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Chapter 1



“Another margarita?” Marcela asks as she brings the pitcher over.

“Hit me.” I grin, holding out my glass. The tart lime and sweet Triple Sec hit the spot perfectly. “God, I needed this.”

“Duh, that’s why I invited you over.” Marcela laughs, her dark eyes sparkling with mischief. “Well, that and to give you the latest dirt.”

I raise an eyebrow. “Ooh, do tell.”

When I married my husband Max, he came with a large circle of friends that he stayed in contact with from his frat in college. I’m the youngest wife of all his friends, and everyone has known each other for years. I’m always intimidated at the parties they throw throughout the year, but I’ve grown close to a couple of the wives.

Marcela leans in, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “So, apparently Felicity and Edward are trying the hotwife thing now, too.”

“Shut up!” I gasp, nearly choking on my drink. “Felicity and January both?”

I had heard about January through the grapevine, but Felicity surprises me.

“Right?” Marcela laughs gleefully. “I guess Eddie boy decided he wanted to share.”

I shake my head in disbelief. It seems like everyone in our friend group is hopping on the hotwife train these days, letting their husbands watch them screw other guys. The mere thought sends a forbidden tingle down my spine, settling between my thighs. I’d never have the confidence to fuck someone else, even with Max’s permission.

Marcela sighs dreamily, stretching out on her lounge chair like a contented cat. “Can you even imagine? All the thrill of someone new, but still having your man to come home to? Talk about the best of both worlds.”

I chew my lip, my mind wandering to dangerous places. Faceless hands roaming my body, a hard chest pressing me into the mattress, Max’s eyes burning into me as he watches...I squirm, heat rushing to my cheeks.

“Earth to Ana!” Marcela giggles, waving a hand in front of my face. “Where’d you go just now?”

My face flames red as I blurt out, “Nowhere! I mean, I could never actually do it. I’m not bold like you.”

Marcela rolls her eyes. “Oh please, you’re a total smoke show. Once you got a little taste of it, you’d own it.”

I fiddle with the hem of my sundress. “I’ve only been married a year. Isn’t the honeymoon phase supposed to last longer than that?”

“Honey, there’s no rulebook.” Marcela shrugs. “Variety is the spice of life and all that jazz.”

I force a laugh, but my mind is racing. Is there something wrong with me for even daydreaming about this? I love Max. He’s sweet and funny and sexy as hell. I shouldn’t need more than that, right?

Except…sometimes I wish Max was more dominant in the bedroom, and that he would call me a filthy slut while fucking me hard. My man is a sensual lover, through and through. He always wants to make sure I’m comfortable as he worships my body. It feels dumb to even mentally complain about a sex life with a husband who makes your pleasure a priority.

I sigh and force myself back to just enjoying the moment with Marcela. She’s the best thing that’s come from dating Max—other than Max himself—she’s in her early 30s, and compared to my 25 years, she seems so much more worldly. She gives great advice and is a genuine friend. I hope in seven years, I’m as confident in my skin as she is instead of feeling all awkward and naive whenever I’m around Max’s friends.
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When I get home, Max practically pounces on me, his grin a mile wide. “Welcome home, gorgeous.”

I can’t help but smile back. “Someone’s in a good mood.”

“Well, I might have a surprise for you.” He waggles his eyebrows. “How does five days in Cancun sound?”

I squeal, throwing my arms around his neck. “Seriously? When? How?”

“Next weekend. And I have my ways.” Max winks, his hands settling on my hips. “I thought we could use a little adventure.”

Something in his tone makes me pause. “What kind of adventure?”

Max’s eyes darken, his voice dropping to a husky murmur. “Well, I was thinking...what if we used this trip to explore some fantasies? You know, the stuff we’ve never tried before.”

My mouth goes dry. “Such as?”

He leans in close and whispers, “Such as...maybe you want to be a hotwife and let me watch.”

I jerk back like I’ve been scalded, my heart hammering. “You want me to sleep with another man?”

Max holds up his hands. “Only if you want to. I just think it could be insanely hot. Seeing you all wild and uninhibited, knowing I’m the one you’ll come back to...”

I sputter, “I couldn’t! That’s not me, Max. I’m not like Marcela and the other girls.”

My pussy buzzes, almost as if she’s calling me a liar. Yeah, just because I don’t think I could do it doesn’t mean the idea isn’t hot.

“Okay, okay.” Max soothes, drawing me back into his arms. “No pressure. It was just a thought. When I was in Aspen with the guys, James told us about how hot it was to watch Marilyn fuck other guys. I’ve been thinking about it, but it’s not something I want if you aren’t into the idea.”

As he kisses my forehead, I try to quiet the swirling thoughts in my head. My sweet, adoring husband wants me to fuck someone else? The filthy images flood my brain—a huge, dominant man pinning me down, fucking me senseless while Max watches.

It’s everything I’ve secretly craved but never dared to ask for. The depravity thrills me as much as it terrifies me.

Pulling away, I paste on a bright smile. “You know, I should start packing for this trip. Cancun, here we come!”

Max grins, but I can see the wheels turning behind his eyes. He’s planted a seed in my mind, and now it’s going to grow, whether I like it or not.

As I rifle through my closet, I can’t ignore the need pulsing between my thighs. The skimpier bikinis and shorter dresses call to me, begging me to pack them. Maybe Max is right. Maybe Cancun is the perfect place to shed my good girl persona and walk on the wild side.

The question is...am I brave enough to actually do it?


Chapter 2



“So, I had a thought.” Max corners me in the kitchen, his eyes gleaming with mischief. “About Cancun and your...adventures.”

I nearly choke on my coffee. It’s been a few days since he first brought up the idea of me sleeping with someone else on our trip, and I can’t stop thinking about it.

“Oh?”

Max leans against the counter, his arms crossed over his broad chest. “Well, I know the idea of jumping straight into bed with a stranger is a little daunting. So what if we started smaller? Like, flirting with a guy online. Just to test the waters.”

“Online?” I echo, my mind whirling. That definitely sounds easier than fucking a stranger, but still. “I wouldn’t even know where to start.”

Max’s fingers toy with the hem of my shirt, grazing the skin beneath. “That’s the beauty of it. You can be anyone you want to be. Create a profile, chat with a few guys, see what all the fuss is about.”

I worry my bottom lip between my teeth. I’m not hating the idea. “And you’d be okay with that? Knowing I’m talking to other men?”

“More than okay.” Max’s eyes darken, his voice dropping an octave. “It’s hot as fuck imagining you driving some poor bastard crazy when I’m the one who gets you in real life.”

A shiver runs through me, my thighs clenching. When he puts it like that... “All right. Let’s give it a whirl.”

Max whoops, smacking a kiss to my cheek. “You won’t regret this, baby. I promise.”

Famous last words.

An hour later, I’m perched on our bed, agonizing over which photos to use for my dating profile. I finally settle on a few flirty selfies that show off my curves without giving away too much. I swear I look like a nerd with my glasses, but Max is always telling me I’m crazy and guys love girls with gorgeous eyes and glasses.

Well, here goes nothing. I take a deep breath and hit submit.

The response is immediate and overwhelming. Within thirty minutes my inbox is flooded with messages, each one bolder than the last. I scroll through them, completely flattered.

“Well, well, well. Looks like someone’s a hot commodity.” Max flops down beside me, peering at my phone. “What about that one? DominantTeddy. Sounds promising.”

I tap on the message, my pulse speeding up as I read it aloud. “You’re gorgeous. I’d love to make you scream my name as I fuck you senseless.”

I glance at Max, my cheeks burning. “Jesus. He doesn’t mince words, does he?”

Max grins. “I like him already. What’re you going to say back?”

My fingers hover over the keypad, my mind racing. Fuck it. In for a penny... “How’s this? ‘Promises, promises. You’d have to earn the privilege of touching me first.’”

Max groans, his hand sliding up my thigh. “Perfect. Hit send.”

The reply is instantaneous. “‘Or maybe you’ll have to earn it. Get on your knees and open wide, baby. It’s time to play.’”

Liquid heat pools in my core, my breath catching. This is insane. I’m sexting a total stranger while my husband eggs me on. But god, it’s intoxicating. I can feel myself slipping under, craving more.

The messages fly back and forth, growing filthier by the minute. DominantTeddy paints vivid pictures of all the depraved things he wants to do to me—spanking me, making me beg, fucking me until I can’t remember my own name.

Max is riveted, his eyes glued to the screen. Every so often, he’ll point to a particularly dirty message and growl, “Fuck, baby. Would you let him do that to you?”

By the time DominantTeddy links me his social media page, I’m a writhing mess. I nearly combust when I see his photos. He’s a personal trainer, all rippling muscles and cocky smirks.

“Holy shit.” Max palms himself through his jeans. “If that guy railed you, I might have to send him a fruit basket afterwards.”

I smack his chest, giggling. “Down, boy. It’s just flirting, remember?”

“For now.” Max gives me a seductive smile. “But in Cancun? All bets are off. We could find you another smoking hot guy.”

My entire body tingles at the thought. My husband is nuts, but I love him. When I finally say goodnight to DominantTeddy, I can barely type, my fingers shaking with need.

“Shit, that was intense.” I flop back onto the bed, my chest heaving.

“I take it you enjoyed yourself?” Max smirks as he starts nuzzling into my neck.

“You could say that.” I laugh breathlessly and pull him closer as his hands creep up under my shirt and squeeze my breasts gently. “Is it weird that I’m this turned on by a total stranger?”

“Baby, that’s the point.” Max whispers in my ear before wrapping his lips around my earlobe and nibbling softly. “And it’s so fucking hot knowing you’re doing it for me.”

Our kisses become frantic, and I’m getting more desperate by the second. I want to feel his skin against mine.

“I can’t wait,” I pant between kisses. “I need you inside me.”

I start tugging his clothes, and Max laughs at how turned on I am as he peels my panties and shorts down. It doesn’t take long before we’re both naked.

He positions himself between my legs, and I feel the tip of his cock teasing my wet opening. We’re both eager and ready for each other. He kisses me passionately while he slides his cock into me, and I moan loudly from the pleasure. I know I’ll never tire of the feeling of him inside me.

I whimper as he moves in deeper. His pace is deliberate and slow, sending waves of pleasure through my body. My mind goes blank, and I’m consumed by sensation. I wrap my legs around him tightly, wishing this moment could last forever.

Each thrust brings me closer to climax, and I let out a constant stream of passionate moans. He matches my rhythm as we move together, both of us in a frenzy, fueled by my flirting with the sexy trainer online.

When his cock massages a particularly sensitive spot, I cry out as my orgasm hits and the waves of bliss wash over me. My pussy contracts, trying to get Max to come at the same time.

As the ecstasy spreads from my fingertips down to my toes, I can feel his cock pulsing inside of me. With a deep groan, he explodes and fills me with his warm seed. I can tell he’s giving me a big load tonight, and I will have a thoroughly satisfied and dripping pussy.

Afterwards, we collapse into a sweaty, sated heap. I can’t stop grinning, my body still buzzing. I could get used to this.
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But of course, the universe has other plans.

The next morning, Marcela’s ringtone jolts me out of a sex coma. I’m alone in bed, and I fumble for my phone, my stomach sinking as I see the string of missed calls and texts.

“Shit. Marcela, what’s up?”

Marcela’s voice is annoyed. “Debra is losing her shit in the group chat, calling you a homewrecking slut.”

Ice floods my veins. “What? Why?”

“Apparently, she saw you thirsting over some beefcake online. Now she’s telling everyone you’re cheating on Max and your marriage is a sham.”

Bile rises in my throat. This can’t be happening. “It’s not...we were just...”

But how do I even begin to explain? That my husband was sitting next to me and getting off on me flirting? That we’re exploring a taboo kink that could blow up our entire lives?

Tears burn my eyes as Marcela keeps talking, her voice softening. “Hey, I know you and Max are solid. And frankly, Deb needs to get laid and mind her own business. I just didn’t want you to go online and get a bad surprise.”

I manage a weak laugh. “Yeah. Good call.”

I’m shaking as I hang up, panic clawing at me. Max finds me curled up in bed, crying into a pillow.

“Baby, what’s wrong?” He gathers me into his arms, alarmed. “Talk to me.”

The whole sordid tale spills out of me—Debra’s snooping, the group chat, my sudden terror that we’ve made a horrible mistake.

“She thinks I’m cheating on you!” I wail. “What if she’s right? What if this means I’m a terrible wife?”

Max sighs as he rubs my back. “Ana, what we’re doing is our own business. You’re not cheating, and you’re not a terrible wife.”

I blink at him, sniffling. “But our friends are going to think that.”

“No they won’t. When I was with the guys in Aspen, I told them if I could get you to fuck someone else, I’d watch it in a heartbeat.”

“You told them that?” My tears instantly dry up and he gives me a firm kiss.

“Yep. You’re exploring a fantasy, with my full blessing. Debra can frankly fuck all the way off with her sanctimonious bullshit.”

A surprised giggle bursts out of me. “Max!”

“I mean it.” He cups my face, his eyes shining with conviction. “I love you. I trust you. And if this is something you want to pursue, I’m all in. Fuck what anyone else thinks.”

I search his gaze, looking for any hint of doubt or hesitation. I find none. Only love, acceptance, and a heat that makes my insides buzz.

“Okay,” I whisper, leaning in to kiss him softly. “Let’s do this.”

Max grins against my lips. “Damn right. Now, let’s get packing for Cancun. I have a feeling this is going to be a trip we never forget.”

As I start tossing bikinis and sundresses into my suitcase, a thrill zips through me. Maybe Max is right. Maybe this is our chance for me to shed my inhibitions and indulge my wildest fantasies.

Look out, Cancun. This good girl? She’s about to be very, very bad.


Chapter 3



The sun practically blinds me as we step out of the airport into the chaotic bustle of Cancun. I slip on my sunglasses, drinking in the sights and sounds. This is my first time here, and anticipation buzzes through me. I wasn’t much of a traveler before meeting Max, but he’s quickly showing me the delights of the world.

Max drapes a possessive arm around me, pulling me close. “Welcome to paradise, baby,” he rumbles in my ear. “Ready to let loose and get wild with me?”

I plaster on a smile, trying to ignore the flip-flop of my stomach. After the incident with Debra and her snarky comments about my online flirting, I’m still not sure I’m ready for anything wild. Maybe attempting the hotwife lifestyle will be a huge mistake. Maybe I’m just not cut out for this level of adventure.

When we arrive at the resort, my breath catches. It’s stunning. Majestic palms wave in the balmy breeze, white sand beaches beckon seductively, and the sprawling buildings gleam like polished pearls. The opulent lobby stuns me with its soaring ceilings and glittering chandeliers.

“Wow,” I breathe, spinning in a slow circle. “This is incredible.”

“Just wait until you see our suite,” Max winks as he smoothly checks us in.

When we get up to our room, we discover one of our keycards doesn’t work.

He gives me a quick kiss. “I’ll run down to the front desk, babe. You explore and get settled in. I’ll be back.”

The suite blows me away. Posh, stylish, with a sinfully large bed and a jacuzzi tub built for two. Floor to ceiling windows frame a breathtaking view of aquamarine water. I could happily stay in this luxurious haven forever.

Max is gone longer than I expect, and I wander onto the balcony, entranced by the picture-perfect view. The sound of the waves and the cry of gulls lulls me into a trance. I’m so lost in the beauty of it all that I jump when his arms snake around my waist from behind.

“A penny for your thoughts?” Max nuzzles my neck, sending shivers cascading down my spine. “What’s on the agenda first—beach? Pool? Margaritas?”

The thought of parading around in my new bikini and feeling self-conscious if I catch guys gawking at me makes me tense up and second guess myself. Debra’s hurtful remarks about me being unfaithful make me want to hide in the room. “Maybe we should take it easy up here for a while,” I suggest, attempting to keep my voice carefree.

Max turns me to face him, his expression soft with understanding. “Hey, don’t let that bitter harpy ruin our trip.” He tips my chin up, forcing me to meet his eyes. “You’re stunning, Ana. Sexy as hell. I’m the luckiest man alive, and I love you.”

“I love you too,” I whisper, a tiny smile tugging at my lips. His praise makes me feel all gooey inside.

He kisses me softly. “I want you to have the time of your life here, baby. Whatever you’re comfortable doing.”

I melt into his embrace as my fears dissolve. “You’re right. I can’t let her pettiness hold me back. Let’s hit the pool.”
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The sprawling pool area dazzles like a tropical oasis. Sparkling water, cushy loungers, swaying palms—it’s paradise. I feel daring in the red bikini Max coaxed me into buying since it barely covers my tits and ass.

“Damn, I knew it would look gorgeous on you,” Max whistles as I shimmy out of my sundress. He palms my ass appreciatively. “Every man out here is going to wish he was me.”

I feel deliciously on display. Pleasure simmers in my core at his blatant admiration. “Yeah?” I bite my lip coyly. “Prove it.” I sway my hips as I saunter to a prime poolside spot, relishing his groan behind me.

As I settle on a lounger, Max plops down beside me. “First things first—I’m getting us drinks. Don’t go running off with any cabana boys while I’m gone.”

He kisses me hard, a blatant display of ownership, before heading towards the bar. Alone again, I fidget self-consciously, hyper aware of my barely-clad body. Maybe this suit is too much. I’m not the type of woman who can easily show off her body. When I look in the mirror, all I see are my flaws, and it makes me self-conscious when other people look at me. Yeah, this was a bad idea.

I’m about to reach for a towel when a rich, accented voice stops me cold. “Well hello there, beautiful. I don’t believe we’ve had the pleasure.”

I glance up, prepared to be annoyed at the cheesy opening line, but when I see the guy, my mouth goes dry. The Adonis smiling down at me looks like he just stepped out of a cologne ad—mid-forties, chiseled jaw, tanned skin, dark hair artfully tousled. Even with his eyes hidden behind sunglasses, he radiates blatant sexuality.

“I’m Javier.” He extends a hand, and I take it numbly, tingles racing up my arm from the contact. His skin is warm, his grip strong and confident.

“Ana,” I manage to say, my heart playing a drum solo against my ribs. “Nice to meet you.”

“The pleasure is decidedly all mine.” His gaze drags over me, slow and scorching, leaving my skin flushed. He makes no attempt to hide his blatant appreciation of my body. “Tell me, Ana, what brings a goddess like you to Cancun? Only pleasure, I hope?”

I swallow hard, fighting the urge to squirm under his penetrating stare. “Just a little couple’s getaway with my husband.”

I risk a glance at Max, finding him watching our interaction with hawk-like intensity. But there’s no anger or jealousy in his eyes, only...excitement?

Javier draws my attention back to him. “Your husband is a very lucky man.”

My cheeks flame, and arousal pulses between my thighs. The way he looks at me, the way he speaks, it’s so bold, so direct. I’m not used to such brazen flirting, and it flusters me.

“He certainly thinks he’s lucky,” I quip, trying to control my reaction to him.

Javier laughs. “As he should. Though I must say, if I were lucky enough to call you mine, I’m not sure I’d be able to let you out of my sight.” He leans closer, his voice dropping to a sinful murmur. “Or out of my bed.”

I nearly swallow my tongue, desire licking through me in molten waves. Did he really just say that? “I...is that so?”

I’m half scandalized and very turned on.

His smirk is pure satisfaction. “A woman like you deserves to be worshipped and pleasured until she’s a puddle on the floor.”

Each word of his is a promise, and my clit throbs in response. I’m saved from combusting on the spot by Max’s return, a drink in each hand.

“Making friends, I see?” His grin tells me he knows exactly what effect Javier is having on me.

“Your wife is definitely gorgeous.” Javier drawls, angling his body towards Max in a way that feels strangely conspiratorial. Realization clicks into place. They know each other. This was a setup.

Max sets our drinks on the side table and sits down next to me with a grin. “Don’t I know it. I’ll never understand what she sees in me.”

“You’re just as much of a catch as I am,” I protest, head spinning from their strange camaraderie. Are they really bonding over how hot they find me? Is this normal?

“I’ll leave you to enjoy your time together,” Javier says, his smile turning wicked. “But Ana, if you find yourself craving some extra attention, I’d be more than happy to...entertain you. Max knows how to get ahold of me.”

With a wink, he saunters off, leaving me slack-jawed and overheated. The second he’s out of earshot, I whirl to face Max.

“You set this up,” I huff, torn between whether I should be angry or whether I should kiss him for being so sweet. “You planned for him to flirt with me!”

Max just grins, completely unrepentant. He leans over and captures my lips in a kiss that makes my toes curl. His tongue delves into my mouth, stroking and claiming, until I’m boneless and ready to beg him to take me to our hotel room and fuck me.

“Guilty,” he admits when he finally comes up for air. “I ran into him when I was getting the new key card. We got to talking, and I could tell you’d find him attractive.” His eyes gleam with mischief and something darker. “Baby, if you want to fuck him, you have my blessing.”

I blink at him, certain I’ve misheard. “You want me to sleep with him?” My pussy clenches at the thought, and I force myself to calm down. We’re just talking about it, and it might not actually happen.

Max frames my face in his hands, his expression open and earnest. “Flirt, kiss, fuck. Whatever you want, I support you. I love you, and your pleasure is my pleasure.”

Tears swim in my eyes, and my heart feels full for this wonderful man I married. “I don’t know what to say. I love you so much.”

“You don’t have to say anything. Just answer one question.” His grin turns downright devilish. “Do you want to be a hotwife?”

My body pulses with need as I think of Javier…the way his eyes devoured me, my husband’s eager encouragement. The forbidden thrill of it all.

I know my answer.

“Yes,” I breathe, capturing Max’s lips again. “Yes, I do.”


Chapter 4



The bar is buzzing with energy as I sip my club soda, scanning the crowd for Javier. Butterflies swirl in my stomach, anticipation humming through my veins. I’m wearing a blue dress that hugs my curves and accentuates my figure. The deep V-neckline shows off my cleavage, and the short hemline reveals my toned and tanned legs. I’m wearing sexy high heels with a strap around my ankle, and I make sure to cross my legs and perch on my bar stool in a way that shows off my outfit.

I caught the appreciative glances of a couple of men as I passed their tables, and I haven’t felt this sexy since my wedding day. I can’t believe I’m actually doing this, meeting a near-stranger for a hookup, with my husband’s blessing.

Speaking of Max, he’s at the other end of the bar, keeping a watchful eye on me. The heat in his gaze every time our eyes meet sends shivers down my spine. He’s getting off on this just as much as I am.

“There you are.” A now-familiar voice says, making me jump. “I was starting to think you’d stood me up.”

I turn to find Javier grinning down at me, looking good enough to eat in a crisp white button-down and dark jeans. The lust simmering in my core makes me brave as I check him out. “Not a chance.”

He chuckles. “Glad to hear it. I’ve been thinking about you all day.” His eyes linger on the plunging neckline of my dress. “I couldn’t get the image of you in that bikini out of my head, but this dress might put the bikini to shame.”

I flush, and I can feel my panties growing damp. This guy is a smooth talker, but I kind of love it. “Is that so?”

“Mmm.” He leans in, his breath tickling my ear. “Though I have to say, as incredible as you looked, all I could think about was getting you out of it.”

I press my thighs together and hold in a moan. Fuck. If he keeps talking like that, I might beg him to fuck me right here.

As if reading my mind, Javier says, “What do you say we get out of here? Somewhere more...private?”

I nod frantically, taking one last sip of my club soda. “Yes. Please.”

He puts his hand on the small of my back and leads me over to Max. Standing next to my husband with another guy’s hand on me feels so damn naughty.

Max stares at me, and my stomach flips at his heated gaze while Javier talks to him. “I’m taking Ana up to your room. Are you joining us?”

Max nods once, and his eyes look dazed as he stands up. We move together, weaving through the crowded resort towards the elevators.

The moment the elevator doors close, Javier pushes me against the wall, his mouth crashing down on mine. His tongue delves deep as he grinds against me. I gasp into the kiss, desire spiking through me like lightning. Holy hell, is Max still okay with this?

Javier nibbles down my neck, and I’m able to look at Max. He’s smiling, and the lust is clearly written all over his face. He nods at me, giving me the silent go-ahead. Jesus, this is crazy.

“Fuck, I want you.” Javier growls against my throat, his hands roaming my curves. “Tell me you want this too.”

“I do.” I pant, arching into him. “I want you.”

The elevator dings and we stumble out. I giggle as we make our way down the hall to our room. Every step fills me with more confidence. I’ve got one of the sexiest guys I’ve ever met planning to fuck me while my husband follows us, desperate to watch. When I pull out our keycard, Javier takes it from me. When he fumbles with it, cursing, I smile. The effect I’m having on both of them gives me a nice self-confidence boost.

When the door opens, we tumble inside, a tangle of groping hands and desperate kisses. We pause long enough to move to the bedroom and wait for Max to sit down in a chair facing the bed. My entire body is thrumming with pleasure, and I’m desperate to get Javier’s cock inside me, but I feel the need to check in with Max.

Moving in front of my husband, I bend down and give him a deep kiss. He holds onto my hips as our tongues twirl together. When we break apart, I rest my forehead on his and whisper, “Are you sure you want this?”

“Yes, baby. I need it.”

I’m not totally sure I understand his need to watch another guy fuck me, but the look in his eyes says he’s telling the truth.

When I straighten up and look over my shoulder at Javier, the desire in his eyes gives me a jolt. I’m a sensual goddess tonight, and both these guys could be putty in my hands.

Suddenly, every last reservation about fucking Javier fades. I don’t want to lose this sense of power. No matter how many times Max told me how gorgeous I was, I never really felt it until right now…and it’s not just because Javier wants me. It’s realizing that I’m in control of my choice, and I’m not doing this just for Max. I want to feel Javier’s hands all over my body and know what another cock feels like.

And I need a massive orgasm.

I reach for Javier, pulling him into a kiss. Our lips lock, and I slide my hands under his shirt, feeling the muscles of his chest jump as I explore every contour. He has more chest hair than Max, and the difference fascinates me. He groans and presses his hard cock against my hip. I’m still feeling gloriously in control, and I push Javier away, taking a step back from him. I want to give them both a show.

I start working my dress down my shoulders, revealing a matching blue push-up bra that accents my ample bosom perfectly. When the dress slides to the floor, I stand still and let the men admire me. My nipples poke out from the satin of my bra, and my entire body vibrates with desire.

The men’s eyes gobble up my curves, and I smile softly to myself. Why has it taken me a year of marriage to realize the power I have over my husband? Instead of hiding my body and feeling self-conscious, I should have been flaunting it and driving him crazy. Both men clearly appreciate my assets. It’s time to give them a better view.

Reaching behind my back, I unhook my bra. The straps slide down, and I hold the fabric against my breasts briefly before letting it fall. I slide my panties off, being careful to step out of them and not get my high heels tangled up. I’m naked other than my heels. Their eyes take it all in, and seeing both of them hard through their pants sends a rush of wetness between my thighs.

I have their undivided attention as I sit on the edge of the bed and lift my foot, pointing it at Javier. “A little help, please?”

Javier wordlessly unbuckles the strap around my ankle and slides my shoe off, revealing my pink toenail polish. The gentle touch of his palm along the sole of my foot makes me shiver. He bends down and kisses the top of my foot, leaving his lips close to the skin where I can feel his breath, he looks up at me. “Want me to take off the other?”

“Yes, please.”

He lowers my foot, and I raise the other, my breath catching as he does the same ritual of unbuckling the strap, taking my shoe off and then kissing the top of my foot. He caresses the arch, and I almost moan from the pleasure.

His voice is husky as he continues to massage my foot. “What would you like me to do now?”

My head feels like I’m swimming through a fog of lust, and I blink, trying to think straight. “Take your shirt off.”

His eyes flash with amusement as he rises and follows my command. I watch Javier remove his shirt, revealing a sculpted chest with the hint of a softer belly that makes him human and not some chiseled statue. I’m humming with lust, and I want to pull him to me and touch him everywhere and really see how different his body is from Max’s, but I wait to see what he does next.

Javier takes the opportunity to undo his pants and let them fall to the floor, standing in nothing but boxer briefs, his erect cock straining against the thin cotton. I can’t keep my eyes off of the length and size of it. Max is nothing to sneeze at, but Javier is obviously well endowed.

Javier moves closer and cups my chin, forcing me to look up at him. I see a change in his eyes, and my core throbs in response.

“Ana...” His voice is husky. “Your husband told me a secret.”

“Mmm?” I’m practically lost in his eyes, uncertain where this is going and not caring as long as it ends with his cock inside me.

“He told me that he thinks you want to be called filthy things in the bedroom, but you’d never ask for it. Is this true?”

How did Max know? I never told him. My eyes dart to him, and he’s leaning forward, rapt. I’m not sure how to answer Javier, so I play coy. “Maybe. Why don’t you tell me what you’re thinking of saying.”

The corner of his mouth twitches. “Well, I’ll start with easy things like slut and toy. But I’ll call you a fucktoy. Or a cum dumpster slut if you like. Anything to make you know I mean what I say, and it’s all for you. It’s for your pleasure.”

Fuck.

My breathing is ragged as he leans into my ear and whispers, “Deep down, you know you want to be used for pleasure like a good little fucktoy. You just have to ask for it.”

A small moan escapes my lips, and he pulls back, giving me a fierce look. “Tell me what you want.”

It’s too dirty to admit it—to speak it aloud.

I can’t say anything, so I look at Max. My husband watches our exchange with hunger. That look alone, his green eyes burning bright with lust, makes my pussy spasm, and it gives me the confidence I need.

I turn back to Javier. “I want it.”

“What do you want?” His smirk makes my head spin. “Say it out loud. Let your husband hear how much of a slut you are.”

My eyes are on my husband when I say, “I’m a filthy slut who wants to be used.”

Oh god, I said it. My eyes snap back to Javier, who seems satisfied by my response.

“You’re right, you are. What do you think should happen next?”

I’m speechless. I just told him I wanted to be used, and now he’s asking ME what should happen next? Isn’t he supposed to just do something? I’m so confused.

Finally, I’m able to respond. “I...I think you should fuck me.”

He shakes his head. “Not a chance, my dirty little slut. You haven’t earned that privilege yet. What you’re going to do is suck my cock with that beautiful mouth of yours.”

Oh...my mind goes blank, and suddenly, that’s all I want. I need to taste him. “Yes. Yes, please.” The words come out as a moan, and I actually feel like a dirty little slut.

Javier removes his boxer briefs. I stare at his cock in wonder and curiosity. It’s been several years since I’ve seen a cock that’s not my husband’s. His is slightly longer, though not by much. It’s the girth that makes all the difference. He’s so thick I’m not even sure he can fit in my mouth. What will that monster feel like in my pussy?

It’s pink with a prominent mushroom cap, and it has a vein running down the underside. I reach for it, and he swats my hand away. “Ask permission, slut”

It’s embarrassing how turned on that makes me.

“Can I touch your cock?”

Javier smiles. “Yes, but start slowly.”

His penis is a thing of beauty. I explore him, stroking his shaft slowly and cupping his balls. They’re soft and spongy and larger than Max’s. I’m fascinated by their differences, and I want to taste him.

When he slides his fingers around my head, my pussy tingles. I’m about to get that taste.

“Open wide,” he demands, and I immediately obey.

I’m still not sure if he’s going to fit, but I’m desperate to try. He slides the tip past my lips, and I have to open even wider. I swirl my tongue around his shaft as he pushes into my mouth. His salty precum tastes different than my husband’s, and the unique flavor and smell of him makes me feel even sluttier. I moan around him, and to my surprise, I’m able to take most of him in.

He grunts as I use my tongue on the underside of his shaft and he swells up a little. I’m drooling as I run my lips up and down his shaft, wanting to please him. Javier groans and pushes my head down on his shaft until it hits the back of my throat.

My hand is busy massaging his balls as I hum around his shaft. I feel Max’s eyes on me, and knowing that he’s watching me in such a filthy position sends a fresh flood of moisture to my already dripping core. I’ve never been more turned on in my life.

I continue to suck on Javier’s cock as he thrusts in and out slowly. The world goes fuzzy around the edges, and I feel like I’m floating as he uses my mouth. I feel myself sinking down to a place in my mind that I’ve never been before...a warm place where I really am a fucktoy for him, and by extension, a fucktoy for my husband. I’ll do whatever they want of me tonight. I’m just a toy for their pleasure.

“Stop.”

Javier says it so firmly that I pull off and lean back.

“How should I use you next?”

My brain is frazzled, and I barely know what I’m saying. “Use me any way you want, I’m yours. Fuck me, whatever, just use me!”

I’m so horny for this man, and he’s giving me an experience I’ve never had before. This is amazing.

His hands grip my tits and the squeeze is rougher than I’m used to. The contrast to Max’s gentler approach makes it hotter.

Javier growls, “I could just fuck these tits and come all over your face. Do you want that, slut?”

Do I want that? If he had asked me an hour ago, I would have said ‘no way,’ but now the thought of his cum spurting over my lips while I’m desperate for his cock inside me is a delicious kind of torture. “I would love that.”

A mischievous smirk creeps across his face. “But I don’t want that. I’m not going to miss my chance at that sweet pussy.”

He pushes me back onto the bed, and I gasp as excitement zips through my veins. Oh thank god, he actually is going to fuck me.

He pulls me down the bed by my legs so that I’m laying across it at an angle. I’m confused for a minute until I realize that this gives Max a better view. Has Javier fucked for an audience before?

I barely have time to wonder as Javier roughly spreads my legs and climbs on top of me. He slides the tip of his cock through my wetness, not pushing in, just teasing me.

I writhe under him, clutching at his shoulders and trying to buck my hips and force him inside me. “Oh god, please fuck me. I need it. Please?”

The sensation of his cock pressing against my entrance, but not going any further, drives me insane.

“What?” Javier’s voice is rough. “Does the slut want my cock inside her?”

“Yes!” I cry out, rocking against him some more.

“Hmm...I don’t know if you’re desperate enough yet.”

He presses the tip in slightly more, and I gasp, thinking he’s going to push all the way in, but he pulls out instead.

“Noooo,” I whine and try to reach down for his cock, hoping that I can move him into me.

He grabs my hands and pins them above my head with one hand. “Now don’t be a bad girl. Maybe I really should fuck those sweet tits and come everywhere but your pussy. Would you still like that?”

“No, no,” I shake my head, and the idea of not having his cock inside me makes me frantic. “Please, I’ll be good. Just fuck me. I need your cock. I’m a good fucktoy.”

I don’t even know who I am right now, and I’m too far gone to wonder if Max is shocked by how I’m debasing myself.

“Very good, now you’re ready.”

Without any more warning, he thrusts inside me, driving deep. I cry out from the pleasure as my pussy stretches and molds around him. His cock feels like a steel rod as he sets a brutal rhythm, fucking me hard.

I’m pinned in place by his hand, but I can still move my hips in time with him, and the angle is perfect for his cock to rub against the pleasure point inside me. My vision blurs as the intense bliss makes me moan and chant, “oh god, fuck me...fuck me.”

With how long he toyed with me, I can tell I’m going to come quickly.

Javier growls, “You better ask for permission or you’ll get punished.”

Punished? My brain buzzes, and that’s it. I explode. My cry of bliss is so loud the hotel room next to us can probably hear it, and my vision darkens around the edges as my body quivers and contracts around Javier. He fucks me harder as the ecstasy rolls over me.

When I come down, I gasp and say, “I’m sorry...oh god, I couldn’t stop it.”

He continues to pound into me. “What am I going to do with you, you disobedient little slut?”

Uh...am I supposed to pick my punishment? I’m barely able to concentrate on any thought, and each thrust sends ripples of pleasure down my spine.

I buck my hips to force his cock in deeper. “Please forgive me. I didn’t mean to. It was so good...so fucking good.”

“Maybe I can give you another chance?” His tone is menacing, but his smirk is playful. He’s enjoying this. “I could finish in your mouth instead of in that gorgeous pussy. How does that sound?”

That’s the choice?

“No. I need your cum inside me. Please? I’ll be a good slut. Oh god, I want you to cum inside me!”

He laughs warmly, like he’s amused by my desperation. “Then I guess it’s good that I want to fill your pussy full of my cum too.”

He lets go of my wrists and pulls out, and I’m confused. What is he doing? He has to be inside me to fill me up. He rolls me over and yanks my hips up, forcing me onto my knees. Oh god, yes...this is what I need.

I raise up on my hands to steady myself. Javier grips my waist with both hands and slams his cock into me.

I cry out, “Oh fuck!” and almost come again. My pussy clamps around his cock, and I can tell I’m not going to last long.

Javier pumps in and out, his breath ragged and his fingers digging into my flesh. He’s merciless as his balls slap against me.

“Who’s a little cum slut?”

“Me! I’m a cum slut, I’m a slut, oh, oh, oh....” I’m babbling and have no control over what I’m saying. Words are flowing out of me as I race to my second orgasm.

“Do you want my cum, you little slut?” Javier sounds like he’s panting too.

“I want it so bad.”

I’m about to lose my mind with how much I need it.

“You know your husband is watching me turn you into a complete slut right before his eyes.”

What’s this? Oh god, I am being turned into a slut. I’m not sure I’m ever going to be the same again.

Javier continues. “He’s listening to you beg for another man’s cum. You know what that makes you?”

Oh, it’s so deliciously dirty when he talks like this. My pleasure ratchets higher and higher, and I can feel the edge right in front of me. I want to go over it so badly.

“Say it.” He whacks against my pussy, and I cry out from the sharp pleasure. “Tell your husband what you are, and then you can come.”

A string of filthy words comes out of my mouth in desperation. “I’m a cum slut. I’m your fucktoy. I just want to be fucked and filled with cum. I want your cum, I want Max’s cum. I want all the cum. Ohhh, fuck, please can I come? I can’t stop it!”

Javier groans. “You beg so beautifully. Yes, come for me, little slut.”

His command sends me hurtling over the edge. The world stops as my orgasm explodes through me, sending my mind into orbit and my body into convulsions. It’s one of the strongest orgasms I’ve ever experienced. I distantly register Javier’s grunting as he rides through his own pleasure, but all I’m focused on is the cascading bliss coursing through me.

Before I can even come down, his relentless pace triggers another orgasm. Pleasure crashes through every part of me, all the way to the tips of my toes and fingers.

Eventually I hear a groan and feel Javier shudder as he releases ropes and ropes of sticky cum deep inside me. Feeling his cum makes me climax again. My arms are too weak to hold me up, and I scream into the bedding as the ecstasy consumes me. This is heaven, or at least I think it might be.

When my mind reforms itself, I’m collapsed on the bed. I lie there gasping for air as Javier leans down and plants a soft kiss on my lower back. He slips his fingers down and strokes through the valley between my legs, playing with the cum leaking out of me.

I groan with approval. His cock just gave me one of my top five orgasms ever. I barely register what is happening, but Javier pulls his hand from between my legs and brings his fingers to my lips.

“Taste it,” he says. His voice isn’t harsh anymore. Now he’s just...commanding.

I obey without question, tasting us mixed together. His fingers dip back to the source, then return to my lips again. I swirl my tongue around the digits and moan at the mixture of our juices. I never knew this could be sexy, but right now, I’m mesmerized. Javier does this another time or two, feeding me his cum.

At some point, he lets me be and I sink into the bed, closing my eyes and I float as the men talk. I hear Max thanking Javier and saying he’ll text him, and then I hear the hotel door open and close. It’s time to face my husband.


Chapter 5



When Max joins me on the bed, I can see the bulge in his pants. He’s still desperately turned on. He lays next to me and brushes his fingers down my back. “Are you okay?”

I peek at him, and the love I see in his face makes me know everything is going to be okay. I relax and giggle. “I’m fucking awesome. Javier was fantastic. You picked a winner. Did you hear how dirty I was? I called myself a cum slut.”

Max chuckles softly. “I was really surprised at the direction that went, but I enjoyed it. He was quite the entertainer.”

I turn my face to his, and he leans in, capturing my mouth with his. His tongue slips into my mouth and explores me. Suddenly, it feels like the first time with him. Everything feels the same and yet wonderfully different. This is the man I love, but I’ve never been more attracted to Max than right this moment. He has a wild side that I never knew existed.

I lean up on my arms, staring down at my husband.

He raises his eyebrows. “Why are you looking at me like that?”

There’s so much I want to say to him, but instead, I climb up onto my knees and open his pants. As soon as his cock is free, I straddle him and sink down onto his length. We both sigh as his cock fills me.

We take our time exploring each other’s bodies and sharing kisses. His hands massage my back as I gently ride him, our hips rocking together in perfect unison. Our movements are languid and unhurried as I savor every movement, every touch.

I gaze into his eyes, feeling my soul connect with his, and I know this is the man I will share my life with forever. Being with Max is such a different experience than what happened with Javier, and the deep love I feel for Max shows me that I can be a filthy little slut with other men but still be the same Ana with my husband that I always was.

This experience changed things for me, but it only made me freer. There’s nothing wrong with having needs that I can fulfill with other people as long as we have trust and honesty with each other.

Max cradles me to him as his hips begin to move faster, and I lift and lower myself to match his rhythm. The intensity between us builds, and we lose ourselves in pleasure, both of us so close to the edge.

I shatter before he does. As my orgasm rolls through me, he groans and I feel him pulse and empty himself deep inside me. I lean down and kiss him, rocking against him as we both shake from the force.

When the intensity fades, I climb off him and cuddle against his side. “I love you.”

“I love you, Ana. I love you so much.”

I trace figure eights on his chest and giggle. “You still want me to be a hotwife?”

He kisses my head. “Oh yeah, there’s no way I’m going to miss a chance to hear you call yourself a filthy cumslut again.”

“Hey!” I slap his chest playfully with no malice and giggle. “Yeah, he really got me going.”

“Mmm hmm,” Max’s voice is heavy, and I can tell he’s close to falling asleep as he mumbles, “But maybe next time you’ll get even filthier and call yourself a cumdumpster whore.”

“Yeah...maybe.”

And now that he’s put that thought in my head, it’s for sure going to happen. I think I’m going to love being a hotwife.

The End 
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A guys’ weekend trip between college buddy gets the wheels turning for each couple. Explore what happens with each wife when they find out their husband wants to share them.
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I only get a foot into the office before I halt. He’s in front of his desk and leaning his sexy butt against the surface. Not that I ever looked at it before, I swear. I’m just guessing it’s sexy.

His arms are crossed, and there is one chair in front of him. The second one, the one usually in front of his desk, is pushed against the wall. I immediately feel like I’ve been naughty and I’m about to get chastised. My pussy hums to life and my nipples harden while I imagine him bending me over his knee.

Well, this just got more uncomfortable.

I cross my arms to match his and raise an eyebrow at him. “What did you need me for? Or did you bring me here to tell me you were spying on me?”

The corner of his mouth twitches, as if he’s trying to not grin. He studies me for a few heartbeats before he replies.

“Lets get one thing straight. I wasn’t spying on you. You were listening to your music so loud you didn’t notice me walk past.”

His voice is firmer than I’ve ever heard it, which doesn’t help the situation between my legs. My slutty pussy thinks Daddy King is going to spank her.

I force myself not to fidget.

“And second, I called you back here to make you an offer. Now, I’m not sure.”

My pussy perks up and tingles at offer.

Jesus, my body is like Pavlov’s dog, trained to think everything is sexual at work. This dude isn’t bringing me back here to fuck me. My pussy needs to chill out, but it’s tough. It reminds me too much of the past, when Mr. Jacobs would bring me to his office and offer me sexual favors.

A small voice in the back of my head chants, “Please be sexy times.”

His eyes sweep over me from top to bottom and his gaze lingers on my breasts and hips. I flush even more and my pussy clenches. Ohhh, wait. I think it is sexual.

A rush of desire runs through me. I shift my weight to my other foot and straighten my posture, pushing my breasts out a little. When he’s done checking me over, his eyes meet mine again. Why am I getting turned on? I don’t even like this guy.

Since he didn’t continue, I try to prompt him, but use my sexiest voice. “An offer?”

I mean, I don’t have to like him to fuck him, right?

This would make work enjoyable again. I do this guy, then Mr. Jacobs can bend me over his desk whenever he wants. It’s a total win/win situation.

His eyes hold a wicked glint, and he smiles. “Yes. I heard rumors about things that went on here before I joined the firm. If there is any truth to those, I was going to make you an offer.”

My breath catches and my nipples harden even more. Someone’s been spilling the beans about how much of a slut I am. My pussy throbs. Fuck, that’s hot.

I can have some fun with this.

Smiling coyly, I slink towards the chair in front of him, swaying my hips. I gracefully sink into the seat and slowly cross my legs, letting the edge of my tight skirt ride up. I’ve upped my game. I’m not the naïve woman who started fucking my bosses over a year ago.

His gaze intensifies as he leans closer to me. I’m breathing heavily, and trying to play it cool. His voice drops to a husky whisper that sends shivers through me. “Are the rumors true, Miranda?”

Oh no, he’s not getting me to admit anything without knowing what he’s talking about.

“Maybe,” I say seductively. “It depends on what you heard. I can only imagine what it could be.”

I’ve never seen Mr. King like this before. He’s always so serious and businesslike, but now? His lips twitch again as he considers me, but he doesn’t speak.

Taking a deep breath, I lower my eyes to my lap, trying to look shy. “I have to be discreet.”

I peek up at him and he nods. “Fair enough. I think we all appreciate discretion in situations like this.”

Mmm. When you fuck me over all the surfaces in the office, you don’t want me blabbing it around?

It’s time to move the conversation along, since he obviously knows I’m a slut. I raise my eyes to his and keep my tone flirty. “I’m very good at keeping my mouth closed... or opening it. When requested.”

He grins, his eyes crinkling at the corners, and my pussy tingles with need.

Find it at:
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