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      “Why do you always look like you’re prowling for men?” Naz asked, greeting her old friend with a tight hug.

      Cassie towered over her despite Naz’s heeled boots. But then, Cassie was wearing heels, too. Naz had grown used to most people being taller than her in forty-four years, but women weren’t generally so much taller. Cassie had to be over six feet tall in those heels.

      “Who says I’m not?”

      “I think your husband might have an issue with that.”

      “Marty knows who he married. He’s told me more than once that you don’t marry a tall, hot shiksa unless you want to show her off. I already ordered your drink.”

      “So sweet,” Naz replied, kissing her friend’s cheek, then rubbing at the faint, dark lip print she left with her thumb. “You always take such good care of me.”

      Cassie boosted back onto her barstool, making her large breasts bounce under the shimmery silver halter top. She was obviously braless. Marty had married the right woman if he wanted a wife that he could show off. Cassie turned heads wherever she went. Naz was a beautiful woman, but she always felt overshadowed when out with the tall, stunning blonde.

      “I’ll always take care of you. You’re the little sister I never had.”

      “Is that a height crack? We’re the same age.”

      “It’s not.” Cassie laughed and dragged an olive from her extra dirty martini off a toothpick with her teeth. “If anything, I’m jealous. Do you know how few men I could wear these heels with? Luckily, Marty doesn’t care, but most guys don’t want a woman who towers over them. How did you end up with such a tall husband, and I ended up with a guy who comes to my shoulder in heels?”

      “Because Marty is wonderful. And I think he likes scaling that tall, leggy body of yours.” Naz laughed and sipped her Manhattan. It was perfect. Cassie knew just what she liked. They’d been best friends since med school.

      “And you don’t like climbing that tall, ginger beefcake of yours? Don’t forget, I used to hear you guys behind closed doors—from the other side of our apartment.”

      “I don’t do much climbing these days, I’m afraid. Aiden is overwhelmed since that company bought his practice.”

      “Overwhelmed or not, he had to be all over you in that dress, Naz. I’m surprised you got out the door.”

      Naz would have loved to have texted Cassie that she was running late because Aiden had to have her, but her husband hardly noticed her outfit. And Naz looked good. She always dressed up to go out with Cassie. The emerald cocktail dress nicely draped her curves, gathering to a faux knot at her hip.

      Its neckline flashed just a hint of smooth, olive cleavage and highlighted the gold necklaces Naz always wore—two thin chains framing a small, stylized shorter necklace with her given name, Nazanin, in Farsi. She still felt boyish beside Cassie. Naz just couldn’t fill out a neckline the way her friend did. Most women couldn’t.

      “Aiden was busy with the twins when I left,” Naz lied. Their kids, seven-year-old twins, were over in the in-law suite with her parents. Calling it an in-law suite was a misnomer. Her parents had their own wing that was larger than some entire houses. The Abbasis did not scrimp.

      “Is there trouble between you lovebirds?”

      “Not trouble, just life. We’re busy. We have the twins, demanding careers, and all the stress that comes with that. We’re both fried at the end of the day.”

      “That’s no excuse to let your flame putter out. If it gets harder, you need to put in more effort.”

      “Are you telling me that you and Marty are still as hot and heavy as you were at the start of your marriage?”

      Cassie smiled. “I think it’s even hotter twenty years in.”

      “Maybe you need to share your secret.” One look at her sexy friend, and Naz thought she knew the Roth’s secret. That wasn’t fair. Naz knew she was still hot, too.

      Cassie drained her martini and gestured to the bartender for a fresh drink. Naz quickly downed hers so she wouldn’t have to wait for a refill. Their conversation needed another drink. These were the things she avoided thinking about. The blonde leaned closer and lowered her voice.

      “I know this isn’t quite your thing, but you need to be willing to get a little crazy sometimes. The only way to ensure it doesn’t get stale is to keep changing it up. Do things to remind each other how hot you are.”

      “I can get crazy, Cas. You know I’m not a stick in the mud.”

      “I know you weren’t. It was always hot how you were stealth slutty. But maybe you’ve let that uptight exterior creep into the inside.”

      “That’s not true. I haven’t changed that much. I’m just a grown-up now. It wouldn’t be appropriate to behave the way I did in college and med school.”

      “The Naz I knew in med school didn’t worry about being appropriate—at least if she could do it on the down low. Maybe you didn’t dress slutty, but the guys you brought back to our apartment knew the real you underneath that.”

      “Twenty-four-year-old Naz was working through a lot of issues with her mother,” she replied, knowing few of those had ever been resolved. They needed the help, but the decision to share space with her parents was deeply misguided. “And married women don’t drag men home from the bar.”

      The bartender brought their fresh drinks, and Cassie laid her hand over his and thanked him. He was a broad, beautiful Black man and couldn’t get enough of her big blue eyes—and big tits. Naz craved that kind of attention but would never act like Cassie did in public to get it. At least they wouldn’t have to wait for drinks.

      The women met in a swanky Center City bar packed with upwardly mobile young professionals. They always went somewhere nice for their girls’ nights out. They had a seven o’clock reservation at the city’s best Asian fusion restaurant after the bar. Naz lived for these nights when she could go out and feel young and carefree again. Looking around, Naz saw a lot of younger guys she would have loved to have dragged home.

      “Don’t they?” Cassie asked, pulling back Naz’s attention.

      “Not where I come from.” Naz laughed.

      “Don’t be so sure. I bet it’s going on all around you in that toney suburb. Ethical non-monogamy is all the rage these days.”

      Naz had seen the articles. She knew open marriages were having a moment, but not in her world. If her neighbors were sleeping with other people, they were cheating. Maybe things were different for Cassie’s friends. The Roths were the dream DINKs—dual income, no kids. They lived in a fabulous condo that overlooked the Parkway in Center City. Naz stayed over sometimes when their girls’ nights went too late.

      “Sorry, Cas, but that’s not our world. What kind of circles are you and Marty running in these days?”

      The blonde just smiled and sipped her fresh dirty martini.

      “Are you and Marty… No! Stop it!”

      “I didn’t say anything. I admit nothing. But Marty and I have always been open to trying new things, and you know better than anyone that he doesn’t mind sharing.”

      “Ohmygod, Cassie. Not so loud,” Naz replied in a rushed, hushed shout. She didn’t like being reminded of just how loose she was back then. She’d always thought that night only happened because medical school was so stressful, and they had to blow off steam. Naz still couldn’t believe she did that—with Cassie and Marty. “And that was very different. A drunken threesome among school friends is not the same as having an open marriage. So, are you…”

      “Marty and I are open to new experiences. We’re never going to fall into a rut again. We had a problem—well, not a problem, maybe a slowdown—a few years ago. It was right after he became the head of orthopedics, and the stress was killing him. We were both feeling disconnected, and we knew we had to do something.”

      “So, you became swingers?”

      “We are not swingers, Naz. And who needs to keep their voice down now?”

      “Sorry.”

      Cassie laughed. “Come on, you know I don’t care. Marty and I saw someone a few times. A therapist who specializes in this sort of thing.”

      “A sex therapist?” Naz could never. She’d die. And Aiden wasn’t even opening up to her. He’d never do it to a third party.

      “I don’t think she calls herself that, but sure. Do you want her number?”

      “No!”

      “I love how easy you blush. Anyway, she told us to give each other sexy challenges. And trust me, it turned everything around. You don’t realize how boring you’ve gotten until you start trying to have fun.”

      Cassie glowed just recalling it. Naz wanted to glow like that, but she couldn’t imagine her and Aiden giving each other sexy challenges—whatever that was. “Did she give you homework? Was it like assignments?”

      “Naz, sweetie, you’re so type-A. You want homework because you want to crush it, but it wasn’t that sort of thing. Whitney did offer to give us ideas, but she wanted us to try and come up with challenges on our own first.”

      “And you guys did?”

      “It was easy once we got rolling. I’m telling you, Naz, if you want to relight that spark, this will do it.”

      “Aiden would never go for something like that. I wouldn’t know where to begin, anyway.”

      “Make the first step a baby step. Marty challenged me to text him a sexy photo every day for a week. Random times. He wanted to be surprised.”

      “And you did that?” Naz tried to imagine sending her husband a nude selfie. The thought of being that daring gave her a tingle, but she could never. What if they got out?

      “It was so much fun. I dug out lingerie I hadn’t worn in ages.”

      “I don’t need all the details.”

      “After he collected them all, I made Marty pick a favorite. I recreated it in person and told him to jerk off for me.” Cassie smiled proudly and pressed the martini to her lips.

      Naz choked on her drink. She did not want to picture Marty jerking off while Cassie posed for him. That was even more unthinkable than texting Aiden nudes. She assumed he jerked off—at least he used to. His sex drive was stuck in neutral now. Regardless, she couldn’t imagine watching him do it. Would that be hot? she wondered.

      “There are decks of cards, and things like that you can buy if you don’t have any ideas.”

      “I’m not buying sex cards, Cas.”

      “Christmas is coming up. They’d be a great stocking stuffer. And then maybe Aiden would stuff…”

      “Don’t even. Aiden and I are very different from you and Marty. We just couldn’t.”

      “Start slow. Wear some Christmasy lingerie for him. Pose under the tree.”

      “You know my parents live there, too, right?”

      “They just walk in?”

      “You’ve met my mother. Do you think she respects my boundaries?”

      “Fair. I don’t know, Naz. You might have to step outside your comfort zone to jump-start your marriage.”

      Naz sighed and sipped her drink. She finished it and wanted Cassie to use her boobs to get another one. “I never said we needed to jump-start anything. It’s just a phase.”

      “Phases have a way of sticking around. Dead bedrooms just keep getting colder.”

      “Our bedroom is not dead,” Naz protested, thinking, maybe just a little comatose.

      “Get a toy for Christmas and have Aiden unwrap it on Christmas Eve after the kids—and your parents—are in bed.”

      “For him? Are there toys for guys?”

      “Oh sweet, Naz, you need to broaden your horizons. There are so many toys for guys. But it could be a toy for Aiden to use on you.”

      Naz coughed hard when she snorted her drink. Cassie was trying to kill her. Aiden would stare at her like she had three heads if she handed him a vibrator and asked him to use it on her. She was fairly certain he had no idea about the one hidden in the shoebox under the bed. Could she even lay there and let him do that to her? Naz thought she’d laugh the whole time.

      “Cas, I appreciate your help, but Aiden and I are going to be fine. I don’t think we need to gift each other sex toys.”

      “No, you just need him to gift you the D.”

      “Cassie!” Naz hated that it was true. Maybe she did need to put on a show to get Aiden’s attention again. Could she? Naz loved her husband and had always sworn she’d do anything for him. But that…

      “Really, Cas. We’re good.”

      “Just think about what I said.”

      “I will, but we’re going to miss our reservation if we don’t get moving.”
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      Aiden snicked the lock on the bedroom door. Although they had nominal privacy boundaries in place, his mother-in-law treated them as an inconvenience, not a show of respect. Farah would open the bedroom door while knocking—if she remembered to knock at all. Never mind that she shouldn’t just be wandering around their side of the house without a good reason.

      Everything was set up on the bed. His iPad. A box of tissues. And Naz’s coconut oil body lotion. Would she be more disgusted that he was jerking off or angrier that he was wasting her expensive lotion? Aiden didn’t plan on being caught, so he didn’t worry about it.

      Privacy was at a premium in their house. With the in-laws attached to their living space and seven-year-old twins—and Naz, of course—he had difficulty finding time alone. Aiden did most of his jerking off in the shower. He was spanking it more often than ever before.

      Aiden found his wife as sexy as ever, but they just weren’t in sync. Time was the main culprit. Naz worked ten-plus hour days at the ER. He was in general practice and had better hours, but his days were still long after completing all the insurance company paperwork. They were both exhausted at night when they were on the same schedule. He just wanted to pass out when he fell into bed, but that was when Naz came onto him, if she did it at all.

      Aiden would love to do it in the morning, but she’d never been a morning person, and Naz slept until the last possible second. When they had a rare morning to sleep in, she wouldn’t kiss him until they’d brushed their teeth, and once they were up and moving, the mood was broken. Afternoon quickies were out of the question.

      Naz had put him off when he tried teasing and being playful enough that he’d just stopped. They’d never been one of those wild, hanging-from-the-chandelier couples, but they used to fuck a lot. Naz could never get enough. Aiden had trouble keeping up with her. Long gone were the days when they were interns and yanked down their scrubs in every quiet corner of the hospital.

      Aiden scrolled through videos on the porn site. The iPad was propped against a pillow on his stomach. He looked for Persian women. He truly loved his wife. Sixteen years together—ten married—hadn’t dimmed that at all. Naz was the most stunning woman he’d ever seen. The first time he saw her she was in scrubs with her hair pulled up in a messy bun, and she still took his breath away. It only got better when he discovered she was even smarter than she was beautiful.

      None of the women online came close to Naz. Her flawless olive skin glowed, and he lost himself in those big, dark eyes every time. Reading glasses only made her hotter somehow. Aiden nearly came on the spot the first time he stripped her. Naz had that rare combination of a slender body with big tits. People would probably assume they were fake if she showed them off. She was a bit thicker after the twins, but the rounder curves only made her sexier in his eyes.

      Her modesty was such a turn. Naz didn’t need to show off that body like her friend Cassie did. Men noticed Naz anyway. Aiden liked that it was special for him, but part of him wanted to see how men would react if they saw in her all her sexual radiance.

      Aiden gave up on finding a video of a Persian woman to fuel his fantasies. He turned to East Asian women like he usually did, hoping for someone close to his wife. A light-skinned Indian woman could be kind of close—but not really. None of them measured up to Naz either, but there was a better variety of Indian women. He chose a video and lotioned his hand.

      The video showed a thick, busty Indian woman being shared by two men. The title said she was married, but it didn’t seem like either of the men was her husband. Videos with two men and a woman were Aiden’s go-to. He’d never want it in real life—and she would never do such a thing—but he sometimes fantasized about Naz in those videos. Thinking of his proper, haughty wife surrendering to her passions so completely that she allowed two strangers to enjoy her body made his blood boil. Aiden pumped his cock harder.

      Naz looked good tonight. He was tempted to go after her but feared she’d be annoyed if he messed her up after getting ready for her night out. With her thick black hair down and in waves and her makeup so perfect, he knew she’d draw attention. Her dress was classy, but men would notice how it flattered her figure. Aiden wondered how often men hit on his wife when he wasn’t around. The girls were meeting for drinks before dinner. He’d be shocked if they had to pay their own bar tab. Naz would refuse such a thing, but Cassie would revel in such attention.

      Cassie was a wild one. If Naz were ever going to be tempted to misbehave, it would be at her friend’s urging. Cassie was married, too, but Aiden didn’t think that got in her way. She was lucky that Marty enjoyed having such a sexy, wild wife. Aiden would have taken a fraction of that infused into Naz.

      The moans and grunts from his iPad penetrated Aiden’s ears, but his eyes were closed. He imagined men buying the girls drinks and slipping off to some quiet corner of the bar. Naz was shy but didn’t resist when the big, rough guy got close. A flush came to her cheeks. She put her hand over his on the table while laughing at some lame joke. Cassie and her beau were full-on making out. The guy with Naz disappeared his other hand under the table. She gasped and bit her full, painted bottom lip. Her eyes closed.

      Aiden didn’t think about how far Naz let the stranger get because his release rushed out with a fierceness that startled him. He barely got the tissue in place, and some of the spilled seed got onto his leg. Another grunt came with a rolling wave of pleasure that left him drained.

      Images flashed through his brain as he deflated: a hand under Naz’s dress, the two couples together in Cassie’s living room overlooking the Parkway, the girls kissing for the guys. Aiden would kill the see the last one. It was unfair that he’d missed that.

      Aiden closed his iPad and set it aside. His fantasy version of Naz always melted his brain. She was the perfect blend of proper and slutty. Naz loved sex so much before the twins that the fantasy was almost plausible. Almost. She loved sex, but she wouldn’t do those things. Aiden would never disrespect her enough to ask her to anyway.

      His conservative Catholic upbringing taught him that a good man would never ask those things of his wife. Aiden was one of six kids in a rough-and-tumble, blue-collar family. He knew he had the drive and discipline to get through medical school because of the values that life instilled in him. He and Naz came from very different worlds, but strict parents and conservative upbringings cemented their bond. They just got each other on a deep level.

      Aiden packed his masturbation tools away. He was always very careful to put his wife’s body lotion back exactly as he’d found it. The tissues were pushed to the bottom of the waste basket. He chuckled, thinking about how little had changed since he was a teenager. That kid was lucky with the local girls but never dreamed he’d get a goddess like Naz. Aiden O’Connor had become a grown-up, but some things never changed.

      Slipping back into bed, he resolved he’d find a way to turn up the heat in his marriage. They were still great, but they couldn’t let this be the start of things slipping. He’d much rather be in bed with his flesh and blood wife than the version he just jerked off to. Aiden smiled as she drifted off, thinking he probably wouldn’t know what to do with Fantasy Naz anyway.
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      Naz slipped into the bedroom and eased the door closed behind her. She was proud that she’d gotten through the house without waking anyone. It was very late, and she was tipsy enough to take an Uber from the train station. Her worst nightmare would have been running into her mother and having to explain herself.

      Turning on the master bath light and leaving the door cracked left enough light that she didn’t walk into anything. Naz unzipped her dress and peeled it off, tossing it onto a chair. Sober Naz would never have just tossed an expensive dress onto a chair. Her bra and panties followed.

      Aiden was dead asleep. He didn’t stir when she pulled back the sheets, nor did he react when she slid into bed and pressed herself against his warm body. Naz loved feeling him against her. She was already horny from her night with Cassie, but Aiden set her heart racing. The sex talk didn’t end with drinks, and now her husband’s familiar scent made Naz tingle. He always smelled of Irish Spring. She loved it because it was so basic. Although, she swore she smelled some of her coconut oil body lotion underlying it.

      Naz was initially so drawn to Aiden because he was just a basic, red-blooded American man. That was rather appealing for a brown girl who’d always felt like an outcast in her lily-white suburb. She was popular because she was pretty, but she always felt that invisible divide between the other girls and herself. It didn’t help that her parents were so strict and didn’t allow her to do anything.

      The Abassis barely escaped Iran when the Islamic Revolution overthrew the Shah, and they carried their Old World views with them to the United States. Their Nazanin was to behave like a proper young woman. All Naz ever wanted was to be a regular American girl—the kind who’d have a boy like Aiden. She even went by Nat for a while in high school, hoping people would think her name was Natalie, not Nazanin.

      Naz hoped that rubbing her naked body against her husband’s back would rouse him, but his breathing remained heavy. Her hand caressing his chest under his t-shirt didn’t get a reaction either—from Aiden anyway. Running her fingers through his chest hair turned her tingle up to eleven. Naz liked touching her husband. He was still in decent shape for a man in his forties who never worked out. She rubbed herself against him like a cat in heat, but he didn’t respond.

      When all else failed, Naz pushed her hand down into his boxer shorts. Aiden was asleep, but she still felt slighted by his soft dick. Shouldn’t rubbing myself all over him penetrate his sleep? Even soft, he was still heavy in her hand, and she reacted to it. Her core tightened in anticipation when she tugged it. She felt a twitch, and excitement bloomed, but then Aiden tried to roll away from her. Naz nearly bit his shoulder in frustration.

      Instead, she rolled Aiden onto his back. He mumbled but didn’t wake. Naz reached back into his boxers and grasped him tighter. He was firmer but didn’t grow the way he should when a woman grabbed his dick. She tried kissing him, but Aiden turned his face away. He mumbled something like stop, leave me alone.

      Naz surrendered and left her husband to sleep. Her body throbbed with frustration, which somehow boosted her need. She got to her knees beside the bed and fumbled for the shoebox in the dark. Naz carried her prize into the bathroom and closed the door.

      Have I lost it? Naz wondered, considering herself in the bathroom mirror. Her reflection was from the waist up. My boobs aren’t as perky, but they’re still nice. Her tummy was softer, but her mommy pooch was hardly noticeable. Her hips and butt were rounder, but some guys liked that. Naz had always thought her body was too up and down anyway. She was happy to have hips. Why doesn’t Aiden want to have sex with me? No, she thought. Naz wanted her husband to fuck her.

      Naz began filling the tub. She would take a shower before bed, but the bath was for getting dirty, not clean. Her toy was fully waterproof and she liked using it reclined in a warm bath the best. Besides, the filling tub and submerging the device would hide its buzzing. Her toy was quiet, but she wouldn’t take any chances with Aiden in the next room. She’d die if he caught her. She turned out the light, leaving the dim, orange nightlight to set the mood.

      Their deep, wide tub was set against the wall under a window that was pitch black at 2:00 am. The shower was a large walk-in with a glass wall. The water was just reaching her waist when Naz sank into the water.

      The vibrator resembled a flattened peanut, roughly following a woman’s curves. Naz liked that. The business end was more pointed, but the overall shape felt nice in her hand. Its orange silicone skin made it easy to grip. She clicked it twice to a setting she liked and moved it between her spread thighs.

      The rumbly vibrations sent a ripple of pleasure the moment it touched her lips. Naz liked to start slow and build when she had the time to do it right, which rarely happened. She had the time now but was impatient. Naz was already well-primed. All Cassie’s talk of getting a little crazy with Aiden got in her head. What if I did hand him this toy?

      Naz nuzzled the tip into her furrow and purred. Trembles followed when she eased it up and down. Her breath caught when she brought it close to her button. Naz turned the toy up.

      Eyes closed, she pretended Aiden grew when she stroked him. Her husband needed it just as badly as she did and moaned as he slowly came awake. He was still groggy when Naz mounted him.

      “Ahhh…ahhh…”

      The rumbling toy wasn’t a real substitute for what Naz needed, but it felt so good when she imagined rocking on Aiden’s plump root. She rocked it in her folds and sank deeper into the water, only allowing it to brush her clit. Naz bit her bottom lip when her body resonated with growing pleasure.

      Aiden fully wakes and caresses her breasts in Naz’s fantasy. His Irish blue eyes smolder for her. He rolls her dark, swollen tips just hard enough to make her whimper. In the tub, Naz teased a nipple with her thumb. Her moans grew deeper as she kept the toy close to her clit longer. She turned it higher.

      Naz’s fantasy swirled and changed. Aiden is watching her when her eyes open. He’s fully hard and stroking it while he watches her. Instead of blushing from head to toe and closing her legs, she spreads them wider and looks him right in the eye when she presses the toy to her button. In real life, Naz also spread her legs, putting one of them up on the side. Naz bit her lip as her need took control, and she moaned louder.

      Fantasy Aiden smiles down at her and steps closer. He says, “That’s my dirty girl. You’re so damn sexy, Naz.”

      “I need you,” Fantasy Naz replies.

      “I know, darling. I need you to.”

      Even in her fantasy, Aiden doesn’t fuck her. Naz was confused why her tipsy, sexualized brain dreamed up something much dirtier. Fantasy Aiden leans over and presses his cock into her mouth. She utters her surprise just before he presses it deeper, cutting off any possible protest.

      “Ahhh…god…” Naz moaned, alone in the bathroom.

      Naz sucks hard in the fantasy. It had been so long since she’d sucked his cock. She was willing. Aiden just never showed any interest. He holds her head and pushes it deeper. She struggles to breathe when he pushes it to the back of her throat—something real Aiden would never do. He loved a blowjob but never choked her with it. She loved that sweetness about him. But there had been guys in her past who loved to use her mouth.

      The fantasy swirled one more time. Aiden is out of the picture completely, replaced by one of the men who bought Naz and Cassie drinks after dinner. Naz would have headed home, but Cassie insisted they kept the night going. The last guy who’d come over looked like a professional football player. It’s his huge black cock Naz chokes on in her fantasy. He holds the back of her head and fucks her mouth.

      “Ahhh…ahhh…god…ahhh god…fuck…” Naz cried, alone in the bathroom

      The orgasm slammed through her, and she twisted to her side while her body tensed.  The vibrator was pinned between her thighs, and one climax flowed into another. Naz felt like she could keep coming all night.

      The pulses of ecstasy seared her brain, and the fantasy faded out. Naz dipped her face into the water and loudly shouted one more time. The climax slowly faded, but she trembled in its wake. She surfaced and gasped, pulling the toy away from her pussy. Naz was too sensitive now. She drifted back to earth just in time to stop the tub from overflowing.

      Naz lay in the tub in fuzzy contentment and chose not to overanalyze her dirty fantasies. That wasn’t her. Most of the time, anyway. She emptied her mind and stroked the toy against her mound until she came. She’d had a fun night and too much to drink, that was all. She’d been angry when Cassie accepted the free drinks earlier but realized the affirmation was just what she needed.

      At least I know someone still wants to fuck me. Aiden is lucky I’m not like Cassie, or he’d be in trouble, Naz thought. But she would never step out on her husband. She wanted to fix her marriage, not end it. It was fun to toy with those boys after dinner, but Aiden was the man she wanted. Maybe Cassie was right that they needed to mix things up. Naz just had no idea where to begin.
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      “Have you been binge shopping online again, Nazanin?”

      Naz rolled her eyes and sighed, not caring if her mother saw it. The ER had been insane that day, and she’d only just walked in the door after a grueling ten-hour-plus shift. She did not have the energy to put up with her mother’s judgmental bullshit. Her parents were total hypocrites when it came to money. They acted like it was just yesterday they’d escaped the Islamic Revolution with just the clothes on their backs and Naz in her mother’s belly. Her parents were total hypocrites. They wanted for nothing while criticizing everyone else’s spending.

      “I haven’t ordered anything, Maman.”

      “Well, Nazanin, your boxes of nothing are on the kitchen table. I know you and Aiden make good money, but that is not a reason to throw it away on internet junk.”

      “Maman, we’re not… Never mind. Thank you for putting the boxes on the table. Are the kids fed?”

      “Of course, dear. I wouldn’t let the children go hungry. It’s almost seven o’clock.”

      “Thank you, Maman. You and Baba can go back over to your side and relax. Aiden and I can take it from here.”

      “I should have let those children starve, but I am too soft-hearted. They have no appreciation for real food. I prepared a wonderful dinner, and they still demanded chicken nuggets,” her mother complained. Naz had heard the complaint many times.

      “They’re just ordinary American children, Maman. They don’t want anything they think is weird.”

      “Khoresht Bademjoumn is not weird, Nazanin. You loved it when you were little,” Farah huffed.

      Naz didn’t point out that she ate the eggplant stew because she was forced to, not because she loved it. Her parents would make her sit at the table until bedtime if she refused, and then she’d go to bed hungry. Her baba, in particular, found food waste unacceptable. Naz told her mother, “They just want to fit in. Don’t be too hard on them. No kid wants to be different.”

      “Maybe if you were harder on them, I wouldn’t have to be. They should be proud of their heritage…”

      “They are, Maman.”

      “I would blame your Irish husband, but he loved the dinner I prepared. I know you’ve always wanted to just be an American girl, Nazanin, but you cannot escape your heritage.”

      Naz felt her control slipping away. She was about to lose it on her mother. Aiden glided into the kitchen to save the day. He’d been home long enough to change out of his scrubs and into a t-shirt and sweatpants. Naz was barely in the door.

      “What’s this I hear about her Irish husband?” Aiden asked. He moved around the kitchen island and kissed Naz on the cheek.

      “I was just telling Nazanin that those children of yours need to learn to eat what’s put in front of them.”

      “Kids are spoiled these days. You know that, Farah. Try growing up with five rowdy brothers and sisters. I pounced on my dinner because someone else would eat it if I didn’t. My mom never had to worry about leftovers.”

      “I’m sure your mother worked very hard to take care of so many children,” Farah said.

      “She did. Mom always made sure we were well-fed and loved. Just like you did for Naz and you do for our kids now. And we appreciate it.”

      Aiden also kissed his mother-in-law on the cheek. She’d never gotten over the fact that he wasn’t Iranian, but he still charmed her with those baby-blue eyes—just like he had her daughter. Naz resented that he got along better with her mother than she did.

      “That is just a mother’s place, Aiden. A mother’s only role is to be there for her children and her husband…”

      Aiden saw she was about to go off and steered Naz out of the kitchen, saying, “Why don’t you go up and get changed, sweetheart? You must be exhausted. I’ll clean up the kitchen. Did you eat yet?”

      Naz appreciated her husband’s intervention. He knew her so well, and he was an excellent peacemaker. Aiden truly was a wonderful man. She would show him how much she appreciated him if given the chance. But not just then. He was right that she needed to get out of her scrubs. Naz always showered the first thing when she got home. She only showered at the hospital if she had a particularly nasty day.

      “I’m not that hungry, but thanks, honey.”

      “Are you sure?”

      “I’m good,” Naz replied, getting out of the kitchen before her mother could start again.
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      Naz emerged from the steamy bathroom with a towel wrapped around her slender body and another around her wet hair. That was just what she needed. She almost forgot about the guilt trip her mother laid on her. After so many years, she should be used to it, but Naz didn’t need it the moment she walked in the door.

      Farah Abbasi had made it very clear that she thought her daughter was a failure as a mother. Naz didn’t understand how her mother could be both proud she’d graduated from med school at the top of her class and shamed that her wayward daughter wasn’t home taking care of her children. Her mother never tried to hold Naz back, but she never hid her disappointment in her daughter’s choices. Did she think I just went to med school to find a doctor to marry?

      Pizza waited for her on the bed, paired with a glass of wine on the nightstand. Naz rethought her position. Maybe Aiden didn’t need to fuck her if he brought her pizza in bed. It was reheated mushroom slices from the night before, but that was perfect. She had no intention of eating her mother’s stew, but she was famished. Naz ravenously fell on the pizza.

      Aiden came into the bedroom carrying the two boxes from the kitchen. He leaned over the footboard and sat them on the bed, cursing when he banged his shin.

      “Careful, honey,” she said.

      “It’s fine. I couldn’t see where I was going.”

      “Is that your excuse now?” she gently teased. He’d been clumsy the entire time she’d known him. “What is that?”

      “I don’t know. The boxes are addressed to you. They aren’t from Amazon. This one says it’s from Fun N Games LTD. I think the other one is from Cassie. I didn’t forget your birthday, did I?”

      “Not this time. It’s early for Christmas, but she doesn’t send me Christmas presents anyway.”

      “Ooo, I love a mystery. We should open them.”

      “They’re addressed to me, nosey. What if they’re girl stuff?”

      Aiden laughed. “Is this a big box of tampons? I’m a doctor, sweetheart. I don’t run from those things like most men do.”

      “Yes, didn’t you know Cassie and I send each other lady products in bulk? She knows I have a heavy flow.”

      “Okay, I may be a doctor, but let’s leave some mystery in our marriage, Naz.” Aiden made a face.

      “Let me throw something on, and I’ll check them out.”

      Naz stood, and the towel slipped off her body. Aiden stopped in his tracks and stared at her over the boxes. Her pulse quickened, but she felt awkward. How did we get to the point that I feel awkward naked in front of him?

      “Are you staring at me or the pizza?” she asked.

      Aiden flashed that goofy smile. It was still boyish. He was one of those guys who looked like a forty-two-year-old boy. “You always stop me in my tracks when you’re naked, Naz.”

      She took a bite of the slice in her hand and posed with a hand on her hip. Was a woman with pizza sexy? Naz thought it was a frat boy’s dream. Aiden had been a frat boy once. “I’m beginning to think you’ve forgotten about that, Aiden.”

      “Then maybe I need to see you naked more often.”

      Naz frowned. How many times had she thrown herself at him? If Aiden didn’t notice her, it was because he wasn’t looking.

      Aiden came around the bed and got very close, putting his hand over hers on her hip. She thought he might try to kiss her, but she was still chewing. Instead, he leaned in and took a bit of her pizza. Naz shoved him back but laughed through her mouthful.

      “Keep your mouth to yourself,” she said after swallowing.

      “That’s hard when I see you like that,” he said with his mouth full. He swallowed and added, “Holding pizza, obviously.”

      “I should have known.”

      Naz turned away, but he grabbed her. She squirmed, but he was insistent and hauled her in. His tongue slid into her mouth, and his hand patted her butt. She melted against him, forgetting about her exhaustion and nagging mother. This was what she craved. Naz dropped the pizza and hoped it landed crust-side down. She hooked an arm around his neck and shoved a hand into his sweatpants. He was pulsing and growing. Naz got the good shivers when he kissed her neck.

      “Aiden…” she whimpered, turning them toward the bed. He was much larger, but Naz knew how to get what she wanted.

      “Mom! Dad! Where are you? It says my screen time is up, and that can’t be because it isn’t eight yet!”

      Naz heard their son’s voice coming toward the bedroom and realized the door was open. She shoved Aiden away and scurried to the bathroom, slapping the door closed just in time. She heard her husband patiently explain to Sean why he was out of screentime on his tablet, but the boy wasn’t having it. Naz realized their sexy time was over. It was foolish to think they could sneak in a quickie that early, anyway. She sighed with frustration.
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      Aiden hoped Naz was ready to pick up where they left off earlier. It was the first time he felt like they were on the same page to have sex in months. He wanted more than a quickie with his wife but would have taken it. He loved his son but wanted to strangle the kid for cock blocking him.

      They split up to get the kids to bed. Divide and conquer always worked best. Aiden took Jasmine because she loved being daddy’s little girl. She also took much longer to get down because she always wanted one more story. He prayed Naz wouldn’t be asleep when he got back to their bedroom.

      Naz was awake, sitting cross-legged on the bed with the two mystery boxes in front of her. He’d forgotten all about them. Aiden was happy she was up but disappointed the boxes blocked the bed. They had a king-size. He could shove them aside.

      “What did Cassie send you?”

      “She sent both boxes, actually. It’s just that one came directly from her,” Naz said, engrossed in reading a note that must have been in the package.

      “Are you going to keep me in suspense?”

      Aiden reached for the larger box—the one sent by Cassie herself—but Naz slapped his hand away. “What is going on?” he asked.

      “Come and sit beside me, honey.”

      “Is this something serious, Naz?”

      “Just sit, okay?” Naz went on once he joined her on the bed. “You know how when girls get together, we talk about everything?”

      “Yeah… What is this about?” Aiden’s unease grew by the second.

      “I do mean everything, honey. Listen, I don’t want you to get mad about this, but when Cassie and I went to dinner a couple of weeks ago, we talked about all the usual stuff, our lives and all that, which includes our marriages and our husbands…”

      “Okay, sweetheart. Why does it sound like you’re about to drop a bomb on me? Did something happen that night?”

      Aiden’s mind went right back to that insane fantasy he’d had that night about Naz and Cassie being picked up by guys. He’d jerked off to the fantasy again since then, but only because it was so out there. Aiden would never come thinking about his wife with someone else if he thought she might actually cheat on him.

      “No, nothing happened. Wait, what do you think could have happened?”

      “No way, sweetheart. I know you’d never…” he hurriedly replied.

      “I’d never what?”

      “What do you need to tell me, Naz? What’s going to make me angry?” Aiden didn’t like that it had turned on him.

      Naz eyed him suspiciously but continued. “I may have said some things to Cas that she took out of context or too seriously, or whatever. And you know how she is. She’s always just trying to help, but she doesn’t always know when to stop.”

      Aiden didn’t like how fast she was talking. Naz only did that when she was nervous. “Just spit it out. I know you, sweetheart. I’m sure you didn’t do anything wrong. That’s not you.”

      He got even more confused when Naz looked offended.

      “Right. So, I may have told Cas something about how we don’t have sex anymore.”

      “What? You told her what, Naz? We have sex! We would have had sex earlier if Sean hadn’t…”

      “Okay, honey, keep your voice down,” she replied, taking his hand. “Yes, we probably would have done it earlier, but we didn’t. And do you remember the last time we did?”

      Aiden had to think, which he knew wasn’t good, even if he had an answer and he wasn’t sure he did. They were in a slow period, but they had sex. Right? Didn’t they do it last week? Surely, they fucked the week before. Aiden distinctly remembered…

      “That was almost three weeks ago, and we haven’t made love since then, Aiden,” she replied, reading his mind. “I think the last time was at the end of September. We got a little drunk at that fundraiser thing for the playground, and we stumbled into bed, and we just sort of did it.”

      It was almost Thanksgiving. No way they hadn’t fucked since September. Aiden refused to believe it. He didn’t like that Naz sounded underwhelmed by that night. He remembered it being pretty good. But he had been drunk, and his memory was hazy.

      “Are you sure, Naz?”

      “I remember, Aiden. It stands out because we rarely do it anymore.”

      Aiden wasn’t happy with the slowdown in their sex life, but it never occurred to him that Naz wasn’t either. He honestly thought it was because she wanted it that way. But if she wanted more sex, and he wanted it, why weren’t they doing it? He wanted to throw her down on the bed and prove right then their marriage was still hot. But Naz did not seem in the mood.

      “And you told Cassie this? Why would you tell her that? That’s our private business, Naz.”

      “I know, Aiden. I’m sorry. I just made a passing comment, and then she wouldn’t leave it alone.”

      “And you just had to tell her about how we don’t do it anymore? Christ, Naz.”

      Aiden knew he wasn’t really angry with his wife. Hadn’t he joked with friends about how sex goes away once you’re married for a long time? He’d made the birthday blowjob joke. He forced a smile.

      “So, what did she do? Send us a box of sex?”

      “Something like that. Here, read her note.”

      “Are you sure, sweetheart?”

      “We have no secrets from each other.”

      Naz’s complete trust made him feel horrible about some of the dirtier fantasies he’d been harboring about his wife. He’d never confess those to her.

      
        
        Naz,

        I just can’t stop thinking about how you guys have lost your magic. I love you and Aiden together, and I can’t just sit back and watch it happen! You two are way too young to be at the no-sex phase of your marriage!

        I told you that Marty and I had a little help when we ran into some rough waters, so it’s only right that I pay it forward to you guys. Our therapist, Whitney, suggested some fun and games to get us back on track. I’ve sent you one of her recommendations. We didn’t use it because we have dirty enough minds on our own, but I thought you guys might like the jumpstart.

        Don’t freak out if this box comes before the other one I sent. This toy box just holds some accessories you might need to enjoy the other gift. Don’t worry, nothing is second-hand!

        Love you guys, and hope this helps!

        xoxo

        Cassie

      

      

      Aiden stared at the letter. His Irish temper flared at the implication that he and Naz were in a no-sex phase of their marriage. What did Naz tell Cassie? he wondered. It hurt his heart if his wife was truly so unhappy. Aiden had to wonder if he was in denial about where they were. His pride had to be set aside.

      “Do you think we’re in a no-sex phase of our marriage?” he asked.

      “I don’t. I didn’t tell her that. Cas hears what she wants to hear. You know that, honey. I think she also loves feeling like she’s the big sister who needs to take me under her wing. I love her, but I’ve always kind of resented that.” After a pause, she continued, “But I do think we’re in a rut, and we need to find our way out of it, or we are going to have real problems.”

      “I try, Naz. I feel like it’s never the right time when I try to initiate things.”

      “I know, honey.” She took the letter back and held his hand. “I’m not saying this is all on you. We’re both tired and stressed. I’m exhausted right now. All I want to do is go to sleep. And having my parents here isn’t doing us any favors.”

      “Well, not in that department. We need their help with the kids, but yeah, knowing your mom could walk in on us at any moment is a boner killer. Remember when we got our first apartment together? We were all over each other. We didn’t even make it into the bedroom half the time.”

      Aiden was heartened to see his wife smile at the memories. She said, “God, I think the kitchen saw more action than the bedroom, Aiden. You loved to bend me over that kitchen counter.”

      “How could I resist such an alluring target? I got hard every time I saw you bent over the sink. As I recall, you loved it just as much as I did. I think you stuck your ass out when you heard me coming.”

      “Maybe not every time,” Naz said, touching his lap. He pulsed to life there. “I’m sorry about my parents. Maybe we should have thought more about hiring a nanny. But they’re a necessary evil now.”

      “I wouldn’t quite call your mother evil.”

      Naz laughed. “Because you’re not her daughter.”

      “So, what’s in this toy box Cassie sent?”

      Aiden reached into the larger cardboard box and pulled the first thing he touched. It was a pair of shiny handcuffs. What the fuck? Did Naz tell Cassie she’s into that? He had so many questions.

      “I did not ask for any of this. Please keep that in mind. I told Cas I’m sure we can figure this out on our own.”

      “Am I supposed to handcuff you and then…what?”

      Naz shot him a look. “Why am I the one getting handcuffed? I don’t think I could handle that.”

      “I don’t think I want to be handcuffed either. What do you want to do to me?” Aiden’s sense of masculinity saw being handcuffed by his wife as an affront. But if she really wanted to…

      “I don’t want to do anything to you. I didn’t ask her for this, Aiden.” Naz sounded exasperated. “I don’t want to do anything weird to you. I just want us to…you know…have sex.”

      “I think we can fuck more without Cassie’s help.”

      Aiden pulled her in for a kiss. Naz’s sultry response made his heart race like it always did. She was an amazingly sensual kisser. The way her tongue teased his made Aiden’s balls tingle. That tongue had a lot of fun tricks, as he recalled. He groped for her slender body through her soft, baggy pajamas.

      The plaid flannel was cute but not exactly sexy. With her hair up in a ponytail, she really looked more like a mom than a sex object. Aiden wondered where her slinky things were. It didn’t matter. He was after what was under those pajamas anyway. He was disappointed when Naz pushed on his chest. This was exactly what Aiden meant. She didn’t respond when he tried to start something.

      “Aren’t you curious about what’s in the other box?” she asked.

      Aiden kept trying to grope his wife. She wasn’t quite resisting but didn’t surrender either. He popped open a button on her top. “Unless it’s Gwyneth Paltrow’s head, I’m more interested in what’s under these pajamas.”

      “Just slow down for a second, Aiden. We should at least look at this stuff and discuss it. I know you want to fuck me right now because we’re talking about it…”

      “I wanted to fuck you earlier too…”

      “But you had to be a dad. How tragic…”

      “Naz…”

      “Aiden… I’m not blaming you. Sex is on your mind tonight, honey. What about tomorrow? Or the day after that? Patterns are hard to break. Let’s see if this will help.”

      “Fine,” he huffed, already feeling his boner going down. “This better not be one of those weird sex board games. I don’t need to roll dice to have sex with you.”

      “I’ve always thought those looked kind of fun.”

      Aiden rolled his eyes while Naz pulled the other box open. Underneath wads of stiff brown paper, she found a smaller, dark red box. The front was embossed with gold lettering: 12 Days of Desire: The Advent Calendar for Adventurous Couples.

      “That looks like a board game,” he said.

      “I don’t think so.”

      Naz was right. The box didn’t look thick enough to be a board game when she lifted it free. It was more like a thick book. The front even opened like a book cover. Inside, there were twelve small, numbered doors. A sheet of instructions fell out.

      “I think it’s some sort of Advent calendar,” she said.

      “Isn’t that wrong? Advent calendars are for kids. I got the ones with chocolate coins when I was little. And we got the kids those Lego calendars a couple of years ago.”

      “I don’t know, Aiden,” she replied, reading the instructions. “But it’s an Advent calendar, and it’s definitely for adults. This says to flip a coin to see who starts, and then we alternate days opening the doors. Each door contains two challenges: Naughty or Nice. Nice is for beginners and vanilla couples. Naughty is for adventurous couples. Or, it says, your partner can choose which activity to take.”

      “This seems so fucking cheesy, Naz. We’re not those people, are we?”

      “What? Fun people?”

      “People who need props to get it up for each other. People who can play sex games without laughing. What if it tells me to whip you?”

      “You’re not whipping me, Aiden.”

      “Exactly my point. You’re not whipping me, either. We’ve never been into this kinky shit.”

      “I think maybe it’s time we tried new things. We’re always looking for new, better approaches in emergency care. I wouldn’t be much of a doctor if I thought I’d learned all there is to learn.”

      “That’s not the same thing as letting some game tell you to do something crazy like have sex upside down or flash a stranger.”

      “The head rush from being upside down might intensify the orgasm.”

      Aiden hated it when she got all clinical. She’d been a much better anatomy student than him. He suspected Naz thought she was a better doctor, too. But then she smiled, and he realized she was fucking with him.

      “Are you okay with the flashing part, too, Naz?”

      “It depends. Who am I flashing?”

      Naz opened another button on her top and flashed a tit. Aiden’s dirty fantasy reared its head, and he imagined her flashing a stranger. His cock surged, and his hand shot into her pajama top. She moaned when he palmed her supple flesh.

      “You’d never, and you know it,” he teased, rolling her thickening tip.

      “Mmm, I have a wild side, honey. You know…mmm…that.”

      Aiden grinned, moving closer and shoving the boxes aside. Naz uncrossed her legs so he could move between them. Her tongue flicked his lips before he even kissed her.

      “Do you, now? I dare you. Flash someone tomorrow.”

      “I can’t do…mmm…that at work. I’m a professional,” she cooed.

      Naz opened her other buttons while they kissed. Her tongue flicked at his like a dancing flame. Aiden couldn’t remember the last time he wanted her so badly. Maybe there was something to this thing putting ideas in their heads—but he wouldn’t admit that. A sex Advent calendar was ridiculous.

      “See? We’re not sex game people. We’re not doing it on a rollercoaster. And we don’t need to.”

      Aiden brushed his lips all over the warm, smooth curves of her breasts. Naz had truly perfect tits. They were probably only about average size but looked huge on her slender frame and stayed plump after the twins. Guys always seemed to notice his wife’s rack first, and he didn’t blame them. They would have lost their minds if they got to see them nude like Aiden did. He fantasized about posting topless pictures somewhere like Reddit—anonymously, of course—just to show off how perfect Naz was. He would need topless pictures of his wife first.

      Naz mewled and shivered when he kissed her swelling tips. Her dark bullets always stood out—she hated it—but became thick erasers when she was excited. Aiden loved it. He sucked, and her nails dug into the back of his neck. He didn’t care that it hurt. Naz quickly lost control when he teased her tits right.

      “Aiden…honey…” she whimpered.

      He pushed them up into perfect rounds and went back and forth, taunting Naz with his tongue. Aiden sucked hard when she stuffed a tit in his mouth. Her moans were constant, and her nails raked through his hair. She hadn’t been like that for so long. Even when they made love, he swore Naz just went through the motions. She wanted it tonight, and Aiden’s cock throbbed for her.

      Aiden kissed her soft, flat belly, flicking his tongue over the emerald that pierced her there, while he pulled at the waist of her pajama pants. Naz excitedly wiggled her hips to help. Once her legs were free, he moved over her and fitted his flared head to her slick cleft. Her eager hips pushed at him. Naz wasn’t drenched but slick enough that he slid right inside her.

      “Ahhh…Aaaiden…”

      Her sheath tightened around him when she moaned his name. Aiden grunted and ground down between her thighs. Maybe they weren’t fucking enough because he swore he’d forgotten how good it felt to be inside his wife. He was so excited to be embedded in her pussy instead of his lotioned hand that he couldn’t control himself. Aiden hammered his cock into his wife.

      “Naz…uhnnn…yeah…yeah…Nazzz…”

      Aiden held himself over Naz and watched as their hips worked together. Her legs locked around him, urging him to go faster. God, he loved the way her pretty face scrunched up during sex like she was intensely focused on her orgasm. His wife was intense with everything she did.

      Naz kept her nails short—a job requirement—but they hurt when she embedded them in his biceps. She had an iron grip. Her cunt rippled around his driving shaft. Her moans came quicker and louder. She was getting close, which thrilled Aiden. His sexy wife had him going into overdrive. He wouldn’t hold out much longer.

      “Ahhh…ahhh…Aid…Aaaiden…”

      “Nazzz…uhnnn…yeah…fuck…Nazzz…”

      Aiden wanted to last. He wanted to know Naz came first, but it had been too long since he was inside her. His ardor got the better of him. He grunted, shivered, and embedded it deep in her cunt. Aiden pumped his release deep inside her.

      “Nazzz…fuck…ohgod…Nazzz…”

      Her hips kept churning, and her hips squeezed even tighter, like she was desperate to keep his cock inside her. Naz’s breathy exclamations kicked up in pitch. Aiden was sure she was right there with him as he shuddered and filled her.

      “Ahhh…Aaaid…Aaaiden…ahhh god…”

      Naz still worked her body at him while he went soft, and the effort became futile. She only stopped when he was soft enough to slip out of her. Aiden pulled away and lay beside her. He needed a minute to catch his breath. Naz kept her legs spread and rubbed her thighs. She’s so damn hot, he thought.

      “That was incredible, sweetheart,” he huffed.

      Naz stayed focused on breathing. Aiden pulled her into his arms. She kissed his chest.

      “See, we don’t need some silly game to have sex. I think we’ll be fine, Naz.”

      “Maybe, honey. I still think it could be fun to try.”

      “I mean, if you really want to, we could open a door or two and see what they say. I love you so much, sweetheart.”

      “Love you, too, honey. I’m going to get a shower.” Naz pulled out of his arms before Aiden could react.

      “Didn’t you take one earlier?”

      Naz smiled. “But you got me all dirty again. It’ll be quick. Can you clean up the bed while I’m gone?”
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      Day 1

      

      “Do you really want to do this, Naz?”

      “I think we need to do it, Aiden. But I also think it could be fun. Where’s your fun, playful side, honey?”

      “I’ll get up and embarrass myself doing karaoke, but this isn’t quite the same thing, is it?”

      “This should be easier. It’s just us. We should be able to let go completely with each other, right?”

      “Sure. You’re right. I trust you completely, Naz. It’s not about that. I don’t know…”

      “And I trust you. I don’t want you to think you ever need to be embarrassed by anything around me, honey. I’m not going to judge you by some silly couples’ game.”

      “I know.” He didn’t sound so sure.

      “And even if something in this calendar doesn’t go well, we’ll have a great story we can laugh about. Just between us, of course.”

      “And Cassie.”

      “I won’t tell her anything you don’t want me to. I’m sorry you feel like I shared too much before.”

      “Do you still think we need this? I thought we’ve been doing good lately.”

      Naz needed to be diplomatic, which always annoyed her. She came from a very blunt family. Aiden was much more in touch with his feelings and volatile. It wasn’t a problem, but he could be touchy, and she’d hit a nerve when she implied their love life wasn’t what it should be. But it was the truth, and they couldn’t fix it if they couldn’t talk about it.

      Their passion had reignited since that night she opened the presents from Cassie, but it was hardly a bonfire. Naz didn’t even get there that night. She didn’t blame Aiden for being too quick—it had been a while, and she supposed she should be flattered that he couldn’t hold out—but she was left frustrated that she’d waited for so long for it, and then the sex wasn’t what she needed it to be. She’d sneaked off to the shower and gave herself a quick finish afterward.

      Aiden kept after her for a few days, but by the weekend, their old patterns had already kicked in again. They were exhausted from work and kids’ activities. Naz was surprised when he wanted to make love that Saturday night. She was tempted to put him off after a day of hayrides and apple picking but felt obligated after she started the conversation. Besides, it didn’t take much to get her going. It never had. Sex that night was fine. Naz got there. Aiden finished, but guys always do. Still, it felt like he only fucked her to prove a point.

      Naz didn’t want fine. She wanted heat. She needed to feel sexy and desired. Married sex didn’t have to be boring or obligatory. Aiden used to look at her like he couldn’t quite believe she was his. Naz always thought that was strange because she felt the same way. She wanted that feeling again. And maybe a silly game could get them there.

      “Think back to when we met, honey. Would you have been satisfied with how we’ve been back then?”

      “That’s not a fair comparison, Naz. We were kids. We didn’t have kids. Or a house. Or these careers.”

      Naz laughed. “We worked even harder when we were interns. But that never slowed us down.”

      “Okay, maybe.” Aiden smiled. “I can’t believe the things we did in that chapel at the hospital. Father Anthony would deny me Communion forever. There aren’t enough Hail Marys…”

      “We both spent a lot of time on our knees in there, and you Catholics kneel in church a lot.”

      Aiden laughed. “Not the same thing.”

      Naz rubbed him through his sweatpants and was pleased to find him growing hard at the memory of their past wickedness. Maybe I should go down to remind him of how much fun we had. Aiden had earned it. Naz had been at work even though it was a Saturday, which meant he spent the day at the twins’ basketball games with her mother, who insisted on going.

      “So, let’s give this a try and see what happens. No one is going to make us keep going if it’s a disaster.”

      “Fine.”

      Naz would have preferred more enthusiasm, but she’d take what she could get. She hoped Aiden would get into the calendar as they went. Her husband wasn’t Mr. 50 Shades of Grey but wasn’t entirely vanilla either. Besides, she wasn’t up for anything crazy. Naz was stepping way out of her comfort zone for this. She’d just put on a good face.

      “I want us both to promise we’ll at least try these things. Promise?” she said.

      “I promise I’ll consider them.”

      “Good enough. Do you have a coin?”

      “Somewhere, probably. You can just go first, Naz.”

      “Smile, honey. This will be fun.” She even pushed up the corners of his mouth, but Aiden remained tense.

      12 Days of Desire sat on the bed in front of them like a taunt. Naz pushed open the lid and carefully peeled back the tab to open the door for Day 1. A small, embossed card slipped out of the slot. The card had Naughty and Nice sides, as advertised. Naughty was face up, and her eyes went wide when she read it. Maybe Aiden was right, she thought.

      “What is it, sweetheart? What does the game want you to do? We can stop this now.” Aiden finally relaxed. He liked her shock.

      Naz read the flipside before speaking. The Nice side was easier, although Aiden might try to test her because he could. She wouldn’t refuse, no matter what. She had to be fully onboard.

      “No, there’s no quitting. I’m just surprised that it jumps right in, that’s all. The Nice side says, Allow your partner to choose everything you wear today.”

      “And the Naughty side?”

      Naz only read the Naughty side aloud because she knew Aiden would never ask her to do such a thing. “Go out with nothing under your clothes and be sure someone notices.”

      “Wow, that’s…”

      “Kind of hot. I thought it would be something really dumb or off the wall.”

      Naz stared at her husband. “Don’t you think that’s off the wall?”

      “Which one? I could get into picking an outfit for you. The other is spicy. Sure, it’s a little out there, but it could be fun.”

      “You want me to go out and flash someone?”

      “I didn’t say that,” he defended.

      “How else would someone know I’m naked under my clothes?”

      “Aren’t you always…”

      “You know what I mean, Aiden. You’d want me to flash my privates at someone? Really?”

      “It’s not me, Naz, it’s the game. I’m only trying to be a team player and make it work.”

      “I’m not flashing anyone.”

      “Don’t the instructions say I get to pick which side of the card we use?”

      “Be very careful, honey. I don’t think you want this causing you trouble.”

      Aiden looked like he was actually considering making Naz do the Naughty side. She wanted to punch him. Sure, she’d teased him about flashing someone, but that was when they were fooling around, and she didn’t think it was a possibility. Naz wouldn’t even know how to do it. Would she pull open her top? Or—sweet lord—pull a Basic Instinct on someone? Her husband didn’t want men to see her like that.

      “We missed our window anyway. It’s late. I guess we’re supposed to open these in the morning.”

      “Was I supposed to choose what color scrubs you wore?” Aiden laughed. “But it’s not too late. I’ll tell your mom we’re going out for a while and ask her to watch the kids.”

      “It’s eight o’clock. Where are we going? We had dinner.”

      “We can go out for drinks. We’re only in our forties, Naz. We’re not dead. We can go out after eight.”

      “I worked all day, honey. I’m dead tired,” she complained.

      “Hey, this is all your idea, sweetheart. We can stop right now.”

      Naz saw exactly what he was doing, and she fumed. She couldn’t say no. She’d have to drink a cup of coffee and rally. This would not be his out. But what does he expect?

      “Do you want me to…”

      Aiden’s eyes swept over her body. She wore a lace-trimmed cami and silk boxers instead of her usual comfy pajamas. Naz was prepared for the calendar. The way her husband looked at her gave Naz the tingles. He hadn’t looked at her like that in so long. Maybe I will, if he wants me to… Could I?

      “I’m not going to make you pull out your tits for a stranger, sweetheart. Maybe on day six, but not tonight.” Aiden couldn’t keep a straight face and cracked up. “There are other ways guys will know you’re not wearing underwear anyway.”

      “Aiden!” She protested but loved his lascivious grin.

      “Go start getting ready. I’ll talk to your mom, and then I’ll pick your outfit.”

      “Fine. I’ll brush my hair and throw on some makeup.”

      “You could show some enthusiasm, sweetheart.”

      “Piss off,” she replied, thinking, He’s enjoying this way too much.
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        * * *

      

      Aiden began to think he had this Advent calendar thing all wrong. Watching Naz sitting at the bar beside him was fun. He felt terrible for enjoying her squirming, but she did insist on playing this game. He still thought of the Advent calendar as a game. But it wasn’t just her squirming he enjoyed. Aiden had been hard from the moment he watched his wife dress in an outfit he selected.

      Naz gave him a dirty look when she saw what he’d picked out. He didn’t see her problem. They were her clothes. She must have liked them if she bought them, right? Aiden did dig deep in the closet to find something sexy. He couldn’t remember the last time he saw Naz in anything other than scrubs, athleisure, or pajamas.

      “I think you forgot something,” she’d told him.

      “I didn’t forget anything. The card said I get to pick everything you wear, and I did.”

      “Fine.”

      Aiden had sat back and watched her dress. The throbbing in his cock started then. He was behind Naz when she bent over to slide on the tiny, lacy white panties he’d chosen, giving him a fantastic view of her round ass. Did she guess he’d chosen white because it would be noticeable if someone happened to get an illicit peek?

      Digging around her in her lingerie drawer had been an unexpected thrill. Naz had so many sexy, frilly things. She wore racerback sports bras to work, but otherwise, his wife favored nice, expensive lingerie. Somewhere along the line, Aiden stopped noticing and kicked himself for it. He forced himself to ignore her sexy bras. Naz wouldn’t be wearing one.

      The white panties would be more noticeable with the black skirt he chose. Aiden picked it because it was leather and looked short. The skirt was very short and tighter than he could have guessed. Naz wiggled her hips when she pulled the shiny zipper up the front.

      “I haven’t worn this thing in years. Maybe since before we met,” she said. “I didn’t have these hips then. Thanks, twins.”

      “But you still fit into it. You look hot, sweetheart.”

      “Barely. This zipper might not hold all night.”

      The sleeveless maroon top he picked was one of his favorites. It was dotted with little rhinestones and one of those low, drapey necks that showed cleavage when she wore the right bra underneath—which she wouldn’t be that night. The top wasn’t too vampy, but was clingy, and Aiden knew his wife would shine in it braless. Naz looked very unhappy when she pulled it on and tried to stretch it over her unencumbered chest.

      Aiden watched the way that top clung to her tits at the bar and knew he’d made the right call. Their younger male bartender was attentive to their every need and kept lingering to talk—flirt—with Naz. He surely noticed the thick bullets her nipples made in the top. She kept trying to cross her arms to hide them but couldn’t cover them the entire time.

      Aiden thought the bartender would have tried to pick her up if he wasn’t there, which gave him a deeper, unexpected thrill. Why is watching this guy flirt with my wife such a turn-on?

      “Are you having fun?” Naz asked. The bartender had just left her a fresh Manhattan. It was her third. He thought nerves were pushing her to drink.

      “I always have fun with you, sweetheart. Aren’t you having a good time? I know you want to get out like adults more often. Here we are.”

      “You know what I mean, Aiden.”

      He sipped his beer, sat it down, and turned Naz on her stool so she faced him, and out toward the bar. He wanted to be sure she was noticed. On their way to the bar, she got a few admiring glances, but her beauty couldn’t be appropriately admired when facing inward.

      They’d driven about a half hour to what Yelp called “A fun nightspot for grown-ups.” The Ember Lounge was nicely decorated but reminded Aiden of many other local aspiring nightclubs. The bar was large and raised above a large dance floor beside a stage. A cover band performing radio hits from the late 90s and early 2000s played on the stage. The Ember Lounge was packed, especially the dance floor. The band played Use Somebody, and the crowd was very into it.

      Their conversation was interrupted when a guy squeezed between them to order a drink. He was broad with sandy brown hair. Aiden didn’t think it was a coincidence that he waited until Naz was turned. The guy made sure to clear him but had to be rubbing against her. If he nudged his hip over, he’d probably be between her legs. Aiden tightened his thighs around his throbbing dick.

      “Sorry, hope you don’t mind. I’ll only be a second. I just need another drink,” the guy said to Naz.

      He ignored Aiden. Usually, that would piss him off, but he got it. Naz looked amazing. Her thick raven hair was blown out in waves, and her dark mascara really set off her eyes. Aiden knew it wasn’t her eyes that drew this guy in.

      “It’s fine. I know it’s hard to get service when it’s this busy,” Naz said. Aiden only heard her because she had to shout over the music.

      “Right? This place is hopping tonight. Do you come here a lot?”

      “Really? You can do better than that.”

      “I didn’t actually say, do you come here often.” The guy laughed. “I’m Quinn.”

      “Might as well have, Quinn. No one’s given me a line in a long time, so I guess I was hoping for something better. I’m Naz.”

      “I find that very hard to believe, Naz. Can I buy you a drink? Is that better?”

      Naz laughed, and Aiden realized she was flirting with this Quinn guy. He knew it was only to stick it to him, but it was still exciting. He was curious to see how far she took it. Naz could be an unrepentant flirt when they first met. She confessed she liked the attention in bars. But he’d never had a chance to see it in action. Naz hadn’t been that woman since they got together.

      “It is because I get something out of it, but I already have a drink. You’ll have to try again.” She showed Quinn her drink and sipped it.

      Quinn put his arm on the back of her chair. Naz didn’t push him back. Aiden couldn’t see much with the guy between them, just her foot tapping on the rail at the bottom of her stool, but another man being that close to his wife made him sweat. Aiden didn’t have a plan, but this wasn’t quite how he thought the evening would go. He leaned around the guy for a better view.

      “If I told you that you have a beautiful body, Naz, would you hold it against me?”

      “I’ll give you credit for that one because I know it’s intentionally cheesy.” Her laugh was musical. Naz hadn’t laughed like that for Aiden in so long. Her smile was luminous. Her tiny nose stud glinted in the light. He still found Naz stunning after all these years and couldn’t quite believe she was his. But was she? Jealousy crept in. “But you’re already pretty close. I don’t know if I could hold you closer.”

      “We can always get closer, Naz.”

      Quinn did press closer, and Aiden was sure the guy had to at least be between her knees. He saw her hand on Quinn’s arm. Naz had made her point. This had gone far enough. Aiden knew he should interrupt, but instead, he just sat there.

      “I guess we can,” she replied.

      “I find it hard to believe you don’t get hit on all the time. Or do you just blow all the guys off?”

      “I think this might deter some of them. Did you not notice or not care?” Naz waved her wedding band and large engagement diamond in his face.

      “Some guys see it as a challenge. They like to fuck married women,” Quinn replied.

      Aiden’s jealousy tipped into anger. Didn’t it occur to this guy that her husband could be the guy sitting next to her?

      “I don’t think my husband would like that very much.”

      “Hey, some husbands are into that. They like seeing their wives’ wild side come out.”

      Naz laughed, but it was more amused than flirty. “And you could bring out my wild side?”

      Quinn caressed her shoulder and played with her hair. She still didn’t push him away. “Oh, I know I could. A babe like you inspires me.” He took time to look her up and down. Aiden knew he focused on her tits, although her legs looked incredible in that skirt. “You’re built to fuck, Naz.”

      Aiden waited for his wife to throw her drink in his face. She did not let men talk to her like that. Instead, Naz sipped her drink, let Quinn leer and twist her hair, and finally said, “You’re right, Quinn. I do love to fuck, but my husband is the only man I fuck. Sorry, honey.”

      Naz drained her drink and aggressively set it on the bar. She squeezed past Quinn so quickly that Aiden thought he caught a flash of white panty. Her skirt was pushed up. She dragged Aiden off his stool by the arm.

      “Come dance with me, stud,” she said. Naz was glowing.
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      Naz was suddenly a different woman. She was petite, and three Manhattans over just an hour-and-a-half went straight to her head—or something else lit her up, Aiden speculated. She tightly clasped his hand, pulling him behind as she wormed her way through the tightly packed dance floor. The band finished a song, and the crowd erupted. The brief breather was enough for them to carve out a space toward the stage.

      The tight confines pressed her back against Aiden, and he held her hips. Her hair smelled like strawberries. Naz barely had a foot between her and the woman in front of her. Aiden didn’t think Naz could even see the stage in that scrum. She was only five-foot-four. He boosted her onto his shoulders once at a music festival. Aiden thought that might kill his back now.

      The female singer took the mic. She was an attractive bleach blonde around their age dressed like early-2000s Avril Lavigne, and somehow pulled off the look. Fittingly, she launched into the star’s song, Girlfriend. Naz pumped her arms in the air and hooted with the crowd around them.

      Aiden found that girl-pop fun back then, but it was never quite his thing. He was more into stuff like Foo Fighters, Cake, and Oasis. But he liked to have fun, and Naz wiggling back against him while she danced to the upbeat song was a lot of fun. She must have felt his hard-on pressing into the small of her back because she put extra pressure there.

      Naz turned and faced Aiden, hands on his chest, while singing the lyrics up at him. Her free tits bounced wildly as she moved. Aiden loved it. He loved that she’d stopped caring who noticed. She was a terrible singer, but he couldn’t hear her over the band anyway. It was hot in the packed crowd, but the fine sheen of sweat only made her sexier. I’d love for you to be my girlfriend, he thought.

      The woman ahead of Naz pushed her into Aiden. His wife rubbed herself all over him. That had always been their thing. He’d mostly stand there while she moved sexily around him. He tried to move his hips with her but could never match her sensual movements. Aiden loved it. Naz pulled him into a deep, sultry kiss. He wanted her so badly his balls began to ache. He grabbed her ass and pulled her even tighter.

      They made out until the song ended. The band went directly into another song led by their female singer, South Side, by Gwen Steffani and Moby. Naz shoved away from him, announcing, “I love this song!”

      The shove pushed Naz into the woman behind her, who turned, looked at Naz, and started dancing with her. Naz went with it, gyrating and shimmying with her new friend. The other woman was a blonde in tight jeans and a low-cut, scoop-neck black body suit who looked to be a few years younger. Blondie was sexy, and watching her dancing with his wife filled Aiden’s head with all kinds of dirty thoughts.

      Naz held Blondie’s hips, and the women were almost hugging, except they were moving to the up-tempo song. Blondie slid her arms around Naz, who did the same. The crowd around them dropped away. Aiden only had eyes for the women. Blondie entwined her legs with Naz’s and ground on the black-haired woman’s thigh. Aiden didn’t believe this was his serious-minded wife.

      Blondie’s companion—Aiden didn’t know if he was a husband—also took notice of the women. Unlike Aiden, he didn’t hang back but got right in there. He was a stocky guy with a crew cut in a dark polo and jeans. Crew Cut got behind Blondie and did some grinding of his own, sandwiching her between him and Naz. Blondie reached back for him. By the chorus, he moved to the girls’ side and had arms around them while the threesome danced. He openly stared at Naz’s bouncing, braless tits while she danced.

      Aiden felt like a fool for just standing there. He’d been too entranced by his wife rubbing all over another woman. Crew Cut jumped right in, and Aiden was missing out. Have I forgotten how to have fun? he wondered.

      Crew Cut started making out with Blondie, and Naz obviously felt left out because she pressed closer between the two. Aiden’s heart nearly stopped when he thought his wife might join the kissing, which was a crazy worry. That wasn’t who Naz was—not these days, anyway. But it prompted Crew Cut to move behind Naz to pin her against Blondie.

      Naz loved the attention. Aiden couldn’t decide if the sultry look she gave him from between the couple was an invitation or a taunt. The possibility of a taunt, like her eyes said This is what you get for dangling me out there was both thrilling and frightening. Aiden was dizzy with lust while he watched his wife enjoy herself. He stayed on the sideline.

      Blondie held Naz by the hips and molded their bodies together. Aiden thought they might kiss, but Blondie buried her face in the spill of Naz’s hair. She might have been kissing her neck. Naz tilted her head back onto Crew Cut’s shoulder and closed her eyes. His hands were over Blondie’s on Naz’s hips. The strange man got low and ground his cock into Naz’s sweet ass.

      Watching another man hump his wife was surreal for Aiden. It was like the internet had dialed up a custom porn video for him. Jealousy and arousal mixed to form a potent drug. He didn’t know which he wanted more, to tear his wife away or wait to see what happened next.

      The knee between Naz’s legs had her skirt boosted dangerously high. Aiden was sure his wife was rubbing herself on Blondie’s leg. He imagined the woman could feel how wet Naz was through her jeans. God, he wanted to feel how wet his wife was. Crew Cut was dangerously close to feeling her exposed ass. Aiden wondered what he’d like to do to her if that skirt came any higher.

      Blondie finally kissed Naz. Aiden’s brain exploded. His wife hungrily kissed the strange woman back. Crew Cut pulled her hair aside and moved to kiss her neck. Aiden was ready to tear his wife away from the couple. He loved it but was too jealous. He didn’t have to rescue Naz.

      Naz snapped out of it. She stared at Blondie like she was making a decision before wiggling away from the couple. The song ended just then, and the crowd shifted and roared. Aiden lost sight of his wife and felt a moment of panic. He irrationally feared the crowd would part and Naz would be gone with the couple. But she appeared, propelling him backward with hands on his chest.

      “Get me out of here and fuck me!” Naz shouted it like she didn’t care who else heard her.

      Aiden barreled through the crowd with his wife in tow. A couple of guys looked like they wanted to fight when he pushed past them, but his size and the wild look in his eyes deterred them.

      The cool night hit him like a smack in the face, but he was still stunned by Naz’s behavior on the dance floor. Aiden clicked his fob to unlock the doors of their minivan. Naz ripped the fob from his hand and triggered the side door to slide open. He tried to ask what she was doing, but Aiden was shoved through that side door. She followed and tugged the handle. She straddled him before the door even slid closed behind them.

      “Naz…here…” Aiden gasped between kisses.

      “I…told you…to…fuck me…” She attacked his belt while also attacking him with her tongue.

      “Here?”

      Naz paused to stare. The minivan’s interior was dark, but he was sure he saw anger flash in her eyes. Aiden knew that look, and she was right. He had lost his mind if he was questioning this.

      Aiden pushed her hands away and opened his belt. Naz reached beside them, and the seat began to recline with a whir. He’d never loved those middle reclining seats in their Kia more. She awkwardly stood, straddling his outstretched legs, and he pushed his jeans down. They only got to his knees, but that was enough. Naz pounced again.

      His cock throbbed in her warm grasp. The aggressive tugging wasn’t necessary. Aiden was already there. He even worried he’d go off prematurely if she kept it up.

      “Fuck me…” she breathed, moving into position.

      Aiden hiked up her skirt. Her cheeks filled his hands, and he felt Naz pull her panties to the side with practiced skill like she’d done it a thousand times. He groaned when her slick cleft teased his head. He couldn’t handle teasing. Luckily, neither could she. Naz settled onto his shaft with a satisfied moan. She sank down on him completely in one move.

      In the pale moonlight, he saw that sexy way Naz bit her lower lip when she was trying to manage the roiling lust inside her. It had always made his heart race. Her tight sheath pulsed around him. Aiden surged up off the seat to grind his cock up into her.

      “Ahhh…Aaaiden…”

      “Uhnnn…fuck…Naz…”

      Naz worked her hips. Aiden sizzled from head to toe. She was incredible on top. Her mother insisted she study dance in her younger years, forcing Naz to stick with it long after she hated it. Ballet didn’t stick, but the incredible muscle control it taught her did. She worked her core and bucked her hips, and Aiden felt all his energy rush into his cock. He held her ass and spiked it up into her.

      “Ahhh…ahhh…mmm…”

      Aiden thought his wife had the sexiest moans. They sounded like she only grudgingly allowed them to escape like she was trying to do the impossible and contain her passion. Naz held the seat on either side of his head and leaned in to fuck his mouth with her tongue like she fucked him with her pussy. Her hair spilled around them, overwhelming Aiden with her strawberry scent.

      “Naz…tonight…you were…you’re…ohhh…”

      “Ahhh…ahhh…Aaaid…”

      Pushing his hands under her top and palming her free-bouncing tits was thrilling. Naz purred when he caught and teased her thick nipples. He tugged them harder, and she cried out. She sat up, pulled her shirt off, and dropped it to the floor. The minivan windows were tinted, but it was still wild that Naz didn’t care about riding him topless in a packed parking lot outside a bar.

      Aiden held her sides and helped Naz stay up and ride him so he could watch her beautiful rounds jounce in time with their fucking. She pushed her hair back and caught her staring. Her eyes sparkled, and her thighs tightened around him. Naz rode him harder.

      “Ughnn…ughnn…fuck…fuck…Naz…ohhh fuck Nazzz…”

      “Ahhh…ahhh…Aaaid…ahhh Aaaid…ahhh god…AHHH GOD!”

      Naz’s sharp cry was piercing in the confines of the minivan. Her cunt locked around him and rippled. She came hard like he hadn’t seen in ages. It was magnificent to behold. She cried his name again, even louder.

      “AHHH GOD…AIDEN…AHHH FUCK…”

      Aiden held her when she fell onto his chest. His hips still moved, but he was right there. Naz didn’t have to do anything for him to finish. But her hips ramped back up, driving her pussy onto his churning cock. Naz could be multi-orgasmic, but again, he hadn’t seen it in so long.

      “AHHH GOD…FUCK…AHHH FUCK…”

      Naz tightened around him when she came again, and Aiden was right there with her. He kept an iron grip on her ass to tightly lock them together. He grunted her name she blasted his release deep inside her. She responded with a series of shivery moans like receiving his completion kept her coming.

      “Sweet lord, Naz, damn…” he panted.

      “That was sooo good, honey. Mmm, I love you so much…”

      Aiden lay there and enjoyed his hot wife pressed against him rather than overthink his confusing night.
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      Day 2

      

      Naz lay facedown on their bed, on top of a fluffy towel, waiting for her treatment. She insisted Aiden turn up the heat since she would be so exposed. They usually turned it down toward bedtime. It was a chilly December night. The lights were dim, and an online massage playlist floated from his Bluetooth speaker.

      They nearly made love that morning before they even got out of bed. Naz was primed, and she only needed to pump Aiden a few times before he was rock hard. He worked her with a couple of fingers and nearly had her there before the usual happened and they were interrupted by the kids.

      Her parents seemed to lurk around, except when they really needed them. Her mom could have fed the kids breakfast and let them sleep in, but Naz suspected her mother resented that they had gone out the night before. Once again, her orgasm was denied, and she had to finish herself in the shower. She still came hard, thinking about their night out. Naz couldn’t believe how shamelessly she’d behaved. It was inappropriate, but she loved it.

      Naz was annoyed that Aiden had expected her to cram her butt into an old skirt that was a size too small. She was shocked he wanted her to go without a bra. Naz could not go without a bra unnoticed. Her boobs were too bouncy, especially at forty-four. And she always looked chilly. Sometimes, she thought there wasn’t a bra that was padded enough. But she chose to be a good sport.

      Back in college and med school, in her one-night-stand days, Naz put herself on display all the time to meet guys—never too slutty, but sexy enough to get noticed. And it always worked. She knew guys wanted her. Looking back, her shamelessness was a little embarrassing—maybe even needy.

      Naz never thought she’d go out like that again as a married woman. There was no reason to.  She had everything she wanted. Aiden would never want that. He wasn’t the type of man who needed to flaunt his woman—or so she thought. His behavior surprised Naz even more than her own.

      At first, she thought he was just making a point about staying in their comfort zone, but she slowly realized Aiden liked putting her out there like that. He didn’t stop that guy from hitting on her at the bar. And on the dance floor… Aiden just hung back and watched her misbehave. Their tryst in the minivan showed he loved it just as much as she did.

      Twenty-four-year-old Naz would have thought that was a good night out. She had a few drinks, let her hair down, flaunted it on the dance floor, and could have gone home with the bartender. That Naz would have been thrilled to fuck in the parking lot. Beds were more fun because she could move around, but she loved it when a guy wanted her so badly that he couldn’t wait to get home. Aiden was that guy the night before.

      But forty-four-year-old Naz was scandalized by her behavior. She had no idea what had gotten into her. She wanted to blame the drinks, but she didn’t always act that way when she had a drink too many. She was grudgingly proud that she still had it, but Naz would have died if anyone they knew had seen her like that.

      What if we’d run into Michelle and Clay? Michelle Winthrop was the mom of Sean’s best friend, Jack. Naz and Michelle had become closer over the last year. Michelle never gave details, but Naz sensed there was trouble in the marriage, and she needed someone to lean on. Naz was happy to be there for her. She loved Cassie, but she needed adult friends, too. Naz would have died if Michelle saw her acting like that, her tits bouncing all over the place and rubbing her body all over strangers. What if I was crazy enough that I did that with Michelle and Clay on the dance floor? They would have to move.

      Naz had a blast at that club but had to keep herself in check. Remember who you are now. You’re a professional forty-four-year-old woman. A doctor. A wife. A mother. Leave Slutty Naz in the past!

      Aiden had been strange all day. He always spent Sunday watching football, but he seemed too distracted to enjoy it. Naz sat at the other end of the sectional when she wasn’t playing with their daughter or fetching something. Her football ritual was to get under a blanket and crochet. She’d catch Aiden looking over at her with the weirdest look in his eyes. He looked lustful and suspicious.

      “Are you ready, ma’am? May I come in?” he called from the bathroom.

      “Yes, Serge.” Naz giggled when she said it. Her head lay on her crossed arms, and she watched him come into the bathroom carrying a little bottle in a towel. He was dressed in a white tank top and blue shorts—his uniform.

      “Let me fix this for you, ma’am,” he said, adjusting the folded towel that covered her rear. It was the only thing that covered her. She giggled again. His faint accent—she couldn’t place what he was going for—was silly. This whole thing was silly.

      They opened Day 2 of 12 Days of Desire that morning to plan for their new assignment. Aiden was eager to learn their fate. Their night out seemed to turn him around on the couples’ calendar. He read the card to himself and announced, “You’re going to like this one.”

      The Nice side read, Massage Your Partner With Oil. The Naughty side instructed, Role Play a Happy Ending Massage With Your Partner. Naz was pleased. Aiden had terrific hands. He was only slightly put off when she insisted that they enact the Naughty side.

      “Do you like it hard or soft, ma’am?”

      “Maybe start soft and see how hard I can take it.”

      “My pleasure, ma’am. A fine thoroughbred like you can take it very hard.”

      Naz buried her face in her arms and bit back a laugh. She didn’t know if they’d get through this if Aiden kept up that accent. It certainly didn’t make her feel sexy.

      “I’m not sure you want to compare me to a horse.”

      “In my country, horse is highly prized.”

      While she wondered if he was going for a Borat accent, Aiden dribbled a line of warm oil down her spine. She gasped. It was almost too hot, but the sting gave Naz a deep buzz. He let more oil trickle around her back. She waited in eager anticipation while his added weight shifted the mattress.

      A low moan escaped her lips, unbidden, when his big hands pressed into the small of her back and traveled upward, spreading the oil over her skin. Naz had always loved a massage. She would treat herself more often if she had the time, but those wouldn’t be as sexy as receiving one from her husband—or whoever he was pretending to be.

      “I didn’t catch your name, boy,” she sighed. Naz decided her fantasy masseuse was a boy toy.

      “Is Serge, ma’am. Serge is here to service you. I mean, serve your needs.” Even Aiden laughed at himself then.

      “Mmm, either will do, Serge. You have wonderful hands.”

      “Serge thanks you, ma’am. Remember that when you tip.”

      Naz had an excellent tip in mind.

      His fingers curled around her shoulders, and he dug deep. She groaned. His thumbs pressed toward the base of her neck while his fingers worked her shoulders. Aiden swept her hair aside and moved the gold chains she wore up out of his way. He focused both hands on the back of her neck, and Naz melted. She expected he would just mess around and jump right to sex, but he was giving her a real massage. Aiden really was the best.

      “Mmm, you can go harder, Serge.”

      Naz grunted when his fingers dug harder, but it was a good hurt. She was tight, and Aiden had to work out the knot. Her husband had done sports medicine for a high school in the past and knew his way around a sore muscle.

      “Please, to move arms down, ma’am.”

      Aiden took her crossed arms and laid them along her sides. She tickled his knee when it brushed her hand. He was able to dig deeper into her shoulders and worked those knots hard. Naz took a deep breath to force herself to relax. Maybe he went a little too hard, but she wouldn’t admit that. She could take whatever he dished out.

      “Very tense, ma’am. You need a lot of work.”

      “Mmm, work me as hard as you need to, Serge. And call me Naz.”

      “Yes, ma’am.”

      Naz wiggled and giggled when he tickled her sides. It had to be on purpose because Aiden knew she was supremely ticklish. His palms massaged down her back, but his fingers kept brushing her sides. She struggled to contain herself.

      “To hold still, ma’am. Serge is trying to work.”

      “You…hee hee…keep tickling…ahhh…me…Serge…”

      “No tickle, ma’am. Massage.”

      “But…ohhh…”

      Aiden pressed thumbs into the dimples above her back. Satisfaction flowed to her core when she felt something release. The touch wasn’t sexual, but it triggered that response. He gripped the sides of her butt and worked his thumbs in circles, and Naz moved her hips without thinking about it. His fingers dug into her soft cheeks, and she pushed back. Those thumbs worked under the towel covering her rear to the top of her crack, and she squirmed again. That felt like funny business.

      Naz caught her breath when he paused. She knew the massage would feel good, but it was much better than expected. Serge was earning a huge tip. He swept the towel aside and poured more oil into the small of her back and across her cheeks. It had cooled, and the sting was gone, but the oil on her butt still felt weird.

      “Ohhh…Serge…that’s…”

      Aiden firmly kneaded both cheeks, his thumbs pressing deep into her crack. They tickled the forbidden spot for less than a second, but it caught her attention. He never messed around back there. His hands slid up again, collecting the oil from the small of her back, and kept going. Naz was so slippery that he hardly gained purchase on her smooth, olive skin, but he was rubbing rather than massaging. Wide-spread hands slid higher, and rather than tickle, his fingertips brushed the swells of her breasts pushed out to her sides. Naz squirmed for a new reason.

      Naz moaned contentedly when his slick hands caressed her shoulders and neck. The tingle in her core was building to a quiet throb. Aiden—sorry, Serge—still hadn’t crossed a line, but those familiar hands felt so nice sliding all over her back. He worked down again, and that time it was entirely to rub the soft rounds pushed out by the mattress beneath her. A real masseuse avoided that.

      “Is good? Too much, ma’am?”

      “You’re fresh, Serge, but I don’t mind,” she cooed.

      “Very good, ma’am.”

      The touch was a tease since her best parts weren’t exposed to him, but it didn’t last long. Aiden was on the move again and really went to town on her butt. Naz knew her husband liked her ass, and he seemed determined to prove it. Her round globes were slippery from the oil, but he grabbed on and kneaded them hard. She felt like he was possessing her.

      Aiden spread her cheeks, allowing his thumbs to sweep between them. The blunt digits pressed her rosebud again as they passed over it, applying more pressure every time. They were so slick one of them might have popped through her knot if he’d tried, but he seemed content to tease. Unless he’s trying to tell me something, she thought. She whimpered and shivered while her core tightened.

      Naz hadn’t given up her butt in over twenty years—and that had not been with her husband. She met the big, blonde, all-American boy at a college party. He was a senior Econ major from Chicago’s North Shore and had the swagger of a handsome, rich kid. Naz knew she was going to fuck him the moment he said hi.

      Back at her place, his huge cock scrambled her brain so much that by the time he started fingering her ass, Naz was ready to let him do anything. Taking such a big tool in her rear was deeply painful, but she loved how that boy possessed her. She came when he came in her rear. The boy slipped out right afterward, leaving a dazed Naz in her bed with an ass full of cum. She never saw him again.

      Naz had no deep need ever to take anal again, but she would have given it up to Aiden if he’d wanted it. Her sweet husband had never asked.

      Aiden left her throbbing with need and massaged down her legs. The foot massage might have been the best part of the experience, sending waves of pleasure flowing up through her body. Naz was approaching that point where she would do anything for her husband—just like with that rich kid in college.

      Her legs parted of their own accord when he worked back up, massaging her thighs when he reached them. Aiden’s hands remained so slick she couldn’t have stopped him anyway. His fingers kept sweeping higher but stopped short of her promised land. He brushed her lips, and she trembled. Naz was so ready for him.

      “I don’t think it’s appropriate to touch me there, Serge,” she breathily whispered.

      “You want Serge to stop, ma’am?” He slowly stroked her lips when he asked.

      Naz whimpered and tried to scoot back to his fingers. “I didn’t…ahhh…say that…”

      Aiden dipped his fingers deeper into her furrow. “You are married, yes, ma’am?”

      “Mmm…I am…Serge…”

      “Your husband approve?” He pressed deeper, parting her sticky lips.

      The massaging fingertips drove her crazy. Naz wiggled for him, but Aiden wouldn’t go deeper. What is he getting at? This role-play is getting weird. “I don’t…he doesn’t…ahhh…know…” He finally brushed her throbbing button. Naz quaked. Her next words just slipped out. “I…ahhh…don’t care…ahhh…”

      “Ma’am don’t care?” The accent slipped when his voice became thick with desire. Whatever this game was, he liked it.

      “No…I…ahhh…Serge…don’t…ahhh…don’t stop…mmm…please…”

      Naz felt Aiden rise over her. He pushed her thighs wide apart and got in close. His fingers pressed deeper into her dripping slit, massaging, driving her mad. She feared he might try to slip all of them inside her. She didn’t care. Naz needed something inside her. She needed to come. Aiden had never teased her like that before. She didn’t know he had it in him. This side of her husband was so hot. Naz blindly reached up and back, finding his package in his shorts. He was so hard. She needed that.

      “Please…Aiden…Serge…” Naz was not a woman who begged.

      Aiden massaged her lips and rubbed her clit until she was right on the brink. Her body swelled. Naz was ready to detonate with pleasure. His fingers disappeared.

      “Whaa…” she sobbed in frustration.

      “Ma’am, please to turn over.”

      Naz thought she might murder him.
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      Aiden unfolded the discarded towel and held it out to shield her modesty when she turned over. He was dedicated to his role as Serge the masseuse. Serge was keeping up the pretense that it was an ordinary massage. Watching his wife’s beautiful body laid out before him made that difficult. Aiden just wanted to pounce.

      Naz was flushed from head to toe. Her nipples were dark and thick with desire. He was dying to suck on them. Her big pillows were so enticing and spread wide when she lay on her back. Serge wouldn’t peek, but Aiden couldn’t help it. The black hair around her lust-swollen lips was newly shaped and buzzed down to a dusting. She hadn’t shaved smooth down there in about a decade, and Aiden felt weird asking her to do it. Her deep hazel eyes were frustrated and needy.

      “Serge, you don’t have to…” Naz said when he spread the towel across her torso.

      “No modesty, ma’am? Serge must keep his job.” He thought it was funny to play innocent after he’d been teasing her pussy.

      “I think we know each other well enough,” she replied, pulling the towel away from her body.

      “Very well, ma’am.”

      Aiden resisted every masculine impulse and moved closer to her head. Naz was low enough on the bed that he could get above her. Her eyes closed, and her lips parted with a sigh when he massaged her temples. Those parted lips gave him ideas. When’s the last time I got a blowjob? He massaged her cheeks and jaw. Naz’s breathing deepened, making her sweet tits rise and fall. He just wanted to grab them. He loved her ass, but those were the showstoppers. Large breasts on a slim body got him every time. He raked his fingers through her thick, raven hair, and Naz purred.

      “That feels so nice, Serge. I love your hands,” she sighed.

      “Hope you are relaxed, ma’am.”

      “Mmm…among other things…”

      Her eyes flitted open, and she hungrily stared at the hard-on tenting his shorts. It was right above her head. That look made his balls ache. I could pull down my shorts and slip it right past her lips.

      Aiden leaned forward to massage her shoulders and upper chest, pushing his bulge into her head. Naz rubbed back against it. She could tease, too. He reached for her tits but denied himself because it denied her. She moaned in frustration when he moved on.

      Naz closed her eyes when he started at her feet again. He needed to remember to massage her feet more often. She clearly loved it. Her eyes opened when he lifted and stretched her leg. Aiden was caught staring at her slit, fascinated by how the motions spread it open. He looked away, unsure why he was embarrassed. She was his wife, after all. He laid her leg back on the bed, but Naz lifted her foot to rub his crotch. Aiden lurched with the surge of pleasure but didn’t give in. He moved her foot and went to her other leg.

      Aiden oiled her thighs and worked his way up them, spreading her thighs wider to kneel between them. Her slick, smooth thighs flexed when he massaged them, and he pressed harder. He was afraid to hurt her, but Naz moaned deeply. Her hips flexed at him. Aiden fought his own need and skipped right over her pussy.

      The oil glistened when he poured it over her tits. It was so pretty that he got distracted and probably poured too much. His hands slipped all over those soft rounds. Aiden had to mash them to grab them properly.

      “Ahhh…Aaaid…Serge…”

      “Not too rough, ma’am?” Aiden’s accent slipped because he was legitimately worried. He was never so rough with her.

      “Mmm…no…you can…mmm…go harder, hon…Serge…”

      Her control slipped when he focused on her thick, brown tips. His thumbs circled her big areolas before honing in on the real target. Naz trembled and moaned and mashed her tits back at his hands. He sculpted her succulent rounds but kept focus on her nipples. His fingers kept slipping off them, forcing Aiden to pinch harder. Naz squealed, and he backed off.

      “Ahhh…no…don’t…stop…Aiden…”

      Naz braced his hands with her own, keeping them in place. Aiden gave her what she wanted. He roughly massaged her tits. He tugged and lightly twisted her nipples. Naz went wild, panting and moaning, her cries rising in volume and pitch until he worried she might be overheard despite their large house. Aiden wondered if he could make her come by just playing with her tits if he kept it going. But it wasn’t time for his wife to climax yet.

      “Ahhh…god…why do you keep…ahhh…denying me…Ai…Serge…” she panted.

      Her wild reaction helped push Aiden back into character. He would never treat his wife that way, but Serge was just a man paid to work on her body. Serge was focused on extending her pleasure.

      “Just doing my job, ma’am. Is good, yes?”

      “Not if you don’t…ahhh…finish the job, Serge.”

      Aiden gave her a moment to calm down before he started in again. Keeping her on a yoyo drove her crazy in a fun way. He pushed her thighs wider apart. Naz bent her legs and dug her heels into the mattress. Her fruit was fully open to him. Aiden pressed all four fingers to her slick pink and firmly rubbed in circles, letting his palm glance over her button.

      “Ahhh…god…ahhh…” she whimpered.

      Naz was on fire. Her body was a revving engine begging to be thrown into gear. Aiden didn’t slowly tease. She’d had enough of that. He’d never felt her so wet. Naz was soaked and dripped onto the towel beneath her. Aiden was proud he could still get her so horny after sixteen years together.

      His fingertips dipped into her needy opening, and Naz lifted her hips. She was desperate to be filled. Aiden thought about making her beg to be fucked, but he didn’t think his proud wife would do it. Naz did not beg. He didn’t want to finish this by pissing her off. Instead, he bunched three fingers and pushed them inside her. Her grasping canal made the tight fit even tighter, but she was so drenched he slipped right inside her.

      “Ahhh god…ahhh fuck…”

      Aiden thought he had miscalculated and let her come. He pulled his fingers right back.

      “Nooo…”

      After she had a second to calm down, Aiden pushed his fingers back inside her. He didn’t move them this time because he wanted to know what Naz would do. She worked her hips, impaling her cunt on his fingers. Naz slowly and forcefully fucked herself on his outstretched hand. The wet sucking sounds of her soaked pussy filled the room. Her moans worked back to a fever pitch.

      “Ahhh…ahhh…ahhh…” Naz looked pained by the sensations racing through her, but he knew she was in ecstasy.

      Aiden watched his wife fuck his hand and marveled at how sexy she was. Her tits jiggled like crazy. Her answer from earlier rang through his head. Serge asked if her husband knew what she was doing. Naz answered, I don’t care. Visions of his wife pinned between that couple the night before had plagued him all day. They’d also kept him hard. How far would she have gone if I wasn’t there? Seeing how horny she could be just then, Aiden’s question ached deep in his chest. Naz surely wouldn’t have gone home with them, right? Why did part of him want to see her do it?

      Naz pumped his fingers faster. This was much closer to the Naz he met during their internship. That version of his wife was always horny. She surely would have fucked his fingers to get off. Sometime in their ten-year marriage, he’d stopped seeing that girl. Did she go away or did Aiden just miss seeing her?

      Aiden snapped out of it, leaned in, and hammered her cunt with his fingers. He found her clit with his other hand and pressed, rubbing in tight circles. Naz closed her eyes, or maybe they rolled back in her head. He couldn’t tell. She went off like a skyrocket.

      “Ahhh god…fuck…FUCK…AHHH FUCK…”

      Kneeling over his wife and watching her come was transcendent. Naz was like a force of nature while the orgasm tore through her. Her hips finally stopped moving, but Aiden took over, filling her tight sheath with his fingers and abusing her clit. Naz only wound down for a second. She went right back up, tossing and turning. He couldn’t tell if she was trying to escape him or jam his fingers deeper.

      “Fuck…ahhh god…Aaaiden…fuck…”

      Naz shoved his hand away and closed her legs, rolling onto her side. She randomly shook like someone ran a current through her. “Ohmygod, Aiden…” she sighed. “Ohmygod…”

      “Who is this Aiden, ma’am? Is time for Serge to get paid.”

      Naz rolled onto her back again, smiling, even though she looked totally spent. “I don’t have any money, Serge. How can I pay you?”

      “Serge take payment in trade, like in the old country.”

      “Take whatever you like, Serge.”

      Aiden nearly toppled over trying to pull off his shorts and crawl toward her head at the same time. Naz looked surprised to see his dick staring her in the face, but she opened her mouth when he cradled the back of her head, lifting it closer. Her lips closed around him, and pleasure burned through Aiden like wildfire. Her hand wrapped around his shaft, pumping it while she sucked and licked his head.

      Naz took him deeper and deeper, allowing him to press to the back of her throat while her cheeks hollowed. She was stunning with his cock in her mouth. He used to love just to sit back and watch her blow him. How many times did she go to her knees in some quiet corner of the hospital when they were on a shift together?

      “Uhnnn…Naz…damn…ohhh damn…”

      Aiden tensed when she palmed his balls. He was trying to hold out, but he’d never been able to last when he was in her mouth. Naz gave incredible head. He’d purposely avoided thinking about how she got so good in the past. Now, he ached to know. His grip tightened on the back of her head. He swore her eyes were pleading for him to come. Aiden thrust into her mouth. Her tight grip on his base kept her from choking on it, but he kept control and fucked her mouth. Naz made the strangest sounds. He swore she was moaning. Does she like me fucking her mouth?

      “Ohhh…dammit Naz…fuck…fuck…Nazzz…”

      Her cheeks ballooned out when he erupted in her mouth. The power of his release made Aiden dizzy. He’d lost his mind. That was the only way he could explain pulling it out of her mouth. A string of thick cream shot across her cheek. Aiden wrapped his hand around hers and forced Naz to keep pumping him while he directed his hose at her chest.

      “Serge…uhnnn…not finish…in…uhnnn…client…” he grunted, the silly accent gone.

      Together, they pumped his cock, and streaks of jizz painted her quaking tits. Seeing his load coat her amazing chest made Aiden wish he could start coming all over again. He wished he had a porn star’s load and could coat his wife from head to toe with cum. He made Naz keep jerking it until he only shot air. Aiden sat back on his heels, elated.

      “That was…something…honey,” Naz giggled.

      “That wasn’t me,” he replied, a tremble in his voice. Aiden chuckled. “That was Serge.”

      Naz smiled and trailed her fingers through the jizz coating her tits. He thought his head would explode. Who is this woman? “Serge is a very dirty boy, isn’t he?”

      “Too dirty?”

      “I may need to book another massage to decide that.” Naz kept smiling.

      Aiden found the voice again, even though he was totally drained. “Serge clear schedule for you any time, ma’am.”

      “Mmm, I can’t wait. We just need to make sure my husband doesn’t find out.” Naz winked.

      Aiden just stared. His cock throbbed, even though he’d just drained it. Who is this woman? he wondered again. Whoever she was, he was falling hard for her.
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      Day 3

      

      Naz was off on Monday and had all day to think about the card they’d opened that morning. Nice: Pose For A Sexy Photoshoot. Naughty: Take Videos of Each Other Masturbating. Both options left her scandalized. Fortunately, both options excited her husband. He wouldn’t push for the dirtier task. She could never touch herself while Aiden sat back and watched. No way she’d let him record that. But she was curious to see him do it. Naz didn’t know how she’d pose for sexy photos without falling into a laughing fit, but she would try. She might have to drink like she had the last two nights.

      Aiden would have been happy to just give her a massage the night before. The oil came out of the box of extras Cassie sent. Naz pushed to role-play the massage. She thought it would be fun. He thought it was too silly and complained, but once he started, Aiden was very much in character. Maybe a little too much in character, she thought.

      Playing her naughty masseuse brought out a side she’d never seen in their sixteen years together. Naz didn’t think Aiden had any new tricks. His capacity to tease her was…interesting…but she was impressed. He hadn’t shown that intensity for her in years. He’d never been so commanding before. The last thing Naz expected was for Aiden to just put his cock in her mouth. What was up with coming on my chest? She didn’t hate it but didn’t know he was into that. And, it was a choice. He knows she doesn’t mind swallowing. Naz had always liked how naughty it made her feel to slurp down a load but letting him blast it all over her chest felt even naughtier.

      Where do we go from here? Naz wondered. I’d be worried I’m creating a monster if I wasn’t enjoying myself so much.

      Her mother always got the kids off to school, which allowed Naz to sleep in. She hoped Aiden would want a pre-work quickie, but he thoughtfully slipped out of bed and let her sleep. She was barely into her cup of coffee when her mother strolled into the kitchen.

      “It’s good you’re up, Nazanin. I was worried you’d lay about in bed all day.”

      “I’ve been up for a while, Maman. I was getting the laundry together.” Why am I defending myself to her? I’m a grown woman, and this is my house.

      “I guess you haven’t had time to get ready for the day yet.” Farah gave her a disapproving glance. She was a woman who dressed and put on makeup every day like she was going to a garden party. Naz’s braless tank top, pajama pants, hoodie, and messy ponytail did not pass muster.

      “What?”

      “I just hope you clean up before Aiden comes home from work. A husband deserves to see his wife make an effort, not look like an unmade bed.”

      Naz smirked. Aiden would love to come home and find her bouncing around in a braless tank top. He proved that the other night. Besides, he’d seen her in stained scrubs at the end of a double shift. Her house chores outfit was glamorous by comparison.

      “Maman, you let me worry about my husband. He is happy with me.”

      “I heard someone was happy last night, Nazanin.”

      “Maman!”

      “Don’t be so prudish, dear. Yes, I raised you to be a proper young lady, but you also need to be the woman your husband needs to keep him interested. There is no shame in keeping your husband happy, Nazanin. And I see how you two have been around each other for the past while. I hope you are tending your home fires.”

      “I am not having this conversation with you.” Naz was horrified by her mother’s version of lady in the streets, freak in the sheets. She did not want to think about what her mother did to keep her father interested. Nor did she want tips from her mother on keeping Aiden interested. Ew, no.

      “I would be a bad mother if I didn’t correct you, Nazanin. That’s all.”

      “No correction needed, Maman. I’m going to go do the laundry and pour bleach in my ear to wash my brain now.”

      Naz turned to leave just as her father was walking into the kitchen. “Nazanin, do not disrespect your mother.”

      “Yes, Baba,” she quietly answered. Her father’s stern voice still made her feel like a little girl, even at forty-four. She fled the kitchen before she got into more trouble.
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        * * *

      

      It was probably good that Aiden’s job as a general practitioner at an urgent care chain mostly required him to treat runny noses and sprains because his mind was not entirely on his work that day. It kept wandering back to his wife and how spicy their photoshoot would get that night.

      Aiden had begun to think that he didn’t know Naz nearly as well as he thought. Her behavior over the last couple of days was a revelation. She had sexual depths he’d never tried to explore, making Aiden wonder, Am I too boring in the bedroom? Has Naz been dying to let this dirtier side out? Maybe if he was less uptight and shared his dirty side with his wife, she would have opened up to him.

      Naz’s dance with that couple kept flashing back into his mind. And then what she told Serge in their bedroom when he asked about her husband. I don’t care. Aiden wondered how wild his wife could get. Would being married stop her if she got rolling?

      All that kept him hard throughout the day, thinking about his photoshoot with Naz and where it could lead. Aiden thought about pushing for the spicy option to see what she would say, but he couldn’t imagine Naz masturbating while he filmed it. He didn’t think she did that at all but suspected that belief was naive after their weekend. They hadn’t been having enough sex, and a sexual woman like Naz was not doing without. Aiden jerked off. Why shouldn’t Naz? Which begged the question: why were they each jerking off instead of fucking each other?
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        * * *

      

      Naz teased him all night. That might have bothered another man, but Aiden found it hot. She wasn’t obvious about it—she couldn’t be with the kids and her parents around—but when they weren’t looking, she gave him a knowing smile, struck a pose, and pulled her hoodie open. Her choice to go braless was an obvious tease. One he appreciated.

      Aiden caught her alone in the kitchen while they were clearing dinner and pushed his hand under her hoodie. Naz trembled when his thumb stroked a prominent nipple through her tank top. They even dented the hoodie, and he’d been staring all night. She responded by rubbing Aiden through his scrub pants. He had to hide his hard-on behind the kitchen island when her dad surprised them.

      The couple was all over each other again the moment they were alone. Aiden groped his wife, and she forced her hand into his pants, gripping his hot, growing meat. He swooned.

      “I hope you like what I picked for later. Unless you’re too tired after work,” Naz whispered, nibbling his ear. He loved this new side of his wife the game brought out.

      “We need to get the kids to bed early. The suspense is killing me,” he replied, pulling her lips back to his. They jumped apart when her mother spoke.

      “Don’t mind me. I’m just getting more water for your daughter,” Farah loudly said.

      “Maman!” Naz whined.

      “Sorry, Farah,” Aiden said.

      “No, this is your house. You may do as you please. Do not let me get in the way. I am happy to see you two close again. I was telling Nazanin earlier…”

      Naz rolled her eyes, grumbled, and fled the kitchen. Aiden was trapped, still hiding his hard dick behind the island. His mother-in-law’s presence hadn’t shrunk it yet. But unlike his father-in-law, who left the kitchen as quickly as he came in, Farah lingered.

      “She is still such a willful girl, just like when she was a teenager. Sometimes, I admire you for dealing with it, but perhaps she would benefit from a stronger hand,” Farah said.

      “I think Naz would give me a strong hand upside the head if I try to take a strong hand with her. Besides, I love her just the way she is.”

      Aiden thought the criticism was rich coming from Farah. Yes, Jahan was a tough man, but Farah ruled the roost. He could count on one hand the times he’d seen his mother-in-law defer to her husband.

      “You Americans.” Farah shook her head. “Anyway, I was telling Nazanin earlier that she should make an effort for you, like a good, traditional wife. I’m glad she brushed her hair, changed something, and put on some makeup, but wouldn’t you like her to greet you more—uhm—put together? Jahan never sees me in such a state.”

      Aiden was tempted to show Farah the tent in his chinos, so she knew how much he approved of Naz’s outfit. He didn’t like how critical the woman was of his wife. But he would not let his mother-in-law see how hard he was. Not only would it be wildly inappropriate, but what if she mistook the erection as being for her? It was weird that he was still so hard with only Farah there, but she was a beautiful woman.

      Naz got her looks from her mother. The old saying was to look at your mother-in-law to see how your wife would look in twenty years. Aiden should be so lucky. He didn’t want Naz to acquire her mother’s sour countenance, but otherwise, Farah Abbasi was still a beautiful woman in her sixties. She was thicker than Naz and wore her gray-streaked hair shorter, but she had spectacular tits just like her daughter. Aiden may have inadvertently checked them out once or twice. Farah filled out her tight, white silk top, showing she had the same high beam problem as her daughter. Aiden was suddenly horrified that he might still be hard because of Farah.

      “I think Naz is beautiful, just like her mother. And I love and appreciate her however she is. I’m sure Jahan feels the same way about you.”

      “I ensure that Jahan is proud of his wife.”

      “And I’m proud of Naz. Now, I really should get back out there and help her.”

      Aiden let his mother-in-law leave first and turned his mind back to his plans with Naz later.

      The rest of the evening was busy, especially after the Abbasis left them to have their own family time, and he and Naz had to wrangle the kids on their own. They did try to get the kids to bed early. The twins fought it at first, but Aiden finally got them to wind down. He sent Naz off to get ready and handled the final bedtime landing on his own.

      Steam drifted from the cracked master bath door when Aiden arrived to their bedroom and locked the door behind him. His phone was charged, so he didn’t have to worry about running out of juice while Naz posed for him. He wanted to sneak in and get some shower shots but knew she would chase him out. Aiden had to be patient.

      Naz took ages after the shower shut off. She played a mix of Taylor Swift and other upbeat girl power while she finished getting ready. That meant she was in a good mood. Aiden tried to stay patient, but he was growing antsy. He changed into a pair of tight boxer briefs and a fresh t-shirt and sat in the chair by the window reading.

      “Are you ready for me?” she called out from the bathroom.

      “Dying to see you,” he replied, keeping the impatience out of his voice.

      Naz threw open the bathroom door and strutted into the bedroom like she was on the catwalk. She struck a pose, but her serious face immediately dissolved into giggles. That was awesome because it made her sweet rounds jiggle. It still had the desired effect. Aiden was dumbstruck by her beauty. Her hotness. He was blown away when she put on the outfit he chose Saturday night, but this was next level.

      The pink one-piece was sheer all over but totally see-through in places. Her pushed-up tits were only obscured by a scattering of pink roses embroidered on the material. That continued down the middle and split over the fronts of her hips. Her hips were decorated with lace, while the panel over her treasure trove was merely translucent. He made out her belly piercing and the dark around her lips, but nothing else.

      “Am I photo-ready?” Naz pushed her hair back from her face, revealing a dangling gold earring. Her raven hair was in waves like a 40s pinup. Her lips were a dramatic pink, several shades darker than her lingerie.

      “Uh, yeah, but I think we need to get a professional in here. I can’t do that justice. Holy shit, Naz! You look incredible.”

      “Don’t sound so surprised,” she sniffed but still grinned at the compliment.  “And, that will not happen. I couldn’t wear this in front of anyone else.”

      “A woman like you deserves a proper boudoir shoot, Naz. They’re professionals. We could hire a female photographer.”

      “Still don’t think I could do it, but thank you. You’re going to have to do your best.”

      Naz set her phone and Bluetooth speaker down on her night table. Aiden was so distracted that he didn’t even realize she had them. She chose something sultry with a mellow beat that Aiden didn’t recognize. Her nails were also freshly painted pink. When Naz turned off the lights in the ceiling fan, he insisted she leave the others lit. He wanted to see her.

      Aiden stopped her from sitting and snapped a photo. He asked her to pose, and she struck a few stiff positions. He began to give more specific directions, hoping Naz would loosen up if she didn’t have to think about it. He got her to jut out a hip with her hand braced on it. That looked good, but even better when he adjusted his angle. Aiden didn’t see himself as a photographer and depended on the camera software in his phone to do the heavy lifting.

      Getting low, he shot up along the line of her body. Her curves looked incredible. Naz gave him an Are you serious? look, and Aiden told her to smile. She pursed her lips in a mock model’s pout. It was cute, and he snapped it. Her tiny nose stud twinkled in the light. He also got above her and shot down into her cleavage. Her olive skin shimmered like she’d used Cassie’s massage oil, but her scent was spicy.

      Aiden asked her to pose in the chair by the window. Naz made him close the blinds first. His unexpected disappointment made him wonder if he wanted someone to see her like that. His balls throbbed, thinking about all the men scoping Naz out on Saturday night. He made her sit, first with her legs crossed, then leaning forward with her tits pushed out. He asked her to slouch and use her arms to push those globes together while spreading her legs. Naz complained here and there, but he saw she was getting into it. She smiled more easily, and her sexy looks became less mocking. Finally, he asked her to stand and bend over the chair with her hands on the arms. Naz needed convincing for that one.

      They moved to the bed. Aiden asked her to crawl onto the bed, which Naz did after a moment of hesitation. He slowed her and circled, getting his wife from every angle. Aiden couldn’t decide which he liked best, Naz’s round ass when she got up on all fours or the way her perfect tits hung forward between her arms. She arched her back, and he took some great shots from the side.

      Naz didn’t need much direction posing on the bed. She batted bedroom eyes at him while twisting to show off her figure, her pink lips parted in breathy anticipation. Aiden had to wonder if she’d ever posed for a boyfriend before. She was a natural. Fantasizing about a twentysomething version of his wife rolling around on a bed while some faceless guy snapped pictures of her made his cock ache. He could almost see the guy fucking Naz into a mindless frenzy.

      Aiden smiled when she pulled a strap from her shoulder and posed on her side. He came in close and shot up at her. “Keep going,” he purred.

      “Do you want more skin, honey?” she smiled.

      “Yes, please.”

      “But do I seem like the kind of girl who’d strip for dirty pictures? I’m a mother.”

      “You’re a hot mom.”

      Naz laughed while pulling down her other straps. “Did you just call me a MILF, Mr. O’Connor?”

      “That’s Doctor O’Connor to you, and yes, I’ve diagnosed that you’re a MILF, Mrs. O’Connor.”

      “I’m Dr. O’Connor. I don’t know if I can be a doctor and a MILF, Dr. O’Connor.” She peeled the bodysuit down to her nipples. The stretchy material flattened the thick tips.

      “That needs to be a porn. The MILF Doctor. You’d make a fortune.”

      Naz laughed loudly, making her rounds bounce when she exposed them. “So, I wasted all that time and money on medical school when I could have just taken off my clothes and fucked guys on camera?”

      “We’d live in a much bigger house.”

      “I wish someone had told me this twenty years ago. Taking off my clothes and fucking hot guys would have been much easier. And more fun.” Naz sat up, pushing her chest at the camera. “And who says you’d be living in my mansion? We would have never met.”

      Aiden buzzed from head to toe, thoughts of Naz fucking men on video scrambling his brain. “I guess you’d be there with some guy who has a huge dick.”

      “And you’d be at home jerking off to me sucking that huge cock, wouldn’t you? You’d be my number one fan.” Naz pursed his lips to blow him a kiss and Aiden was thrilled he got it.

      “Jesus, Naz,” he marveled. Damn, she has a dirty mind. Aiden wanted to throw his phone down and attack his slutty, big-cock-sucking wife.

      Naz laughed and rolled onto her back.
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      The shock on her husband’s face fed her desire to be naughty. Naz liked that she could still shock him after so long together. That was even better when it included giving him such a big boner. Aiden’s boxer briefs couldn’t hide how much he loved this side of her.

      Naz cupped her breasts, pushing them up and flicking at them with her short fingernails. Jolts of pleasure tightened her core. Her hands felt good on her body, but Aiden’s would be better. Still, she wanted him to watch. Being a sex object was so much fun. He knelt on the bed to get above her. She stared into his camera with what she hoped were her fuck me eyes.

      “Do you want to see more?” she cooed.

      “Your fans demand it.”

      “I can’t let them down.” She blew another kiss at the camera.

      The suggestion that anyone would pay to watch her, a middle-aged mom, have sex was ridiculous. Naz knew she was attractive—but come on. However, Aiden’s suggestion struck a chord in her that strummed pleasure through her body. She would have thrown something at him if he’d called her a MILF any other time. Naz still felt silly playing the sex kitten, but Aiden’s enthusiasm grew her confidence.

      Naz unsnapped the bodysuit but kept a hand between her legs to cover her sex. Aiden pushed her legs wider apart, but she kept herself covered while he snapped with his phone. She was teasing, but still hesitated to flash that. Role-playing a vixen was one thing but letting him take pictures of her pussy was quite another. God, what if anyone ever sees these? What if Aiden loses his phone?

      “Show us, sweetheart,” he pleaded.

      That sweetheart was very different from the pet name he usually used. He sounded like a porn photographer. Aiden said us, not me. Husbands should be possessive, but men watching her animated Aiden. Naz still didn’t understand it, but his fire for it and her own passion to be desired was a new drug for her. In her lusty state, she finally admitted, I want to be slutty for Aiden.

      “Show us,” he repeated.

      Naz uncovered her pussy, and he got close. So close, she almost hid it again. She’d never felt so exposed. But excitement vibrated off Aiden, and she spread her legs wider. Mmm, can he see how wet I am? She was freshly groomed, with only a light dusting of dark hair. Naz considered shaving it completely for the photo shoot, but that felt like too much. Maybe another time, she thought. Naz peeled her lips apart to be sure he could see her glistening arousal. Her slick pink was exposed. Aiden hissed. He loved it. The buzzing, nervous excitement gave her a headrush.

      “Touch it,” he gasped. “Rub your pussy, Naz.”

      “Aiden…I shouldn’t…” she purred, even as her fingers played over her furrow.

      “You should…you need to, Naz…your fans demand it…”

      “Do they? Ahhh…”

      “Yeah…they want to see that sexy pussy, sweetheart…”

      “Ahhh…god…”

      Naz closed her eyes and stroked her lips. She didn’t think, just acted. Pleasure crackled from her touch. Rubbing it while Aiden watched was so wrong. They’d been together for sixteen years, and she’d never done this. Never thought she would do it. And he was right there, close between her thighs. Not just him…my fans…oh god…so dirty…so wrong… Naz thought, embracing the fantasy of being a sex star.

      Her fingers dipped deeper, gliding through her hot, drenched snatch. Naz swept them up, teasing her enflamed button. Her hips jerked, and she moaned. He knows how much I like this. They know…

      “So damn hot…Naz…do it, sweetheart…do it for us…”

      The moan from between her legs opened her eyes. Naz looked down between her breasts to see Aiden laying between her legs with his phone pointed directly at her pussy. Her legs twitched with the urge to snap shut, but Naz wanted to show him—to show them. She pushed her fingers into her hole. Her hips elevated, and she tightened around those digits with a moan.

      Aiden lifted his phone closer and groaned like he just came in his boxer briefs. She hoped not. Naz needed to be fucked. He wasn’t allowed to come before she had him. A realization struck her. Ohmygod…he’s filming this! She slowly pumped her fingers in and out of her pussy. They felt good but weren’t what she really needed. Naz didn’t even get herself off that way, but putting on a show for her fans was thrilling.

      “Ahhh god…yeah…ahhh god…mmm…”

      “Uhnn…shit Naz…do it…rub that pussy…make it come for us, sweetheart…”

      “Ahhh yeah…so horny…need to come…need it so…ahhh…bad…”

      The words should have felt silly, but they came so easily. Playing the slutty sexpot came too easily. Naz used to dress up to get guys, but she never had to flaunt it like this. Picking up guys was easy for her. Pushing her pussy at Aiden was deliciously slutty. Naz pumped her hips back at her busy fingers.

      “Play with those big tits, sweetheart…” Aiden growled. It was like he’d become someone else. Is he playing another role, or is this his dirty side?

      Naz did as he asked, mauling one of her soft pillows with one hand and fingering her pussy with the other. She knew she was going to come—while he filmed it. Ohmygod…this is so hot! Why? She demanded, “Take it out…ahhh…show me how much you like it, honey…”

      Aiden pushed right up to kneel between her spread thighs. The front of his boxer briefs was wet, but it was his leaking excitement. He hadn’t come from grinding on the bed. He kept his phone pointed at her but wrestled his boxers down. His thick root sprung out. Naz wanted it. But she wanted to play their game more.

      “Ahhh…jerk it for me…do you want to fuck me…”

      “Yeah…ohhh fuck yeah…”

      “My…ahhh…biggest fan…”

      “Sooo many of us…so much…ohhh…competition…”

      “You all…ahhh...want to fuck me…”

      “Yeah…ohhh fuck yeah…Nazzz…”

      “Ahhh god…fuck…ahhh fuck…Aaaid…”

      Naz stared at her husband jerking off, but he stood in for an army of faceless admirers, all watching her on the internet. Her fans watched live while she got off for them. I should invite a lucky one over to fuck me…give me what I need…maybe it would be Aiden…maybe not…

      Naz rubbed her clit hard in a tight circle and exploded. The concussion of pleasure made her wail and lift her hips, forcing them at Aiden—at the unblinking camera. She kept rubbing her button, and her orgasm spiraled higher and higher.

      “Ohhh shit, Nazzz…fuck…Nazzz…fuck…”

      Aiden pumped his cock hard, and ropes of sticky jizz streaked over her busy hand, onto her tummy, and even up onto her tits. He shook while he shot his load all over her. Naz wanted to be fucked, but somehow this was even hotter. Aiden was treating her like the slut she was.

      “Ahhh fuck…FUCK…” she cried, coming all over again.

      “Yeah…yeah…show us how you come, Nazzz…fucking come for us!”

      “Ahhh god, yeah…ahhh fuck…ahhh god…”

      Naz stopped rubbing her pussy when she couldn’t take anymore, but as her final slutty act for her fans, she ran her fingers through the jizz Aiden deposited and rubbed it all over her stomach and tits. It was so dirty that she wanted to stroke her pussy and come again. Aiden kept recording it all until she finally held her hand up to block his phone.

      “Okay, stop…you have to stop now, honey…”

      Aiden clicked off his phone, smiled, and said, “If you insist, but I could have watched that all night.”

      Naz laughed and replied, “Isn’t it better to leave them wanting more?”

      “Oh, they’re always going to want more, Naz.”

      “Sure, the world is waiting for me to leave medicine behind for porn.”

      Aiden laid down beside her and brushed her hair back, eyes full of love and lust. Naz fed on the lust, but the love was what she needed. “You’d seriously rake it in, sweetheart. Guys would pay a fortune to see a hot MILF like you on OnlyFans. And don’t quit doctoring. That’s a great hook.”

      “There’s that word again. I’m not sure it’s good to call your wife a MILF.”

      “Aren’t you happy I still think you’re so hot?”

      “Yeah, but…”

      “No but, Naz. You are hot. And yeah, you’re a mother I want to fuck. You can call me a motherfucker.”

      Naz laughed hard at that one and grasped his deflated shaft. She’d forgotten how much she liked just playing with a cock—especially his. “Not tonight. You shot your load, honey. All over me.”

      Aiden chuckled. “Sorry about that. I couldn’t help myself.”

      Naz trailed her fingers through the cum smeared on her breasts. “This is the second time in twenty-four hours. I think I’m learning to like it.”

      “Really?”

      “Is that too dirty?”

      “Goddam, Naz. You’re so sexy. I love you so goddam much.”

      Aiden kissed her, and his heat made her ache to have him inside her. Her tongue slithered into his mouth, and she gripped him tighter. He joined in smearing his release over her rounds, rolling a throbbing tip. Naz moaned into their kiss.

      “No one better ever see that video. I should make you delete it,” she murmured between kisses.

      “But you won’t.”

      Naz shook her head. “Mmm, I won’t.” She kissed him.

      “So, no OnlyFans, Dr. MILF?”

      “You wouldn’t dare,” she replied. Aiden just smiled. “Would you?”

      “Not without your permission.”

      “But you’d want…like…guys to see me like that?”

      Aiden looked unsure, like he thought he’d admitted too much. “That’s crazy, Naz. It doesn’t matter. It’s so risky, and you’d never want that anyway.”

      Naz almost pressed him because that was not an answer. Do I want to hear him say yes? A shiver went through her thinking about it. If Aiden really wanted to show me off, could I…

      “Do you want to see the video?” he asked, holding up his phone.

      “Let’s watch it together,” she answered, surprising herself.

      Aiden held his phone where they could both see it. The video started with her fingers rubbing her glistening slit, which was framed by her thighs. Her wedding ring twinkled on her other hand, which rested on her thigh. No one would know it’s me, she thought. And then he panned up her body. Naz was shocked by the ecstasy on her face. His cock surged in her grip.

      Naz decided she was going to get laid that night after all.
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      Day 5

      

      Aiden stared at his phone between patients, trying to think of something sexy to text to his wife. Their card in 12 Days of Desire instructed, Sext All Day (Including At Least 1 Photo) on the Nice side, and Wear a Remote Control Sex Toy All Day & Give Your Partner Control. Naz was becoming wilder, but not that wild. She made it clear she would not be wearing a vibrator in her pussy at work, even though Cassie thoughtfully included one in the box. Naz pointed out, “What if I’m in the middle of a procedure?”

      They were on such a great roll that he thought this would be easy, but everything he considered sounded cheesy in his head. He and Naz had never been a sexting couple. Nearly all of their texts were about scheduling and the kids. They didn’t even send thinking of you texts anymore.

      His phone chimed with a message from Naz while he waited. She said: I can’t stop thinking about what we did last night. U were so hot in my hand! U came so much all over me!

      The day before had been Day 4 in 12 Days of Desire. They both felt a letdown when they saw the card because every day before that had been an escalation. The card read, Masturbate For Your Partner, with the spicy side reading, Masturbate Each Other. It wasn’t on the Day 3 card, but they’d already got off for each other. They agreed they had to do the spicy side.

      Aiden knew they were both hoping for something to push the envelope. The cards had become permission to expose their dirtier sides to each other. Naz had jerked him off before, but more as a tease than a means to an end.

      They were in their twenties when they met and well past the handjob stage. He played with her pussy all the time, but just to warm her up for sex. Naz fucked him on their first date, although date was a strong word. They’d been getting drinks with the other interns after shifts, and it was the first night the group had dwindled to just them. Finally, Naz said, “Let’s go back to my place.”

      Aiden didn’t know how to go about settling back to just using their hands to get each other off after sixteen years of fucking each other. Naz had it covered. She dimmed the lights and lit candles. The scene was very romantic. He wasn’t sure it fit with their activity but rolled with it.

      Naz kicked it off, taking his dick in her hand and playing with it while they chatted. The massage oil from Cassie’s box came in handy again. His wife was amazing with her hands, and Aiden got into it very quickly. Naz came first. He made sure of that. They whispered dirty things to each other the entire time. When he was close, Naz told him to get up.

      “Come on my tits, honey… Come on me like you did last night…”

      Aiden barely got in position in time. Hearing Naz say come on my tits got him there. That’s the mother of my children, he thought, grinning. He thought about how to reply to her text.

      
        
          
            
              
        Aiden

      

      
        They’re the perfect target

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Naz

      

      
        RU going to do it again tonight?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Aiden

      

      
        Do you want me to?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Naz

      

      
        I want u too right now. Is that too slutty?

      

      

      

      

      

      While Aiden grew hard contemplating that, a photo came through. Naz was in the bathroom in the doctor’s lounge at the hospital. She posed in the mirror with her maroon scrubs top pulled up to expose a lacy black bra. Her tits spilled out of it. She was careful to keep her face out of the shot, but anyone would have known it was Naz because of her tattoos. The twins’ names were tattooed on her wrists in Farsi script. Jasmine’s name on her right wrist was exposed. Her emerald belly button piercing was another clue, although no one but him saw that anymore. He knew Naz planned this because she always wore sports bras under her scrubs. His lizard brain tingled, wondering if any of the male doctors in the ER noticed that her chest wasn’t so restrained that day.

      
        
          
            
              
        Aiden

      

      
        You’re perfectly slutty

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Naz

      

      
        That’s a compliment, right?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Aiden

      

      
        Wish I was there to show you how much I love it

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Naz

      

      
        Sneaking off in the hospital like the old days

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Aiden

      

      
        Do you know a good spot?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Naz

      

      
        I heard about a nurse fucking a visitor in the ultrasound suite in the middle of the night

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Aiden

      

      
        Sounds perfect. I can’t wait to bend you over the exam table

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Naz

      

      
        Just make sure you spin me around at the end

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Aiden

      

      
        I don’t know if I’ll be able to stop. You have a sweet ass

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Naz

      

      
        U have to come on my tits [image: slightly frowning face]

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Aiden

      

      
        I’d love to come on your ass, too

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Naz

      

      
        That might be fun… But I want to see you do it

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Aiden

      

      
        Yeah?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Naz

      

      
        It’s my reward [image: beaming face with smiling eyes]

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Aiden

      

      
        You’re so fucking hot

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Naz

      

      
        I try. Where’s my picture?

      

      

      

      

      

      Aiden had avoided thinking about that part. He didn’t think it was possible to take a photo of his junk without feeling ridiculous. But his dirty wife had him rock hard, so if he was going to do it, this was the time. He looked toward the door of his tiny office and tried to remember if he’d locked it. He usually didn’t, but he’d gone in there to sext with his wife. Here goes nothing, he thought.

      On days he was admin for the urgent care office, Aiden wore real clothes, but when he was primarily seeing patients, he wore scrubs. Luckily, it was a scrubs day. He eased his scrubs pants down over the erection Naz’s photo gave him and pumped it to ensure he was as big as possible. He held his shaft and snapped a photo. He’d just set his phone on the desk and was in the process of tucking his cock away again when one of the nurse practitioners, Brenda, briefly knocked and opened his office door.

      “Do you have a minute to come out and look at something?” Brenda asked, stopping to stare at him. Aiden’s hands were in his lap, and he knew he looked guilty as sin.

      “Ah, yeah, just give me a minute. I was updating some files,” he stammered.

      “Right,” she replied, drawing the word out. “I’ll let you finish that…update. Let me know if you need any help with that…file…Doc.”

      “Sure thing, Brenda. And I’ll be right out.

      A smile played across her lips when she closed the door. Aiden stayed frozen, afraid she’d pop right back through the door to catch him holding his dick. He wasn’t jerking off and knew she didn’t see anything below the desk, but he was still mortified. She knew he was doing something. At least Brenda was smiling when she left.

      Brenda was an attractive, fit blonde about ten years his senior. She was one of the sweetest women he knew, but not in that wholesome way, just kind. She could laugh at a dirty joke with the best of them and had a sly smile that promised naughty secrets. Brenda was married like him, but Aiden had always thought he was flirty whenever they were alone. He didn’t want to think about her being pleased to catch him with his dick out. That was a complication he didn’t need.

      Scrubs in place, he sent the dick pic to Naz. She quickly responded.

      
        
          
            
              
        Naz

      

      
        Is that all for me?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Aiden

      

      
        Who else?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Naz

      

      
        I don’t know. Is anyone around to catch u? Maybe I like someone showing interest in my partner too. Keeps me on my toes

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Aiden

      

      
        No one caught me, but I could show the picture around the office to see who’s interested

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Naz

      

      
        Ur a hot guy with a good job. U don’t have to try that hard. I know to keep my radar up to see who’s trying to poach u

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Aiden

      

      
        I don’t think you have anything to worry about. I’m the one who’s got to worry someone’s going to try to pick up my hot wife

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Naz

      

      
        Does that WORRY U?

      

      

      

      

      

      Aiden was stopped in his tracks. Their play had gotten wild recently, but what had Naz picked up on? Does she think it’s anything more than roleplaying? Does she want it to be? He didn’t. He didn’t think he did, anyway. Aiden never considered it to be anything more than fantasy. Should I tease her about Brenda walking in on me? While he contemplated that, a fresh image came through.

      Naz stood farther back from the mirror. Not only was her scrubs top pulled up, but her tits were scooped out of her bra. Her thick tips made him want to jump through his phone. He was so shocked that it took a moment to realize she had a hand pushed down the front of her pants. Aiden stared at the image. Who is this woman? He didn’t believe for a second that she was really masturbating in the doctor’s lounge, but maybe? He also couldn’t believe she’d stripped that much in the lounge. Aiden was learning all sorts of new things about his wife.

      
        
          
            
              
        Naz

      

      
        Thought I should send something to keep ur attention

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Aiden

      

      
        I can’t think about anything else. Damn Naz

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Naz

      

      
        Have I earned my reward yet?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Aiden

      

      
        Come up to the bedroom as soon as you come home, get on your knees, and you’ll get it in two seconds

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Naz

      

      
        Mmm. Yes, sir. Promise? [image: smiling face with heart-eyes]

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Aiden

      

      
        Cross my heart

      

      

      

      

      

      Aiden had to put his phone down. Brenda was waiting for him, but he needed a moment before he could stand. Scrub pants hid nothing. He really wanted to rub one out to his wife’s photos. His balls ached. He wasn’t that far gone. But if she was here…

      He pictured Naz kneeling in front of his desk with her top pulled up and her tits out. She smiled up while he pumped his cock. Her reward came quickly when he sprayed his release, icing those perfect rounds. For half a second, Aiden pictured Brenda there on her knees, but he fantasized about finishing on her pretty face, staining that lovely smile, and painting her glasses. Something about coming all over her glasses was so wrong. Okay, you’ve really got to stop thinking about this shit. Be a grown-up and get back to work, asshole.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Naz told the ER she was going to check on a set of lab results and instructed them to page her if there was an emergency. She actually snuck off to the fifth-floor chapel, which she knew was abandoned most of the time. Patients and family members always went to the larger chapel on the main floor, where a daily mass was held. Few people even knew the smaller, more intimate room existed.

      She’d left the lights off when she crept in and went to a back pew around a corner from the door. No one could see her if they just walked in. Only soft light emanated from recessed fixtures above the altar, giving the room a hushed, reverent feel. She was anything but reverent in that moment.

      Naz reclined on the padded pew with one leg up on it and one foot on the floor. One hand was jammed into her panties. The other held her phone. She stared at the photo of Aiden’s hard cock while she rubbed her buzzing button. Sexting with her husband was hot—hotter than she’d expected—but Naz was truly surprised by how much his dick pic turned her on. That sealed the deal, and she had to find a quiet place in the hospital to take care of herself.

      Going to the chapel was a full-circle moment. She and Aiden used to sneak off as interns and fuck in the chapel all the time. He usually bent her over a pew, but sometimes she made him get on his knees and worship her pussy with his mouth. Naz would have made him do that if he’d been there, although she was kind of obsessed with getting on her knees for him.

      Naz stared at his cock and thought about kneeling later while Aiden jerked off in front of her. One of the most unexpected discoveries of their new, spicier sex life was how much she loved him finishing on her. If asked, she would have said no, thank you, that’s gross. But Naz got such a dirty charge from Aiden shooting his load on her. She forgot how much being objectified played into her slutty single days. A couple of those guys had pulled out and came on her ass, but no one ever intentionally unleashed on her the way Aiden did.

      Eyes closed, Naz imagined Aiden pumping his cock right in front of her face. It already dripped with excitement. She had to resist the urge to lap up his sticky precum. She was naked to the waist in her fantasy. In the chapel, she rubbed her button faster, breathy moans growing louder in the quiet chapel.

      Naz laid her phone aside and pushed a hand under her top to grope her breasts. Her moans were rushed and desperate, like she needed to come. She did. In her fantasy, she waited for him to explode on her, but if her husband were there, he could have slid that thing right into her juicy pussy. She was so ready.

      Ahhh, give it to me! Come for me, honey, she begged in the fantasy.

      You want it, don’t you? he asked.

      I need it! Please!

      You’re such a dirty little slut, Naz. Begging for my cum!

      Yeah…please…I am a dirty little slut…give me my reward…please…

      What’s your reward, Naz?

      I need your cum, honey. Please, give it to me!

      “Ahhh…fuck…ahhh god…” she sharply cried when the orgasm tore through her. It was so loud in the silent chapel.

      Naz tensed in pleasure on the pew, while behind her closed eyes, Aiden unleashed an impossible torrent of jizz all over her. He coated her tits and blasted her face. He kept blasting, string after string of cum, icing her face and shooting into her hair. His sticky finish dripped from her face by the time he was finished. Aiden’s fantasy release made porn cumshots look tame.

      The crazy fantasy left Naz flushed, and it wasn’t because of her orgasm. She was embarrassed by how potent the over-the-top fantasy was for her. Of course, she didn’t really want a firehose of cum. She’d never begged her husband like that, and he certainly knew better than to call her a dirty little slut—even if she said it first.

      The fantasy would join her other deep, dark secrets. She was having fun, but she was afraid to let Aiden see how depraved she could be. He was a good man. She didn’t know if he could handle that side of her. Naz didn’t know if she could.

      Naz didn’t want to stop, but she feared what 12 Days of Desire was doing to them. The idea was to reignite their spark, not turn them into entirely different people. She wasn’t ready for them to become Cassie and Marty. But god, did it feel good! Naz hadn’t felt so alive and desired in years. She wasn’t worried enough to give that up.

      She pulled her slick fingers out of her panties and put all that out of her mind. She’d always worried too much. They were just having a bit of fun. The wild fantasy was just that—a fantasy. It meant nothing. Naz would finish her shift, go home, and see if Aiden really wanted her on her knees. She would let him finish on her tits, so long as he could get it up again and give her the fucking she desperately needed. Her reward wasn’t going to be enough tonight.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            twelve

          

        

      

    

    
      Day 6

      

      Naz didn’t think this one would be so hard. Sex in front of a mirror sounded hot. But she realized now that while she liked using her body to get attention, watching herself wasn’t so easy. She’d been into watching the video Aiden shot the other night because she was still caught up in the moment. Otherwise, she didn’t want to see herself like that, and didn’t want to analyze why.

      A long oval mirror on a hinged frame had been in their bedroom for years, but it was mostly decorative. Naz always used the big, well-lit mirrors in their bathroom to check herself before going out. Aiden pulled it out and placed it by the foot of their bed. He asked her to strip and led her to it. She liked that he took charge.

      Aiden stood behind her, his arms wrapped around her waist. He was bent low to kiss her neck. Their height difference was not insignificant. His bare cock rubbed against her back, leaving a trail of sticky excitement. She held his arms and leaned her head back on his shoulder. It felt good to be held by her big, strong husband. She loved his arms around her. But every time she closed her eyes, he told her to open them.

      “Look at us, Naz,” he whispered, breath tickling her ear. “Watch.”

      Her eyes fluttered open just as he cupped her breasts from below. He was gentle, fingers playing over them like a breeze, turning her nipples painfully hard. Her tips pumped and ached for his touch. Watching Aiden touch her like that was erotic, but Naz just wasn’t used to staring at herself like that. Even taking those selfies in the mirror at work for him had been a struggle.

      “I still can’t believe you’re mine, sweetheart. You’re so damn sexy.”

      “Even after all these years?” she whispered back.

      “You’re sexier now than ever before. Look at this body.”

      Naz looked good, fighting thinking, for my age. Her hips were wider and jiggled now. She wasn’t about to get a personal trainer but was frustrated by that final bit of baby pooch that stubbornly persisted. She acknowledged she had a great tits, they brought most of her attention, but they hung closer to tear drops in her forties instead of being the high, ripe fruit they were when she met Aiden. Naz just couldn’t believe she was hotter now than when they met, but he worked hard to convince her.

      Aiden firmly squeezed her breasts before running his hands down her body and over her thighs. She jumped, thinking—hoping—he was going to touch her sweet spot. Naz was already soaked. The nerves seemed to make her even wetter. But he followed the swell of her hips back upward. She squirmed when he tickled her sides, but gasped when he grabbed her rounds, roughly massaging them this time. The light and rough touches made her dizzy for him.

      Naz reached back between them, grasping him and moaning his name. He was thick for her. She wanted that inside her. They were both ready, so she didn’t understand why he continued to tease her. Complaining about foreplay was counterintuitive, but Naz wasn’t in the mood, and Aiden was getting way too into teasing her.

      “Aiden,” she moaned, ready to tell him to fuck her. Instead, she cried out when he rolled her nipples hard, riding the edge between pleasure and pain, making her core tighten. Naz hoped he kept this more aggressive side when the Advent season was over.

      “Don’t take my word for it, Naz. Plenty of people wanted you Saturday night. That guy at the bar would have loved to take you home,” he breathed, nibbling on her ear. He closely watched her eyes in the mirror. Her nipples kept aching when we switched to gently brushing them with his fingers.

      Naz couldn’t deny it. The guy flirting with her at the bar had been a thrill, especially because she had the power to play with him and walkway. A younger Naz might not have walked away.

      “Aiden, I…” She was stopped mid-sentence when he rolled her tips again. “Ahhh…Aaaid…”

      “That couple definitely wanted to take you home. You could have fucked both of them. They were practically doing it with you on the dance floor.”

      “Ahhh…god…Aaaid…I…”

      Naz gripped his cock tighter, using it to anchor her to reality because it was far too easy to imagine going home with that couple. She wasn’t in her right mind that night. She didn’t consider herself bisexual, but she liked to have fun. She vividly remembered how hot it was when Cassie went down on her back in college while Marty fucked his future wife from behind, pushing her into Naz.

      “I know you like it, Naz. I know you want it. Your pussy is drenched,” he purred, pressing his fingers to her slit. She gasped when they dipped deeper inside her, stroking upward.

      Aiden still massaged her breast with his other hand. She trembled in his arms. Her eyes closed, and she realized how close she was to coming while standing in front of that mirror. He brushed her clit, and she saw stars. She was so close.

      “Ahhh…god…”

      “Open your eyes,” he demanded, tugging her hair.

      Her eyes snapped open at the sharp pain. Aiden didn’t really hurt her, but it got her attention. Naz’s loving husband did not pull her hair. He should. Intense desire rippled out from her core. He twisted to reach lower and plunged two fingers inside her. That wasn’t how Naz got herself off, but it would do the trick. Aiden deeply, powerfully fingered her, taking her right to the edge.

      “Ahhhh…Aaaid…god…”

      Aiden stopped. His fingers stayed in her, and she tried to move on them. He took them away. She whimpered with frustration. He was becoming too good at teasing and holding off her orgasm. Do not beg him, she thought, resolved to hold onto her pride. He pressed his soaked fingers to her lips, and Naz greedily sucked them. Her cunt tasted tangy. Ohmygod, fuck… she thought, watching herself do it in the mirror. That’s so fucking dirty. It’s so hot! Aiden’s eyes blazed. He loved it even more than she did. Her husband made her feel like a goddess.

      Naz nearly sobbed with relief when he moved in front of her. She was sure he was going to fuck her. Her pussy was dripping for it. Aiden kissed her, cradling her face with both hands. She attacked with her tongue, determined to make him taste her pussy, too. His fingers pushed back into her while they kissed. Naz moaned, swooning on her feet.

      “Promise me you’ll keep watching,” he said.

      “I promise, honey…anything…” Naz was sure she was going to get it.

      “Film this for me.” Aiden pressed his phone into her hand. He’d taken it from the bed behind her.

      “Okay, honey…” she moaned, instead of telling him to fuck off. I can’t record this! What are we doing?

      Naz held up his phone and pressed the red dot while Aiden went to his knees. His tongue touched her slit, sending a rush of pleasure through her. She looked away because she didn’t want to see how she looked when it reached her face, but Naz remembered her promise and forced herself to look.

      The woman in the mirror couldn’t be her. That woman shivered with pleasure. Her cheeks were flushed, and her lips were parted, allowing breathy moans to escape. The woman in the mirror swayed on her feet while a man knelt and licked her pussy. That woman was sexy in her ecstasy in a way that made Naz self-conscious. It was one thing to let herself go without thinking like she did at the club on Saturday night, but quite another to confront it. Besides, the woman in the mirror was getting her pussy eaten, and Naz couldn’t remember the last time Aiden had done that to her.

      His cock had been in her mouth multiple times since they’d started the Advent calendar, but Aiden hadn’t gone down on her once. Her massage would have been the perfect time, but somehow, he hadn’t. Naz didn’t like the imbalance but couldn’t dwell on it because he was down there now, and his questing tongue demanded her attention. It pushed deeper into her folds, lapping at her flowing nectar. She was soaked before he even kissed her there. The slippery devil flicked over her clit, and she flexed her hips at him with a cry.

      Aiden lifted one of her legs, forcing Naz to hold his head for balance while he bent it over his shoulder. She was spread wider, and he dove in. He slurped at her wetness, his sucking mouth and dancing tongue drawing louder and louder cries.

      The woman in the mirror was panting. Her tits heaved in her excitement. That woman grasped her lover’s head, fingers locked in his hair like she was forcing his mouth to her cunt. That woman was in control. Naz didn’t feel in control. The closer she came to a climax, the more her control slipped away. It always had.

      “Ahhh…god…ahhh…god…Aaaid…” she cried, forcing his mouth tight against her dripping fruit when his tongue flashed over her clit—again and again.

      Naz looked down at Aiden’s phone in her hand and up at the woman in the mirror. She needed to come so badly she couldn’t think straight, but she finally merged with the woman on the phone screen and the woman in the mirror. They were all Naz, and she was sexy as hell. She was a hot momma, and she was going to come.

      Aiden drove two, then three, fingers up into her grasping chute. She gripped them inside, but he hammered them up, furiously finger-fucking Naz while his mouth focused on her clit. She lost her mind.

      “Ahhh…fuck…fuuuck…FUCK!”

      Naz howled and exploded, dropping his phone. She didn’t care about that. She needed both hands to hold onto Aiden’s head, or she would topple over. The tornado of pleasure ripping through her robbed Naz of all perception—but she kept staring in the mirror.

      They didn’t get to her finish when they watched the video together the other night, so this was the first time Naz ever saw herself coming. She didn’t love it. It looked like she was sobbing because her dog died. But damn, it felt incredible. Keeping her core tight to keep from losing her balance only made the orgasm more intense. She rode the wave—rode Aiden’s face—until it was all too much, and she sat hard on the bed.

      Aiden kept devouring her pussy, pushing her legs wider apart and aggressively licking and sucking. The intensity in his eyes when she looked down seized her heart. Naz didn’t know if he made her come again because her first orgasm was still going, but the intensity ramped back up. She threw her head back with a sharp cry.
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        * * *

      

      Aiden stood on creaky knees. Getting up from kneeling wasn’t as easy at forty-four as it used to be. But he was in better shape at that moment than his wife. She was on her back panting on the bed, her legs dangling off the end of it. She stared at the inactive ceiling fan over their bed. Naz looked so overheated that he considered turning it on.

      “God…honey…” she murmured from the bed.

      He retrieved his phone from the floor. He’d heard it thump while he was busy. Fortunately, it landed on the area rug, and the screen survived. He stopped the recording. Aiden would watch it later. He’d already watched the video of Naz masturbating many times. Sex videos of his wife were his new favorite thing.

      “Come on, sweetheart, we’re not done yet,” he said, taking one of her hands to pull Naz to her feet.

      “That was…really good…I might need a minute…”

      “But I need something else.”

      Naz rose when he pulled harder but was still wobbly on her feet. He was proud that he made her come that hard. He wanted to do it again. Aiden had a fire in his belly for his wife that he hadn’t felt in years. 12 Days of Desire still seemed silly when he thought about it, but he had to confess he’d been wrong to resist it. He had to stay flexible.

      “Really, Aiden? We haven’t…in so long…” Naz complained when he stopped her from lying back on the bed but guided her onto her hands and knees.

      He realized she was right, which was shameful. He’d always loved taking her from behind because she has such a nice ass. But their routine lovemaking was almost always missionary. It was just easiest for one of them to roll on top of the other.

      Naz sagged toward the bed, inadvertently making her rear a more attractive target. Is she really that tired from work? he wondered. Aiden crawled onto the bed behind her, pushing her legs wider apart while boosting her ass higher. God, what a target. It wiggled when his fingers explored her slick folds. She may have been tired, but Naz wanted more.

      “Ohhh…oookay…yeah Aiden…”

      As he hoped, she perked up when he slid it into her. She was hot and slick from her orgasm, and the intensity of her passion threatened to make Aiden come much too quickly. He wanted to enjoy this experience. They should have tried fucking in front of a mirror years earlier. He loved watching his wife like this.

      Aiden held her hips and steadily thrust into Naz, jolting her forward. He’d finish if he went faster. He loved the way her cheeks rippled when he thrust into her, but now he saw everything in the mirror. Aiden wanted to memorize every detail. He’d never seen the way her tits swayed beneath her before. Naz braced and pushed back at every thrust, another detail he’d never fully appreciated. He’d have a better view if her head weren’t down, draping her hair forward.

      “Watch…uhnnn…us…Nazzz…” he grunted, winding her silky, jet-black hair around his fist. Aiden jerked her head back to force Naz to watch. She whimpered and tightened around his driving cock. He’d begun to realize she liked the rough stuff.

      “Ahhh…Aaaid…” she cried.

      Her eyes blazed while she watched them fuck in the mirror. Aiden was jealous because she probably had a better view from her lower position. Naz moaned louder when he tugged her hair harder, thrusting back at him. Desperation was etched on her face. Desperate to fuck? Desperate to come? Desperate to be manhandled? Aiden was again struck that his wife had a secret inner life.

      Slap!

      The sharp report of his palm landing on her haunch was so loud that he instantly regretted it. Aiden didn’t want to hurt her. But Naz grunted and milked his cock. Her fierce expression said one thing: Do me! Fuck me hard!

      Slap!

      Slap!

      Slap!

      Aiden spanked Naz harder with every slap, moving fully on her ass. She struggled against his grip on her hair, but he wrenched it back harder.

      “Ahhh…fuck…yesss…ahhh god…Aaaid…fuck…”

      Her voice dropped two octaves. Naz grunted like an animal. Aiden pounded her harder, faster. This side of his wife made him lose control.

      Slap!

      Slap!

      Slap!

      The show in the mirror was so hot that Aiden dissociated with it. He had to be watching porn because they couldn’t be that sexy, could they? The couple in the mirror was having savage, animalistic sex. Aiden and Naz made love. He didn’t pull his wife’s hair or spank her. His mind slipped further, and it was them, but they were being watched. The fantasy was potent, but Aiden didn’t crave attention like Naz. His brain shifted one more time, and he was the one watching—not fucking her. A buff, hung stranger was manhandling his wife, and she howled with pleasure. Aiden sat back and watched Naz being thoroughly used.

      “Ahhh god…fuck…fuck…Aaaid…yesss…ahhh god…”

      “God…damn…it…Nazzz…”

      Slap! Slap! Slap!

      “Ahhh…fuck…FUCK…AHHH GOD AIDEN!”

      “Fuuuckkk…Nazzz…”

      They came nearly simultaneously. Naz was first, burying her face in the comforter to muffle her sounds of ecstasy, which thrust her ass up at him. Aiden drove down into that inviting peach for a few seconds more before flooding her with his release. He ground into her—she ground back—while his balls drained deep inside her pussy. Her sheath seemed intent on milking every last drop from him.

      Once he was drained, Aiden crawled back and collapsed onto the bed. Naz did the same, face down and panting. He found the fan remote on his bedside table and switched it on. He needed to cool down. They stayed like that for a while, trying to calm down from the intensity of their coupling.

      Naz moved first, slowly turning and slithering across the bed to cuddle into his side. She clutched him tightly. Aiden swore her body was still vibrating.

      “Mmm, that was something,” she purred.

      “Still think you hate watching yourself?”

      “It was terrible.” She couldn’t fight her smile.

      “I could tell. I don’t know how you got through it. I’m sorry you had to endure that. I guess it did nothing for you?”

      “Nothing at all.”

      “I’ll have to find a way to make it up to you.”

      “I have ideas.”

      “Do they involve spanking?”

      “Maybe me spanking you,” she laughed.

      Aiden chuckled. “Don’t think that’s my thing.”

      “Aren’t we stretching our boundaries, honey?”

      “Well, if one of the days says I have to take it, I will.”

      “I, for one, can’t wait to find out what happens next.”

      Aiden felt the same way, although he was beginning to wonder if all these revelations would change their marriage permanently.
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      Day 7

      

      Aiden fidgeted as he sat across from Naz on their bed. Their Day 7 Advent challenge didn’t require them to do anything physical—perhaps the makers thought a couple needed a break—but it was the most difficult to complete. He realized that most of their challenges so far had required more of Naz than him. Aiden hadn’t been pushed too far outside his comfort zone—until now.

      Naz looked similarly reticent, but she still radiated excitement. She was nervous but wanted to do this. He only worried that she would think he was a pervert. Aiden regretted that he didn’t cop out and write something basic. He just couldn’t bring himself to lie to his wife.

      “Should we read them to each other?” she asked expectantly.

      “No,” he replied much too quickly. “Let’s exchange them.”

      “Okay.” She smiled, amused by his nerves. Naz held a small, leatherbound journal in both hands and offered it to him. The page was filled with neat rows of her impeccable handwriting in plum-colored ink. He reached for it with his free hand. She snatched the journal back when he reached for it. “There are two pages. Don’t flip back.”

      “Sure. Here.”

      “Remember, this is just a fantasy, honey. I am not saying I want to do this. I don’t need this.”

      “It’s okay, Naz. Mine is the same. Believe me.”

      Aiden offered her his iPad and took the journal. His handwriting was terrible—very much the doctor stereotype—and he wasn’t going to type his fantasy out in a document and risk someone snagging it off the printer before he got to it, so he put it in the iPad.

      The temptation to flip through the journal was powerful. Naz keeps a journal? Aiden was learning new things about his wife of ten years every day. Naz jumped right into reading his fantasy, and he realized he’d have to look away to read hers. Their 12 Days of Desire challenge of the day was straightforward on the card, but not at all for Aiden. The Nice side of the card instructed: Each Share Your Dirtiest Fantasy. The Naughty challenge required them to flip a coin and Role-Play The Winner’s Dirtiest Fantasy. That wasn’t happening. Here goes nothing, he thought.

      
        
        I’m on my own in a seedy bar. I don’t know where you are. I don’t even know if this version of me is married. I don’t think it matters. Maybe it does. The thought of doing this as a married woman is hotter because it’s dirtier. Sorry, honey.

        Anyway, I’m in this seedy bar, the kind where everyone knows you’re not a regular the moment you walk in the door. It’s not a place where someone like me belongs, and not just because all of the men are white. I feel the danger before I even reach the bar and order a drink. The bartender laughs when I ask for a Manhattan. This isn’t a fancy drink place. I get a whisky on the rocks, and I’ll like it. Except I don’t. You know how I hate the burn when that stuff goes down.

        The half dozen men in the bar notice me right away. I’d never admit it, but I’m dressed to be noticed by men like them. Deep down, I know why I came into this bar, and it wasn’t for cheap whisky. My tight red sweater clings to my chest. It’s off the shoulder and shows off my black bra straps. The sweater barely meets my dangerously tight, short black skirt. Are they surprised a woman like me has her belly button pierced? I hope so. Black fishnet stockings stretch down the precariously spiked heels. I’d never dress like this, at least not now. Although, I think you might wish I did. This is my fantasy, so I’m still hot enough to pull it off.

        The men in the bar eye me up like a prime cut of meat, and my stomach flutters with excitement. Their horny gazes all threaten the filthy things they’d love to do to a haughty bitch like me. I know that’s how they see me, and I’m not offended. I came to a place like this for a reason. I don’t want a man who’ll treat me with respect tonight. I want a man who thinks he can knock me down a peg.

        I have to wait too long for one of them to decide he’s up to the challenge and nervously down the whisky while I wait. The burn feels like a punishment for what I’m about to do, but the warmth it spreads through my chest feels right. I don’t correct the bartender when he pours me another.

        A rumbly voice asks my name. I turn to find a mountain standing beside me. I have to look up high to see him condescendingly smiling down at me. His hair is past his collar and more gray than brown. His beard makes me think he drives one of those disgusting rolling coal trucks.

        He’s dressed like a man who works with his hands in a t-shirt with a company logo and stained, well-worn jeans. His hairy arms are covered with what looks like random tattoos. He’s thick, like he’s out of shape, but I can tell he’s all muscle under that t-shirt. He has the kind of power you get from doing physical labor every day, not going to a gym. I should run from a man like this, but I stand and stare. He lets me but asks for my name again.

        I say I’m Naz. He’s Rick. Rick sounds right for a burly working man like him. Everything out of his mouth sounds like a line. What’s a girl like you doing in a place like this? Did you come here looking for trouble, honey? If you did, you’ve found it. My clothes don’t fool him. Rick knows a tiny skirt and a tight top aren’t who I am, but he’s happy to let me role-play an easy slut. He’s going to learn I’m not role-playing. His cheesy lines don’t matter because I knew I was going to let him fuck me the moment he asked my name. He’s wrong. I’m not role-playing anything.

        The small talk makes me antsy. I want to tell Rick he doesn’t need to work so hard. We’re flirting for about a half hour, and he could have asked me to leave with him twenty-five minutes ago. But the longer it goes, the more he touches me. First, my arm, then my hand on the bar. Finally, his arm is around me, and he’s playing with my hair. He says he loves my hair. Maybe I’m playing it too cool. Maybe I need to be obvious that I’m there to get fucked.

        I’m wrong. Rick tells me to kiss him right there at the bar. I freeze because it’s real. The danger feels very real now. When he says it again, it sounds like he’ll punish me if I don’t. I rise up on my barstool and kiss him. I kiss him like some virginal teenager kissing her boyfriend for the first time. Rick isn’t having that. He grabs the back of my head and shoves his tongue into my mouth. He tastes like shitty beer. I know I taste like cheap whisky, but he probably likes that.

        He moves fast after that. Rick gropes me through my sweater. He’s so rough I think he’ll tear it off. I suck his tongue like I’m desperate for his affection. Because I am. I want this totally inappropriate man to want me. I feel all the other men in the bar watching us. They’re jealous of Rick. They’re thinking, What an easy slut! She’d better not be a cocktease! They might also be planning to take their turn. That’s so scary, but it makes me so wet.

        Rick takes my arm and leads me away from the bar. We go down a short hallway and through a flimsy door into the men’s room. The bathroom is tiny. A urinal is squeezed beside a narrow stall. They face a clouded mirror over a cracked porcelain sink. The bathroom stinks, but it looks clean enough—emphasis on the enough.

        I’m pressed back against the sink, and his tongue is in my mouth again. Rick paws at my sweater and then tears it over my head. I’m angry that he tosses it on that dirty floor, but his big paws maul my breasts, and I forget about the sweater. He tells me I have great tits. Rick says, show me those titties. It’s not a request. He yanks my bra down, and his calloused hands are all over them. The rough touch makes my breasts throb. My body sings for him.

        Rick boosts me to sit on the sink. It sags like it’s going to come off the wall. His hand goes up my skirt and presses my soaked panties to my pussy. I moan and rub back against him like I’m in heat. Rick knows it. He calls me a bitch in heat. The nastier he is, the more I want him. I know that’s so wrong. Please forgive me. I wrestle with his belt. I need to see what he has.

        I can’t believe what I find. He’s huge. Like, unrealistically huge, but this is a fantasy. I could never handle something like that in real life, and I’d be too scared to try. I need both hands to work it. He’s already hard for me, but I stroke it anyway. This time, I shove my tongue into his mouth.

        Rick holds my face in both hands. He’s very serious. He tells me again that I’m a bitch in heat. I want to spit at him every time he says it, but the taunt keeps making me wetter. He wants me to admit it. Rick tells me, Say it. Tell me you’re a bitch in heat for my cock. I don’t want to. That’s too far.

        His grip on my face tightens. It’s lost in those huge hands. His thumbs press against my neck. I’ve never been so scared—or so needy. I need that huge thing I’m holding in my hands. I do it. I tell him, I’m a bitch in heat. I need your cock. I add please without being told. I’m humiliated. It’s so hot.

        I’m pulled forward and impaled on him. I don’t know where my panties went. Ohmygod! I swear he’s going to tear me in half. I want him even more. Rick scoops his arms under my knees, leans forward, and gives it to me. I cling to his arms, and he drops the hammer. My nails dig into his arms, and he pounds me harder. The sink thumps against the wall, and now I’m sure we’ll tear it off. I’ve never been fucked so hard.

        Rick stares at my tits—he called them tits—like he’s enthralled by the way his fucking makes them bounce. I close my eyes, but I can’t keep them closed. I need to watch this burly, dirty man fucking me to believe it’s happening. He’s red and sweaty with the effort. Part of me wants to punish him for using me, and I hope making me come gives him a heart attack.

        I’m screaming and coming, and I know that flimsy bathroom door isn’t muffling any of that. Everyone in the bar knows Rick is using the haughty bitch in the little skirt. He pulls out, and I’m ready to beg him to put it back in. I don’t have to. He just wants to flip me around.

        His palm feels as big as my whole back when he forces me down to bend me over the sink. I groan with pleasure when she shoves it back inside me. I almost tell him, thank you. His hand slides up under my hair and grips the back of my neck. It’s rough enough to hurt, but nothing about this is gentle. Rick rides me hard like he’s trying to break me. He’s already done that. I’m his bitch in heat. I feel so dirty admitting it.

        Rick lets me up enough to reach down and grab my chest. My tits have been bouncing against the cold porcelain in the sink. His calloused fingers scour my soft, tender flesh. He pulls my nipples, and I howl. I come for him again. I hear him laugh behind me.

        A fist in my hair yanks my head back. I see a blurred image of Rick fucking me in the damaged old mirror. He’s snarling. He says, Beg, bitch! Beg for it! I’m sure I’ll tell him to go fuck himself. That’s not what comes out of my mouth. I cry, Fuck me! Fuck your needy bitch! Please fuck this needy bitch! What the hell is wrong with me?

        I keep begging until I come so hard I can’t even speak. I’m just babbling with pleasure. Rick spins me around and forces me down. My knees painfully slam on the filthy tile floor, ruining my stockings. He uses my hair like a handle again and forces my head back. I open wide when he feeds it to me. He feeds me his cock.

        I can’t say I suck his dick in that dirty men’s room. Rick fucks my mouth. He fucks my throat. He uses my mouth in a way that would kill me in real life. His balls slap my chin, which should be impossible. He demands I look at him because my watering eyes are closed. I know how I look. I know what being used like this makes me. I’m perversely proud. Rick grunts like an animal while he mercilessly fucks my throat. I blame you, Aiden. I think you’ve taught me I like this kind of thing.

        We’re not alone. The realization is a slap in the face. I see the men from the bar crowded in the doorway. They cheer Rick, telling him, Choke that bitch! Use that slut! I hate them all. Somehow, I come again even though no one is touching me down there. I’m like that ridiculous woman in that 70s porn movie who comes from giving head.

        Rick chokes me with his ejaculation. This is my reward. I crave this finish more than anything else. I swallow like he’s shooting the essence of life down my throat. He pulls out and keeps shooting it all over my face, all in my hair. The men cheer. They love seeing me put in my place. Rick seems like he can endlessly come.

        I’m left on my knees when he finishes. The men are fighting to get into the bathroom. I know what they want. What they expect. I’m ready to climb out the window to escape. But I stay on my knees.
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      “Say something,” Naz said. “You have to say something. Don’t just sit there.”

      Aiden stared at her journal. He’d forgotten she was there. He’d even forgotten he was there in the bedroom. The fantasy written in his wife’s precise, pretty script had transported him. Aiden was in that bathroom with Naz and Rick. He wasn’t one of the men busting through the door but had a god’s-eye view of it like he was watching a movie.

      “Honey? Aiden?” she pressed.

      He didn’t know what to say because he couldn’t say what he was thinking. Aiden couldn’t tell his wife that, somehow, she’d written his fantasy. Naz had somehow peered into his soul and read his darkest fantasy about her. It was buried so deep that he couldn’t see it as vividly as Naz described it, but she did so perfectly.

      The fantasy in her journal was not what he’d written on his iPad. Aiden could never have written that down and handed it to Naz. He felt weird enough about what he had written. But he didn’t want her to feel bad for writing it. Aiden didn’t want to judge her, even though he was more convinced than ever that Naz had parts of her—sexy, dirty parts of her—that he didn’t know at all. He had so many questions but didn’t know how to ask any of them.

      “You haven’t said anything about mine,” he responded instead of saying the wrong thing about her fantasy. Aiden worked to wipe the shock from his face.

      Naz smiled, but he saw the uncertainty around her eyes. Is that about what I wrote or what I just read? he wondered. “I’m honored that I’m your fantasy—or that I’m in it anyway. I’m kind of ashamed that you’re not in mine.”

      “That’s fine. Really…”

      “But there were no limits or rules, were there? We were just supposed to write our dirtiest fantasy.”

      “You got the assignment.”

      “Aiden…”

      “Sorry, I’m just surprised, that’s all. Really, I’m just surprised. You have nothing to feel embarrassed about, sweetheart. If anything, I’m embarrassed because I didn’t know this about you.”

      “I’ve never shared it. With anyone. Not just you, honey, but anyone. How could I? And it’s not real. Please understand that. I’d never… I could never… I don’t want that… No one would want that…”

      “Hey, Naz, chill out. I meant it. You have nothing to be embarrassed about. I love you. I’m not judging you. I mean, yeah, I’m surprised. But maybe…in a good way? Is it okay to admit that?”

      It’s okay to admit anything, honey. I’m the one who wrote the most disgusting fantasy ever. How could I judge you for liking it? Are you saying you like it?”

      It was her turn to look shocked and concerned—although maybe not shocked, which concerned Aiden. What does she know about me? She isn’t seriously going to judge me for being turned on by her sexual fantasy, is she?

      “I guess you were honest—brutally honest—so I should be too. Yeah, Naz. I don’t care if it makes me a creep, but this is fucking hot. Oh my god, it’s fucking hot, and it’s hot that you wrote it, and it’s even hotter that you shared it with me.”

      Naz looked relieved but still a little concerned. Perhaps a wife didn’t want to know that her husband was turned on by the fantasy of a stranger roughly using her—even if it was her fantasy to begin with. Aiden didn’t know what to say to that.

      “Really?”

      “Really, Naz. It’s hot as hell. I can’t explain it, and I don’t think I want to analyze it, but yeah, I am so hard right now. And I don’t know which part is hotter—just reading this fantasy or the fact that you have it and wrote it down.”

      Aiden watched his wife chew on that, wondering where she would come down on it. He didn’t know how to help Naz with her confusion because he couldn’t explain his own. He had fantasies about his wife being with other men—they’d become more frequent and potent recently—but he’d never dreamed of it being as dirty as what she described. Aiden would have hated himself if he’d written something like this about her. But Naz writing it was brain-meltingly hot. Maybe he should apologize for that, but he couldn’t.

      Naz smiled. She set the iPad aside and took her journal from his hands. She crawled closer and asked, “Just how hard are you?”

      “I’m…”

      Aiden didn’t finish because she reached into his shorts to find out for herself. She gripped his shaft, and he groaned. Her hot hand stroked him, and he thought of his wife pumping that giant cock in that filthy bar bathroom.

      “What was your favorite part?” she cooed, pushing her tits in his face. Fantasy Rick was right. Naz did have great tits. But they weren’t going to make him confess his secrets. Telling her what he loved about her fantasy felt way too dangerous.

      “What about mine? You still haven’t told me what you think,” he asked.

      Her smile widened. “I’m not surprised. I thought it might be something like that. I like your version of it. It might be hotter than what actually happened.

      
        
        I’ve been a little obsessed with that night you had with Cassie and Marty back in medical school, even if you won’t give me many details. Maybe I keep coming back to it because you haven’t told me much about it. I can’t get over what might have happened that you refuse to tell me. How wild did you guys get? I want to share how I’ve dreamed it went down.

        The three of you were out at your local bar blowing off steam after finals and kept the party going at your apartment when the bar got too crowded. It was just the three of you because you weren’t dating anyone. I’m not clear how it started because you’ve always claimed you don’t remember. I don’t know if I believe that.  Cassie and Marty started fooling around, you’ve said, and somehow you got involved.

        I bet Cassie gestures you over while she and Marty are making out. I think you only wait long enough to toss back your drink before going over. Again, you’ve always been short on specifics, but you’ve implied that you were kind of easy back then.

        Cassie starts kissing you first. Marty just stares and can’t believe his luck. That’s how I would be. I think you girls are drunk enough that you get right into it. What was it like kissing your best friend? It must have been so damn hot watching you girls go for it. Cassie is more aggressive with her tongue. I’m sure of it. She starts touching you first, doesn’t she? Thinking about her feeling you up has me so hard. Did you like her hands on your tits, Naz?

        She wants you to kiss Marty. You wouldn’t do it on your own. Making out with your best friend is one thing, but kissing her boyfriend must have been weird. Unless it wasn’t. How drunk and horny were you that night? Cassie pulls you away from her lips and turns you to face Marty. He kisses you. Again, I think you were into it right away. You’ve said you weren’t really attracted to him, but it didn’t matter. It’s so wild that you’d fuck him anyway because you needed it so badly.

        Cassie strips you while Marty takes advantage of his luck. His hands are all over your tits the moment she removes your top. She takes your bra right off, too. Cassie isn’t fucking around. Marty must have been impressed. He’s eager and probably fumbles around, but having your best friend’s boyfriend grope you makes it hot. I don’t know if Cassie joins in or takes off the rest of your clothes.

        You’ve said it was a lot of them doing things to you, almost like they’d planned to seduce you. Knowing Cassie, that’s probably true. It’s funny to think you were Marty’s reward for doing well on his finals. Both of them are playing with your tits, and Marty kisses you while she sucks on your neck.

        I know you’re all about balance, so you start undressing Cassie. Marty doesn’t help. He’s still massaging your tits. The distraction makes it hard to strip Cassie. You get impatient and nudge him back to focus on her.

        I see you and Cassie going down in a tangle of naked limbs on that ratty old area rug you used to have in your living room. You’re side-by-side, and hands are stroking and caressing and teasing everywhere. Did you stop to compare your tits to hers? I want to think you did because she has great tits too, but you were probably too horny.

        Cassie touches your pussy before you touch hers. You’re soaked. You’re totally into this. And she knows how to rub a pussy. She’s not just finger-blasting you like the guys you’ve been with before. I want to think she sucks on your tits and goes down right there and makes you come. I would kill to watch Cassie make you come. But I think she takes you and Marty back to the bedroom. I know you end up there.

        You’re in the middle of the bed, and they worship your body. The couple sucking and teasing your tits makes you lose your mind. I know it does. You’re ready to let them do anything to you. Cassie goes lower. This is when she feasts on your snatch. Marty is still teasing your chest, and they make you come really quickly. Marty makes out with you while Cassie is still going down. You’re playing with his cock. He doesn’t have to put your hand on it. You love playing with dicks.

        Cassie tells Marty to fuck you. I don’t think you initiate that, and I don’t see him just doing it. But if she’s pushing you two together, you go with it. I know you need to get fucked—badly. She made you come, but you still need dick. Marty slides it in, and you tighten around him. Yeah, this is exactly what you needed. I imagine he’s big because that just makes it hotter.

        Marty fucks you as hard and fast as he can. He’s determined to get off before someone comes to their senses and stops it. That’s not going to happen. You love the pounding you’re taking, and Cassie loves watching it. She keeps telling him to fuck you harder. You lock your legs around him and pull him into you.

        Cassie tells you to come—like you need the encouragement. But having her command you to do it is more than you can take, and you come hard for Marty. He feels like a god. I always do when I give you a strong orgasm. You want him to ride you all night, but she pulls him away.

        Marty gets pushed on his back, and she sucks his dick while you bounce back from coming so hard. Cassie doesn’t need to give you commands anymore. You get right down there and take your turn with his cock. Naz, thinking about you and Cassie taking turns slobbering all over his dick is making me dizzy. I might have to stop writing this and take care of myself.

        Cassie mounts Marty. This is the big finish. You’re in the driver’s seat now, and you tell her to fuck him. She bounces on his dick like it’s a pogo stick, and you play with her great, bouncing tits while she does it. You want to suck them, but it’s difficult while she’s riding. You get behind her and hold her jiggling chest while she fucks her boyfriend, whispering encouragement in her ear. It’s almost like you’re riding him together. Marty’s so damn lucky.

        Marty comes. No man could hold out against that. He comes, and she comes, and you wish you could come again. I imagine you rubbing your pussy to get off one more time, but I don’t think you’d do that in front of them. Finally, the three of you collapse onto the bed.

        I love all of it, Naz. I’d take ten years off my life to get into a time machine and go back and watch this. Watching you girls make out and touch each other would be sublime. Seeing you kiss that woman on the dance floor was so sexy. And being there to see you spread for Marty, and to watch him fuck you, I don’t even have the words. I definitely need to get off thinking about it.

        I’ve had dirty fantasies about this that I could share, but I’m going to quit before I lose my mind. I hope this isn’t too much for you and you’re as turned on as I am because I really need to have sex after writing this. Love you, Naz.
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      Naz was pleased she was the star of her husband’s fantasy, although it made her even guiltier that he wasn’t in hers at all. Aiden had been obsessed when she first confessed that she’d had a threesome with Cassie and Marty, but she was surprised he still thought about it all these years later. He’d hounded her for the longest time, eager for details of precisely what she’d done with her friends.

      Her story had always been that she’d been too drunk to remember any details—which was mostly true. Naz wouldn’t have done something so reckless if she’d been sober. But she didn’t tell the entire truth. Aiden promised he just wanted to hear the story because it was so hot, but she worried he’d judge her for giving in to her friends so easily. For the same reason, she’d never told her husband just how slutty she’d been in college and medical school before she met him. Naz feared he’d never look at her the same way again.

      Aiden’s fantasy was surprisingly accurate. Naz didn’t remember the details of how they started, but it was in the living room, and she was pulled in between Cassie and Marty, who were already fooling around. He didn’t guess that Naz was touching herself before she joined the couple.  Over her clothes, of course. She had some dignity.

      Cassie had asked, Do you mind if we fuck in front of you?

      Drunken Naz told them to go right ahead.

      Cassie said she didn’t have to be shy about touching herself. Marty suggested, She doesn’t have to settle for watching. Come over and join us if you want to.

      All Naz remembered after that was the three of them making out and clothes flying everywhere. She didn’t remember how far they went before moving to Cassie’s bedroom but didn’t recall her friend going down on her in the living room. The next thing Naz remembered was Marty fucking Cassie from behind while she licked Naz’s pussy. The situation was enough to make her come before Cassie even kissed her down there. Marty was fucking his girlfriend, but his eyes blazed into Naz.

      Cassie didn’t make Naz come because she was too distracted by the pounding she took from behind. But once the blonde had her orgasm, she rolled out of the way, and Marty moved over Naz, who welcomed him with open thighs. Watching her friend get fucked made her horny and jealous. Cassie objecting wouldn’t have stopped Naz from screwing Marty. He wasn’t even that hot, but she needed it. That was a detail her husband got wrong. Cassie didn’t need to tell Naz to fuck Marty. She would have mounted him if he hadn’t done it to her first.

      Marty made her come just as easily as he did his girlfriend. After she came twice, the couple moved Naz on top, and she rode him while Cassie massaged her breasts and kissed her. Naz was in heaven. The blonde rubbing her clit while she pounded down on Marty’s cock gave her the hardest orgasm of the night.

      Naz fell asleep in bed between them. She was woken in the middle of the night by Cassie touching her and Marty’s hard cock pressed against her rear. Naz and Cassie took turns sucking Marty—Aiden got that part right—and then Naz rode him again. After Marty came inside her a second time, Cassie licked it out of her pussy, which felt insanely decadent. Marty licked Cassie while the blonde licked Naz.

      The couple teased Naz about a repeat for months, but she wouldn’t go there. She was too afraid of it becoming a regular thing and didn’t want to be part of a throuple. She’d only done it in the first place because she was drunk and horny.

      “I love how dirty you think I can be,” she cooed to her husband, still stroking his shaft in his shorts.

      Aiden smiled. “I know how dirty you can be. I’ve seen it.”

      “Do you now? That night was crazier than anything you’ve seen.”

      The tease made him surge in her hand. Naz wondered how deep his desire to see her misbehave went.

      “I think you wanted to get dirtier with that couple on Saturday,” he moaned. Aiden wasn’t idle. He mashed her breasts through the tank top she’d put on for bed. Naz didn’t dress up that night. She wanted it to be all about their fantasies. Besides, she wanted to be sure he was still turned on by the normal her.

      “I think you wanted to see me get dirtier with that couple, didn’t you, honey?”

      “Uhnnn…maybe…”

      “How dirty do you want me to be, honey? Remember, I’m your wife.”

      Naz stopped stroking him long enough to shimmy out of her bedtime boxers. He took the hint and shed his shorts. She moved back in and pumped him harder. Aiden dripped with excitement for her, which made her core melt. She loved his rediscovered desire for her and prayed it kept going when Advent was finished.

      “I…want…”

      “Tell me, Aiden…” It was a breathy whisper.

      “Uhnnn…Naz…your fantasy…”

      “Did you like it, honey? Do you want me to be that dirty?”

      “Nazzz…”

      Aiden looked helpless, like he was on the verge of a confession he was fighting all the way. She might not have been ready to hear it any other time, but her pussy was dripping. Naz was in that place where she wanted to be dirty. She wanted her husband to give his permission.

      “It wasn’t too…ahhh…much?”

      The more she teased him, the rougher he mauled her breasts. She loved it.

      “Nooo…ahhh…”

      Naz had enough teasing. She straddled his lap, rose up, and settled onto his cock with a long, low, satisfied moan. God, it felt so good to be filled! She went into this afraid that Aiden would judge her filthy fantasy, but all she wanted to do now was fuck him. Her breasts were in his face while she gyrated on his lap, and Aiden smothered his face in them.

      “What…was…ahhh…your…favorite…ahhh…part…”

      Aiden gripped her hips, his fingers iron digging into her soft flesh. He pulled her harder onto his shaft. Naz tightened around him. His body scorched hers. She swooned.

      “It was…ohhh…when you…ohhh shit…Nazzz…when he turned you around…”

      “Yeah…ahhh god…tell me, honey…”

      Naz started riding. Grinding wasn’t enough. She needed to fuck. Aiden paused to suck one of her nipples before answering. The sting shot straight to her clit when he nibbled on her swollen tip and tugged it. Naz hissed and jammed her soft globe at him, milking his cock with her sheath.

      “He…ohh god…fuck Nazzz…he fucking pounded you from behind…”

      “Yesss…” she hissed, churning her hips, pumping on him.

      “You loved it…ohhh god…you fucking loved it, Nazzz…”

      “Yesss…yeah…I did…he…ahhh…fucked me sooo hard…sooo good…”

      “God…shit…ohhh fuck, Nazzz…”

      “I still feel it…ahhh Aiden…sooo big…never forget…”

      “And he pulled out…uhnnn…Nazzz…”

      “What did he do, honey? Ahhh god…what did he do to me…”

      “Got on your knees…begged for it…”

      Naz was too needy to point out his continuity error. She drove onto his cock.

      “Yesss…I…ahhh…wanted it…needed it…in my…ahhh mouth…”

      “Uhhnnnn…god…Nazzz…”

      Naz was dying to know what was in his head. What could her husband possibly be thinking while they shared this twisted fantasy and fucked? Aiden was all about it in the moment, but his post-nut clarity would change that, wouldn’t it? It had to.

      “What…ahhh god…what did he do…honey…”

      “Uhnnn…he…fucked…your mouth…shit Nazzz…”

      “What…ahhh god…did he do…Aaaid…”

      “He…uhnnn…fuck…fuck me…Nazzz…”

      Aiden’s hands were vices on her sides. He yanked her up and down on his cock like he was punishing her with it. Naz wanted to be punished. She was a very dirty girl. And being punished with her husband’s big dick was the best punishment of all. Naz had lost her mind.

      “What…do…you…ahhh god…want him to do…ahhh…to me…honeee…”

      “He’s…uhnnn…ohhh shit…gonna come…all over your…damn…face…”

      “Yesss…”

      “Your goddam tits…”

      “Yesss…ahhh fuck…yesss…”

      “Fucking all over you…fucking come all over you…”

      “Ahhh fuck...yesss…”

      “On your…ohhh…fucking knees…taking it…begging for it…”

      “Ahhh…ahhh…AHHH FUCK…FUCK AAAID!”

      Naz felt her brain empty when her pussy exploded. The shockwave of pleasure incinerated all logic in its path. She was on her knees in that bathroom, and the filthy stranger was coating her with his jizz. She held her mouth open like she was ready to receive. But she was fucking her husband. Aiden fucked her on his cock like he was possessed. He roared, and she had enough sense left to feel him spurt his seed inside her.

      Aiden shoved her off his cock. Naz bounced violently back on the mattress, still pulsing with pleasure. He shoved her thighs wide open and knelt between them, pumping his shaft. A streak of his release painted her thigh. Another shot across her stomach. His last blast just reached her tits. Naz groaned and rubbed her clit. He was doing it. Aiden was coming on her just like their fantasy stranger. He didn’t have the firehose of cum the fantasy man did, but Naz loved it anyway. She came again while he pumped his spent cock.

      Naz smiled up at her husband. Still breathless, she forced out, “God, honey, Aiden, you’re so sexy. You make me feel so good, honey.”

      “That was crazy…incredible…I love this side of you…”

      “Mmm, I love you more. I love how you make me feel, honey.”

      “We’re quite a pair.”

      Aiden smiled, but something in his eyes made her fear he wasn’t sure that was a good thing.
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      Day 8

      

      “Are you sure we should do this?” Aiden asked.

      They sat in the front seat of their minivan in the parking lot of the Ember Lounge, the club where their strange week had begun a week ago, last Saturday night. The last time they visited the nightclub, they’d stumbled into what tonight they were explicitly instructed to do by 12 Days of Desire.

      “I think it could be fun. Don’t you want to? We had fun last weekend.”

      What a difference a week makes, he thought, seeing the excitement gleaming in her dark eyes. Naz was apprehensive the last time they’d ventured to the Ember Lounge. She didn’t find her groove until a stranger flirted with her at the bar. That night, she reluctantly dressed in an outfit chosen by Aiden. Tonight, she asked him to pick her clothes. He was excited to dress his wife like a doll then. This time, he’d been worried about what it all meant. That did not, however, stop him from choosing the sexiest thing he could find in her closet. He got hard the moment he started the task.

      Things got weird the night before and it was all he’d been able to think about that day. He wanted to talk to Naz and take her temperature, but they’d been on the run from the moment they were out of bed. They barely had time to open Day 8 in the calendar before they ran out with the kids and her parents.

      The Christmas season was in full swing by December 8th. They had to run the kids to rehearsal for the church Christmas pageant Aiden’s parents insisted the children participate in. The Abbasis were along for the ride because they were going to the mall afterward for pictures with Santa and Christmas shopping. Naz’s parents still insisted on shopping at the mall instead of online.

      The Abbasis sat through the rehearsal in quiet judgment. They were polite enough to Aiden’s parents, who were also there. The two couples had maintained a polite but distant relationship since their children married. The Abbasis had never quite gotten over the fact that their daughter did not marry a Persian man. They were nice enough to him, but Aiden still felt their disapproval. Having their grandchildren participate in a Catholic Christmas pageant only added insult to injury. He just rolled his eyes. His in-laws were only nominally Muslim, much like his parents were only Christmas and Easter Catholics.

      The mall had been hectic, leaving Aiden so drained that he didn’t even want to go out and fulfill their marching orders from 12 Days of Desire. Naz never flagged. She was affectionate all day, genuinely excited to go out and flirt with strangers.

      “No, we should go in. We should do this. Sorry, I’m just tired. I didn’t sleep well last night, and today was a lot,” he replied.

      Naz reached over the center console and took his hand. “Did I wear you out last night? I didn’t ride you too hard, did I honey?” She smiled evilly when she said it.

      “Last night was amazing. That got intense, right?”

      “You fucked me so good, honey. I love how much you wanted it,” she cooed, stroking the back of his hand with her thumb. Naz was fired up, and they weren’t even in the club yet.

      Except, you fucked me, he thought. Climbed on top and used my dick like a sex toy. Aiden wanted it, but he knew Naz wouldn’t have been denied even if he hadn’t. He was also sure that it was her dirty fantasy and not his that got her that way. She moaned, “Yesss…I…ahhh…wanted it…needed it…in my…ahhh mouth…”

      They’d never dirty talked like that in ten years of marriage. The Naz he made love to the night before had been unrecognizable. Correction, the Naz who fucked him. She was so into it he had to seriously wonder if fucking a stranger was something his wife actually wanted. Aiden realized he was so focused on her because he didn’t want to face his own feelings.

      One question had rung through his brain all day. Is that something I want? Their session had been just as intense for Aiden. He’d had those forbidden fantasies for a while, but they’d never reached the level where he thought they were even a consideration. Naz’s enthusiasm had introduced new possibilities.

      “I think I should leave my coat in the car. It’s cold, but the walk to the door isn’t that far.” Naz was eager to show off.

      “Sure, that’s a good idea,” he agreed. Aiden was going to go through with this because deep down, he wanted it too, whether it was a good idea or not. Getting into a deep discussion would only kill the vibe.

      Day 8 in 12 Days of Desire was a straightforward task. The Nice side of their card instructed them to Flirt With Strangers. The Naughty side had the same challenge, except with the added spice, Let Them Get to At Least Second Base. Aiden only realized on the drive to the Ember Lounge that they’d never discussed which side of the card they were doing.

      Naz hopped out of the minivan and shed her coat, tossing it back onto her seat. His heart dropped, looking at her in the outfit he’d chosen. His wife would have no trouble completing her challenge, whichever side of the card she chose to play.

      The sequined, forest-green cocktail dress fit Naz like a sparkly second skin. It barely fell to mid-thigh, leaving a gap of teasing skin exposed above her black suede over-the-knee boots. He’d never seen her in the dress before because she’d ordered it for a holiday party four or five years ago but decided it was too short and never wore it. A wide cutout in the back meant wearing a bra wasn’t an option. He couldn’t remember the last time she’d worn those sexy boots. Naz looked like a club girl on the prowl, not a suburban mother of twins.

      Aiden knew he did not compare to his wife. Nothing in his wardrobe measured up to the types of clothes Naz had hidden in the deep recesses of her closet. He couldn’t match her splendor if he’d wanted to. She chose a maroon shirt for him—one of her favorites, and a pair of jeans she wore made his ass look yummy. Aiden didn’t buy it.

      The Ember Lounge was more crowded than it had been the week before. They were out later than last time because her parents had dinner plans with friends, and they had to wait for the Abbasis to return. Farah was annoyed they were going out at all, commenting that she wasn’t unpaid labor. The woman gave her made-up daughter a judgmental look on their way out the door, even though Naz had hidden her outfit under the coat.

      Naz squeezed his hand and set out on her own. She thought it was best that they find their own spots as they were there to flirt with strangers. Aiden reluctantly agreed.

      The men she squeezed past to reach the far side of the bar barely moved out of her way, forcing his hot wife to rub against them as she worked her way through. One even put his hand on her hip, dangerously close to her ass. Aiden hated how that made his cock lurch in his jeans.

      He circled the bar in the other direction, hoping to find a perch where he could observe his wife at the bar, which proved impossible with the bar so busy. While space was made for a sexy woman like Naz, no one gave way for Aiden. He was only able to shoulder his way to the rail because he was so large. The position gave him brief glimpse across the corner of the bar, where he found Naz tightly pressed between two men who appeared to be a decade younger than her.

      The men looked like friends as they chatted with her and each other. One of them probably gave up his seat so they could sandwich Naz between them, Aiden ruefully thought. A lanky guy with a shaved head stood behind her with a hand on the bar, effectively putting his arm around her. Aiden seethed with jealousy. His cock throbbed with excitement. The other guy was big, too, but even sitting, he didn’t seem as tall as his friend. His black hair was slicked back, and he looked like a player. Of the two men, the latter seemed more likely to get into Naz’s panties.

      As potent as his dark fantasies had become, Aiden didn’t actually want her to hook up with anyone. At least, he didn’t think he did. Maybe he wanted it, but he was scared. No one could really steal Naz, he reassured himself. She isn’t really going to hook up with anyone anyway. She doesn’t want that. Naz would never… He was much shakier on his confidence in her desires than his.

      The bartender who took his drink was the same guy from last Saturday night. He showed no sign of remembering Aiden, who was sure the man would remember his wife. Aiden’s beer was delivered, and he was promptly pushed out of his makeshift spot at the bar. He’d been crowding some guy’s wife, and the man didn’t look happy about it.

      Working over to Naz’s side of the bar took time. She was enthralled by her new friends. They both had their hands on her, and she casually touched them as the threesome chatted. A wild thought struck Aiden. What if her next threesome wasn’t with another couple but two guys? If that thought wasn’t crazy enough, he realized he might not be one of the men.

      Naz could go home with the guys at the bar, and they’d pass her back and forth all night. What had never been a remote possibility before felt very possible after the events of the past week.

      It started with his wife allowing that couple to plaster themselves all over her. Then, there was her eagerness to surrender to Serge. And finally, her dirty, vivid fantasy of being fucked by a rough stranger in a bar bathroom. Naz couldn’t have a threesome in the club’s bathroom, but could one of these guys take his wife into a stall and fuck her? Maybe she’d at least go to her knees and suck his cock. Again, once forbidden thoughts were all too possible. That gut punch was followed by an ache in his balls. Aiden was dizzyingly hard.

      Aiden couldn’t keep Naz in view without standing on top of her and had to keep moving. He was left to imagine what was happening in his absence, which was much worse than being able to watch it happen.
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        * * *

      

      Naz guiltily checked her phone when she realized she hadn’t seen or even thought of her husband in well over an hour. It might have even been two hours. That was how much fun she was having. She had no messages from Aiden.

      She hoped he was too busy having his own fun to keep tabs on her. That would ease her guilt. They were both supposed to be out there flirting. Naz wanted him to find some sexy woman who welcomed his attention. The thought didn’t bother her the way it should. No wife wants their husband to flirt with other women. But she was supremely confident in her husband’s devotion to her. Aiden could even fulfill the Naughty side of their Day 8 challenge, and he would still be hers. That possibility gave Naz such an expected buzz between her thighs that she smiled.

      Naz had come to understand her husband had particular desires when it came to her and other people. She never suspected she had a kink that mirrored his. They hadn’t talked about any of it—not really. Dirty talk during the wildest sex of their marriage didn’t constitute a serious discussion of their possible kinks.

      Aiden’s kink seemed to go beyond the garden variety fantasy of seeing her with another woman that all men harbored for their wives. He’d always been eager for details of her hookup with Cassie, like a naughty boy peeking at a dirty magazine. But he seemed even more curious about what she might have done with Marty. That had come into focus over the past week.

      It wasn’t in her mind when she wrote out her fantasy because it was truly the hottest thing that came into her mind when she thought about it, but she slowly realized that showing her husband that fantasy was a test. Naz was asking Aiden if the fantasy of her with another man turned him on without asking him. The result was her answer. He blazed for her that night.

      The Advent calendar that was supposed to bring them closer together seemed to be pulling them apart. Aiden was turned on by fantasies of her with other men, and Naz realized she didn’t mind if he hooked up with someone else. And there they were, apart on a Saturday night, dangerously close to making those things happen.

      Could either of them fulfill the Naughty side of their challenge? She didn’t go to the nightclub with that intent, but as the night went on, Naz decided that if something happened—and Aiden wanted it to—she wouldn’t mind reverting to her old self for the night. She just couldn’t be sure she’d feel that way in the morning.

      The two guys at the bar quickly bored her. They were cute, and she liked their attention, but they were too basic. Naz happily accepted a couple of drinks from them but then moved on.

      Aiden was nowhere to be found. She did a circuit of the bar, hoping to catch him chatting someone up. The dance floor was next, although she didn’t expect to find her husband there. He was no dancer. Even if he’d been so motivated, his moves weren’t going to impress a potential pickup. It wasn’t his dancing that wooed Naz, but those kind blue eyes and that goofy grin.

      Naz finished her third drink and left the empty glass on a table when the beat led her to the dance floor. The band playing that Saturday night was a generic party band, but the music was fun, and a tipsy Naz didn’t need much reason to dance. As a single lady on the dance floor, she attracted attention quickly.

      The first couple of guys who moved in had no shot, but she was happy to dance with them until they got too close and too handsy. Twenty-four-year-old Naz gave men a bit of leeway to get fresh on the dance floor, but forty-four-year-old Naz wasn’t interested. She didn’t want a guy twenty years older than her trying to palm her ass. The second guy attempted to drape himself all over her. She spun away from both men.

      She didn’t mind when another guy got up close and personal. He was pretty hot. The tall Black man made her feel tiny. Like the men at the bar, he was younger, but that didn’t matter when he oozed sexiness. He didn’t have to move in on Naz because she got close to him. She danced close enough to feel the heat of his body, and when his big hand caressed the small of her back, she gyrated against him. She didn’t need much encouragement.

      The stranger’s hand slid down over her ass, and her core tightened. She mashed her braless breasts into him, rubbing them across his chest. He found the cutout in the back of her dress. His touch on her bare skin ignited Naz. His fingers slipped into her dress, curving to her side. The man tickled her, but she was too into the moment to care. Naz felt her chest tighten when she realized it was the first time in years that anyone but her husband had touched her so intimately.

      Her hands held his waist, and their bodies moved together with intent. His hands felt so big on her body, but Naz felt something much larger grind into her stomach. She purred and rubbed her body harder on his. Her hands slipped up his chest like she was going to grab on and climb him.

      Naz thought he might bend down and kiss her, so she turned and leaned back against him. His hands stayed on her. One held her stomach, ensuring their bodies maintained contact. His other hand seared her hip. She worked those hips, grinding back hard against him. Naz sank lower, dragging his huge bulge up her back. The motion also hiked up her already-short dress and put her breasts right into his hands. Her new friend didn’t waste the offer. Strong hands roughly massaged her firm, round flesh. Naz closed her eyes and swooned against him.

      Ohmygod, he’s feeling me up! His hands are all over my tits! This is so wrong! She was torn between worrying that Aiden might see them and hoping he would. Naz let the stranger keep groping her chest and reached back for his ass. It was nice and hard like the rest of him.

      Naz slithered back up his body, but he kept a hand on her tits. He’d found the hard bumps of her swollen tips through the fabric, and his teasing drove her crazy. She stopped thinking straight and was consumed with thoughts of freeing that lump in his pants. He stooped down, and hot breath on her neck was followed by his lips. She forgot she was married. She wanted this.  Naz didn’t even notice he was pulling up her dress until her thighs were exposed.

      Reality came crashing in, and Naz twisted away from him. She stared back at him and bit her lip as she fought the pull of temptation. On impulse, she pulled him down into a deep, scorching kiss. Naz thrust her tongue into his mouth and fed every bit of her frustrated passion into that kiss. She made out with the stranger until he pulled her body back into his. He had her dress over her ass when she pushed away one last time.

      “Thanks for the dance,” she grinned, disappearing into the dancing crowd.

      Naz found Aiden on the edge of the dance floor. She didn’t ask any questions but took his hand and dragged him toward the door.
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        * * *

      

      Aiden was too stunned to resist when Naz dragged him out of the Ember Lounge. Fate had given him a perfect perch from the raised bar area to watch his wife throw herself at that Black guy. At least, that’s how he saw it. The man may have approached her, but Naz plastered herself to him the moment they began dancing together.

      Raging jealousy boiled in his gut while he watched them together, but Aiden never considered rushing in and tearing his wife away from the man. Seeing Naz with him was like a drug, a needle mainlining thrills directly into his dirtiest fantasies about her. He hoped he’d stop her if she tried to leave with the guy, but shamefully, Aiden wasn’t sure about that—as long as he could follow them and see what happened next.

      They reached the minivan, and he expected Naz would pull him into the backseat to fuck her like last time. God knew he needed to fuck his wife. Aiden felt like his aching balls were going to burst if he didn’t put it inside her. All he could think about was feeling how wet that huge stranger made his wife. But Naz pulled the passenger side door open.

      “You need to take me home now, honey. I need you,” she pleaded.

      Naz swam in his vision. Aiden was too dazed to even see straight. He saw his wife standing beside their minivan—the vehicle the whole family had piled into hours earlier for pictures with Santa—but that was overlaid by Naz grinding against tall, dark, and handsome while he mauled her tits out where everyone could see. Aiden knew he should be ashamed she was so wanton with another man, even though no one knew he was her husband. Instead, he was thrilled everyone got to see what a slut his wife was. And if she truly didn’t care how she acted in public, why stop there?

      Aiden fiercely kissed his wife. She sagged against him, his sudden passion taking her by surprise. He wondered if he tasted that stranger on her lips. Naz was breathless when he broke away and spun her toward their minivan. She struggled when he bent her over the seat. He shoved her down again with a hand on her back. She gasped and offered only token resistance after that.

      Getting his cock out with one hand was challenging, but Aiden was motivated. Naz tried to push up again when he pushed her dress over her ass, but he forcefully kept her in place. Her scrap of black lace panties was yanked aside, and he shoved inside her.

      “Ahhh god…Aid…what are you doing…ahhh god…”

      Naz knew exactly what he was doing. His wife knew all about fucking, he ruefully thought. Watching how easy she was tonight renewed his old curiosity about her club days before they met. How slutty was she? Aiden asked himself, taking his wife with short, violent thrusts. He didn’t worry about hurting her. Naz was drenched. She wanted this as much as he did.

      Aiden rammed his cock into her cunt so hard that it rocked their minivan. Her molten canal gripped him, and she whimpered her need. He kept a hand on her back because he liked the sense of power after feeling so powerless while he watched her, but Naz didn’t need to be held in place. She eagerly pushed back at his thrusts.

      They didn’t engage in dirty talk. The couple just grunted and moaned through their rough, animalistic coupling. Neither needed dirty talk because their minds were filled with visions of what Naz had just done—at least Aiden’s was. He closed his eyes and saw her rub all over that guy. He saw the man handle Naz as if he owned her—not Aiden. Her tits were his to grope. His hand nearly went up her dress. She kissed the stranger like she wanted to fuck him.

      Aiden imagined it was the stranger who had Naz bent over in the parking lot, ravaging her needy cunt from behind. She’d become such a slut that she wouldn’t care who saw them. She probably wanted to be seen. Aiden didn’t want anyone to watch him fuck, but he did want to put Naz on display.

      “Ahhh…ohmygod…ahhh fuck…Aaaid…”

      Their coupling was as brief as it was intense, but that was enough for both of them. Naz was right there, and Aiden held out as long as he could. It was also long enough for them to be discovered.

      “Oh shit! Fuck yeah!” The voice came from their left.

      Aiden snapped out of the moment and saw the two guys who’d flirted with Naz at the bar. Rather than walk on, they stopped to enjoy the show. Aiden looked away. He was self-conscious but too close to stop. Grabbing her hips with both hands, he pounded Naz even harder, and that was it.

      “Ahhh fuck…fuck…AHHH FUCK!” she cried.

      Naz squeezed him inside her like a vice when she came. He reached his climax right on the heels of hers. Aiden shanked it deep inside her and flooded his wife with his pulsing finish. She ground back against him, demanding every last drop of his seed. God, she’s insatiable! he thought. For a wild moment, he considered stepping away and letting the bar guys take their turns with his wife. I bet she’d fucking love it.

      Aiden staggered back from his wife, but the guys didn’t rush forward to replace him. He was drained, but Naz energetically pushed up from the seat like the public fucking invigorated her. She shimmied her dress down over her ass and tossed back her hair. That was when she saw they had an audience.

      “Shit, it’s her, that Nat chick,” one of the men said.

      “Guess she found the dick she was looking for,” his friend chuckled.

      “Fuck,” Naz cursed under her breath. She scrambled into the minivan and slammed the door behind her.

      “Good on you, man. She’s a MILFy piece of ass.” With that, the guys moved on.

      “Why didn’t you say something,” Naz shouted when Aiden got into the driver’s seat. She punched his arm.

      “Did you really want me to stop?” He couldn’t stop grinning.

      “I didn’t want anyone to see me with my ass hanging out!”

      “Plenty of people saw you on the dance floor with your friend.”

      “You…” Concern flashed across her face.

      “I saw it all, sweetheart.”

      Aiden started the engine.
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      Day 9

      

      Naz tried to talk to Aiden about what he’d seen when they got home, but he wanted to have sex again. She didn’t stand her ground because she wanted it, too. Her time in the Ember Lounge supercharged her sex drive. Naz wanted as much as her husband could give her. Maybe more. They snuggled when they finished, and when she thought it might be time to talk, she discovered Aiden had fallen asleep.

      Sunday morning was far too busy to discuss her behavior at the club. Naz decided her friend Cassie could only maintain such a wild sex life because she didn’t have children. She and Aiden had to carve out time to make the tasks in 12 Days of Desire happen. Finding more time to discuss what they were doing seemed impossible. She thought they might grab a few minutes before she had to go to work, but Aiden stayed busy. She got the feeling he didn’t want to discuss their night out.

      Opening their challenge for the day turned out to be anti-climactic. They’d done it the night before. On the Nice and Naughty sides, respectively, their card read: Have Sex in Public & Risk Getting Caught or Have Sex in Public & Make Sure You’re Watched. Aiden smirked, commenting, “Been there, done that.”

      Unless they snuck out for a public quickie somewhere, it was not going to happen. Aiden took it in stride, like he’d lost interest in the game. Naz became deeply worried their night at the club had been too much for her husband. If she had thought… But that was the problem. She hadn’t thought at all.

      Sliding back into her younger persona, the one that loved nothing more than putting on a tight dress and going out seeking attention, had been frighteningly easy. Naz had forgotten how addictive the attention could be, and she just surrendered to like she always had. She didn’t need a therapist to understand why she’d always craved that freedom. Naz saw her parents every day. She very well may have gone home with the man from the dance floor if she didn’t have a husband waiting to take care of her. And god, did Aiden take care of her.

      Her first thought had been, You are not going to bend me over and fuck me out in the parking lot. Naz fought him, but when Aiden pushed her back down, it took her breath away. Her pussy was already aching with need. The moment he filled her, all thoughts of resistance evaporated. Being treated like the slut she pretended to be had always been her kryptonite. She only accepted the shame of her behavior when she knew they had been watched.

      The shame lingered, although Naz questioned if that was only due to Aiden’s conflicted feelings. Shame for her one-night stands in college had always been quickly forgotten. Naz didn’t want to think she’d still be an unrepentant tramp at her age if she were single, but could she be sure? Did a leopard truly change their spots? Naz was unsure if she truly regretted her behavior or only regretted that it might have hurt her husband. If it was only the latter, she feared what else she might be capable of doing.
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        * * *

      

      Day 10

      Naz didn’t try to wake Aiden when she came home from work in the middle of the night. He had work in the morning. Instead, she masturbated in the shower with her toy from under the bed—as quietly as she could—and slipped into bed beside him. He was gone, and the house was quiet when she woke the next day.

      The mental checklist of chores she compiled while lying in bed was daunting. They’d been so consumed by 12 Days of Desire that aspects of their daily lives had slipped. Having her parents there to pick up the slack was a fantastic resource, but Naz didn’t want to abuse it. Her mother would never let her hear the end of it.

      Her mother had an opinion on everything, which was driven home when Naz went to the kitchen seeking coffee to get her day started. Her mother was right there with her judgment as usual.

      “It’s a good thing you slept in, Nazanin. The two of you have been burning the candle at both ends.” Her mother evaluated her again and added, “Perhaps you should have stayed in bed longer.”

      “Maman, everything is fine. If we’ve been a burden, I apologize.”

      “Family is never a burden, Nazanin. I thought we taught you that.”

      Naz barely contained her snort of derision. Her parents were an enormous help, but their presence was very much a burden. And her mother never let them forget anything she did to care for the family. The woman had missed her calling as a martyr.

      “We appreciate everything you do for us, Maman, but nothing unusual is going on. Aiden and I have just been trying to pay more attention to each other as spouses, that’s all.”

      “You’ve said. I’m sure a lot of people appreciated you in that outfit last night.”

      “Maman! There was nothing inappropriate about my dress.” She took a breath, remembering, I’m a grown woman in her forties. My mother does not get to police my clothing. When did she even see my dress? I purposely hid it when we left. Naz hoped her mother didn’t see them when they got home because they didn’t exactly wait until they got to the bedroom before they started hooking up again.

      “That was a dress I bought for a work party.” Naz did not add that she’d never worn it because the dress was too short. Naz had been thrilled when Aiden selected it, even if she worried she couldn’t pull off the dress.

      “Oh. You wore that around colleagues?”

      Naz felt herself withering under her mother’s judgment like she always had. She counted to five and tried to hold her ground. “I understand that I am your daughter, Maman, but I am also an adult woman. I do not need your approval for my wardrobe or my choices.”

      “I would not be a good mother if I did not try to guide you, Nazanin. That does not end when you become an adult. But you are right. It is not my approval or respect you should seek but your husband’s. Is it respectful to Aiden to display yourself like that? I would never…”

      “Aiden is perfectly happy with how I dress, but that’s not even the point. He understands he doesn’t get an opinion on my wardrobe. The world has changed, Maman. Women do not seek their husband’s approval for their clothing.”

      “If Aiden is happy to see you like that, then who am I to judge?”

      Aiden chose to display me, Maman, she thought, smiling. My husband loves that I’m sexy. He not only wants to display me, he wants men to truly appreciate me, to touch me. Naz was so tempted to blow her mother’s mind, but the ensuing firestorm would not be worth it. There was no way her mother would understand. Naz didn’t even understand what she and Aiden were doing. Thinking of her husband brought guilt. Naz realized they had to talk—sooner rather than later.

      “Exactly, Maman. I’m going out to meet Aiden for lunch.”
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        * * *

      

      Work had been a welcome refuge that morning, which was why Aiden was conflicted when Naz surprised him for lunch. Apparently, she’d called the officer administrator to find out when he was scheduled to take his break. He’d brown-bagged it because he planned to catch up on paperwork at his desk, but he wouldn’t disappoint his wife. Especially not when she looked so good.

      Naz closed his office door and flashed her coat open when she arrived. His inner conflict was no match for the erotic pull of his hot wife. Her soft, cream-colored sweater dress clung to her curves like it was hanging on for dear life. It was unbuttoned enough at the bust to reveal the shadow of cleavage below her necklaces and hit mid-thigh. Naz paired it with sheer dark tights and riding boots. Aiden had seen her in the dress many times but felt like it was the first time he was really seeing her in it. Her excited tips dented the fabric. She’d styled her thick, luscious black hair in big, bouncy waves, and her makeup was more nighttime than lunch date.

      “Do you like my outfit? I wore it for my mother.”

      “Okay,” he replied, drawing out the word.

      “I think she saw us when we came home Saturday night and did not approve. I decided to make a point.”

      “How much did Farah see?”

      Naz made a face. “I’m choosing not to dwell on that.”

      “This is a nice surprise.”

      “Why doesn’t your face say that? Aren’t you happy to see me?”

      “I’m always happy to see you, sweetheart—especially when you look like that. I’m just drowning in paperwork.”

      Naz came around and pushed him back from the desk, depositing her round rear in his lap. “I can always find someone else to have lunch with if you can’t squeeze me in, honey.”

      “I’m sure. You could find someone to keep you occupied all afternoon.”

      “Would you mind that? I could go find that seedy bar.” Naz wickedly grinned.

      Aiden’s cock surged in his chinos, and he knew she felt it because she wiggled her ass against him. His head swam with visions of Naz being visually devoured in that dress—before being led away. It was so potent that he nearly told her to do it, as disastrous as he knew it would be.

      “I’d rather you kept my afternoon occupied, but you’re so busy with work,” she pouted.

      “Would you?” The words just slipped out.

      “Which would you rather have me do?”

      Aiden couldn’t answer, so he pulled her into a hungry kiss instead. The moment summed up the torment he’d suffered since their Saturday night out. He’d see-sawed between the scorching desire to see Naz with another man again and the sick, jealous feeling that sharing his wife was so wrong. Inexplicably, he’d realized that sick feeling was part of the thrill. He’d never shake what he’d felt when Naz kissed that man. It was the same stomach drop he got when a rollercoaster tipped over its apex.

      “You could fuck me right here, honey. I locked the door on my way in,” she whispered, nibbling his ear.

      “Shit, Naz…you’re destroying me…we can’t…”

      “We can, Aiden. You can have me however you want me. I’m yours, honey. I always will be.” She scooted enough to reach between them and grab him through his chinos.

      Aiden groaned, wondering, Will you? He felt like that man from Saturday night would have fucked Naz in a way that he’d never be able to match. How could she want him the same if another man mastered her body? That fear held him back more than anything else. Well, that and the fear that Naz would think he was a freak if she knew what he truly wanted.

      “You’ll…ohhh…never be quiet enough…”

      Naz gripped him harder, nibbled on his neck, and threatened, “I could slip under your desk and suck your cock. That would keep me quiet.”

      “Do you…uhnnn…like torturing me…”

      “I just want to give you what you want, Aiden.” She kissed him this time. “Do you know what you want, honey?”

      “What do you…uhnnn shit…want…Naz…” He took her hand off his cock because she just might make him come, and he didn’t have an extra pair of pants.

      She fixed him with a serious look. Her ass kept gyrating on his lap, but she was serious. “We need to talk, Aiden. A lot happened, but we never talked about it.”

      “I know. You’re right. Are you seducing me into confessing my secrets?”

      Naz smiled. “Whatever works.”

      “Okay, but not here. Let’s find a quiet place to go to lunch.”
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        * * *

      

      They went to a quiet bistro not far from his office. Aiden knew they made a mean club sandwich, but more importantly, they could have some privacy. He asked the hostess for one of the dim booths in the back, away from the windows. No one sat back there during the day. The hostess looked like she wanted to say no because the section wasn’t assigned to a waitress, but she must have picked up on their vibe because she sat them in the back anyway. Naz squeezed into the booth beside him rather than sitting across.

      After their waitress—a perky redhead—took their drink order, Naz got them started. She must have sensed Aiden wasn’t going to do it. She squeezed his thigh under the table and asked, “How are we doing?”

      “Seems like we’ve been closer than ever.”

      “Did Saturday night change that?”

      “Naz…”

      She waited and picked up when he didn’t continue. “Aiden, I’m up for anything you want to do—within reason. But if we can’t talk about this stuff, we can’t do it. You obviously feel a certain way about Saturday. Are you angry with me? I understand if⁠—”

      “I’m not angry. That’s not quite it. It’s just that we didn’t talk about it before you did…that. Not really.”

      “We did…”

      “In bed, while we were having sex. I don’t know if that counts.” Aiden grinned but still didn’t look her in the eyes. “I’d think anything is a good idea when I’m inside you.”

      “Good to know.”

      Their drinks arrived, and they gave their food order. A salad for Naz and a club sandwich for Aiden.

      “So, you are mad?” Naz said once their waitress was safely out of earshot.

      “No, not mad. Surprised? Shocked, really. The things we talked about…fantasized about…I thought that’s all they were. Like that fantasy you wrote. It was so hot, but I didn’t think it was anything you’d actually do.”

      “It’s not. I wouldn’t. That would be so dangerous. I’d like to think I’ve learned not to be as reckless as I was as a kid. Going off with a stranger like that is so risky. We just didn’t think about stuff like that when we were younger.”

      Someday, Aiden had to make her come clean about the slutty past she kept alluding to. Thoughts of his smart, proper wife being taken by complete strangers were intoxicating. Those thoughts had always been a fun distraction, and he let it lie when Naz refused to provide details of her exploits, but they were becoming an obsession. He was dying to know just what a tramp his wife could be.

      “Is that the only reason? Like, if it wasn’t dangerous to go off with a stranger…”

      Naz squeezed his thigh harder. “Look at me, Aiden. I’d never do anything to hurt you. Cheating has never been an option for me, and it never will be. I hope you know that. I love you.”

      Aiden put his hand over hers, and the warmth comforted him. “I know that, Naz. I love you, too. But if it wasn’t dangerous, and it wasn’t cheating…”

      “What are you asking me?”

      He struggled to find a way to phrase it that wouldn’t get him smacked—or sound like he was eager to see Naz fuck another man. Am I eager to see Naz fuck someone else? He’d asked himself that question so many times. In the end, Aiden couldn’t find a gentle way to say it and just ripped off the band-aid.

      “Do you want to screw someone else, Naz?”

      Her eyes went wide at his bluntness. Aiden braced himself for blowback, but she looked away. Her hesitation was his answer. She did. His stomach twisted, and his cock hardened simultaneously. He didn’t know how he was going to eat.

      “Do you want me to?”

      Aiden shook his head. “I hate it when you answer a question with a question. This isn’t a gotcha. Either you do, or you don’t.”

      “But if you don’t…”

      “Naz, you said we need to talk. I agree we need to be open about everything. We may not have been looking for this, but that calendar opened this Pandora’s Box, and now we have to talk about it. Maybe it’s even healthy if it’s always been there, unsaid.”

      She sighed and took a long pull on the iced tea she’d ordered.

      “I don’t not want to have sex with someone…new. It’s an exciting idea. I’m sure you wouldn’t turn down the chance. But I’m not looking for it. I certainly don’t have anyone specific in mind. It’s never been on my radar. I’m happy with you, Aiden. I don’t need anyone else. So, I guess the answer is that if it was something you wanted to explore, like opening our marriage—or whatever people call it now, swinging?—I’d be open to discussing it.”

      Naz stared at him expectantly. Aiden was speechless. He’d asked the question but wasn’t prepared to hear her answer, even if it was the one he’d expected. She said a lot of words, but the truth was simple. His wife wanted to fuck another guy—maybe even lots of other guys. Naz wouldn’t stop with just one, would she? Maybe dicks were like Pringles for her. Once she popped, she wouldn’t stop.

      Aiden’s cock throbbed, but hearing her admit the truth was still a slap in the face. The truth he feared was that her inner slut had never gone away and that Naz had been waiting to let her out to play all these years. He worried she’d never truly been satisfied with just him. Aiden also understood that it could all just be in his head because Naz was not a liar, and he had no reason not to trust her.

      Her admission came with his own shocking realization. Aiden really didn’t think about fucking other women. Sure, he looked. He wasn’t dead. But he didn’t have fantasies of playing the field. His fantasies were about his wife. And now, they were all about Naz and other men. Aiden talked to a woman at the bar on Saturday night but didn’t seriously consider doing anything with her. He wasn’t as free as his wife.

      “Are you going to say something? This is why I didn’t want to say anything. Aiden, I don’t want to have sex with other people…”

      “But you kind of do, Naz.”

      “I’m open to it in a very specific context. We’re both doctors. We understand nuance. Do you hear what I’m saying, Aiden?”

      Aiden allowed a weary grin. “I’m sorry. I wanted your answer. I really did. I asked the question. I don’t want an open marriage. I don’t want to sleep with other women. You have to trust me on that, Naz. You’ve ruined me for all other girls. But I do have fantasies…about you.”

      “Me? And other men?”

      He nodded. Vocalizing it was still too hard. Admitting he wanted to see his wife with another man flew in the face of everything he’d been taught about masculinity. Is that my real problem? Am I holding back because I’m worried about what people would think? Who would ever know? Naz isn’t going to judge me. She loves me.

      “If you wanted something like that—only if you wanted it…”

      “Swingers are still a thing, right? Yeah, people are still swingers. I wonder if there are couples where only one half plays.”

      “The wife?”

      Aiden finally gave a warm smile. Naz got it. He saw it in her eyes. She didn’t judge him. She was excited by the possibilities. Could it bring us closer, showing that kind of trust? It sounded counterintuitive, but sharing your partner had to require superhuman levels of trust and acceptance.

      “Yeah, sweetheart. In our case, it would be the wife. It would be you, Naz.”

      Her smile was naughty, not warm. Naz slid her hand higher on his thigh. Aiden jumped when she gripped where he lay long and hard along his leg. “This really does turn you on, doesn’t it?” she purred.

      “I can’t explain it, Naz,” he groaned. “Sure you want to do that in public?”

      “You don’t need to explain it. I love you for who you are. And maybe I think it’s hot that you see me that way after sixteen years together. Most guys are bored with their wives by now.”

      Aiden leaned in, swept her hair aside, and kissed her neck. Naz purred. He loved it when she did that. “No sane man would ever get bored with you.”

      Naz laughed. “I just don’t believe that, but thank you, honey.”

      “So, you think it’s hot that I’d like to watch you? I think my wife is an attention whore.” He kept brushing his lips along her neck. Something had to be done to keep their power balance because Naz had his balls aching.

      Naz softly moaned. “Mmm, just an attention whore…not a regular whore?”

      “That’s to be determined.” Aiden reached between her legs and hiked up her dress. She wasn’t the only one who could tease. Her panties were drenched. “There’s no maybe about it, sweetheart. You definitely want me to watch you.”

      Her thighs parted, giving him better access. Naz closed her eyes and shivered at his touch. “Why don’t you take me in the bathroom, and we can live out my fantasy?”

      That was the moment their pretty redheaded waitress returned with their food while the couple’s hands were in each other’s laps. They froze, but the girl wasn’t fooled. Her pale cheeks flashed cherry red, and she set their food down as quickly as possible.

      “Ohmygod!” Naz cried the moment the girl was gone.

      “Guess I can never come here for lunch again,” Aiden laughed.
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      Naz came out of the shower nude, drying her hair with a towel. Light spilled out of the bathroom, but the bedroom was dark because she didn’t want to wake Aiden when she came in from work. Well, she did because the afternoon had been fun, and she hadn’t had any relief. Getting off in the shower wasn’t what she really needed.

      Naz smeared her lipstick all over Aiden’s cock in the car after lunch and earned her dessert. Sucking her husband in the front seat of a car in broad daylight took her back to the good old days but only made the need in her cunt worse. Maybe I should wake Aiden. I don’t think he’d mind if I picked up where I left off. She hadn’t gone down on him twice in a day in over a decade.

      The world was plunged into darkness. Naz dropped her towel and threw an elbow when something slipped over her eyes. Aiden grunted but held her tightly. Her husband was a big man. She wasn’t escaping.

      “Stop struggling!” he whispered. “It’s me, Aiden.” She hit him again, and he cursed. “Seriously, stop it! You’re safe!”

      “What are you doing, you maniac? You know I’m jumpy. What is this?”

      “We still have a challenge to complete today. I took the liberty of opening it.”

      “And that’s why I’m blindfolded? What did it say?” She tried to calm her racing heart.

      “Maybe it will be more fun if you try to figure it out. Just follow my lead. I won’t let you walk into anything.”

      Aiden guided her forward. Naz tried to orient herself from memory, but she was so taken by surprise that she was completely disoriented. She gently bumped against the bed, and he turned her to lie on it. Being maneuvered by her husband was awkward, and she wanted to rip the blindfold off, but Naz followed instructions. Didn’t I just tell him I love and trust him?

      Once she was positioned, he extended an arm. She stiffened when he fit a soft leather cuff over her wrist. Naz had never allowed anyone to tie her down. She had a thing about control. Even with aggressive men, she always felt like she was in control. It wasn’t about surrendering that way. She pulled against the cuff.

      “Behave, Naz. Or you’ll regret it,” he warned.

      She laughed. “I think you know better than to try and punish me.”

      “You liked it the other night,” he teased.

      “That wasn’t punishment. That was fun.” Naz grinned.

      Aiden secured her other wrist. She pulled hard, but there was no give. Her arms were stretched up and wide apart. Naz was helpless. He was the only man on the planet she’d consider giving that power to. He’d better not abuse it, she thought. But it was about to get worse.

      Her legs were spread, and a cuff went around her ankle. She kicked, and he slapped her thigh in warning. “Is this really necessary?” she whined.

      “You don’t know what the card said.”

      “And you could tell me.”

      “That wouldn’t be fun.”

      “Pretty please, honey?”

      Aiden laughed.

      When he was finished, Naz was spread-eagle on the bed, her limbs stretched to the four corners. She shook her head, but the blindfold was securely in place, too. Her heart had never stopped racing from the time he surprised her, but now it felt like it would beat right out of her chest. As much as she trusted her husband, she was still scared. Being naked and helpless didn’t come naturally to her. Even worse, he hadn’t actually done anything to her. As anxious as Naz was, she was even hornier. Her pussy positively throbbed. Being so aroused and nervous was a heady feeling.

      “That better not be what I think it is!” Naz knew very well what the clicking noise was.

      “I need to memorialize this. I doubt I’m ever going to have you like this again.”

      “Ohmygod! Aiden! You can’t take pictures of me like this!”

      “You’re helpless. You have no say. Besides, aren’t you curious how you look like this?”

      “Those are getting deleted when this is over.” She hated how amused he sounded.

      “I don’t know, Naz. You’ve got a lot of demands for someone who’s literally at my mercy.”

      “Aiden…”

      The warning turned into a shriek when a feather danced along her side. Naz shrieked again and violently pulled against her restraints. The bed frame creaked, but the heavy oak did not give. The leather cuffs crackled under the strain, but it held. She twisted all about, but there was no escape from the torture.

      “Stop! You have to stop! Please, Aiden! I’m begging you!”

      Naz was still panting and shaking when he touched her mound. She was smooth and freshly groomed down there, with just her neatly trimmed landing strip above her lips. He teased up and down her slit, and she moaned, sinking into the mattress. The whiplash from tickle torture to pleasure made her dizzy.

      “Feels like you’re enjoying this,” he commented.

      “I was…ahhh…already…turned on…mmm…”

      “This turned on?”

      “I don’t…ahhh…know…”

      Aiden’s fingers kept tracing between her lips, but he returned the feather to the sweet torture. Naz whined and tried to twist away again, but he pressed firmer between her lips, and confusion froze her. She was twisted to the side and rigid. He flicked her throbbing button, and she nearly melted. The tickling and teasing mixed into an impossible thrill.

      “Ahhh…Aaaid…wha…are you…ahhh…doing…to me…”

      The feather left her side, and she relaxed back into the mattress. His fingers stayed busy on her pussy. Her entire body began to throb. Her helplessness was forgotten because Naz was going to come. Maybe it was why she was going to come.

      Aiden circled her nipples with the feather. It was a different kind of torture. She whimpered and pushed her pussy at his hand, but he pulled back. He could make her come in a second if he wanted to. What is he playing at? He knows I hate being denied.

      Naz felt like one big goosebump. Her skin tingled like it was an extension of her clit. She pulled against her restraints, but only because she wanted to grab her husband and make him fuck her. She licked her lips. They were dry from so much panting.

      Both hands left her. While she was relieved to have a moment to gather herself, the quiet felt ominous. She reflexively tested her restraints again. Naz thought maybe her heart would stop racing when something cold and wet touched one of her thick, swollen tips.

      “What the fuck…Aaaid…” She knew it was an ice cube.

      Naz bit her lip when he circled her bud with the ice cube because she wanted to scream. She trembled with relief when he took it away. “You’d better not do that ag…”

      The ice touched her other nipple, and her back arched off the bed. The restraints were soft, but they painfully tightened on her wrists and ankles. Naz panted so hard she thought she couldn’t breathe. Aiden was silent through all of it. Motherfucker! You’re so going to pay when this is over!

      Before she could beg for mercy, she was distracted by a buzzing. Naz was with it enough to worry, Did he find my toy? But it wasn’t hers. It must have been from Cassie’s toy box. A smooth, blunt object buzzed against her clit, and she tensed like she’d grabbed a power line.

      “Ahhh fuck…Aaaid…wha…ahhh god…wha…”

      Aiden buzzed the vibrator against her screaming button and dripped freezing water onto her nipples, and her brain scrambled. Naz knew she hated this, but god she did she love it. Her body throbbed so hard she knew she was going to come. God, it was all she wanted.

      The ice cube was pressed to her lips, and she eagerly sucked it. She knew how she must look and hoped he enjoyed the show. Naz was desperate to please if it got her what she wanted, but Aiden would still pay for this. He swirled the vibrator against her slick bud, and she swirled her hips right back. It almost felt like he was trying to stay off target.

      “Ahhh god…honey…please…” Naz hated begging. She’d never had to beg a man for anything. But she didn’t care.

      Aiden took everything away again, leaving her a panting mess. She quivered with need. What does he want from me? I’ll do it! Naz was ashamed she broke so easily because she was strong, but her pussy was so needy. It didn’t just need to come. It needed to be fucked. Naz would beg for it if she had to.

      “Aiden…” she softly whimpered. The helplessness in her voice stung.

      “Patience, sweetheart.” He lovingly kissed her cheek. It infuriated her.

      Naz wanted to scream, Fuck you! But then he might not let her come. Is this the game? Is he supposed to torment me but not let me come? It can’t be. That’s too cruel!

      “Can I take more pictures, sweetheart?”

      “Yes…yeah…if you’ll let me come…yesss…” Naz just babbled. She told him what he wanted to hear, hoping she got what she wanted. He’d be deleting those photos anyway.

      “Such a good girl. I think I like you better like this.”

      “Fuck…you…”

      Aiden chuckled, which infuriated her more.

      His phone camera clicked away. She was too horny to care anymore. Naz just wanted him to touch her. She wanted to come. It was all too much. A deep, dark part of her found the experience thrilling, which was most unexpected. Am I into this? Naz never thought she’d want to be dominated. But god, was it intense! She knew that when she did finally climax, it would be amazing. She would never admit any of that.

      The vibrator returned to her pussy. It slipped all over her clit, and she chased it with her hips, but her motion was too limited. I’ll beg if I have to. Naz kept telling herself she didn’t want to—that it was a means to an end.

      “Ahhh…god…yesss…ahhh yesss…Aiden…honey…”

      Naz stopped just short of thanking him when her husband pushed the thick toy inside her. It was so girthy that her canal clung to it. Aiden wasn’t small, but this was the biggest thing that had been inside her in years. She flashed to her friend from Saturday night. He would have filled me like this. Naz deeply moaned, a little ashamed for the reason why.

      Aiden only gave her a moment to adjust to the girthy toy before he began to slowly fuck her with it. The thing was such a snug fit inside her that its strong vibrations emanated through her entire body. Her pussy was the epicenter of a ceaseless earthquake of pleasure. Naz worked her hips to encourage him to work it harder. His leisurely place wasn’t going to get her there. But he was content to let her baste in the simmering pleasure.

      “Ahhh…Aiden…honey…please…”

      “Does it feel good, Naz?”

      “Yeah...yesss…ahhh yesss…”

      “Do you want to come?”

      “Yeah…ohgod yeah…”

      “Do you need to come, Naz?”

      She hesitated. Her resistance to begging was clearly gone, but confessing that she needed it was so dirty. But she did, and panted, “Yeah…I need it…please, Aiden…”

      The vibrator’s behavior changed. Somehow, the shaft began churning in her canal, making a crunching noise. The twist made it touch every part of her. Naz rocketed closer to orgasm. If only Aiden would really fuck her with it…

      “I need it, honey…please…fuck me…fuck me…please, Aiden…”

      “Sounds like you’re ready for more, Naz,” he smugly responded.

      “Yeah…please…I…”

      Naz was not ready for the more. Scorching pain dripped onto her chest. Droplets of searing heat traced a pattern on her breasts. Naz screeched. She pulled all her restraints at once, going so taut it looked like she would have levitated off the bed if she weren’t strapped down.

      “Fuck! What the… What the fuck are you doing?!? Ahhh fuck! Aiden…sss…”

      Aiden waited long enough for the first sting to cool, but the burning drops returned, circling a nipple. Naz couldn’t tell him to stop because he slammed the vibrator deep into her cunt at the same time, giving her what she’d been begging for. The toy completely filled her with rumbling, twisty pleasure while a little vibrating fork nestled against her clit. Naz saw stars. The combination of pleasure and pain wrung all the rational thought out of her brain.

      Naz had never considered that she might be into pain and, therefore, never experimented with it. Being tied down and forced to try it was a strange introduction, but that made it so intense. Aiden would never really hurt her. This had to be candle wax, which wouldn’t damage her—only tease and taunt. She was sure the crazy Advent calendar put him up to this. Naz wanted to curse him, but it all felt so good. Dangerously, addictively good.

      Aiden rocked the toy in and out of her pussy, keeping the fork on her clit, finally giving Naz the fucking she craved. The final touch was dripping searing wax directly onto her nipples. She howled and came so hard she may have blacked out.
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      Aiden feared he went too far. Naz wailed so loudly that he panicked and stuffed the ball gag into her wide-open mouth. It was in the box of toys from Cassie, so he laid it on the bed with the other objects but didn’t think he’d use it. He wasn’t going to gag his wife. But then he was afraid she was going to wake the whole house.

      The kids were close enough to hear, for sure, but he was more worried that her parents would burst through their bedroom door. Aiden didn’t know how he’d explain to Farah that he was dripping candle wax onto her daughter while she was strapped to the bed.  So, with her mouth stretched open, he pushed the red ball gag into his wife’s mouth, and she bit down hard on it. He didn’t bother to strap it around her head. A hole in the ball gag allowed her to breathe.

      Seeing his wife bound and gagged set off something primal in Aiden. He’d never felt that kind of power. Naz was completely helpless and out of control. She thrashed and howled into the ball gag, grunting like an animal, but she wasn’t trying to escape. He didn’t think so because he’d never seen her come so hard in their sixteen years together. He thought their sex recently had been intense, but this was next level.

      Aiden wanted to make her keep coming. It was time to test her limits. She’d certainly tested his that week. He eased off with the candle but fucked her hard with the thick vibrator. Instead of rocking it to tease her clit, he pounded it in and out of her. The thing was so big he’d been hesitant to use it at all—just like the candle wax—but now that he saw how it made Naz come, he was addicted. Still, he wondered how her pussy would feel afterward.

      Naz humped her cunt up at the toy, fucking it back as hard as he thrust into her. His wife was a woman possessed. She was breathtaking. His cock literally dripped with desire for her. Aiden couldn’t hold out much longer. He needed relief, too.

      On a whim, he tore the blindfold away. He needed to see her eyes to fully enjoy her reaction. Naz blinked against the dim bedroom light before staring at him. Aiden didn’t know whether he saw fury or pleading in her dark eyes. She saw the thick, lit candle, and they went wide. A new pool of melted, liquid wax had collected at the top. Naz vigorously shook her head when he tilted it.

      The melted wax splashed in a line of drops down her soft tummy, leaving white blotches on her pretty olive skin. Aiden skirted around her pussy but dripped it onto her sensitive thighs while driving the vibrator deep into her pussy. Naz grunted like she’d been stabbed and tensed again. Her eyes seemed to roll back into her head, and he knew she was enjoying another mind-shredding climax. He couldn’t count how many times he’d made his wife come.

      Naz looked like she was trying to spit out the gag, so he set the candle aside and removed it. He stopped fucking her with the vibrator, but it stayed inside her. She was panting and limp, covered in a sheen of sweat but glowing. His wife looked exhausted, but not because it was the middle of the night, and she’d just worked a twelve-hour shift.

      “Please…ohgod please…mercy…I’m begging…I can’t…take it…please…”

      “What if I’m not done with you?”

      “Can’t take it…going to kill me…please…anything…I’ll do anything…”

      “Anything, sweetheart?”

      “Yesss…please…anything…mercy…”

      “Will you fuck a stranger for me, Naz? A big, hung, nasty stranger?”

      “Ahhh god…Aiden…”

      “Let him use you like his own personal slut?” He was rocking the vibrator in her cunt again. Her hips moved. She wasn’t done yet. Aiden leaned in, his face close to hers.

      “Yesss…ahhh god…yesss…please…”

      “Maybe I should have let your friends in the parking lot have their turn when I was done with you on Saturday,” he hissed, fucking her harder with the toy.

      “Yeah…nooo…I couldn’t…I can’t…sooo wrong…anyone…”

      “Could see. That’s the point, Naz. Anyone could see what a slut you were, just like when you threw yourself at that guy in the club.”

      “Ahhh god…Aiden…I can’t…”

      “But you want to.”

      “I…”

      Naz couldn’t answer with words, but her pussy did the talking. Her hips churned, pulling the toy into her. She very much wanted to be fucked by those guys.

      “I’d just hold you there while they fucked you, Naz. Do you want me to hold you while you’re being fucked?”

      “Ahhh god…honey…whaaa…”

      Aiden’s primal brain was tickled again. Holding Naz while she was fucked, participating in her despoiling, didn’t make him feel powerless at all. He kept fucking her with the toy but knelt beside her head. It tested his flexibility, but he could do it.

      “I’ll use your mouth while they fuck you, Naz.”

      “Aiden…god…fuck…”

      Naz stopped talking because he shoved his cock into her mouth. She turned her head and sucked him hard. He had trouble stretching to use the vibrator down below, but she tilted her hips up to get the perfect angle. Naz wanted this. She wanted two cocks at once. Aiden wondered if she’d had it before. She took it like a pro.

      “Take it…fucking take it…fuck you’re hot, Naz…oh shit…oh fuck…”

      She responded with muffled grunts, taking his cock as deep as he could feed her. He’d never seen so much in her mouth before. He hit her throat and felt dizzy. His balls even brushed her cheek. Naz had been transformed into a sexual goddess. She was flawless.

      Aiden came very quickly. Naz screamed into his dick with another orgasm, and he unloaded down her throat. She coughed, and he pulled out. His thick cream bubbled from her lips, and he shot more across her nose and cheek. It was all he had. He’d been coming a lot lately.

      He sat hard on the bed beside Naz, stroking her hair and cradling her head against his hip. The toy slipped out of her pussy and buzzed on the bed between her legs. She looked drained, like she’d just run a marathon. Aiden was sure he’d just woken from a twisted dream.

      “Are you ever going to untie me?” she weakly asked.

      “Shit, sorry. I was enjoying the view too much.”

      Naz truly was a vision. Her curvy body was perfect stretched out on their bed. White wax crusted her tits and covered her nipples. Instead of ruining her, it somehow enhanced her sexiness.

      “Don’t get used to it.” She smiled, which was a relief.

      Aiden unstrapped his wife, and after rubbing the blood flow back into her wrists, she snuggled into him, fiercely clinging to his body. He held her tighter than ever before. Tormenting his wife made him feel intensely protective of her. Naz kissed his chest and rubbed her sweaty body against him like she wanted to merge with him.

      “Mmm, I love you so much, honey.”

      “You have no idea how much I love you.”

      “Did the card tell you to try to kill me with orgasms? Or break me with torture? You missed your calling, honey. You should have joined the CIA.”

      Aiden laughed. “The card said to tie you up and tease you until you begged. Wait a minute, I have the card.” He snagged it off the night table. “It says, Tie Up Your Partner & Edge Them Until They Beg to Come. And that’s the Nice side.” he laughed. “The Naughty side also says to blindfold you and put headphones on you. I guess you’re supposed to be totally disoriented. I chose to skip the headphones.”

      “It doesn’t say you had to surprise me!”

      “I just thought that would be more fun.”

      “Bastard.” Naz playfully slapped his chest.

      “I have a confession. I had to Google what edging was. Did you know it?”

      She kissed his chest. “I plead the fifth.”

      “Did you have fun?”

      “When I didn’t want to murder you. That could have gone very, very wrong for you. I hope you considered that.”

      “I was scared as hell. But I also feel like we’re discovering so much about each other, so maybe you’d be into this too.”

      “I never thought I would be. I really did want to murder you in the beginning.”

      “And then?”

      “Let’s just say it was an interesting learning experience. We’re not just learning about each other—at least, I’m not. I’m learning about myself.”

      “That’s good, right?”

      Naz squeezed him. “So far. Hey, where on that card does it say to drip hot wax on me? That might have been a little too intense. I need to think about that part.”

      “Blame Cassie, not me. I only used the tools she provided in that box. I thought maybe she knows something about you I don’t.”

      “I’m going to have to have a word with her,” Naz grumbled.

      “Two more days.”

      “Two more days,” she agreed. “I don’t know where we could possibly go from here.”

      “I can’t wait to find out,” Aiden grinned.
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      Day 12

      

      Naz held Aiden’s hand while they stared out from the curved floor-to-ceiling windows of the Roths’ Center City condo. Cassie’s unit was on the twenty-seventh floor of the Murano overlooking the Parkway, and the city lights looked like glittering jewels in the distance. The imposing edifice of the Art Museum was below them, just a few blocks away. They held champagne flutes in their other hands.

      Can we do this? she wondered. Can I do this?

      The night came together very quickly. Maybe too quickly. Naz thought perhaps they should have taken more time to consider this before they agreed to do it. But speed may have been their friend. The couple might have backed out if they had more time to consider it. Aiden seemed firm that he wanted this, but Naz was full of doubts. She didn’t understand how doing this wouldn’t change them. Aiden is sure he wants this, but will he ever look at me the same? She didn’t know if she’d be able to look her husband in the eyes afterward.

      “It’s the moment of truth, honey? Are you sure about this?” Naz asked.

      Aiden smiled, but she saw the worry that tugged at the corners of it. She knew him so well. She loved him so much. “Yeah, I’m good. You don’t have to keep asking me. Are you sure? If you have doubts, Naz…”

      She laughed and sipped her champagne. “How wouldn’t I? This is so crazy, isn’t it?”

      “I don’t know. Cassie and Marty seem very confident in all this. I think they just roll with it and have fun.”

      “I can’t speak for you and Marty as men and husbands, but I know Cas and I are very different people. Besides, they’ve been at this for a while. They’ve got it down. They’ve worked out the kinks.”

      “Pun intended?”

      They both laughed, and he squeezed her hand. Naz knew he had doubts and questions. He didn’t have to be strong for her. She was a big girl. Aiden clearly had a complicated relationship with this newfound desire to see her with someone else. It turned him on, but he felt other things, too. Not great things. Naz didn’t understand why he liked it if it tortured him, but Aiden couldn’t explain it, and she respected him too much to push him on it.

      “So, we’re doing this?” Naz asked.

      “Unless you’ve changed your mind. I’m good, sweetheart. Although the anticipation might kill me.” Aiden grinned.

      “Well, don’t rush me.”

      “It’s all I’ve been able to think about for a week.”

      “I know,” Naz replied. She couldn’t argue with the effect of their decision. Aiden hadn’t been able to keep his hands off her all week. Every time she looked at him, she knew exactly what her husband was thinking about.

      Aiden wasn’t the only one. Naz had been consumed with their decision, too, since they’d opened the final days of their Advent calendar. The final tasks in 12 Days of Desire were mirror images of each other. Day 11 read, Make Her Fantasy Happen. Day 12 was Make His Fantasy Happen. Their fantasies weren’t exactly the same, but close enough that they could meet in the middle and make it happen. They only had to decide if they really wanted to do it.

      After much discussion, they thought perhaps the best way to live out their new kink was to go back to where it all started—for Aiden, anyway. He was the one who suggested this idea.

      Naz made it clear that she was not going to go out, find a stranger, and sleep with him. She thought of going on Tinder but had no idea how dating apps worked and didn’t know how long it would take to find someone willing to be her stunt dick for a night. It all felt so seedy anyway. Naz was also petrified that someone they knew would see her on Tinder and think she was cheating on Aiden. She didn’t want to be branded an adulteress. That was when Aiden pitched his idea.

      Aiden suggested she have another threesome with Cassie and Marty. Naz laughed because she was sure he was kidding. And then she thought it was insane. But was it? Involving their friends in their kinky games was probably a terrible idea, but wasn’t Cassie already involved? She’d started all of it. Naz also knew that if there was anyone they could go to, it was her old friend. Cassie and Marty seemed to be up for anything.

      Cassie agreed, maybe too quickly. Naz didn’t know how to feel about that. Had her friend been waiting to get back into her panties all these years? Naz considered their med school threesome to be a blip in their friendship, but had there been a dimension to it that she’d never understood? She set those reservations aside. Cassie suggested they party on New Year’s Eve, but the O’Connors had a standing date with the twins for the ball drop. That was why they found themselves in the Roths’ condo on December 30th.

      The doorbell rang, pulling their attention from the view. Cassie came to them while Marty went to answer the door. The tall, stunning blonde smiled warmly. “Why do you guys look so tense? Aren’t we having fun?”

      “I’m having fun,” Aiden replied, lifting his glass. Cassie chinked hers against it, and they drank. “But I’m wondering how this works. Like, how do we get started?”

      Cassie laughed. She had a wonderful, playful laugh that always pulled guys in. It was also her blonde hair and perfect tits, Naz understood. Cassie said, “About that. I hope this doesn’t freak you guys out, but I have a little surprise.”

      “I don’t know if I’m ready for surprises tonight,” Naz replied, tingling nerves shooting up her spine. Before Cassie could explain, Marty rejoined them with a mystery guest.

      “Hey, everyone,” Marty announced. He was followed by a massive Black man Naz had never met. Her nerve meter hit red. “This is Wes. Wes, you know Cassie, obviously. These are our friends, Naz and Aiden.”

      Wes met Cassie in the middle, greeting the blonde with a deep, soulful kiss that made Naz’s jaw drop. She hadn’t had time to ask why another man was there. She understood some of the fun the Roths got up to, but seeing her friend kiss another man like that right in front of Marty shocked Naz. She wondered if she could do that in front of her husband.

      “So good to see you, baby,” Wes said, holding Cassie close. She ran her fingers over his patterned, deep purple shirt like she had to touch him. Wes was an incredible specimen. Naz could understand why.

      “It’s been too long,” Cassie replied, turning but staying at his side while she walked him to the O’Connors. “Guys, this is my very special friend, Wes.”

      “I can tell you’re very close,” Naz said, dripping with sarcasm.

      “Good to meet you, Wes.” Aiden offered his hand.

      The men shook hands, and their proximity demonstrated how huge Wes was. Naz didn’t see her husband around many men larger than him, but the Black man was at least a couple of inches taller than Aiden’s six-one and broader. The Irishman was still fit, but the middle-aged dad bod had begun to creep in, while Wes looked rock solid under that perfectly tailored shirt.

      Wes was stunning up close. The man was beautiful as a model but still masculine. He was refined but still radiated toughness. Naz felt like he’d been engineered in a lab to be her dirty fantasy. Wes was every woman’s dirty fantasy. Being so close to him tightened her core like he controlled her body without even touching her.

      “Wes, this is Naz. She’s my very best friend. We’ve known each other for years. We met back in medical school, and the rest is history.”

      “It is certainly my pleasure to meet you, Naz. I think I’m a little mad at Cassie for keeping you from me.” Wes’ smooth baritone was warm honey poured in Naz’s ears, making her tingle just as much as his appearance. His gaze devoured her curves. Naz felt warm when those rich brown eyes settled on hers.

      “You might have to punish me,” Cassie giggled.

      “I don’t feel like I’ve been hidden,” Naz replied.

      “It’s a sin that she kept you from me,” he added.

      Wes leaned in, a hand on the hip opposite the side her husband stood, and planted a lingering kiss on Naz’s cheek. It affected her the way any other man’s kiss on the lips might have.

      “Naz and Aiden aren’t into our lifestyle, or I would have introduced you. I wasn’t trying to keep you to myself. I know you’re not a one-woman man.”

      “Hush, baby. We don’t talk about that. It’s just you and me when we’re together.”

      “Except for tonight,” Cassie said, glancing at Naz.

      “Only if Naz wants to play. You just said they aren’t in the lifestyle.”

      “They’re expanding their horizons, and I knew you’d be the perfect person to help with that.”

      “What did you do, Cas? What’s your plan?” Naz asked. Bringing in a stranger was definitely not the plan. Naz was there to have a threesome with Cassie and Marty. God, that’s such a crazy thing to think. Why does a threesome with friends sound like a safe option now?

      Cassie’s brow wrinkled. “Maybe we should go into the other room and talk.”

      “That’s not necessary,” Aiden interjected. “We’re both a part of this. Say whatever you have to say.”

      “You’re not mad, are you?” Cassie asked.

      “Not angry, but I want to know what’s going on as much as Naz.”

      “Didn’t you tell them about this?” Marty asked. He was on the other side of Wes.

      “I thought this would be a fun surprise. And I knew Naz was a little nervous and might chicken out if I told her ahead of time.” Cassie shrugged.

      Naz stared at her friend. She’d already pieced the plan together but wanted to hear Cassie say it out loud. Why does she think I’ll sleep with any random guy she brings over? I’m not the same girl I was in college and med school. Naz had enough trouble adjusting to the idea that she’d be having sex with Marty, whom she knew well. She didn’t find her friend’s husband hot, but they had a good time in their last threesome. More importantly, she knew Marty.

      “Bringing in a man I’ve never met to have sex is quite a surprise. Why did you think I’d be okay with that?”

      Cassie just smiled.

      “That’s not fair. I’m a married woman now.”

      “A married woman looking to have sex with someone else. I figured that if you’re going to have sex with someone new for the first time in—how long has it been—it should be someone who’s really new. Sorry, honey.”

      “That’s okay. You know I’m good with whatever,” Marty replied. He looked excited about what would happen, making Naz wonder what precisely the Roths thought was happening that night.

      “If you’re going to treat yourself, Naz, trust me, Wes is the treat you want,” Cassie continued.

      “I’m not here to make anyone do anything. Naz, you’re incredibly sexy, and I’d love to play with you, but only if you’re interested. I don’t want you to feel pressured into anything. It wasn’t fair for Cassie to surprise you with me.” Wes turned to the blonde. “And you’re definitely getting punished for this.”

      “Mmm, yes Daddy.” Cassie giggled.

      “Honey?” Naz asked, looking at Aiden.

      “Tonight is as much about you as it is about me.”

      “But what do you want?” she pressed.

      Aiden took her arm and steered Naz to the far side of the living room. The space wasn’t enormous, but they were far enough away to whisper privately. Naz felt everyone watching them.

      “We both know what your fantasy is,” he began. “This was sort of a middle ground, but it wasn’t what you really wanted. This was the safe option.”

      Naz nervously laughed. “So strange that there’s a safe option in this.”

      “Do you like him, Naz?”

      She looked back at Wes, and fresh tingles telegraphed through her body. “I have a pulse, honey. Of course, I like him. I doubt there’s a woman who doesn’t want him. But that wasn’t the plan. Maybe I like the safe option. We know Marty and Cassie…”

      “I’m sure Cassie will still be involved,” he grinned.

      “Don’t be too excited by that.” She shot him a look. “I don’t know, Aiden. I don’t know if going this far, being with a new man—a man like him—is a good idea. I had to psych myself up for Marty and Cassie. Wes just feels…dangerous.”

      “Maybe that’s why we should do it.”

      There was no mistaking it. Aiden was energized by the thought of seeing her with Wes. Naz was sure of it. His eyes were alight. Marty was a nice guy, but he wasn’t a stud. Wes’ big, muscular body promised things her friend’s husband could never do to her. That gave Naz the shivers and made her pussy throb. She’d be insane to turn down a man like Wes. But that might be why she should say no. Naz didn’t know if her husband should see her with a man like that.

      “Can you handle watching me fuck Wes? He’s not Marty.” Direct was the only way to ask it.

      Aiden hesitated. It was only for a second, but Naz caught it. But then he answered, “I think watching him make you come over and over again would be the highlight of my life. After, y’know, marrying you and having the kids.” His goofy, youthful grin did not match Aiden telling her to fuck another man.

      “I don’t know…”

      “You want this. I can see you want this. Everyone knows you want to fuck him. Treat yourself, Naz. If you’re going to do this—if we’re going to do this—do it right. Make it memorable.”

      “Having a threesome with two of my oldest friends while my husband watches would have been memorable, believe me.”

      “Admit you want him, Naz.”

      Naz stared at her husband and tried to summon the courage to tell him she wanted to fuck Wes. It felt so wrong. But he was right. Naz was aching to be with the huge Black man. She wanted to feel those strong hands all over her body.

      She looked him dead in the eyes but couldn’t keep the smile from her lips. “Okay. Yes, honey, I want to fuck him. I really want to fuck him.”

      “Then let’s go make this happen, sweetheart.”

      Aiden kissed her like she was staking his claim before sending her off. Naz wildly sucked on his tongue, clinging to him. God, I love this man! I hope this isn’t a huge mistake.

      Naz turned back to the others. “Okay, what happens next.”

      Marty laughed. Cassie applauded. Wes stared at her like she was his next meal.
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      Aiden had been proud of how well he held it together all night. They met the Roths in the city for a light dinner and cocktails before going back to the condo. They’d known the other couple for years, and he was completely comfortable with them, but that night was entirely different. Before the night was over, his wife would be in bed with them, and he’d be watching from the sidelines. He didn’t know if he’d actually only watch. He didn’t know if he could. The possibilities were wide open.

      His anxiety blossomed when they went back to the condo, but he still thought he put a brave face on it. Naz knew him so well, but he didn’t want her to see his anxiety. He didn’t want it to feed hers. Aiden was afraid she might use it as an excuse to call everything off. She wanted it. He saw how excited she was for it, but Naz kept insisting it was a terrible idea. He’d tried to keep her going by keeping her horny all week. The plan had worked so far.

      Aiden fought to hide his panic when Wes walked in. There was only one reason Cassie would have invited someone like that. His first thought? Naz is going to fuck him? He was equally thrilled and terrified. He’d have given his left nut to see someone like Wes pound his wife, but he worried he’d never be enough for her again. Naz was right. Marty was the safe option. Marty was no threat to him. But Wes? That stud was the kind of guy who ruined women for all other men.

      The chemistry between his wife and the newcomer was palpable. Aiden didn’t know if Wes had been shown photos of Naz or was walking in blind, but the man clearly liked what he saw. Wes looked her over like he was planning all the things he’d do to her. Aiden watched the man lusting for Naz in a dress that he picked out and felt like he’d served his wife up to the stud on a plate.

      The tight green velvet dress hugged her curves like she’d been sewn into it. Her tits looked like they were trying to escape their tight confines through the low neckline. The dress wasn’t short, but its slit reached dangerously high, revealing her stocking top when she moved.

      Despite his fear, Aiden talked Naz into fucking Wes because he had to see it. If they were only going to do this once—and he didn’t see how it would ever happen again—it had to be the best. And Wes would fuck his sweet Naz silly.

      The next hour was a blur. At least, Aiden thought it was about an hour. Time had lost meaning when everything became inevitable. Naz was fucking Wes. The train had left the station. The others laughed at the suggestion they would just start going at it like in a porn movie.

      Cassie got them a fresh round of drinks while they all got comfortable with each other. Wes thought they should get to know him. He clearly wanted to get to know Naz. Aiden was relegated to the other couch while Wes squeezed onto the loveseat with his wife.

      Wes Charles turned out to be a great guy, which only made things worse. Not only was he a big, handsome guy, but he was interesting and funny, too. Wes wasn’t just some stud brought in to service his wife. He was an award-winning photographer. He also did family photos to make ends meet. And Wes did boudoir photos because, of course, he did. He said he’d love to do either kind of shoot for the O’Connors.

      Aiden was painfully hard thinking about the man taking sexy photos of his wife. The photoshoot they’d done alone in their bedroom had been hot, but Naz would have really cut loose with Wes there for inspiration. He knew he’d end up with the camera while the stud photograph bedded his wife. Aiden realized that letting the man take pictures of his wife was foolish. Wes was the kind of guy that Naz could fall for, especially if he fucked the way he looked. Aiden was a big guy, and not a lot of men intimidated him, but the large Black man made him feel small.  It felt like the more the knot in his stomach grew, the more he wanted it. Aiden was so confused.

      Cassie joined him on the couch while Marty hung around the perimeter. Their host was a funny guy, which he proved, but he seemed most comfortable on the edges of the scene. Cassie drove the conversation, not only playing up how wild Naz could be—although her stories were decades old—but emphasizing Wes's amazingness. Aiden felt like a third wheel in a room with his wife for the first time since they’d met. It was a strange feeling.

      Aiden wasn’t sure how his wife began making out with their new friend. Wes might have just turned and kissed her. His arm was around her, and their bodies were close together. Or, more gut-churning, Naz may have kissed Wes. The difference mattered, but Aiden was so laser-focused on what unfolded before his eyes that the detail slipped away.

      Wes cupped the side of her face with his big hand, and her eyes fluttered closed when their lips met. The handsome Black man smoothly slipped his tongue into her mouth, and Naz hungrily devoured it. To her husband’s eyes, she was devoted to the man from their first kiss. Aiden felt a sharp blade twist in his gut. He almost thought watching Naz passionately making out with another man might be worse than if Wes had just bent her over the couch and taken her.

      “Breath, big guy,” Cassie advised, placing her hand on his leg. She pulled close like they were snuggling. The intimacy made watching Naz make out with Wes somehow harder. “Remember, you wanted this. I think you might want this even more than she does.”

      “I just… It’s just… I didn’t think…”

      “I know, baby. I know. How many times have you had the fantasy? A dozen times? A hundred? Picturing it in your head is never the same as really seeing it. You know you’re in control in the fantasy.” Cassie put a hand on his chest. “You’re heart’s pounding, baby. You’ve got to get a grip, or you’ll pass out.”

      “I didn’t expect…it would be like this.”

      “You can’t know how this moment will feel until it happens. I don’t care how much you think you want it. I’ve seen so many husbands freak the fuck out when Marty and I have gone to play parties. But he’s always been fine. Marty was cheering the first time he saw me with a hot guy. You’re not going to freak out, are you, Aiden?”

      “I…”

      “You like this, don’t you?”

      When he didn’t answer, Cassie slid her hand up his leg and found his shaft straining his pants. She massaged it, and Aiden groaned. He didn’t feel right letting her touch him like that, but he was paralyzed. She softly laughed. It was encouraging, not mocking.

      “Oh, you definitely like this. And I have to say, I’m not surprised Naz fell for you. She’s a lucky girl. No wonder she got off the party train if you were packing this. I’m a little mad she never offered the share.”

      Cassie’s words faded to background noise as he focused solely on his wife and Wes. Their hot kiss only grew more intense. Aiden watched Naz chase his tongue back into his mouth when it retreated. She used his tiny, knotted braids to keep his mouth locked to hers. Wes played with her bouncy waves of raven hair while he enjoyed her passion. The man wanted Naz as much as she wanted him, making Aiden weirdly proud. That had to be part of his kink—knowing he had a wife other men wanted to fuck. He’d never seen a kiss that screamed I want to fuck you the way theirs did.

      Wes palmed her breast, and Naz gasped into their kiss. His hands were the perfect size to work her tits. The Black man really did seem made to pleasure his wife. He mashed her firm round in his hand, pushing her chest further out of the dress. Naz tightened her grip on his braids like she was trying to pull herself up and climb him.

      “Mmm…yesss…” Naz moaned, tearing her lips from his. She was panting and probably needed to breathe before she overheated.

      “Taste so sweet, baby,” he murmured, directing his lips to her neck. He only stopped groping her long enough to sweep her hair aside for better access.

      “Ahhh…yesss…Wes…right there…”

      Aiden’s gut burned. Her moans were acid right down his throat. He knew the way she melted when he kissed the sweet spot behind her ear—except he wasn’t the one kissing her. Wes found her magic spot without any effort at all. He’d always thought she melted for him, but apparently, Naz was easy for any man. It was a slap in the face.

      “Isn’t seeing her passion incredible? You’re so lucky, Aiden. How many men get to experience their wives like this?” Cassie asked. She still massaged his cock, but slowly and teasingly. She wasn’t trying to make him come. She was comforting him, encouraging him.

      “How many men want to?” he countered.

      “Only the smart ones. Only the secure ones. Jealous assholes can’t handle this. This proves how secure you are, Aiden, and that, my friend, is incredibly sexy. I’m getting more jealous by the second. Naz must feel incredibly loved.”

      She’s feeling something, he thought, watching his wife push her chest into Wes’ grasp. She wanted his hands on her. The slut probably wants him to rip that dress off. Aiden hated himself for thinking it. He told her he wanted this. He encouraged her. When Naz wavered, he pushed. She wasn’t the one who was begging to fuck another man. Aiden practically begged to see it. Was he only good with it when he thought it would be a guy like Marty? No offense.

      Aiden thought of Cassie’s words, and he didn’t want to be a jealous asshole. Didn’t he want Naz to have a fantastic night? Shouldn’t this be the best experience ever? That’s what he thought before it started. Aiden didn’t know if he could turn on a dime and exercise the jealousy, but he could choose to enjoy the experience. His balls felt like they were going to explode. He wanted this—for both of them. He just had to get over his hang-ups and remember why they were there.

      “I love her so much. She’s my world,” he mumbled, as much to himself as Cassie.

      “I know you do, baby. You couldn’t do this if you didn’t.”

      Cassie turned Aiden and kissed him. He was stunned when her tongue flicked into his mouth. Nature took over, and he kissed her back without thinking, but her tongue was only a tease. She peeled away and said, “I think it’s time we move this to the bedroom, don’t you?”

      Aiden nodded but didn’t know where it came from. His body acted on its own.

      “Mmm, I knew you were fun, Aiden. This will keep getting better and better as the shock wears off. Marty can tell you all about that. Now, let me go interrupt the lovebirds.”

      Cassie gave him one more peck on the lips and moved across the living room. Aiden wasn’t there to hook up with his wife’s friend, but he missed her hand on his cock. It grounded him. They hadn’t discussed what should happen if the opportunity for Aiden to play with Cassie came up. The focus had been entirely on Naz. He didn’t see how she could possibly be mad at him, but he still felt that hooking up with Cassie would be wrong.

      The couple on the loveseat—his wife and Wes—were so into each other that they didn’t even notice Cassie at first. Naz was the one attacking his neck then. She’d pushed up on one knee to get under his braids and suck on his neck. It didn’t look like she was worried about leaving a mark. Wes had a hand inside her dress, pushed up the slit, caressing the back of her thigh.

      Aiden realized Cassie was right. Watching his wife in her full passion was breathtaking. He loved experiencing it, but watching it was so different. He hoped he still felt the same when they moved into the bedroom.

      Cassie dropped onto Wes’ lap, putting her between the couple. Naz didn’t acknowledge her presence, but he kissed her ruby lips and palmed the small of her back. The blonde’s slinky, silky red dress was entirely backless. Aiden had been trying—unsuccessfully—to avoid staring at her bouncing tits all night. Her nipples had been staring at him like a challenge to look anywhere else.

      Naz pulled her face from Wes’ neck, and Cassie kissed her. Aiden had no conflict about that. He’d been picturing his wife and her best friend making out for years—ever since he first learned about their infamous threesome—but nothing he’d ever conjured in his mind compared to the real thing. Naz was shy at first, but Cassie was on the attack, and his wife succumbed to her passion. Naz pushed her fingers through the blonde’s silky bob and kissed her back as hard as she kissed Wes.

      Aiden’s jealousy bloomed for a new reason. He wanted to take Wes’ place and be the man between the women. Cassie’s hands filled with Naz’s tits while they made out. Wes put his arms around both women.

      Cassie whispered to Naz, who simply smiled. She turned to Wes but kissed him before whispering her message. He laughed and responded in his rich baritone, “You couldn’t stop me.” Cassie stood, pulling Naz and Wes by their hands.

      “We’re going back to the bedroom. You boys are welcome to follow if you like. This is going to be better than any New Year’s Eve fireworks you see tomorrow night,” Cassie laughed, leading the others down a hallway.

      Aiden stared after them. Marty started to follow but turned to him and asked, “You’re not going to sit there, are you?”

      “I think I’m still absorbing it all. Can’t quite believe it’s happening.”

      Marty chuckled. “Yeah, I remember my first time. Cassie and I had been with couples and solo women, but that was a totally different experience. The first time I just hung back and watched her play, I went through every human emotion there is. I was thrilled, but damn, it was weird watching my wife suck another man’s dick while I sat back and just held my own. Nothing can prepare you for seeing that—just a warning, Aiden. It just feels unnatural to watch another man take your woman. But once you get over that hump, man, it’s goddam incredible. Watching Cassie in action is a better high than any drug I’ve ever tried. And I’ve been around.”

      The warning summed up everything Aiden was feeling, but he didn’t know if it was a help or a hindrance. Am I ready for this? Naz is going to do things tonight that I can’t unsee. What if I can’t handle this? But Cassie was right. He’d never know until it happened, so stalling was pointless.

      Aiden stopped at the bar cart and poured himself a double Johnny Walker Black. He told Marty, “Let’s do this.”
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      The threesome did not wait for the husbands to get started. They stood beside the bed when Aiden followed Marty into the room. They arrived just in time to see Cassie’s dress float to the floor and pool around her silver heels. She wasn’t wearing panties either. Aiden needed a minute to appreciate her flawless ass. It was just as round as sweet as his wife’s, but where Naz had a bit of jiggle, Cassie’s was gym-hardened and sculpted to perfection. He loved his wife’s softer body but admired Cassie’s perfection, too.

      The master bedroom was smaller than the O’Connors’. Space was a premium in a Center City condo, even an expensive one, and part of the bedroom had been partitioned off for a walk-in closet. The room felt crowded with five people in it.

      The threesome was in the tighter space between the king-sized bed and the double, mirrored doors to the closet. Long dressers lined the wall opposite the bed with a tight space to walk through. The far side had floor-to-ceiling windows like the living room. The bedroom was well-lit, and Aiden realized someone could be watching them, heightening his forbidden buzz. A small chair was tucked between the night table and wall on the window side of the room, and a stool was wedged into the corner beside the dresser.

      “Make yourself at home,” Marty said, clapping Aiden on the shoulder. He walked past the bed and leaned against the window to watch. Aiden stayed by the door like he needed the option to escape.

      Naz hungrily kissed Wes and unbuttoned his shirt. Aiden was shocked by her forwardness. He knew it was foolish, but Aiden expected her to be seduced into this. Cassie worked Naz’s zipper down and pulled the green dress from her friend’s shoulders. Naz didn’t want to stop touching Wes to be stripped. Her hands were inside his open shirt, caressing his chest. He put his hands over Cassie’s and helped her peel Naz’s dress away.

      The others were impressed by her body, which had to boost her confidence. Aiden imagined Wes saw a lot of women naked, and Cassie hadn’t seen her naked since med school. Marty grinned. Even Aiden gasped, and he’d seen her get dressed.

      The way her black corset barely obscured her body only made Naz sexier. It was sheer, except for its boning, a floral design over her breasts, and the row of gold clasps up the front. It laced up the back with a black satin ribbon. Cinching and tying that was fun. Garter straps framed a sheer black thong and held up matching thigh highs. This was not the suburban mom and ER doctor Aiden saw every day. Naz was in full sex goddess mode.

      “Mmm, you dressed to impress. I’m jealous, but I love it,” Cassie purred. Marty gave a low whistle from the corner. Aiden bet he was disappointed he wasn’t a part of it now.

      “Damn, baby, you’re my best Christmas present,” Wes marveled, taking in Naz. He stared at the flawless, quivering mounds of olive skin pushed up by the corset before sweeping all her curves.

      “Is that what I am? I thought maybe you were mine,” Naz grinned.

      “Then why don’t you unwrap me, baby?” Wes grinned, throwing off his shirt.

      Wes cradled her pretty face in both hands, his tongue slipping into her mouth before their lips even met. Naz devoured it and reached for his belt. Seeing it was still a dagger to Aiden’s gut, but the thrill of it was taking over. Her passion was incredible to behold. The Roths were right. He just had to keep reminding himself that this was just sex.

      Cassie kneaded Naz’s ass and nibbled on her shoulder and neck from behind. Aiden loved the way her tits pressed into his wife’s back. Just seeing their nude bodies rubbing together was worth the price of admission. It was getting more difficult to keep from rubbing himself. His cock surged with his anxiety when Naz shoved her hands into Wes’ black underwear and grabbed him. The large Black man growled into their kiss.

      “I like an eager beaver, Naz. Take it out and play with it. He might spit, but he won’t bite,” Wes chuckled. He seemed used to that reaction from women. Aiden wondered if the man fucked a lot of married women like Naz.

      Naz didn’t pull out his cock but pushed down his underwear and grabbed him with both hands. He had to be big, but Aiden couldn’t quite see it. That was probably a good thing. She made out with his chest, kissing and sucking his rock-hard pecs like she wanted to consume him.

      Wes was a perfect physical specimen, built like a superhero, and the way Naz attacked him made Aiden think she couldn’t possibly be satisfied with his dad bod. That stung, but the scene unfolding before him more than made up for it. Wes raked his fingers through her thick raven hair and murmured encouragement to the horny wife.

      Cassie turned Naz to face her, and the friends began kissing. The blonde held her close by her ass while Naz grabbed her friend’s heavy breasts with both hands. His wife had always said she wasn’t really into girls and just went along with everything that night in med school, but Naz freely kissed that woman on the dance floor and looked very much into her sexy friend. Aiden had to consider that she’d always downplayed how dirty she truly was so he wouldn’t think she was too much of a slut. She’d finally been unleashed after so many years of behaving. Naz buried her face in Cassie’s chest, smothering those big rounds with kisses.

      Wes stripped while the women were busy. Aiden finally saw him in all his glory and wished he hadn’t. That piece of meat hanging between his legs was massive. Aiden was not a small man, but Wes made him feel inadequate. The man’s heavy black balls were even bigger, hanging behind that thick shaft like two ripe kiwis. The tool pulsed with life while he stared at Naz’s ass. Aiden didn’t think his wife could even take that thing. He didn’t know if he could handle watching her try.

      Naked, Wes pressed behind Naz. His cock started at the small of her back, but he was so big that it dipped to her crack. Naz rubbed back against it the moment she felt the contact. He held her hips like he was going to shove it into her but instead guided Naz to grind back against him. Wes really seemed to like her ass. Aiden got that. He loved his wife’s ass, too. His big hands moved from her hips to Naz’s chest, nearly forcing her tits out of the corset when he squeezed them. She gasped and paused for a moment to enjoy his hands on her.

      The friends made out again before Naz was turned back to face Wes and kissed him. Her hands went right to his impressive cock. Naz pumped it with both hands while she desperately kissed him. Cassie reached around and rubbed Naz through her thong.

      Aiden watched his wife sway on her feet and whimper into her kiss with Wes. The couple was all over Naz, and it made his blood boil. The scene was so erotic that it was almost too much to believe. Naz was turned again, and Wes rubbed her pussy while she made out with Cassie. She was turned between them so many times that Aiden thought she had to be dizzy.

      “Let’s get more comfortable,” Cassie suggested, tugging Wes to the bed by his arm. Naz kept touching him while he moved like she was addicted. The fear of that possibility knotted Aiden’s stomach.

      Cassie was the stage manager. She put Wes on his back in the middle of the bed and knelt beside him, offering Naz her hand. The olive-skinned beauty knelt on his other side. Cassie led the way, leaning forward and grabbing Wes’ pulsing meat. Aiden marveled at how the ripe fruit of her tits swayed forward. The blonde’s short bob swept forward but didn’t obscure Cassie’s red lips stretching wide to reach around his girth. Aiden was amazed. She looked like her jaw unhinged. He didn’t think his wife could do that.

      Naz seemed to be frozen. Her back was to Aiden, and he couldn’t see her face, but she sat there for a moment, watching Cassie go to work. It was Wes who encouraged her to jump in, saying, “Give her a hand, baby.” Naz took him literally, wrapping her fingers around his thick base.

      Aiden had to shift to get a better angle. He didn’t want to miss a second of it. Her hand couldn’t even close around him. Wes was that big. Naz slowly pumped him like she was in a trance while Cassie swallowed more with each downward bob. The women didn’t come close to meeting in the middle. Naz added a second hand, massaging his heavy balls, too.

      “Mmm, that’s nice, baby. You know how to handle a dick, don’t you, Naz?” Wes moaned.

      Naz only smiled in response.

      The women worshipped the Black man’s cock. It was only fitting as he was built like a god. He certainly wasn’t hung like a mortal man. Wes sat back and enjoyed watching his beautiful supplicants.

      Cassie slobbered all over his tool, licking and kissing its entire length. Once it was slick from her mouth, she sat back on her heels, and Naz took over without prompting. She knew what to do. Aiden was disturbed by how eager his wife looked to get that thing in her mouth.

      Naz didn’t start by trying to swallow him. Instead, she made love to his magnificent cock. She licked it up and down like a licorice stick and dragged her lips along it like she needed to savor every thick inch. Like her friend, Naz smeared her ruby lipstick all over that ebony monster. When she finally opened her mouth, she proved Aiden wrong. Cassie at least looked like she struggled with it. Naz opened wide and pushed right down on that cock. Her cheeks bulged, and she sucked until Aiden was sure Wes hit the back of her throat.

      Aiden stared at his wife in disbelief. She’d always made it seem like it was a big deal that she took as much of him as she did, which he appreciated. A large man, he’d had girlfriends who could suck much of him. But Naz swallowed this stud’s cock like she’d been training for it. She smoothly bobbed on him, sucking even more dick than Cassie. Her eyes closed, and she loudly slurped while she savored the meat in her mouth.

      “Ohhh fuck, you’re good, baby,” Wes groaned, looking at Naz in wonder. He probably got a lot of head, and even he was impressed by her oral skills. Aiden didn’t know whether to be proud or horrified. “Get after it, girl! Suck that big, black cock like you want it!”

      Naz did as commanded. She aggressively bobbed on Wes, making strange, strangled noises as she tried to take him into her throat. Cassie looked like she wanted another turn, but her friend was not surrendering the cock. Aiden was dying to know what was running through his wife’s head. She looks like she’d do anything for that cock! he marveled. Naz wants his fucking load. He remembered how she called his cum her reward. She was working for a bigger reward than Aiden could ever provide.

      Cassie didn’t want to be sidelined and got down low, sucking those heavy black balls while Naz consumed the cock. The women worked in tandem, pleasuring the smiling stud like they were his harem. Aiden had never had a woman devoted to his cock like that—including Naz.

      “Fuck yes, love cock hungry wives. You boys are lucky to have such horny wives. Marty, Cassie is an incredible fuck every time. Aiden, I can’t wait to make Naz scream. Isn’t it hot how much they need this big, black cock?”

      Wes’ words seared Aiden’s brain. It sounded like the stud was taunting them with his talk of slutty wives and big, black cock, but he was sincere in his appreciation. Aiden just had to work to realize that. Marty nodded along. He got it. He had his cock out too, and he stroked it. He also had his phone in his free hand. Aiden knew he should demand Marty stop recording—it wasn’t just Cassie in that video—but resolved to get a copy instead. Aiden’s hands were too shaky to get a decent video.

      Naz finally pulled off Wes, drool dripping from her lips. She only took a couple of deep breaths before going low and meeting Cassie at the man’s balls. The girls attacked his giant sac in tandem before their lips met, and they worked their way up, kissing each other around the thick pole. Aiden shoved his hand into his pants. He couldn’t resist touching himself any longer.

      “Can you take it all, baby?” Wes panted, staring at Naz. Aiden thought it was a silly question. No woman could take all of that thing. Naz had already impressed him with what she’d done.

      “I can try,” Naz smiled, wiping her lips on the back of her hand.

      “Go on, then. Try, Naz. Make that cock disappear, and you’ll get a reward.”

      “Promise?” Naz giggled. She sounded like a brainless tramp. What the hell? That’s not my wife, Aiden thought.

      Naz took a deep breath and went back down. She swallowed more than half of it and paused. After another breath, she pushed deeper. She began to choke and pulled back, drooling down his meat. But Naz persisted and pressed down again. She got so close. Aiden’s horror was replaced by pure admiration. Maybe it wasn’t right, but he could only be impressed by his wife’s magic trick. She was going to make that cock disappear into her throat.

      “Help her, baby. She’s so close,” Wes told Cassie.

      “Take a breath,” Cassie told Naz before grabbing the back of her head with both hands.

      Cassie pushed hard, jamming her friend’s head down on the monster cock. Naz jerked and choked, but the blonde held her there. Aiden took a step forward. He was not going to let his wife die from sucking cock. But then Cassie put a hand back between Naz’s thighs, sweeping her thong aside. Aiden was at her rear and saw his wife was dripping. He didn’t think she’d ever been so wet, and she was breaking a lot of records lately. Cassie sank her fingers into Naz, who lurched forward, impaling her mouth on Wes.

      “Yeah, baby, that’s it… Take it nice and deep in your throat… Show me how much you want that big, black cock, Naz…” Wes moaned. Aiden knew he was right. Naz did want that big, black dick.

      There it was. Naz’s lips were impossibly stretched around the Black stud’s thick base. Her nose was pressed to his body. He was shaved, so Aiden saw his wife’s debauchment perfectly. Her eyes watered, but there was no mistake. She was sucking him. Naz wanted it. She wanted to choke on that cock.

      Aiden held onto the dresser because the world spun out from beneath him. His wife of ten years, the mother of his children, had swallowed the biggest cock he’d ever seen and sucked it like it gave her life. He should have despised her for being such a perfect slut for another man, but he only burned for her. If he weren’t so dizzy, he could have crept up behind Naz and buried his cock in her.

      “Fuck! Fuck! Dammit, yes! Milk me with that throat, girl! Oh fuck, it’s coming, Naz!” Wes roared. Aiden glowed with pride.

      Naz shot back like the force of his load pushed him out of her throat. Cum ran from her lips and down his shaft. She tried to swallow, but it was too much. Her throat worked while she devoured all the nectar she could, but it still ran from her lips. Cassie fingered her even harder, and Naz’s hips bucked back.

      “Ahhh fuck! FUCK! AHHH FUCK!” Naz cried, tearing her mouth from Wes. He blasted more thick cream across her face, and she grabbed the shaft to shove it back in her mouth. But she was too busy shouting from her own orgasm to swallow. His cum still ran from her lips.

      Cassie didn’t give her friend a break. She got down and shoved her face between Naz’s thighs from behind. The blonde’s glistening fruit was shoved right at the husbands. Aiden couldn’t look away. He’d always admired her beauty, but he never thought he’d see his wife’s best friend like that. Cassie held Naz’s round hips and slurped at her pussy.

      “Ahhh fuck…ahhh fuck! Ahhh god! YESSS! FUCK!” Naz howled.

      Naz held onto Wes while Cassie kept her coming, rubbing him all over her face. It smeared his load all over her flawless skin. She looked so dirty. Aiden had to stop touching himself, or he was going to make a mess in his pants. He wanted to save what he had for his wife—if he could. His balls ached for release.

      “Let it out, Naz. Let it go, baby,” Wes encouraged, stroking her hair while her head rested on his muscular thigh. “You earned that come. You need it, baby. Show us how hard you can come, Naz.”

      “Ahhh fuck…yeah…fuck yeah…ohmyfuckinggod…I can’t…I can’t…” Naz whined, shaking.

      “Yeah, you can, baby. You’re gorgeous when you’re coming,” Wes cooed.

      “Ohmygod…”

      When Cassie pulled her face away from Naz’s cunt, it was so drenched she had to wipe it on the back of her hand. She helped Wes turn a limp Naz onto her back. The drained wife lay against Wes between his legs, his cock nestled somewhere against her back. Cassie slithered up her body and kissed her. Despite her exhaustion, Naz opened and kissed her friend, sharing Wes’s load. She just couldn’t stop.

      Aiden questioned if his wife had any limits for the first time in their relationship. Was the only reason he didn’t know what a slut she could be was because he’d never pushed her? How wrong was it that he was finally seeing Naz tested, but it was by another man? Wes was going to turn his wife inside out. Aiden had no doubt about that. And Cassie was his willing accomplice.

      He could only feel unmanned seeing Naz act like that for someone else, but didn’t he fantasize about this very thing? How many men got to see their darkest fantasy fulfilled? Aiden pushed his self-pity down because he was not going to stop this. God help him, he wanted it to happen as much as Naz did. He just hoped they could look at each other when it was all over.
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      Naz was in a haze. She just came so hard she couldn’t breathe. A lot of that was her best friend’s tongue and sucking lips on her pussy, but Wes played a big part in her brain-scrambling orgasm. If he’d stayed in her throat a minute longer, she would have passed out. As it was, the light-headedness gave her the kind of climax that made her see colors. And then it kept going.

      Cassie wouldn’t let her stop coming. Her blonde friend controlled her pussy while she choked on Wes’s enormous load and took its remnants across her face. Naz felt like a ragdoll when the others turned and laid her across Wes. She didn’t think he went completely soft after coming. His warm, slick cock still pulsed against her back. God, what a cock it was!

      Naz had a lot of men in college and med school, so while truly huge dicks were rare, she’d had them. She didn’t consider herself a size queen, but she loved what a guy could do with a large one when he knew how to use it. Aiden’s thick tool helped seal the deal for her—not that she’d ever admit that to anyone. But Wes was in a class all his own.

      When she first grabbed it, Naz thought she’d had too much to drink because she must be hallucinating. Her hand didn’t come close to closing around it. She was dumbstruck when she saw it. Wes had the kind of long, thick cock you’d swear was a prosthetic in a movie.

      Naz had been with enough Black guys that she knew the stereotype was bullshit, but Wes was the definition of that stereotype. It wasn’t just big, but beautiful, a dark ebony with a perfect curve and defined veins. The man was fully shaved down there, which just made it seem bigger. His huge balls promised a huge reward. Naz was eager to learn if she could swallow it all.

      Her core tightened when she stroked it because she knew her night was going to be extraordinary—or dreadful. Wes would only hurt if he didn’t know what he was doing. But Cassie’s enthusiasm promised the man could do amazing things.

      Naz had already been pushed beyond her limits, and Wes hadn’t even fucked her yet. When she agreed to try and deep-throat him, she did not expect that Cassie would force it down her throat. They’d talk about that. Naz used the same calm she deployed during a crisis in the ER to bat down her panic and do her job. She sucked that monster even when she was running out of oxygen. The bedroom was full of doctors. Naz had to trust that she’d be fine.

      Fine was a word for how she felt. She was still dreamy when Cassie began kissing her again. Naz could have used a break, but she made out with her friend anyway. Kissing Cassie was fun, but she also wanted to impress the three men watching them. Shamefully, Naz realized it was the first time she’d thought of Aiden since she’d first kissed Wes. The beautiful Black man had totally swept her off her feet.

      Is this what Aiden wanted? she wondered. It can’t be. No man wants to see his wife’s throat used like that. I hope he doesn’t hate me. He would have stopped me if he couldn’t handle it, right? I hope so because I don’t want to stop. Aiden will have to step up if he wants to end this.

      Their lips stuck together when Cassie peeled away. Naz tried to keep kissing the blonde, who smiled down at her. Cassie looked up and moved higher. Naz knew she was kissing Wes over her, and jealousy sprung within her. The blonde’s round globes hung in her face, and Naz kneaded and kissed them. She liked the way Cassie hissed when she tugged on the woman’s tight, pale nipple with her teeth. It was a little bit of revenge.

      “Get those tits out, baby. I want to see all of Naz,” Wes said when Cassie sat back on her heels.

      Naz still had shaky hands and fumbled with the clasps on the front of her corset, but Cassie was happy to pluck them open. She loved her new lingerie. Naz had never felt sexier. Aiden picked it out for her, along with that fantastic dress. She loved that her husband thought she could pull off the outfit.

      Her breasts yearned to be free and pressed the corset apart the moment Cassie opened it. The supple, creamy flesh spread to her sides, making Naz wish she was standing when they were revealed to Wes. She wanted him to see her in the best way. Cassie scooped her tits and kneaded them. Wes covered them with his hands, too. Naz closed her eyes with a moan. She was in heaven. This was even better than she remembered the threesome with Cassie and Marty had been.

      “These are nice, Naz. You like having them played with?” Wes asked, catching both nipples between his fingers and rolling them. His hands were strong, but his touch was gentle.

      “Mmm…yesss…” she hissed, pleasure sizzling through her.

      Wes touched her like he already knew exactly what she liked. His big, warm hands sculpted her breasts while Cassie’s delicate fingers and nails tickled and teased. He rolled her thick tips harder than before, making them throb. Cassie flicked them with her nails, and the sharp pleasure/pain made Naz gasp and whimper, twisting like she wanted to escape. But she loved the sweet torture. There was no escape anyway. Her lovers controlled her body.

      Naz batted her eyes open and looked right into Aiden’s. Those clear blue eyes blazed with an intensity that frightened her. His ruddy Irish complexion was deeply flushed. She’d never seen her husband like that, but she hadn’t slowed down enough to look at him that night she fooled around with the stranger on the dance floor. She didn’t know how to read him. Aiden could have been furious or consumed with lust like her. But then she saw his cock was thick in his hand while he stroked it. He might regret it later, but her husband was into it then.

      “Suck them,” Wes demanded.

      Cassie tucked her blonde hair behind her ears and obeyed, going down on Naz’s breasts. Wes massaged the rounds while Cassie licked, sucked, and nibbled, tormenting her nipples until Naz wanted to scream. Her entire body was a live wire, charged with anticipation. She was helpless to resist whatever her lovers wanted from her.

      “Ahhh god…please…ahhh please…fuck…yeah…”

      “Mmm, such a good, horny girl. You need to come, don’t you, sweet Naz,” Wes said, his deep voice amused.

      “Ahhh…please…yeah…oh god please…”

      “Make her come, Cassie. I want to feel sexy Naz come again.”

      “I love it when you give orders, Wes. So fucking hot,” Cassie grinned, sliding back down her friend’s prone body.

      Naz’s thong was peeled away, fully exposing her. She’d shaved for the occasion and looked to her husband to see if he liked the surprise. The way he stared at her newly smooth mound showed he noticed, but she couldn’t tell if he approved.

      Naz thrust her hips forward the moment the blonde’s mouth touched her pussy. Cassie’s tongue danced into her furrow, and Naz soared. She humped her mound up, and the blonde slurped away. Ohmygod, it’s too much! This is sooo good!

      Wes kept pinching and rolling a nipple, but he also pressed thick fingers into her slit, catching her clit, too. Cassie sucked and licked even harder. Naz squirmed between them, losing her mind.

      “Come for us, baby. Show us how hard you can come, Naz,” Wes encouraged.

      “Ahhh god...ahhh yeah...god…”

      “You’re gonna come for us, baby, and then I’m gonna stretch that little pussy open wide.”

      “Fuck…ahhh fuck…ahhh god…”

      “You need that pussy opened up…”

      “Yeah...ahhh fuck…yeah…”

      “So fucking hot, baby.”

      “AHHH FUCK! FUCK!” Naz howled.

      They had Naz there before Cassie even kissed her pussy. She didn’t need much more. She screamed and thrashed, and another orgasm tore through her, blanking her brain. Cassie drank deeply of her passion, and Naz felt like she’d never stop shaking. Wes pressed thick fingers to her lips, and Naz eagerly sucked them. Her nectar was sweet. She knew how she looked, wantonly licking her own juices off his fingers. Naz didn’t care.
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      Naz finally had a moment to breathe. Wes slid out from under her and stood beside the bed, stretching. His tool stood out, pulsing, and she had to force herself to stop staring at it. Wes looked like the negative of the David sculpture—except with an enormous cock. A man that perfect had to be sculpted by a divine hand. She sighed and shifted her gaze to her husband.

      Aiden looked as spent as she felt, even though he hadn’t done anything. His pants were still down, but his cock was tucked back into his black boxer briefs. It tented them out, so she didn’t think he came yet. Naz wickedly wanted her husband to come from watching her. Her dirtiest self wanted him to step forward and spray it all over her, but she didn’t know how he’d squeeze onto the crowded bed. She favored him with a weak smile.

      I love you. The silent, mouthed words from her husband made Naz’s heart soar. He didn’t hate her for being a terrible, unrepentant slut. Aiden was hanging in there. Naz wanted a break to go to her husband. She at least owed him a blowjob. He could add his load to Wes’ in her throat. Cassie and Wes were busy anyway. They stood beside the bed and the blonde made out with the man and aggressively pumped his cock.

      Naz was distracted from her husband when Cassie dropped to her knees and tilted her head back with her mouth wide open. Her hands were held behind her back. The blonde doctor was tall—even on her knees—and Wes had to boost to get his fat tip between her lips. But then he had momentum from the angle and slid his meat right into Cassie’s throat.

      The blonde’s feline blue eyes went wide, and her breasts jiggled when she gagged on Wes, but he kept pushing into her throat. No one had to press Cassie. She kept her mouth wide while she choked on that black meat. He had to dip a couple of times, but Wes finally rested his balls on her pointed chin.

      “That’s so good, baby. I trained you well. You take that black dick like a pro. Look at it disappearing into that pretty, pale face. Do you like that, Marty? Isn’t she beautiful with a mouth full of black dick?”

      “I’m so fucking proud of you, babe. That’s so fucking hot. I know you love choking on that thing,” Marty called from the corner.

      The words sounded so wrong. Naz was a proud, intelligent woman. She recoiled from the thought of being trained to swallow Wes’ cock. How can Marty cheer her being choked by that dick? she marveled. That marriage is so strange. And yet… A primal part of Naz got it. She’d had enough of a taste of Wes that she could see becoming devoted to him—and they hadn’t even fucked yet. She was a proud woman who’d never truly submit to a man, but in the bedroom… Well, that was a different story. Her primal side craved being taken by a powerful man. Could Aiden and I be like them? she wondered.

      “Get me nice and hard to stretch Naz’s tight pussy. You wanted this for her, now make it happen, Cassie. Fuck, your mouth is good. I don’t know which one of you sexy wives sucks black dick better.”

      Naz rolled her eyes. Was Wes really into all this black dick talk, or did he do it for Cassie and Marty? Did her best friend have some kind of interracial fetish she didn’t know about? Naz hoped not because that was borderline offensive. She didn’t care what color a dick was if it got the job done.

      Wes pulled out of Cassie’s throat, and the blonde coughed hard, falling forward and letting drool run from her mouth. Naz had to admit she liked being used before, but that did not look fun. Cassie and I might need to have a conversation about boundaries.

      A shiver ran down her spine when Naz stared at Wes. His impressive manhood stood at full mast, looking more like another appendage than a penis. Naz was happy she was married to a large man because she didn’t think Wes could get that thing inside her otherwise. She wondered how many women really could enjoy him.

      “Are you ready, Naz? I’ve gotta say, I’m really looking forward to this. You’re a curvy goddess,” Wes said, walking around the bed and staring like he was deciding how he’d have her. Naz hated feeling easy, but she knew he’d have her any way he liked. She should have hated his arrogance, but it worked for him.

      “I hope you can live up to all this boasting,” she replied, hoping her grin was as cocky as his.

      Wes chuckled. “You don’t want to challenge me, baby. I’ll make you come so hard you won’t remember your name.”

      “Promises, promises.”

      “Hey man, does Naz like a good, hard fucking?” Wes asked Aiden.

      Naz was stunned. It was the first time the Black man addressed her husband since they’d started fooling around, and it was a harsh icebreaker. She was afraid Aiden might take a swing at him. Her husband stared at her.

      “Yeah, Naz loves a solid fuck. I don’t know if there’s a man who can match her,” Aiden replied. He allowed a slight smile.

      What are you setting me up for? she wondered. Naz was proud he thought of her that way, but she didn’t want Wes to think he had to punish her with his dick.

      “You good if I test that out, man? I think you’re here to see me rock her world, right?”

      “Yeah, I want to see Naz get a fucking she’ll never forget, but I’m telling you, my wife is the best you’ll ever have. She’s going to rock your world, man.”

      Naz was almost ready to forget Wes and drag Aiden out of there. Almost. She’d never loved her husband more, but she really wanted to experience that cock. She told the men, “I’m right here, boys. Don’t talk about me like I’m a possession.”

      “Then you tell me, Naz, are you ready?” Wes challenged.

      Naz smiled. “Let’s go.”

      Wes laughed, grabbed her ankle, and yanked her down the bed. His strength took her breath away. He flipped her by the hips like it was nothing. She should have been angry at being tossed around like a doll, but it was hot. He tugged her butt into the air, and when she didn’t get it up quickly enough, Wes gave it a playful swat.

      “Hey, I didn’t say you could do that,” she protested, laughing.

      “I don’t usually ask.”

      “But…ahhh…”

      Naz was going to tell him that consent mattered, but his thick fingers filled her, cutting off her complaint. He had her permission to play with her pussy. Her muscles tightened around them. Just his two fingers were thicker than most men’s cocks. Thicker than Marty’s would have been, she thought. She really needed something inside her. Wes slowly fingered her, and she moaned and pushed back.

      “Oh, you’re fucking ready, baby,” Wes laughed.

      “Then stop…ahhh…teasing me…” Naz whined. She hated how obvious the need in her voice was.

      His fingers left her empty, and she whimpered. Naz gasped and tensed when something blunt and spongy touched her entrance. She wanted it but was still weary. Wes was right. She was as ready as she could be, but he was so big. And was Aiden truly ready? He was about to see his wife get fucked by a giant cock.

      “Ahhh…ohhhh…fuck…fuck…ohhh fuck…”

      Naz babbled when Wes fed it into her pussy. His head speared and spread her, and just that little bit took her breath away. She was dripping wet, but he still had to push. Her sheath stretched and stretched, and he kept pushing. Oh fuck, he’s big! He’s too big! I don’t know if I can…

      Wes paused before it hurt. He let Naz take a moment and adjust. Her pussy throbbed, and that throbbing spread through her entire body. She knew how to take a big man. Naz liked being filled by a big man. She married a well-hung man. Her body craved Wes, and it did the work. Her channel rippled around him, trying to draw him deeper. Naz was uncomfortably full, but she wanted more. Her brain was anxious, but her body needed to be fucked.

      “Mmm, fuck, yeah. Such an eager one. You don’t want to wait, do you, baby? You’re ready to go,” Wes gloated, pushing deeper.

      “Ahhh…fuck…yeah…mmm…fuck…Wesss…”

      Naz was so tight around him that it felt like their bodies were one. He made her pussy feel things she didn’t know were possible. How could she be that full and want more? Wes kept pausing, but Naz was impatient. When he stopped to let her adjust to his girth, she pushed back on him. The fullness pushed a deep, throaty groan from her throat. She didn’t think she’d ever made that noise before.

      “Fuck, your man was right. This tight pussy might be the death of me. Never had a wife take it so good. Fuck, Naz. You’re a fucking goddess.”

      “Ahhh…fuck…fuck…fuck me, Wesss…fuck me…” Naz panted. She couldn’t take the tease. She’d be the slut he wanted if it got her the fucking she needed.

      “Does she always beg for dick like this, Aiden?” Wes grunted, pushing it deeper.

      “She…uh…loves to fuck. Naz loves dick,” Aiden stammered. Naz looked back over her shoulder and saw he was pale. He hoped he’d be okay.

      “Yeah, she does. A woman like this was born to fuck. Only one reason to give her those sexy curves…so she can get the dick she needs. You need that big, black dick, Naz?” Wes slapped her haunch.

      Naz didn’t complain. She whimpered, “Yeah…fuck me, Wes…”

      “Tell me what you need, Naz,” he demanded, shoving it deeper.

      Naz shouted, a sharp ripple of pleasure passing through her. It was a taste of what he could give her. She hated it, but she’d play his game. She needed it that badly. The taste made her crave him. Naz was shocked any men let Wes near their wives. Aiden’s confidence impressed her.

      “I…I need it…fuck me, Wes…need your…ahhh god…cock…your…ahhh fuck…big, black cock…fuck me…goddam it…fuck me you asshole…”

      Wes’ laugh infuriated her, but his cock enraptured her. Naz couldn’t stay angry because his fingers dug into her hips, and he gave it to her. She let out a long, low, keening cry when he fully embedded his cock inside her. Naz was uncomfortably full but couldn’t dwell on it because she came the moment he started moving it. That first death was a little one, but it promised climaxes that would break her. Naz wanted it all. She braced herself and fully surrendered her pussy to the hung stud.
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      Aiden’s heart stopped when Wes moved in behind his wife and slotted his cock up to her cunt. The moment of truth had arrived. He was going to watch another man fuck Naz. A huge, hung bull of a man. He had to act if he was going to stop it. That wasn’t actually true. It was too late. Aiden couldn’t stop it now. He was frozen in place anyway.

      Naz tensed when Wes put it in, and Aiden feared the giant cock was hurting his wife. He would intervene if he had to—although Naz could take care of herself. She didn’t need a man to step in for her. But no, she wasn’t hurt. Quite the opposite, Naz loved that big dick.

      “Ahhh…ohhhh…fuck…fuck…ohhh fuck…”

      Aiden couldn’t believe the way his wife babbled when Wes pushed inside her. His intelligent wife—she was an ER doctor, for chrissakes—babbled incoherently like the cock scrambled her brain.

      “Mmm, fuck, yeah. Such an eager one. You don’t want to wait, do you, baby? You’re ready to go,” Wes gloated, pausing to let Naz adjust.

      He was a man used to turning women to jelly, and proud of it. Aiden got it. Taking a proud, professional woman and turning her into a whimpering, begging slut had to be a special thrill. Aiden was an evolved man, but all men still had that caveman part that wanted to be a conqueror. He impatiently watched the man slowly continue to open Naz up.

      “Fuck, your man was right. This tight pussy might be the death of me. Never had a wife take it so good. Fuck, Naz. You’re a fucking goddess,” Wes grunted. Aiden was proud that the stud was impressed by his wife.

      “Ahhh…fuck…fuck…fuck me, Wesss…fuck me…” Naz panted. Aiden shared her impatience. The man was giving her a slow tease, but he wanted Wes to pound his wife. A lingering part of him wanted to see Naz punished for her eagerness, however unfair that was.

      Aiden was shocked when Wes addressed him. “Does she always beg for dick like this, Aiden?” Wes grunted, pushing it deeper.

      “She…uh…loves to fuck. Naz loves dick,” Aiden stammered, struggling to find his voice. His mouth was desert dry. He wasn’t prepared to have a conversation with the man wrecking his wife’s pussy. Aiden wanted to be a fly on the wall. It felt very weak to be encouraging another man to fuck his wife.

      “Yeah, she does. A woman like this was born to fuck. Only one reason to give her those sexy curves…so she can get the dick she needs. You need that big, black dick, Naz?” Wes slapped her haunch. Aiden bristled at Wes’ possessiveness of his wife.

      “Yeah…fuck me, Wes…”

      Wes wanted Naz to beg. He demanded it. When she didn’t respond right away, he pushed his cock deeper into her. Aiden knew Naz wanted it, but he didn’t think his proud wife would actually beg. She was too good for that. And then Naz shocked him.

      “I…I need it…fuck me, Wes…need your…ahhh god…cock…your…ahhh fuck…big, black cock…fuck me…goddam it…fuck me you asshole…”

      Aiden thought something had broken inside his wife. Naz had been transformed into another woman. She was now a woman who begged to be fucked. This isn’t like when they were playing games as a couple because they had an understanding. They knew each other intimately. This was the only portrait Wes had of Naz, and she didn’t care that the man saw her as a submissive, begging slut. Aiden thought his brain was going to melt.

      Playtime was over. Wes was ready to show the wife what he could do. He locked his strong hands onto her hips and drove his cock into Naz. He found a rhythm and fucked her like a machine, never breaking, never pausing. She acted like he was turning her inside out. Naz moaned and whimpered and shouted. In short, she lost her mind.

      Aiden realized that massive cock stretching her cunt did things to her that he never could. He reassured himself that Wes could never touch the love they shared, but that was cold comfort when he saw his wife’s passion for the hung Black man. Wes plowed her field deep and wide, making Naz come without even breaking a sweat. He ruled Naz, and Aiden suspected he hadn’t even kicked into high gear.

      “Ahhh…fuck…fuck…ohmygod…fuck me…fuck me…ahhhh fuuuck…

      Naz howled like she was possessed. Aiden was dispirited because he’d never heard his wife make those noises before. You want this for her, he reminded himself. He really did, but it was still hard to watch. Even harder was admitting how much he loved it.

      Watching Naz reduced to her most animal self was breathtaking. She grunted and panted, pushing back onto Wes like she needed to prove she could take every last inch he had. Aiden watched Naz in the mirrors to her right and saw how hard she worked that cock. Her eyes were closed. Her face was a mask of concentration and ecstasy. Her tits swayed beneath her, jarring with every impact. The more she pushed back at Wes, the harder he fucked her. Naz hung her head with a keening cry. Aiden knew she was coming again and stoked his own cock. Jerking off in front of other people was weird, but he couldn’t help himself.

      “Ahhh fuuuck…yesss…”

      Wes grabbed her hair and jerked Naz’s head back. She growled. He laughed. This man loved breaking other men’s wives. Aiden both hated him for it and admired his skill. He used her luscious hair like a handle to ram her cunt.

      “God…damn…you’re…a…hot fuck…Naz…” Wes grunted with each thrust. “Take…that…fucking…dick…”

      “Yessss…yessss…ahhh fuuuck…yesss…fuck me…”

      Cassie appeared out of nowhere, joining the fucking couple on the bed. Aiden was so focused on his wife that he’d lost track of her. She could have been over blowing Marty for all he knew. The couple had to be enjoying the show. Cassie slid in place in front of Naz, legs open wide. Marty was there, too. He stood beside the bed with his phone in hand to capture every second on video. That recording would be Aiden’s most prized possession. His other hand was busy with his dick. Marty was probably about average, but he looked small near Wes’ beast.

      “It’s time for my reward. Come here, Naz honey,” Cassie said, pushing her friend’s raven hair back from her forehead.

      “You…fucking…earned…it… Naz…is…goddam…perfect…perfect pussy…fuck…she’s killing me…” Wes was finally sounding out of breath.

      Cassie pulled Naz’s face down to her pussy. “Mmm, so good, lick it, Naz. Mmm, like that… get in there, honey…”

      Naz kept finding ways to surprise her husband. Aiden was shocked that his wife was going down on her friend. She’d always claimed she hadn’t done that during their first threesome. Is this her first time tasting pussy, or was Naz lying to me all these years? He didn’t want to think of her as a liar, but she’d clearly been hiding a lot of things about her past.

      The threesome on the bed functioned like a well-drilled unit. Wes did the drilling, taking Naz deep and pushing her face into Cassie’s cunt, which she devoured, based on the blonde’s enthusiastic moans. Naz’s moans were even hotter when muffled by her friend’s pussy.

      Aiden decided it had been proven that his wife had no limits. She was a pure, sexual beast. He burned with lust for her. Aiden was intimidated, but he knew he was so lucky that Naz was his—her heart, anyway. Apparently, her body was up for grabs.

      “Mmm…yeah…Nazzz…oh god…lick my pussy…ohmygod yeah…” Cassie cried.

      “She…uhnnn…gonna make you…come…baby…” Wes grunted. With Naz’s face in her friend’s cunt, her ass was elevated, which let the big man drive down into her. His heavy, potent balls slapped the backs of Naz’s thighs. Aiden didn’t understand how his wife wasn’t torn in two.

      “Yeah, baby…yeah…yeah…ohmyfuck…yeah!”

      Cassie tossed her blonde hair around as Naz made her come, shrieking and pushing her hips at Naz’s mouth. Aiden thought he heard his wife slurping her friend’s juices, but there were so many sounds in the tight bedroom that it was impossible to tell. Cassie wailed. Naz constantly moaned and grunted into Cassie’s snatch. There were the constant wet sounds of Wes plundering Naz’s pussy. And then there were the black bull’s grunts of pleasure. Aiden tried to track it all, but he suffered from sensory overload.

      “Ohmygod…fuck..” Naz gasped when Wes pulled out of her. Cassie had finally released her head. She kept pushing her hips back like she wanted him back inside her, but then she folded onto the bed. She was panting and flushed all over.

      “We’re not done, baby, unless I wore you out,” Wes grinned.

      “I’m…I’m good…just need a sec…”

      “No time to waste, Naz. I love that pussy of yours too much.”

      Wes looped an arm around her waist and effortlessly lifted Naz off the bed. Aiden was afraid the man might carry his wife away from some private time in the other bedroom. He didn’t want that. But Wes was only repositioning them on the bed. He held Naz in his arms and pulled her back onto the bed with him. After some work, he had the sexy wife on his lap, facing him. He lifted her again, and Naz grasped his cock and fit it back to her swollen sex. She didn’t need instruction.

      She can’t get enough of him. Will she ever? Can Naz become addicted to this guy after just one fuck? Aiden marveled. His wife looked devoted to her lover. He realized that while it was one fuck, it was like ten for a mortal man. Wes had already fucked Naz longer and harder than he had in years. Aiden had only become quicker in bed as they’d begun exploring their fantasies.

      “Ahhh yesss…ahhh god…Wes…ahhh…”

      Naz actually laughed with joy when she sank back onto the man’s huge cock. Aiden struggled to remember this was just sex, nothing more. The lovers faced each other, and she rocked on his shaft. That looked intimate enough, but then they started kissing. Naz put her arms over his shoulders and played with the short twists of his hair. Their kiss was so sloppy and passionate that Aiden saw his wife press her tongue into Wes’ mouth and suck his in return.

      Wes held Naz by the waist and began fucking her up and down on his cock. Only a powerful man could pull off that move. Aiden thought he could have done it in his younger days. His wife rhythmically moaned as she dropped on that thick shaft over and over again.

      “Ohmygod…ahhh god…ohmygod…sooo good…Wes…ahh fuck…”

      “That black dick feel good going in and out of that pussy?” Wes growled. He stared intensely at his lover. Naz stared right back. Aiden quit stroking it, too absorbed in watching them.

      “Yeah…ahhh fuck yeah…sooo good, babe…fuck…”

      “You needed a good dicking, didn’t you?”

      “Yeah…ahhh god…yeah…”

      “It’s a fucking crime to keep this pussy to one man. This pussy needs big dick. It needs to be fucked.  It needs to be worked out, Naz.”

      “Yeah…ahhh fuck…”

      “Show me how bad you need it, baby. Ride that black fucking dick for me,” he commanded.

      “Yeah…please…yesss please…”

      Wes lay back, and Naz shifted forward, taking control. She leaned into him, tossed her hair back, and got down to business. Her hips bounced like she was twerking, but she was pounding her cunt down onto that thick meat. Naz fucked the black bull like she really did need his cock. Wes held her head and made her look at him while they fucked. Aiden hated that his wife shared that connection with another man, but it was precisely what he’d wanted to see. This was the view of a wife most husbands never got to see. Her passion was seared into his brain. He’d never forget this moment.

      “Fuck that dick, Naz…take what you need…show me what you got…” Wes grunted. Naz was getting the better of him, and Aiden loved it.

      “Yeah…yeah…”

      “You’re gonna come on that dick again…uhnnn…aren’t you?”

      Naz rode him even harder. “Yeah…ahhh god…yesss…babe…”

      “Come…fucking come for me, Naz. I wanna feel that needy pussy come for me…”

      “Ahhh god…Wesss…”

      Wes pushed Naz up, so she was sitting on his cock. She braced her hands back on his thighs and drove her hips forward, throwing every bit of power she had into riding that masterful cock. Wes slid his hands up her smooth, sweat-slick skin and cupped her bouncing tits. They looked incredible, shaking like that from her intense fucking. Aiden wouldn’t have been able to resist, either. Wes caught her nipples and gave them that hard roll she seemed to love. Naz shrieked.

      “Ahhh god…ahhh god…fuck…I’m…I’m…”

      Naz shook her hair out of her face and looked over, staring right at her husband. The eye contact pierced Aiden to his soul. He’d never seen his wife so intense, so wild, so needy. Wes had transformed her into someone else. The thought was disturbing—he couldn’t like that another man did something to her that he couldn’t—but Aiden knew it was a privilege to see Naz like that. He didn’t focus on the cause but on how luminous his wife was at that moment.

      “I’m coming…ahhh fuck…I’m…coming…fuck…FUCK!”

      Naz tensed and froze, every inch of her rigid as an iron pole. She twitched like she was having a medical emergency, but Aiden wasn’t worried. He knew she was just having such an intense orgasm that it shut her brain down. The pleasure was so intense that she was on the edge of passing out. Naz deserved to come like that, no matter who made it happen.

      Wes didn’t give her a moment’s peace. The big man lifted Naz, keeping his cock inside her the way only a hung man could, and planted her on her back. She wrapped her arms and legs around him when he resumed thrusting. Wes leaned in and kissed her. Naz was moaning but still kissed him back. Aiden tried to hold onto the positives because their coupling was shockingly intimate.

      Wes slowed, but still took her with powerful thrusts, putting some jazz into his movements that made Naz’s eyes roll back into her head. She tried to lift her hips to meet him, but her lover seemed to be trying to drive her through the mattress.

      “Ahhh god…fuck…fuck…ahhh fuck me, babe…” Naz cried. Aiden knew the black bull made his wife come again. He did it so effortlessly. Aiden lost count of how many times Naz came with the man.

      “Uhnnn…are you ready, Naz…I’m fucking ready…”

      “Yeah…yesss…please…god yesss…”

      “Gonna fill you, babe…fuck, I want to fill you…so goddam hot…”

      “Ahhh…please…do it…I…I want to feel you come…please, Wesss…”

      “So fucking hot when you beg for it…damn…godfuckingdamn, Naz…here…”

      Wes stopped thrusting. He shanked his thick root deep inside her and roared like he was dying. Naz tightened her thighs around him. With horror, Aiden realized the man was filling his wife with his seed. They’d never even thought about condoms—not with Wes. They’d all agreed no condoms were needed because they trusted the Roths, but this was not Marty coming inside Naz.

      Oh, shit! Why didn’t she stop him? Aiden panicked. Not only didn’t Naz stop Wes from filling her, but she told him to come inside her and locked her legs around him to make sure he did. She made deep, guttural sounds as the black bull pumped what had to be an enormous, potent load deep into her cunt. Naz sounded like she craved his cum. What have we done?

      “Isn’t that sexy as fuck?” Cassie whispered, pressing her naked body to Aiden. Her soft tits felt amazing but barely distracted him. “Do you know what a cervical orgasm is, Aiden? Only a big man like Wes can cause them. Listen to her. I know she’s having one.”

      “He’s…he’s coming inside her…” Aiden stammered.

      “And it’s so fucking hot, don’t deny it,” Cassie teased, grasping his cock. He’d been hard for so long that her touch was almost painful. He’s rubbing all that thick jizz right into Naz’s cervix, and it’s making her see stars. Trust me, I know.”

      “But…”

      “Worried Wes is breeding Naz? Or is the idea of Wes breeding her frying your brain because it’s so hot? That’s okay, baby. Just feel it.  She told me this is a safe time of the month for her, anyway. And Naz is forty-four. She’s not going to be easily knocked up, although Wes’ loads are huge.” Cassie laughed. She was not helping. Aiden tried to shake her off. Cassie kissed him. When they broke apart, Wes was still sheathed in his wife. Cassie rubbed his chest and said, “Chill out, Aiden. Naz is a doctor. She knows what she’s doing. There’s always Plan B. She’s not going to get knocked up by a one-night stand. She never did in the past.”

      How many guys have come inside my wife? Aiden just felt dizzier watching Wes and Naz make out while he kept his seed packed inside her. She looked like she wanted to stay locked to him all night. Is she waiting for him to get hard again so he can keep fucking her? What else can he do to her? Aiden had a dark thought. Wes hadn’t fucked her ass. He didn’t want to believe she’d let him do it, but Naz hadn’t denied the black bull anything he’d wanted so far. Aiden had never even had his wife’s ass. That didn’t feel like a thing you did to your wife, but Naz had become such a slut that maybe he had to rethink that.

      Wes finally peeled away from Naz, his dick pulling out of her with a long, wet sucking sound. Even her cunt sounded reluctant to let the stud go. Aiden stared at his wife’s battered sex with disbelief. Her mound was red and swollen and gaped open like it was ready for its next dick.

      Aiden wondered if that would be Marty. The man was still beside Naz, furiously beating his dick while capturing every inch of her used body with his phone. Naz being shaved made her used pussy look even more obscene. It was hot that she’d done that, but Aiden grasped that she’d done it for another man.

      “Goddam it! Ohhh sweet fuck…” Marty grunted.

      The short man let it fly, spraying an impressive load all over Naz. She shuddered and moaned, staring up at her best friend’s husband while he emptied his balls all over her tits and stomach. Naz did not look angry that he finished on her without asking. Why not take one more load from one more man? Aiden thought. His wife already had two from Wes, and she’d be getting his soon. Another revelation from all of this was how much his wife loved cum.

      “I’m jealous,” Cassie laughed. “Naz got all the cum. How about you, Aiden?” She turned to him. “Can I have yours?”

      “Forget it,” Naz gasped from the bed. “That’s mine, too.”

      Aiden completely agreed. He’d loved every second of their night but needed it to be over. He needed to reclaim his wife.
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      “Aaaid…honey…please…feels sooo good…please, honey…”

      “Nazzz…shit…Nazzz…you…tonight…you feel…”

      “Ahhh…don’t think, honey…make love to me…I’m yours…”

      Naz knew it was an impossible ask. They were in the Roths’ second bedroom, and her husband pounded into her as hard as he could. They were reconnecting, but they were both consumed by what happened—what she’d done. Wes couldn’t be out of her mind because she heard Cassie howling in the next room while the virile stud gave her the reward she’d earned for serving Naz up on a silver platter. Cassie was finally going to get her cum.

      But Naz knew she’d never forget the things Wes made her feel. She always thought the idea that sex could be life-changing was silly, but Wes turned her inside out. Naz remembered how the man filled her, even as her husband thrust into her.

      Aiden was impressively holding out. She was sure he’d be quick after everything he’d seen. The fantasy of it always made him come quickly. Is he too disturbed by the way I surrendered to Wes? Or does my pussy feel that different after Wes broke me in?

      Sex with her husband felt different for Naz, so it had to feel different for Aiden. She worked her muscles around him, hoping she would feel the same, but Wes’ cum made her sloppy and slick. God, Wes came so much! I’ve never been filled to the brim with jizz like that! I can’t believe the way it made me come!

      Naz knew that Wes filling her with his seed triggered something primal inside her—something she hadn’t felt since she and Aiden were trying for the twins. Naz did not want the man’s baby—that was madness—but her body craved being bred by such a strong man. And he came so much! His cum ran down her thighs when Aiden helped her out of the master bedroom. She’d stopped in the bathroom and used a washcloth to clean off what she could. She was not going to return to her husband with two men’s cum all over her. I can’t believe Marty came all over me! Naz wanted to be mad but enjoyed his finish too much.

      “He…he…Nazzz…he made you…made you come…used you…you came…so…”

      “No, honey…we ahhh…used him…made our fantasy happen…show me how much you loved it, honey…”

      Naz did not let men use her. She’d always been the one using them back in her slutty days. That was important to her. But Naz felt used by Wes. She felt dominated by his superior cock. No man had ever done that to her. He took his pleasure from her at will. Wes rewarded her richly for her surrender, but she was fully his from the moment they kissed. Naz would have refused him nothing. Aiden could never know that. She would carry it to her grave.

      Aiden rolled them over, and Naz was on top. She was sore and tired, but she braced her hands on his chest and rode him. She couldn’t deny him after the way she enthusiastically rode Wes. Aiden stared at her swaying breasts, then at her face. He looked stunned. Naz knew he was picturing her riding Wes. Will it ever be the same between us?

      “Please…I want to feel you come…come, honey…I need it…please Aiden…”

      “You…ohhh…begged…begged for his cock…for his cum…” He roughly grabbed her breasts. Naz was encouraged by his fire.

      “He…ahhh…felt good…but I…ahhh…love you…need you…”

      “Needed his cock…needed his cum…became his…ohhh…slut…”

      Naz rode him so hard she was breathless and could barely speak, but she’d do what she needed to make Aiden finish. The dirty talk came much easier to her now, anyway. She liked how wrong it felt. He had to finish inside her. And she was not going to feel guilty. He wanted this as much as she did. He pushed her when she had doubts.

      “I did…ahhh…what you…ahhh…wanted…Aaaid…want me to be ahhh…slut…”

      “Nazzz…shit…”

      “Wanted me to…ahhh…fuck him…didn’t you…”

      “Nazzz…”

      “I did it…fucked him…sucked his cock…fucked him so…ahhh…hard…”

      “Nazzz…”

      “Came so…ahhh…hard…you wanted ahhh…slut wife…did it…became your slut…”

      “His slut…Nazzz…my fantasy…Nazzz…slut…”

      Naz was afraid he meant it, but she didn’t stop. She didn’t think she could come again. Her pussy was just worn out. But the taunting dirty talk got her going. Naz was just as depraved as her husband.

      “I was…ahhh Aaaid…for you…”

      “Nazzz…so hot…so slutty…so perfect…shit…my…ohhh…fantasy…dammit Nazzz…perfect fantasy…”

      Aiden groaned, and she felt him jetting inside her. Naz jammed onto his cock, trying to work him as deep inside as Wes came. Aiden was big, too, and his head rubbed his seed against her cervix. He didn’t fill her the way Wes had—no man could—but she still came with her husband, her canal milking his cum the same way it had milked her lover’s.

      What an awful slut I am! Two men just came inside me in less than an hour! Their seed is mixing in me! Marty came on her, too. God, I took cum from three men! The sluttiness of it gave Naz a warm glow. She loved her husband, but it was okay to admit she missed those old days when she’d go out and choose a man to conquer.

      She’d never had two guys so close together before, but it wasn’t the first time two men finished inside her—well, sort of. Naz always made one-night stands use condoms. She wasn’t that reckless. Coming in her—she’d always been on birth control—was only for boyfriends. Mostly, anyway. And her record was three men in one day. Two cute boys she knew and the guy she was seeing at the time. Naz swallowed one, let her steady finish inside her, and made the guy from the party use a condom. Marty didn’t fuck her, but did his finishing on her chest technically tie her record? Maybe I should tell Aiden that story sometime.

      Naz stayed on top, even as his deflating cock slipped out of her. Wes was still so thick flaccid that he’d kept her plugged.

      “Do you still love me?” she asked. The afterglow of their shared orgasm didn’t wash away her concern.

      “Of course, how can you even ask me that? You’re my everything.” Aiden rolled her off him but still held her. He brushed her hair back, and Naz saw the love in his eyes, but it wasn’t the only thing there.

      “Do you still want me? Do you still see me the same? We both wanted tonight, but that doesn’t mean…”

      “Doesn’t mean I could handle it? It was fucking weird, Naz. I’m not going to lie. But like you said, I wanted this as much as you did. Well, maybe not as much, not after what I saw tonight.”

      Naz swatted him. “Stop it! You can’t hold this against me! If I was doing it, I wasn’t going to do it halfway.”

      “I know. Really, I know. Listen, it was weird and a little shocking, but seeing that side of you… Seeing you well and truly cut loose… I feel like I saw a secret part of you, Naz. Maybe it’s a part husbands aren’t supposed to see, but I wanted to see it.”

      “Can you ever unsee it? Can you look at me the same way again?”

      Aiden smiled. “I don’t want to unsee it. Can you look at me the same? You shouldn’t have any guilt. I encouraged you to take what you wanted, and you did it. So, can you look at me the same, knowing I sat back and watched another man fuck you senseless?”

      Naz smiled, too. The warmth between them was returning. She began to believe it was possible they hadn’t broken everything. “The way you look at me when I’m like that… The way you see me, like no other man has ever seen me, or ever could… I can’t tell you how amazing it feels that you still see me like that after sixteen years together. I don’t know how I got so lucky, Aiden. How many women are ever their husband’s sexual fantasy, but especially after ten years of marriage and two kids? And how many husbands would share that and let their wives have an adventure like this? I only see you as strong, Aiden, not weak. Only a strong man could do what you did.”

      Aiden was visibly relieved, and she hated that he had to hear those words to relax. Naz was also thrilled she could do that for him. She’d tell him as many times as he needed to hear it.

      “You make me strong, Naz. Having an incredible woman like you by my side is why I’m strong. If we stand together, nothing can break us.”

      “I know. I’m glad you do, too.”

      “Well, I think Wes might have broken you.” Aiden grinned.

      Naz laughed. “You’re a doctor. You know better than that.”

      “Can you go back to our regular lives after that? I don’t mean our everyday life, but is having just me in bed going to be enough? I’m not asking to be mean. I think it’s a fair question, Naz. I know you wouldn’t leave me for someone like him, but will you miss it?”

      “Having that every night would kill me. Tonight was incredible, but I couldn’t keep up. I don’t know how Cassie and Marty do what they do. I don’t want that to be part of our regular life.”

      “But will you miss it?” he pressed.

      Naz smiled and kissed him. “I’m sure Wes is just a phone call away if I do. Would you mind if I set up a booty call, just every once in a while?”

      “Are you serious?”

      “No! I am not keeping a stud in my contacts to service me! Would you want that?”

      “Another night like this might kill me, too,” he replied. “But if it’s something you wanted… Something you needed…”

      “Aren’t you generous? I’m sure you’d get nothing out of it. We are not becoming swingers, honey. This was fun, but you’re the only one I need. If we ever want to get adventurous again, there are lots of things we can do that aren’t this.”

      “Like go back to the Ember Lounge?”

      “If you think that would be fun…”

      Naz pulled him into a deep kiss because she didn’t want to keep discussing it. She’d felt a buzz when Aiden suggested she could keep Wes on call, and it scared her. Naz could very easily become addicted to the way that stud made her feel. She was already worried about the things bubbling to the surface that she’d have to push down.

      Naz had two distinct sides, but she couldn’t be both women. She couldn’t be the good wife and mother, the responsible doctor and daughter, and also be the needy slut who went on the prowl for new thrills. The two were incompatible—for her, anyway. Naz would never see Wes again because she knew that if she did, she’d never stop. A man who could make her feel the things he did could cause serious problems in her marriage. It didn’t need to be about love to wreck things. Lust could be just as powerful.

      Naz loved her husband too much ever to risk that. She’d force the lid back onto Pandora’s Box even if it took every bit of strength she had in her. Hurting Aiden was not an option.

      Maybe teases like that night at Ember Lounge would be enough. And she’d always have memories of Wes. She felt his warm load inside her, mixed with her husband’s. One man had her heart, and the other had taken control of her body. That was fine for tonight, but Naz had to make sure the heart won. The man who put a ring on her finger would always come first.

      Aiden loved her unconditionally, and Naz loved him with everything she had. Although she might crave what Wes had, her husband was what she needed—and always would be.
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        When Justin Sampson lands his dream job, it seems like a golden opportunity for his family. His wife, April, reluctantly gives up a life she loves for the shiny promise of a better one.

      

        

      
        The Sampsons’ luxurious new house on Milford Court is a dream home, but as they settle in, April can't shake the feeling that something is off about their glamorous new neighbors.

      

        

      
        Sultry secrets lurk everywhere. April discovers the wives of Milford Court share a very special bond, one they’re eager to share with her. As she delves deeper into the secrets of the gated community, April uncovers a world of forbidden temptations and dark desires.

      

        

      
        Can April and Justin Sampson resist forbidden games played by the couples of Milford Court? Will Justin’s dream job become a nightmare when he learns the real reason behind his good fortune?

      

        

      
        Get ready for a thrilling journey into the exclusive world of Milford Court, where nothing is as it seems.

      

      

      PRE-ORDER NOW!
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        Lauren Curry is a skilled massage therapist who finds joy in relieving her clients’ pains. If anything, she's too giving, putting her clients first whenever she can. When a longtime family friend, Dylan, injures himself working for his father during college summer break, Lauren offers to treat him without hesitation.

        Lauren is always the consummate professional, even when an attractive man is on her table—not that she sees Dylan as attractive. He's just a family friend. She’s known the young man for ages. But once she gets her hands on the college athlete's body, Lauren discovers just how sculpted it is. Lauren admires his physique with professional detachment until Dylan turns over, and she discovers that he's enjoying her treatment a little too much.

        Can Lauren do the right thing and keep it professional? Or will a hot college baseball player help this suburban wife find her inner cougar? Dylan is a family friend. He’s forbidden fruit. Can she resist picking it?
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        From the mind of one of hotwife erotica’s most loved writers comes this bestselling collection of 5 sultry stories featuring sexy suburban couples exploring their sexuality with their friends and neighbors. These very good wives behaving very badly could be the woman you see at the grocery store or the president of your local PTA. Kirsten McCurran specializes in pulling back the curtain on everyday couples’ most forbidden desires.
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        Newly separated Hannah Peterson thinks she’s found the perfect little apartment to start her new life. She loves its unusual character and her landlords, who live right downstairs, are cool and very friendly. Paige and Nate Rawlings are everything Hannah wants to be in her new life: edgy, trendy, and arty. They are also deeply in love, as Hannah hears every night through the heating vents.

      

        

      
        Overhearing her landlords’ active love life has Hannah longing to jump-start her own. Dating for the first time in decades and navigating the apps has been a nightmare. She doesn’t know how many more mediocre men she can take. It’s almost enough to send her running back to her husband, Tom, who’d take her back in a heartbeat.

      

        

      
        Hannah longs for what Paige and Nate have but is torn when she realizes they’re willing to open their bedroom and share it. That sort of thing just isn’t done in the suburbs where Hannah’s spent most of her life. The Rawlings offer forbidden temptations but accepting them just feels wrong. When the landlords finally seduce the proper suburban wife, she can’t help but surrender.

      

      

      

      BUY THE SERIES NOW!
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        Corey and Sam Matthews thought they'd found their new best friends when they met their neighbors, Hank and Tina DeSimone. The couples got along so well...a little too well.

      

        

      
        Corey can't help feeling jealous when Hank begins flirting with Sam, especially when his wife eats up the attention. He knows Sam liked older men in the past, but he won't believe Hank's attention is dangerous. Everything changes when Tina makes Hank's intentions clear. Hank means to have Sam for himself, and Tina couldn't be more thrilled!

      

        

      
        Sam willingly—enthusiastically—gives herself to Hank that first night and Corey feels something he never expected. Watching his wife taken by a powerful man makes him harder than he’s ever been in his life. Sam isn’t the only one who gets something she didn’t know she needed that night.

      

        

      
        Corey hopes that night is a one-off experience, and they can return to their normal lives, but it’s not that easy. Sam is a sexy wife and Hank wants more. She doesn’t want to hurt her husband, but she can’t resist their hung neighbor. A day out on the bay provides the perfect chance for Hank to enjoy Sam at his leisure and it seals the deal. Sam’s body will belong to the neighbor as long as he wants her. Corey must sort out his feelings and stop it or learn to truly enjoy it.

      

        

      
        Sam Surrenders to the Neighbors is a scorching new trilogy from one of hotwife erotica’s most popular authors that explores what happens to a marriage when the wife just can’t say no to another man and the husband can’t stop watching her do it.

      

      

      

      
        
        ORDER NOW!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            sasha’s vacation surrender
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        The Wagners began their vacation as a typical suburban couple looking to have fun during a long weekend getaway. The tropical resort seemed like the perfect place to get a little bit naughty and re-ignite the flame that was flicking after twenty-five years together. They could not have anticipated the kind of fun they found.

      

        

      
        So many lines are crossed when Max learns he loves other men wanting his wife. Sasha discovers she also loves that attention. Attention turns to action, and Sasha learns something else about herself—she has an inner bad girl dying to get out and play. With her husband’s encouragement, she lets that bad girl run wild.

      

        

      
        But how much is too much? Sasha never dreamed she would be with another man when she took her vows, but she sees potential lovers everywhere. Max watches with horror and excitement as men do as they please with his wife. He begins to wonder if she has any limits.

      

        

      
        Can their marriage be the same after Sasha surrenders to the untamed desires of the men who surround her?

      

      

      

      
        
        ORDER NOW!
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        Goody-two-shoes Kris finds her dormant naughty side ignited when she discovers an old couples’ sex game while helping to clean out the neighbors’ garage. Everyone is shocked when Kris is the one to suggest they give Sexy Tumbles a try, but her husband and their best friends are all in. Long-simmering crushes and secret desires explode out into the open when these two couples place themselves at the mercy of the erotic game.

      

      

      

      
        
        ORDER NOW!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            about the author

          

        

      

    

    
      “Kirsten McCurran” is the pen name of a wife and husband team exploring the sexy secrets of middle-class, suburban couples. This couple has their own dirty little secret: they have lots of fantasies about what all their friends and neighbors are up to behind closed doors, and they turn those sexy fantasies into the stories they love to share with the world. The Mrs. could be the sweet mom you see in the stands at the soccer game or the pretty woman at the supermarket you wonder about as she's squeezing the melons. The Mr. could be your kid’s little league coach.

      Most of their stories are about married women looking to bust out and explore their wild side, often with the encouragement of their husbands—and sometimes without it. The strength of the couple behind Kirsten McCurran is that husband and wife writing together can uniquely capture the feelings of both partners in their couples as they explore their most forbidden desires. The Mrs. is all about exploring stories of daring women of a certain age exploring their sexuality, and the Mr. captures the feelings of the men who love them.

      Kirsten McCurran has written over 60 ebooks, which can be found at major booksellers. You can reach Ms. McCurran by email at kmccurran@gmail.com.

      If you’d like other ways to support Kirsten McCurran’s writing, visit her website for links, books.kirstenmccurran.com.
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