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      I am sweating right through my favorite sundress.

      The waiting room at Westside Auto smells exactly like burnt rubber and cheap stale coffee. The plastic chair is sticking to my thighs. My husband, David, insisted I bring my SUV here. He said the dealership rips us off. He said this place was highly recommended.

      So here I am on a Friday afternoon. Staring at a faded poster of a spark plug.

      My phone buzzes in my lap. It is a text from my best friend, Sarah. She is still hyperventilating over the secret I told her at brunch.

      Sarah: I still cannot believe David actually said that. Are you seriously going to do it?

      I type back a quick reply.

      Me: I do not know. It is crazy. We have a great marriage.

      Sarah: A great marriage where your husband wants you to sleep with other men and tell him about it. That is a whole new level of great.

      I lock my screen and sigh. David dropped the bomb last weekend after a couple of glasses of wine. He wants an open marriage. But only on my end. He used the word hotwife. I thought he was joking. I laughed. He did not laugh.

      He wants me to find someone. He wants me to let a stranger take control. Then he wants me to come home and spill every filthy detail while he watches me.

      It is the most insane thing I have ever heard. I am thirty two. I work in HR. I buy organic vegetables and listen to true crime podcasts. I do not just go out and hook up with random guys.

      But a tiny, awful part of my brain loves the idea. The thought of zero strings and pure permission is intoxicating. I just have no idea how a normal woman even starts a conversation like that.

      The heavy metal door to the garage creaks open.

      A man walks in. He is wiping black grease off his hands with a red rag. He is tall. Broad shoulders stretched tight under a dark gray work shirt. The name patch on his chest says Leo.

      My breath actually hitches.

      He has dark hair pushed back out of his face and a thick layer of stubble. His forearms are corded with muscle and covered in faded black ink. He looks like he could pick up the front end of my car by himself.

      He is the exact opposite of David. David wears tailored suits. David has soft hands. Leo looks like he eats nails for breakfast.

      He tosses the rag on the counter and looks right at me. His eyes are a striking, piercing hazel.

      “You belong to the white SUV?” His voice is a low rumble. It vibrates right in my chest.

      “I do,” I say. I try to sound normal. My voice comes out entirely too breathless.

      He leans against the counter. He crosses those massive arms. “You have a busted strut. Going to take a couple of hours to get the part and swap it out. You can wait here or come back.”

      I swallow hard. The AC in here is barely working, but suddenly I feel incredibly hot. I look at him. Really look at him. There is a heavy, dark energy radiating off this guy. He knows he is gorgeous. He knows exactly what I am doing right now.

      “I guess I will wait,” I say.

      His eyes drop down to my hands resting in my lap. He stares right at my left ring finger. A slow, wicked smirk spreads across his face.

      “Your husband know you are sitting in a sweltering garage on a Friday afternoon?”

      The question is loaded. It hangs in the air between us. Normal mechanics do not ask about your husband with that tone of voice.

      Sarah’s text echoes in my head. Are you seriously going to do it?

      I look back at Leo. My heart is suddenly pounding against my ribs like a trapped bird. My mouth goes completely dry. This is it. This is the moment I either brush it off or jump off the cliff.

      I uncross my legs. I sit up a little straighter.

      “My husband sent me here,” I say smoothly. “He is actually very generous about what I do with my afternoons.”

      Leo does not blink. The smirk fades into something much sharper. Something primal. The air in the tiny waiting room suddenly feels too thick to breathe.

      “Generous,” he repeats. He rolls the word around in his mouth like a piece of hard candy. “Does generous mean he lets you play?”

      I cannot believe this is happening. I am practically vibrating. I nod slowly.

      “It means,” I say, keeping my eyes locked on his, “that I have absolute permission.”

      Leo pushes off the counter. He walks slowly toward me. Every step is deliberate. He stops right in front of my chair. He is so close I can smell motor oil, sweat, and cheap cedar cologne. It is the most intoxicating scent I have ever encountered.

      He reaches down. His fingers are rough and calloused. He hooks one finger under my chin and tilts my head up.

      “A hotwife in my lobby,” he murmurs. “Must be my lucky day.”

      I shiver. The contact sends a jolt of pure electricity straight down to my core. I am instantly wet. It is embarrassing how fast my body reacts to his touch.

      “I need to show you exactly what is wrong with your car,” he says quietly. “Come in the back.”

      He drops his hand and turns toward the heavy metal door. He does not look back to see if I am following. He just expects obedience.

      I stand up. My legs are completely like jelly. I am going into the back of a garage with a stranger. I am a respectable, married HR manager. And I am walking into the dark because a mechanic told me to.

      I push through the heavy door. The garage is huge and cavernous. The noise of air tools and classic rock radio echoes off the concrete walls. My SUV is parked in the far back corner on a hydraulic lift.

      Leo leads me into a small, enclosed tool room behind the lift. There are no windows. The walls are lined with wrenches and belts. He shuts the door behind us. The heavy click of the lock sounds like a gunshot.

      “There is nothing wrong with my car, is there?” I whisper.

      Leo backs me up against a tall metal toolbox. His hands land flat on the metal on either side of my head, trapping me. He leans in close. His mouth is an inch from my ear.

      “Your car is fine,” he breathes. “But your husband called me yesterday. Paid me double my hourly rate to keep you thoroughly entertained while he is stuck in meetings.”

      My brain short circuits.

      David set this up. He orchestrated the entire thing. He found this place. He found this man. He paid for my fantasy. The realization hits me like a freight train. The guilt I did not even know I was holding completely vaporizes. I am not cheating. I am participating in a game my husband designed just for me.

      “Did he tell you what I like?” I ask. My voice is shaking.

      Leo chuckles. The sound is dark and rough. He presses his hips flush against mine. I can feel the hard, thick ridge of his cock pressing right against the thin cotton of my sundress.

      “He told me you need a firm hand,” Leo says. He brings one hand up and grips my throat. Not hard enough to hurt, but firm enough to prove he is entirely in control. “He told me you need to be used.”

      I gasp. My inner muscles clench violently. I have never been spoken to like this. David is gentle. David is careful. This man is a predator.

      “Please,” I whimper. It slips out before I can stop it. I am begging a stranger.

      “Oh, we are going to take our time, sweetheart,” Leo says. He traces his thumb over my bottom lip. “And my apprentice is going to help. He has been watching you through the glass since you walked in.”

      The doorknob rattles. I jump.

      The door swings open. A younger guy steps inside and locks the door behind him. He has shaggy blonde hair and grease smudges on his cheeks. He looks like a college athlete who decided to work on engines instead. He is holding a heavy wrench, which he sets down on a workbench.

      “This is Wyatt,” Leo says casually. He does not let go of my throat. “Wyatt, say hello to David’s wife.”

      Wyatt looks me up and down. His eyes are hungry. “Hello, David’s wife.”

      I am trapped between a mountain of a man and his gorgeous apprentice in a locked tool room. I am supposed to be reviewing payroll spreadsheets right now. Instead, I am about to be shared by two mechanics.

      “Take her dress off, Wyatt,” Leo commands.

      Wyatt steps forward. He does not hesitate. He reaches for the hem of my sundress. I lift my arms automatically, surrendering completely to the madness.

      Wyatt pulls the dress over my head and drops it on the dirty concrete floor. I am standing in my matching black lace bra and panties. Under the harsh fluorescent lights of the tool room, I feel incredibly exposed. And incredibly slutty.

      Leo’s eyes darken. He releases my throat and runs his rough palms over my bare shoulders, down my arms, and settles heavily on my hips. The contrast of his dark, grease stained hands against my pale skin makes my breath catch.

      “Look at this,” Leo says to Wyatt. “Perfect little corporate wife. Served up on a platter.”

      Wyatt reaches out. He traces a finger along the lace edge of my bra. “She is shaking.”

      “She is excited,” Leo corrects him. He looks right into my eyes. “Tell us how excited you are.”

      “I want it,” I whisper. My face is burning, but I cannot stop the words. “I want you both to use me.”

      “Good girl,” Leo growls.

      That single phrase sends a spike of pure adrenaline straight down my spine.

      Wyatt reaches behind my back. With a quick flick of his wrist, my bra unclasps. He pulls it away, leaving my breasts bare. The cool air in the garage hits my nipples, making them instantly peak into hard little points.

      Leo groans. He drops to his knees right in front of me.

      I gasp in shock as he grabs my thighs and pulls me flush against his face. He buries his face in my black panties, inhaling deeply.

      “Smells like she is ready,” Leo mutters against the fabric. He hooks his fingers into the waistband of my underwear and pulls them down in one swift motion.

      I step out of them. I am completely naked in a tool room.

      Wyatt steps right up behind me. I can feel the heat radiating off his body. He presses his chest against my bare back. His hands slide around my waist and up to cup my breasts. He squeezes them firmly, rolling my stiff nipples between his thumbs.

      “Oh god,” I moan, letting my head fall back onto Wyatt’s shoulder.

      Leo looks up at me from his knees. His hazel eyes are burning. “Open your legs.”

      I obey instantly. I spread my feet wider on the concrete.

      Leo leans forward and presses his open mouth right against my dripping center. His tongue is hot and rough. He drags it right up my slit and swirls it directly over my clit.

      I cry out. The sound bounces off the metal walls. My hands reach down automatically to grab his dark hair, holding him against me.

      Wyatt chuckles behind me. “Loud little thing, isn’t she?”

      “Keep her busy,” Leo mumbles against my wetness, before diving back in.
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