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Chapter 1
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Dangerous Curves Ahead. I laugh at the sign leading to Oakbrook Settlement. Our little slice of paradise from the rigors of working in the small town. It’s a joke, really. Avery likes the prestige of living here, behind the manned gates. Paying the ridiculous HOA fees just to have five sheets of instructions on how we’re supposed to maintain our lawn. One toe out of line, and we’re done, smoked, kicked out of the two hundred acres that make up Oakbrook Settlement.

A vase of red roses sits on the dining table when I enter our home. 

“Hello, beautiful.” Avery steps from the kitchen. He beat me home today. He does on most days. 

“Oh, happy anniversary, baby,” I say as I step to him for a kiss.

Seven years. We’ve had mostly good times, with a few stiff moments here and there, mostly arguing over stupid stuff, like where to invest bonuses and take vacations. 

He pulls me into his muscular arms and we sway as he looks into my eyes. 

“I’m taking you on a weekend getaway. Picture it, you and me side by side, getting a couple’s massage, drinking margaritas. Relaxing by the pool. Wine and dancing.” His eyes roam over my face.

“Sounds wonderful. I have gotten nothing for you yet.” I’m still in scrubs from working on teeth all day.

“It’s okay. I just need you, naked, legs spread.” 

He lifts me and we twirl around while I squeal. 

“Something wrong?” Avery glances my way as we travel to our spa vacation.

“Oh, no. Just tired.” I smile as I gaze at him and then back out the window. We’re traveling to the country and a small resort on Lake Pablo. It’s a beautiful area with plenty of evergreens graced with the occasional blooming tree.

It’s hard for me to put my finger on what’s wrong other than I feel blah. Nothing pressing, no issues with finances or health. I muster a smile and keep my happy face going, if anything, to keep him from wondering what’s wrong with me. What else can I do?

Later, we lay in bed looking at the skylight overhead. Clouds come in, covering the sliver of moonlight. A backdrop of inky sky splattered with sparkling diamonds peeks out. But the clouds roll in, and with it my mood sours.

Seven years. The morning light comes in through the windows, dull from the drabness.

“It’s okay. We have plans anyway. They have an indoor pool as well.”

I shrug. “I don’t know, swimming in the rain seems fitting,” I say as I roll to my husband and snuggle into his familiar arms.

Lovemaking comes in gentle waves, nothing spectacular or worthy of fireworks. That left after the first year of straight honeymooning. We settled into our careers, bought a home in the gated community, and took luxurious vacations. 

I roll out of bed and shower, though we’re spending the day receiving a couple's massage and swimming. I’m not too talkative but, thankfully, Avery is all about the new project at work.

Being the bank manager, he works with the community on different projects.

“The amphitheater will play host to different entertainment mediums, like bands, stage plays, and even pageants.” 

I try to nod appropriately and act interested. But my mind wanders. The sexy pool boy dips the deep end with the long net. Cliches aside, this dude is super hot and probably a good ten years younger than me. He’s probably in his sexual prime and I’m entering mine.

“What do you think?”

I come back to earth and nod. “Uh-huh,” I say dreamily.

“That’s great. You could ask Dr. Westin for us then.”

Whoa, what did I just agree to? “I’m sorry, ask my boss what?”

“Have you heard a word I’m saying?” 

Sometimes I wonder if Avery and I haven’t reversed roles. I’m half-assed listening while he’s talking. “I have, I’m just feeling the effects of the Bloody Mary this morning.”

“Have Westin Dental Practice sponsor some of the entertainment venues.”

“Oh, yes, of course he would. It would go under marketing.”

“Win-win,” Avery says.

He has no clue of the thoughts swimming through my mind as I was Juan, the pool boy. Oh, I’m not sure if his name is actually Juan or not, it just sounds good in my daydream. 

Avery lies in bed, naked, his arm stretched for me to crawl in beside him. The dutiful wife in me obeys. 

“To another seven.” He hands me a glass of champagne. 

“Another seven hundred,” I say as we clink glasses.

All day we drank alcohol with every meal. I’m feeling the effects, subdued and sleepy. 

Avery crawls down, shouldering between my legs. “A sample of my sweet lady,” he says as he smacks his lips playfully.

I can’t help it. My eyes close and it’s Juan between my legs. He’s smoking hot. His muscles flex as his hazel eyes peer at me, lust growing. 

“Oh, fuck me,” I chant as a tongue swirls over my clit.

I come hard, thrashing, my eyes closed, Juan between my legs. Avery climbs up, his brow cocked as he lands a kiss on my lips. Our lips meet because I don’t back down from a challenge.

Each toe receives a kiss and rests on his shoulders. I smile, grateful for the dim lighting, and shut my eyes. Juan pumps his massive cock into me, beads of sweat forming on his forehead. Because he’s so horny, he can’t contain himself. I giggle, encouraging him.

“Deeper. Fuck me deeper. Fuck me like you mean it.” I moan, lifting my ass for better penetration. His cock saws against my clit and my pelvis explodes.

I damn near yelled Juan’s name in the moment of pleasure. Opening my eyes, Avery’s face skews in the throes of ecstasy as he fills my slick tunnel full of his hot man juice. We rock through the waves of pleasure. 

I fall asleep spooning with my husband and dream of Juan.
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Chapter 2


[image: image]


I shouldn’t feel this way. It’s almost as if I’m having the seven-year itch. Avery doesn’t seem bothered by anything. He’s a man of his word and very set in his ways for a man of thirty. 

“We should have a barbecue. The new developer is in town, and made a bid on the land west of here. They’ll be here for a couple of years building the new subdivision.” Avery slips his spoon in the apricot preserves and draws up one dollop for his fresh yeast roll. A habit he’s had the entire length of our marriage.

“A barbecue. Wonderful,” I say with sarcasm he doesn’t hear.

“Great, I’ll start inviting people. Saturday afternoon, good?”

I nod as I take a bite of celery. Can we invite the pool boy from the resort? Oh, I didn’t say that out loud. 

The maid service comes by Friday and cleans our home and back deck. Avery wants everything immaculate to show we’re upstanding and worthy of our social status. While I enjoy a pristine home, I’m more interested in the thoughts coming out of the deep recesses of my mind right now. Damn hormones. Damn imagination.

It doesn’t help that a patient comes in flirting with me. Rob Angleton has golden hair that reaches his shoulders and piercing light blue eyes. Plus a build to boot. And he’s single.

I bend over, pulling out fresh gauze pads from the cabinet directly across from where Rob lies in the dental chair. When I whip around, his penetrating eyes were on me, and from the way he jerked them upward, he was watching my ass.

“Everything okay, Rob?” I ask cheerfully as I situate myself on the stool for his cleaning.

“Yeah.” Ahem. “Do you do pageants?”

I laugh. “Open please. No.”

“You shouf. You’re bootiful.”

I giggle. “Thanks, I think.” I remove the instrument from his mouth.

“Definitely a compliment. I hope Avery appreciates what a gem he has with you,” he says.

I shrug. “I suppose so,” I say. Still, his words pinken my cheeks and make my heart race.

––––––––
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Rob’s words swirl in my mind. It’s not the first time a man has said as much to me. I’ve had men come onto me. If I wanted an affair, it would be easy enough to have one. But I don't want to cheat on Avery. I don’t want to lose my husband. I want something, though. Just not sure what.

Friday night, I dream about Rob. Rob and Juan. It’s like desirable men are on my radar. I woke up late. Avery is breathing steadily, sleeping deep. I roll to him, put my arm around his shoulder and scoot closer, pressing my body to his.

My breath hits the back of his neck. I wouldn’t mind if he’d awaken and roll over and take me like he did during our honeymoon year.

Alas, he snoozes and I roll away. Fingers find their way into the silk panties, a bare muff. Eyes shut, fingers swirl and tweak my swelling knob. Soft moans escape. Still, Avery doesn’t move. Faster, faster, Rob and Juan are between my legs, penetrating me, licking me, pleasing me. 

My back arches suddenly, a quiet explosion rocks through my pelvis. If the moans won’t wake him, nothing will. 

I roll away, shutting my eyes and slipping into the dreams. Avery’s dreams keep him occupied all night. He awakens in the morning full of smiles and stretches.

“Barbecue day,” he announces.

“Barbecue day,” I parrot, as I rise and dress for our impressive backyard hooray. 

Homemade burger patties are a hit, so I’m rolling large balls of beef after seasoning. The guests arrive. Avery answers the door since I’m busy in the kitchen. Of course, most bring their wives or girlfriends or significant others. Eye candy sits on the edge of the deck. Name’s Bruce and his wife is Mandy. Such Jonesy names. Bruce and Mandy. Oops, I’m caught staring, and a smile stretches across his handsome face.

Add Bruce to the men of my dreams. We flirt, but his clingy wife won’t leave us alone. It’s okay, because Avery needs to introduce me to his new buddies. I have to play the doting wife and stop being the horny slut.

On Sunday, we relax. It’s the day we do nothing but laze around, watching TV or reading. The pile of mail contains several bills, too much junk, and two of my magazines. I enjoy keeping abreast in the fashion world and reading the articles of the popular lady’s magazine. 

My eyes nearly pop when I turn the page. 

How I Saved My Marriage By Having Sex With Other Men

Kim is a hotwife. A term I hadn’t heard before. Hotwife. She brought men home and had sex in front of her husband, Keith. Um, yeah, fake names. I chuckle and keep reading.

My lip slips between my teeth, the wetness forming between my legs when I read the description of what happened with Kim. And then to read how Keith enjoyed watching it and finally took part. And today their marriage is strong and happy.

Hotwife. After finishing the article, I snap the magazine shut and lay it on the table. On second thought, I grab it and open it to the page and lay it on the table so Avery can see it. He’s not Captain Obvious though. His eyes are on the TV watching some action packed movie that doesn’t hold my interest. I leave the magazine there.

My fingers fly over the phone, pulling up websites further describing this new thing. Hotwife. Over and over it talks about how the wife has sex with other men in front of their husbands. Forums full of these women talk about their experiences and even their husbands pipe in. Damn. I’m willing!

Now, I must come up with the guts and the words to ask Avery if he’s willing. Poor man, he thinks we’re just fine.

If you are enjoying this story, 
you might also enjoy the following book
Hotwife Undercover 
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Chapter 3
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“We’re invited,” I say as I pitch the shiny embossed invitation onto the counter in front of Avery. He just got off work, and I had a short day at the dental office.

“Oh, damn. A weekend at the Fraziers. Full of rich promises.” Avery grins as he sets the invitation on the table.

Ben and Sally Frazier own the bank for which Avery manages. They are beyond rich and when they throw a party, it’s not just a small gathering for a couple of hours. No, Sally, the trophy wife, enjoys a certain flair.

“I heard they swing. I wonder if that’s what they’re getting at?”

Avery’s brow furrows as he shakes his head at me. “They don’t swing, Karlie. They are upstanding and decent, they know how to have fun though.”

My hand trembles as I grab the invitation. “That means we’ll go?” My face stretches into a smile.

“You really want to, huh?”

“I figured you would too, being he’s your big boss,” I say.

“Yeah, I suppose so,” he says. The boredom in his voice means he doesn’t expect to enjoy it.

We arrived Saturday in time for the grand lunch. The party will continue until tomorrow, with plenty of alcohol and food. Sally, the blonde bomb, greets us, her cleavage bouncing precariously. Even Avery notices his brow cocking as she embraces each of us. 

Avery and I sit in a corner on the patio overlooking the lovely lake. We’re topping slammers. 

“Mind if I join?” Dario Fisher sits on the chair across the tiny coffee table from me. Incredible build, he’s an architect with a huge account at the bank. Single and thirsty, his hazel eyes lock with mine as we share the slammers. Tiny butterflies flutter in my belly.

Avery doesn’t notice the looks coming from Dario. We drink until half a bottle of tequila empties. Music blares from the speakers and we can’t hear each other. I grab a bottle of white wine and nod.

“Let’s take this to our suite upstairs where it’s quieter.” 

The two men follow me. Avery talks business with him, those his words slur. 

We sit in three rockers on the upper deck, above the party below. 

“You have quite a looker for a wife, Avery. Ever thought of sharing her?”

I nearly fall out of my chair. 

“Shhhhit. Share her? She’s my wife.” Avery gazes at the man.

“What about letting me watch you two make love?”

“Whoa.” Avery’s eyes pop at me, and he nods at Dario. “Want to give the man a show?”

I grin and set my glass of wine on the side table. “Really? You’d do that, Avery?”

“Fuck yeah.” His answer comes out fast. He’s drunk and may not remember, but this is my chance. They follow me into the bedroom. The door to the deck remains open.

Avery pulls me into his arms, swaying to the music. I lock eyes with him as I pull on his shirt. He reaches around and undoes the bra. My spaghetti straps fall and he leans forward, pulling the dress down and exposing my breasts. 

Dario sits in the chair, his glass of wine in his hand, watching curiously. Dark curls frame his handsome face.

My panties come off before Avery and I fall to the bed. Avery’s hands explore my naked body. Only his pants remain, while my hands explore his body. My eyes fall on Dario.

“We should invite the man to join,” I say as I nibble Avery’s ear. His cock grows, pitching a tent in his underwear.

Avery’s head shakes. “I don’t want another man fucking my wife.”

“What about we just do foreplay. No intercourse.”

Avery peers at Dario. “I guess.” He’s reluctant, but Dario stands and undresses.

I lie back on the pillows. Avery’s lips suck on my nipple while his other hand massages the other. Dario grins and settles on the other side of me. I moan when his hand slides between my legs. 

Dario’s cock extends, fresh and bronzed. My hand grasps it as he moans.

“Flip around,” I say. I want to sample him, see if he tastes different from Avery.

With little thought, I roll toward Dario. Avery reaches around, his cock bobbing at my back door, but not penetrating.

Dario’s head rests on my thigh as I open my legs. His face dives forth, lips kissing. I grab his cock, all new, and pull it through my lips. We’re into it, as I’m succumbing to another man’s touch. Avery’s hands tweak my nipples, he’s enjoying it too.

Salty pre-cum slides down my throat, my lips pulling the bronzed head through, my tongue toying with the tip.

Dario groans as he bucks his cock deeper into my throat. His tongue rips through my bare muff, lapping at the slick forming around the hole and licks upward to my clit. I’m not aware of anything except for the pleasure rushing through my body. I come alive, gooseflesh flashes down my arms and legs. 

The cock in my mouth grows longer and harder. He’s pumping into me and I keep with him. 

“Fuck, this is good. Uh.” Dario’s face lands on my muff again, slurping, and pulling my swelling clit between his lips. I groan, the promise of ecstasy within my reach.

His cock trembles as he fills my mouth. At the same moment, my pelvis explodes. Fucking yes! My head stays with his cock. Pleasure rocks through our bodies, undulating, pounding. My back arches, our groans come louder. Our mouths stay strong until he withdraws and I roll back, limp as a wet noodle.

“Fuck, that was good.” I sigh, my body still trembling from the soft waves of pleasure coursing through my pelvis.

Avery sits in the same chair Dario sat, his blank eyes staring at me. He’s still in his pants, his hand resting on his crotch. I smile.

“Come here, you. Your turn,” I say as I sit.

“Nah, I’m good,” he says flatly.

“Come on, baby,” I encourage.

He reluctantly lies on the bed beside me. I spit in my hands and rub him until he comes. It’s very anti-climatic. I lie between the two men and fall asleep.
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Bright sun streams through the open door, along with the gentle breeze of honeysuckle. My head aches slightly from the alcohol last night.

Avery stirs, rolling to me, his eyes blinking out the brightness. “What?” He moans as he sits up and looks around the room. Our clothing lays all around the bed.

Looking beside me, I see I’m in the very middle. Then little by little it comes back. Did I dream of it? Did I dream Dario had joined us last night? That he and I did 69?

“Um, what happened?” I ask Avery.

He sits fully, looking straight ahead, and nods. “Yeah, I think we shouldn’t speak about last night. Ever.” 

I don’t want to say it out loud. I need to hear him say it. I scratch my head, the dull ache throbbing. Avery walks to the bathroom and shuts the door.

Fuck. A pair of socks that’s not Avery’s sits on the floor by the bed, partially under it. Dario’s socks.

Silence is deafening when there’s two people who won’t speak. Long moments pass with just the ticking of the wall clock. Avery packs his bag, saying nothing, while I take a shower and dress. He won’t even look at me. By the time I’m out of the shower, he’s already taken his bag downstairs. His voice echoes up to the second floor.

Others are slowly making an appearance, groggy, bed-headed. I wonder who else did things they won’t speak of.

“You ready? We have a long drive,” Avery says to me. It’s the first thing he’s said since we woke up.

I trail after him to the car. Dario is nowhere in sight. I have no clue what he drives. The hum of the car is the only noise, and it’s driving me batty.

“Can we talk about it now?”

His bloodshot eyes turn to me. “Why? What’s to say? It’s done. We move on.”

He stares straight ahead, his jaw flexing. “I...” My head shakes.

“We got drunk. That’s it. I don’t want to hear another word about it.”

I laugh as I make the locking symbol over my lips. “Honestly, I’m not sure if I dreamed it or if it really happened.”

His head shakes. 

“I can’t help fix it if we can’t talk about it.”

“What’s to fix, Karlie? What?”

A nervous giggle escaped. “Well, your anger, for one. It’s very unbecoming of you.”

He says nothing, his fingers drum on the steering wheel. A light flush rides across his face. He’s holding back.

“Just lay into me. Let’s pop this pimple,” I say, hoping he’ll yell or something.

“Hmph. Pimple.” He smiles, though it doesn’t reach his eyes. Shaking his head conveys a novel of thoughts, which I know he’s not happy about.

“Okay, we got drunk. Things happened because of the alcohol. I agree, we should forget it ever happened.” There, I say it, but it’s not what I want. I would love for him to tell me how much it turned him on to see another man with me. 

It’s the silence I hate. He holds in the anger, not erupting. Very few times in our marriage, has he been this way? And by the time we make it home, the frigid air between us continues.

“I need to head in to prepare for a meeting tomorrow morning.” And he’s out the door before I can react.

I call BS because if he weren’t so pissed off, he would be home with me now. In my angst, I clean the house. Thoughts flow through my head rapidly. I enjoyed being with Dario. He had the common decency to leave before we woke up this morning. Being a professional, he didn’t want a scene, I’m sure. I wish I had his number just to check on him.

10 p.m. Avery walks through the door. “Sorry, I had to fix the copy machine. Thankfully, I found a video that talked me through it.”

“Did you eat dinner?”

“I grabbed a burger on the corner.” He disappears into the bathroom. Nothing more to say at this point. He’s bone tired by the way he dragged in. I almost wish he would tell me he met a hooker for a quickie in retribution for what we did at the cabin. Then I could justify my satisfaction from the previous evening.

I give it a few days. Avery normally cools off and gets his libido back, and then we’ll touch and talk. Not this time. Wednesday comes around and he’s got his back to me in bed, snoring. Though I don’t think he’s actually sleeping. It’s his way of saying don’t bother me.

By Friday, I’m tired of it. We’re in the living room. I’m reading one of my magazines and he’s flipping through the channels. The only time he speaks to me is if it’s necessary.

“Talk to me,” I say.

He turns to me, his brow lifts. “What do you need?”

“I need you to talk to me, Avery. We have said nothing to each other in nearly a week now.”

He nods. “I’m not ready to talk about last weekend if that’s what you’re referring to.” He turns up the volume on the TV. He’s such a dick.

I head to bed without saying a word. This time I’m the one who’s sleeping soundly with my back turned to the center of the bed. He comes to bed and lies at the edge, back to me. 

Gone are the cuddles, the midnight hugs and holding hands. Dario’s ghost lies in bed between us, pushing us further apart. And I don’t have the energy to fix it. My eyes close, and I’m with Dario, Juan, and Rob. And oh, Avery is there, smiling and enjoying it too. If only my dreams were my reality.
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Chapter 5
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“Enough!” I yell to no one. 

Avery isn’t home yet. Seems he’s worked late since the cabin weekend. Coming in an hour or more late each evening, acting tired and vegging in front of the TV. The one night I cooked dinner, spaghetti and meatballs, he didn’t want to sit at the table with me.

“I’m tired, Karlie. Let’s just eat in the living room.” He didn’t wait for an answer, as he sludged off to his recliner.

Today, I’ve stewed over his behavior so much that a patient noticed and asked if I was okay. Nope, I’m not. Avery has to stop with this behavior. A good hashing will make us or break us. 

I tear through the house, cleaning. The floors shine, but I go over them again with the steam mop. 5:30 edges to 6 which edges to 6:30.

Are you coming home soon?

He answers immediately.

In a few. Just eat without me.

Ha! Eating is not what I have in mind. I let it go though I’m tempted to tell him we’re going to talk when he gets home. I don’t, because he’ll be a little shit and stay even later.

He drags in through the door in true form, like his best friend died and he has two weeks to live. Enough!

I smile as I carry a sandwich and chips to the living room. “Did you eat?”

“Yeah, I grabbed a sub at 5.”

Nice.

“You’re sure working late a lot these days.”

“Yeah, meetings. Some changes in banking laws.” He stretches back on the recliner and points the remote at the TV.

I give him a few minutes to unwind. I’m so tired of his behavior, though. Time to have it out. 

The remote sits on the arm of the recliner. I grab it and turn it off. Avery glares at me. 

“I watched that.”

“You can watch that later. We need to talk.”

His head shakes. “No, I’m tired, Karlie. Can we just let it rest?”

The anger bubbles forth, my lips stretch in a tight line as my head shakes. “No, we can’t. Enough is enough. We’re talking about this now. I’m tired of your cold shoulder. You act as if you caught me cheating on you or something. You were as involved in it as I was.”

He sucks in a deep breath, his eyes closing, and looks at me. Sadness washed over his face. “I’m disappointed, no, I’m shocked I allowed it to happen.”

Finally, the angels sing because he’s talking about it!

“We allowed it, Avery. Not just you. And it’s not like anyone had sex. It was a fun drunken night, that’s all.” I lean forward, wanting him to feel the same as me.

His shaky breath and absence of a smile breaks my heart. I reach for his hand. “You’re still the most important person in the world and my best friend,” I say.

“Best friend. Not lover.”

“Yes! Lover too. Best friend with forever benefits.” I smile, hoping we’ve reached a new level.

“It’s just that watching you with Dario like, well, it should have repulsed me.”

I wince. Should have repulsed him? “Come again.”

“I mean, while I watched you and Dario having oral sex, 69 or what have you, I was very jealous. Very. But it turned a strange part of me on. And I enjoyed watching you and him get off like that. I kept thinking, yeah, this man is getting off with my wife and she’s getting off with him. But fuck, I got hard watching it. Then I felt very guilty for enjoying it. I should have been angry, jealous, pissed.”

“Really? I thought you were pissed?” What have the past couple of weeks been about then? Certainly it’s not our normal activity. 

“I am pissed. I’m pissed that I enjoyed it. I’m pissed that I let it happen. I feel I’ve failed you by allowing it and by enjoying it. What does that say about me?”

Hope wells within me. I smile. Not just a small smile, but with my entire face.

“I think it’s wonderful! Please don’t feel guilty about it, Avery. It’s something new, something different. I thoroughly enjoyed it. But not because of Dario, because you and I were doing it together.”

“No, you and Dario
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