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About This Book

Our live-in housemaid Valentina is starting to make me jealous.  My husband calls her his mamacita, and the older woman’s charm isn’t lost on me.  She’s buxom and beautiful, and I can taste my husband’s lust for the cuckcake.

Read as I request that she shows me how to please him, unleashing the Latino’s femdom sexuality that leaves me shocked as she orders me around before having my hubby finish in her ass before I clean everything off him!
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​Valentina kept her eyes on my husband as much as she could before she finally looked ahead and filled her mouth with as much of his cock as she could manage.  And boy, it was a lot.

She eked her lips down over him and stretched her throat around his thickness until lipstick marks were left right around the hilt of my husband’s cock.

“Fuck,” I hushed.  It was impossible not to be impressed.

“Oh, mamacita,” whined Brody, and it was definitely a sexualized word now.

Valentina pulled back and revealed Brody’s spit-soaked cock.  It seemed impossible that she’d managed to tuck it all away inside her.  She put her eyes on his again and smiled.

“I always start with that,” she grinned, pumping her saliva over Brody’s hard cock.

He looked so delicious, but he wasn’t mine.  He was Valentina’s now, and I had no idea when she’d let me have him back.

I started to think it might never happen.  As I watched her devour his cock with messy aplomb, I imagined him straying completely.  I thought that if the blowjob was as good as Valentina had said it was, that maybe Brody would have no use for me.  He’d decide Valentina was the one for him, and live a life of messy blowjobs and frantic fucking.  How was I supposed to compete with that?

“What else, Valentina?” I asked, staring at the act.

Brody threw back his head and groaned.  “My God, Valentina,” he said.  “Where have you been hiding this?”

“I’m hiding more than this,” Valentina said suggestively.

Brody looked down into that plunging cleavage and I could see him falling for her.  I stood by in my tennis outfit, feeling stupid that I’d suggested this.  I mean, what woman gives her husband permission to fulfill his twisted fantasies like this?

“Pay close attention, Miss Francesca,” Valentina said, pumping my husband’s cock and mouthing at the tip.

“Don’t,” I hushed.

“You don’t want him to come?” she asked.

“I bet she wants it inside you, mamacita,” suggested Brody.

I didn’t.  I hadn’t even thought about ... that.  I was still coming to terms with it all.

“Is that right, Miss Francesca,” said Valentina.  “You want me to show you how to fuck him good, too?”

My lips parted so I could answer, but I couldn’t form the words.  I didn’t know what the answer was.  On the one hand, I felt like I needed her help, but on the other ... I mean, it was Brody and Valentina.  She was more than twenty years older than him!  She had no business being with my husband.  It should have been me, but like always, I choked.

“She does,” smiled Brody.  “I can see it in her eyes.”
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We got off to a lucky start in life.  My husband Brody was born to wealthy parents who afforded him every opportunity for success.  He’d seized it with both hands and made a successful tech business off the back of it, hiring me as one of his interns in the company’s infancy.

Life was incredible.  We’d been together for six years now and things had gone from strength to strength.  When I first met Brody I’d moved into his humble apartment, but now, we’re married and enjoying a palatial estate that was so big we needed to employ staff to look after it.

Brody had seen to everything.  The day of our wedding he’d said, “Francesca, I don’t want you to worry about anything, and if you ever do, I want you to tell me.”

So, that was life!  Now I operate mainly as Brody’s assistant, but he’d set the company up in such a manner that he was rarely busy enough to need either of us.

As such, I’d taken on a slew of hobbies to fill my days, and sometimes Brody would join me.  We’d play tennis on our private court, or jet-ski on the nearby lake, or even fish.  I wasn’t great at that, but it seemed to make Brody happy to be out there.

Increasingly though, I’d started to become jealous of how he interacted with some of our staff.  Once that emotion took hold of me, I found it hard to shake.

His favorite was a buxom Latino woman called Valentina Martinez.  She was our live-in housemaid, but she basically did it all.  If she wasn’t cleaning, she was gardening, and if she wasn’t gardening, she was overseeing something.

She was an amazing cook too, and Brody said her food reminded him of the things his mom used to make.  He’d mock me for not being able to achieve the same results as Valentina, and I’d asked her to show me how she managed it.

“It takes effort and love,” she said sagely.  “Like a relationship.”

That didn’t exactly help.  All the effort and love in the world couldn’t help me create the same amazing dishes that she did.  I just didn’t have the experience, but the forty-eight-year-old housemaid had it in spades.

Now, I know what you’re thinking, typical white bitch with Latino help, but it’s not like that at all.  I just want to help, you know?  Or at least that’s what I thought I was doing, but increasingly I want to fire that Mexican bitch and—sorry.  That was unkind.

See, there goes that jealousy again!  It makes me do and say things that I don’t really mean, and all the while it eats at me, mocking me.

What’s worse, Brody had started to refer to Valentina as his ‘mamacita,’ and that’s where I really had to draw the line.

Things came to a head when I was on the way back from a tennis lesson.  I was all dressed in my whites, you know, white skirt, white shirt, white sun-visor, and I spot Valentina, only it doesn’t really look like her.

I have to do a double-take at first.  She’s wearing this black, French maid outfit, with her big tits stuffed into it.  Likewise, her big, round ass was almost peering out from beneath her short skirt, and her fishnet stockings felt a little much.

“What the hell is going on?” I asked, approaching cautiously.  “Why are you wearing that?”

“Oh, it’s for Mr. Brody,” said Valentina, and she kept on cleaning the patio windows like it was nothing.

She scrubbed the soapy water over the glass, going about her job despite the restrictive dress she wore.  It took me a moment before I could say anything else.

“What do you mean it’s for Brody?”

“His request,” said Valentina, stopping and turning towards me.  She shrugged.  “He likes it, I guess.”

“He likes it?  What does he like about it?”

Valentina nodded as the back door of the house opened.  “Ask him.”

“Honey,” Brody said, opening his arms wide.  “How was tennis?”

“What’s this?” I asked, gesturing to Valentina who continued to wash the window.

“Hey, mamacita!” he said cheerily, and Valentina lit up.  She smiled radiantly and turned to face Brody.  It was like seeing a whole different person.

I couldn’t help but pull a face.  I don’t know why, but that word just riled me.  It was like him calling her sexy or something, and it was clear to me there was something between them that they didn’t even have the good grace to try and hide.

“Why is she wearing that?” I asked.

Brody shrugged.  “It’s more interesting, isn’t it?”

“You’ve got her dressed up like something out of a porno!”

“You don’t mind, do you Valentina?”

“No, sir,” she said, soaking her sponge.  “As long as you pay me, I do what I’m told.”

“Is that right?” I asked with an eyebrow raised.  “What else does he pay you to do?”

“Francesca!” said Brody with mock offence.  “What do you take me for?”

“My husband, I thought, and yet here you are with mamacita all dressed up like a slut—”

“Hey!” he cautioned, turning serious.  “Don’t talk about her like that.”

He walked close and put a hand on her shoulder, leaning in to kiss her cheek as he looked at me.  It felt like they were deliberately trying to make me jealous.

“I just do my work,” said Valentina.

“I know, mamacita,” fawned Brody, kissing her cheek again and hugging her tight.  “That was very nasty what Francesca said, wasn’t it?”

Their proximity was driving me crazy, but Brody was right.  That was way out of line, despite how fucking weird everything was.

“I’m sorry, Valentina,” I said.

“All friends again,” smiled Brody, looking across at me.

I couldn’t believe he was more attracted to her than me, especially given that I was in my tennis outfit.  It felt like every time I tried to impress him it was thrown back in my face.

“I can leave you two to it, can’t I?” Brody asked, looking at each of us.

“I don’t have no problem,” Valentina smiled.

“We’re good,” I smiled.  “Sorry Valentina.”

“No problem, Miss Francesca.”

Brody seemed satisfied that everything was in place and left as quickly as he arrived.

“How do I get him to like me?” I asked after he’d left.

Valentina stopped scrubbing and looked across at me.  “He does like you.”

“But not the way he likes you.  He lusts after you, and I don’t even think you know you’re doing it.  You just soap up the windows with your ass on show and your tits almost out, and his cock turns stiff in seconds.”

“It was?” asked Valentina, looking at the door that Brody left through.

“Bolt stiff,” I huffed.  “Do I need to wear that?”

“I guess you just need to worry less,” Valentina said.  “Mr. Brody is going to do what Mr. Brody does.”

“You can’t teach me?”

“I can teach you all sorts,” said Valentina, “but loving your man is up to you.”

“I want to be good at it.”

“So, throw yourself into it,” said Valentina.  “Don’t just suck his cock, gobble it right up.  Don’t just make love, fuck his brains out, you know?”

My chin was on the floor.  Sweet Valentina had a slutty side that was matching her outfit.

“How?” I asked desperately.

“It’s hard to explain,” she said.  “Much easier to show you.”

“But I don’t have a cock,” I laughed.

“Mr. Brody does.”

I swallowed nervously.  Valentina carried on washing the windows as though she hadn’t suggested a thing.

“You want to show me on my husband?” I asked.

“I didn’t say that.”

“You want to show me on my husband!” I gasped.

“I just work,” Valentina said.

“No, you don’t.  You said you’d do whatever we paid you to do.  I want you to do this.”

“I don’t understand,” Valentina said dismissively.

“Don’t you try that shit on me,” I said, wagging a finger and wearing a smirk.  “You know what I’m talking about.”

Valentina pulled at her outfit, trying to cover her cleavage.  “I don’t know what you mean.”

“Honey!” I shouted, looking at Valentina.  “Honey, come out here.”

Valentina busied herself on the windows as I opened the back door and shouted into the house.

“Brody!  Brody, can you come here?”

“Coming!” I heard from inside, and soon Brody was back with us, skipping through the kitchen.

“God, you haven’t hit her, have you?” he asked, and he seemed genuinely relieved when he went
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