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Dr. Hannah Martinez, a celebrated plastic surgeon, entrepreneur, and legendary amateur adult entertainment star, adds the “Happy Life Happy Wife” book series to her growing catalogue. 

Hannah spent 20 years in the “Hot Wife” lifestyle and wrote five books of her adventures with her husband Marty, called, “Married with 1,000 Boyfriends.”

Hannah and Marty built a business empire from her Only Fans earnings. Hannah re-wrote what amateur porn should be with HD videos, sultry location shoots, and deep sexual encounters with more than 1,000 men and women. And the first rule was for the men- NO BLACK SOCKS.

In “Happy Wife Happy Life” Hannah brings to life the stories of real women who made the bold move to enter the “Hot Wife” lifestyle and bed other men in front of their husbands. In book one, Hannah recounts the life of “Hot Wife Kelly” who at age 40, made the decision and with her husband Ryan watching enjoyed living her fantasies. Kelly shares her favorite stories during her first year.
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Chapter One

[image: ]


The Decision
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The maître d’ at Mirador’s approaches like a man who already knows he’s outclassed, hair parted with geometric precision, posture at military attention. He glances at the waiting couple—Kelly and Ryan—pauses only a microsecond longer on Kelly’s bronze-lit profile and makes a note of it. 

He is not the only one. 

When Kelly walks, the world recalibrates to her presence, waiters missing steps, busboys walking into posts, barflies crumpling napkins in fistfuls. In the molten light of the dining room, her copper dress clings so tightly that her flesh might as well be poured inside, and the diamond chain strung around her neck gleams with the warm threat of predation. 

Every step tilts her 38DD breasts, glancing and rippling, and every step reveals the long vertical seam of her dress, an invitation and a challenge that runs from the hollow of her throat to her knees.

Ryan follows at a discrete but proud distance, never so much an accessory as a collaborator. He’s six-three, broad-shouldered, with a stoicism that would border on parody if not for the wild blue of his eyes, which are alive with suppressed glee. 

He loves the spectacle of it: Kelly’s mischievous smile, the way she stops just before her assigned table to let a man in an Italian suit stare and fail to recover. The night is electric, and they have not even sat down.

At the table, menus are produced, and the sommelière describes a wine list that seems designed to bankrupt the unprepared. Ryan lets Kelly order first, and she does so with the confidence of a woman who knows she can have whatever she wants: the oxtail tartare for herself, the duck-fat gnocchi for Ryan, and a bottle of white, Burgundy at $310. She catches the flicker in Ryan’s eyebrow and smirks. She is showing off for him, and for the restaurant, and for herself. Maybe especially for herself.

When they are alone, Kelly leans across the table. Her dress dips, and her perfume—clean, mineral, edged with something citrus (never floral)—rides the space between them.

“Are you still nervous?” she whispers, tucking a strand of honey-brown hair behind her ear. She knows he’s nervous. The question is how much.

He pretends to consider. “Not really,” he says. “I’m more... insanely horny.”

She laughs—not a giggle, but a whole-body laugh that sends the diamond chain dancing. “Insanely? You want to open with insanely?”

“It’s a theme,” Ryan says. “You in that dress is a hate crime.”

A busboy arrives with bread. Kelly tears off a piece and dips it, the gloss of olive oil catching on her knuckle. “I want you to take me seriously,” she says, voice modulating, now more earnest. “I want this to be about us, not just a thing I do for you. Or for me. Or even for both of us. I want it to matter.”

“It does,” he says, and this time it’s the truth. “It does matter. It’s the most honest thing we’ve ever talked about.”

Kelly tilts her head, appraising him, then lets her gaze sweep the room. Every table holds a tableau of other lives: the new money couple with too many teeth; the power lesbians with matching haircuts; the suspiciously quiet anniversary pair. For once, Kelly feels herself not apart from, but above all of them. She feels every man’s eyes on her and every woman’s appraisal, and she feels it all as evidence, not accusation.

“You know I’ve never cheated on you,” she says. “Never even come close. But for the past year, I’ve had these...fantasies. That I could—”

“Be a total slut?” Ryan supplies, gentle. Not a goad, but a rescue from the seriousness.

Kelly grins, luminous. “Not a total slut. Just...a curated, high-value slut.”

They both laugh, too loud, and Ryan feels the heat on his face. The memory of their first night together surfaces: Kelly, naked on a rented deck chair in Palm Springs, daring the world to care. They have always chased the edge, and tonight, the edge is closer than ever.

Kelly says, “Remember the Hot Wife videos? The first ones we watched, the ones with Hannah?”

Ryan groans. “How could I forget. She’s like a myth. A sex demigod. Is she real? All those so-called wives are fake.”

Kelly sipped her wine. Ryan was right. Those “Touch my Wife” videos with the perverted old man are so stupid they insult Kelly’s mind. Some that appear to be real are real with B level porn stars.

But Hannah and Marty checked out. Hannah is a legit plastic surgeon and Marty an MD. Their businesses are real and it appears legit.

Not only that, even though they were millionaires from their practice, they made even more money through her Only Fans.

“She’s a goddess, Ry. And I thought: If she can do that, why not me? I’m bit as good looking as her. She’s exotic and I am down home. She’s a real woman with an exhibitionist streak and a great ass. And breasts. My God those breasts.”

Kelly says the word ass and a nearby busboy shudders. Her ass is, objectively, the best in the room—perhaps in the city. The copper dress made it into art.

Hannah is a hybrid of Greek and Indian artistry. Naturally dark with eyes so blue they transcend disbelief. She has a natural charisma that makes everyone want to be around her. As does Kelly.

“I don’t want to do it just because I can,” she says. “I want to do it because it’s the most honest way to love you. To show you I’m yours, that I’ll do anything for us. Even if it’s crazy.”

Ryan’s face softens. “So, you want to—?”

“Yes,” Kelly says, almost too fast.  Catching herself, reaching for Ryan’s hands, she took a breath. Then, slower: “I want you to watch me. With someone else. I want you to see what you do to me, in someone else’s eyes.”

She runs a finger around the rim of her glass. “Is that... too much?”

Ryan watches her, his face open, unguarded. “It’s never too much with you,” he says.

As he was the one who planed this seed, the want to see his wife be with another man as he watched, Ryan now is confronted with his wife also wanting to do it. It was real. Not a fantasy. Reality.

The food arrives, plated like abstract paintings. The oxtail is delicate and violent at once, a raw curl of meat beneath a gloss of yolk. Kelly feeds Ryan a bite, her green eyes locked on his as she presses the fork into his mouth. “Like it raw?” she teases.

Ryan chews and swallows. “You know I do.”

They eat, and as they eat, the conversation grows even more frank. It is less about logistics than about longing, less about ground rules and more about mythmaking. Kelly’s excitement is as obvious as the shimmer of her dress; it sparkles off her skin, makes her breath quicken and her cheeks flush. 

She describes what she wants: not just the act itself, but the anticipation, the ritual. She want to pick the man herself. She wants him to be beautiful. She wants Ryan in the room.

She wants, most of all, to be seen.

Ryan listens, offering questions, but mostly letting her speak. For the first time in years, he feels less like a participant and more like a witness to a force of nature. Every line she draws is as much for herself as for him.

“I want you to be there,” she says, “but not just as a spectator. I want you to touch me while he does. I want to know you’re part of it, even if you’re just in my head.”

“You’re not worried it’ll change us?” Ryan asks.

Kelly thinks. She folds a bit of gnocchi with her fork, as if deliberating over a chess move.

“Of course it will,” she says. “That’s the point. I want it to change us. I want it to make us more. Don’t you?”

Ryan does. He’s just never said it out loud.

“Honestly?” he says. “Yeah. I want to see you in a new way. I want to be jealous, and turned on, and terrified, and all of it.”

She puts down her fork. “And what if you like it too much?”

He smiles, slow and sly. “Then we do it again.”

She beams, eyes wet but happy. “You’re my perfect pervert,” she says.

A half-hour passes in a blur of wine and revelation. They talk about the logistics: how to choose, where to meet, what to wear, what to film. Kelly is delighted by the details. She
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