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​Dedication
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This book is dedicated to lovers who play in and out of the bedroom, those who never stop playing, and those who desire to please their partners and get off on getting their partner off, plus celebrate who they truly are because that’s how it should be. Mutual pleasure is mutual bliss.

This book is an erotic romance, please read and enjoy it knowing this is the genre it is in.

Marinate in your sexuality daily.
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LANEY RAISED HER TOP half out of the tub. The hot water was a bit too hot, and she needed a few moments to cool down. She smiled deeply as John appeared with a glass of white wine. “For you, my love,” he said with a pleasant expression, looking distinguished and sexy, with a bit grayer above his right ear. 

Laney noted his cock was already nice and full. She intentionally stared at his crotch and asked, “Do I get what’s in there before Anderson arrives? Or do I have to wait?”

He smirked and caressed her cheek. “You will have to wait, my love.”

She pouted. “But you love me satiated, and I’m horny.”

“Yes, true.” He sat on the edge of the tub, his fresh, sea-breezy cologne wafting off his body. “But I also love you edged.” His smile was knowing and full of secrets.

“When do I get to know ... anything ... about tonight?” She knew her tone was coming out impatient and bratty, but that was sort of the point. She wanted to twist him to her will, as she so often did.

“All in good time, baby. First things first. I want you freshly bathed and relaxed. Don’t worry about a thing. You’ve got dinner prepped and now you are getting ready for Anderson to come fuck you. That’s all you need to do.” He patted her head like she was a dog. “Now, enjoy that wine and soak that pussy. Pamper her, because she’s going to take a massive pounding in a short while.” He smiled so big that she couldn’t protest.

She wanted that badly.

Being a hotwife, with John in control, has satiated them both on a level she hadn’t thought possible. His admitting his neglect of her and apologizing had been the first step. At times, she was shocked she did this with John at all, and even more flabbergasted that she loved it. 

He also had come to love helping her doll up for sex dates. It was like he was packaging her up in a sexy way for the man who would fuck her, but it was for Laney, too. She loved looking sexy, it made her feel sexier. Not that she was an object, not that she would ever be okay with truly only being a sex object, but yet she loved being objectified and desired for just sex. It was an odd mix she wasn’t sure she even understood of herself. But she couldn’t deny its existence. She didn’t need a psychology degree. She just knew it all made her come like neverending waterfalls.

“Thank you for the wine, lover.” She took a sip and gave him her feelings of lust and appreciation on full blast in her gaze up at him.

“You are a gorgeous beauty in this tub. I have plans, but I might be changing them. You look like a delicious sex goddess in that tub.” He stroked her arm, then reached to give her right nipple some loving touches.

“Oh, do tell?” Laney coaxed.

“Nope. I’m still formulating.” He’d become a true stag to her vixen. John stood up and pulled his cock out. “Suck the tip.”

With a wine-coated mouth, she set her glass down and positioned herself on her knees in the tub. Her breasts swung as she shimmied her shoulders.

“Might need a titty fuck now, too.” He grinned down at her, his erect cock red and purplish, packed to the brim with blood.

She attacked his cock head with her mouth and rapidly pumped her orifice up and down while alternating between stroking his shaft and balls. She knew he’d be edging, sporting a raging, never fully waning erection, for hours before he’d actually fuck her. The blowjob was a courting dance to their end-of-day fuck, which also included Anderson railing her into a multitude of orgasms while John directed the show. Laney at least knew the skeleton of the date.

He handed her the waterproof G spot toy and said, “Put this in while you suck my cock, but don’t you come yet.” He was stern. 

He grabbed his phone as he groaned. He took a step back so his cock would fall out of her mouth. “Whew, gotta slow the fuck down.” He smirked sheepishly. “You are too damn sexy. I need to be done with that. Keep the toy in. I’m going downstairs to keep working on preparations for Anderson’s arrival. I’ll be pleasuring you from down there.” He zipped up his pants and waved his phone at her. “Obey me. Don’t come.”

“I won’t, Daddy. I promise.” It was foreign for him to tell her not to come. He was usually trying to get her to climax as many times as her body could handle.

He waved and blew her a kiss, then disappeared around the corner.

She sank back into the tub and took a sip of wine. Life hadn’t looked like it would end up like this. In fact, the big D had been a permanent structure in her brain, but she was loving her new version. She wouldn’t return to how things were before for anything. 

The toy’s strength flared, and she lurched forward, almost spilling her wine.

“Holy fuck,” she muttered.

“Don’t come,” John hollered from the floor below.

“Easier said than done, my lovely man.” She grinned with humility. He knew how to push her buttons; he’d become the master to the instrument of her pussy. But it had taken some time, and trust. She glanced at the sexy dress he had picked out for her to wear. He’d gotten so into creating her sexpot image, even taking to choosing outfits, shoes, lingerie, and jewelry. She loved it all. It was like he was pampering her with all the attention, and it was the secret sauce that had been missing from their marriage. Well, that and about a hundred other things.

She loved the low-cut red dress and wondered how long it would realistically stay on her body. Not that it mattered. The plan was that she’d cook for the three of them while the men chilled out. She wanted to pamper them this way and had said so when John had offered to help with dinner. Food prep had become her passion, as had the presentation of it. She couldn’t get enough of the new exploration and had considered even creating a cookbook of romantic dinner ideas, complete with sex acts to go along with them. She hadn’t told John her idea yet, but with his new attitude, she suspected he would be cheering her along on the sidelines. The impression of him perhaps being that way was exciting in and of itself.

The toy’s peak was pulsed through her vagina again and she moaned out, slapping her right hand to the side of the tub with a smack. This was going to be very hard to prevent climaxing if he kept this up. But she was up for the challenge. It meant she’d be a raging inferno of a cougar to come when Anderson came to play.

Images of Anderson working in their backyard spilled into her brain as her husband fluctuated the pulses of the toy inside her. His bulging flannel shirts, his stretched t-shirts, and his lovely man ass encased in tight jeans all raged her libido. The man was sexy on a level few men were. He was strong, yet polite, and had fucked her to rag doll status over the wood pile to a level her desire hadn’t even dreamt was possible. He was the kind of man who could fuck a woman like a whore and cradle her like a newly bloomed flower. And he easily transformed between the two, slick as ice cubes on water. John had a level of that these days too, but it was rawer and purer in Anderson, with the zest and the crystalline energy of youth. Likely it was just his nature as well; he’d make a very good dominant of his own. But in her experience, most youngsters were too selfish to broach that level of masculine sexual mastery in their early years.

She pressed her now swollen clit, remembering how Anderson had railed her over the rough logs while John had filmed them. What could possibly top that combination of aggressive raw lust and blissful exhibitionistic satiation? Laney wasn’t sure, but she was more than ready to find out.

The toy stopped buzzing her. Then she got a text.

It was from John.

John: Take a selfie of yourself in the tub and send it to me and to Anderson.

Oh! She liked this part of the game. She proceeded to pose and took ten selfie pictures of her face and
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