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UHS


As summer rolls around, things are getting hot. This multi-author series explore the lives of women who are living their dirtiest fantasies this summer. And they are slippery when wet. Enjoy your summer with these filthy hotwife stories. 
Read the entire series HERE.




Foreword



Dear Readers,
This is for all the HOTWIFE fans out there who enjoy a little story to go with their smut. There is sex, story, and more sex. Characters will grow throughout their lust-inducing, heart-melting steamy encounters. 
NOTE: There’s a very brief mention of past bullying and eating disorder but not enough to warrant an official trigger warning. 
Are you ready to celebrate the Fourth of July with an explosive climax? 




Chapter one
TRAVIS


A warm, woody aroma envelops me the second I step inside our guestroom converted into a home gym. It’s barely six p.m., so Mayumi has either just started or is in the middle of her yoga workout. I don’t usually barge into my wife’s Zen space and interrupt her routine, but today, I’m hoping to find a little peace after the shit-show at work. 
Or a sweet distraction.
As Mayumi glides into the downward dog pose, I’m treated to a wickedly delightful view of her heart-shaped ass. The ass I want to bite, squeeze, and maybe redden a little. The ass I’m going to stretch out and claim as mine—someday.
I step behind her so close she bumps into me when she straightens. 
“Anata?” She swivels her head and grins. “You’re home early!”
There is so much you can learn about your lover from their body language, and after two blissful years of marriage, I can vouch Mayumi knows me pretty well. 
Her smile fades, replaced by concern in her liquid brown eyes. “Everything okay?”
The last thing I want to do right now is talk business. I pull her closer and kiss her jaw, my growing erection pressing into her lower belly. 
“Wait, I sti—”
I cut her off with a hungry kiss. There’s something about her post-workout scent that brings out the caveman. 
“You smell good. And you taste”—I nibble my way from her ear to her neck before licking the sweat gathered between her breasts—“delicious.”
She arches into me and makes a noise somewhere between a squeal and a moan. “Let me go shower first.”
Backing her into a corner, I growl, “Baby, you’re not going anywhere.”
She takes the initiative to sit on a sturdy-looking ball, a tinge of pink creeping into her cheeks. And it’s this combination of her eagerness and modesty that makes her all the more endearing. I’m a lucky man.
Not like I’m having any luck with her outfit. I mean, I can appreciate how perfectly gorgeous her ass looks in these super tight leggings, but Jesus fuck, try peeling them off. 
After about a minute, I groan. “How do you even put these on in the first place?” 
She bursts out laughing. “Maybe I should do yoga without clothes next time.”
The image of Mayumi bent over in the nude has my dick raging to go. It’d be so easy to step up behind her. To kick her legs wider apart, ram myself inside her wet, pink pussy. Or her plump virgin ass—
I swallow hard, tugging at the stretchy fabric.
“Need some help?”
Between work and the naked yoga talk, I barely have any control left. I take a step back and watch her wriggle out of her leggings with practiced ease. 
Mayumi used to have a collection of plain white cotton underwear. Now, she’s wearing one of those naughty, seamless things I got her. A tiny black scrap that covers only half of her ass. 
She’s practically reclining on the ball as I close in. I run my hands up her smooth, slender legs to the vee between her thighs. Her breath hitches as my fingers skate over the gusset of her panties. She’s already wet.
“Baby, you want my mouth on your pretty little pussy?”
She bites her lip, lifting her head to meet my stare. Takes her one hot second to nod.
How I’d love to drag this out, to tease my sweet, proper wife until she writhes and begs for my cock. 
But there’s this acute, primal ache clawing at me. 
The urge to smell and taste her, to feel just how wet and warm she is.
These panties, thank fucking God, are nothing like her leggings. I could rip them right off. 
Nevertheless, I get just as much thrill out of sliding them down slowly, chasing goose bumps on her skin. Exposing the most intimate part of her bit by bit. 
My jaw clenches at the magnificent sight of her glistening pink flesh. “Did you just shave this morning?”
She props herself up on her elbows. “Last night.”
She’s blushing again because we both know she was grooming herself for me. 
Fuck, she needed me and I wasn’t available. We haven’t had sex in about a week. Given the chance—and boundless stamina—I’d love to give Mayumi all the pleasure in the world. Day and night, round the clock, all year long. But sometimes, life gets in the way. Sometimes, you have to work late and your wife goes to bed with her Kindle instead.
Time to atone. I squat in front of her. Her legs part open before my hands even wrap around her thighs. 
I smile. “Getting eager, are we?”
A cute little growl rumbles up her throat. She leans back on the ball, draping one arm across her eyes.
“Travis,” she mewls, and the sound goes straight to my groin.
It’s my cue to focus. To dive in and give her a few reverent licks. 
When it comes to eating Mayumi’s pussy, I’ve always brought my A game. I relish in worshipping the woman who owns my mind, body, and soul—so she knows I cherish every inch of her perfection.
But her exquisite taste and heady scent compel me to feast.
Her breathing grows harsher, and her fingers find their way to the top of my head as my tongue dips inside her rich, slick entrance. But it’s when I wrap my lips around her swollen bud that she really starts to let go, tugging at my hair and lifting her hips. More, more, more.
And I fucking love being the one unraveling her. 
I slide my hands under her ass and yank her closer, my mouth still latched to her clit. She comes apart with a keening moan, her toes digging into my back, and pretty soon, she’s squirming, shoving at me, trying to get away. I slip two fingers inside and coax another orgasm out of her.
“Travis,” she pants. “Please …”
I pepper her thighs with soft kisses before pulling back. 
What a view. My goddess is reclining on her makeshift throne with her face flushed and her long, jet-black hair fanned out. Watching her breasts rise and fall rapidly, I ask in a restrained voice, “What do you need, baby?”
“Need you. Need … need your cock,” she murmurs, barely audible over the combined sounds of our heavy breathing, but fuck yeah. 
I rise and unzip my pants, my eyes never leaving her face. 
Her gaze travels, though, and a shiver rolls through me as her expressions play out from uninhibited to ravenous. She’s been craving this, craving me. Yes, she adores my dick—and I sure as hell am going to fuck her senseless with it. 
“Let me taste you, Travis. Please.” She adjusts herself so that her body is arched and her head is slightly hanging over the ball. 
Brace yourself. 
My sweet darling wife is about to make me the happiest motherfucker on the planet. 
I hiss out a breath as I give my painfully hard shaft a careful squeeze. My cock is nowhere near that hot little mouth of hers yet, and I’m already leaking. There’s no way I can last for the grand finale. 
Fisting myself, I hold out a tiny fraction to her face. Her tongue glides over the tip, and I bite back a groan. 
“Easy.” I pull away before she can suck me off. 
Her lashes flutter when she stares up at me. There’s confusion in those hooded eyes, as if she’s trying to figure out what she’s done wrong.
And I want to tell her she’s perfect in every way. There’s nothing she could ever do that would make me love her any less. 
“You’re doing great, baby,” I say hoarsely. “I just don’t want to come yet.”
She smiles and relaxes into the ball.
I let her lick off my pre-cum. Unlike any frenzied blowjob, Mayumi does this daintily, like she’s savoring every drop, her big, brown eyes gazing up at me every now and then. 
All at once, there’s the familiar swell in my chest. The sharp pull of heat deep in my groin. And goddamnit, I can’t keep watching or I’ll explode, but I can’t look away either. The only option is to switch gear.
I ease myself between her parted lips, which I’m aware is a mistake, of course. One slide against her taste buds and I’m ready to blow my entire one-week load down her throat. 
Slowly, deliberately, every inch of me disappears into her mouth. 
There.
Nothing but hot heaven. 
Mayumi’s eyes flutter closed as she lets me control the rhythm and pace. 
“You take my cock so well,” I choke out, my balls tightening.
Her complete surrender is so damn beautiful I nearly fucking lose it. 
Get a grip.
Breathing hard, I palm her lush breasts before lifting her top and lowering my head to lick at the sheen of sweat. Her nipples are begging to be sucked, and I take one taut, rosy peak into my mouth. 
“Travis …” 
My name on her lips in that needy tone makes my cock twitch. I pop the tip out to ask, “Yes, baby?”
Her tongue traces the ridges and veins of my dick that’s hovering above her face—and just like that I’m sucked back into her warm, welcoming mouth. She seems to have perfected the art of deep-throating. Not only has she barely gagged, she’s urging me on, her fingers digging into my ass. What a woman.
I’m the one doing the driving, but she is in charge. 
My heart is racing, my vision going dim around the edges. I pull away with a groan. “Fuck, your mouth is to die for.”
Between gasping for breath and wiping her chin, she says playfully, “What about my pussy?” 
Her boldness renders me momentarily speechless.
“Oh, I’d kill for this.” I shove a finger into her sopping wet cunt. “But first, I need to fuck it—real deep and hard. Then I’m gonna come inside. Fill you up so full you’d be dripping for days.”
My words elicit a whimper out of her.
“You like that?”
She quivers at my touch. “Yes.”
“Tell me exactly what you want.”
“Fuck my pussy,” she cries, her accent becoming more distinct.
I flip her onto her front. Her ass is too gorgeous I can’t resist smacking it. 
I press my cock against her entrance and push. As wet as she is, she’s still incredibly tight. The feel of her stretching around me is beyond words. How the hell could I have let a week slip by?
One sharp thrust and I’m buried balls-deep in her snug, velvet heat. 
“Mayumi …” I kiss a blazing path from her neck to the secret spot behind her ear. “Your pussy feels … pretty fucking amazing.”
She glances over her shoulder, her teeth digging into her bottom lip. The look on her face, somewhere between sultry and bashful, drives me feral. 
Burning with the need to ravish my wife, I growl and pinch her nipples. “Gonna go harder now. Gonna make you feel good.”
Her moan is all I need to hear. The yoga ball bobs beneath us as I pump my hips.
God, I really should fuck her more on this. The delicious bouncing makes the experience a whole lot more intense. Then again, everything with Mayumi has always been real and raw. 
My heart is slamming against my ribcage, my pace erratic. I won’t be able to hold back this time. 
“Wait,” she gasps, “wait, Travis … stop … stop …”
Fuck, too rough? I freeze, my dick still buried inside her. 
“I-it … it might burst.”
My mind’s reeling. She can’t mean a condom, can she?
“Th-the ball.”
I exhale and move again.
“The—ball’s—not—gonna—burst,” I rasp, punctuating each word with a solid thrust. “I am.”
Her breathy laugh gives way to a series of soft moans as I reach down to rub her clit.
“Now, do you really”—thrust—“want”—thrust—“me”—thrust—“to”—thrust—“stop?” 
I pull out until only the tip of my cock remains inside and wait.
She shakes her head furiously. 
“What is it, baby? Can’t hear you.”
“Pl-please … don’t stop.”
Annnddd we’re back on track. 
I tilt her hips, seeking that perfect angle. 
“Oh, God. Travis … Travis …” 
She chants my name like a prayer, and I know I’m hitting her sweet spot.
“Be a good girl and come on my cock.”
She drops her head back. A silent scream spills from her lips, and goddamnit, her grip is so fierce, so tight and warm and slippery—
“That’s it,” I grit out. “Fuck, that’s my good girl.” 
I lean forward and hammer away, bottoming out with each slam. The way she’s clenching around me, I don’t have to wait long before my own climax hits.
The sounds that rumble from my throat are animalistic. Stars cloud my vision, and I can hardly breathe. My dick won’t stop pulsing. I come long and hard, unleashing my load in thick, hot spurts.
[image: image-placeholder]By the time we make it to the kitchen for dinner, the sun has set. 
I’m digging into my favorite meal—rice and chicken katsu—when Mayumi asks, “Is something bothering you?”
I look up and meet her eye. She hasn’t really touched her food yet.
“What makes you think something’s bothering me?”
“You only …” she trails off. Her hair is tousled, her skin flushed with that post-orgasm glow. “You only have sex like that when you’re wound up.”
I set my chopsticks down. “Was I too rough? Or would you prefer I do it more often?” 
Sometimes, I’m tempted to fuck her until she can’t walk. Leave marks all over her body. But there’s always the fear of hurting her holding me back.
“I’m serious,” she murmurs, a coy smile playing at her lips. 
“So am I. Answer the question, love.” God, if she says yes, it’ll open up a whole new world of possibilities. 
She wiggles her shoulders and scrunches up her nose. “You first.”
“It’s just work stuff.” I take a long sip of my sake. My happy bubble is fizzling out. “There’s this big company looking for a joint venture partner to distribute their products across North America and Europe. It’s a huge opportunity for us.”
Mayumi nods, leaning forward with both elbows on the table. 
“Turns out, me and the person in charge went to high school together. Frances found out mid-negotiation, and now, she wants me to be the one to close the deal.”
“That’s good, right?”  
“Might lead to a promotion, yes. See, the thing is, I haven’t spoken to the guy in over a decade.” 
Thirteen years, to be exact. It strikes me all of a sudden I’m no longer the kid with thick glasses and bad complexion, fat and lonely, resolved to a life of celibacy. 
I’m almost thirty-one, happily married to the woman of my dreams, and we’re living in a gorgeous corner in the suburbs of New York City.
So, why the hell am I worried?
Because if the goddamn deal doesn’t go through, you’ll be blamed. This time next year, you’ll still be scraping by for the mortgage and car payments and a modestly comfortable life for just the two of you. 
“I’m sure he—what’s his name?” 
“Ackerman. Julian Ackerman.” Even saying the name out loud leaves a bitter taste in my mouth.
“I’m sure Mr. Ackerman wouldn’t mind if you give him a call.”
I flash her a bright smile. If only she knew.
[image: image-placeholder]By the time my alarm rings at seven a.m., the other side of bed is empty. After the extra workout session last night, I don’t know how Mayumi managed to rise earlier than me. She teaches yoga from Mondays to Fridays and runs wellness workshops on weekends. That amazing woman has yet to miss a single lesson. The students are sure lucky to have her.
Meanwhile, it’s time for me to confront the situation. 
An hour later, I’m in the office, sitting at my desk, loading up the website of Royal Gear. Julian’s company is number four on the trending tech listings. This year, they’re launching their flagship foldable smartphone, which is what our company is after.
I spend fifty minutes clicking and scrolling through information I already know before I finally make the call. 
Soft music plays as their receptionist patches me through.
Seven minutes and forty-three seconds later, there’s a click. “G’morning. How can I help you?”
No mention of his name, but that smug, rough-edged voice is unmistakably Julian’s. The thing is, I didn’t suspect it’d have any effect on me after all these years. My stomach churns, and my palms are sweating.
“Hi. This is Travis from TLC Global. I was wondering if—”
“Travis. You sound familiar.”
“Uhm, yeah, from Baxter High.”
“Baxter High? Wow. Let’s see. Travis … Hawke?”
“No, it’s—”
“Hang on. Let me guess. Travis … Travis … Cockburn! Is that you?” 
For the record, it’s pronounced Co-burn. Most people would correct themselves if I let them know. But this man? Let’s just say he never missed a chance to make my high school life miserable.
“Yep, it’s me. Hello, Julian.”
“Hey, pal. What are the chances?”
I’ve got the drop on him this time, but Julian always had an agenda. He’ll bounce back.
“Yeah, great, huh?” I stand and pace around the room. “So, I understand you’re still considering our proposal? How about setting up a quick face-to-face—“
“Oh, you’ll have to talk to my secretary. I believe my schedule’s full for the next two weeks.”
I run my fingers through my hair. Of course the asshole would make me wait.
“Tell you what,” he says after a beat. “Why don’t you come over to my house this weekend? I’m having a July Fourth all-day pool party. There’ll be a live band and fireworks at night. Drop by and maybe we can edge in some business.”
“I, uhm …”
“Bring someone, if you like. Come on, we have a lot of catching up to do, don’t we?” 
His laughter sounds much too evil for my liking. I bite back an urge to tell him to go screw himself. “Yeah, I guess we do.”
“Excellent. I’ll text you the details, my man. Looking forward to our reunion.”




Chapter two
MAYUMI


Julian’s Manor looks like something out of  The Godfather. Father had been a huge fan of the classic, and if he were still around to see this, he would’ve been gawking, too. Amid twenty-acres of pristine lush greenery, this feels like we’ve stepped into a completely different world.
Barely ten in the morning and cars are already lining up at the huge circular driveway to drop off guests.
“This place is amazing,” I whisper, more to myself than to Travis.
“You think,” he mumbles as he pulls into a parking lot. 
The frown on his face makes me sigh inwardly. He’s been on edge ever since he got the assignment. Despite my reassurance, he insists there’s a lot riding on this.
After slotting in our white Toyota among a row of sleek, black cars, Travis turns to me. “All right. I’m gonna find Julian and hopefully set up a meeting. Then we’ll be out of here.”
“So soon?” It’s a hot, humid day, and my hair’s sticking to my face even with the AC blasting. I can’t wait to take a dip in their pool. If it’s anything like the rest of the place, it must be stunning. 
Travis peers through the windshield at the foyer, nervous energy seeping out of every pore. “Look at the crowd. I can’t imagine any reason to stick around.”
I grab a tissue from the box on the dashboard and dab at his forehead. “It’s easier to give birth than to think about it.”
For the first time today, amusement flickers in his eyes. “Is this one of your dad’s wise quotes?”
“It’s actually a famous Japanese saying. It means things we tend to worry about can turn out easier than expected.”
He lets out a small laugh, shaking his head. 
I smile. Going all sagely on him usually helps loosen him up. 
“My dad would say, ‘get yer ass in gear.’” 
“That’s right. You go charm your ex-classmate while I go locate the pool.”
“Hmm ... but how can I leave you alone when you’re”—his hand slides to my bare knee—“wearing this?” He inches up the hem of my sundress.
I make a little noise of protest and squeeze my thighs together. Bad move. Now his hand is trapped.
“Does that mean you want us to stay in the car?” He drags my dress higher and higher—until he reaches my sparkly blue bikini bottom. “Baby, these are brand new,” he says in a growly kind of voice that never fails to set me alight.
“I got them online when you …” I gasp. 
He’s tracing his finger along the middle of the ultra-thin fabric. “You what?”
I squirm in my seat. “Wh-when you told me about the pool party.”
“I see,” he says, sliding that same finger beneath the edge. “Looks like someone’s getting excited for the party, huh?” 
“Travis …” I want to stop him, but my thighs spread open, goose bumps erupting all over. My nipples poke through both the sequined bikini top and the dress. The liquid warmth simmering between my legs has nothing to do with the sweltering heat outside.
“Or is this all for me?”
“You,” I whimper.
“That’s my girl. Always so responsive.” He demonstrates his point by coating his finger with my arousal. 
I let out a shuddery breath.
He unclicks his seat belt and leans over to kiss my neck.
“Wh-what if … what if someone sees us?”
A sense of guilt washes over me when he pulls away. Travis has been coaxing me to be more adventurous, but I tend to ruin the fun. Why can’t I be less uptight and go with the flow?
“You’re right.” The weight around him returns as his gaze shifts to the mansion. “I got carried away.”
I fix my dress and smooth out my hair, trying to regain my composure and also figure out a way to cheer my husband up. The inviting coolness of the pool seems like wishful thinking now—or maybe not.
“Hey, how about we hang out, go for a little swim when you’re done?”
Travis turns to me, his expression softening. “In my jeans and shirt? Sorry, baby.”
I glance at my tote bag in the backseat, and his gaze follows. 
He groans. “No.” 
“You can change after your meeting.”
He rakes his fingers through his hair and sighs. “Fine. I’ll go look for Julian. You go ahead and have fun at the pool, but don’t let anyone ogle you too long.”
I laugh. “Okay. And Anata, please don’t stress if things don’t go as planned. We’re a team. We can totally handle whatever comes our way.”
He stares at me for a long moment, then leans over and plants a gentle kiss on my forehead. “Thanks, baby. Got your phone with you?”
“It’s in my tote.”
“Call me if some creep tries to hit on you.”
“You’re joking, right? These people are like the upper elite.”
He tuts. “Don’t let the mansion fool you. This is a wolf’s den.”
“A what?”
“Never mind. Just … be safe. I can’t stand the thought of you slinking around in that cute little bikini.” He slips his hand to my bare thigh again and whispers in his bedroom voice, “Which, by the way, hasn’t been broken in.”
“What exactly do you mean by ‘broken in’?” I tease back, sounding a little raspy.
“You’ll find out,” he growls.
Soon. My mind is officially in the gutter, my body aching for him. But just when I’m thinking of him having me right here in the car, Travis gives me a soft, sweet kiss and reaches for my tote bag. “Ready?”
No. I take a deep breath. “Yup.”
He hands it over to me and switches off the engine.
As soon as I exit the car, the summer heat wraps around me. I link fingers with Travis as we stride past fountains and statues toward the marble and glass entrance.
“Welcome to Julian’s Manor,” says one of the helpers, a woman in a white button-down shirt and black pencil skirt. She looks about my age, no more than twenty-five. “Can I have your name, sir?”
“Travis Cockburn,” he says, emphasizing the correct pronunciation.
The woman peers at her tablet, then beams at us. “Mr. Julian has reserved a guestroom for you, sir. This way, please.”
Travis’ jaw tightens. “Sorry, we won’t be staying overnight.”
“No worries,” she says cheerfully, “the room is just for your convenience. You can avoid the crowd around the changing area.”
Travis glances at me and sighs. “Guestroom it is, then. Thank you.”
Past the double doors and the marble floor is a work of art itself, laid out like the American flag. Garnet, marble, and azurite shimmering under a grand crystal chandelier.
Guests in premium casual outfits mingle in the foyer, their muted conversations under smooth jazz. Julian Ackerman sure knows how to host a party.
“This is a mistake,” Travis mutters under his breath as he scans around.
I give his hand a reassuring squeeze.
The woman leads us up a grand staircase and through a maze of hallways to arrive at a five-star suite. 
“Any idea where I can find Julian?” Travis asks.
The woman smiles. “He’s either downstairs or in his office.”
“And where is his office?”
“I can take you there if you want.”
Eyeing me, Travis asks, “You’ll be fine on your own?”
“Uh-huh, I’ll be at the pool. Come join me when you’re done.”
He kisses my cheek and whispers in my ear, “You’d better behave until I get there.”
Once he leaves, I shimmy out of my sundress and slip into a white bathrobe before heading downstairs with a smaller tote that contains only my phone, a tube of sunscreen, and Travis’ swim shorts. The live music leads me through a stone pavement to the courtyard party.
The pool is even more magnificent than I imagined. An infinite stretch of crystal-clear water sparkling under the sun, surrounded by red, white, and blue cabanas. Smack in the middle is a floating stage for the amazing band. 
Am I underdressed? I’m wearing flip-flops while some of these women in bikinis are parading in high-heels, looking classy and glamorous in hats and sunglasses. Everybody seems to know everyone. I find a secluded spot, remove my robe, and settle into a plush lounge chair.
I’m about to apply some lotion when a deep, masculine voice behind me says, “Hey there.”
I turn to find a thirtyish, devastatingly handsome stranger in nothing but swim trunks smiling down at me. Brown hair and blue eyes, just like Travis—except this man is more … chiseled. 
Heat creeps into my cheeks when he notices me staring.
“Drink?” He offers me a red cocktail loaded with crushed blue ice. 
I take it from him. No need to be rude.
He sits at the edge of my chair, scattering my thoughts. His grin widens to reveal a gleaming set of white teeth. “Welcome to my party.”
Wait, is he … 
“Julian, at your service. And you are?”
“Hi. I’m Mayumi.”
“Mayumi,” he repeats, letting each syllable roll off his tongue. “What a beautiful name. Now let me help you, Mayumi, while you enjoy your drink.”
“Oh, it’s—”
He takes the sunscreen from me before I can finish my sentence and squirts some lotion onto his big, strong hands. “Turn around.”
Despite how outrageous it is to have the host you’ve just met apply sunscreen on you, I oblige almost immediately.
I bite back a shiver as he gathers my hair to one side and rubs lotion into my neck. His hands are warm and soothing, like the caress of his voice as he talks about what he has in store for the party. Then he keeps quiet, and I realize he must’ve asked me a question.
“The what?”
“Fireworks,” he murmurs close to my ear, his citrusy, manly scent filling my nose.
“Oh,” I gasp as the rough pads of his thumbs graze the sides of my breasts exposed by the bikini. Tracing tender circles.
“You’re staying for the show, right?” 
All I can think about is how delicious he smells. How close those fingers are to my diamond-hard nipples. “Y-yeah. I-I am.” 
With Travis. 
I turn sideways in an attempt to do something. Anything. 
A slow, lazy smile spreads across Julian’s face as our eyes meet. I drop my gaze to his muscular thighs. God, whatever he’s packing underneath those trunks has to be enormous. When I look back up, Julian is leering at me. 
A wolf’s den. Suddenly feeling like Red Riding Hood, I say, “Uh, actually, I’m—”
“Shoot …” He rises to his feet and passes me the tube of sunscreen. “I must attend to a guest.”
My skin is still tingling when he calls out, “Don’t go anywhere, will you? I’ll be right back.”




Chapter three
TRAVIS


The helper, Elena, leads me through nearly the whole damn floor before she declares Julian isn’t in his office.  
The pool it is, then. I thank Elena for her time and take a quick detour to the restroom—which is bigger than the master bedroom in our house. This whole place is ridiculous. Even the bathtub and faucet are plated with gold. 
There’s the stinging realization I can never afford a mega-mansion like this. How can I provide the best for Mayumi when I’m stuck in mediocrity? On top of that, the idea of groveling to Julian leaves a bitter taste in my mouth.
Thirteen years out of high school and the guy is apparently worth nine zeros. Of course, his family comes from money, but still. I scrub my hand across my face and glare at my reflection in the mirror. You’ll never be as good as him.
I wash my hands and dry them on a soft, clean towel. The light glints off my wedding ring.
Well, there is one thing. I’ve got Mayumi in my corner.
Speaking of which, she’s probably at the pool right now. In her skimpy string bikini. Too little cloth, too much skin. I groan at the image of her slender body draped over a lounge chair, her perfect heart-shaped ass on display for the world to see.
Ultimately, it’s not about Mayumi giving a free show. There’s something so sexy about her unpretentiousness—which is why I hate missing out on the opportunity to watch my wife and observe the men when they notice her. The hungry look as their eyes roam over every dip and curve. Their crestfallen faces the moment they realize they can never have her.
Because she’s mine.
A cheap thrill, sure, but my dick pulses to life just by imagining the scenario. The faster I can get this shit over with, the sooner I can join Mayumi. 
I head for the courtyard, pausing at the foyer to scan the crowd. Where the hell is Julian? Why would he have bothered to reserve a room for the ‘fathead loser’? I still get a phantom ache in my knuckles whenever I recall the last time he’d called me that along with some other choice words.
Fuck, it’s been years. Focus. 
I try Julian’s number on my cell. No answer. For all I know, this could be Julian’s own twisted version of hide-and-seek. I loop around the main entrance, hoping to spot him.
A female voice drifts from one of the gardens. “Travis, come here! Travis, no.”
What the …?
I whip around to locate the source. Near the shrubs, one of the staff is clutching the leash of a golden retriever.
Seriously? I inhale a long, steady breath. So the petty SOB named his dog after me—big deal. Maybe he is the one stuck in the past.
Each step on the flagstone path brings me closer to a not-too-crappy rendition of Third Eye Blind’s Semi-Charmed Life. 
Julian can wait. 
Time to find out what kind of trouble Mayumi’s gotten into. 
[image: image-placeholder]The pool area is not only massive but has two different vibes. There’s the bubbling energy of the party-goers, while the ultra-wealthy clustered around the VIP corner are rather subdued, more interested in comparing their yachts than actually having a good time.
Suffice to say, it takes me a while to comb through the scantily-clad women, paying particular attention to the ones with black hair and fair skin. My eyes are drawn to the ones laughing and splashing in the water, though it’s too soon for Mayumi to take a dip. She’s probably found a quiet spot to chill. Like me, she prefers to scope out the scene before hopping in.
One of the girls does a hair flip as she emerges from the pool, dripping wet. The tiny scraps of her white bikini barely cover her tits and cling around her hips. The bottom looks like it might be a thong.
But just when I step to the side to get a better view, a college-aged kid in a catering uniform passes by. I grab an ice-cold drink from his tray and chug it down before handing the empty glass back to him. 
The only thing stopping me from sticking around is the thought some perv out there must be ogling Mayumi. Hopefully, I can catch them in the act and watch their faces crumble as I grope her ass or plant a possessive kiss on her lips.
The band launches into a catchy chorus of Party in The U.S.A. and the crowd in the center goes wild. 
Through a gap in the writhing bodies, I catch a glimpse of a very familiar face. Former poster boy of Miles Ahead High School, the ex-captain of the jocks, and now the CEO of Royal Gear. 
Memories come flooding back, knocking the breath out of my lungs, rooting me to the spot, as the man of the hour closes in. 
The years have been exceptionally kind to Julian Ackerman. Bright blue eyes, glossy brown hair. Not a single wrinkle on his smug face. Tanned skin and fucking washboard abs.
I school my features into a friendly smile and stride toward him, channeling the same swagger, even though he’s got more hair and less gut.
“Travis! You made it.”
I’m happy to settle for a handshake, but Julian leans in with a half-hug and a hearty pat on the back.
“So good to see you.” He pulls away and gives me a once-over. “Wow. You must’ve worked really hard to lose all that weight. Buddy, you look … amazing.”
Some people have a way of making you feel bad without actually insulting you. But Julian is on a whole other level. He’s mastered the art of serving backhanded compliments with the sweetest smile and nicest tone.
I should know better than to let him get to me. Yet, the fat, lonely version of me, the kid whose best friend was the school janitor, resurfaces. And the next thing I know, I’m sucking in my stomach. 
“You look great yourself,” I offer, as if Julian needed any reassurance.
He laughs. “Gotta stay fit and healthy, right? I’m not getting any younger.” 
Despite the fact I have zero interest in Julian’s private life, I blurt out, “Are you married?”
“No …” An amused gleam in his eyes. “Are you?”
Before I can respond, he claps my shoulder. “Actually, I just met the most incredible woman, can you believe it? I wouldn’t mind whisking her off to the L.A. City Hall.” 
“Yeah?” I respond lamely, raking my brain for a way to steer our conversation toward business.
“Come on”—he gestures, already striding ahead—“I’ll show you.” 
“Wait, is that necessary?” I call out, my voice drowned by the music and chatter. Fuck. 
I trail after Julian. He’s stopping to chat occasionally, waving left and right like a celebrity. Everyone seems to adore him. 
Two gorgeous women in bikinis greet him as he strolls by.
He leans in to whisper to the blonde while giving the redhead a smack on her ass. The two exchange a knowing smile.
Their dense perfumes waft to my nose, along with the smells of chlorine and sweat. Feeling slightly claustrophobic, I scan the area for my own personal breath of fresh air. 
There she is.
Not stretched out but seated on a lounge chair with her long legs tucked elegantly to one side. Her sleek, black hair is also tucked away, exposing her slender neck. And that tiny, glittery blue bikini of hers is even more scandalous out in the open, leaving little to the imagination. The top has a plunging, triangle neckline and the bottoms are held together by strings I could easily chew off.
She’s fiddling with her phone, blissfully unaware of the eyes on her. From my vantage point, I count at least eleven men and women. Some are quite openly staring. 
Behold, ladies and gentlemen. That’s my wife right there.
When she twists sideways for her bag, her face lights up; she must have spotted me. But as the band kicks into Fall Out Boy’s My Songs Know What You Did In The Dark, my ego deflates, replaced by a sinking sensation in my stomach. 
Mayumi’s smile is much too coy. The kind reserved for a new lover or a secret crush. She can’t be smiling at someone else. 
Can she?
What’s disturbing is I’m right behind Julian. She seems to be drinking him in, all six-foot-two of hot, hard muscles and golden skin.
I don’t know exactly how long I stand there, frozen. Is she the ‘most incredible woman’ he’s met? Did something happen?
Part of me is hoping I’m mistaken. Maybe Julian is heading toward someone else and my wife is indeed beaming at me.
But there’s a huge chance Julian is into her. She’s sweet and vulnerable. Her appearance ticks all of his boxes. Unless his tastes have changed, Mayumi is exactly his type.
By the time I catch up to both Julian and Mayumi, my pulse is thudding in my ears. My face is warm, my insides burning. Over the years, I’ve worked hard to shed the pounds. But right now, next to Julian? I feel like fucking Garfield.
Julian looks around at me, with that grin I remember. “Travis, this is Mayumi.”




Chapter four
MAYUMI


Travis isn’t answering his phone, so I send him a text instead.  
Wait, there he is. Seems like he’s managed to get hold of Julian after all. I can’t help thinking about the ‘massage’ earlier. Imagining the two equally hot men rubbing sunscreen on me makes my nerves go haywire. 
“Travis, this is Mayumi.”
Travis looks stunned, and I’m sure my face is doing the same expression. What’s going on? 
I remain seated while Julian eyes us back and forth. “Have you two met?”
“Yeah, two years ago. She’s my wife now.” Travis’ voice is quiet and calm, but this is weird.
Now it’s Julian’s turn to be startled. “Your wife,” he scoffs, then adds with a laugh and a shake of his head. “I’m sorry, but this is too funny.”
“What’s funny?” I ask with a careful smile.
“That you’ve already met Julian,” Travis replies rather quickly, standing next to my lounge chair.
“Well,” Julian says with a devilish gleam in his eyes, “Travis never mentioned he had a wife. And here I was, thinking I might have a chance to get to know you, Mayumi.”
Okay, this is awkward. I’m still figuring out what to say when Travis breaks into a good-natured laugh and wraps his arm around me. 
“Sorry to burst your bubble, Julian. Guess we need a proper introduction. This is my wife, Mayumi. We’ve been very happily married for two years.”
“That’s fantastic. How’d you two meet?”
Travis glances down at me, his eyes softening. “At a wellness workshop.”
“Wow, I guess that explains it, huh?”
I arch my brow at Travis. Explain what?
“Congratulations, Travis. You’re a lucky dog.”
Travis’ grip tightens around my shoulder. 
“You know what,” Julian continues, “if you’d sent me a card, I’d have come to your wedding. Well, sorry about the mix-up.”
“An honest mistake. No need to apologize.”
The two men are all smiles and super polite, but the ions in the air are crackling. There’s something going on under the surface.
“Mayumi …” Julian pronounces my name in a hushed, reverent tone, sparking a warm, fuzzy feeling in the pit of my stomach. “Sorry if I made you uncomfortable earlier. I didn’t mean to overstep.”
“It’s okay.” My face heats up not just from embarrassment but from the memory of Julian’s caress and what I secretly pictured afterward—his hands traveling to other parts of my body. Things I shouldn’t be fantasizing at all. 
Julian shoots me a crooked grin. 
Travis is probably dying to ask me all about it, but to his credit, he maintains a cool composure. Nevertheless, the three of us are going to marinate in this peculiar mood unless someone diffuses the tension.
I rise from the chair and ask Travis, “Wanna go for a swim?”
Julian claps his hands together. “Excellent idea. I’ve been so busy this morning I haven’t got to enjoy the pool yet.”
Travis clears his throat. “Actually, I was hoping to discuss some business with Julian.”
Julian wedges himself in between Travis and me. Placing his arms around us, he says, “Come on, Travis. It doesn’t look good if the host isn’t enjoying his own party.”
Travis’ familiar fresh pine scent coupled with Julian’s citrusy cologne is a heavenly combo. How will it look if Julian and I switch places? Me, sandwiched between the two and—
“Can we at least set up a lunch?” asks Travis, unable to hide the frustration in his voice.
Julian laughs. “Will Mayumi be joining us?”
The corners of Travis’ mouth twitch.
The tension is rising again, about to boil over. Do something.
“You two go ahead,” Travis says, at last. “I’ll grab a drink from the bar.”
Is this a test? There’s no way I can leave my husband and go off with another man to … to what? Frolic around in the pool? 
“Go change,” I whisper to Travis, passing him my tote. “I’ll wait for you.”
When he hesitates, Julian says, “Attaboy, Travis.”
Travis steps forward, shrugging Julian’s hand off his shoulder, and grabs the bag in one fluid motion. 
“There you go.” Julian nods in the direction of the washrooms. “Changing area is over there.”
“Wait here,” Travis says to me, his voice sounding like it might crack, then strides off in a hurry.
I know nothing of his history with Julian. Perhaps there is more to the story than meets the eye.
“So, Mayumi, how did you and Travis end up together?” 
Julian still has his arm around me, except it’s no longer on my shoulder. It’s casually around my waist now. I take a deep, shuddery breath. “Well, we met at a yoga workshop, as he mentioned earlier. We just connected. He asked me out on a date, and … here we are.”
“Wow.” Julian’s voice carries a hint of mischief while his fingers dance around the strings of my bikini bottom. “As simple as that? Looks like you’ve got quite the interesting dynamic.”
“Interesting, how?” I ask, trying my best to focus on the conversation.
“Some people believe whirlwind romances are destined to fail. But you and Travis prove them wrong. Personally, I think it’s you. You’ve got that something.”
“Well, when you meet the right person, everything falls into place.”
Julian gazes down at me, his bright blue eyes twinkling. 
I feel naked.
“You know what …”
I hold my breath. His warm, masculine voice and the hot, hard body pressed against mine.
“I absolutely agree.”
His face inches closer, and I don’t remember what he’s agreeing to. 
He cocks his head to the side. That’s when I pick up someone calling his name.
“You know the drill,” he whispers, pulling away with a sweet smile. “I’ll be right back.”
As soon as Julian vanishes, I fan myself and rub the goose bumps from my arms. What am I doing? And where is Travis?
I’m about to head over to the changing area when Travis returns, still dressed in his shirt and jeans. His expression is guarded.
“What happened? Too crowded?”
He takes my hand and leads me away from the pool area. Maybe he’s planning to change upstairs in the guestroom. But his pace picks up as we head toward the foyer.
“Travis, wait. Where are we going?”
“Leaving,” he replies without looking at me.
“What? Why?”
His mask finally drops when he stops and turns around. “I can’t stay here, baby.”
“What’s going on? Is there something you want to tell me?”
He scans around, then shakes his head at me. “It’s not enough.”
“What’s not enough?” The other guests are staring at us curiously. I lean closer and whisper, “Do you want to find some place to talk?”
“No, we’re leaving.”
“But you haven’t discussed the deal with Julian—”
“Screw him,” Travis mutters under his breath as he drags a hand down his face. “He’s never going to give me the contract.”
“Why? He seems … nice.”
Travis’ eyes cut to mine. “You don’t know him like I do.”
“Then tell me. We need to go back anyway. I left my bag.”
He holds up my tote. 
“No, the bigger one with my dress, makeup, and tissues in it.”
He relents with a sigh and follows me up the stairs.
Once we step inside the guestroom, I close the door and turn to Travis. “Okay. Let’s hear it.”




Chapter five
TRAVIS


I can’t even.  
All these years, I’ve slogged to turn my life around, to look good and feel good. I thought I was making progress—until I met Julian in his damn palace. 
My efforts will never be enough. And it’s even more ironic when compared to Julian’s effortless charm. It’ll be goddamn obvious, too, if I walk out of here without my shirt. What does Mayumi think of my dad bod versus Julian’s sculpted physique?
Of course, I haven’t missed the way her skin flushed and her nipples became more prominent under his invasive stare. And I bet if I were to slip a finger under that tiny triangle of her blue bikini, I’d find the proof. The two of them seem to have a thing going on. But that’s not even the worst part.
I adjust my jeans. My dick’s been straining against the denim the entire time. Maybe because there are tits and ass everywhere I look. Or maybe it’s how my wife is rocking her skimpy outfit. Or how she drives Julian crazy. She’s got him with just one smile. 
I dig the navy blue shorts out from the bag. Hell, it’s been ages since we went swimming. Can they even fit now? No, of course they can. Why am I allowing Julian to mess with my head? I should grab Mayumi and leave. Get away as far as possible before he convinces her to stay.
But what if he did? The two of them would spend the night together. He would be kissing her. Touching her. Fucking her. My cock pulses at the same time as that twisted, hot feeling in my stomach returns. I can’t even.
And so I’m running, dragging Mayumi along—until she traps me in the guestroom and crosses her arms over her chest. “Okay. Let’s hear it.”
“Hear what?”
“Anything you want to tell me.”
I want to tell her every goddamn thing. I just don’t know where to begin.
Her eyes soften. And when she grasps my hand, I let her pull me to a king-sized bed. We sit next to each other, her fingers intertwined with mine. Gradually, my breathing returns to normal.
“Julian and I used to be best friends a long time ago.”
Her eyes go wide. “I sort of guessed you two had some history.”
Always so intuitive. I shake my head with a smile. “Anyway, there was this girl we both liked. Then we fell out—”
“Slow down,” Mayumi says, her thumb caressing the back of my hand. “Tell me about the girl. What’s her name?”
I take a deep breath. Here we go. “Aiko.”
Mayumi arches her brow. “She’s Japanese?”
“Yeah, but I don’t want you to think I married you only because I have a type.”
She nudges me playfully. “You have a type? I thought we clicked.”
“We did.” I bring her hand to my mouth and kiss it. “We did, baby.”
“What happened with Aiko?”
“She was an exchange student, so she was only here for three months. But it was the craziest three months Julian and I ever had. Aiko was smart, funny, and full of life.” I pause, watching Mayumi carefully. 
She smiles. “Go on.”
Her fingers are absent-mindedly adjusting the straps of her bikini top, and I can’t help but notice how exposed her breasts are. How her nipples are deliciously poking through the thin fabric. I want to bend down and take one in my mouth. 
Finish the damn story.
“Julian and I tried to outdo each other. It was just friendly rivalry at first. But on the last day of school, I did something that finally got Aiko’s attention. My reward was a kiss. I went for it and kissed her back. Julian caught us. He was really pissed, like how could I win when he was supposed to be better at everything?”
“He’s not,” Mayumi whispers, and I love how quickly she jumps to my defense. 
Don’t look at her tits. I slide my hand to her waist, pulling her closer, soaking in her warmth. “Things changed that summer after Aiko went home. Julian became a different person. He was so bitter he made it his mission to torment me. I …”
I level my stare at the window. The next part is difficult, even though Mayumi has seen my old graduation pic. The only time I allowed my mom to snap my photo.
“I wasn’t even that big until I started binge-eating.” 
There. Admitting the truth out loud feels strangely liberating.
“It became a vicious cycle,” I continue. “The more Julian and his new friends made fun of me, the more I ate. It was how I coped, a way to numb the pain not just from being bullied but from losing Julian’s friendship, too.”
“Oh, Travis.” Mayumi’s fingers tighten around mine, her touch grounding me. 
“When Julian’s parents found out what was going on, they gave him an earful. They were fond of me, see? I used to spend summer vacation at their lake house. But Julian’s agenda was to make my life miserable.”
“I’m so sorry he treated you like that.”
“It’s okay, baby. I managed to pick up the pieces after high school.”
She gazes up at me, her eyes glistening. “You’ve come so far, Anata. I’m proud of you. And I love you for who you are.”
Her words wash over me like a soothing balm. I kiss her lips. “You’re my world. I hope you know that.”
She smiles and whispers, “You’re mine, too.”
Then she pulls back and looks me in the eye. “Can I ask you something?”
My throat tightens. A chill in my stomach. She can’t be asking for permission to fuck Julian?
“What did you do to get Aiko’s attention?”
Jesus. Why did I even think of that? I clear my throat. “I wrote her a poem.”
“You what?” Mayumi gives a small laugh. “What poem?”
“I don’t remember.” An honest truth. Other than my wife and my mother, my heart has no space for other women these days. 
Mayumi pouts. “How come you never wrote me a poem?”
“You can’t be jealous of a ninth-grader.” I leave a hot trail of wet kisses from her temple to her cheek. By the time I wrap my lips around her earlobe and suck it, I’m rock-hard again.
She squeals. “I want a poem.”
“Okay, okay,” I breathe in her ear, my hands sliding to her breasts. “How about … your breasts are soft like marshmallows.”
“Travis!” She moans as I roll her nipple between my forefinger and thumb. 
I sneak my other hand under her bikini bottom. “Your pussy is like … a glorious kingdom on fire.”
She lets out a strangled laugh. 
“Sorry,” I whisper. “My brain isn’t working very well at the moment.”
“Yeah?” she murmurs, arching her back. “Why’s that?”
I sink two fingers into her blazing, slick flesh and hiss out a breath. “I really want to fuck you right now.”
Her hand drops to my crotch. Stroking me against my jeans, she says, “Then do it.”
“Do what?” I want to hear her say it.
“Fuck me.” Her bottom lip trembles, eyelids fluttering, as if she’s already imagining my cock sliding into her.
I ease her onto her back. Might as well lay all my cards on the table. “What happened with Julian before I got there?”
“He, uhm … he offered to put sunscreen on me.”
“I see.” My breathing is getting heavier, so is hers. “Where did he apply it?”
“On my back.”
I roll her over and run my palms down her shoulder blades. “Where else?”
“My neck and … and …”
“And where?” I press, my mind skipping ahead to all the places he might have touched her.
She flips over and guides my hands to the sides of her full breasts. “Here.”
A growl rumbles up my throat. “I got so hard when I saw how Julian looked at you. Did you like it when he rubbed the lotion on you?”
She bites her lip. 
“I won’t be mad,” I say in a strained half-whisper. “I just need to know how much you liked his hands on your tits.” And your pussy. 
I trace the swell of her breasts with my fingertips and press against her so she can feel how my cock is throbbing. “Did it turn you on, baby?”
“Yes,” she whimpers.
Kissing down her cleavage, I rasp, “Did he touch your nipples?”
She shakes her head furiously.
“No?”
“Al-almost.”
“Like this?” I circle around the edges of the taut, swollen tips.
“Yes.” Her sultry expression nearly drives me over the edge. 
But just when I’m about to rip off her bikini bottom and devour her, someone knocks on the door. 
“Mr. and Mrs. Cockburn?”
That voice. What’s her name—Elena?—who showed us around. 
I muster a steady, “Yeah?”
“Mr. Julian wants to see the two of you in his office.”
Mayumi calls out with a breathy, “Now?”
“Yes, please.”
Fuck. What is his deal? I exchange a look with Mayumi. She nods.
“Okay,” I say to the door. “Give us a minute.”
I adjust my clothes while Mayumi slips on her sundress over her bikini.
“Ready?” I hold out my hand.
She takes it, her eyes shining with sheer determination. “Let’s go see what Julian is up to.”




Chapter six
MAYUMI


Our marriage is a partnership. It’s not my job to coddle Travis. My duty is to be there next to him. If he falls, I fall with him. Then we’ll pick ourselves back up and learn from the mistakes.  
But as we head toward Julian’s office, I’m bristling with the energy to protect Travis from getting sucked into Julian’s mind games. I’ll do whatever it takes so my husband can walk out of here with a sense of accomplishment. 
So he can finally move on. 
And Julian? He needs to grow up.
The door opens. Travis hesitates. I give his hand a squeeze to remind him we’re in this together.
The room exudes power and authority, with Julian’s imposing, still shirtless figure behind a custom-made spiral desk. A smug smile plays on his lips.
The sight of Julian’s pecs and abs sends a wave of annoyance through me. Okay, Ackerman-san, let’s play.
“Ah, Mayumi,” Julian says, his gaze lingering on my chest. “You weren’t around when I came back. Please, sit down.” 
There are two chairs in front of his desk, but he seems to be completely ignoring Travis. 
I time it so Travis and I both slide into our seats simultaneously, maintaining a united front. My heart is pounding, and my palms are so clammy I pretend to smooth down my dress while wiping them.
“Are you enjoying the party?” Julian asks, again directing the question at me.
But Travis won’t have any of it. “Let’s get to the point of my visit today, shall we?”
Julian tuts. “Boring. You need to learn how to mix business with pleasure. What do you think, Mayumi?”
I take a deep breath. “I think you should give Travis the contract.”
Julian leans back in his chair, his eyes flickering with smug amusement. “What makes you think he deserves it?”
I glance at Travis, then meet Julian’s stare. “Because I believe in him. He’s capable and hardworking. And he never backs down from a challenge.”
Julian’s smirk falters for a moment, but he quickly recovers. “Wow. You’re quite the little firecracker, aren’t you? No wonder Travis went after you. You must be another one of his Fourth of Julys.”
I look at Travis as he flinches.
Julian chuckles. “Oh, you didn’t know? It’s from that silly poem he wrote.”
I straighten in my seat. “Well, I think it’s cute.”
My words seem to flip a switch in both men. Travis casts me an appreciative grin while Julian’s jaw tightens.
Meeting Julian squarely in the eyes, Travis says in a calm and steady voice, “You still remember the words.”
Julian sneers but says nothing. I’m cheering Travis from the sidelines.
“What do you want, Julian? If you’re not interested in dealing with me, I’ll let my boss know.”
“Fine, let’s cut to the chase.” Julian leans back in his chair and steeples his fingers. “I know Mayumi is your wife.”
“Damn right she is,” Travis shoots back.
“Let me spend the night with her and the deal is yours.”
My mind is spinning. The way Travis reacted to the sunscreen episode—this could be a fantasy we both share. Could it be a win-win after all?
“I don’t suppose you’ll be having a conversation and drinking tea?” Travis replies in a shaky voice. I can’t tell if he’s angry, nervous, or excited. Maybe a combination of all three.
“No, Travis. You know exactly what I meant. But just for the record, how shall I put this … should you allow your wife to indulge in an evening of debauchery with me, you’ll have the contract ready on your desk by Monday morning. Are we clear?”
The room seems to be getting hotter. My brain is stuck on the ‘an evening of debauchery.’ My gaze strays to Julian. The solid muscles on his chest. Those big, strong hands. I fold my arms to hide my nipples.
“First of all,” Travis says, “It’s not about me allowing her. She makes her own decisions. Secondly, you can go fuc—”
“Okay,” I blurt out.
They both stare at me. 
I’m prepared to back out if Travis says no, but he just pinches the bridge of his nose.
I turn toward him and place a hand on his thigh. “You want this, right?”
“Baby, I …” He swallows hard, looks down at his lap. The tent in his jeans is all the answer I need. 
“I’m waiting,” Julian says in a sing-song voice. “Do we have a deal, Travis?”
Travis’ hand closes over mine as he grits out, “I-I want to be there when you fuck her.”
His words send a shiver through me.
“Very well.” Julian is no longer smiling. His eyes darken as he rises from his chair and walks around his desk. He lifts my chin with a finger and says in a low, husky voice, “Be ready at ten.”




Chapter seven
TRAVIS


Did I just pimp out Mayumi? I should have said something. Put a stop to this madness. No, I didn’t want it. How could I  want another man fucking my wife? But as soon as Julian had proposed it, my mind jumped to a dirty montage starring them both. 
So when she asked if I wanted it, all I felt was how hard my cock was straining against my jeans. The shudder that went through her showed me she wanted this, too.
“Hey,” Mayumi says, turning to me as we exit Julian’s office. “Wanna grab a bite?”
I stare at her. Shouldn’t we talk about what happened in that room? “Sure.”
“Okay.” She leads me down the staircase, past the foyer, all the way to the pool area.
It seems so much easier to breathe once we’re outside, thank fucking God. 
We make our way to the barbecue area, and all the while, I’m watching Mayumi. She stacks a plate with a tower of food. Her smile is beautiful when she offers me a fork of sausage. 
My chest tightens. I love this woman. 
And as the band transitions into a medley of popular hits and laughter drifts from the pool, the moment feels perfect.
The afternoon rolls by. Mayumi asks, “Wanna go for a swim?” 
I’d hate to turn her down for the second time today.
“Baby, I … I don’t look like Julian,” I choke out.
Her mouth curves into an easy smile. “No, you don’t, silly. You look like my sexy husband.”
“You don’t mind this?” I pat my stomach.
She wraps her arms around me. “I love this.” 
She gazes up, her brown eyes sucking the air out of me. “I wish you could see what I see when I look at you, Travis.”
Her voice is soft, but every word lands.
I change into my board shorts and leap into the cool water with a resounding splash. Mayumi laughs. I dive underneath and circle around her like a shark.
She giggles and struggles when my arms capture her waist. I manage to get a little piece of her before she paddles away. At a distance, she turns and floats on her back, her smile inviting another attempt.
We have so much fun chasing and teasing each other the day seems like normal. Happy.
By the time the sun sets, the pool is shimmering with red, white, and blue LED lights. People are still having a blast. 
Mayumi stirs her straw in her empty glass. “Wanna go back to the room?”
I’m about to reply ‘for what’ when my mind clicks. The time displayed on a giant screen is 20:52. Julian said ten, didn’t he?
I polish off the last of my American Flag Shot.
The music and noises fade as she pulls me away from the party crowd. Through the foyer and up the stairs, the whole journey seems surreal—until we pass by Julian’s office. All at once, things become frighteningly real. 
I trail Mayumi into the guestroom. We sit on the bed, side by side.
“Anata.” Her voice is soft and measured. “Do you really want this?”
I’ve fantasized about it, sure, but … “Do you?”
“I want us to be on the same page,” she answers without hesitation, as if she’s rehearsed it in her mind. 
I nod. “Me, too.”
A small laugh. “So, do you?”
I’m treading through a minefield. “I don’t want you to do it because of the contract.”
“I … I think it’s a win-win.”
My pulse is thundering all the way down to my groin. “I want to give you everything, baby. But if we do this, there’s no going back.”
“I know.” She draws a long, shaky breath. “Are you with me?”
Acutely aware of the ache in my balls, I turn toward her, allowing our knees to touch. If I touch her anywhere else, I’ll be fucking her right away. “Yes.”
“Okay.” She leans in and slides her hand to my thigh. Her smile is half-coy and half-wicked.
“Tonight, I’ll be your special”—her fingers curl around my rock-hard shaft as she whispers in my ear—“porn star.”
Her scent. Her touch. Her words. I almost come in my shorts. 
She gives me a little squeeze and scoots off the bed.
And just like that, I’m left staring at her back until she disappears into the bathroom.
I scrub a hand down my face and let out a huge breath. She’s teased me before but never like this. I don’t think I ever heard her utter the word ‘porn.’
She’s changing. 
The thought leaves me dizzy. I want to barge in there and demand my sweet, innocent wife back. Or bend her over the sink and give her a good spanking for being such a naughty girl. Maybe I’ll fuck her senseless in front of the mirror.
My cock is raging. I grasp the sheets, fighting the urge to jerk myself off. 
The water is running; she’s probably in the shower now. Prepping herself nicely for Julian. Imagine the lather trailing over her tits. 
I groan and reach for my phone. Scrolling through, I find two missed calls from Mayumi earlier in the day. 
And a message: 
Target spotted at the pool! Hurry and come find me. Miss you. XOXO.
I smile at her text.
She’s in my corner. Even if Mayumi is changing, she’ll always be in my corner.
I tuck my phone away as the bathroom door opens.
Mayumi emerges, draped in a plush, white towel, her damp hair clinging to her skin. She’s holding a large black gift box with gold ribbon. “Found this on the dresser.”
I stand next to her as she lifts the lid. Nestled inside is some clothing.
Carefully, she removes it from the box and holds it before her—a blue kimono dress adorned with white flowers and a red silk belt. 
“He wants you to wear this?” Julian must have just bought it. Unless he keeps a collection of kimonos.
“It’s like he wants me to perform,” she says with a hint of amusement, her fingers gliding over the satin.
She’s enjoying this too much. But there’s really something about this new, bolder side of her. 
A sense of certainty washes over me. We are about to beat Julian at his own game. “Then let’s give him a show.”




Chapter eight
MAYUMI


The last time I donned a kimono was our wedding. Travis wanted to honor both Western and Japanese traditions. Luckily, our families and friends didn’t mind attending two ceremonies.  
Now, with its silky fabric caressing my bare skin, there’s a profound sense of reverence. The outfit not only represents my roots, it empowers me. I feel like an empress. 
I tell myself I’m not nervous at all, but there’s an undeniable buzz. Something different and wonderful is on the horizon. It’s not about Travis’ contract anymore, though it might have been the catalyst that set Travis and me on a path we haven’t had the courage to explore. 
And Julian? He does have some issues. Still, I can’t help how my body reacts to him. The history he shares with Travis gives me a sense of mission, too. Maybe if I play my cards right, both of them will be able to move on.
Five more minutes to nine. I step out of the bathroom. Travis’ eyes widen as he drinks me in. 
“Come here.” He tugs at the obi belt cinching my waist and draws me into his arms. I inhale his scent as our lips collide in a hungry, open-mouthed kiss.
By the time we pull apart, I’m breathless. 
“My lipstick’s gone.”
“You don’t need makeup,” he says, gazing into my eyes. “You’re absolutely gorgeous.” He seals his mouth over mine again. We tumble into bed.
The rough pad of his thumb dips under my kimono, brushes against my nipple. He growls. “Naughty girl. Nothing underneath?”
“I thought it’d be more convenient,” I whisper shakily, enjoying his touch and the soft kisses along my jaw.
“For who?” He squeezes my breast. “Now I’m jealous.”
Barely able to think, I search his face. “Really?”
His tongue glides up my neck, sending a shiver through me. “You’re too delicious to share.”
“Travis …” Pinned beneath him, I can feel how hot and hard he is. “Can we …?”
He shoves a hand up my kimono. “I can always make you come.”
“Get in me.”
“Don’t think there’s enough time.”
“Then you shouldn’t have …” Made me so wet. The words die in my throat when his fingers sneak between my thighs.
“Tell me to stop,” Travis rasps in my ear.
I part my legs wider. “Just a quickie, please?”
“Fuck, you’re killing me, baby.” 
“You are killing me.”
Locking eyes, we share something.
A solemn expression replaces his grin. “Are you still in?”
I let out a shuddery breath and nod. “You?”
“A hundred percent yes.” He cracks a smile, then eases himself off me. “I can’t believe that bastard’s late.”
“Maybe he changed his mind.”
Travis scoffs and shakes his head as he helps me off the bed.
I’m fixing my kimono when there’s a knock on the door.
“He’s here.” I scramble to the bathroom and call over my shoulder, “Remember the plan?”
Travis nods, gesturing for me to hurry.
The door outside clicks open. I strain to listen over the pounding of my heartbeat. Julian mutters about being caught up.
Travis is nearer. “Come in. You afraid she’s gonna pounce on you?”
I smile. My husband is having fun, which makes this all the more exciting.
The space under the bathroom door goes dark. Travis has dimmed the lights; Julian must be inside. My cue to take action. I open the door and slip out. My phone is ready to play a track from Youtube. I place it on the dresser and tap at the screen. The stage is set, the audience waiting. Time to put those skills I honed during my teenage years to good use.
For a moment, everything is still, as if the universe itself is holding its breath.
Koto music fills the air, along with the soft swish of my kimono. I let the melody wash over me and guide my movements. They are fluid. Captivating. A dance of seduction. And thanks to the bedside lamps and the colorful lights spilling in from the balcony, I manage not to make a fool of myself. 
As my vision adjusts, I see Travis leaning against the wall. His presence gives me the confidence to twirl past him toward the center of the room, my body weaving a story that words can’t match. 
There he is—Julian sitting on a long couch by the bed. His luxurious robe is partially open, and the contrast between light and shadow highlights the contours of his bare chest in high-definition. All that raw masculinity.
There is also a certain kind of raw power in what I’m doing, too, teasing both my husband and Julian with every subtle shift of my body. I’ve never felt this alive. It’s strange and taboo, but the allure of the forbidden is what gives me a heady rush. 
I’m so close to Julian now I’m tempted to climb into his lap. My hips sway to the hypnotic rhythm as my fingertips graze his collarbone. Julian sits like a mannequin, though his chest is rapidly rising and falling, his smoldering gaze never leaving my face.
When the music ends, I curtsy and bow. The room falls silent except for the sounds of harsh breathing. My cheeks heat up. Part of me wants to glance over my shoulder, check in with Travis. But I don’t.
Seconds crawl by.
At last, Julian smacks his palms together. His applause, soft at first, gradually grows louder, resonating through the room. Each resounding clap loosens the knots in my stomach bit by bit.
“Ah, Mayumi.” Julian stands and closes in. “Such beauty. Such grace. A lovely butterfly.”
Blushing, I keep my head slightly lowered. My cheeks flush even more when my eyes zero in on his swim trunks, or more accurately, what’s underneath.
“So unique. A shame, really—Travis hasn’t quite grasped what he has.”
I tense, knowing better than to take the bait. 
Julian’s thumbs sneak under my obi. He unties the knots as he speaks. “The way he looks at you is adorable. But does he truly understand what a beautiful woman like you needs?”
Dear God. Travis is keeping tabs on all of this. I can’t imagine what he’s thinking. 
Julian continues to undress me without hurry, unwrapping his Fourth of July present. “Does he know how to push your limits?”
The kimono slips off my shoulders and pools around my feet. My skin erupts in goose bumps from the cool air and Julian’s heated gaze. My nipples tighten into sharp peaks.
“Does he bite you here?” he asks, nipping the spot between my neck and shoulder. He cups my breasts and plucks at the tips. “Can he make your heart race and your body ache with longing?”
I can’t think, let alone respond.
Julian turns me around. His fingers dance along the curve of my spine. “And when you’ve been a bad girl …”
I’ve never been a bad girl. 
“Does he know how to punish you properly?” He brings his palm down on my ass with a stinging smack.
My back arches. My eyes finally land on Travis. Too dark to see his expression. I hope he’s okay with this. 
Julian massages the spot he just hit. “Does he make you come until you beg for mercy?” 
I want to answer, ‘yes, we have an amazing sex life. Travis is an animal in bed!’ 
But Julian is driving me crazy with his touch, his words, the way he’s treating me like a sex doll. The filthy images he’s planting in my head. If I open my mouth, I might beg him to keep doing what he’s doing.
He spins me around. “I can make you a very repentant woman tonight.” 
His hand slides between my legs. I bite back a moan when he finds how wet I am.
“We’re going to need a safe word, Mayumi.” He inserts a finger, a wicked gleam in his eyes.
I squirm, but he shoves my thighs wider apart with his other hand. “Do you know what a safe word is? I’m sure Travis has taught you that, at least.”
“Yame,” Travis says behind me, sounding much closer. “It means ‘stop’ in Japanese.”
Julian pulls back and sucks his finger clean. “Go sit in a corner, Travis. Watch and learn.”
“I don’t think so.” My husband’s voice is low and measured. 
“Guys …” Worship me instead of trying to kill each other, please.
Julian’s jaw clenches. “We had a deal. You’re not backing out before we even get started, are you?”
“No.” Travis wraps his arm around my waist and tugs me over to him. “But you haven’t earned the privilege to fuck her yet.”
Julian’s shoulders relax. “No?”
“You need to make my wife come first.”
Julian scoffs, his gaze traveling from my freshly shaved pussy to my breasts, and finally settling on my face. “I can make her come until she won’t remember who her husband is. She’ll be screaming my name.” 
“Let’s take it up a notch.” 
Julian grunts but says nothing when Travis bends to pick up my discarded obi.
I stare at the sash in his hand. That calculating grin as he steps behind me. I’m too powerless to speak. Not when I’m standing here naked and anticipating a thousand things he and Julian could do to me.
Wait, he and Julian? God, am I too greedy? Do I want them both at the same time? I’ve never had that, with two men. 
Travis’ breath tickles my ear. “You trust me, baby?”
I nod, though I’m a little worried about Julian.
“Good. Close your eyes.”
I obey without question. Something soft and silky—the belt—slides across my eyelids, plunging me into darkness. 
Travis guides me to lie down on what must be the bed. The mattress dips beside me. 
“Bring your wrists together. Keep them above your head.”
Still Travis. I can’t believe he’s taking charge in tying me up. We haven’t done any bondage play. Is he trying to impress Julian? 
Whatever my husband is planning, he’s got me all flushed and trembling.
Hands glide along my calves—Travis or Julian’s? They both have nice, manly hands. 
Something soft loops around my ankles, then pulls. By the time my limbs are splayed out and secured to the bed, all my other senses are heightened. 
Their delightful scents envelop me. I can even smell my own arousal. The room comes alive with new sounds. The rustling of fabric, faraway music and laughter, my own rapid breathing. 
The men are speaking in hushed tones. The idea of Travis plotting with Julian is almost terrifying. I’m acutely aware of the ache between my legs. My nipples must be jutting up to heaven, begging to be sucked.
Warm lips brush against my earlobe. My instinct tells me it’s Travis before he even whispers, “You’re so beautiful like this, baby. Vulnerability suits you.”
His words send a shiver down my spine. What’s gotten into Travis? I don’t doubt he’ll take care of me, but Julian is still somewhat of an enigma. 
“Yame,” Travis murmurs, the low timbre of his voice driving another tingle through me. “If it becomes too much, use the word.”
I press my lips together and nod.
“Come on, Travis,” Julian finally says. “It’s not like she doesn’t want this. Look at her.” 
I’ve never been this wet. I’m so glad I can hide behind the blindfold. I try to imagine their expressions. Do they like what they see?
Fingers dip into my pussy. “You’re so responsive, my sweet butterfly. I can’t wait to taste you.”
I whimper as those same fingers stroke around the edges of my clit, not quite reaching.
“Mayumi, do you think you can keep control? Which one of us can make you scream more?”
Travis’ thumb circles maddeningly close to my nipple. “It’ll be me. I know her best.”
This isn’t a competition, guys. The words are on the tip of my tongue when the two launch into action.
Mouths and hands roam my body. All at once, there are too many sensations to keep track. At least I know Julian is down there. The roughness of his stubble betrays him. He’s nipping and kissing along the insides of my thighs.
I quiver as he gives my pussy a few easy licks.
Hold on, Travis has a five o’clock shadow, too. 
Someone’s kneading my breasts. It can’t be the other guy. His hands are busy. A gasp escapes me when a hot, wet mouth closes tightly around my nipple. Yes, that’s Travis. He does it that way.
An all-consuming need to touch and taste overcomes me, but the restraints are a reminder I’m simply their plaything. 
I can’t resist when Julian slides his hands under my ass and lift my hips, his breath searing against my pussy. Within seconds of his tongue delving deep, I come undone.
“Fuck, did you see that, Travis?” Julian asks in a rough voice, close to shouting, then scoops out more of my slickness with his wicked mouth. 
The delicious suction nearly tips me over the edge again. 
“Did you watch how she was grinding her greedy little pussy all over my face? That’s one.”
Travis’ mouth leaves my nipple and captures my lips. Fingers—at least two, based on the exquisite stretch—sink inside me. This time, it has to be Travis because he easily finds my sweet spot.
He’s stroking right there …
And my climax is right HERE.
My clit is still throbbing when Travis breaks the kiss to growl in my ear, “This pussy is mine. Want me to share it?” Still finger-fucking me. “You want Julian’s cock deep inside you?”
I shake my head, then nod furiously. I want to be filled so badly. 
“How deep do you want it? Like this?” Travis curves his fingers upward. 
I think he’s added one more. Maybe two. Oh, God. It can’t be his entire fist. 
“You want him to come inside you?”
Pleasure surges again, rippling through me like a tidal wave. A strangled cry escapes my lips.
“Don’t get smart.” Julian sounds a bit hazy to my ears. “That still counts as one.”
They’re keeping score? In the grand scheme of things, it’s not so bad. I’m more than willing to let the boys weave their magic on me.
Travis withdraws his fingers, leaving me empty and wanting. “Don’t worry. We’re just getting started.” 
I can hear the smirk in his voice. If only I could see it, too.
My body becomes their wonderland. Tongues. Teeth. Hands. They explore every inch with gentle suctions and fervent kisses, each trying to outdo the other. None of them stays idle, coaxing orgasm after orgasm out of me. 
I’m drenched in sweat. A writhing mess. I need a break. I need to … come.
My back arches as yet another wave of pleasure rolls through me.
“That’s four to me, Travis.”
“Out of nine.”
Their Math is wrong. I’ve had at least a dozen. But I don’t have the energy to argue.
“Of course she’s inclined to respond to her husband.”
“We can always level the field if you stop talking.”
Now I really have no clue who’s rubbing me there and kissing me here. I can’t tell whose fingers are pumping in and out, whose lips are wrapped around my sensitized nipple, whose tongue is swiping over my pussy. 
I’m lost in a sea of sensations, floating in tormented bliss. 
Someone touches my cheek, lightly tapping it. The next thing I know, I have a hot, hard cock in my mouth. My lips seal around it, and I force my jaw to open for him. His cock pulses as he slips deeper. 
I can usually relax my throat muscles enough to take Travis all the way. But tonight, everything is so intense my gag reflex kicks in. Tears spring to my eyes.
As soon as Travis or Julian pulls out, I gulp in air. “Again. Please, I can do it.”
A hand wipes my chin and brushes the damp hair from my face. Another strokes my fevered skin. Their touch soothes my nerves. Once my breathing calms, I open my mouth wide.
Something sleek and solid nudges my cheek as he feeds his cock to me. A ring. 
I don’t remember Julian wearing any ring. Ninety-nine percent sure it’s Travis. Maybe it’s because I’m blindfolded, but he feels a lot bigger. I do my best to accommodate him, letting the blunt head of his cock hit the back of my throat.
There is a sharp intake of breath before he pulls out. 
A second cock slides in.
They’re taking turns fucking my mouth, driving deep with fierce strokes. 
The taste of their pre-cum is my reward. I want to give them both my all, but bound in this position, I can only receive.
One of them nibbles at my thighs before settling between my legs. He drags his tongue along my pussy, teasing and taunting, until he finds my swollen clit and sucks on it with the perfect amount of pressure.
My moans are muffled by the cock in my mouth.
Somewhere along the line, their focus seems to have shifted solely to my pleasure. Our lips and tongues intertwine while their hands caress every curve and dip, never dwelling on one spot. No part of me is neglected. Their electrifying ways ignite something deep within me.
They’re shaping me, melting not just my body but the boundaries that once defined me, unleashing every hidden desire. And just like the butterfly Julian calls me, I emerge from my cocoon, unapologetically sensual. 
“Please, I’m ready.” I’m so wet the bed is soaked. The ache for them to fill and stretch me is exquisite.
Travis and Julian move closer, their bodies burning on my skin. The scent of sex mingles with fresh pine and citrus. 
Julian’s voice is low and husky. “Let’s call it a tie for now.” 
The blindfold comes off. The sight of him and Travis, both gloriously hard, has me panting again. The two of them work to unbind me.
“I bet he’s never fucked you here, has he?” Julian squeezes my ass, his solid length pressing against my entrance. “He’s such a good boy.”
Oh, God. 
Travis’ jaw tightens, but he says nothing, just freeing the knots. 
When he’s done, he hands me a glass of water. I guzzle it up, wipe my chin, and set the empty glass on a nightstand.
My husband stares calmly at Julian. “She’s all yours.” 




Chapter nine
TRAVIS


Mayumi lies there in total surrender, soft and pliant, her cheeks flushed and hair disheveled. Her lips are slightly swollen and her skin glistening with sweat. There are hickeys and red marks all over her body.  
A beautiful hot mess.
“I bet he’s never fucked you here, has he? He’s such a good boy.”
No, no, no. That heart-shaped ass of hers belongs to me. It’s mine to claim. But I want this night to be perfect for her, for us, so I don’t respond. 
Julian has been trying to get under my skin. It’s like fucking high school all over again. I refuse to play his game, though I almost got sucked into it. 
The way we were manipulating her body—I did it to show off at first. Then I realized this wasn’t about some stupid rivalry. I want to make my wife feel cherished every second of her life with me.
“She’s all yours.” 
My voice is steady, but acid is gnawing at my veins and my stomach is all knotted up. Things are moving too damn fast. How did I go from the thrill of showing Mayumi off to this?
I step back and pull up my shorts. My heart is pounding like the live band’s drum solo.
Mayumi is sitting on the bed waiting for Julian. She wants him. But what if she likes him too much? What if Julian has always been her type? What if she realizes she’s too good for me?
EXCEPT. 
I take a long, shuddery breath as Julian closes in. Their lips meld together. He leans down to worship each of her tits, playing the role of a gentle lover. 
Despite what she’s been through, she’s still very responsive. He must have studied her body well earlier, knowing precisely where to provoke the most delicious responses.
Except where was I?
Except Mayumi is my wife. She’ll come back to me. She’ll always be in my corner. I know it.
We love each other. Our sex life is fan-fucking-tastic. We’re exploring something new. Something different. Ultimately, she’s having fun.
Besides, even if I have to wrestle with the jealousy demon and my self-esteem, I really do enjoy it. 
I enjoy that playful little grin of hers. The way he kisses down her belly and eases her thighs apart to gaze at her pussy as if he’s seeing her for the first time. Her legs spread wide open for him. And when her teeth sink into her bottom lip as she gives him a sultry look, my cock thinks it’s hot as fuck. She’s teasing Julian. Owning him. Hell yeah.
“Look at that pretty little pussy,” Julian says, not without reverence.
I inch closer to get a better view of her pink, glistening cunt. All nice and wet for Julian.
He grabs his robe and reaches into the pocket for something. A condom.
In the spirit of sharing, I hear myself muttering, ‘She’s on the pill. You can come inside her if you want.’
He discards the condom, grinning as if he really likes the idea of filling her up.
Well, why the hell not? Julian is too smart and wealthy to be reckless. And Mayumi, we’ve always gone bare after she got on birth control. 
Standing at the edge of the bed, Julian lowers himself only to drag the tip of his cock along her opening. She whimpers. That acid burn creeps into my stomach. Why is she whimpering? He’s about my size. 
Okay, maybe slightly bigger. 
She quivers as the first thick inch penetrates her, that lewd image forever burned into my mind. This is it. My wife has another man’s cock inside her pussy. 
My blood is roaring in my ears, my whole body tingling. He sinks in bit by bit, her pussy stretching to fit around him.
It’s like I’m staring through a fishbowl. 
Julian’s groan drags me back. He sounds as though she’s strangling him. I almost chuckle because I know that tight, hot feeling well enough. Really, it’s beyond words.  
“Mayumi … you feel so good,” he grunts.
Enjoy it while you can, buddy. That pussy is still mine.
Mayumi half-whispers, “You like my pussy?” 
Wait, did I hear wrongly? 
“Yes, Butterfly,” Julian murmurs, sawing gently into her. “You have such a nice, tight pussy.”  
My mouth is so dry I can barely swallow. I lean closer to get the whole conversation:
“You like how it hugs your cock?” 
“I’d like it better if you squeeze it.”
“Like this?”
He groans. “Just like that.”
She smiles as he moves in a slow, easy rhythm. Both seducing each other.
Her pussy. His cock. My own dick is painfully hard. She’s never talked dirty to me. Not this wantonly.
“Your cock is really big,” she gasps.
I run a sweaty hand down my face. Maybe she’s acting for him. Maybe she’s breaking bad. 
Tonight, I’ll be your special porn star.
Those were her exact words. Fuck, she’s putting on a show for me. A heady mix of elation and pride pulses through my erection.
Julian withdraws all the way, leaving just the tip inside her, then slides in again. Still smooth and casual. No rush. “And it’s inside your tight, little pussy. Fucking you while your husband is watching.” 
Her moan sounds too real to be just an act. Bastard’s got me excited, too.
“Gonna fuck you harder now.” He’s still standing when he grabs her legs and hooks them around his hips. “Ready, my butterfly?” 
She’s not your butterfly, Julian, but by all means, it’s time you fuck that pussy of mine properly.
She nods at him, her eyes half-lidded.
Just as he promised, he slams into her with one rough thrust. And another. My sweet wife flowers open for Julian, the little noises she makes fuelling all three of us. His control seems to slip a little bit more each time he drives into her hot, sweet cunt. 
I clench my fists, resisting the urge to jack off.
He lifts her legs, holding them to his chest, tunneling deep. “More?”
I’m sure that question was meant for her, but I can’t help answering. “Give it to her, Julian. She can handle it.”
My voice seems to remind the two of them I’m still in the room. Mayumi tosses me a quick smile. And Julian? The fucker snarls at me and picks up his pace. He goes to town, almost drilling his cock right through her. From that angle, those are really fucking deep strokes.
Mayumi’s eyes flutter closed, her back arching, her hips rolling, trying to meet his thrusts. But she’s no match for Julian in his beast mode. That gentle lover act is gone, replaced by a vicious animal. 
I’m rooted to the spot, torn between watching the perversely fascinating scene unfold and stopping Julian from destroying my wife’s pussy.
Raw cries spill from Mayumi’s lips. Her act is gone, too. Those moans interspersed with the wet sounds of skin slapping against skin— they’re too much. 
My cock is leaking. I reach into my shorts and hiss out a breath as my fingers wrap around the base of my shaft. 
He lets go of her legs to cup her ass, lifting her off the bed. His thighs muscles flex as he begins to bounce her on his cock. “You like it rough?”
She clings to him, her breasts jiggling and gleaming with a sheen of sweat. “Yes.” 
Unbelievable. I’ve asked her a couple of times, and she’s only ever given me a coy smile. If she likes it, I can be rough, too. I can let the beast out.
Then again, I doubt I can totally manhandle her like a sex doll. Is he going to break her? 
A breathless cry escapes as she climaxes yet again.
He tosses her onto the bed, this time flipping her around and taking her from behind. She squeals and rocks back into him. My wife is certainly having a blast.
Imagine all the positions he could take her. We could be here all night. Hell, there’s no way I can last until morning. I’m ready to burst. But I’m trying my best to save every drop for my wife’s pussy. Riding high on this otherworldly buzz.
Julian pulls out of her abruptly and waits, cock high. 
There’s power in that move, teasing a woman so she feels empty and desperate. Desperate for what?
Just as expected, Mayumi lets out a dissatisfied groan and glances over her shoulder.
I want to shove Julian out of the way and finish the job.
He fixes his smoldering gaze on her and says in a low, soothing voice, “Do you want to know how it feels to have a cock in your ass, Mayumi?”
Hell yeah.
Hell no. I didn’t wait this long only to have someone else step in for the glory. Just … no.
My wife stares straight at me, her eyes full of trust and something else I can’t quite read. She wants me to make the decision for her. No, to approve for us. Holy fuck. I can’t say no, not when she’s looking at me like that. Is she hopeful? Curious, most likely. Definitely horny.
Once again, I hear myself saying, “We need to prep her up for this. I don’t want her to get hurt.”
Of course, the sneaky bastard didn’t just bring a variety pack of condoms. I find myself fetching a bottle of lube as he goes down on her.
I rub a generous amount onto her ass lovingly. In the next few minutes, this sweet, virgin ass of mine is going to be all red and stretched by Julian’s giant cock. The thought is scary and thrilling.
I get her ass nicely lubed and pass the bottle to Julian. He smirks as he massages his shaft with the lube. “I can feel your excitement oozing out, Travis. Enjoying the show?”
I ignore him and kiss my wife’s clit instead. Mayumi flutters her lashes at me. A moment passes between us. A silent check-in. My smile says: You’re gonna be sore as hell, baby.
Her eyes are like, I’m so glad you’re here with me.
My wife is on all fours when Julian aligns his cock, massive and shiny, with her vulnerable ass. 
My throat closes up, my stomach bunching into a ball of anticipation and icy dread that leaves me paralyzed as a mere spectator. Unless she uses her safe word, there’s no going back. We’ve crossed too many lines.
The second his cock breaches her tight ring of muscle, she whimpers.
“Open up, Mayumi. Just relax. Let me take care of you,” Julian grits out, his hand firm on the small of her back. “Tell her she can do it, Travis.”
I approach my wife, not because I’m listening to Julian, but because I really want to make her feel good. I wipe the sweat from her forehead and gather her hair to one side so I can plant sweet kisses along her neck, her jaw. 
“You okay, baby?” 
Her lips quiver. “Yes.”
“You want to let Julian in?”
She hesitates before giving a small nod.
“Relax, baby. You’re so tight, and his cock is too big. You don’t want him to ruin you until you can’t walk.”
My cock pulses. Jesus, who am I trying to turn on?
Mayumi nods again, biting her lip. That needy, horny look is back.
I stare past her shoulder at Julian. “She’s ready to take your huge cock in her ass.” 
He groans and focuses on his task.
Part of me wants to retreat to the best seat in the house, but I stay by Mayumi’s side, stroking her hair and watching her beautiful face instead.
Her lips part slightly with a soft moan.
I inhale and exhale. “He’s in you now, isn’t he? He’s deep inside your ass, baby.”
I really have to stop talking if I don’t want to make myself come. I step back when Julian begins pumping his hips.
“Go slow,” I warn.
He flashes his teeth at me and clamps his hands around her hips.
My cock throbs painfully as I watch Julian fuck Mayumi’s ass, his rhythm switching from deep and easy to hard and fast.
Mayumi opens her mouth, and a string of Japanese words pour out, her body jerking forward each time he rams into her.
God, what the fuck is she saying? Why is she speaking Japanese? She never does that with me. I catch words like, ‘kimochiii’ and ‘yabai’ among others.
I can tell from his expression and groans that Julian is close. He must have taken something to even last this long. He reaches around to rub Mayumi’s clit.
“Iku … iku …” she cries.
I don’t need to understand Japanese to know she’s coming like never before. Her face says it all. I tense, fighting the mad urge to spill all over my own fist.
Her eyes lock with mine. “Anata!”
That word. That one little word threatens to smash my self-control into pieces.
Julian follows her over the edge shortly, roaring and spurting long ropes of his thick cum deep in her ass. And when he withdraws, some of it dribbles out of her throbbing hole onto her thighs.
I don’t know how long I stand here, just staring at Mayumi’s gaping ass until it slowly, very slowly, closes up. It must have been more than a minute because Julian is back in his regal black robe and swim trunks, sipping some water as he observes me with a new expression.
“Your wife is one hell of an amazing woman.” He leans down to kiss her cheek and whisper in her ear.
I can’t find my voice.
He walks over to me, to the door. “I have a Christmas gala coming up. Consider this an invite to both you and your wife. Will I have the pleasure of Mayumi’s company?”
“I’ll think about it.”
He laughs and gives me a pat on the shoulder. “See you around, Travis Cockburn.”
This time, he pronounces it as Co-burn.
The door clicks shut.
I clamber over to my wife who is still lying motionless on the bed. 
“Hey. Hey, baby?”
She’s a real mess. I should grab some warm, damp cloth to clean her up. But I can’t help kicking my shorts off and grinding into her.
Her legs spread open to wrap around me, the gesture so natural and trusting I almost tear up a little. 
“I love you,” I breathe into her ear. “I love you so much, baby.” I’m dying to stick my cock in her and give her all my love.
But which hole should I fill? Perhaps she would enjoy having both of her holes flooded.
Her hot, silky pussy welcomes me like home. I almost come immediately. 
“I love you, Travis.”
“Say it again.” I keep my thrusts slow and easy. My goddess is all wrung out, and yet, she’s letting me take what I need from her.
“I love you, Anata.”
I feel invincible. I lower my head to suck a nipple gently into my mouth. She’s so sensitive that when my fingers strum her clit, she squirms. “Travis …”
I know what she’s going to say, so I stop her with a hungry kiss. “One more. Just one more.”
I pick up the pace, fucking her senseless, erasing every trace of Julian from her memory, making her pussy mine again. 
Somewhere out there, the first fireworks soar past the balcony in brilliant bursts of red, white, and blue.
I draw her back into our own little universe. Just me and her.
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Excerpt From A Hotwife At The Club



A first-time hotwife meets two Doms.

I’m enjoying the shoulder massage when Logan swats my already tender butt. 
Oww, what the hell? I spin around.
“Sorry, princess,” he says with a cheeky grin. “Just couldn’t resist. Your ass is so red and beautiful.”
“Then stop staring at it.” Yeah, I can afford a little sass now that the whole scary shit is over.
His eyes zero in on my full, heavy breasts. “Mmm, I don’t mind watching these bounce either.” He flicks his thumb over one of the aching tips. 
Oh, for fuck’s sake, give me something to bounce on.
Zane pulls me in his arms and strokes my disheveled hair. “Next time, we could try one of the front positions.”
Something in the recesses of my mind tells me there’ll be hurdles to go through before we can consider a ‘next time.’ But I’m too distracted to process it. 
My hormones are raging. Every inch of my flushed, naked body is yearning for attention. I want these hot, virile men to keep touching me, to ease the furious throbbing in my clit. 
“Sir …” I glance over my shoulder at Zane.
He arches a brow.
“May I please have my reward now?” It’s about damn time for a ride to Poundtown.
He smirks. “Think you’ve earned it?”
Yes. I took my punishment like a good girl. 
“I think she’s ready for a spin,” Logan says.
A spin? Before I can ask, Zane scoots me up bridal-style and carries me toward the center of the room.
The lighting is so dim I almost miss it. But unless my mind is playing tricks on me, there’s a man in a burgundy tuxedo sitting in a corner with one of his legs crossed over the other. His face is hidden behind a Venetian gold skull mask. Creepy. Has he been here the whole time?
My brain clues me in. The ‘friend’ who came in earlier. The guy hasn’t spoken a word. I know nothing about him. He’s seen me naked, crying with my ass in the air and my cunt exposed.
The old me would’ve freaked out. But Sophie Fierce doesn’t give a damn. All she is after right now is that reward.
Zane sets me down in front of the grand swing. “We call it The Screamer. Want to know why?”
“I’m about to find out, I guess.” 
He palms one of my breasts, then growls. “I knew there’s a little vixen in you.”
“And you brought her out, Sir.”
He gives me a smack on my ass. “Sit down.”
I keep my lips pressed together instead of responding with something like, ‘Ouch, that hurts. Do it again,’ and ease my butt on the cool leather swing. 
Holy shit. We’re going to do it here? Two ceiling hooks. Stainless steel frame. Heavy duty chains. Thick and wide leather straps. 
“Don’t worry,” Zane says. “This thing can hold eight-hundred pounds. And it’ll be a lot more fun than the bench.”
What’s the combined weight of the three of us, I wonder? And what’s Logan doing?
As Zane straps me up again, I take the opportunity to admire his chiseled face and steely muscles. “Isn’t it hot wearing this outfit? Maybe you should take off your armor, Sir.”
His bright green gaze locks onto mine once he’s done with the straps. Then he steps back and starts taking off his costume, piece by piece. He does it slowly, too, treating me to the most electrifying striptease of the night.
Flat, square pectorals and abs like cobblestones in medieval Europe. The way those sleek muscles flex and bulge with every movement drives a needy pang through my core. I want to lick the glistening sweat on his skin. I want to get down on my knees and worship this silver-haired god.
My stomach flutters as his hands shift to those black leather pants. 
“I think these will do,” Logan says, appearing out of nowhere.
My eyes veer to the sex toys in his grip. Oh, God, please no more games. My nipples are stiff and aching. My cunt has been weeping all night. I need a real cock.
But Zane and Logan have their own agenda. They seem to know what they’re doing when they both reach for my pussy at the same time. 
The swing tilts. And from this angle, I see my quivering pink folds part for their fingers like a flower, sucking greedily. 
“Oh, princess,” Logan says. “You’re sopping wet.”
I can only whimper in response as they each slide another finger in.
“Just relax,” Zane says. “You’re too tight. We need to open you up first.”
How can I relax when I’m so wound up? I rock my hips, to try and get a little action going. 
They pull out at the same time only for Zane to slip the vibrator in. And because I’m ‘sopping wet,’ the toy glides in all the way. 
Slightly better—I need more. Hands, mouths, cocks. Whatever it takes to relieve this exquisite ache.
Logan steps around the swing. His hand skims my ass. “Still sore?”
“Yes.” I sound so pitiful.
“But look … see how gorgeous it is.”
I get it now. No wonder there are so many mirrors—so people can admire their own freshly spanked butts. Mine is a glowing pinkish-red.
Logan traces a finger over my puckered entrance and produces another toy. Tapered with a flared base. And from my research, I know exactly what it is.
“Please, Sir …”
He straightens and breathes into my ear, “When there’s two of us, princess, you can call me Daddy or Master.”
I bite my lip. “Yes, Daddy.”
His ‘good girl’ voice isn’t as deep or growly as Zane’s, but apparently, my pussy doesn’t discriminate. 
Zane scoffs at Logan. “You’d better give her a good reason to call you Daddy.”
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