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Prologue


The hotel check-in has a couple of people in line ahead of us, and my stomach flutters while I mentally run through the list of everything I brought to make sure our anniversary weekend at the swanky Oregon hotel is perfect: sexy dress — check; new skimpy bikini to drive my husband wild — check; special fertility lubrication that the doctor recommended we use — check. 
Trent must have sensed my brain was running a mile a minute because he moves his luggage to his other hand and slides his palm into mine, giving me a gentle squeeze.
He leans over and murmurs in my ear, “Relax, Becky.”
I can’t stop my giggle when his breath tickles the sensitive hairs. “Yes, honey. I’ll relax. I promise.”
He’s right, I need to stop worrying and enjoy our time together. I’m trying to not pin all my hopes on this weekend, but this is an important trip for us. We’ve been trying for a baby, and our anniversary this year is during my fertile time of the month… almost like it’s fate. The dream is that we have a wonderful weekend and then find out in a few weeks that I’m pregnant.
Once we get to the counter, it doesn’t take us long to get the keycards to our hotel room. It was a long drive, and I wouldn’t mind stretching out for a while before we start our evening fun, whatever it is. We don’t have a set plan this weekend, and the only goal is to rest up and enjoy each other.
And make a baby.
We’re halfway to the elevator when Trent abruptly pauses. “Shit, I forgot the bag of snacks.”
I stop pulling my wheeled suitcase and stand it upright. We always bring our own munchies to avoid the hotel minibar, but do we really need them right now? I really don’t want to go back to the car.
“Why don’t we get them later, after we settle in?”
Trent sighs. “No, I’d rather get them now. Go ahead to the room. I’ll be just a minute.”
Love for Trent spreads through me since he’s going without me and I know we’re both tired from the trip. “Okay, honey. I’ll see you up there.”
He gives me a quick kiss on the cheek and I watch him for a moment as he walks away. Dang, I really married a cutie, and he’s so damn thoughtful.
Gripping the handle of the suitcase, I continue on to the elevator. If I’m lucky, I can get a couple of minutes on the bed before Trent gets back.
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Chapter 1


I hit the button on the elevator and the floor numbers tick down until the 1 lights up above the door. I’m still watching the numbers when the silver door opens. 
I roll my suitcase into the opening, but suddenly realize the elevator isn’t empty. I look up and freeze while my brain blips out.
My lips part as I take in what is possibly the sexiest man I’ve ever encountered… one who looks exactly like the type of man that my younger self would have jumped into bed with and regretted. His clothes are fairly generic — blue jeans, a black t-shirt, and a leather jacket draped over his arm — but his bulging biceps and tattoos peeking out from under his shirt sleeves have my body singing.
His piercing blue eyes bore into mine and heat floods my face. My mind still isn’t working properly. What am I doing here? 
The man takes a step back and moves over, as if he believes I’m hesitating because he’s in my way, and the flush creeps all the way to the roots of my hair.
When I continue to stand there gawking at him, the corner of his mouth quirks up and his eyes sparkle. “Going up?” 
His cool tone of voice doesn’t match his facial expression, and my pussy throbs from the undercurrent of dominance in those two words. Holy fuck. 
Coming back to my senses, I lurch forward and stagger, but right myself before I fall flat on my face. “Um, yeah… going up.”
I wheel my suitcase in, press the button for my floor, and stand next to Mr. Gorgeous as the elevator door closes. All the hairs on the side of my body closest to him stand at attention, and I swear I can feel warmth radiating from him. Wetness leaks into my panties and I clench my thighs together. 
Jesus, I need to calm the fuck down. I’m not the same person I was in college, but my body hasn’t gotten the memo. There’s been only one other person who I’ve ever responded to like this, and I’d rather not think of my asshole ex-boyfriend, Kurt, on my anniversary weekend. If he was even a boyfriend. We just fucked a lot… filthy, mind-blowing sex that I’ve tried to forget all these years. 
Why is this guy making me think of Kurt? I’ve been happily married to Trent for seven years now. I shouldn’t be dripping wet for some rando in an elevator, and I definitely shouldn’t be remembering Kurt’s face above mine as I exploded around his cock multiple times in one night.
As the elevator ascends, the space inside feels smaller, as if the guy is sucking up all the oxygen. Don’t look at the guy… don’t look at the guy. I can’t help myself and give him the side eye. Fuuuuuck, I want to skim my hands up those arms and check out what he’s got under his shirt. If his arms are this buff, I bet he’s got a six-pack.
His pose is relaxed, and he oozes self-confidence and serenity. I look at his face and a jolt of lust heads straight to my pussy when I lock eyes with him. The blue depths harden with a speculative gleam and he scans the full length of my body. Oh shit, he’s checking me out as well. I guess it’s only fair since he caught me doing the same thing.
I almost jump when the elevator dings that we’ve arrived at my floor, and I giggle nervously.
As I leave the elevator, his, “Have a good night,” is a deep rumble that stirs a longing inside me.
Since I’m probably never seeing this guy again, why not have some fun? Turning my head to look over my shoulder at him, I smile coyly and use my most seductive voice. “Oh, I always do.”
His answering grin has me tingling all over as the door glides closed. 
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Chapter 2


My pulse is still thrumming as I let myself in our room, and I’m ready to jump Trent as soon as he walks in. The sexy stranger got me revved up and I’m ready to start the weekend of baby-making. All traces of my desire to stretch out have faded and I scan the room to figure out the best way to present myself for Trent in the hopes he’ll take the offering.  
The room is elegant and the bed is tempting but I don’t want to risk falling asleep if he takes a while downstairs. There is a couch against the far wall that conveniently faces the door. Letting my luggage tip over onto the floor, I peel my clothes off as fast as I can. Everything gets tossed into a pile on the suitcase and when I’m naked, I grab a fluffy towel from the bathroom and spread it out on the couch cushions before sitting down and opening my legs as wide as I can. If everything goes according to plan, this couch is about to get incredibly messy. 
Leaning against the back of the couch, I cup my generous breasts and play with my nipples, imagining it’s Trent’s mouth creating the pleasurable sensation. My pussy needs attention too, so I slip a hand down between my slick folds, gathering moisture before focusing on my clit. Mmmm, now this is more like it. 
Bliss builds in my core, and my soft moans fill the room. When I press a finger inside my pussy, I try to picture it’s Trent making love to me, but the face of Mr. Gorgeous from the elevator shimmers behind my eyelids and he’s fucking me while Trent sucks on my nipple at the same time. Well, this is a hot fantasy. I push aside any doubts that I shouldn’t be imagining another guy fucking me on my anniversary weekend, and focus on the delight swirling in my body.
Mr. Gorgeous speeds up his fucking and I work my pussy faster to match the naughty daydream. I arch my back and curl my toes against the carpet from an extra strong ping of pleasure. Fuuuck, if Trent doesn’t get here soon, I’m going to come without him. 
I’m so engrossed in playing with myself I don’t notice Trent come in. The sound of bags hitting the floor alerts me to his presence, and I open my eyes and give him a saucy grin.
“Hey, you’re just in time. Want to join me?”
He gives me a weary smile and starts unbuttoning his shirt as he strolls to the couch. “I expected to find you passed out on the bed by now. I thought you were tired.”
Removing my finger from my pussy, I spread the moisture around my clit and enjoy watching Trent strip. “I was, but once I got up here all I could think about was your cock.”
Technically it was the handsome stranger’s cock, but he doesn’t need to know that part. He doesn’t take his shirt off once it’s unbuttoned and his bare chest peeks out while he works on removing his pants and boxers. Yeah, Trent is far from having a six-pack, but he still turns me on after seven years together. Sure, a nice, sculpted body is fun to touch, but after all the bad boys I dated in college, finding a stable guy was exactly what I needed. 
Once his pants and boxers are off, I beckon him over to me with the hand that was on my breast. “Come here, you. I’ll help you relax and we can start our vacation off with a bang.”
He chuckles. “A bang, eh? I like the sound of that, but if you want all this sexiness, you’re going to have to ride me.”
I’m fairly certain it’s his turn to be on top, but I don’t remind him. No way in hell am I ruining my chance of getting his cock inside me, and he looks tired so he might say no otherwise. I stop playing with my clit and haul myself off the couch. My legs are wobbly from being so close to coming and I take a moment to steady myself before moving to him and tugging on his neck to make him lean down for a deep kiss. 
I pour all my pent up desire into him, and glide my hands along his chest as I devour his mouth. After so many years, we’ve lost a bit of the heat in the bedroom. Sex is fun, but more of a comfortable sameness after you’ve explored every part of the other person’s body and you know exactly how to get them off. There are rarely any surprises anymore, and it’s been a long time since I’ve wanted him this badly. I’m not sure what’s gotten into me tonight, but I need it rough and hot. Breaking off the kiss, I push him onto the couch. 
“Whoa!” Trent laughs as I climb on top. 
Wasting no time, I grab his cock and guide him to the entrance of my wet pussy. One swift downward press and I impale myself on his shaft. His groan mingles with mine as bliss ripples down to my toes. God, this is exactly what I needed, and with me on top, I’m going to take everything I want and not stop until I orgasm. 
Grabbing his hands, I shove them against my tits and I ride his cock. I hold his shoulders as he plays with my nipples, and pleasure flickers through me with each downward stroke along his full length. I set a punishing pace, and rotate my hips, rocking back and forth as the ecstasy builds. 
“I want you so bad, honey,” I whimper as I chase my orgasm.
His cock is average sized and isn’t as big as a lot of my past boyfriends’, but he’s still able to reach that magical spot deep inside me. Sometimes I miss the fullness of a massive cock, but most of the time it doesn’t matter. If Trent doesn’t get me off with his cock, he knows how to work his tongue to finish the job. 
My body is on fire and I need to come so desperately that I’m focused only on my goal, and grind the base of his shaft. The room spins as I get closer and closer to the tipping point, and I slam into him so hard the couch creaks. I don’t give a flying fuck if we break the couch, and if we do, I’ll make Trent explain at checkout. 
Trent grabs my hips, and my breasts bounce close to his face while he attempts to thrust up to meet me. I’m almost lost in a sexual haze, but I can tell by his moans that he’s getting close to coming so I speed up. I need to beat him there.
“I’m going to come,” he moans. “Fuck!”
Oh, no he doesn’t. I ride him with wild abandon, not caring about anything but my need as the electricity builds in my core. Clasping his shoulders tightly, I slam down on him while he groans in what sounds like pain. 
His cock throbs right before he comes, and the warmth of his seed spurs me on. I hammer against him, so close to my orgasm that I don’t care when he grunts in pain. Shit, I might not come!
I close my eyes and picture that I’m riding Mr. Gorgeous with a gigantic cock. When Mr. Gorgeous flips me over and takes control in my fantasy, imagining his cock drilling into me shoots me over the edge. Crying out, I quiver around Trent’s cock as waves of rapture wash over me. I slow down as the orgasm turns into soft tremors of bliss, and I mash my wet pussy against Trent’s softening cock a few more times before finally stopping. I’m shaking uncontrollably from the intensity of my need, and my breath is ragged as I lean my forehead against his. 
We’re both addlebrained from the euphoria and stay silent. When my head clears, my chest tightens and I try to avoid thinking about how I orgasmed to the fantasy of another man. The wetness leaking out of me snaps me out of my stupor. 
Fuck!
Scrambling off Trent, I beeline for the bed, lie on my back and raise my feet above my head. I’m sure Trent has a graphic view of my dripping pussy from his position on the couch. Oh well, we’ve been married long enough. He’s seen it all at this point. 
My doctor told me it’s an old wives’ tale that putting my feet up helps, but I’m so desperate to get pregnant, I’d try anything at this point. I better not have lost too much of his cum. I close my eyes and will his seed to make its way to my fertile womb. Please, God, make it happen this weekend. 
Trent removes his shirt and stretches out on the bed next to me. “Wow, that was hot. You were right about starting with a bang!”
“Uh huh,” I murmur as I continue to concentrate on willing his swimmers to get to their destination. Shit, I should have applied the special lubricant before he got to the room. We’ve been trying for a baby for over a year with no success, and we found out that Trent’s sperm count is our problem. The doctors said we should still try because it might happen naturally, but they recommended we consider fertility treatment. I don’t want the pain and expense of IVF treatment, but if I don’t get pregnant this weekend, Trent and I are going to have a heart-to-heart about trying IVF. 
My body tenses as I contemplate how uncomfortable the talk with Trent will be. He’s been optimistic, and I don’t want him to feel inadequate. Shit, I need to stop worrying about something that might never happen. The doctor says the more we stress about getting pregnant, the less likely it will happen. 
I giggle when Trent strokes the side of my exposed ass. “What got into you tonight?”
“Maybe I just needed you,” I joke. 
He and I both know I’m not normally like this, but no way in hell am I telling him I got horny for another guy and took out my aggression on him. 
He beams. “I knew you wanted all this sexiness. I’m so hot you can’t keep your hands off me.”
I snort. Yeah, I did all the heavy lifting and all he did was lie there. He’s soooo going to be on top next time so I don’t risk losing any of his cum. He snuggles against me, and I lower my legs slowly and relax and roll onto my side so we can spoon. 
Contentment spreads through me. I love Trent so much, and he makes me feel safe. The guy in the elevator would not be safe, and I dislike my body’s response since it reminds me too much of my old boyfriend’s hold over me. I put up with way too much for amazing sex back then, but I’m a different woman now. I’m not the naive girl in college who will spread her legs for any guy promising a thrill. 
Trent nuzzles my neck. “Stop thinking so much, and relax.”
Shit, he’s right. I snuggle closer to him. “I’m relaxing, I swear.”
His, “Mmm hmm,” doesn’t sound like he’s convinced. 
Wiggling my ass against him, I force myself to unwind. 
“Stop that,” he growls playfully when my ass brushes against his cock. 
I give him my cutest, “Oops, sorry,” before settling down.
We’re both silent for a moment, and he yawns. “Did you want to go down to the restaurant for dinner?”
I’m drained and his yawn triggers one from me. “Um, how about we nap first?”
His drowsy, “Sounds good,” means he’s already halfway there, so I close my eyes and snooze with him.
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Chapter 3


The room is dark when I wake up, but a streetlight shining through a crack in the curtains illuminates Trent’s shadowy form next to me. He’s fast asleep with his head buried into the pillow. I should be nice and let him sleep so I get up as quietly as I can. I gingerly creep my way to the bathroom. 
I’m almost there when my toe slams into my suitcase in the middle of the floor. 
“Motherfucker!” I screech, and Trent jolts up.
“What happened?”
I didn’t hit my toe hard enough to do any actual damage, but I’m a weakling and can’t handle much pain. I limp back to the bed while Trent turns the lamp on.
“I stubbed my goddamn toe. I’ll be fine,” I gripe at him and flop on the bed.
He knows I always get pissed and cranky when I hurt myself, but the mood dissipates quickly.
He examines my toe. “Yeah, it looks fine. No broken skin.”
The sting is already easing, and he plants a kiss on my knee. I smile as he nibbles his way up my thigh and my pussy hums to life once more. Waking him up might not have been so bad. We can go for round two and then order room service.
My stomach growls loud enough that we can both hear it.
Trent sits up and stretches. “Why don’t we take a quick shower and hit the restaurant downstairs for dinner?”
Wiggling my eyebrows suggestively at him, I try to convince him otherwise. “You sure you don’t want to order room service?”
“Hah, get your lazy butt out of bed. I’m taking my wife out for a nice dinner.”
He’s relaxed and smiling as he razzes me. Yeah, this trip is good for us. We needed to get away from the daily monotony at home.
“Fine, but I’m taking the first shower because I take longer to get ready!”
Skirting around my suitcase, I make it safely to the bathroom and speed through my shower. I avoid getting my hair too wet since it’s getting late and we need to hurry. I don’t want to get all dolled up just to get downstairs and be told they stopped serving dinner.
When I come back out to the bedroom, Trent puts my suitcase up on the luggage rack for me, and I blow him a kiss. I bought a dress for this trip, and it’s sexier than I normally wear, but I wanted this weekend to be special. I shimmy into the form-fitting red number, and it molds to my curves, accentuating my round breasts and ass. A bit of see-through lace at the bottom creates the illusion that the dress is shorter than it actually is. I exercise regularly and stay fit, but since I don’t flaunt it often, I want to make sure he doesn’t forget he has a desirable wife. Hopefully it will put him in the mood to ravish me.
I’m smoothing it down my hips when he comes out of the bathroom, and he stops in the doorway. His mouth drops open and a tingle of lust zips through me at his reaction. 
When he doesn’t speak for a few moments, I don’t want to admit that I’m beginning to feel embarrassed. Is the dress too short after all? I shift my weight to my other foot and fiddle with the lace on the dress. “Cat got your tongue?”
He laughs at my quip. “No, you’re gorgeous. I’m a lucky man.”
Oh, that’s more like it. Yeah, he likes it. I wiggle my ass at him with a sassy, “Yes, you are,” and finish getting ready.
Either the dress befuddles his brain or he wants to treat me right, because once we leave the room, he becomes a perfect gentleman, holding my hand and opening doors for me. He cleaned up nicely too, in his dress slacks and button-down shirt, and several people give us double takes as we cross the hotel lobby.
Peeking out of the corner of my eye, I notice the older men are the ones staring the longest and the admiration in their gaze boosts my self-confidence. By the time we get to the restaurant, I’m swaying my hips sensually and relishing all the attention. Shit, I should dress like this more often. I don’t want to sleep with any of these guys, but knowing so many people find me attractive gets me wet. If this keeps up, my panties are going to be shot by the time we’re finished with dinner. I didn’t know I was going to get turned on by so much attention. Thank God I wore panties, otherwise my thighs would be a slick mess.
They are still serving dinner and as we wait to be seated, I scan the visible tables in the dining room. A guy facing me at one of the far tables makes me glance back at him. My brain freezes… wait, is that Kurt Brock? I shake my head. No, I’m being silly. That can’t be Kurt. Narrowing my eyes, I study him closer. The guy is obviously rich. He’s wearing a finely cut gray suit with a white shirt. His perfectly tousled blonde hair looks as if he recently walked off a movie set. But when he grins at his approaching server, I know without a doubt it’s him. I would recognize that knowing smile from anywhere since it still occasionally haunts my dreams — or rather, my nightmares.
Adrenaline shoots through my veins and my vision sharpens while I go on high alert. When Kurt scans the room in our direction, I quickly swivel to face Trent. I’m not sure if Kurt would remember me, but I’m not taking any chances.
I lean into Trent, give him a soft kiss, and use the sultry tone of voice I know he loves, “Honey, can we sit in the bar instead? I know you wanted to eat in the restaurant, but don’t you think the men in the bar would appreciate this dress and think you’re lucky?”
Trent had mentioned in the past that he likes other guys finding me hot because it stroked his ego to know I chose him. I’m banking on him wanting to see men drool over me.
He grins. “Oh, yeah… I’ve noticed people checking you out. Let’s go give them some excitement.”
Halle-fucking-lujah. I hook my arm with his as he leads me to the bar. It’s not too busy, and we grab empty bar stools as the bartender comes over.
“What can I get you two?”
I open my mouth to order some wine, but Trent speaks first. “Do you serve food in the bar?”
“Sure do!” The bartender gives us menus and asks, “Do you want me to get you a drink while you decide?”
This time, I get my order in before Trent. “May I get a glass of sparkling rosé?”
Trent gives me the side eye while requesting a scotch and soda, and I can’t decipher the look.
When the bartender leaves, Trent skims his hand up my thigh, leans over, and whispers in my ear, “You planning on getting tipsy and flirty?”
When he gently squeezes my thigh, a flush runs through me. Does he want me to get flirty?
I tease him a little, and give him my most seductive smile. “That depends. Who do you want me to flirt with?”
Trent sits up straighter and his, “Hmm,” as he scans down the bar makes my pussy throb. Wait, does he think I was serious?
I playfully swat his arm. “Hey, look at me!”
“Yes?” His grin leads me to assume he really was joking.
I blow him a kiss. “Honey, I’ve only got eyes for you. You know that.”
He practically twinkles and I can tell he likes my response. “Damn straight, because I’m one sexy mofo.”
I laugh as the bartender brings us our drinks. After he sets them down in front of us and leaves, I mimic Trent and slide my hand up his thigh, but this time moving up even higher until his quickly stiffening cock surges against me.
Giving his hardness a squeeze, I purr, “Now don’t get all cocky on me.”
The double entendre wasn’t missed. “But I thought you liked it when I got cocky?”
I give his cock a firm tug before letting go. “Yeah, well… maybe.”
Even in the dim lighting of the bar, I can see the blush creep up his face. I take a sip of my wine, pleased with myself. By the time I’m done with him, he’s going to be begging to fuck me when we get back to the room.
A server comes by and we order fish and chips, and continue to joke around while we wait. I’m already on my second glass of wine when the food arrives. We dig in, and I let one of my high heels fall off so I can play footsie with Trent. When I wiggle my toes up the cuff of his pants, he grins at me.
“Behave, Becky.”
I take another sip and giggle. “Oh yeah, or what?”
He munches a piece of fish before replying. “Or else I’ll really get you to use that sexual energy on someone else and see if you can get them hot and bothered.”
I’m tipsy enough to find the idea hilarious. Trent is such a big talker. No way is he going to have me flirt with someone, but I try to push his buttons anyway. “Oh yeah, my stud? Who would you choose?”
He tips his head towards the other end of the bar with no hesitation, as if he already had the person chosen. “See that guy in the leather jacket? Him.”
I scan down the bar and a thrill runs through me when my gaze locks onto the guy from the elevator. Ohhh, fuck. How did I not see him down there? I guess I really was only paying attention to Trent tonight.
The dude’s eyes bore into mine, and I imagine I can see the steely blue even from this distance. He still looks like the bad boy of my youthful fantasies, and my pussy clenches in agreement. Oh yeah, we would both enjoy flirting with him.
The guy bobs his glass towards me, acknowledging that I noticed him. He’s got a hungry look that makes me think he’d ravish me and give it to me as rough as I want. God, one night with him would be fucking incredible. He drains his drink, sets it on the bar, and slides off of his stool. Both Trent and I watch him head towards the exit, but before he leaves he peers over at me and smiles suggestively.
The answering buzz from my pussy makes my mouth crack open as the nerve endings along my exposed skin hum. Holy fuck, if that’s what he can do to me with a smile, what would he do to me if he touched me? I might combust.
I shoot a guilty look towards Trent, but the glazed passion in his eyes says he liked the subtle flirting.
Trent wipes his mouth with his napkin and puts it on his dirty plate. His voice is husky with need. “Becky, let’s get out of here.”
Ohhh, hell yes. I toss my napkin on the bar as well and slip my shoe back on while Trent makes sure the charges go to our room.
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Chapter 4


Trent clutches my hand, practically pulling me along with him as he strides across the hotel lobby to the elevator. Jesus, this is awesome. What’s got into him? 
As soon as the elevator doors close, he presses me against the wall and grinds his hardness into my stomach and kisses my neck. 
“Mmmm,” I moan as wetness leaks from my pussy. I’m starting to think hot guys should smile at me more often.
“Tell me, Becky. Was that guy hot enough that you’d want to fuck him?”
Um, what? “Nooooo,” I groan as he grasps one of my breasts and squeezes.
Trent hauls up my dress and shoves his hand between my thighs, fondling my pussy through my damp panties. Holy fuck! Anticipation floods through me and he bites at my neck.
“No? You sure? Your dripping pussy says otherwise.”
This type of talk coming from anyone else but Trent would be a huge, “Hell no,” but it’s my loving, adorable husband. He’s never said anything like this before… and it’s so fucking hot. 
I pant, “Trent–” and almost squeal as he rubs my pussy harder. “You know I only want you!”
He laughs. “Oh, I don’t know about that. Do you think that guy has a massive cock?”
What is going on? I don’t have a chance to answer because the elevator stops on our floor. Trent releases me and I struggle to pull my dress down as the doors open. Oh thank God, no one is in the hallway. I totter after Trent as he speed walks to our room.
Trent doesn’t turn the lights on and drags me to the bed, shoving me onto it. The streetlight still illuminates enough of the room that I can see that he’s stripping. Hell yeah, I might be getting the rough fucking I’ve been craving. I kick my shoes off and scoot to the end of the bed, intending to get up and remove my dress.
Trent has his pants unbuckled, and when he realizes what I’m doing, he presses me back onto the bed and crawls over me. “Where do you think you’re going?”
“I was going to take my dress off.” Mmm, oh yeah, I need to bring this side of him out more often.
He laughs, harsher than I’ve ever heard from him, and yanks up the hem of the red fabric until it bunches at my waist. “No need, I can get what I want with it still on.”
His eyes flash in the darkness with a hunger I’ve never seen before, and he fumbles with his pants to free his cock. He holds his shaft as he grazes the tip against my panty-covered pussy and I squirm from neediness. Jesus, I’m going crazy without him inside me!
“Is this what you want, Becky?”
“Yes,” I whimper, hoping he’ll push my panties aside and slam into me.
“Then answer my question. Do you think that guy has a massive cock?”
Fuck, why is this so hot? I moan as Trent presses against the fabric right at my opening, stretching it and digging the tip into me just enough to drive me wild.
“Yes, he probably has a huge cock.” I buck up against him, torturing myself as I cry out, “Now please fuck me!”
“Soon,” he growls. “Get on your hands and knees.”
Excitement zings through me. I love it when he fucks me from behind. He rolls to the side, and I scramble up on all fours. Heat climbs up my body and into my face as he rubs his cock against my panties. He toys with me by sliding a finger underneath the edge of the fabric to caress the sensitive skin, but doesn’t move his fingers any further. I’m panting as a delicious ache between my legs consumes me.
“Do you want to fuck him?” he asks in a low voice.
A vision of the sexy stranger plowing into me has my heart racing. Why is he asking this? I’m not going to admit I want to fuck someone else. Instead of answering, I wiggle my ass at him, hoping he’ll tear my panties off and pound into me. 
His hand delivers a ringing slap to my ass, and I jerk from the pain. “Hey!”
“Answer me!” he demands, and I moan loudly when he spanks me again.
“Yes… okay? Is that what you want to hear?”
He groans in response, and massages where he spanked me, shooting sparks through my body from the pleasure. When he inches his hand beneath my panties and slips between my wet folds, I moan louder and lower my head to the bed, opening myself up for him. He plunges a digit inside me and I rock against him as spikes of bliss swirl in my core. Mmm, now this is more like it.
He finger fucks me for a moment, and I close my eyes, letting the rapture almost overtake me. Tension coils in my belly, and I press back, urging him to fuck me faster. When is he going to give me his cock?
“Becks?” His voice is intense and insistent.
Peeking over my shoulder, I’m startled by the raw hunger emanating from him.“Yes, Trent?”
“Would you let me watch you fuck him?”
Ohhh, he wants to imagine me fucking someone else? I can get into this fantasy. My pussy throbs and I undulate against him as the ecstasy builds.
“Yes,” I moan. “You can watch him pound his thick, meaty cock into me.”
He moves his attention to my clit and caresses me gently. The change from the rough finger fucking to this softness confuses my body. Ripples of bliss start from my toes and travel up my legs, and my pussy pulses in response.
“Would you come harder for him than you would for me?”
“No!” Oh god, why is he asking me this stuff?
Imagining Mr. Gorgeous fucking me seven ways to Sunday is hot as all fuck, but it’s Trent I want, not some nameless dude from the elevator.
He moves from my clit and plunges into my pussy, roughly, and smacks my ass at the same time. I yelp from the unexpected pain.
“No, Becks? You don’t think a massive cock is going to please you enough to make you come harder than you do when I fuck you?”
When he delivers several more ringing slaps, I’m half out of my mind from the dark thrill. I can’t take it anymore, I need his cock.
“Please, fuck me,” I beg. “Please?”
He works his fingers into my pussy again, and my body shudders at the invasion. “Becks, I need to hear you say it.”
The rising tidal wave of bliss threatens to consume me, and I cry out, “Yes! He’s fucking huge, and I’d come all over his cock all night long — stronger than I ever came for you!”
He wrenches on my panties, shredding them and exposing my pussy right before he slams his cock into me. I cry, “Yes, fuck yes,” as he hammers against me.
He holds onto my hips and growls as he fucks me roughly. Pings of delight swirl inside me, and I lean on one arm so I can run a hand between my legs and reach my clit. Ohhh, god. As soon as my fingers brush against my bundle of nerves, I spasm and my pussy clenches around his cock. I’m going to come any second now and it’s going to be a good one.
I reach my orgasm right before he does, and I scream his name as his cock pulses, filling me with his warm cum. I ride the bliss as he shudders and slumps against me. We’re both panting when he pulls out and I collapse onto my stomach as he crawls up on the bed beside me.
“That was so good,” he sighs as he flops next to me.
I dutifully roll over, lift my legs, and giggle at him. “I’ve never seen you like that before.”
“Yeah,” he snorts. “You know I like it when men check you out.”
I hold in my smile. My dear husband’s fantasy went beyond other guys checking me out, but I found it hot as well. I wonder if that is what he wanks to when he’s alone? Did he just reveal a dirty little secret of his? Most people fantasize about stuff they’d never do in real life and Trent is probably no different from anyone else.
I give him air kisses. “Well, don’t worry. You’re the only one I want to fuck.”
I don’t add that it was freaking hot to imagine Mr. Gorgeous fucking me. Trent’s content, “Mmm hmm,” gives me a warm glow of happiness as he rolls over. Within a few minutes, his deep breathing tells me he’s asleep.
Lowering my legs, I sit up and remove my dress so I can join him. I spend some time focusing on his sperm and urging it to find my egg. It’s dumb, but I hope with enough positive thinking it will really happen. 
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Chapter 5


We don’t talk about his fantasy from the night before as we eat our room service breakfast. Since I was tipsy, everything after the bar is hazy and feels like a dream.  
We’re almost finished with breakfast when Trent clears his throat and speaks. “I want to ask you something.”
I lick the last of my eggs from the tines of my fork. “Hmm?”
He’s matter-of-fact when he continues. “Becks, if you don’t get pregnant this weekend, would you consider using someone else as a stand-in for me instead of fertility treatment?”
I freeze with the fork midair, and my eyes widen. What is he saying?
He shifts in his chair, and his face reddens. “Don’t look at me like I’m crazy. You know we can’t really afford IVF.”
“But…” I lay my fork down and turn my body to face him squarely. This is a serious conversation and not one I expected to be having this morning. “Honey, I thought we’d try IVF with your sperm.”
He lowers his gaze to the table, toys with his utensils, and shrugs. “You know they said we should consider using a sperm bank. I’m okay with the baby not being mine genetically.” He looks up at me and reaches over to squeeze my hand. “I wouldn’t love our child any less.”
My stomach tightens. I don’t want to think about this… not now… not on our anniversary weekend. I’m not ready to give up hope. He might not believe in signs, but I still think there’s a reason I’m fertile right now. I have to believe it.
Smiling tenderly at him, I bring his hand up to my mouth and kiss the back of it. “Trent… honey, if we don’t get pregnant this weekend I’ll be open to the idea.”
His shoulders relax at my words. Dang, he must have been concerned how I would respond. I need to get us back in a lighthearted mood.
I take a gulp of water and swallow before joking, “Next you’ll be demanding to watch me fuck the stand-in.”
His eyes smolder. “Oh yeah, I’ll want to watch.”
I think of Mr. Gorgeous fucking me in Trent’s fantasy last night. I was feeling quite satisfied this morning, but my pussy zings alive again. Shit. 
When a tingle ripples over my body, I try to hide how turned on he’s making me, so I get up from the table. “Well, we’ll see,” I murmur and head into the bathroom.
I stand in front of the sink and stare at myself in the mirror. Could I really fuck someone else while Trent watched? I never in a million years considered anything like this, but after last night, the idea intrigues me. My pussy throbs and I run my hand between my legs to rub my clit. I think about being on the hotel bed, spread out for Mr. Gorgeous while Trent watches from a chair. When I picture Trent stroking himself, a burst of longing makes me gasp. Oh, yeah, I think I could do it.
Since I don’t want to come without my husband this weekend, I stop touching myself and prep for my shower. I have a new bikini and I plan on wearing it at the pool today. Now if I could just stop thinking about fucking someone other than my husband. 
When I leave the bathroom, Trent is already wearing his swimming shorts and I toss a pair of huge sunglasses in my beach bag in case Kurt is lurking around the pool. He’s probably slept with plenty of women in the last seven years, so I’m confident he won’t recognize the older, curvier me, unless we make eye contact.
We hold hands as we head to the lobby and being close to Trent helps calm any apprehension that I’ll run into Kurt. Nothing bad will happen to me if Trent is by my side. The plan is to take it easy this afternoon and possibly eat in the dining room restaurant tonight. I brought one more fancy dress for the trip, so maybe I can get Trent worked up again later and get another wild fucking. I half feared we wouldn’t have a lot of sex this trip and we’d waste the chance to get pregnant, but Trent is rising to the occasion quite nicely.
The rest of the hotel is nice, sure, but the pictures I saw online of the hotel pool are what sold me on coming here. The ocean on the Oregon Coast is never warm, so the hotel built a gorgeous heated pool, with broad palms surrounding it and a beautiful waterfall at one end. A lazy river decorated with faux volcanic rock weaves around and connects to both ends.  I could relax there all day. But the best thing about it is the cove. There’s a secluded nook there that is perfect for canoodling in private.
As soon as we’re in the water, I lead Trent into the cove and attack him, crushing my lips against his and wrapping my legs around his waist.
He pulls back from the kiss and laughs. “I see someone is still frisky from last night.”
“Shut up and kiss me.”
When he complies with my demand, I ravish his mouth while our tongues dance. I’m consumed with desire, but there’s no way in hell I’m telling him it wasn’t last night creating this inferno of need in my belly, it was our discussion this morning about him watching someone else knock me up. I grind against him, desperate for his cock, but we both freeze when we hear another couple laughing and heading towards us.
Unhooking my legs from his waist, I float next to him and by the time the couple enters the cove, we’re innocently snuggling. They smile at us and we exchange hellos, but when it’s obvious they’re sticking around, Trent and I venture back out to frolic in the main pool area. Dangit, I wanted to slip his cock out of his shorts and have my way with him. Oh well, we have all day.
After swimming and lounging for a couple of hours, Trent wants to go back up to the room to rest. I send him on his merry way without me. I’m not leaving this pool until I need food. If I could live here, I would. This is almost my idea of heaven.
I camp out on a poolside lounge chair and get my e-reader out and scan through the erotica titles I’ve picked up. I’m in the mood to read something dirty where the woman fucks someone other than the hubby, but nothing I currently own fits my requirements. A quick internet search on my phone tells me I’m looking for hotwife erotica, and I’m not disappointed when I search for a book. I pick the first one that looks like it’s a woman getting railed by some hot dude and settle back to enjoy the dirty story.
At one point I take a sip of water and notice Kurt on the other side of the pool. Oh fuck! My heart pounds as I dig in my bag, trying to seem casual so any frantic movement doesn’t catch his eye. Once my oversized sunglasses are firmly on my face, I relax and bury my head in my e-book.
I get absorbed in the story again but occasionally check what Kurt is doing. He swims for a bit, but when he’s done he takes his towel and leaves. Oh thank God. What are the fucking chances he would be here? I don’t even want to contemplate those types of odds. I thought of him in the elevator and it’s almost like I manifested him. The power of the mind right there.
When my stomach growls, I’m not ready to leave yet so I eat a granola bar I brought with me and keep reading. When the staff fire up tiki torches around the pool, I check the clock on my phone. Jesus, how did it get so late?
I’m shoving my water bottle and e-reader into my beach bag when Mr. Gorgeous strolls by wearing only swimming trunks. He’s lightly tanned and his narrow waist, well-defined chest and broad shoulders make my mouth go dry. Reading erotica all afternoon about a woman fucking a guy while her husband watches, and then having this eye candy stroll right in front of me after all my dirty fantasies last night, is more than my body can take. My pussy clenches and I squirm in my seat, wishing I was in Trent’s lap so I could dry hump him.
My gaze lowers and Mr. Gorgeous’s shorts aren’t tight enough to tell me too much, but whatever he’s got in there looks to be fairly large. Fuck, where is Trent? I would have pointed out the size of the guy’s package to see how Trent would react. When I focus on Mr. Gorgeous’s thick muscled thighs, my brain turns to mush as I imagine it’s now me dry humping HIS leg and not Trent’s.
My husband’s voice calls over my shoulder. “Hey, Becky, there you are. Aren’t you hungry yet?”
I tear my eyes off the real-life Adonis as my husband sits down in the chair next to me. I’m practically vibrating with need, and I know I’m glowing and dazed when I look at Trent.
He raises an eyebrow. “Wow, what’s got you all worked up?”
I speak fast, stumbling over my words. “Oh, I was reading erotica all afternoon and it got me thinking about you.”
Mr. Gorgeous chooses that moment to dive into the pool and when he surfaces, he’s facing us and Trent finally notices him.
“Uh huh, were you thinking only of me?”
He sounds amused so I know he isn’t angry, and I use the opportunity to distract him. Getting out of my chair, I climb into his lap and sit with my ass snug against his growing hardness. Interesting… which part of this is turning him on?
I wiggle around, pretending to get comfortable as an excuse to rub against him.
Trent growls, “Behave, Becks. We’re in public.”
Maybe I can lure Trent into the cove again. “Do you want to take one last swim before we get ready for dinner?”
The pool is way less crowded now since people cleared out as it got closer to dinnertime, so there are only a few couples hanging around – plus Mr. Gorgeous. I don’t see him anywhere right now, so I’m not sure where he went.
“Hmm…” Trent pauses like he’s debating. “I have a better idea.”
“Oh?” As long as his ‘better idea’ gets his cock inside me, I don’t care what it is.
“Becks, I want you to flirt with the guy from the bar. If you can get him to kiss you, I’ll do anything you want after dinner.”
Ohhh, do I still remember how to flirt well enough to get a guy to kiss me? 
I push my bottom lip out. “I don’t see where he went. That’s not fair.”
Trent holds onto my cheek and turns my head for a passionate kiss. Yearning swirls in my core and I moan into his mouth while I contemplate dragging him to the hotel room and having my way with him. Why do I need to kiss Mr. Gorgeous when I can have my husband’s cock instead?
When he pulls his mouth from mine, he smiles at me. “He’s in the cove right now. You better hurry. I expect all the details.”
Trent is fully erect now, and knowing he’s turned on works me up even more. I’ll have a little fun and get my reward. “Okay honey, one kiss and then I’m coming back to you. If I get to choose what we do, you better be prepared to eat me for dessert.”
I stand up while he laughs, and a swift smack on my ass makes me squeal from the sharp pleasure. I toss his words back at him. “Hey! Behave. We’re in public.”
He only chuckles again as I lower myself into the warm water and swim towards the cove. Why am I doing this? Do I want to play this sort of sexual game? My breasts ache to be sucked, and my pussy desperately needs a cock. Who am I kidding? I’m 100 percent on board with this little game of Trent’s.
Swimming into the cove, I bump into Mr. Gorgeous just as he’s leaving.
He steadies me with his massive hands on my shoulders while I sputter, “Oh, sorry!”
His deep blue eyes twinkle at me as he lets me go. “No need to apologize. I ran into you.”
My skin burns where he touched me, and I’m curious what magic those enormous paws of his could do if he was playing with my nipples. Sexual energy courses through me from being this close to him and reminds me of how I felt when I was a teenager. What is it about this guy that turns me on so much?
“Where’s your husband?”
What’s this? His eyes bore into mine, and I tremble from desire.
“He’s… around.” I practically stumble on my words. God, he’s going to think I’m an idiot.
Mr. Gorgeous contemplates me for a moment and I want to squirm. “What?” I blurt out defensively.
“Did your husband send you in here?”
His voice is smooth as butter and a thrill runs through me. How did he know?
I bite my lip before answering with a soft, “Yes.”
“Why did your husband send you in here alone?”
Shit, I was supposed to come in here, flirt with him and get him to kiss me, but I feel like he’s playing cat and mouse with me. Fuck, it’s time to take control of the situation.
The water only comes up to my waist and I stand as straight as I can. “I’m supposed to get you to kiss me so I can tell him about it.”
His voice is low and seductive with a hint of humor. “Only kiss?”
I part my lips to tell him just one kiss, but his chuckle stops me. He holds out his hand. “I’m Zane. It’s nice to meet you.”
When I take his hand, I almost moan from the skin-on-skin contact as pleasure spikes down my arm and heads straight between my legs. I’m sure it’s because I’m so damn horny, and has nothing to do with him in particular. If I keep telling myself that, maybe it will be true.
“I’m Becky.”
“Well, Becky, do you want that kiss so you can thrill your husband?”
Ohhhh. I peep out a tiny, “Yes,” and he wraps his arm around my waist and drags me towards him. His lips are firm and warm, and they taste like chlorine, but as he deepens the kiss, my toes curl against the bottom of the pool as he masterfully takes control of my body with his mouth.
Our tongues duel as passion rips through me, and I try to plaster myself to him. His enormous cock is hard and I can practically feel the outline of his length as I rub my body against him. How amazing would it feel to have that monster pressing inside me for the first time?
Trent’s passion-roughened voice breaks through my frenzy. “More.”
My head spins as Zane eases his lips from mine. “Becky, do you want more?”
I search for Trent, and he’s in the cove with us, sitting on the edge of the pool and stroking his cock through his shorts. Knowing he’s enjoying this is all I needed to see.
Kissing someone other than my husband feels dirty in such a delicious way. I tip my head up towards Zane, and my resolve is firm. “Yes, more.”
Zane studies me and doesn’t make a move, and my pussy buzzes angrily that she doesn’t have a cock inside her.
“I need to know how much more you want.”
The tone of his voice sends shivers down my spine, and I know without a doubt that I’d give him anything.
I don’t know what to ask for and I hesitate. When Trent replies, it startles me. “I want to watch you fuck her.”
My nipples harden, and I gasp as I whip my head towards Trent. He nods at me. “It’s okay, Becks. If you want this, take the chance.”
If the last 24 hours hadn’t happened, there is no way in hell I would have said yes. But Trent got so crazy turned on last night, and I’ve been a wet mess most of the day reading hotwife erotica. This is my shot at doing something wild.
Zane gently holds my chin and turns my head towards him. “Becky, say it and you can have it.”
What DO I want? I’m mesmerized by his blue eyes, and my stomach flutters as desire ripples through me. If I’m going to do this, I want something I can’t get from Trent, otherwise there is no point.
“I want to be a slut that you use for your pleasure, and I want you to fuck me hard enough to make me scream.”
All traces of humor leave him and his face hardens, leaving behind a man who knows delicious ways to give me exactly what I asked for.
He flips me around and presses my stomach against the edge of the pool. His, “As you wish,” is spoken in a calm, firm tone, and he shoves my shoulders down until I’m bent over the side.
He makes quick work of shoving my bikini bottoms down, and since I expect him to slam into my pussy, I reach behind me and grip the edge of the pool. Instead he probes my depths with his hand, and I moan as he explores every inch of my folds. When he threads his fingers in my hair and forces my head up, I arch my back.
“For as long as it takes for me to come, you’re my slut. You got that?” he bites out.
My brain blips for a split second and a gush of wetness leaks from me. “Yes, I’m your slut.”
Oh hell yeah, this is exactly the type of dirty talk that Trent can’t do.
“Good slut. Now we have a few simple rules.”
He pulls on my hair again and I cry out from the painful pleasure as he works his finger in my dripping cunt.
“The first rule is that if you want to stop, say ‘red light’. Got it?”
Whoa, did we find an actual dom guy? Shit, I never even thought of needing a safeword when I asked him to fuck me and make me scream.
He removes his hand from my pussy and smacks my ass harder than Trent did last night. 
I yelp. “Got it! Red light.”
As he caresses the spot he spanked, I melt and relax against him. Mmmm, yeah this is nice.
He’s still gripping my hair, and he runs his free hand around to my front and up my stomach until he reaches my bikini top. Pushing it up, he frees my breasts to the cold air and my nipples harden even more.
When he plays with my nipple, rolling it between his thumb and index finger, I can’t hold back my moan. Fuck, this is hot.
“Next rule.” He pinches my nipple and I mewl in discomfort from the jolt of pain while my pussy clenches in need like the slut she is.
“You said to use you for my pleasure.”
“Yeah…”
He presses my chest down on the side of the pool again and forces my head to face towards Trent. 
“You aren’t allowed to close your eyes. You’re going to watch your husband enjoying you being used because that would please me.”
Ohhhh, shit. I lock eyes with Trent and he’s stroking his cock faster, clearly loving the show.
“Yesssss,” I groan as he grabs my hips to steady me as the head of his cock probes my slick entrance.
With me bent over the edge of the pool, my pussy is out of the water, and he’s getting a graphic view of how much of a wet mess I am for him. Anticipation lights my blood and I fight the urge to close my eyes.
With a swift thrust, he impales me and I cry out, “Ohhhh, fuck.”
I knew he was massive, but this is bigger than I expected and he stretches my pussy walls further than I’ve been in years. He pauses for a moment and I barely have time to adjust to his size before he withdraws and slams back into me.
“Oh, my god,” I groan and lock eyes with Trent who is still stroking, but now his cock is outside his swim trunks.
Zane lights into me, slamming against my ass and almost bringing tears to my eyes and driving me towards my orgasm. My nipples scrape against the rough pavement and it’s a glorious pain that shoots bolts of delight straight to my clit.
He’s fucking me vigorously while each plunge of his thickness hits a perfect spot inside me. I start chanting, “Fuck me,” not caring if anyone outside the cove can hear us.
Zane pounds into me and grits out, “You’re just a filthy slut who wants to be used. Aren’t you?”
“God, yes…. a filthy slut.”
He smacks my ass harshly, and I buck my hips as my breasts and nipples smash into the pavement.
“Is this what you want, Becky, to be fucked and filled with my cum?”
Wait, his cum? Lights flicker at the sides of my vision and my eyes grow round as I stare at Trent. He’s got a pained look on his face, as if he’s trying not to orgasm. When he gives me a tiny nod of his head, I almost come undone.
I cry, “Ohhhh god, yes, fill me with your cum.”
He digs his fingers into my hips, forcing me to move with him as he thrusts at an unrelenting pace. He speeds up and his heavy balls whack against my clit, and I bring a hand up to my mouth, trying to stifle my moans. I’m racing towards ecstasy, and yet I don’t want this to end. I’m not sure I’ll ever get fucked with this much abandon again, and seeing the lust radiating from Trent adds to my gratification. 
When Zane’s forceful jackhammering picks up speed my eyes roll into the back of my head and I sense a movement at my side. Trent is on his knees next to my face as he jerks on his cock, and I can tell he’s getting ready to come all over me.
Zane laughs harshly in what sounds like perverse delight at the turn of events as he savagely drills into my pussy.
“Becks…” my dear husband groans and I’m watching his cock, enthralled and getting ready to close my eyes when he comes. He’s panting and I wish he was in my mouth. “Becks… tell me you’re enjoying this.”
A sense of calmness invades my mind as my thighs quiver and my body tightens. I’m on the brink of coming, but I want to watch him come first.
I smile at my husband and answer the best I can between Zane’s rough thrusts. “Trent… my love… his cock feels soooo amazing. I love you…. Now come for me.”
Trent groans louder and I close my eyes right as his watery cum hits my face. Having my husband jizz on me while another guy is fucking me is more than I can take and it pushes me over the edge. Nothing muffles the cries of my pleasure and I scream nonsense as my orgasm rips through me. My body convulses with the strength of my climax and rapture engulfs me as Zane continues to pound into me, seeking his own release.
He’s so thick, I feel the exact moment he comes. His cock pulses and my pussy squeezes around him as he growls and unloads load after load of his hot sticky cum as deep as he can inside me. He thrusts into me a few more times, before pulling out.
I’m not sure if I black out from the ecstasy, but I’m roused when wet fingers wipe the cum from my face. I swipe the wetness away from my eyes before daring to open them, and Trent is sitting next to me, dazed, with love for me written all over his face.
Zane draws up my bikini panties and adjusts them as Trent caresses my cheek and whispers, “Are you okay, Becks?”
I’m floating in a happy place and give him a dopey grin. “Oh yeah… it’s all good. I love you, honey.”
He smiles and I close my eyes again for a moment and drift. I vaguely hear the guys discussing aftercare for me, and Zane is instructing Trent to make sure I eat and drink as soon as possible. I hear mention of our anniversary but I can’t follow the conversation.
A firm hand on my back has me cracking my eyes open, and I turn my head to look over my shoulder at Zane.
“Becky, thank you. This was unexpected. Enjoy your anniversary.”
I give him a soft, “Thanks! Bye,” as Trent helps me up onto the ledge.
I wobble to my feet, and notice Zane has already left. There is enough room to walk the edge and leave the cove. Trent holds on to my hand and starts walking, but I pull on him to make him stop.
“Trent, shouldn’t I get in the water to wash off?”
I’m filthy, does he really want me to walk out in public with cum on my face and dripping from another man?
He stares at me seriously before answering. “No, Becks. We don’t want to wash away his cum, do we?”
Ohhhh, shit. What did I do? My stomach tightens and I feel sick.
He squeezes my hand and he can obviously tell I’m close to panic. “Becky, listen to me…” He tugs again to get my attention. “We both wanted this, and it was fabulous. Let’s get to the room and order food. You need food.”
“Okay, honey,” I murmur, numbly.
Trent helps me adjust my bikini top and I follow him around the pool to the chair with my stuff. He grabs my beach bag and dries me off with the towel in the bag while I stand there, too tired to think, before leading me up to our room.




OceanofPDF.com

Chapter 6


Trent zips up my luggage and sets it on the floor before giving me the handle. It was time to leave our little paradise vacation. 
After sex at the pool with Zane, Trent got food in me and we snuggled in bed and reassured each other, whispering words of love until we both fell asleep. The rest of the trip was relaxing and wonderful. We talked for hours about the experience and what it meant for us, and I’m not sure yet what this weekend means for our marriage but I feel more connected to Trent than I have in over a year. The experience with Zane is the jolt our marriage needed and we both have a spring in our step as we head to the elevator.
We saw Zane a couple more times over the weekend, but we only briefly talked to him and it was pleasant, like meeting an old friend. We found out he owns a couple of bars in Montana and was touring the Oregon Coast while on his first real vacation in years.
As we wait for the elevator, Zane’s deep, “Why hello,” makes us look at him and we all laugh. He’s got a bag on his shoulder and he’s clearly checking out as well. I slide my arm in Trent’s and he smiles down at me.
Another voice joins us. “Going up?”
Oh fuck, it’s Kurt. I lean against Trent and hide my head in his shoulder while Zane replies, “No.”
Kurt sighs. “I’ll wait. The ice machine broke on my floor so I had to come down here.” The sound of ice cubes rattle together, like he is shaking his container to prove he needed ice. 
The doors open, and Trent and I get in while Zane follows behind and presses the button for the lobby. “Ah yeah, sorry. We’re going down. Good luck with that.”
I keep my head hidden until the door closes and we all go down together. 
The End
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If you want erotic shorts of my sexy hotwife Jessica, including:
Husband Chooses a Nerdy Guy to Gives His Hotwife an Amazing Pussy Licking and
Husband Chooses a Sexy Deviant to Thrill His Hotwife with Bondage and Spanking
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Going Up Going Down Collab


Do you want to see what happens if Becky meets Kurt in the elevator instead of Zane? Check out Manus Dare’s version of what happens with Becky and Trent.  
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[image: image-placeholder]Gripping the handle of the suitcase, I continue on to the elevator. If I’m lucky, I can get a couple of minutes on the bed before Trent gets back.
I hit the button on the elevator. The numbers tick down until the one lights up above the door. I’m still watching the numbers when the silver doors slide open. 
I grip the handle of my suitcase and roll it into the opening, suddenly realizing that the elevator is not empty.
I look up and stop.
“Oh my God! Kurt?”
I am stunned by a face from my past. A hazy memory of wild nights, bodies moving, and Kurt’s face, smiling above me as my body explodes again and again. I feel a hot tremor I remember distinctly. It was the night I met him in a dirty bar down the street from the college we both attended.
Kurt had been my first real crush, my first love, and my first genuine disappointment.
The door to the elevator bumps into my suitcase once, twice, the elevator bell ringing in an insistent, almost angry manner.
“Um, Becky?”
Oh my God! He remembers me!
Read more at:
https://mybook.to/goingdownmanus
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A Hotwife Reunion Excerpt


Want more of Zane? He’s also the dom in A Hotwife Reunion. 
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The garage door grinds open, vibrating the wall that separates my home office from our garage. I quickly type out a message to my best friend, Jessica, on the app we use to chat during the workday.
Miri: Shit, gotta go. Hubby is home and it’s my night to cook dinner.
She gives my message a laughing emoji.
Jessica: See you on Saturday. Tell him takeout is on the way!
Ooh, she’s brilliant. I’m totally going to do that. I give her a thumbs up and close the program.
Jessica and I have been texting back and forth for hours today while we pretended to work. We were discussing a trip we’re taking to the Oregon coast this weekend, a reunion of sorts, with a group of our closest friends from high school and their spouses. Jessica is leaving tomorrow to spend a couple of extra days there with her husband, Lucas, before our Saturday gathering.
I quickly open a spreadsheet before my husband, Joey, finds out it’s been social hour all day. I want to maintain the illusion that I’ve been diligently working while he slaved away, crunching numbers for “the man.” Tipping back in my chair to peek out the door of the office, I spy him coming down the hall towards me and we exchange smiles. Desire ripples through me at the sight of him in his suit and his tousled brown hair. It looks like he was running his fingers through it recently and it gives him a rakish appearance. Dang, I married a sexy man.
He comes in, sets his leather work bag down, and kisses my forehead. “Hey, baby.”
“Hi, my love. How was work?” I appreciate the forehead kiss, but what I really want is a panty-melting kiss with lots of tongue.
My job affords me a ton more freedom than his does, so I try to not bug him on instant messenger all day. He gets focused and in the zone, so I save up any news for when he gets home. He’s a certified public accountant with one of the biggest CPA firms in our town, mainly working with clients in the wine industry. Between the two of us, he’s the one bringing home the bacon.
I have a fabulous job, but I don’t make a ton of money. I got lucky by being Jessica’s best friend. As soon as I saw her sitting all alone in the school cafeteria in seventh grade and reading my favorite book, I introduced myself and we’ve been besties ever since. Her family had recently moved to town and she’s an introvert who never would have approached me. She was always daydreaming and had her head in the cloud back then, and she turned that into a creative writing career.
One of Jessica’s smutty reverse harem vampire stories exploded four years ago, and after a year of trying to juggle everything herself as an indie author, she finally begged me to work for her full time as her personal assistant. I’ve been doing that for about three years now and it brought out hidden marketing talents in me. She only has to worry about writing, and I take care of most everything else for her.
She pays me enough to make me happy, but also not feel bad if I goof off or have an unproductive day. She claims I pay for myself in increased sales, so she doesn’t care when I work as long as I keep up with what needs done. I basically have my dream job at 33; I don’t clock in, I can do whatever I want, and I listen to music all day. Life is good… or it would be if I were getting more sex.
Now that I have a flexible job, at some point Joey and I plan on trying for a baby. I’ll be the primary caregiver while he’s at work. We keep putting it off, though, so I’m not sure it will actually happen. The older we get, the more we appreciate being child-free, especially when we want to take spontaneous trips. But even the trips have slowed down in recent years.
He takes his time before answering how his day went and removes his suit jacket. When he unbuttons his shirt, my pussy perks up. It’s been over a week since we’ve had sex, which isn’t that uncommon anymore. Normally, when I’m horny, I take care of myself with my extensive collection of sex toys, but Jessica distracted me today with chatting about high school and theorizing how different our friends will be when we see them this weekend.
Joey sighs and rolls his head as if he’s trying to loosen his neck muscles. “Work was… work. But I’m glad to be home, and you’re looking cute today.” He grins at me and my pussy tries to remind me again that she hasn’t been plowed recently.
I wonder what my chances of getting some sex are tonight? It’s Wednesday, and despite the jokes about hump day, there usually isn’t any humping in my household on Wednesdays unless it’s me going to town with my vibrator. I agree with him, though; I’m feeling quite cute in my favorite cotton pajama pants with penguins on them, and a white lace corset-style top that molds to my breasts and shows my cleavage to its full advantage. Yeah, I put this on at lunchtime on purpose, hoping to lure him into bed tonight. Since he didn’t walk in and immediately bend me over the desk, my chances seem low.
My husband isn’t a man of many words, so I’m not surprised that he doesn’t elaborate on his workday. I always make an effort to show interest in his job, but from what I can tell, it’s reeeaaaalllly boring. He never shares funny stories about the office, and I sometimes wonder what happened to the man I married. He was the goofy class clown, and now he’s the dependable, married for 14 years, barely having sex, accountant.
He doesn’t take his shirt off once it’s unbuttoned, and disappointment runs through me. He gets up early three times a week to go to the gym before work, and I was hoping for an eyeful of his sexy man pecs. If I’m not getting a hard boning tonight, I could at least enjoy some eye candy. I haven’t given up hope yet though. I might need to get some tasty food in his belly and then jump him after dinner when he’s relaxed.
Almost as if he read my mind, he says, “So what’s for dinner?”
Oh shit, right... dinner. Damn Jessica and her distractions.
“Oh, I thought we should do teriyaki delivery since we need to pack for the trip tomorrow night. No need to mess up the kitchen.”
Knowing my excuse is flimsy, I give him my cutest smile and bat my eyelashes at him. He laughs. “OK, and I’m sure you’ve already ordered it… right?”
I vigorously nod my head and widen my green eyes innocently. “Oh, yes. Why don’t you change into something comfortable and it’ll be here before you know it.”
He goes to leave, but pauses in the doorway and glances back at me. “Miri, bring that top you’re wearing on the trip this weekend. I have an idea.”
Ooh, what’s this? I’m instantly wet and squirm in my chair once he’s gone. I’d like to think his idea is me wearing it while he fucks me, but I have a sneaking suspicion he’s talking about something else. Staring at the empty doorway for a few moments, I contemplate what he might ask me to do this weekend.
It’s a cruel joke that woman sexually peak in their 30s. By this age, we’ve got busy lives, and possibly kids, and a lot more responsibilities. It’s not as easy to stay up all night having wild sex when you’re a responsible adult who can’t blow off work the next day. That’s why I’m looking forward to the trip this weekend. Joey and I always have trip sex. I told him once it was a hidden clause in our marriage vows and he chuckled and agreed. So I WILL get some vacation sex, goddamit!
I order dinner online and think about what he said. His interest in my top intrigues me because we’ve been talking the last couple of months about broadening our sexual horizons to spice things up. We had a frank discussion about our lack of sex and he admitted that work is stressful, and since he gets up early for the gym some days, he wasn’t in the mood that often during the work week. He assured me he still thought I was hot and he wanted to have sex with me. And while I intellectually understood that, I still missed the 4-5 times-per-week sex we were having in our 20s. I mean shit, right now I’d settle for once per week and consider myself lucky.
Joey’s idea of spicing up our love life was not anything I expected and he floored me with the suggestion that maybe I would like to be a hotwife and he would allow it as a way for me to satisfy my urges. I learned what a hotwife was from Jessica because she and her husband have an arrangement like that where he chooses guys for her from a listing on an app and then she has one-night stands with them. I don’t know how often they do it, but she said it’s pretty fabulous.
At first I thought Joey was afraid I was going to divorce him if I didn’t get more sex, and I tried to tell him I was perfectly happy with my toys, but he admitted that after I told him what Jessica and her husband were doing, he did online research and found the idea hot. And it’s just like my husband to frame something as helping me out when it’s really his dirty fantasy that I fuck a bunch of men.
One thing we both agreed on was that we wouldn’t rush into something like that without discussing boundaries and expectations. We’ve taken this time to talk things out and I told him recently that if the right opportunity presents itself, I’d like to give it a go. Of course, once I agreed to that, I’ve been horny as all hell for the last two weeks and practically masturbating daily. So whatever plan he has for me and this tight lace shirt this weekend, I’m down for it.
End of Excerpt

If you want to read the rest, you can pick up at:
http://mybook.to/hotwifereunion
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