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Chapter 1



Exhausted, I collapse onto the edge of the double bed in my hotel room, the weight of a day filled with endless meetings and unexpected action items pressing down on me. My navy blazer hangs on the chair, my grey pencil skirt creased from hours of sitting. I kick off my low-heeled shoes and grab my phone, craving the comfort of home. Dialing David, my husband, I hold the phone to my ear, a smile tugging at my lips as the familiar chaos of our household spills through the line—our kids, bickering over who gets to talk to me first.

“Mom! I want to tell you about school!” Lily’s voice squeaks, followed by Ethan’s indignant, “No, me first!” David’s patient laughter cuts through, and after some wrangling, I get to hear their sweet chatter. Lily tells me about her art project, Ethan about a soccer goal. My blue eyes soften, a pang of longing mixing with love as I picture them at home, so far from this sterile hotel room. I twirl a strand of my long, chestnut hair around my finger, the gesture grounding me as I soak in their voices.

When the kids finally hand the phone back to David, I exhale, letting the day’s frustrations spill out. “God, it was long and draining,” I say, my voice heavy. “Meeting after meeting, and now I’ve got a pile of tasks to sort through.”

David’s tone is warm, teasing. “Sounds like you need a break, Clara. Why don’t you head down to the bar? Grab a glass of wine, something to eat. Enjoy the peace and quiet.”

I glance at the room service menu on the nightstand, undecided. “I was thinking of a shower and ordering in,” I reply, my voice trailing off.

“Go to the bar, Clara,” he urges, a playful edge creeping in. “You never know, you might find some hot guy to bring back to your room for the night.” He chuckles, the sound low and mischievous.

“Behave yourself,” I laugh, rolling my eyes even though he can’t see me.

“I’m serious,” David says, his voice dropping. “You could tell me all about it when you get home.”

I giggle, warmth spreading through me at his familiar teasing. “Yeah, you’d love that, wouldn’t you?”

“You know me too well, my gorgeous hotwife,” he says, his chuckle turning downright naughty.

I tut, shaking my head. “I told you not to call me that.” It’s a private nickname, one he loves to use when he’s feeling frisky, tied to his fantasies of me being desired by other men.

“Sorry,” he laughs, unapologetic. The kids’ squabbling erupts in the background, and he sighs. “Gotta go. Enjoy the quiet, but I mean it, Clara—if you meet someone, you have my blessing.”

“I know, but it’s not happening. Not ever,” I say, laughing again. “Goodnight. I love you.”

“Spoilsport,” he groans playfully. “Love you too. Goodnight.”

The call ends at 6:30 p.m., and I set my phone on the bedside table, my mind buzzing. Standing, I catch my reflection in the mirror—thirty-four, five-foot-six, my curvaceous figure still turning heads. My chestnut hair falls past my shoulders, framing my face, where subtle makeup highlights my blue eyes. David’s words linger, stirring memories of his fantasies, the ones he’s shared since before we married. He loves hearing about my past lovers, especially one-night stands, though I’ve only had a few. To keep things spicy, I’ve spun plenty of fictional tales, blending truth with fantasy. It drives him wild, especially since I’ve always been a bit of an exhibitionist at heart—wearing daring outfits on nights out, lingerie under my work clothes, or sunbathing topless on vacation. David loves other men noticing me, and I’d be lying if I said I didn’t enjoy the attention.

Today’s meetings flash through my mind—men’s eyes lingering on my bare legs, my full breasts straining against my blouse. I smile, a spark of mischief igniting. Maybe I’ll go to the bar after all. Not to hook up, but to see if I still have it—to feel that thrill of being wanted. It’ll give me something juicy to tease David with when I get home. With a playful grin, I slip my black heels back on, leaving my blazer behind. My white blouse hugs my curves, the grey skirt accentuating my hips. I smooth my hair, take a deep breath, and head for the door, ready to test the waters.


































Chapter 2



The hotel bar is quieter than I expected for a Tuesday evening, the soft hum of conversation mingling with the clink of glasses. A handful of patrons dot the restaurant area, while a few others—mostly businessmen in suits—lounge at the bar or scattered tables. I choose a corner table, tucking myself away, and order a large glass of Pinot Grigio and a chicken Caesar salad. The crisp wine hits my tongue, soothing the day’s tension as I scan the room, feeling the subtle thrill of being noticed. A man at the bar glances my way, his eyes lingering on my legs before flicking back to his drink. I smile to myself, savoring the attention, knowing it’ll make for a spicy story to share with David.

My meal arrives, and I eat slowly, the wine loosening my nerves. By the time I finish, I’m ready for another glass, so I head to the bar, my heels clicking softly on the polished floor. I’m barely settled on a stool when a man approaches—rare, since most men just look and smile. I’ve turned down maybe three drink offers in all my years of business trips, always keeping things polite but firm. Tonight, though, I’m in a playful mood. Why not let this guy’s ego inflate a bit? It’ll be fun to tease David with the details later.

“Mind if I join you?” he asks, his voice smooth, carrying an educated but approachable accent. He’s older—mid-fifties, I’d guess—with neatly styled grey hair and a handsome face etched with confidence. His navy pinstripe suit fits him perfectly, accentuating his tall, slim frame.

I hesitate, then smile. “Sure. I’m Clara.”

“James,” he says, his grin warm as he slides onto the stool beside me. “Delighted to meet you. Can I get you a drink?” He signals the barman before I can answer, his ease disarming.

“Pinot Grigio, thanks,” I say, deciding to play along. He tells the barman to add it to his tab, shrugging off his jacket with a casual grace that screams experience.

“So, Clara,” he says, settling in, “long day, or are you just fed up with hotels like me?”

I laugh softly, sipping my wine. “A bit of both. I don’t travel much, but there’s not exactly a lot to do in a hotel on a weekday.”

“Oh, I don’t know about that,” he says, his grin turning playful, a glint in his eyes. “Plenty of ways to pass the time.” He nods at my left hand, where my wedding rings catch the light. “Family at home?”

“Yeah,” I say, glancing at my rings, a mix of pride and mischief swirling in my chest. “You?” I nod at his wedding band.

“A wife, but the kids are grown and gone,” he replies, his smile suggesting he’s not entirely tied down. The conversation flows easily—James is funny, sharp, his compliments subtle but flattering. He doesn’t come off as sleazy, just confident, like he’s done this dance before. I find myself enjoying it, amused by his assumption that he might charm me into something more. He has no idea I’m using him to fuel a story for David.

I accept another drink, feeling the wine’s warmth spread through me. The buzz makes me bolder, and I lean into the flirtation, my skin tingling as James’s gaze lingers on my lips, my neck, the curve of my blouse. He steals glances at my chest but mostly holds my eyes when he speaks, his blue gaze—did I miss that before?—intense and inviting. My heart beats faster, my body responding to the attention in ways I haven’t felt in years. It’s exhilarating, like stepping back into a version of myself from before David, before kids.

“I need to use the ladies’ room,” I say, excusing myself, my head spinning with wine and something else—arousal, maybe, or the thrill of the game. In the bathroom, I lock myself in a stall, my skirt and panties around my ankles, and pull out my phone to text David. Met a guy at the bar. He’s buying me drinks. Flirty but nice. Feeling a bit naughty. My thumb hovers over the send button, a flicker of guilt hitting me. Am I cheating? James hasn’t made a move yet, but the air between us is charged, and I sense it’s coming.

David’s reply is quick: You’re teasing me, aren’t you? I laugh, texting back, Swear it’s true. He’s older, charming. Haven’t said yes to anything… yet. His response makes my breath catch: Go for it, Clara. You’re my hotwife. Have fun. I stare at the screen, my pulse racing. He’s serious, and the nickname—hotwife—sends a jolt through me, equal parts excitement and nerves.

Back at the mirror, I’m flushed, my cheeks pink with anticipation. I want James—not just because he’s attractive, but because I can. The thought of crossing that line, of turning David’s fantasy into reality, makes my skin prickle. I fuss with my hair, debating whether to let it fall over my shoulders or keep it back. I settle on letting it frame my face, then dig out my red lipstick, touching up my lips for a sultrier look. On impulse, I undo another button on my blouse, revealing a hint more cleavage. It feels daring, reckless.

As I return to the bar, James’s grin widens, his eyes roaming my legs, my body, pausing at the newly exposed skin. “You look even more stunning,” he says, his tone frisky. He places a hand on my knee—his first touch—and I shiver, caught between nerves and desire.

“Another drink, Clara?” he asks, his fingers lingering.

I hesitate, my stomach churning. “Maybe we could take a round to my room,” I say, my voice barely steady. “Continue this on my balcony?”

His smile grows. “Wherever you prefer. Let me hit the restroom first.”

“Okay,” I say, my face burning. I text David again: He’s coming to my room. I think it’s happening. His reply is instant: I love you. Trust you. Have fun, my hotwife. My heart pounds as James returns, orders two more drinks, and we head for the elevator, the barman’s knowing smirk searing into me. The ride up is silent, the air thick with what’s about to unfold.
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