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      Ethan threw a scrap of black fabric onto my open suitcase. It landed right on top of my sensible hiking socks.

      I picked it up with two fingers. It was barely a dress. It was more like a fishing net made of black mesh. I looked at my husband. He was leaning against the bedroom doorframe with that smug grin I absolutely adored.

      “Are we going to a lake house or a European nightclub?” I asked. I held the mesh up to the light. It was completely see through.

      “We are going to Tahoe,” Ethan said. He pushed off the doorframe and walked toward me. “And you are wearing that on Saturday night.”

      My stomach did a very familiar flip. We had been married for six years. We had the house, the golden retriever, and the perfectly normal suburban life. But behind closed doors, Ethan liked to share. We had dipped our toes into the hotwife lifestyle last year in Vegas. A guy at a hotel bar. Ethan watching from the corner chair. It was the hottest night of my life.

      But Tahoe was different. This was a week long rental with four of his old college rugby teammates.

      “I cannot wear this around Noah and the guys,” I said. My voice betrayed me. It sounded breathy and weak.

      Ethan stepped up behind me. He wrapped his arms around my waist and pulled my back flush against his chest. I could feel how hard he was through his jeans.

      “You are going to wear exactly what I tell you to wear,” he whispered. He brushed my hair aside and kissed the sensitive skin right behind my ear. “And they are going to look at my gorgeous wife and lose their fucking minds.”

      I melted against him. I could not help it. The man owned me. He slid one hand down my stomach and slipped it right into my sweatpants. I was already completely soaked.

      “You like that idea, don’t you Chloe?” He rubbed his thumb over my clit, right through my cotton panties.

      “Yes,” I gasped. I dropped the mesh dress back into the suitcase. I grabbed his forearm to steady myself.

      “Tell me what you are,” he demanded. He pressed his thumb harder, moving in slow, agonizing circles.

      “I am your good girl,” I whimpered.

      “Try again.” He pinched my nipple through my shirt with his free hand.

      “I am your slut,” I corrected immediately. I had zero pride when he touched me like this. None.

      Ethan chuckled. The sound vibrated against my back. “Exactly. You are my beautiful, shared wife. And this weekend, I am going to let my friends see exactly how lucky I am.”

      He slid his fingers under the elastic of my panties. He found my wetness and pushed two fingers deep inside me. I arched my back and let out a loud moan. I needed this. I had been anticipating this trip for two months. The packing, the planning, the nervous energy. It was all boiling over.

      I rolled my hips against his hand. I was so close. The orgasm was building in my chest, tight and heavy. I opened my mouth to beg him to let me finish.

      He pulled his fingers out.

      I actually whined. A pathetic, needy little sound.

      “Zip up the bag, Chloe,” Ethan said. He slapped my ass through the sweatpants, hard enough to leave a sting. “We have a four hour drive ahead of us. I want you aching the entire way there.”

      He walked out of the bedroom. I stood there, trembling, my heart hammering against my ribs. My pussy throbbed with every beat. I hated him for a split second. Then I looked down at the sheer black dress sitting on top of my hiking socks. A hot thrill washed over me. The anticipation was absolute torture, but it was the best kind of torture.

      I zipped the suitcase. It was going to be a very long car ride.

      The drive up the mountain was pure agony. Ethan kept his hand on my thigh the entire time. Every time I shifted in my seat, he would squeeze my leg or let his fingers brush dangerously close to my center. He was a master at psychological edging. By the time we pulled into the gravel driveway of the massive A-frame cabin, I was practically vibrating.

      The house was stunning. Floor to ceiling windows overlooking the lake, a huge wrap around deck, and a hot tub steaming in the crisp mountain air.

      Three guys were already on the deck holding beers. I recognized Noah right away. He was tall, built like a brick wall, and had this permanent smirk on his face. Next to him was Wyatt, the quiet one with intense eyes, and Dave, who was currently laughing loudly at something Noah said.

      My chest tightened. These were his best friends. I had hosted them for Thanksgiving dinner. I had made them mashed potatoes. Now I was supposed to be their freeuse toy for the weekend?

      “Ethan,” I whispered. I grabbed his arm before he could open his car door. Panic suddenly spiked in my throat. “Wait. What exactly did you tell them?”

      Ethan turned to me. His expression softened. This was why I trusted him. He always knew exactly when to push and when to hold me.

      “I told them my wife is the sexiest woman on the planet,” he said softly. He cupped my cheek. “I told them I want to show you off. And I told them they can look, touch, and take whatever they want, as long as you give the green light.”

      I swallowed hard. “All of them?”

      “Only if you want it,” he promised. “You hold all the cards, Chloe. You are in complete control of how far this goes. But I know what you want.”

      He was right. I was terrified, but the wetness pooling in my panties proved he knew me better than I knew myself. I took a deep breath and nodded.

      “Okay,” I said. “Let’s go say hi.”

      We got out of the car. The guys cheered when they saw Ethan. There were back slaps and hugs. Then they turned to me. The energy shifted immediately. It was not the polite, friendly vibe from Thanksgiving. Their eyes were heavy. They looked me up and down, taking in my tight jeans and my fitted sweater.

      Noah stepped forward. He did not go for a polite hug. He grabbed my waist with both hands and pulled my back flush against his chest. He smelled like pine needles and expensive cologne.

      “God, you look amazing, Chloe,” Noah murmured. His voice was low, meant just for me. He pressed his lips right against my neck, lingering for a full second before pulling back.

      I gasped quietly. My eyes darted to Ethan.

      Ethan was standing two feet away. He was watching Noah kiss my neck. He did not look angry. He looked incredibly turned on. He gave me a slow, deliberate nod.

      The message was clear. The rules were gone. The weekend had officially started.

      
      Noah pulled back. His hands lingered on my hips for just a second too long. I felt a flush creeping up my chest.

      “Let us get you guys settled,” Dave said. He grabbed my suitcase from the trunk. He hauled it up the wooden stairs effortlessly.

      The cabin was gorgeous inside. Exposed beams. A massive stone fireplace. A kitchen island big enough to sleep on.

      I followed Dave down the hallway to the primary bedroom. Ethan stayed behind to talk to Noah and Wyatt in the living room.

      Dave set the suitcase on the king bed. He turned around. He did not leave the room. He just stood there, looking at me.

      “Need help unpacking?” Dave asked. His voice was casual. His eyes were not.

      “I think I can manage,” I said. My fingers fumbled with the zipper. I pulled the suitcase open.

      The black mesh dress was sitting right on top.

      Dave looked down at it. A slow, wicked smile spread across his face. “Looks like Ethan was not exaggerating.”

      I felt my face get hot. “Exaggerating about what?”

      “About how generous he is going to be this weekend,” Dave murmured. He stepped closer. He reached out and picked up the mesh fabric. His knuckles brushed against my wrist. A jolt of electricity shot up my arm.

      “You are going to look incredible in this,” Dave said. He dropped the dress back onto my clothes. “I cannot wait to see it on you. Or off you.”

      He winked. He walked out of the room.

      I let out a breath I did not know I was holding. Holy shit. This was really happening.

      I unpacked quickly. I needed a drink. I walked back out to the kitchen.

      Ethan was pouring shots of tequila. Wyatt was cutting limes. Noah was leaning against the counter.

      “There she is,” Ethan said. He slid a shot glass across the granite island toward me. “Drink up, Chloe.”

      I picked up the glass. “What are we toasting to?”

      “To sharing,” Noah said. He raised his glass. He kept his eyes locked on mine.

      We threw the tequila back. It burned in the best way possible. The liquid courage hit my stomach. I licked the lime wedge. Wyatt watched my tongue with extreme focus.

      Wyatt was the quiet one. He had dark hair and these intense, analytical eyes. He looked like the kind of guy who read classic books and could also fix a transmission. It was a very dangerous combination.

      “You missed a spot,” Wyatt said softly.

      Before I could grab a napkin, Wyatt reached across the island. He pressed his thumb to the corner of my mouth. He wiped away a stray drop of tequila. He did not pull his hand away. He slid his thumb over my bottom lip, pressing down just enough to make my mouth open slightly.

      I froze. Ethan was standing right next to me. He was watching Wyatt touch my mouth. Ethan took a slow sip of his beer. He looked completely relaxed.

      Wyatt pulled his thumb back. He sucked the drop of tequila off his own skin. He did not break eye contact with me once.

      My core throbbed. The edging from the car ride was back in full force.

      “So,” Noah said. He clapped his hands together. “Hot tub? I think we all need to unwind.”

      “Sounds perfect,” Ethan agreed. He turned to me. “Go put a swimsuit on, Chloe. Make it a small one.”

      I walked back to the bedroom. My legs felt slightly unsteady. The power dynamic in that kitchen was intoxicating. Three men orbiting around me. My husband orchestrating the entire thing.

      I dug through my bag. I bypassed the sensible one piece. I found the bikini Ethan had bought me last summer. It was a ridiculous scrap of red fabric. The bottoms were essentially a string. The top barely covered my nipples.

      I stripped off my clothes. I slid the bikini on. I looked in the full length mirror. I looked like a desperate housewife trying way too hard on vacation. I absolutely loved it.

      I grabbed a towel and walked out to the back deck.

      The crisp mountain air hit my bare skin. It made my nipples pebble instantly against the thin red fabric. The guys were already in the steaming water.

      They stopped talking the second I walked outside.

      Three heads turned. Six eyes locked onto my body. Total silence.

      Ethan smiled proudly. He patted the empty spot on the bench right next to him. “Come here, baby.”

      I dropped my towel. I stepped into the hot water. The heat felt amazing on my tense muscles. I sat down next to Ethan. The water bubbled around my chest.

      Noah was sitting directly across from me. He leaned forward. His forearms rested on his knees underwater. “That is a great color on you, Chloe.”

      “Thank you,” I said
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