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Dr. Hannah Martinez, a celebrated plastic surgeon, entrepreneur, and legendary amateur adult entertainment star, adds the “Adventurous Liaisons” 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.

In “Adventurous Liaisons” Hannah brings to life the memories shared with her from other couples, men, and women, as they open their sexual Pandora Box.

Chapter One

Aspen
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Aspen is vibrating—literally shaking—in the tall-backed barstool in her suite’s sitting room, two hands clamped around her phone, screen locked on the last hateful text from her husband. This is the fifth fight today. Four words. Each word a lash. 

Never thought you’d do it.

The white heat of her anger flushes all the way to her ears, a chemical rage that doesn’t recede but sits in her chest, burning. She throws her phone across the leather sofa, listens to it bounce and clatter to the carpet, then stands. Her reflection in the wide hotel mirror is not that of a woman on the verge of breakdown; it is, instead, the cool, precise mask of a killer.

She is fifty years old—almost exactly, three weeks since the candles—and looks every inch the Greek goddess. Blonde hair, thick and lasciviously healthy, is clipped back in a low chignon, exposing the muscular architecture of her throat and jaw. She’s always been pretty, always banked on it when the legal world wanted to ignore her, but tonight she is something else. 

The face is stunning, yes, but it’s the body that commands tribute: tall and thick with curves that could make a NASCAR skid, rippled with definition that shames the twenty-somethings who circle her daily in the firm’s fitness center. Her waist, a ruler’s ideal. Breasts: fake, but $30K worth of a Manhattan surgeon’s artistry—impossible to hide, so she never bothers. 

Her outfit is an act of cold calculation. Pale jeans, tailored within a micron of her skin, highlighting an ass that a dozen men have told her could stop traffic on the interstate. Soft pink shirt, fabric clinging, no bra. Savage. 

She adds a touch of mascara to eyes already rimmed in gold, one quick swipe of crimson to her lips. She looks like money, and she smells like Chanel No. 5 and fresh violence.

Aspen glances at the phone again, briefly considers smashing it, then tosses it into her purse instead. For a moment she just stands in the hush of the suite, palms pressed to the cool marble tabletop. She inhales, then exhales—long, controlled, martial-arts slow. She snaps her wedding ring off her finger. Hesitates. Put it back on, turning the diamond inward.

Then, she realizes it is the easiest way to get the attention she craves.

Putting on a thin, stylish leather jacket, she walks to the elevator with the loose, athletic gait of a woman who expects to own every eye in the room. She does not take the stairs; it’s Vegas, and in Vegas, elevators are cages for the beautiful and the damned. She rides down alone. The lobby is a chrome-and-glass shrine to make bad decisions. The air is scented with vanilla and just a trace of bleach.

The bar, The Drop, is tucked in one corner of the casino, half-hidden by giant potted palms and columns of backlit stone. Aspen glides through the doorway and into the cool blue dark. It’s 8:42 p.m. and the crowd is already lubricated. College boys in ugly golf shirts. Divorcées with desperate cleavage. A wall of glass faces the Strip, neon glimmering through, but Aspen isn’t here for the view.

She scans the room once. Then again, slower. She does not sit at the bar, not yet. She sees him almost immediately: young, sharp, maybe thirty, alone with a Manhattan and a phone at a high-top two tables in. Good jaw, brown hair cut close, athletic in a “used to play ball” way but more refined. Expensive watch, wedding ring gone but pale skin mark clear on his left hand. His suit is blue, tailored, not rental. Aspen chooses him, then moves.

She stalks toward his table and he sees her coming, but is slow to react, maybe caught off guard by the intent in her stride. Her breasts are a mirage. They bounce and jiggle in her shirt daring to turn those who stare into stone.

She stops directly in front of him, letting the silence stretch just long enough.

“You mind if I sit?” she asks, smile catnip but voice edged with steel.

He glances around, as if checking that she hasn’t mistaken him for someone else. “Please. Absolutely.” He’s got a great voice: warm, confident, not too deep.

Aspen slides onto the stool, crossing one leg over the other so the denim tugs up high on her thigh. She extends a hand. “Aspen.”

The man’s handshake is warm and firm, but not aggressive. “Brett.” He’s trying not to stare at her chest but can’t help it.

Aspen enjoys the effect. She asks, “What are you drinking?”

He gestures to the bartender. “Manhattan. You?”

She orders the same, leans back, folds her arms under her breasts so they rest heavy on the silk. There’s a moment—half a second—where she knows exactly what she is doing, and exactly how she looks. She could drag out the small talk, but she isn’t here for it.

“Business or pleasure, Brett?” she asks, running his name through her voice like honey over a spoon.

He considers, laughs. “A little of both, I guess. Sales conference.”

She glances at his phone, where a photo of a smiling brunette and two small girls is barely hidden behind a banking app. “Miss your wife?”

The question is a shot glass to the face. He blinks, then grins, sheepish. “Is it that obvious?”

“Doesn’t matter. I’m married, too.” She taps the diamond, still turned inward, against the glass. She spins it to show him. His eyes pop at the expense of such an object. More than her breasts.

“I’ve had a bad day and am just looking for a soothing evening so, no pressure.”

The drinks arrive. Aspen sips hers, holds the gaze. Brett is doing that thing men do when they are not sure if they are the mouse or the snake. 

She toys with the olive, plucks it from the glass, puts it in her mouth whole. “Why are you sitting alone?” she asks, feigning genuine interest.

Brett shrugs. “My wife’s in California. I thought I’d behave myself tonight.”

Aspen’s laugh is not unkind, but it is a little dangerous. “And yet here you are, drinking in a hotel bar.” She leans forward, voice softer. “Are you really that well-behaved, Brett?”

He doesn’t answer for a beat. “Depends on who’s asking.”

“Someone who needs a favor.” She uncrosses her legs and recrosses the other way, so the jeans dig in new and the silk slides along the points of her breasts. “Would you like to do me a favor, Brett?”

He’s nervous now, can’t disguise it. “What kind?”

Aspen’s hand moves under the table, slow and unambiguous, and lands just above his knee. Her palm is warm, and the gesture is calculated to shock but not threaten. She drags her nails in a line up his thigh, then stops.

“The kind,” she says, “where I use you for an hour, maybe two, and then we never see each other again.” Her pupils are wide, blue rings floating in a black ocean. “I’m not usually this direct, but it’s been a very long day.”

Brett’s entire body seems to light up under her touch. He is breathing hard, not quite panting, and she can see the bulge in his pants where her hand hovers, an inch from contact.

He swallows. “Do you always pick up strangers in bars?”

Aspen grins. “No. But tonight is a special occasion.” She pauses, savoring. “My husband just confessed to fucking his paralegal. For a year. He thinks I’m going to forgive him.”

She moves her hand and rests it back on the table, but the implied promise is as sharp as a razor.

Brett is speechless, for just a second. Then: “I’m really sorry. That’s... horrible.”

She shrugs. “I don’t want your sympathy. I want your body. And to be more direct, I want those soft, strong hands all over me. In fact, I want you to spank my anger away.”

He is silent, eyes wide. Then, finally: “Why me?”

Aspen leans in until she is close enough for him to taste the alcohol on her breath. “Because you look like the kind of man who knows what it means to get even.” She cocks her head. “Am I wrong?”

He manages a small, nervous laugh. “No. You’re not wrong.”

“And this is the first time I’ve done this so yes, you are special. I’m giving you full access to....all this.”

Aspen pushes her drink away, finishes the last of the Manhattan, and fixes him with a stare. “Let’s go to my room. Now or never. No pressure. This is real and you are going to get lucky.”

Brett does not hesitate. He stands, tossing a tip on the bar, and Aspen follows. They walk shoulder to shoulder through the casino, drawing glances from every angle. Her ass, swaying in pale denim, is a call to arms for half the men in the room.

“Are you thinking about what you want to do to me?”

“I am.”

“I really want to feel those hands on me, you know that?”

“I’m very happy you feel that way,” he said.

They step into the elevator. Aspen waits until the doors close before turning to Brett, one hand flat against his chest. “You’re not going to regret this,” she says, and pulls him down, just enough to brush his lips with hers. The kiss is gentle, almost tender, but there is nothing soft about the grip she takes on his bicep, or the promise in her eyes.

They do not speak again until the doors open, and Aspen leads the way to her suite.

She swipes the card, pushes the door open, and steps inside. Then she turns, grabs Brett by the waist of his pants, and yanks him in after her. The door slams.

She is the first to speak, dropping all pretense. “I want you to undress me,” she says, “but slowly. I want to feel your hands all over my body.” Her fingers trail up his shirt, stop at his collar, and unbutton one button at a time. “And then,” she whispers, “I want you to fuck me so hard I forget my husband’s name.”

Brett is shaking, not with nerves but with anticipation. 

“Aspen, I’ve never seen a woman as sexy as you, seriously.”

“You are so sweet.”

He reaches for her, pulls her close, and the next kiss is nothing like the one in the elevator: this is primal, a hungry collision of teeth and tongue and the need to devour. Aspen moans, low and needy, her fingers raking up his chest, down to his belt, unfastening him in less than a heartbeat.

She steps back, chest heaving, and holds her arms out. “Strip me,” she commands. “All of it.”

Brett peels off her jacket, slow as she asked. Then he attempts to pull off her shirt. The fabric snags on the swell of her breasts, which bounce down wildly, jiggling like a waterbed. 

He traces the line of her clavicle down to the edge of her breast, letting the tips of his finger trace her big, shapely orb.

“My God, Aspen, these are insane.”

Her tits are glorious, round and proud, nipples taut and already flushed. His hands are on her tight, taught waist and he slides them slowly up until his hands overflow. He pushes her against the wall. He palms them, thumbs circling her areolas, then bends to suck one into his mouth.

Aspen’s gasp is a drawn-out shiver. “Harder,” she hisses, digging her nails into his back.

Brett obliges, sucking and biting until the nipple is deep rose. He kisses down her stomach, knuckles brushing the button of her jeans. Aspen’s hips roll into him, wordless invitation.

She watches him with that same predator’s stare as he kneels, tugs the jeans down her thighs inch by inch. She is bare underneath—no panties, waxed smooth, slit already glistening. He looks up, reverent, and she grins. “Like what you see?”

He can barely manage speech. “You’re incredible.”

She puts her hands on his head, guides his face between her legs, and her taste is salt and silk and pure adrenaline. She clamps around his ears with her thighs, shuddering as his tongue circles her clit, then fucks her with it, deep and insistent. Aspen rides his face, head thrown back, both hands twisted in his hair, gasping out the word “Yes” over and over like a chant.

She pulls him up by the collar, lips shining with her own slick. “Bed. Now.”

Brett carries her, more than half-lifting, to the King bed. She pushes him back, strips him naked in three practiced moves, then mounts him, not slowly but with violent intent. Aspen rides, grinding down until she can feel every millimeter of him inside her. She bounces, bracing herself on his chest, and the wet slap of their bodies is louder than the moans.

Brett grabs her ass, kneading the muscle, then brings his hand down, hard, a single spank that echoes through the room. Aspen snarls with pleasure. “Again,” she orders, “harder.” He does. The skin glows red where his palm lands.

She fucks him with abandon, a furious energy, hair shaking loose from the chignon, face wild and alive. She bends, sucks his tongue into her mouth, then moves to his neck, nibbling his ear.

Brett is almost there, but Aspen wants it prolonged, so she clamps a hand around the base of his cock, squeezing until he groans and stops. She lifts off, panting. “On your knees,” he says, and she obeys.

She faces away, gets on all fours, and looks back at him over one perfect shoulder. “Fuck me from behind,” she growls. “Make it hurt.”

He lines up and thrusts, slamming into her so hard the headboard shudders. She screams—not in pain, but in triumph. He spanks her again, and the second handprint blooms beside the first.

The sound of their bodies is obscene, the slap and grind and Aspen’s moans mixing with the low, filthy encouragements she barks at him. “Harder. Deeper. Don’t stop.” He does not stop. He fucks her until she is shaking, clenching, and then, as she cums, she screams his name—loud enough that someone in the next room pounds on the wall.

She collapses forward, spent, but Brett flips her and drives back in, missionary now, her knees up to her shoulders. He kisses her again, desperately, losing control, and she wraps her legs around him, pulling him in.

“Cum in me,” Aspen commands, voice shredded by pleasure. “Now. I want it.” He does, finally, release. The orgasm is so hard he almost blacks out, jets inside her, the pulse so strong he sees stars.

After, she lays panting, his head on her chest, both covered in sweat and perfume and the musk of war.

Neither speaks for a long time. Then, Aspen, voice cracked but triumphant: “You did well, Brett.”

He laughs, out of breath. “You, too.”

With his cum oozing out of her, Brett fucks her face with his still hard cock. Her hand is a blur as she rubs her cum soaked clit and then, she explodes, nearly crying.

Back inside her, they fuck fast. They kiss as his cock ravages her. He is driving deep, fast, and hard. Brett looks down at her face. Sees her huge breasts bounce wildly. He knows this is so wrong, but
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