, holding his cock in my hand, running my fingers over his balls. It didn’t seem surprising to me that I could fit a lot of his erection in my mouth. I don’t know how long he was when he was erect. Maybe five or six inches, it didn’t matter, I thought he was just the right size for me,
I felt his pubic hair against my nose as I took him in. I ran my tongue over him, tasting him and as I quickly discovered, exciting him. Without warning, he exploded deep in my mouth sending his seed down my throat. I felt such power, I had the ability to turn my man on so much, he couldn’t control himself. I not only made him hard, but I’d made him cum in my mouth!
 



Chapter 2
 
James didn’t satisfy me as often as I hoped he would. At first, we made love almost every night, then every week, then every month until finally, we made love occasionally, but I’m getting ahead of myself a little. I loved James, he was my husband, my best friend. Our lives didn’t revolve around having sex.
I finished my graduate work and was offered a wonderful job as a consultant trainee for a company headquartered near us in Texas working with the oil and gas industry. Because of my education and their need for more females higher up in the company, I was assigned to one of the best teams.
After spending a year or two in headquarters learning the basics, I was expected to spend time at a one of our clients’ substations, learning from people in the field. Eventually, I’d be traveling, visiting operations all over the world.
My boss, Holt, was the most impressive man I’d ever met. When we were introduced, he took my breath away. I wasn’t the sort of woman who was easily infatuated—I wasn’t impressed by a person’s physical appearance, I was impressed by the person inside.
Holt was the whole package. I was frozen in my tracks when I was introduced to this tall, handsome black man who had risen through the ranks because of his skill, knowledge of the industry, and his gift for working with people. He was so talented, he was in demand everywhere. Every conference wanted him as a speaker, every other consulting firm wanted to hire him, every employee wanted to work for him. He would be my boss, my mentor; he would fill my days, and although he didn’t know it, he would fill my nights as well.
James didn’t know I had a vibrator, a small “bullet” I would hold against my pussy, against my clitoris until the vibrations brought me the release my husband hadn’t. I kept it hidden in my panty drawer and only took it out when my James wasn’t home. I’m embarrassed to admit my thoughts wandered more and more to Holt as I held the tiny shiny vibrator to my pussy. I mentally pictured him naked at first, then naked and bending over me as I orgasmed. I’d spasm so hard, my entire body would quake as I pictured my handsome black boss naked, kissing me. Having his way with me.
Even though I imagined Holt naked as we made love, I was never able to imagine his erection. I saw his face, his lips, and his strong chest, but I couldn’t form a picture of his cock. I was unable to imagine what he looked like there. My fantasy became more explicit over time. I started out just thinking about Holt, then progressed to his making love to me.
Eventually, I developed a story in my mind of Holt calling me into his office and after closing his office door, ordering me to strip for him. He told me I was beautiful, and he wanted to see me naked. I’d do as I was told, so under his spell, I’d take off my clothes and stand naked before him as he touched me. He’d hold my breasts and roughly caress my sensitive nipples before thrusting his hand between my legs. I wouldn’t have a choice, I’d have to stand there while he touched me until finally, he’d bend me over and spread my ass cheeks wide, so he could put his swollen cock inside me.
He wouldn’t say a word. He’d just take what he wanted from me. When he’d start to enter me, in my mind, I’d let myself go. My orgasms thinking about my boss while I used the tiny vibrator were more than satisfying.
I loved my husband, I valued our relationship and friendship more than anything, but my fantasy sex life sustained me through long periods of less than fulfilling lovemaking.
As Holt and I worked together, I couldn’t help wondering what he looked like with his shirt off and what kind of lover he was. He was always so friendly, but his smile looked more than friendly, maybe even slightly cruel. It was probably just my overheated imagination.
I was required to work in the field after my time at our headquarters. I was sent to a producing station in the middle of Texas to work with field management and accounting. It was tough on James; at first, he commuted to the remote area where I was whenever he could, but as time went on, his visits became rarer. The only motel anywhere close was run down and small. It had been built at least fifty years earlier which was about the time they’d last bought new sheets and towels.
I went home whenever I could get away. It was sweet being with James even if we spent more time apart than we did together. We did talk often over video chat, but it wasn’t the same as being held by my husband.
On one of my trips home while James was teaching a weekend lab, I used our joint computer. I hadn’t been on it for several months and was shocked when I opened the browser. My husband had left the tabs open to the sites he’d been visiting. I didn’t snoop, I wouldn’t have even thought to do something like that. The tabs were right there in front of me.
In fact, the browser opened to a site about Big Black Cocks and the Hotwifes who loved them! I was shocked to see short video clips of married women being filmed by their husbands, naked with black men. What kind of man would give his wife to be used like that by another man?
I was shocked by what I saw, the men were huge! I’d only seen James’ cock, I had no idea some men were so large. My breath caught in my throat as I watched a married woman have an orgasm so powerful, it left her too weak to move while her husband filmed her while playing with himself.
This was what my husband was doing when I was gone? Did he have fantasies of me with a large black man? Was that what he thought about, did he want me to be with a large black man while he watched and played with himself?
I was so confused. It was almost like my husband was cheating on me—watching those clips and probably jacking off. He was looking at other women while I was gone! He was watching the wives of other men have sex and not just sex. They were being fucked by black men, sometimes more than one at a time, with cocks bigger than I would have thought possible. All the while, their own husbands were filming them. Part of me felt like I’d been abandoned.
Despite my anger at James, I found I’d become excited. I did the same thing my husband had been doing! I was mesmerized by the video, and as I’d watched it again, I pushed my hand inside my jeans and my panties to stroke my excited, damp clitoris. When the woman reached her peak, I climaxed along with her. The feeling was so strong, my muscles all tightened, then released, leaving me breathless.
What would I do if James wanted me to become a ‘hotwife?’ I’d never even heard the expression before. Would I be offended? I was so bewildered. It wasn’t like we were having sex anything like the woman in the video. What would it be like to be with the man she was with? If I had James’ permission, would it be cheating? All I knew was my husband liked watching married women with other men, and my panties were so wet, I had to change clothes.
I didn’t confront him about what I’d seen, maybe I should have. All he wanted to do in bed was to go down on me, which I liked, but he didn’t want me to touch him anymore. I saw how excited he was, but he didn’t want me to help him. The pattern of our love life had changed.
 
****
 
I was the only woman in the facility with a group of male roughnecks, men who worked hard with their hands all day, often wearing little more than a hard hat, shorts, and boots in the one hundred degrees plus weather. As the only female, I found myself to be the center of their attention. It wasn’t that they found me to be especially attractive, but I was the only woman they saw during the week, and they competed for my attention.
At first, I was intimidated by all the notice they paid me and the small favors they did to win my approval. As time went on, I learned to enjoy it and I’m ashamed to say, encourage it. One of the women at headquarters had taken me under her wing and helped me improve my wardrobe and makeup. She’d even help me get a handle on my unruly red hair.
I could have reverted to the Brooke I had been in graduate school except I received even more attention from the men when I made myself more presentable looking. Most importantly, Holt would unexpectedly visit the facility every month or so, and I wanted to look my best for him. Some of this was subconscious—I was surrounded by sweaty, brawny men who wanted to strip me naked and do unspeakable things to me, and as time went on, I wanted to encourage their fantasies about me.
When James visited, I would attack him. Stripping naked, I’d use my mouth on him while he lay on his back, before climbing his body and lowering my overheated pussy to his mouth. I probably should have been more guarded with my feelings, but by the time he visited, I’d be so horny, so aroused, I wouldn’t be able to help myself. I’m human, I needed sex, and I’d been denying myself in the middle of a group of well-built and equally horny men who would have… well, fucked me in a minute if I let them.
I spent weeks listening to their sexual innuendos and overtures. I spent my nights reading racy novels—some of them about hotwifes—and playing with my vibrator, using my go-to fantasy. I needed a man.
James tried, he did the best he could. He was a good man, and I loved him. I valued our relationship, but he couldn’t provide the release I needed. As good as he was relieving me orally, it wasn’t enough. As much as I loved the feeling of him ejaculating inside me before I found out about his fantasy, he was never able to give me satisfaction by penetration. When he’d leave to go back to teaching, I’d be even more frustrated than I’d been before he arrived.
I was turning into a bitch. I needed release. That’s when I did the wrong thing.
 



Chapter 3
 
Russell was new to the crew. Like all the men, he slept in the crew quarters, which was large barracks-style rooms. There were private rooms only for the supervisors and for me, of course. The crew quarters consisted of two rows of single beds facing each other, a small wardrobe between them for the men to store their work clothes and other miscellaneous belongings, and a rail for their towels to hang.
We had communal showers and sink areas, one vacated for an hour a day for my exclusive use. The men worked in shifts, so my hour came after the day shift had started work. It was intoxicating to walk into the large tiled room with a dozen shower heads that had just been used by a group of naked men coming off the night shift. I could sense the testosterone in the air.
My imagination would run wild, wondering what it would look like to see a dozen naked men washing themselves where I was standing. What if I could share the shower with them at the same time? Would they stare as I washed my breasts or when I used my razor to touch up my bikini lines? Would they get hard watching me?
I found myself even wetter than usual when Russell walked in naked while I was in the shower. He’d missed his allotted time because he was working on a particularity stubborn coupling and was too new to know it was my time to bathe. My arm automatically covered my breasts while my hand covered my red-haired pussy. My eyes just as automatically focused on his manhood—his thick, long, oh-so-beautiful manhood.
Russell just stopped in shock, his eyes wide as he realized a naked female was in the shower with him.
“I’m… I’m sorry Brooke… I didn’t know,” he was trying to cover himself as he backed out of the room.
“No, it’s okay,” I don’t know where my courage came from. “We’re both adults. There’s no reason we can’t have a quick shower together. I promise not to look if you will.” I’d phrased that poorly. It came out sounding like I’d asked him to look at me.
“All right,” he said, standing under a shower head near me. Where I was standing in the middle, all the other shower heads were near me. He began washing his face as I slowly moved my hands revealing myself. I felt safe since he had his eyes tightly closed as he worked soap into his face and shampoo into his hair. It gave me time to survey his hard body. The dark hair on his chest couldn’t hide the underlying muscles.
His chest hair ended in a triangle that pointed to his long penis. Even though he was soft, it was strangely beautiful to me. I could feel myself becoming wetter as I looked. I wanted him, I wanted him between my legs doing anything he wanted to do to me. I wanted to feel his lips, even with the stubble on his face, on mine.
When he was finished washing his face and hair, I pretended to have my eyes closed as I washed my breasts, giving them the most complete cleaning they’d ever had as I moved and lifted them. I washed my entire body, spreading my legs as I paid particular attention to cleaning my pussy.
Though my eyes appeared closed, I was able to peek at Russell as he watched my every movement. As I washed my pussy, Russell washed his cock and balls. His cock hardened as he used soap as a lubricant to stroke himself.
I opened my eyes fully and stared at his erection. I couldn’t help myself. I’d never seen an erection that size before. Even though Russell’s cock was only at the large end of normal, I’d never seen one like it before nor had I seen a man pleasure himself.
“I’m sorry Brooke. This was a bad idea, I’d better leave,” he said gathering his belongings.
“Wait.” I was walking toward him now, his erection drawing me like a moth to a flame. I wrapped my hand around his hard-on and stroked him, the soap still slippery, as another shot of arousal surged through me. I looked up at him as I stroked his cock. His erection seemed to be alive in my hand, I could feel his heart beating as he grew even harder with my touch.
Russell moved the few inches separating us, and I felt his hard, naked body press against mine. His hand was on my butt, pulling me closer to him as I pressed his erection against my belly. I felt his lips as he kissed me, the stubble on his face was manly as it scratched against the soft skin of my cheek.
He pressed my back against the shower wall as I moaned and pushed his hard manhood against my pussy. Lifting one leg and standing on my tiptoes, I was able to slide the head along my wet slit until he seemed to just slip inside me. He was stretching me, using his strong arms to lift me and settle me on his cock.
I wasn’t a virgin, I’d been married to James for three years, but I’d only known his small cock. Now, I was being stretched by a man whose hard, hairy chest was pressed against the softness of my body.
“Brooke,” he said as his lips touched mine again. “I’ve wanted you since the moment I first saw you.”
“Oh… Russell… you have me now,” I gasped as he moved inside me. My hands were on his tight ass, pulling him into me.
He used his strength to move me up and down on his cock as I moaned and frantically kissed his lips, his face, his eyes. I kissed him wherever I could reach as he fucked me.
My orgasm surprised me, it seemed to come from out of nowhere; suddenly, I was cumming as a man fucked me. The words echoed in my mind as I came, a man is fucking me and I’m cumming. The feelings only intensified when I felt him hold himself still inside me, groaning as his cock jerked and flooded me with his white cum.
We held each other as his cock deflated and fell out of me, his lips still pressed against mine. Afterward, we rinsed off quickly and rushed out of the shower, him to his dorm and me to pack for a visit home, followed by a week with Holt at headquarters.
 



Chapter 4
 
The drive home was torture for me. I’d committed adultery, I’d broken my wedding vows. I’d had the best sex of my life with a man who wasn’t my husband. I’d had a ‘quickie’ in the shower. What did that make me but an adulteress? Just because my husband liked to watch videos of wives with other men didn’t mean he wanted his wife to be unfaithful. Did it?
I was so confused, I thought myself in circles. First, scolding myself for what I’d done, then justifying it because James watched hotwife videos. As though his viewing habits made what I’d done okay. I couldn’t shut my thoughts down except when I mentally replayed what had happened in the shower with Russell; thinking about him taking me would get me excited all over again. When I stopped for gas, I had to talk myself out of turning the car around and going back to him.
I had to tell my husband what I’d done. I had to confess and beg his forgiveness. I’d explain it wasn’t about love, it was just sex and promise never to do it again—unless he wanted me to. I’d even quit my job if that’s what James demanded. The thought of coming clean to my husband and begging his forgiveness, even doing penance, calmed me. I knew what I needed to do, I just had to work up the courage to do it.
As I walked into our home, I noticed how much it had changed; the house was James’ now. My things were still there, but it felt like a bachelor pad. My husband had his class material spread over the kitchen table, and the living room coffee table still held his pizza box from the night before. The bed was unmade, and James had left his clothes on the floor.
I peeked at our computer to find my husband had added more hotwife videos to his collection. He never purged the log, so I could see he’d watched for more than an hour just the night before. As I was sitting at the desk, I noticed several crumpled tissues in the wastepaper basket. I pulled one out to find it had been used to clean up something wet and sticky. I’m not proud of what I did next, I held it to my nose only to smell the unforgettable odor of my husband’s ejaculation. James had cum while watching his hotwife movies! Did that mean he was cheating on me? My mind raced around the circular track again. What had I done? What had he done?
When he got home, James pulled me into a hug and tried to get my clothes off. He was working on my bra when the thought hit me, I’d been with Russell and had only rinsed. I probably had evidence of my cheating inside me.
“It was a long drive, honey. Let me shower first,” I said, trying to extract myself.
“I need you, Brooke. I need you now.” He was pulling me into the bedroom, tearing off my clothing as he went. Soon, he had me on my back naked on the bed, his cock pushing inside me. I wrapped my arms and legs and around him and encouraged him to fuck me hard. I wanted to be taken by him, reclaimed. Instead, James came inside me long before I was anywhere near ready. He’d just warmed me up again. Any other time and I’d have been joyful to feel my husband’s weight on me, his cock inside me. Today I wanted to be satisfied.
James did something he’d done only once before; as soon as he came inside me, he kissed his way down my body and put his mouth on my sex. He’d only gone down on me after he’d finished the first time we’d made love. I was dirty. Not only did I have his fresh seed inside me, but a lot of Russell’s was still in there too.
My husband didn’t hesitate. He licked me from my butt to my clitoris, sucked my labia into his mouth, and licked my hole. His mouth was full of both his ejaculate and Russell’s. He was exciting me, driving me toward orgasm, I was moaning and pushing my hips toward his face. What was happening was so dirty, so naughty, so obscene, my body was on fire as I quivered under his tongue.
“Suck it, honey. Suck my dirty pussy,” I’d never talked like that before. I didn’t even think I liked it. It just came out. I felt slutty as I urged my husband on, thinking of Russell and what I’d done with him.
James didn’t know about Russell, of course, but my words caused him to intensify his efforts. He sucked my clit far into his mouth, his tongue working on me as he sucked. My orgasm didn’t surprise me this time, it felt like a giant release.
I bucked against my husband’s mouth, my thighs keeping him tight against me as the aftershocks ripped through my body until James finally released the suction on my clitoris. When he looked up at me, his face was slimy with not only his own cum but Russell’s as well. He smiled at me, his fingers stroking my quivering pussy. It was the best sex James and I had ever had.
When James left to teach a night class, I lay in bed thinking about what had happened. I thought about having such satisfying sex with two men in the same day. I sighed to myself as I ran my fingers between my pussy lips, jumping a little as I touched my overly sensitive clit.
I was sleeping by the time my husband returned from his class. I’d had a chance to shower and felt clean as James cuddled up to me from behind, his hand reaching around to hold my breast. His breathing deepened, and he fell asleep. I felt safe and warm with my husband holding me in our own bed, but the memory of Russell wasn’t far from my mind, and next, I’d be with Holt.
The thought of the two of them sent a jolt through me. I was a young woman with needs, needs that weren’t being met by her husband, both because of the geographic distance between us and because my husband was rarely able to physically satisfy me.
I felt comfortable in my husband’s arms, his small erection pushed against my ass, but I only had to press my legs together to remember Russell taking me against the shower wall. I had cheated on my husband, I’d broken our wedding vows. It was wrong that the memory of Russell fucking me made my heart to pound. I should have confessed to James right then. Maybe we could have worked something out, something that would have eased the guilt tormenting me. Something that would have eased the itch between my legs.
The next morning, I did my best to make myself look presentable for Holt. I wanted to look professional, of course, but I also wanted to look like a desirable woman. The classic dilemma of a career-orientated woman—the desire to be perceived as a worthy professional without giving up her basic femininity. Made more complicated by my insane desire for Holt’s physical attention.
As I walked into his office and saw him for the first time in a month, I felt myself becoming sexually aroused. It had only been twenty-four hours earlier that I’d been taken by a good-looking roughneck in the showers, and now, I was looking at the one man I would willingly give myself to without a second’s hesitation.
Being near Holt for the week was frustrating. I wanted to touch him, run my hands over his bare, black chest as I kissed his amazing lips. I found myself fantasying during meetings. I wondered if he could see the look in my eyes as I devoured him. I wondered what his cock looked like; I was sure he knew how to make love to a woman. I found it difficult not to say something to let him know how I felt.
The main work news was my two years in the field had been shortened to a year, only a few more months to go. Then I’d spend a short time in Houston before going on the road to visit a number of facilities, some of them out of the country. Nobody knew how many trips I’d be taking or how long this part of my training would take. I’d have to prepare a report on each visit and present my work to Holt which meant I’d be spending even more time with him.
I took my sexual frustrations out on James almost every night. My husband was always so courteous; even when I initiated sex, he’d ask my permission before he’d do anything. I wanted to be taken by a man, overwhelmed by his desire for me. I didn’t want to be given a choice.
I did everything I could to have satisfying relations with my husband. But no matter what I did, James would always finish first and leave me frustrated. By the end of the week, I was so bitchy, I knew James wouldn’t be sad to see me leave for the oil patch.
Before I left, I had to confess. I had to tell him what had happened, to beg his forgiveness. I had to ease the awful weight of guilt I was feeling and being bitchy with him was only making me feel worse. I was afraid he’d throw me out, tell me to pack my things and divorce me. Part of me hoped he’d call me names, throw me down, and punish me for being such a whore, reclaim me, make me pay for cheating.
“James, there’s something I have to tell you.” It was our last breakfast together before I drove back to the desert. “Something happened, I have a confession to make.”
“Not now, Brooke. I have a class to teach.” He’d barely touched his coffee before standing and picking up his briefcase. Sweat had formed on his upper lip, his face suddenly bright red.
“It’s important, James. I feel awful, and I need to tell you about it.” I was standing in front of him, trying to stop him from running out the door, trying to make him listen to me.
As he brushed past me, I felt his erection. For some reason, my husband was fully aroused, but he couldn’t get out of the house fast enough. I thought he was going to see me off, but instead, he was rushing to teach a class while sporting a hard-on. A class that didn’t start for hours. I couldn’t understand what was happening. Was he having an affair, was that why he was hard in anticipation?
He gave me a quick kiss on the cheek before hurrying out the door, leaving me confused and upset. I slowly packed my things and loaded my car, my mind in turmoil. What had just happened? I’d tried to confess my infidelity, and my husband had rushed off, his cute little pecker hard in his pants.
Could he have anticipated what I was going to say? Had it excited him? Maybe it had and maybe having his suspicions confirmed would have been too much for him. Was that it?
I tried to dismiss the idea from my mind. It seemed impossible, but I couldn’t find a better explanation. He’d orgasmed inside me or in my mouth so much over the weekend, he couldn’t be horny. Besides, he didn’t just get hard anymore, I had to work on him more than I had when we were first married. I was the one with the over-the-top sex drive. It didn’t make sense that he was having an affair.
It had to be something I’d done or said. I had been dressed for driving, wearing jeans and a conservative top. But what I’d said… what I’d said could lead him to think something sexual had happened at work. After all, I was a long way from home, I was the only woman surrounded by men, and I’d arrived home very horny. When he’d gone down on me the first night, I’d probably tasted different to him. Had the thought of me being naughty excited him? Did my husband want me to cheat on him?
I needed to concentrate on my driving, but my thoughts kept returning to my husband’s erection. He’d been very hard, and I thought I’d caused it by giving him the impression I was about to confess to infidelity. My mind was reeling, and I had a tingle between my legs. I’d had a lot of stimulation the last few days but no orgasms. The idea my husband was somehow giving me a free pass made my heart race, and when I stopped for gas and a bathroom break, I found my panties were damp. Now, I couldn’t wait to see Russell again.
 



Chapter 5
 
The manager of the remote site was a wonderful older man, a great teacher blessed with patience to take time to answer my questions and show me, in detail, how his part of the industry worked. He was able to give me historical and geological background I might not have learned from a younger, more harried instructor. I amazed myself by how much I had learned in twelve short months.
“I told Holt you were ready,” were the first words out of Fritz’s mouth. “I told him you were the smartest trainee I’d seen, and you were ready for the next step.”
“Thank you, Fritz. I don’t know what to say. You’re a wonderful teacher, but you’re stuck with me for a few more months,” I told him.
“We better get busy then. I’m assigning Russell to work with you to give you a better understanding of the mechanics of getting oil out of the ground. So, pull out your steel-toed boots and your hard hat, you’re going to get dirty.”
My heart fell through my stomach. I was going to spending time working with Russell every day, getting dirty. I fought to catch my breath.
“That sounds great, Fritz. I look forward to it.” That night I couldn’t sleep, all I could think about was being with Russell.
When someone knocked on my door early the next morning, I was only half dressed. I held my work shirt over my bare breasts as I answered the door, and Russell walked in. I opened my mouth to object but swallowed my words as he roughly pushed his lips against mine, causing me to drop my shirt and throw my arms around his neck. His rough cheeks and demanding tongue were almost enough to send me over the edge. I was being kissed by a man who wasn’t my husband, and I was rushing toward arousal just from the illicit thrill. His calloused hands were on my breasts, his thick fingers pulling on my nipples as I whimpered.
“I’m going to fuck you every day,” he said as a hand pushed between my thighs, rubbing the crotch of my panties. “I’m going to fuck you so much and so hard, you’ll cum just thinking about me.”
I moaned as he pushed my panties aside and his fingers slid between my lower lips.
“You’re wet for me,” he said as he pushed my panties down my legs.
Before I could protest, he had me on my back on the bed, my poor panties dangling from one ankle as he rubbed his thick cock against my pussy. As he pushed inside, I used my pillow to muffle the sounds I was making.
His cock felt so good inside me, filling me up. After time with my husband, Russell felt huge as he plunged in and out of me. It felt so good to be ridden. My orgasm hit just before his cock spasmed inside me. I’d been so close for so long, I felt like I’d never stop cumming. By the time the quaking slowed and then stopped, my stomach muscles were aching.
He pulled his softening cock out of me, and I pulled myself up and took him in my mouth. Even as he softened, he was much bigger than James. I sucked and licked our combined fluids, luxuriating in the feel of him hardening again. I was so accustomed to using my tongue on the glans of my husband smaller penis, when I did the same thing to Russell, he pulled me off.
“Damn you’re good, who knew? But we need to get to work, maybe I’ll let you blow me proper later tonight,” he said as he pulled up his pants.
I just looked at him, panting, guilt washing through me.
The entire day was spent on the rigs as Russell showed me the inner workings. Despite his flirting, I found myself withdrawing from him. As the day progressed, I became moody and self-absorbed. I’d cheated on my husband again, I felt horrible.
“What the hell’s wrong with you?” he asked, pulling me into a quiet corner.
I shook him off and turned on him even though it wasn’t his fault. “I’m cheating. I’m married, and I’m cheating on my husband.” My anger was building.
“Hey, it’s not my fault. You want it as much as I do.”
I felt my anger melting into self-pity. “I’m a horrible person.” I was fighting back tears. I didn’t want to cry wearing a hard-hat on an oil rig. “We should never have done what we did. I should have stopped it.” His arms were around me. He had moved us, so I couldn’t be easily seen by anyone watching.
“You’re not a horrible person, Brooke.” I was being comforted by another man. Wasn’t this a form of cheating too? I broke away from his arms and asked for a ride to the office.
Fortunately, Fritz was available, and seeing the look of distress on my face, understood my need for a couple of days to go home and ‘take care of business.’
James was confused when I told him I was on my way. Six hours later, I walked in the front door, still wearing my dirty work clothes, my panties crusty with Russell’s cum. My husband put his arms around me, and I held him tight.
“What’s wrong honey?” he sounded so worried. “Was it something at work? Are you sick?”
“I’m fine as far as I know,” I told him stroking his face. “Let me shower and change. We need to talk.”
An hour later we were sitting on our couch again, the TV silently played an old movie as I downed my second strong drink. James was still sipping his first, but I needed to fortify myself. After my shower, I’d changed into regular clothes. I didn’t know how the conversation would end. James was wearing his pajama bottoms, and I could see his cock through the slit in the front.
As I drank, I couldn’t stop comparing him to Russell. His cock was smaller. Even allowing for his flaccid state, he looked so much thinner compared to what I had known just hours before.
“This is going to be hard,” I began. “I hope you’ll forgive me, I hope we’ll be able to work it out. I want you to know how much I love you.” I looked him in the eye. “I love you, James. You need to know that, you also need to know I’ll do anything you say. No argument, I’ll do it.”
I briefly glanced at the gap in my husband’s pajama bottoms before I began. His cock had stirred, it looked like he might be getting hard for some reason. I took another long drink and looked down at my lap.
“I cheated on you. I had sex with another man,” I said rapidly. As I turned to look at his face, my eyes wondered over his pajama’s again. He was definitely harder than before. The look on his face wasn’t what I expected. Instead of anger or bewilderment, he looked… interested, even excited.
“Tell me what happened, Brooke.”
So, I did, I told him about the shower from beginning to end, only stopping to refill my glass. I told him how we’d ended up in the shower together, naked, by mistake. How I’d instigated sex with another man. I told him how sorry I was, I begged his forgiveness. 
His cock was erect and sticking out the opening in his pajama bottoms. His physical reaction confused me. I stared at his erection before looking at his red face as his eyes shifted from mine to the wall and finally, the floor.
“Tell me the rest,” he said.
“What do you want to know? I’ll tell you everything,” I assured him.
“How did he fuck you? How did it feel? Did you cum? I want the details. You said me you’d tell me everything.”
“James, honey. I don’t want to hurt any more than I have. Do you really want to hear about… all that?”
“I want to hear it all. I want you to tell me.”
I told him everything. I told him about jacking Russell’s cock, what his cock felt like, I told him how he’d pushed me against the wall, how I’d guided him inside me. I told him how hard he’d fucked me and how hard I’d orgasmed. James was breathing faster as I talked, his cock leaking by the time I finished.
“Is this turning you on?” I asked in amazement, pointing at his erection.
“Touch my cock, Brooke. Put your hand on me.” I’d told him I’d do anything he said, so I put my hand, well, actually three fingers on his cock. He was throbbing. I felt his hips pushing as though he was trying to fuck my hand.
“He also fucked me this morning. He came into my room, threw me on the bed and fucked me, he fucked your wife this morning.”
“Oh, God,” he was humping my hand. “Were you wet?”
“I was dripping,” I said as his hips moved faster. “I came when I felt him pumping his cum inside me.”
With a cry my husband erupted in my hand, his sperm covering my fingers. Once again James had finished before me.
“You like this don’t you?” I held his face in my cum-covered hand. “What’s going on with you, James?” I demanded.
He looked shamed-face as he tucked his deflated cock back in his pajamas. “It’s a fantasy of mine. Let me try to explain it.” He pulled me into the study.
“What just happened out there? I thought you’d be angry, I thought you might even kick me out of the house. What the fuck, James?” I’d been working around roughnecks too long, I wasn’t the genteel girl he’d married. “Why haven’t you kicked me out of the house?” I was near screaming now. “I… Fucked… Another… Man.”
“Brooke, I love you. I loved you before I knew you when you were a student of mine. I was infatuated with you then, and once I got to know you, I fell in love,” he said once we were both settled in front of his desk.
“I love you too, James. I just don’t understand,” I must have looked pathetic. My anger had faded as quickly as it had arrived. Now, I just felt lost and confused. My mind was racing—my husband loved me, but he wasn’t angry I’d had sex with another man! How could that make any sense? I was so into my own head, I almost missed my husband’s explanation. He had to repeat his question.
“Have you ever heard of a ‘hotwife?’”
“You mean a wife who’s really good looking?” I asked although I had a pretty good idea what he really meant from watching his videos.
“Well… no.” James was having a difficult time explaining, twice he got out of his chair and walked around the small room.
“Just tell me what you’re thinking. I can’t stand this,” I said, sounding desperate even to myself. Our marriage was on the line and my husband was walking around the room, not making any sense to me. “I don’t know what you’re trying to tell me, you should be mad as hell, and I have your… stuff… on my hand. Just spit it out.”
“A hotwife is a married woman who sleeps with other men with her husband’s permission,” he finally said so fast, I had a hard time making sense of it at first. I thought about what he’d said for a minute.
“And the husbands like this? They like their wives… fucking… other men?” I was playing dumb as I wrapped my mind around what he was saying to me. I’d been right, he wanted me to be with other men.
“It’s a huge turn on, Brooke. The sight of the woman you love having wonderful sex, mixed with all the emotions, the anguish and the excruciating pain, just the thought of it is… well, just the thought of it is giving me another erection.” He pulled his bottoms down, showing me his hard penis.
I reached out my hand and touched it. He was so hard in my hand, I could feel his pulse through his cock. As I stroked him, James started to ask me questions.
“Was it good for you, honey? Did he make you cum?” James didn’t talk like this. I looked at him in surprise, taking my hand off his erection.
“What are you asking me, James? Did I have good sex when I cheated on you?” I was shocked.
“Please, touch me.” I put my hand back on his cock, but without enthusiasm. “Yes, I want to know the details. In a way, you owe me that much.”
I just looked at him, confused now. What husband wanted the gory details of his wife’s infidelity?
“Okay. It was good. He made me orgasm, not just once, either.”
“Oh, God. Did you cum while he fucked you?” I felt like I was somehow watching a movie featuring a husband and wife talking about her affair.
“Yes. He was inside me when I… came,” I told him as though I was reading a script.
“Oh.” My husband’s cock was jumping in my hand. “Take your clothes off, Brooke. Let me see you.”
I felt even more as though I was having an out-of-body experience as I stood up and stripped for my husband. Soon, I was naked in front of him, again stroking his erection.
“Is his cock bigger than mine?” In truth, Russell’s erection was probably on the large end of average, but he was certainly larger than my husband.
“If I answer all your questions about my… affair… are you going use them to throw me out, divorce me?” I asked petrified as I waited for his answer.
“No… I’m excited… can’t you see?” He shuddered. “I can only see you in my imagination and knowing the details helps me picture everything better. You’re hurting me inside, but that’s exciting too.”
Even though James’ had just come, his cock was dripping in my hand. I had the obscene idea of rubbing his pre-come on my breast as he stared at me and his cock twitched wildly.
“His cock is bigger than yours, James. Do you want me to tell you a little secret?”
“Yes, oh please, yes,” he begged me. I was playing with my nipples as I teased him, making him throb and leak even more.
“I let him finish inside me.”
James’ eyes were wide. “He came inside you?”
“Yes, and I didn’t have time for a shower,” I answered. I thought my husband would explode. Instead, he used my shoulders to push me back down on the chair as he knelt in front of me, prying my legs apart.
When I was spread open, James bent to put his lips on me. My husband had always been good at oral sex, but that day he was incredible. Licking me, probing my vagina as deep as he could, even using his fingers and sucking them dry. I was on the edge of orgasm almost immediately.
“This excites you, doesn’t it, James?”
He freed his mouth just long enough to answer me. “More than I can say. Tell me how he fucked you this morning while I clean you.”
I had no idea what he meant by ‘clean me,’ but I loved the sensations flooding my body. Maybe he meant the wonderful sensations emanating from my pussy would ‘clean’ the guilt from me.
“He wouldn’t take ‘no’ for an answer,” I told him as he licked and sucked faster. “He threw me on the bed. I was so wet for him, James.” The sounds of my husband’s mouth increased in volume.
“I wanted him, I wanted his big cock inside me. He stretched me, honey. He fucked your wife and stretched her pussy.” I was really getting into it as James’ worked even harder, sucking my clit deep into his mouth.
“He fucked me hard. I could feel his thick cock. He made me cum as he shot his load inside my pussy.” I was laying it on thick, but I was being driven to the edge of insanity by my husband’s mouth.
“Could you feel him cum inside you?” he asked, taking his mouth away for a just a moment. I used my hands to pull him back between my legs.
“Yes. Oh, please forgive me, James. I could feel him shooting deep inside me.” With a wail, my husband’s cock erupted, shooting a load of his sperm onto the carpet.
Hearing him howl his pleasure caused me to erupt, trapping his head between my thighs. I didn’t care if he couldn’t breathe, all I cared about was my own release. The tension and fear seemed to escape along with my climax.
 



Chapter 6
 
I stayed home for two more days, and James and I talked with more honesty and openness than we ever had. We talked about our feelings for each other, our sex life together, my husband’s fantasy. We didn’t talk about my fantasies.
“I know my… well, my cock… isn’t very large,” James said. “It’s no news to me. I know I’m not very good in bed.”
“Honey, that’s not totally true.” We were being truthful with each other. No topic was off the table. “When you use your mouth on me, you’re a very good lover. Besides, it doesn’t matter, I love you. I treasure what we have, I don’t want to jeopardize it.”
“My fantasy is for you to become a hotwife.”
That night James showed me movie clips on the internet and gave me some stories to read about hotwifes. He carefully selected them, I discovered, to include cuckolding as well as hotwife stories.
“You want me to really cuckold you?” I asked over dinner.
“Yes, in a way. I don’t want to wear a cage or anything, but you’re much stronger than I am, and I want you to call the shots,” he answered.
“What do you mean ‘shots?’’
“When it comes to sex, you’re in charge,” he answered.
“You want me to fuck other men,” I stated.
“Yes.”
“Do you want to watch?” I asked bluntly, hoping to shock him.
“If you’ll let me,” he answered looking hopeful.
“I need to think about all this. I’m leaving in the morning to go back to the desert.”
“I’d love if you told me… you know… if anything happens. Maybe we could use the computer to… talk or something.” He wasn’t subtle.
“I’m going to be thinking, James. I don’t know if I can do this. I felt so guilty a few days ago, and now, you’re giving me permission, no, more than just permission. You’re encouraging me. I need to think.” We left it at that for the night.
James tried to make love to me that night, but without the stimulation of his fantasy, we weren’t very successful. He apologized for his failure to satisfy me and fell asleep as I held him. As he slept, I thought about what he had said; would it have been better if I’d been ‘in charge?’
The following morning, I ran to meet Russell over coffee to plan my training and to talk about things.
“I told my husband about us,” I said.
“You did what to who again?” He was looking at me in surprise.
“I told him I’d cheated on him with another man.”
“So, you’re getting a divorce or what?”
“It turned him on,” I said sipping my coffee. “He got excited at the idea of me sleeping with you.”
Russell looked at me in surprise before getting another cup from the dispenser. “What’s the catch?”
“No catch. He does want to hear about it and maybe even watch us sometime,” I was acting cool, but my heart was pounding so hard, I was surprised Russell couldn’t hear it.
“I don’t know about being watched. How would we do it?”
“We’d use my laptop. Let him see what he sees,” I made it sound simple. I’d spent hours on the road thinking about my husband’s fantasy and his desire to watch me with another man. I was over my shock, but I was still uncomfortable with the idea.
“You think it over, Russell. What’s the plan for today?” I asked.
For the next week, we worked together as my training progressed. I had a lot of ground to cover before my time at the station was up.
Every night, I talked to James over the computer link, and every night he asked how ‘things’ were proceeding. I told him frankly, I didn’t know how they were going, the other man was still thinking things over, and every night my husband would look disappointed and relieved at the same time.
I was fine with Russell taking his time. A part of me hoped he’d say “no,” and that would put an end to it. Even though I was doing what my husband wanted, my guilt still ate at me. At the same time, I hoped he’d say “yes.” I wanted to feel his hard body against mine again.
I’ve always believed in exercise, and even in the desert, I’d run about five miles a day, and my legs and body showed it. Along with the physical work I was doing, I was in the best shape of my life. James had always been squat, shorter than I am, and he’d gained weight since we’d been married. He doesn’t care for exercise, and I’m sorry to say, it shows. Maybe if he still had his hair…?
Being with a man who worked with his hands like Russell, a man so different from my husband, was exciting. I was quivering with anticipation the day he said he’d do it. He’d let James watch us having sex.
Thursday night, I told my husband that my lover had agreed to let James watch as he fucked me. James was so excited, I could see the excitement reflected in his eyes.
“I’m going to watch you make love with another man?” he said happily.
“No.” His face fell. “You’re going to watch another man fuck me. We don’t make love, I only make love with my husband.”
“Yes, Brooke. You’re right,” he sounded contrite.
“He might be rough with me. Do you think you’re ready for what’ll happen?” I asked.
“Yes,” he said, not wanting to take another chance at being corrected by me.
We set things up for the following night. I’d call him before Russell arrived and leave the laptop on my desk, facing the bed. I’d stepped away after I adjusted the computer to give him the best vantage point. That was it, he’d see what he saw.
I was distracted all day Friday. Why did my husband have these fantasies? Why would a man who said he loved me want to watch me with another man? Did it mean he wasn’t really in love with me? Questions ran through my mind like a never-ending freight train, each question connected to the one before it and the one behind it.
Russell was wise not to work with me on anything very complicated or dangerous. I caught him watching me more than once as I suddenly flashed, and the present swam back into focus.
“What are you thinking about, Brooke?”
“Why does my husband want me to… be with another man? I’m so confused,” I admitted.
“You’re going to do exactly what I say tonight.” He was staring at me without blinking, not giving me a choice.
“But,” I stammered.
“There is no ‘but,’ the only thing you’ll think about is pleasing me. Starting right now,” his voice was so forceful, my body responded to his tone. When I looked down, I saw my nipples had hardened and were making eraser points through my thin bra. Russell was looking at them too.
“Tell me how excited this makes you,” he demanded. “Put your hand in your pants, let me smell your fingers.”
For some reason, his obscene demand, rather than disgusting me, made me excited. I sucked in my stomach and pushed my hand against my skin until I was at my mound before I looked into Russell’s eyes.
“All the way, Brooke. Tell me how wet you are.” 
Just the demand to feel myself at work as he watched sent another flash of excitement through me. I pushed my hand further, my fingers sliding between the lips of my pussy and into my wet slit. I was shocked by the wetness I found. The look on my face must have told Russell what I’d found.
“Play with yourself. Make sure your fingers are really wet.” He held my arm, not allowing me to pull it out of my pants. As I masturbated, he felt my movement, exciting me even further. I heard myself moaning as he brought me to my feet, my legs starting to give out as he pulled on my waistband and allowed me to bring my fingers up to his mouth while they were still shining wet, proving my arousal. The feeling of his tongue licking me clean caused a groan to start deep in my throat.
He walked me back to my single room, careful to keep us out of view. Even though it was earlier than I usually called, he had me set up the laptop, so he could make the connection without being seen.
“Stand by the door, Brooke. When I make the connection, don’t say a word. Just walk in, strip off your clothing, and lay on the bed. Spread your legs toward the computer and masturbate. Let your feelings out. Don’t think of anything else, just think about what I’m going to do to you.”
My mind was at rest as I stood by the door and Russell connected the call. I heard the computer ringing and James answering.
“Hello, Brooke,” he said before falling silent as he apparently caught sight of me. I was taking off my work clothes, paying no attention to the screen. When I was naked, I climbed on the bed and spread my legs wide. I chanced a quick glance as I pulled my pillow under my head and spread my labia apart with my stroking fingers. James’ mouth was opening, his eyes wide, and his head was moving slightly. His hands were out of sight as his right arm moved, stroking himself beneath the desk.
I closed my eyes and quickly found my rhythm as I stroked my excited clitoris, sending delicious feelings through my nerve endings directly to my brain. All my doubts and questions disappeared as I lost myself in the wonderful excitement of masturbating for my husband and my lover. I stroked myself faster as I approached my orgasm. I could faintly hear James’ excitement as he groaned along with me. His arousal inflamed me even further, and as I neared orgasm, Russell was suddenly beside me on the bed. His erect cock was pushing against my thigh, his calloused fingers squeezing my breast.
“Stop, now suck my cock, Brooke.” I immediately withdrew my fingers as my orgasm threatened to overwhelm me and moved to my knees, my pussy pointed to the side as I used my tongue to lick the pre-cum from the tip of my lover’s large erection. I heard James moan as he watched me move my lips over the bulbous head of a stranger’s cock. I was doing what Russell had told me to do, and my husband was groaning his approval.
I pushed a hand between my legs, feeling the throbbing wetness. I knew I was excited, but I was still surprised by what I found.
“Are you wet, Brooke?” Russell demanded.
“Yes.”
“Tell your husband how excited you are to be sucking my cock,” he ordered.
“Honey. I’ll do anything he tells me to do. I’m so turned on right now. Do you like watching me? Is this what you wanted me to do?” I went back to licking Russell’s throbbing cock as James told me, in a shaking voice, that he loved me, and he loved what he was seeing.
“If Russell tells me to fuck him, do you want me to do it?” I asked, my pussy throbbing at the thought.
“Yes, please, Brooke. Do anything he wants you to do. I love you, Brooke, be his whore for tonight while I watch,” my husband’s voice shook.
“Are you jacking off?” I asked. “Do I excite you so much?”
“Oh, God, yes.” I peeked at the screen again to see the look of concentration and excitement on my husband’s face as his arm moved even faster.
“Mount me, Brooke. Let your husband see you fucking me,” Russell ordered. I didn’t know how much James could see, we hadn’t adjusted the computer, but after giving it only a fleeting thought, I dismissed the concern and threw my leg over Russell’s hip. Using my hand to spread myself, I sank down on my lover’s erection.
I moaned loudly as he stretched me open, penetrating me, his hard hands on my hips as he forced himself inside me.
“Talk to your husband, tell him what you’re doing,” he ordered.
After a pause, while Russell’s words slowly penetrated my awareness, I swallowed and said, “He’s fucking me, James. He’s spreading me open, he’s spreading me wider than I’ve been spread before. Oh, God, James, he’s inside me. He’s inside your wife.” I ran out of breath as I forgot what I was doing and could only concentrate on the fat cock penetrating me and the hands directing my movements.
I vaguely heard my husband’s panting coming through the tiny laptop speakers, but he sounded so far away, he meant nothing more to me than encouragement as Russell pulled my lips to his. I kissed his mouth, his stubbled chin; I lost myself to the man giving me such pleasure.
Russell held me suspended as he pounded into me, letting my husband watch as he hammered my pussy. I wailed, my voice becoming louder as I felt my orgasm approaching. I felt my muscles tightening and my thighs quivering as my climax built. I was lost inside the sensations building in my body, and when I came, the world outside the two of us ceased to exist as Russell’s cock swelled inside me, filling me even further, and exploded, sending hot throbbing blasts flooding me. When they weakened, I collapsed, panting, on his hairy chest.
“Brooke, I love you, what have we done?” My husband sounded bewildered, but I couldn’t concentrate on him now, my mind was full of Russell. I’d think about James again later, I was thinking only of my lover’s hard lips on me.
“Tell him, Brooke,” Russell whispered breaking in on my peaceful afterglow. “Tell him how you want his mouth on you now.”
The thought hit me hard that was exactly what I wanted. “James,” I said.
“Yes, Brooke,” James sounded tired.
“I want your mouth on my pussy, right now. I want you licking me like you do. Would you do that for me?” I asked turning my head to look at the screen.
My husband’s face was suddenly alive again. “Yes Brooke,” he said as I watched. “Please let me do that for you,” he pleaded.
 



Chapter 7
 
I bought special clothing for my first business trip to visit clients overseas. I was representing Holt and our department as I worked with people I didn’t know.
James gave me a beautiful gold ankle bracelet before I left. It was a wonderful present, a gift I’d wear with pleasure. I made sure he was well thanked.
For some reason, James had an erection as I unwrapped his present. I thought he was aroused by me and maybe he was. We hadn’t made real love; we hadn’t had traditional sex since he’d told me about his fantasy. He got as hard as he ever had, but all he wanted to do was for me to tell him what I’d done with Russell while he used his mouth on me.
I don’t know what James was doing for release, he’d be throbbing hard, but he wouldn’t orgasm. I tried to get him to make love with me, but he said he could satisfy me better if he used his mouth. Besides, it excited him to hear me talk.
It was terribly embarrassing at first telling my husband what I’d done with another man. James wanted details. What his penis felt like because it was different from his. He wanted to know what I felt! Not just physically, although he was very interested, but how I felt about the act itself. Was it satisfying? Did I orgasm? How hard did I cum for my lover? What did it feel like to orgasm with a thicker cock inside me? I refused to answer at first. I didn’t know how to explain my physical sensations to my husband. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to hurt his feelings, I didn’t know how to put those feelings into words.
The more I talked, the harder James attacked my pussy, which made me tell him even more until I couldn’t talk at all. After a while, I wasn’t embarrassed, the words came easier, and I looked forward to our new game. It got to the point where James would finish along with me without touching himself. He’d become so excited by what we were doing and what I was saying, he’d cum on the sheets.
My first assignment was scheduled for a facility in the Persian Gulf, but the trip was changed at the last minute back to Washington DC. I checked into a hotel and worked twelve-hour days with our lobbying firm, learning what they did and how they did it. I was clearly out of my element, but I knew when important people flirted with me.
“You would be a hit in Washington,” the chief lobbyist told me. “Some of these big shots would take you to bed in a minute, so be careful. This town is full of beautiful women, and these guys will never leave their wives. It would be political suicide for them.”
Still, I enjoyed the attention, and at night, I’d talked to James over the computer connection and tell him what had happened during the day. He wanted to know everything, of course. Who had flirted with me, what they’d said, and how they’d made me feel.
My final night, the firm took me out to celebrate, first for dinner, then to a nearby dance club. There were six guys and me; we drank a lot and danced a lot. One of the guys grabbed me for a slow dance and held me especially close. I could feel his thick erection pushing against me as we moved. He felt fantastic, it was all I could do to control myself as he rubbed against me.
“I see you’re a hotwife,” he whispered in my ear. I looked at him in shock. “You’re wearing an ankle bracelet; please tell me you’re available.”
I pulled away from him and looked down at my leg in disbelief. “So that’s why he gave me this.”
“You are a hotwife, aren’t you?” 
I let my hand inch down to his erection, it had been so long since I’d felt a man. The blood was pounding in my ears, I was having a hard time catching my breath.
“Now that you know, what are you going to do about it?” I asked, fondling him one more time before taking my hand back. I was terrified of his answer. What if he wanted to fuck me? What if he didn’t?
“I’m going to take you down to your room, strip you, and shove my cock so far up your pussy, you’ll taste it.”
I was breathing even faster. “Is that a promise?”
We stumbled into my room minutes later, locked in each other’s arms. I had him wait while I logged in and called James before positioning the laptop. By the time my husband answered, I’d turned to find William standing naked by the bed. My breath caught in my throat at the sight of his cock; he was thicker than Russell and longer too. I heard a gasp from the laptop as William walked toward me, his semi-hard cock swinging from side to side.
My hands were on him, trying to stroke him as he stripped off my blouse and removed my bra. He made love to my breasts as James watched, licking and sucking my nipples as I sighed and held them up for him. 
I was able to take a moment to fold my skirt before William had me spread on the bed, his thick cock rubbing against my slit. I could feel my wetness as he stroked the large head against me, pushing inside a little further with each stroke. I hadn’t been fucked in months, and James’ tongue, as good as he was, wasn’t enough to satisfy all my needs.
I loved the feel of William pushing inside me. He went slow, an inch maybe before pulling almost all the way out and using my wetness to push further inside me. He’s fucking my cunt! My mind was going wild, I couldn’t stop the thoughts. He’s inside my twat, my penis glove. I began to wonder if I was going crazy. I wanted him to fuck me as hard as he could.
My heels were on his butt, my hands on his hips as I tried to pull him in further and faster. When he was in all the way, he started to fuck me, getting me close but not letting me cum.
I found myself on my hands and knees with William behind me fucking me doggy style. I was facing the laptop as James watched, his face the picture of concentration, his hands out of sight. Just looking at him brought me closer to climax.
“His cock feels so good, honey. Do you like watching your wife get fucked?” The words came out in gasps. I said them before I’d even really thought them. “He’s fucking your wife’s cunt… and he’s going to cum inside me, James. He’s going to flood my twat. Do you want to watch?” I seriously thought I had Tourette’s, I couldn’t stop. “He’s using me, James. He’s so deep inside my pussy, he’s stretching me.”
“Yes, Brooke,” sounded from across the room.
Suddenly I was done, I could feel William’s cock swell and shoot inside me, but my mind wasn’t there anymore. What the hell had happened to me? I was a married woman looking at my husband’s face as a man I’d just met ejaculated inside me while I talked like a cheap whore.
I scrambled out from under him, slammed the laptop cover closed and rushed into the bathroom. When I came out after showering so long I was wrinkled like a prune, he was gone, and the only sign of my infidelity was the wrinkled sheets on the bed and the strong smell of sex.
I was crying when I called my husband. “I’m sorry, James. I so sorry for what I’ve done, what I’ve made you watch. Please forgive me.
“Listen to me, Brooke,” he sounded so commanding, so unlike James. “Are you hearing me?”
“Yes.” I looked awful in the small part of the screen that showed what he was seeing.
“I love what we’re doing, and I love you.” We weren’t having a discussion, he was telling me. “You’re my wife, and I love what we’ve done and what we’re going to do.”
“It feels so wrong, perverse even,” I said. “Are we sick people?”
“It would be wrong if I didn’t know about it. But I do know about it, I want it to happen. I… enjoy… watching… my… wife… getting… fucked. Do you understand?” He was emphatic. “A lot of couples are just like us. We’re not sick! Now tell me about it.”
I took a deep breath and told him what he wanted to hear, and as I talked, I felt the excitement again. The excitement of dancing and feeling a stranger’s erection pushed against me. The hunger that flooded me when he called me a hotwife. Before I was done telling my husband everything, I was on my hands and knees again on the bed. My nipples rubbing against the sheet, one hand between my legs buried in my pussy as I told James how William had flooded me with his cum.
I was a hotwife. It excited me as much as it excited James. When I’d been single, my girlfriends had called women like me “sluts,” sometimes, we even called them “cunts,” the ultimate insult. After I hung up with James, I lay on my back, playing with my ‘cunt’ as I said the word ‘slut’ out loud. The more I said it, the more excited I became until I had the overwhelming orgasm I’d been denied earlier. 
I wanted to find William and asked him to fuck me again. Instead, I fell asleep and dreamed of being a hotwife, of meeting men in bars all over the world—and fucking them.
 



Chapter 8
 
While sitting in a sedate hotel bar in London, I was approached by a beautiful, slightly older woman wearing a LBD. I’d noticed her in the little black dress, sitting with a gentleman I assumed was her husband and was surprised when she sat down on the stool next to me.
“Hello, my name is Lydia,” she said with a very proper upper-class English accent. “I couldn’t help but notice your lovely ankle bracelet.”
“Thank you,” I said, not sure where this conversation was going as I added, “It was a gift from my husband.”
“So was mine,” she said, moving the stool so I could see her expensive diamond angle bracelet with ‘hotwife’ engraved on it. “Are you one of us by any chance?”
She was smiling as she regarded me over the rim of her drink. Her eyes, a mesmerizing shade of blue that almost looked purple in the dim light, set off her wavy dark hair. I’m not attracted to women, I consider myself to be strictly heterosexual, but as Lydia leaned forward, causing her dress to gape open, giving me an unrestricted view of her breasts, I felt my heart beat faster.
“I am,” I said simply, my eyes traveling up her slightly pink chest and full lips before looking her into the eyes. I was excited. Nothing like this had ever happened to me.
“Would you care to join my husband and me for a drink and perhaps some conversation?” She was still smiling at me, but the question held the promise of something more as she took her drink in one hand and mine in the other and moved us to her table.
Her husband, Bronson, was a well-dressed English gentleman. He had longish wavy dark hair with streaks of grey that went well with his grey suit and open-necked blue silk shirt. His hair was worn back from his high forehead and just covered his shirt collar. His striking good looks and the relaxed way he smiled both excited and scared me; I wasn’t sure I was in their class. I knew I was, at heart, just an American farm girl, and they were upper-crust English swingers. What if they didn’t just want to talk? What if Lydia wanted me to make love to her?
“Bronson,” Lydia said, “this is Brooke, she’s an American hotwife. Isn’t that fabulous? She looks stunning, doesn’t she?” Lydia had her hand lying lightly on my bare leg, her fingers stroking me as her eyes locked with mine and she talked to her husband. “Wouldn’t you like to eat her up? I know I would.” It was the first time a woman had turned me on.
We talked for some time, just the three of us, sipping drinks as we chatted. They asked me questions about myself and my job, what I thought of American politics. It was wonderful spending time with them. They were thoughtful and funny; their accents enchanted me. As we talked, Lydia’s hand stroked higher up my bare thigh until she was tracing the edge of my panties.
My eyes swiveled between them. First looking into the purple abyss of Lydia before losing myself in the elegant beauty of her husband.
“Brooke,” Lydia began after looking at her husband. “Are you busy in the morning?” I told her nothing was planned for the following day, I was just going to do some sightseeing. “We’d consider it a great honor if you’d spend the night with us in our modest home and let us show you the sights tomorrow.”
I wasn’t afraid they were in the habit of capturing young American women, but if they were, I couldn’t think of a better pair to be captured by than Lydia and Bronson. I agreed.
Lydia followed me to my room to pack an overnight bag. I swept a few necessary items from the bathroom into a small bag and was folding some lingerie I could sleep in when Lydia took them from me with one hand and used the other to pull my lips to hers.
Her lips were so soft as she lightly pressed against me. I’d never been kissed by a woman before, but I melted against her as her tongue lightly caressed the corner of my mouth. My arms hung loosely at my side as she kissed my neck and throat, my eyes tightly closed as I moaned to her light touch on my skin.
“You shan’t be needing these,” she whispered, putting my lingerie back in the drawer and leaving me panting against the small dresser as she closed my bag. Taking me by the arm, she directed me to the elevator.
By the time I followed Lydia into the back of their chauffeured Rolls running silently in front of the hotel, I knew my panties needed to be changed. On the long drive to their home, Lydia distracted me with her hands and mouth as Bronson eased my dripping panties down my legs and knelt between my thighs to lick and caress my inflamed pussy.
I was on the verge of an over-powering orgasm when we pulled up to a magnificent mansion made of quarried stones hundreds of years old. My hosts lived in a castle!
“Welcome home Lady Lydia, Sir Bronson. I trust your evening in London was all you hoped it would be,” said the liveried man who held the door for us. I was being seduced by a Lady and her gentleman! My knees felt weak as Lydia guided me up the large stone steps and into an entry hall easily twice the size of our apartment.
“Yes, Michael. You may retire now, however, we’ll be needing the car in the morning,” Bronson said.
“Very good, Sir.”
I was lead through a series of room including a library before walking up a massive sweeping staircase to the second floor. We were soon in a huge bedroom with a fireplace larger than my kitchen, one of many bedrooms in their “modest home.”
Lydia and Bronson combined to undress me. I felt so aroused having two people kissing and caressing me as they slowly removed my clothing. As each piece came off, they took the time to worship my newly exposed body, my lust causing me to pant as I tried to get Bronson’s clothing off him. As I unbuttoned his shirt, Lydia knelt to spread my ass cheeks and press her mouth to my asshole. I spread my legs to give her better access as I tried to get Bronson’s belt unclasped.
I wanted to feel a man’s hard need for me as I was undressed, and I could feel Bronson erection throbbing against me ready to take me and make me his. But as Lydia kissed me, I was again lost in the soft safeness of her mouth and now naked body as she drew my desire out from deep inside me. I wasn’t being taken by her, I was surrendering to her need for me.
Bronson’s cock wasn’t thick, but it was very long. As I stroked him, both husband and wife directed me to the bed. Bronson laid me on my back as he knelt between my legs and continued what he’d started in the Rolls, licking and sucking my exposed pussy.
“You’re very wet, my dear.” Of course, I was wet; between the two of them, I’d been played with and aroused for hours.
Just then, Lydia threw her leg over my head and lowered her pussy onto my face. I knew a moment of panic looking at another woman’s vagina. I’d never seen one this close before, but of course, I was familiar with all the parts. Lydia was turned on, her labia and the clitoral hood seemed swollen as she lowered them to my mouth.
I did to her what her husband was doing to me, sucking her clitoris into my mouth and giving her tiny fast licks with my tongue. I’d never done this before, but I knew what I liked done to me, and it seemed Lydia liked the same things I did. I held her hips with my hands as she moaned above me.
It felt only right when Sir Bronson lifted my hips and guided his erection inside. I moaned into Lady Lydia’s wet pussy and attacked her clitoris, trying to make her feel as good as her husband’s cock was making me.
Bronson couldn’t get the traction he needed. I was disappointed when he pulled out and rolled me onto my hands and knees. I missed his cock, and surprising myself further, I missed Lydia’s pussy.
Part of the problem was solved as Bronson pulled my hips up and slammed his cock into me from the back. I groaned and tried to put my head on the mattress only to be pulled up by my hair as Lydia squirmed under me backward, her pussy under my mouth and her tongue licking my clit as her husband hammered into me.
I loved the taste of pussy! I loved licking her vagina. I loved the taste of her honey as it flowed out of her. I loved how I could suck her clitoral hood and make it so much longer. I loved the vibrations to my own clit as she moaned.
Did this mean I was a lesbian? It couldn’t mean that, I loved the feel of Bronson’s cock inside me, I loved how the two of them worked together to bring me pleasure. I knew they’d done this before, maybe they’d do it again with me?
Lydia was pushing her hips off the bed trying to get more contact with my lips and tongue. Bronson’s cock felt thicker inside me as he started to contract and flood my vagina. It felt like every ounce of sexual energy was being sucked from my body, starting at my toes and fingertips and working its way until it pulsed in my pussy. My entire body was cumming.
Our orgasms were epic, and I buried my face fully in Lydia’s cunt as though I was trying to get inside her. I collapsed, kissing Lydia’s soft thighs as she licked her husband’s dripping cum from me. I felt like a noodle without the energy to move as I lay my head sideways on Lydia’s thighs, staring at her throbbing wet pussy.
I’d never felt so sexually satisfied. I never wanted the feeling to stop. If my life had ended right then, I’d have died happy. But all too soon, I had to move. I kissed my way up Lydia’s body, spending time making sweet love to her breasts before kissing her mouth. The first time I’d kissed a woman on the lips, and I couldn’t get enough of her.
“Would you adopt me?” I asked. “I’d be ever so good, I promise.”
The good mood lasted all night and into the next day as we made love again. Sometimes, all three of us, but mostly, only Lydia and me. I couldn’t get enough of her. My feelings were deepening even as my jaw was beginning to ache, and when Bronson would come back into the room, I’d feel disappointed. Until he was inside me and my mouth was back on my new lover’s pussy.
I didn’t call James until I was back at the hotel; some things I decided, were mine and didn’t need to be shared.
I didn’t feel the least bit guilty about not telling my husband. I felt sexually sated like I’d eaten a huge meal and didn’t have room for more. Besides, I wanted to keep the memory to myself, I didn’t want to relive it with anyone else. No even my husband.
James was suspicious, but I kept the conversation light without explaining where I’d disappeared to the night before. He asked me to masturbate for him, but I told him I wasn’t in the mood, he’d have to wait for another time. When we disconnected, he was pouting in disappointment. I felt too good to let myself feel bad for him.
I could feel the weight of James’ heartache when I got home. He knew something had happened, he knew I was being deceitful. Somehow, he knew I wasn’t telling him everything, and it felt like an anchor on our relationship. It caused me to be guarded around him, something I’d never been before. I’d always been open about everything that had happened even giving him too much information, particularly about my innermost thoughts and feelings. Now, all I’d tell him was about the sights of England and that the trip was successful.
“You’re hiding something from me,” he finally confronted me. “What aren’t you telling me, Brooke?”
“What makes you think I’m hiding anything?” I could feel my face flush as I suddenly found an interesting article in the magazine I was pretending to read. I sounded phony even to myself.
James took the magazine away from me. “What were you reading?”
I had no idea what I’d been pretending to read, and he could see it on my face. I tried to bluff, but he saw right through me.
“James, some things are mine. I don’t want to hurt you, but I can’t…” I finished lamely.
“If you don’t tell me it means you cheated on me.” He looked so sad, my heart was breaking. He stood up and walked around the room for a minute. “If you sleep with someone else and won’t tell me about it… how can we be married if you do something like that?”
“Do I have to report everything I do?” I asked. I could feel my chin quivering, but I willed myself not to cry. 
“If you do them with someone else and your clothes are off, yes, you do. Maybe you need to be punished for cheating on me.”
He suddenly thrust his face only inches from mine. “Are you having an affair? Did you find someone to replace me? Is that it?”
“NO. I’m not having an affair. I’m not in love with anyone else,” I almost shouted at his face only inches from mine. Now, it was my turn to stand and walk around. “I just… I just… it wasn’t about you, James. I love you, you know that, but this was something special to me. Something that can never happen again and sharing it… sharing it will diminish it for me. Can you respect that, can you respect me enough?”
“I don’t know.” James hadn’t lost his suspicious look. “Are you going to see him again?”
“I doubt it,” I answered.
“You doubt it? You’re not sure if you’ll see him again?” he challenged me.
“I was in England, James. It’s not like something happened with the next-door neighbor.”
“What if you’re sent back, or he comes here?”
I needed to end this before real damage was done to our marriage. I needed to respect James’ fantasy, but damn it, he had to respect my fantasy too, and Lady Lydia was my fantasy.
“If he comes here or I go back to London,” I strived for a compromise, James didn’t know it wasn’t just a man, “I promise to tell you everything that happens.”
“That’s not enough, you still have to be punished, and if you see him again, you have to promise I’ll get to watch,” he demanded.
“What kind of punishment?” I asked. I could easily overpower James, he hadn’t worked out in our entire marriage although he outweighed me by almost one hundred fifty pounds.
“You’re getting a tattoo. If you want to keep your affair from me, I’m going to mark your cheating pussy, so everybody knows who you belong too.”
“Fuck you, James.” I stormed out of the room.
The house was like living in a block of ice for the next week. We barely spoke to each other and touching was out of the question. We were heading in a direction I didn’t want to go. Despite everything, I meant it when I told James I loved him. I either had to confess, take my punishment, or consign myself to an ultimately loveless marriage.
“Okay, you win,” I said. “Tell me about the punishment.”
James didn’t tell me, he took me to a tattoo parlor and instructed me to show the female tattoo artist my bare pussy. As I lay back on the inclined table he said, “Last chance. You can just tell me what happened, tell me about him.”
“Okay. You win, YOU ASSHOLE. It wasn’t a ‘him,’ it was a ‘her.’” I started to cry, sobbing as a lay on the table. The female tattoo artist was appraising me with fresh eyes. James just looked shocked. “Are you happy now?” I screamed.
“I’m sorry, Brooke.” He looked sorry as he hung his head. “I just… I… I don’t know what to say. We should go home.”
“No. Not until we’re finished here,” I said. Both James and the artist looked at me in surprise.
When we left, I had a fresh tattoo. An outline of a dainty feminine hand on my thigh, exactly where she’d touched me the first time, inside the palm was “Lady Lydia” in the most elegant script the artist could do. We made James leave the room while she worked, and I left my pussy uncovered allowing the artist to help me overcome the pain.
My relationship with my husband returned to near normal after my “punishment.” James wasn’t happy about the tattoo, but I loved it. The memory of my night in the castle still belonged only to me.
A few days later, I received a text from Lady Lydia.
 
I’ll be in Houston for a few days in August. Are you available for lunch?
 
I immediately texted back:
 
I’m available for more than lunch. Will Bronson be with you?
 
Just me, I trust that will meet with your approval?
 
I want you. I want you right now. If you want me, I’ll be with you the entire time you’re in town. I just have one request.


 


I want you with me every minute as well. Tell me your request.
May my husband watch us one time? It will make my home life much easier for me.


 


Just one time? Of course. Now you’ve got me so excited, my poor heart is racing.


 


Me too. Oh, Lydia, I’ve missed you!


 



Chapter 9
 
The three of us meet in the Presidential Suite at the St. Regis in Houston after driving separate cars. At twenty-five hundred square feet of opulence, the suite was almost too much for James. I could feel him being overwhelmed; an underpaid college instructor suddenly realizing the life his wife was living when she wasn’t with him.
Lady Lydia met me with a sizzling kiss after we collided together in front of my husband. I wanted her to strip me naked right then and take me on the floor. When we parted, I wouldn’t let go of her, panting as she graciously welcomed my husband and offered anything he’d like to have to eat or drink.
James seemed shocked both by the suite and by my obvious affection for the older woman. Lydia looked beautiful as she always did, dressed in a knee-length shift dress that hid her perfect figure.
As we sat, James in an overstuffed chair that seemed to swallow him, Lydia and I on an antique love seat, I pulled up my skirt to show my new tattoo.
“Oh, I love it! Is that where I touched you in the bar?”
“It is, the exact spot,” I said taking her hand on putting it on my thigh. “The spot is yours now. You’ve marked me.”
With a soft cry, Lydia was kissing me again, more softly than before as I opened my legs and her hand traveled up my thigh to lightly stroke my bare pussy. I had moved down the seat to give my lover full access, exposing myself to my husband as Lydia lightly caressed my clitoris.
“You’re so wet, my love,” she said. “Were you naughty on the way here?”
“It’s all for you, I’m all for you right now,” I told her as I urged her lips back to mine while caressing her back.
“Perhaps we should go into the bedroom,” she said before looking over at James. “Will James be joining us in bed, darling?”
“No, my husband will just be watching. When the time is right, he’ll leave. I told him he could play with himself, I hope you don’t mind.”
Looking at James, she laughed, “Please feel free. Just don’t leave stains on the furniture.”
I only looked at my poor husband twice the rest of the afternoon. Once when Lydia was laying between my legs moaning into my pussy and James was stroking his erection so hard, I was afraid he’d pull it off. The second was when he opened the bedroom door and tried to leave without making a sound.
Lydia was in town for four days, and we weren’t apart for more than a few minutes the entire time. By the time we parted, I admitted to her that I had fallen for her. This wasn’t just some fling, it was more.
“I love you too, Brooke. You know I can never leave my husband, don’t you?”
“I can’t leave James either,” I told her as we tried to kiss goodbye. The soft goodbye kiss seemed to last forever and still ended too soon. Even though I’d see her again, my heart broke a little as I watched her climb into a cab to the airport. Wiping the tears from my eyes, I went home to my husband.
James wanted to make love as soon as I opened the door. He wanted me in the bedroom, but I didn’t want him between my thighs, not after the time I’d just had.
“Let me please you, James,” I said taking him in my mouth. “You can tell me what you saw.”
As I worked on his cock, I wanted to feel him cum in my mouth. I wanted to taste his sperm, I wanted to show my love for him by swallowing him. Maybe, in some small way, it would make up for having him to play with himself as I made love to Lady Lydia, leaving him alone.
As I sucked his cock and played with his balls, James told me what he’d seen and what had turned him on. He talked at length about the wonder of seeing Lydia’s perfect pink pussy. His description was so graphic and so accurate I felt like I was back between her legs even as I sucked and licked my husband’s cock. I urged him to orgasm, his cock fitting nicely inside my mouth. My tongue licking his glands as he told me how he’d been unable to control his orgasm at the sight of Lydia licking my pussy as she exposed herself to him.
The mental image was too much for both of us as James erupted down my throat and a tiny orgasm spread through my body. He’d helped me travel back in time, and I loved him for it.
We held each other tightly afterward. I could feel the urgency in James' arms as he hugged me firmly. We didn’t want to lose each other, but now my husband knew a truth about me; I had my own fantasy and Lydia was it. 
“I love being your hotwife,” I told him as he held me. “I’ll do anything you want me to do. I’ll tell you anything you want to know, I’ll never keep a secret from you. I’ll arrange for you to watch whenever I can.” I was looking at his face. “I’ll even let you punish me for being such a slut, for cheating on you with other men.” James looked shocked, maybe even ashamed, when I mentioned punishment. 
“I mean it, James. You can tie me up and whip me if you want.” James was growing erect again, poking against my thigh. “You’d like that don’t you?” Before he could deny it, I had my hand wrapped around his hard-on. “You like the idea of having your cheating wife tied up as you whip her secrets out of her, don’t you?” James moaned. 
“You can, you can punish me. You can call me a slut, a whore. You can do anything you like to me, but you can’t do one thing.” His balls fit in the palm of my hand as I squeezed them. “You can’t interfere with my relationship with Lydia. She’s off limits,” I squeezed a little harder. “Do you agree?”
James was in some pain as he grunted, “Yes. Lydia is off limits.”
“Are you going to make me your ‘pain slut’?’” I asked. “Will it make you feel better, will it put you back in control? Can we put this behind us, now?”
James was rubbing his balls as he looked at me. “Can I spank your tits if you don’t please me?”
I lightly patted his face. “Oh, poor James. Don’t ask permission to punish me. Just do it, and tell me what I’m being punished for if you want, do you understand?” I didn’t think he ever would, it wasn’t in his nature. Judging by the tingling between my legs, it might have been in my nature.
 



Chapter 10
 
It was the first trip I’d taken with Holt and the other consultants. We were visiting a country in Southeast Asia and were accompanied by a group of seven of Holt’s male employees.
James and I had reached an uneasy balance in our relationship. They say nobody can understand another’s marriage from the outside, and in our case that was certainly true. We didn’t have normal sex anymore, James would only use his mouth to excite me. I loved the closeness of being with my husband in bed but missed the weight of a naked male body on top of me. My husband could satisfy me in his own way, it just wasn’t the same for me as being with a… complete man.
I missed my special lady most all. I missed the tenderness, the sweetness of her kisses. I missed the smell of her, not just her pussy but her skin and her hair. I had it bad and as much as I missed being with a man, I missed Lydia just as much. I wasn’t attracted to any other woman, just her. Did that make me a lesbian? Did it make me bi-sexual? I didn’t know.
When James and I went out on the town, I’d make it a point to wear my ankle bracelet, and as my confidence grew, I’d wear more revealing clothes until I was showing as much skin as I could get away with. We played all the hotwife games; he’d leave me alone in a bar or a dance club to see if I’d be approached. Sometimes, I was, and once or twice, I even went off with the men if they were attractive to me. I’d tell James what happened, and he’d get so excited, his cute cock would cum without being touched. I was never approached by a woman.
I hadn’t met anyone who measured up to Russell in either size nor skill. For the most part, I was just getting off on being a hotwife for my husband.
James wanted to be more aggressive, he wanted to use the internet to find me partners, but I didn’t like the idea, it seemed so impersonal to me. I wanted to meet the men I would sleep with before jumping into bed with them. I wanted to be romanced, I wanted to be wooed. I wanted a man to want me so much, he got hard dancing with me. I didn’t want flowers or anything, I just wanted to feel something for the man or the woman. I was so confused.
Lydia and I texted nearly every day. James would watch me, my head down and a smile on my lips as we flirted from thousands of miles apart. He didn’t smile along with me, he just looked glum, but I wouldn’t let him spoil my mood. I did things that made him happy, and in honesty, I liked them too. Lydia made me happy in a different, special way.
 
****
 
The trip with Holt and his team was an eye-opener for me. Not only did I learn a lot, but being the only woman, I was the focus of all the sexual innuendo and jokes. I’d been around roughnecks enough, I was able to enjoy what would have been considered sexual harassment at any other time. I think I gave as well as I got from the men.
Holt picked one night for us all to go out to eat together, afterward going dancing at a club he knew in the city. The dinner was wonderful. I was seated next to Holt and felt his presence all night, this beautiful tall, strong, black man. As I discovered in the ladies room, just being next to him caused my pussy to gush. I felt extra attractive and desirable as he spent most of the time talking and flirty with me.
I was so wet, at first, I was afraid I was having my period. My fluids were running so freely, I could hear myself dripping into the water below me. When I touched myself, I was so excited, I felt a sexual shock travel through my body, even my toes tingled. I was dilated, hungry to be fucked.
“What can you expect from a hotwife,” I mumbled under my breath.
“What?” came a voice from the next cubicle. She sounded English, maybe I should have answered.
Back at the table I drank more wine and luxuriated in the feeling of being next to Holt. When he turned to me and put his hand on my leg to whisper in my ear, I wanted to pull his hand up under my skirt.
“We’re going to a private club. You don’t have to come with us if you don’t want to. It’s probably going to get… rough. It’s a special kind of strip club,” he whispered.
Without hesitation, I said, “I’ll go with you.”
It was dark in the club, Holt held my hand as I stumbled against tables trying to get my bearings. I could faintly see the other men because their white shirts showed in the blacklight. My skirt was reflecting the light too, showing off my thighs as I moved. I was wearing a dress that exposed more flesh than was strictly proper at a business dinner, but given the company I was in, I was sure I could get away with it.
I’d caught Holt checking out my breasts more than once while we’d eaten. A display of interest that added to my arousal. 
When the men were all seated and my eyes had adjusted enough, I could see each man had a virtually naked young woman on his lap. The only lap free was Holt’s, and I was the only one without a chair.
Holt pulled me onto his lap, I didn’t really have a choice, and I didn’t want one. My short skirt pulled up as I wiggled to get comfortable. I could feel a hard, thick lump under me, and when my wiggling caused the lump to jerk, I realized I was sitting on Holt’s cock. My pussy sent another bolt straight to my brain as I felt just how large he was.
I saw the other women stripping what few pieces of clothing they had on for their guys, and the stripper next to us had freed her man’s cock and was stroking him as he sucked the nipple of her tiny breast.
Holt had selected me, not one of the many professionals waiting for their opportunity. Me. He wanted me on his lap. He was smiling up at me as I ground my ass more firmly against his erection and lowered my mouth to his for our first kiss.
I’d dreamed of this moment, Holt’s lips on mine. Our surroundings disappeared for me as I melted against him. His lips were demanding, taking me as I lost myself in them. I was only vaguely aware of his hand pushing my skirt higher, exposing me as my legs fell open and his fingers pushed my panties aside and his thick, black fingers slipped inside my wet opening.
I moaned against his mouth as he found my tender button and began stroking me. A fantasy was coming true, I was going to be stretched by my boss.
He pulled his hand away from my pussy causing me to groan in frustration.
“Strip for me, Brooke. Show me your body,” he ordered.
I stood between his wide spread legs and pulled my top down, exposing my breasts, and as Holt caressed my nipples, I let the skirt fall to the floor, taking my soaked panties with it. I was naked in front of my boss and seven other men from the company.
The other girls were dancing for their men. They were all naked as they rubbed their bodies against their partners, some of them boldly rubbing their naked slits against the exposed erections they’d created.
I did the same thing for Holt, dancing if it could be called that, letting him see my naked ass before sitting on his lap and rubbing against his erection and turning to push my breasts against his face. My breasts were larger than the native girls who looked like children in comparison. 
I eased myself to my knees my hands working on Holt’s belt, trying to free his thick cock. I wanted to see him, I wanted to touch him, most of all I wanted to taste him. I’d dreamed about him, and I wasn’t going to let this opportunity go to waste.
Holt helped by standing and dropping his pants to the floor. The sight of his long, thick, black cock shocked me as I slowly lowered his boxer shorts. I touched him with reverence, my mouth hanging open. He jerked from the feel of my fingers. A tiny drop of pre-cum hung from the tip, and I caught it on the flat of my tongue.
I was tasting Holt’s cum, my tongue was on his cock! I opened my mouth as wide as I could to take the helmet-shaped head inside. He felt so wonderfully smooth against my tongue as he pushed inside me. Velvet on steel.
He used my hair to hold my head still as he fucked my mouth. My fingers were busy stroking my soaked pussy as he used me as his personal fuck doll. He pushed his cock so far into my mouth, I could feel him in my throat. Before I could choke, he pulled out, a string of saliva connecting my wide-open mouth to his throbbing cock.
I lost it then. I made love to his slick, wet cock, my eyes closed, rubbing him on my face and throat. I licked and sucked his large balls, holding them as I worshiped them. I moaned as I placed tiny kisses on the entire length of his stiff cock. My face was soon dripping wet with a mixture of my drool and Holt’s pre-cum. I couldn’t get enough of his cock. I wanted him to cum on me as I knelt on the dirty floor at his feet. I wanted him to own me at the same time I felt so powerful. I’d made his massive cock hard, he was erect for me!
“Dance for me some more, Brooke. Let all the guys see you.”
I looked at the men, all of them busy with their girls, but a few looked at me as I rubbed my body against Holt’s. I opened his shirt to feel his wide black chest and kissed his nipples as I rode his thigh, my spread pussy sliding effortlessly against his heavily muscled leg.
When I turned to rub my ass against his wet cock, he slid inside me, first the thick acorn-shaped head followed, as I pushed myself downward, by the thick shaft. He was spreading me open, wider than I’d ever been open before. I could hear myself wailing from the pleasure he was giving me. All action seemed to stop as the group watched me fuck.
I felt my head being held and looked into the brown eyes of one of the dancers. She pushed her tiny tit against my mouth, and I sucked her erect nipple as Holt cock seemed to lodge as far inside me as he could go.
I felt his hands on my hips as he pulled me down even further, his cock hurt at first as he touched my cervix, but as he moved me, he seemed to slip past the pain. It wasn’t until much later I learned he had pushed into a part of my vagina called the Posterior Fornix, a recessed pocket below and behind my cervix. I don’t mean to get all technical but WOW. As soon as his thick cock touched me there, so deep inside, my body melted, and my mind emptied of everything except the mass of pleasurable sensations flooding my body. I could feel his large, black balls against my clit, but that sensation was minor compared to the mind-dissolving pleasure his cock was giving me as he pounded in and out.
There was so much ecstasy going on inside me, all I could do was feel my body react. I started shaking, a wave of heat followed by calm washed over me. It was so good, it almost hurt… I wanted more. I crossed the line into orgasm, and it was huge, totally consuming me as it peaked, then peaked again.
I cried loudly as strange hands touched me, the other men and the strippers fondling me, encouraging me as I fucked the boss. Both my breasts were being mauled and the nipple in my mouth had been replaced by a long, thin, white cock.
Holt’s strong hands on my hips were lifting me and pushing me down on his enormous cock. I could feel another climax building; my entire body was vibrating as the cock left my mouth and erupted on my breasts. I watched in amazement as a small woman held and licked the cum off my boobs, making me convulse again, my vagina in spasm. I’d never felt anything like it before, but I’d never been so full before.
The girl was trying to kiss me, her mouth covered in sperm as Holt bounced me. Her lips tasted soft and salty as she tried to match the wild ride I was on.
I lost control of my muscles and collapsed on Holt’s lap as his erection swelled to completely fill me before erupting deep inside.
I turned my head to kiss him as I slowly came down from the high he had given me. I lost myself in his lips as I was turned to face him and was held up as another man entered me. I don’t know who he was, it didn’t matter. I would be fucked by each of them as either Holt or the girls held me. I was so stretched by my boss, I didn’t feel everything that happened to me.
Whenever I could, I staggered or crawled back to my boss, craving his thick black cock. At one point, I licked his balls and the clit of a small Asian woman as she rode him backward. I didn’t mind sharing him; as soon as she collapsed and fell off him, I urged him to fuck me again as I lay on the floor on my back.
He felt as good inside me the second time as he had at first. He pounded away at me, my mind and body were his. Even after he finished, I wouldn’t let him go.
I begged him to stay with me in the hotel or let me go to his room. I’d do anything just to be with him. I offered to sleep on the floor if he’d let me. He’d won me over, I worshiped him.
The next morning, I made James listen as Holt filled me and I gave myself to him again. I could hear my husband moaning as I told my lover his prick owned me now, I was his to do with as he pleased.
When Holt left to get ready for the day, I made James look at my pussy. My swollen, puffy, stretched, leaking cunt.
“I meant what I said, James. I’ll do anything for him. I’m sorry, you know I love you, and I always will, but Holt’s more than my boss and my lover.”
James stepped away from the screen far enough I could see his softening cock. His balls, belly, and cock were coated in sperm.
“I’ve never been this excited before in my life. Will you come home to me?” he looked worried for the first time.
“James, I’ve just given my sex life, our sex lives to another man. Not to mention my heart to Lydia, and you want me to come home?” I was amazed.
“This is what I wanted, Brooke. I just don’t want to lose you.”
 



Chapter 11
 
The next time I was alone with Holt was in his office in Houston. He closed the door and asked, “Do we need to talk about what happened?” 
“I meant everything I said,” I told him. “My sex is yours. Any way you want me.”
Holt was studying me, all I could do was stare at him. He was so beautiful, he was exciting me just by standing there. I was remembering the feel of him so deep inside me, I could feel myself becoming aroused.
“I’ll be your whore, I’ll be your mistress. I’ll deny myself to everyone but you, even my husband. I’ll rent an apartment and only you and I will have the key if you want, so I’m available to you anytime you want me,” I finished in a rush. I was willing to humiliate myself for this exciting black man. I stood, trying to catch my breath as he walked around me. 
“What about your husband?” he asked.
“He knows,” I said. “He knows I’ve given my body to you.”
“Don’t you love him?” he asked.
“Yes, I love him, I’ve also met a woman in England. My husband and I haven’t made love, at least not real love in almost a year. I don’t want to lose you, Holt,” I went on. “I’ll quit my job if you want as long as I can be yours.”
“If I told you to take your clothes off, right now, what would you do?” 
I started unbuttoning my blouse, pulling it up and out of my skirt. I would have continued until I was completely naked if he hadn’t stopped me.
Caressing my breasts through my flimsy bra, he told me, “I’m going to come to your house and fuck you in front of your husband.”
“Okay. Right now?” I asked.
“Tonight.”
I unhooked my bra, so he could reach my excited nipples. “Anything you want, I’ll do it.”
“Have your husband serve us; I drink scotch. Be naked when you open the door for me. I’ll tell you what to do,” he instructed. “Your husband must be dressed at all times.”
As soon as I got home, I reached Lydia on the computer and told her what had happened, how it had all felt. How Holt was taking the place of my husband although we’d still be married. Lydia was excited for me. She had me tell her every detail.
That night James was dressed as a servant when I answered the door, completely naked, taking a chance that it was my lover and not a religious recruiter.
As Holt walked in, I eased to my knees and hugged him, resting my head against him, kissing the bulge in his pants. I was aroused, I’d been sexually excited since I’d walked into his office hours earlier.
James offered my boss a drink held on a serving tray. “If there’s anything I can get you, please let me know.” My husband seemed as excited as I was. I knew he was hard, but it was impossible to tell by looking at him.
“Tell your husband what you told me in my office,” Holt demanded after taking a seat.
“I told him I was his, James,” I said looking at my husband. “I told him I’d do anything to have him again. I’d be his whore, his fuck buddy, his mistress. I told him my pussy belonged to him anytime he wanted it. I’m sorry, James, I’ve completely humiliated myself and you.”
James was leaning forward, his hands between his thighs pushing against his erection.
“I’m going to fuck your wife tonight,” my boss said. “You can watch if you want, but you can’t interfere.”
I was suddenly torn again but just for a moment. I had cheated on my husband and Lydia. Until now, James had only watched me with another man on the computer. This would be a first, I didn’t know how he would react. I didn’t know how I’d react to being watched.
I stayed on the floor, caressing Holt’s thighs as the three of us talked. He wanted to know where we went to school, what James did for a living. He asked about being a hotwife, what it meant, what I’d be willing to do. He even asked me if I’d ever been fucked in the ass.
By the time he took my hand and lead me into the bedroom, I could feel my own lubrication running down the inside of my thigh. I was so ready for him, I begged him not to wait, I begged him to take me as I spread myself on the bed, my legs spread as far as possible.
Holt’s cock was throbbing hard as I took him in my hand. I could feel every beat of his heart as I rubbed him against my slit, masturbating myself with the huge head of his cock.
“Put me inside, Brooke,” he ordered.
James was at the foot of the bed, I could just see his shoulder jerking as he pulled on his prick and watched as Holt spread me open.
His cock was so wide, I could feel the delicious stretch as he entered me. It felt as though I was on the verge of orgasm from the moment he penetrated me. I could feel every vein, every bump on him as he pushed inside me. I could hear myself groaning, talking incoherently as he touched my cervix. Just like last time, he pushed past and sunk all the way inside until his balls were pressed against my asshole, and my brain short-circuited.
When he fucked me, James moved around to look at my face. I don’t know what he saw there, but he was pounding his cock as hard as he could as he looked at me.
Again, I could feel my orgasm start deep inside. My entire body was in spasm, my legs were shaking, the muscles in my stomach had tightened. I had no control. I was screaming from the overwhelming pleasure as my husband watched and my orgasm thundered through my body.
When Holt came deep inside me, I climaxed again, almost as hard. I hugged him to me, trying to merge our bodies as we came together.
When Holt pulled out, I begged to clean him with my mouth. I begged to lick both our juices from his wonderful dick. As I took him in my mouth, I felt James between my legs licking my pussy clean. It was only then I wished Lydia had been watching on the computer connection.
Nothing changed at work. I went where I was told to go and did my job. I didn’t wear my ankle bracelet; I was Holt’s, and I wasn’t really a hotwife anymore. When I was in town, Holt used me. We didn’t go out. Sometimes, he’d come to our house and fuck me in my matrimonial bed, sometimes, I’d go to him, but it was always the same. I wanted him in the same way I wanted oxygen.
I wasn’t surprised when he called me into his office to introduce me to the new trainee, Tammie. She was young, just out of college, and strikingly beautiful with long naturally blonde hair. She’d just married her high school sweetheart and appeared strangely naïve in the ways of the world. The first thing she asked was if I was ‘saved.’
When we were alone, Holt held me in his arms before telling me my new assignment.
“You’ll do anything I want, won’t you, Brooke?”
“You know I will,” I answered with dread.
“You’re going to help me seduce Tammie.”
 
****
 
My heart was in my stomach, I spent time in the ladies’ room thinking I might throw up. Holt wanted me to help him seduce another woman, not just any woman but a naïve church-going girl like Tammie. I wanted to hit him, I wanted to hurt her! I wanted to fuck him, so he’d forget all about her. Mostly, I wanted to run home to James and let him comfort me.
Instead, I invited Tammie to lunch.
“What’s wrong, Brooke?” were the first words out of her mouth. “You look sick. Your face is pale.” Her next words left me speechless. “Do you have a thing for Holt? I saw how you looked at him, I saw how you looked when you walked in and saw me with him.”
I sputtered. She’d caught me red-handed, or red-faced.
“Are you sleeping with him?” she was looking at me with those blue eyes, she was looking into my brain.
“I wouldn’t say a lot of sleeping has gone on,” I answered flippantly.
“Are you to help him sleep with me?” she asked.
“Jesus fucking Christ, Tammie,” I almost shouted.
“Don’t swear,” she said. “How’s this supposed to work? My seduction.”
“I don’t have a clue, but since you know, you can just tell me to go to hell or whatever, and I’ll tell him it won’t work,” I answered.
“He’s very good looking,” she was sipping her ice tea through a straw. “Is he good in bed?”
“He’s incredible in bed. If I had succeeded, you’d have had the best sex you’ve ever had or ever will have.”
“Why is he so special?” She looked interested, hanging on my answer.
When I told her about the size of his cock that he knew how to use it, Tammy was blushing. I used a napkin to diagram the Posterior Fornix.
“I’ve never heard of it,” she said.
“I hadn’t either, but once a man had been there, you’d know all about it. Too bad you’re turning me down. It would be fun to watch.”
Tammy focused on her tuna salad, absent-mindedly taking forkfuls into her mouth and gazing into the distance. 
“Tell him I’m interested,” she finally said.
“What the hell, Tammie!” I was shouting again.
“Just once, just once in my life, I want to be bad,” she said. “But he has to actually seduce me. We’ll tell him you’re helping since you are.” That’s how it worked.
 



Chapter 12
 
“You might have a chance with Tammie,” I said. Holt and I were alone in his office. I was under his desk licking his cock and rubbing it on my face.
“But…?” he said.
“But you’ll have to seduce her, and she won’t do anything unless I’m with her. She’s afraid,” I said.
“You’re working on her?”
“You know I’ll do anything for you, Holt.”
“Why do you have to be there? I know she’s afraid, she’s church-going, married and all that, but why do… you… have… to… be… there?” he challenged me.
“She wants me to ‘hold her hand’ I guess. Like, ‘why do women go the ladies’ room in pairs?’ Same deal.” I was flying by the seats of my nonexistent panties.
“Tell her to plan on working late Friday. Very late. The three of us are going out to dinner.” I went back to concentrating on Holt’s magical dick.
That night, I told James everything that was happening. Of course, he wanted to know what Tammie looked like and why he couldn’t be there as well. To make up for missing the party, I gave him the same blow job I’d given Holt. Well, not the exact same because he was smaller.
I loved my husband. We shared the same brain to a remarkable extent even when it came to sex. But like all couples, most of our life wasn’t spent in the bedroom. We liked the same television programs and movies, we liked the same foods, we made each other laugh. I enjoyed hearing about the classes he taught, he had no idea what I was talking about when I explained my work. That was okay, he listened, and that was the important thing.
He’s was my best friend even when he was laying on the floor next to the bed listening as Holt drove me to repeated orgasms, even then James was my best friend.
I’d been treating him like shit, and as time went on, I realized I would need to decide—was I married to James or not? When Holt dumped me—I knew he’d tire of me eventually—what would I do? If I was smart, I’d still have a loving husband at home.
I wasn’t trying to deceive James when I became more loving and attentive. I felt a renewed appreciation for the man I’d married, and I showed it. I even wanted him to make love with me again, which was strange because James didn’t want too. He got off having other men fuck me. We were, if you’ll excuse the expression, fucked up that way.
Friday night, Tammie changed her clothes before we left for dinner. She’d been wearing her regular work outfit, but when we met in the garage by Holt’s Bentley, she was wearing a pink sleeveless wrap dress with a low V-neck created as the two halves were held together by a belt at the waist. The dress ended at mid-thigh. It was apparent since her hard nipples were poking through the fabric, she wasn’t wearing a bra. My mouth must have been hanging open; I couldn’t have imagined a more un-Tammie dress.
“Close your mouth, Brooke.” Holt put his forefinger under my chin, pretending to push my mouth closed.
“Am I dress alright?” Tammie was blushing as she walked up to us. “Did I do something wrong?”
“Not at all, Tammie, you look perfect.” Holt, ever the gentleman, was opening the Bentley’s front passenger’s door for her. I guessed I’d be sitting in the back.
Tammie looked around the interior in shocked-awe. If you’ve never been inside a three hundred thousand dollar car, it’s amazing. I’d been fucked in the backseat, and it still took my breath away every time I rode with Holt.
As we drove, Holt rested his hand on Tammie’s thigh and pointed out the various features of the car. It wasn’t until we were parking in the reserved stall beneath his penthouse, I realized where we were having dinner. As we rode the nearly silent private elevator to the top floor, Holt explained we’d have more privacy and a better meal if we just ate at his home.
Tammie asked me to show her the restroom as soon as we arrived even before Holt could show her the fabulous view from his floor to ceiling windows.
“It’s working, Brooke. I’m seduced.” Tammie was pulling down her panties to sit on the gold-plated toilet. “Look at me,” she’d taken her panties off while I wasn’t looking, “I can’t put these back on, they’re soaked.” And they were, her light pink panties dark with her dew. She could have wrung them out, I suppose, they were damp enough.
“I’m so turned on. Do we have to eat? Do I have to pretend to resist him?” She was rubbing herself as she talked to me. I was torn between being uncomfortable with another woman masturbating in front of me and my own arousal.
“Maybe if I make myself cum, I won’t be in such a state. I’ve never felt like this.” Her fingers were moving faster. “This is the only way I’ve ever had an orgasm, anyway.”
“In front of another woman? Look, we can’t stay in here, Tammie. He’s going to wonder,” I said, tearing my eyes away from her blonde-haired twat. I was repulsed and turned on by the sound of her juices dripping into the water beneath her.
Tammie wrapped her panties in toilet paper and stuffed them in her purse. The toilet paper had already darkened, and the room smelled of sex by the time they disappeared. Smoothing her dress down she said, “Okay. I’m ready to be wooed.”
Tammie had one hand on my arm and one on her belly as we walked toward Holt. The hand on my arm was to steady herself, the one on her belly was because she was already nearing orgasm just at the sight of him waiting. Her body knew what was coming and it was ready.
I think if I’d have checked, I was as turned on as she was, and I wasn’t even on the menu for the evening.
Holt guided Tammie around the huge penthouse, showing her the view from every room, his arm around her the entire time. As they stood next to each other in the master bedroom, the room in darkness and the lights of Houston spread out beneath them, Tammie was resting her head on his shoulder, her hand on his left thigh.
I watched as Holt made a quarter turn to his left, and her hand came to rest on his erection. I couldn’t see Tammie’s face, but I could see Holt bending to kiss her as her hand moved, caressing his cock through his tight pants.
Tammie was a goner. She moaned as Holt slid his hand through the V-neck and pinched her straining nipple.
I found myself sitting in a chair, my legs tightly crossed as I squeezed my thighs together. Was this how James felt watching me? Did he get this turned on at the sight of Holt taking off my clothes and sucking my straining nipples? I was developing an appreciation for my husband’s fantasy. If I were somehow married to Holt, I’d want to watch him fuck other women. The thought shocked me so much, I lost track of the action, and by the time I looked back, Tammie was holding Holt’s mammoth hard-on as she admired him from every angle.
I wasn’t accustomed to studying pussies, but Tammie’s was right in front of my face, her blonde pubic hair matted down, her swollen wet labia visible. I thought I could see her clitoris throbbing as drops of her sap fell onto the bedspread. I’d never seen myself when I was as excited as Tammie, and I found the sight mesmerizing. For the second time in my life, I was attracted to another woman. I wanted to get up and taste her!
Instead, I quietly slipped my cell phone out of my pocket and took a picture. They weren’t paying attention to me, and I was able to send it to James with a note.
 
The picture is Tammie. I’m going to FaceTime, don’t say anything, just listen.
 
My phone was on mute as I balanced it on the table near the bed, hoping James would be able to see. At least he could hear, and I hoped my phone wouldn’t be noticed.
I moved to the bed and put my hand on Tammie’s leg as she tried to suck Holt’s cock. She didn’t react, so I caressed her thigh. Her skin was so soft and smooth, I was captivated. As I neared her pussy, her thigh felt damp, and I put my fingers to my nose to smell her fragrance. She smelled like me but entirely different at the same time.
She tasted tangy and sweet as I licked my fingers. I wanted more, I wanted to taste another woman! I bent forward and licked her leg as she groaned and pushed more of Holt’s cock into her mouth. When my tongue reached her pussy, she spread her legs, and Holt put a hand behind my head, urging me to bury myself, my mouth open and my tongue out in Tammie’s sweet-smelling pussy.
She squirmed as I ran my flattened tongue between her lips, touching the entire length of her slit until I was lapping at her engorged clitoris. My eyes were wide open as I sucked her button into my mouth and used my tongue to make small, fast little strokes. I looked up at her, past her blonde pubic hair; she was moaning into Holt’s mouth as her hands worked feverishly on his hard cock.
I drew back and helped him rearrange her on her hands and knees. Tammie had a stunned look as she felt the first stretch of his cock entering her from behind. I held her open for Holt, spreading her cheeks and labia as I watched his manhood pierce her hole. Tammie seemed to be holding her breath until he started to push inside when her lungs emptied in a howl of mixed pain and pleasure.
I reached between my legs to gather even more lubrication to spread on Holt’s cock, making it easier for him to push inside. As he started to fuck her, his cock gleamed with her copious juices, and Tammie’s head fell to the mattress as he started to hammer into her, each time going a little further.
Tammie’s clit was being pulled inside and then released with each thrust of Holt’s cock. With one hand on Holt’s ass, I used the other to caress her button, increasing her pleasure until Holt seemed to bottom out inside her, and we heard a muffled scream as she tried to pull away from him.
Holt held her still, a huge black hand on each of her hips holding her in place as he probed inside her. It must have been difficult coming in from the rear as he was, but soon he found his way, and despite Tammie’s protests, pushed further inside until her howls of protest stopped, and her eyes and mouth opened in surprised pleasure.
“What happened? What… oh, my God… you’re so big and so deep inside me!” Tammie’s first orgasm overwhelmed her as Holt held her still and fucked her, each stroke pushing his deep, dark pubic hair against her slit as his balls smacked against her clitoris.
Tammie was feeling pleasure so intense, so beyond anything she’d ever experienced, she was fully surrendering her body to Holt. Her husband and her strongly held religious beliefs were the furthest thing from her mind as pleasure flooded her body and drove out everything except the feelings coming from her deep inside her pussy.
She was giving herself to Holt, he owned her then, just as he owned me, and he knew it as he pushed her from one orgasm to the next. Each time he pulled his hips back, a flood of cream added to the puddle on his sheets.
I was able to watch as Tammie experienced the indescribable pleasure of feeling Holts cock pump his seed deep inside her. I watched the thick cord on the underside of his cock pulse with each shot of sperm as he flooded her unprotected pussy.
My hand was on his balls, caressing them and feeling them contract as he emptied himself inside her. Tammie was beyond speech; her eyes had rolled so only the whites were showing as Holt’s cock spasmed inside her.
As he finished, Holt collapsed on top of Tammie’s body driving them both to the mattress. The soaked sheet disappeared under her even as Holt tried to hold himself with his massive arms. His eyes were closed as he held himself above her, enjoying the last sensations of being so deep inside her,
Tammie seemed to have passed out. Even as Holt rolled onto his side, her legs were spread wide as I laid myself across her body to take his deflating cock in my mouth. I wanted to taste both of them on him, I wanted to worship his organ. I wanted to make him hard again, so I could give myself to him.
“Please let me do this, Holt,” I said as the tenderness of his cock made him try to push me away. “Let me clean you.”
“You want to make me hard again, Brooke?” he said as I rapidly nodded “yes.” “Then clean Tammie’s cunt for me. Prove you’re mine.”
I urged Tammie to the edge of the bed. She moved sluggishly without seeming to have a will of her own as I knelt on the floor and draped her legs over my shoulders. Her pussy was open in front of me, cum bubbling out of her as I pressed my mouth against her and licked and sucked as much of their combined juices as I could. I was pumping my own hips as I worked; I wasn’t even aware of my movements as I concentrated on taking in every drop of their lovemaking.
I wasn’t aware that Holt had moved until I felt his hands on my hips and the mushroom-shaped head of his erection probing my pussy from behind. 
“Keep cleaning her, Brooke. Make her clean for me while I give you what you need from me.”
I was so turned on by what I’d seen and done, I was so wet with anticipation that Holt’s could fuck his cock deep inside me. I tried to pull my face from Tammie’s pussy, still oozing in front of me, but Holt held my head in place as he claimed ownership of me once again. I was accustomed to the size of his cock by now, but still, my body was flooded with pleasure as he pushed inside. I no longer jumped when he touched my cervix, I just adjusted myself, so he could push beneath it. The pleasure became so intense, I forgot Tammie’s pussy and lowered my head to concentrate on what he was doing to me.
From far away I heard kissing noises. Tammy had rolled off the bed and was kneeling beside me. I heard her telling Holt that her pussy was his, he owned her just like he owned the one he was fucking. I was disconnected from all that, my entire being was focused on Holt’s cock as I groaned from one orgasm to the next.
I wasn’t sure how much Holt had left but feeling his huge prick pumping inside me sent a thunderbolt of pleasure to my brain swamping any other thought or feeling I might have had.
“Are you mine, Brooke?” he asked. It took me a long time to answer. It was as if I didn’t speak English at first. I’d heard him, but the sound took a long time to penetrate and even longer before it made sense. I had to swallow twice before I could speak.
“I’m yours, Holt. My pussy belongs to you.”
 



Chapter 13
 
We slept together in the big bed, but I showered and slipped out of his penthouse before dawn. I was able to call Uber to get back to my car before driving home to James. I’d forgotten to turn off my phone and by the time I left Holt’s, the battery was dead.
My last view as I left was of Tammie, still mostly asleep, sliding on top of him trying to get his morning erection inside herself as she moaned his name. I should have felt jealous, I suppose, but instead, I was happy for her. Not because she’d cheated on her husband in ways he’d never be able to understand nor because she’d violated the very basic beliefs of her religion. I felt happy because I knew, better than anyone, what Holt had touched inside her. I knew how he’d changed her. I knew she’d never be able to completely change back to the woman she’d been before. It had happened to me for both good and bad, and now, it had happened to her.
James was still awake when I walked in, he hadn’t gone to bed. His cell phone battery was as dead as mine. We hugged just inside the front door. We squeezed each other as though I’d been gone for a year, not just one night.
He felt so different from Holt but better in a way. He was mine.
“Tell me everything, Brooke,” he said.
“What did you see?” I asked.
“I saw most of it, I think. The view wasn’t always great, but what I couldn’t see I could hear.”
I took his hand and led him to our bed. James was already naked as I lay down and pushed his head between my legs. As he licked I started talking.
He stopped and looked at me in amazement when I said:
“James, I think I’m pregnant.”
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