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      ROBERT

      I watched Diane stretch languidly on our bed, her body still impressive after three decades of marriage and three children. At fifty-four, I’d softened around the middle, but my wife had maintained her figure through disciplined workouts and careful eating. Now, with our youngest daughter, Emma, finally off to college, joining her siblings in the adult world, we had the house to ourselves for the first time since we’d bought it twenty-five years ago.

      “It’s so quiet,” I said, loosening my tie as I sat on the edge of the bed. “I keep expecting to hear footsteps on the stairs or music blasting through the walls.”

      Diane smiled, running her fingers through her hair—still as dark brown as it was when I first met her, but for the few elegant streaks of silver she refused to color. “I know. I took a shower this afternoon and just walked to the bedroom naked. I didn’t even need to think about grabbing a towel.”

      The image sent a pleasant warmth through me. “I’m sorry I missed that.”

      “You’ll have plenty of opportunities,” she replied with a wink. “Our empty nest means no more rushing to cover up.”

      I reached over and took her hand, feeling the familiar softness of her skin against mine. We’d been through so much together—the sleepless nights with newborns, the teenage rebellions, the career changes, and the inevitable shifts in our own relationship. Through it all, we’d remained solid, even as passion had sometimes taken a backseat to the necessities of life.

      “What are we going to do with all this space?” I asked, gesturing around our large suburban house. Four bedrooms suddenly felt like excess. “It feels enormous suddenly.”

      Diane squeezed my hand. It was a figurative question, but she answered it. “You know what we’re doing, we’ve been talking about that. The rental income from taking in a lodger will help with Emma’s tuition.”

      We’d discussed this possibility for months. With housing costs in the university area skyrocketing, we could command a decent rent for one of our spare rooms, and the extra income would ease the financial strain of having three kids in college simultaneously.

      “I know. I put up the listing yesterday,” I admitted. “And we’ve already got a response. A young man named Jason. Just finished his master’s in engineering, starting at Westfield Tech next week.”

      “That was fast,” Diane said, sitting up straighter. “What’s he like?”

      “Seems responsible. Good references. Everything checks out. He says he can move in this weekend if we approve.”

      Diane was quiet for a moment, her eyes distant. “It’ll be strange having someone else in the house again. Someone who isn’t family.”

      I understood her hesitation. Our home had always been our sanctuary, the place where we could be completely ourselves. Bringing in a stranger would change that dynamic.

      “We will set ground rules,” I assured her. “Keep the master bedroom and bathroom private. He’ll have his own space, and we’ll have ours.”

      She nodded slowly. “I suppose it makes sense. And it might be nice to have someone around. The house feels too empty.”

      I leaned over and kissed her softly, feeling a familiar stirring as her lips parted beneath mine. “Not too empty, I hope,” I murmured against her mouth.

      Diane’s hand came up to cup my cheek, her eyes darkening with desire. “No,” she whispered. “Not too empty at all.”

      As I deepened the kiss, I wondered how our lives would change with this new arrangement. After decades of putting our children first, we were finally free to rediscover each other, to explore aspects of our relationship that had been set aside during the busy years of parenting.

      What I couldn’t have anticipated was how the arrival of our young lodger would awaken desires I’d never known I had.

      DIANE

      I was nervous as I straightened the throw pillows on our living room couch for the third time. Robert had scheduled the interview with our potential lodger without consulting me about the timing, and I wasn’t prepared—mentally or physically—to meet a stranger who might soon be living in our home.

      “He’ll be here any minute,” Robert called from the kitchen where he was arranging a small tray with coffee cups. “His name’s Jason. Late twenties, just finished his master’s in engineering.”

      “You’ve told me twenty times already,” I replied, running my fingers through my hair. At fifty-two, I still took pride in my appearance. The grey strands were becoming more noticeable, but at least I’d maintained my figure. This was only an interview with a potential lodger, but I was still conscious about how I looked. I wanted to give a good first impression.

      The doorbell rang, and I smoothed my blouse before walking to the door. Taking a deep breath, I opened it.

      The young man standing on our porch was not what I’d expected. Tall with dark hair and warm brown eyes, he had the kind of lean build that came naturally at his age. He wore a button-down shirt tucked into well-fitting jeans. Casual, but striving to appear professional. But, most of all, he was handsome. Very handsome.

      “Mrs. Morgan?” His voice was deeper than I anticipated. “I’m Jason Keller. I’m here about the room?”

      “Yes, of course. Please come in.” I stepped back, suddenly aware of the flutter in my stomach. “My husband’s in the kitchen. We can talk in the living room.”

      Jason followed me inside, his eyes taking in our home with polite interest. I caught him glancing at the family photos lining the hallway—snapshots of our children at various ages, Robert and I on vacations, the five of us at Emma’s high school graduation.

      “You have a beautiful home,” he said, setting down a leather messenger bag beside the sofa as he took a seat.

      “Thank you. We’ve been here twenty-five years.” I sat across from him, crossing my legs at the ankle. “Our youngest just left for college last week.”

      “Empty nesters,” Jason nodded with understanding. “That must be a big adjustment.”

      “It is,” I admitted. “The house feels enormous suddenly.”

      Robert entered with the coffee tray, setting it on the table between us. “Jason, good to meet you in person. I’m Robert.”

      They shook hands, and I watched the interaction with interest. Robert seemed relaxed, confident in his role as the man of the house interviewing a potential lodger. Jason maintained eye contact.

      “So,” Robert began as he poured us all coffee, “Tell us a bit more about yourself. Your email mentioned you’re starting at Westfield Tech next week?”

      “That’s right. I’ve accepted a position in their engineering department—research focused on sustainable building materials.” Jason accepted the coffee with a smile of thanks. “The university housing is limited, and the apartments nearby are either rundown or ridiculously expensive.”

      As he spoke, I found myself studying him. There was something compelling about the way he expressed himself—articulate without being pretentious, passionate about his study without being overbearing. I could see why Robert had been impressed by his application.

      “Our arrangement would be pretty straightforward,” Robert explained. “The room is furnished, you’d have your own bathroom across the hall, and kitchen privileges, of course. We’re not the type to hover over our tenant’s comings and goings, but we would appreciate consideration regarding noise and guests.”

      Jason nodded. “That sounds perfect, honestly. I’m pretty quiet—mostly work and reading. I don’t party, if that’s a concern.”

      “Not a concern,” I said. “But good to know. Do you have a wife or girlfriend?”

      His eyes met mine, and a strange warmth spread through me. There was something in his gaze—appreciation, perhaps—that made me sit up straighter.

      “No,” he replied with a smile and a brief shake of his head. “You don’t need to worry about me bringing girls back. I’m happily single. Too focused on my grades.”

      I took a deep breath. Why was I blushing? “Would you like to see the room?” I set down my coffee cup.

      “I’d love to.”

      As I led him upstairs, I was acutely aware of him behind me. The house suddenly felt different with this young man’s presence—less empty, more… alive. I showed him the bedroom, watched him check out the space, and then the bathroom across the hall.

      “This is perfect,” he said, turning to face me in the hallway. “If you’re comfortable with me as your lodger, I’d love to take it. I’ve already agreed to a deal with Mr. Morgan on the rent, if that still works?”

      Standing there, closer to him than I’d been downstairs, I caught the faint scent of his cologne and the way his eyes crinkled slightly at the corners when he smiled. For a brief, disorienting moment, I imagined what it would be like to have this young man moving through our home each day, crossing paths with me in the hallway, perhaps emerging from the bathroom with just a towel around his waist...

      I blinked, pushing the thought away. “Yes, of course. I’ll need to discuss it with Robert, but I think it could work well,” I said, my voice steadier than I felt. “When would you want to move in?”

      “This weekend would be ideal, if that’s not too soon.”

      “Let me talk it over with him, and we’ll let you know by tomorrow.” I led him back downstairs.

      After Jason left, Robert turned to me with a raised eyebrow. “Well? I let you handle that because you’re going to be alone with him here more than I am. What do you think?”

      I hesitated, sorting through conflicted feelings. “He seems... suitable.”

      Robert’s smile suggested he caught something in my tone. “Just suitable?”

      “He’s polite, focused on his study, and doesn’t seem like a party animal.” I avoided my husband’s gaze. “He said he’s agreed to a rent amount with you.”

      “So that’s a yes?”

      I nodded, trying to ignore the flutter of anticipation in my stomach. “Yes. Tell him he can move in this weekend.”

      What I didn’t tell Robert was how Jason’s presence had made me feel—more alive, more aware of myself as a woman rather than just a wife and mother. It was probably nothing—just the novelty of having someone new in our space after so many years of routine.

      But as I went upstairs to prepare the room for our new lodger, I caught myself wondering what changes his arrival might bring to these, our ‘freedom years.’

      JASON

      I didn’t have much to unpack—just a single suitcase and a few boxes. After years of moving between student apartments, I’d learned to travel light. Standing in the doorway of what would be my room for the next six months, I took a moment to appreciate my good fortune. The Morgan house was in a quiet suburb, close enough to campus but far from the noise of student housing. The room itself was larger than I’d expected, with a comfortable queen-sized bed, a solid desk by the window, and built-in bookshelves.

      Mrs. Morgan—Diane—had left fresh towels on the bed and a printed sheet with the Wi-Fi password and house rules. Nothing restrictive: respect quiet hours after 10 pm, clean up after yourself if using the kitchen, give them notice when having guests. Standard stuff.

      I set my laptop on the desk and began unpacking my clothes into the empty dresser. Through the open door, I could hear movement downstairs—the soft murmur of voices, the clink of dishes. The Morgans were preparing dinner and had invited me to join them once I was settled.

      It was strange being in someone else’s home, especially a married couple’s. My previous rentals had all been shared student houses or apartments. This felt more comfortable, like I was being grafted temporarily onto an existing family.

      And what a family it was. Mr. Morgan—Robert—seemed decent enough. Straightforward and down-to-earth, with a dry sense of humour, something I appreciated. But Diane... I hadn’t expected someone like her. When I’d arrived for my interview and she’d opened the door, I’d been momentarily speechless. She wasn’t what came to mind when I thought ‘Mrs.’ I’d expected someone matronly, but Diane Morgan was striking—tall, brunette with a few silver highlights, and with curves in all the right places. Her eyes were pretty and intelligent, and her full lips transformed her face when she smiled. Her tits were large, and as for those lips and what she could do with them, well…

      I caught myself and shook my head. Inappropriate thoughts about my landlady weren’t going to lead anywhere good. Besides, they seemed like a solid couple. The way Robert looked at her, even after what must be decades of marriage, spoke volumes.

      After arranging my books on the shelf, I headed to the small bathroom to freshen up before dinner. The bathroom was right across the upstairs hallway from my room and was spotless, with new-looking fixtures and plenty of counter space. Another perk compared to my previous accommodations.

      Downstairs, I found the Morgans in the kitchen. Robert was opening a bottle of wine while Diane stirred something on the stove that smelled amazing.

      “All settled?” Robert asked, looking up.

      “Just about. The room is perfect, thank you.”

      “We hope you’ll be comfortable,” Diane said, turning from the stove. She was wearing a casual blue dress that highlighted the swell of her tits and the curve of her ass in a way that made me quickly avert my eyes. “It’s pasta primavera tonight. I hope you’re not vegetarian—there’s pancetta in the sauce.”

      “Sounds delicious. And no, I eat everything,” I replied, accepting the glass of wine Robert offered.

      “So, tell us about your course,” Robert asked as we moved to the dining room. “What are these sustainable building materials you mentioned?”

      I smiled, grateful for the neutral topic. Anything to drag my attention away from Diane’s body in that dress. “Well, that’s what I’m there to develop, so we don’t really know yet. It’s all about developing composite materials that have a lower environmental impact but maintain structural integrity. Less concrete, more recycled components.”

      “Fascinating,” Diane said, sounding genuinely interested as she served the pasta. When she leaned forward to fill my plate, I couldn’t help but glance down her top, admiring her deep cleavage. “What drew you to that field?”

      As we ate, the conversation flowed easily. I explained my research, they told me about their children, all successful and launched into their own lives. There was something about the Morgans that put me instantly at ease—a lack of pretension that made me feel welcome rather than like an intruder in their lives.

      “So, why does a handsome young man like you not have a girlfriend?” Robert asked casually as he refilled our wine glasses.

      I felt Diane shoot him a look, but he seemed oblivious.

      “Ah, well,” I replied. “My last relationship ended when I decided to take the position here. She didn’t want to relocate.”

      “Her loss,” Robert said with a smile that seemed to hold some private amusement. “Westfield is a great place to meet people, though. Lots of young professionals.”

      “I’m focusing on my studies for now,” I said. “The first year in a new field of learning is always demanding.”

      “Smart,” Diane commented. “You’ve got it all planned out.”

      As she reached for the salad, I couldn’t help noticing the graceful line of her neck, the way her hair fell forward slightly. That valley between her breasts. She caught me looking but rather than chastise me, she smiled—a brief, warm expression that slightly stiffened my cock in my pants.

      After dinner, I insisted on helping with the dishes despite their protests. Standing beside Diane at the sink, passing her plates to dry, I was acutely aware of her proximity. The kitchen wasn’t small, but we moved around each other smoothly—very smoothly, for people who had only just met.

      “Thank you for dinner,” I said as we finished. “And for making me feel welcome.”

      “We’re glad to have you,” she replied, and there was something in her voice—a warmth that seemed to extend beyond mere landlady politeness. Again, I shook off the feeling. I was imagining it. Besides, she was twice my age. Old enough to be my mother.

      Later, lying in bed in my new room, I listened to the unfamiliar sounds of the house settling. The Morgan home was different from my previous apartments—solidly built, but with the creaks and sighs that came with decades of standing. I tried to sleep, but my mind kept replaying dinner, particularly those moments in the kitchen with Diane, the subtle scent of her perfume when she’d reached past me for a dish towel, the numerous occasions I’d enjoyed a flash down the neckline of her dress.

      Around midnight, I got up to use the bathroom. The hallway was dark, lit only by a small nightlight near the floor. As I crossed it, I heard a rhythmic creaking, barely audible but unmistakable. Then Diane’s voice, a soft moan quickly muffled.

      I froze, not meaning to eavesdrop but suddenly unable to move. Another sound—Robert’s voice, a low murmur, too quiet to make out the words, followed by Diane’s breathless response. The creaking increased slightly in tempo.

      My body responded immediately, blood rushing south as I realized what I was hearing. They weren’t being loud—they probably thought they were being discreet—but in the silent house, sound carried.

      I forced myself to continue to the bathroom, quietly closing the door behind me. As I washed my hands, I caught my reflection in the mirror—flushed cheeks, a slight sheen of sweat. The thin walls did nothing to block the continuing sounds, now punctuated by Diane’s increasingly urgent gasps.

      I was tempted to walk closer to their door, just a few yards down the hallway, but I didn’t. Even so, by the time I made it back to my own room, I was painfully hard. I climbed back into bed, trying to ignore what I’d heard, trying not to picture what was happening in the other bedroom. But my imagination betrayed me, conjuring images of Diane—her head thrown back in pleasure, those curves I’d noticed at dinner now bare, her large tits bouncing, nipples erect as she writhed beneath her husband while he fucked her hard. I wondered if her pussy was hairy or if she shaved it even in her mature years.

      I reached into my boxers, knowing I shouldn’t but unable to resist. My cock was rock-hard. I wasn’t going to be able to sleep without release. As I stroked myself, I wondered again what she looked like naked, what facial expression she made when she came. The mental image of her—eyes closed in ecstasy, back arched—pushed me over the edge embarrassingly quickly.

      Afterwards, I lay there feeling a complicated mix of guilt and lingering arousal. This was their home. They’d welcomed me into it. Fantasizing about Diane was disrespectful at best, potentially disastrous at worst.

      I resolved to get myself under control. This was just a convenient living arrangement—six months, and then I’d move on. Keep it simple, keep it respectful.

      If only I’d known how complicated things would become.

      ROBERT

      I lay in bed watching Diane sleep beside me, her breathing deep and even, her body still flushed from our lovemaking. Three times in one week since Jason moved in—a frequency we hadn’t maintained since our early years of marriage. Something had changed since our lodger arrived, something I couldn’t quite name but definitely felt.

      Last night had been particularly intense. Diane had been insatiable, riding me with an abandon I hadn’t seen in years—her eyes closed and her head thrown back as she rubbed her pussy while grinding on my cock. I’d gripped her hips, watching her breasts bounce with each movement, wondering fleetingly what—or who—she was thinking about.

      Not that I minded. At fifty-four, having my wife suddenly rediscover her sexual appetite was a gift. The empty house had freed us in ways I hadn’t anticipated, but I suspected there was more to it than just the absence of our children.

      I’d noticed how Jason looked at Diane when he thought no one was watching. The appreciation in his eyes when she bent to load the dishwasher, the way his gaze lingered on her breasts when she wore a V-neck top. Most men would feel threatened, but I found myself... intrigued. There was something oddly arousing about seeing my wife through another man’s eyes, especially someone young and attractive like Jason.

      And Diane had noticed, too. She’d started wearing more form-fitting clothes around the house, taking more care with her appearance even when we weren’t going out. Small changes that might seem innocent enough, but I knew my wife. She was enjoying the attention.

      I slipped out of bed, careful not to wake her, and pulled on my robe. Sleep wasn’t coming, and I needed water anyway. In the hallway, I paused outside Jason’s door. No light showed beneath it, but I could hear the sound of music quietly playing. He was still awake.

      Downstairs, I poured myself a glass of water and stood by the kitchen window, looking out at the moonlit yard. The house felt different with a stranger living in it. Different in a good, hard-to-describe way.

      I’d never considered myself a voyeur or someone who would enjoy sharing my wife. The very thought should have repulsed me. Instead, I found myself imagining scenarios that both disturbed and aroused me: Diane with Jason, her experienced body teaching his younger one, while I...

      While I what? Watched? Participated? The thought should have been absurd, but my body responded to it with an intensity that surprised me. I adjusted my erection in my boxer shorts and took a long drink of the cool water.

      The sound of footsteps on the stairs startled me. I turned to see Jason entering the kitchen, wearing only pajama bottoms that hung low on his hips. He stopped short when he saw me.

      “Sorry,” he said, his voice low. “I didn’t realize anyone was up.”

      “Just getting some water,” I replied, lifting my glass. “Couldn’t sleep.”

      Jason nodded, moving to the refrigerator. The kitchen light illuminated the defined muscles of his chest and shoulders as he reached for the orange juice. He was in excellent shape—the kind of body I’d had twenty years ago. Maybe better.

      “I noticed you had your music playing but kept it low. That was considerate of you.”

      Jason poured his juice, his movements deliberate. “Well, I’ve noticed the walls in this house are quite thin. Sound tends to carry.”

      I froze. Our eyes met briefly before we both looked away. He’d heard us making love. The unspoken acknowledgement hung in the air between us.

      “I should probably ask Diane to be a bit quieter,” I said, feeling an unexpected warmth creep up my neck. “I hope we didn’t disturb you.”

      “Not at all. It’s really fine,” Jason replied quickly, as if he regretted saying anything. “It’s your home. You two obviously have a strong marriage, which is nice to see.”

      The way he emphasized strong carried subtle implications that didn’t escape me.

      “Yes,” I agreed, swirling the water in my glass. “Having the house to ourselves again has been... good for us. Diane has been particularly... eager lately, since you arrived.”

      Jason took a sip of his juice, his eyes meeting mine over the rim of his glass. “That’s understandable. New situations can be stimulating.”

      I nodded. The silence stretched between us, charged with unspoken possibilities.

      “Well,” I said finally, setting my glass in the sink. “I should get back to bed.”

      “Goodnight, Robert,” Jason replied, his tone casual but his eyes carrying a hint of something else.

      As I climbed the stairs, I wondered if I’d imagined the subtle undercurrent to our conversation, or if we’d just taken the first tentative step toward something neither of us was ready to name.

      In our bedroom, Diane had rolled onto her side, the sheet slipping down to reveal the curve of her heavy, naked breast. I slid in beside her, my mind racing with possibilities.

      She stirred, pressing back against me. “Everything okay?” she murmured sleepily.

      “Yes,” I whispered, wrapping an arm around her. “Just had an interesting conversation with Jason.”

      “Mmm? About what?”

      “He heard us having sex tonight.”

      Diane was silent for a moment. Then she turned in my arms to face me, fully awake now. “Oh, no. Have we embarrassed him?”

      I traced a finger along her collarbone. “He says no. He didn’t mind. He said we have a strong marriage, and that’s nice to see. You know, you’ve been more... passionate lately.”

      “Have I?” she murmured.

      “Definitely. We’ve had sex three times this week. That’s more than we’ve managed in months.”

      She turned in my arms to face me. “Is that a complaint?”

      “Not at all,” I said, smiling in the darkness. “Just an observation.”

      Diane was quiet for a moment. “I’ve just been trying to enjoy having the house to ourselves.”

      “That’s part of it, I’m sure,” I agreed. “But I wonder if there might be another factor.”

      “Like what?”

      I brushed a strand of dark hair from her face. “Like our young lodger. I’ve noticed how he looks at you. You must have too.”

      “Robert!” she protested, but I felt her body tense slightly.

      “It’s natural. He’s young, you’re an attractive woman. And I’ve noticed you’re more aware of your appearance since he arrived.”

      Diane was silent for a long moment. “You think I’m trying to... what? Impress him?”

      “I think his appreciation reminds you that you’re not just a mother or a wife. You’re a desirable woman.”

      She sighed. “Maybe. Is that terrible?”

      “Not at all,” I softly replied. “In fact, if it’s contributing to our more active sex life, I’d say it’s a positive thing.”

      Diane shifted, pulling back slightly to see my face in the dim light. “You’re not jealous?”

      “Of appreciative glances? No.” I stroked her cheek. “Actually, I find it rather flattering that my wife still turns heads.”

      “You’re being very understanding about this.”

      I shrugged. “We’ve been married thirty years, Di. I know where your heart is.”

      She studied me for a moment. “So, you’re not upset that I might... enjoy his attention a little?”

      “Not at all,” I said, tracing patterns on her shoulder. “In fact, I’ve found myself thinking about it more than I probably should.”

      “Thinking about what exactly?” Diane asked, her voice cautious.

      I hesitated, but decided on honesty. “About what it might be like if he saw you naked. Or even the thought of you with another man. Someone young and attractive, like Jason.”

      Her sharp intake of breath made me wonder if I’d gone too far. “You’ve thought about that?”

      “It’s just a fantasy,” I said quickly. “But yes, I have. Particularly lately.”

      Diane was quiet for so long, I thought she might be upset. Finally, she whispered, “I didn’t know you had thoughts like that.”

      “Neither did I,” I admitted. “It surprised me, too. He’s young, attractive, clearly interested in you. It’s hard not to imagine when I catch him staring at you.”

      She pressed her warm body closer to mine. “Just a fantasy, though.”

      “Of course,” I agreed, even as I felt her breathing quickening slightly. “Just a fantasy.”

      “You surprise me, Robert Morgan,” she whispered, her lips finding mine in the darkness.

      “Good,” I replied between kisses. “After thirty years, we should still be able to surprise each other.”

      But as she rested her head on my chest and went to sleep, I wondered if we were both being entirely truthful. The way she responded to my confession suggested she wasn’t entirely opposed to the idea. And fantasies had a way of taking on lives of their own, especially when the object of those fantasies was sleeping just down the hall.

      DIANE

      The conversation with Robert last night had left me feeling liberated and unnerved. After thirty years of marriage, I thought I knew everything about my husband’s desires. Now I was discovering a side of him—of us—that I hadn’t known existed.

      I poured myself a second cup of coffee, alone in the kitchen on Saturday morning. Robert had left early for his golf game, and the house was quiet. Jason told me he liked to sleep in on weekends, which gave me time to think.

      Why was last night’s talk so much on my mind? At fifty-two, the idea of being intimate with someone other than Robert was both thrilling and terrifying. I’d noticed Jason’s glances, of course. The way his eyes lingered when I wore more revealing clothes, how he found excuses to be in whatever room I occupied. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t enjoy it—if I hadn’t played into it. The attention was intoxicating after years of being seen primarily as someone’s mother and wife.

      And Robert... His reaction surprised me most of all. Not just acceptance, but enthusiasm. Almost as if he wanted me to enjoy Jason’s attention, perhaps even to take it further.

      The sound of the shower running upstairs interrupted my thoughts. Jason was awake. I rinsed my cup, suddenly oddly nervous. After our conversation, everything felt different—charged with possibility and permission.

      I was halfway up the stairs when I heard the bathroom door open. He emerged, a white towel wrapped low around his hips, water droplets still clinging to his chest and shoulders. He was more defined than Robert had been, even in his youth—broad shoulders tapering to a narrow waist, his stomach ridged with muscle. I felt a tingle I hadn’t felt in such a long time at the sight of our almost naked tenant.

      He stopped short when he saw me, one hand holding the towel in place. “Morning, Diane. Early start?”

      “Just heading up for a shower myself,” I managed, my voice steadier than I felt. “Robert’s gone golfing.”

      Jason smiled, stepping aside to let me pass in the narrow hallway. As I moved past him, I caught the clean scent of soap on his skin, felt the heat radiating from his shower-warmed body. The towel shifted slightly with his movement, revealing the cut of muscle disappearing beneath the fabric. I thought I saw the shape of his penis for a moment as it brushed against the inside of the towel. I tried not to think about it.

      “Enjoy your morning,” he said, his voice lower than usual.

      In our master bathroom, I leaned against the counter, my heart racing. The mirror reflected a woman I barely recognized—cheeks flushed, eyes bright with something more than just embarrassment. A light sheen of sweat on my forehead.

      Before I could overthink it, I got into the shower. As the water cascaded over me, I found myself imagining Jason in his bathroom minutes earlier, naked and wet. My hands moved over my body, lingering on my breasts and then between my legs, where the tingle had emanated from. I wanted to masturbate, but it felt wrong, so I washed and hoped the hot water would push the thoughts of Jason from my mind.

      But it didn’t work. By the time I finished, I’d made a decision. There was something in Robert’s voice the night before, like he wanted me to explore this possibility. He was out. This might be the perfect time to… I don’t know what. I had no idea what I was doing, but something inside me clicked. I simply wanted to know—with certainty—that Jason’s interest was real. That Robert and I weren’t imagining it.

      I wrapped myself in a towel and returned to our bedroom, deliberately leaving the door ajar. I positioned myself where I would be visible from the hallway, and dried my body slowly, dragging it out, before letting the towel drop to the floor.

      I took my time selecting underwear from the dresser, hyper-aware of my naked body reflected in the full-length mirror. Over fifty, I wasn’t perfect. There were areas of my body that weren’t as tight as they used to be, subtle signs of age. My breasts were no longer small and pert, but full and heavy, not as high as they used to be. But I kept fit, and I had the confidence that came from decades of being comfortable in my own skin.

      I chose a black lace bra and matching panties, setting them on the bed without putting them on. Then I began to moisturize, running my hands slowly over my arms, my legs, my stomach. The hallway beyond my door remained silent.

      Was I being silly, wanting Jason to see me? Would he be turned off by my mature body if he did? Was he even watching? Even if he did come out and see me, would he stop to look? I felt ridiculous suddenly, standing naked in my own bedroom, hoping to be seen by this younger man, like some desperate older woman trying to recapture her youth.

      Then I heard it—the soft creak of a floorboard in the hallway. Through the mirror, I saw the partially open door, and beyond it, a shadow lurking. My heart leapt into my throat, but I continued my routine, pretending not to notice as I ran my hands over my breasts, applying lotion with deliberate sensuality. My nipples stiffened. Could he tell?

      I turned, giving my silent voyeur a profile view of my body. The shadow remained, unmoving. I reached for my underwear, stepping into the panties slowly, making sure he could see my pussy, before drawing them up over my thighs. As I fastened my bra, I glanced casually toward the door.

      Jason moved, but it was too late, our eyes meeting in silent acknowledgement. He stood there, frozen, caught.

      “I’m sorry,” he said, stepping back from the doorway. “I was just passing by...”

      Instead of covering myself, I reached for my robe, putting it on without hurry. “No, you weren’t,” I said quietly, my heart thumping in my chest.

      He swallowed visibly. “Ah, damn. No. I wasn’t. I’m really sorry, Mrs. Morgan.”

      We stared at each other for a long moment, the air between us electric with unspoken possibility.

      “No, it’s my fault,” I said finally, tying my robe loosely. “I should apologize.”

      “For what?”

      “I should have closed the door, knowing you might walk by.” The admission made my cheeks flush, but I held his gaze. “I hope I haven’t embarrassed you.”

      “Embarrassed me?” Jason’s eyes widened slightly. “Not at all. Forgive me for watching. I shouldn’t have looked. I hope you don’t mind me saying so, but you have a beautiful body, Mrs. Morgan.”

      “Thank you. And please, call me Diane,” I nodded, surprising myself with my boldness when I didn’t blush at his compliment. “You don’t need to apologize. I’ve noticed you staring at me sometimes. You’re a young man. You’re going to look. It’s natural. And, in a way, it’s quite…nice. It’s been a long time since anyone but Robert looked at me that way.”

      “I’ve tried not to be obvious about it.” His voice was rougher than usual.

      “As I said, I quite enjoyed it.” I smiled, my stomach tightening, my palms sweaty, my heart hammering.

      He nodded slowly. “I should probably give you privacy to finish dressing.”

      “Probably,” I casually agreed, making no move to close the door.

      Jason straightened, his eyes meeting mine one last time. Something passed between us—an understanding, unspoken but clear. The recognition that we were on a path neither of us had planned, but both wanted to follow.

      I was strangely disappointed when he left. As I finished dressing, I thought about what had just happened. I hadn’t admitted wanting him. He hadn’t declared his desire for me. Yet somehow, we’d communicated more clearly than if we’d spoken our feelings aloud.

      JASON

      I stared at my cereal, not really tasting it. Sunday morning, and I was in the kitchen alone with my thoughts. The image of Diane standing in her bedroom, completely naked, kept replaying in my mind. Her body was different from the younger women I’d been with—fuller, imperfect, but she had a confidence that was incredibly arousing. Her breasts were larger than I’d imagined, with pale stretch marks that somehow made them more enticing. And the dark, tidy triangle between her thighs—I’d never been with a woman who didn’t wax or shave completely. There was something sexy about it that had left me hard for hours afterward.

      That night had been torture. Robert and Diane had gone to bed early, and within an hour, the sex sounds had started again. The rhythmic creaking of their bed, Diane’s muffled moans, Robert’s occasional deeper groans. I’d lain in my bed, hand around my dick, matching my strokes to their rhythm, imagining it was me making Diane gasp like that. When I came, spilling into my hand, I’d felt a confusing mix of satisfaction and guilt.

      The sound of footsteps on the stairs pulled me from my thoughts. I straightened, trying to look casual as Diane entered the kitchen. She wore yoga pants and a loose T-shirt, her hair pulled back in a ponytail. Even dressed down, she was beautiful.

      “Good morning.” Her voice was carefully neutral. “Sleep well?”

      “Fine, thanks,” I lied, watching as she moved to the coffee maker. “Is Robert still asleep?”

      “Mmhmm. He likes to sleep in on Sundays.” She poured herself a cup, then turned to face me. “Jason, about yesterday morning...”

      We’d managed to avoid talking about it the day before, but here it comes, I thought. The awkward conversation where we agree to pretend it never happened.

      “I want you to know that I spoke with Robert about it last night.”

      My spoon clattered against the bowl. “You told him?”

      Diane nodded, taking a sip of her coffee. “I didn’t want there to be any misunderstandings. We don’t keep secrets from each other in this house.”

      “Is he angry?” I asked carefully, trying to read her expression.

      “No. Not at all. He understands it was an accident.”

      But it wasn’t an accident, I thought. We both know that.

      “He’s not upset?” I pressed.

      A slight smile curved her lips. “No, he’s not upset. In fact, he was quite... understanding.”

      The way she emphasized the word quickened my pulse. I remembered those sounds from their bedroom last night. Had they started after Diane told Robert about our encounter?

      “That’s good. I wouldn’t want to cause any problems. I really enjoy living here.”

      “Don’t worry. You haven’t,” she assured me, leaning against the counter. The position showed off the curve of her breasts beneath her T-shirt. “Robert and I have been together a long time. We’re secure in our relationship.”

      The silence stretched between us, charged with unspoken implications.

      “I’m going to take a shower.” She set down her cup. “Robert will probably sleep for another hour at least.”

      Her words hung in the air, an implied invitation, but I couldn’t be sure. I felt a conflicting surge of desire and uncertainty. Things were moving too fast, in a direction I wasn’t sure I understood. I wanted her—God, how I wanted her—but I needed to regain some control of myself.

      “Actually, I was about to shower, too,” I said, standing up. “I have some errands to run this morning.”

      Something flickered in her eyes. Disappointment? Relief? “Oh. Well, you go ahead.”

      We climbed the stairs together, the air between us thick with tension. I was acutely aware of her presence behind me, the soft sound of her breathing, the faint scent of her perfume. At the top of the stairs, we paused awkwardly.

      “I’ll see you later,” Diane said, gesturing toward the master suite at the end of the hall. Did she want me to see her naked again? I felt unsure, not knowing what to do.

      “Okay.” I nodded, watching as she walked away, the sway of her hips in those yoga pants making my mouth go dry. My bathroom was directly across from my bedroom, while theirs was adjacent to the master bedroom, further down the hall.

      I stripped and stepped into the shower, turning the water ice cold in a futile attempt to calm my body’s response. It didn’t help. And then as the water warmed, I found myself imagining Diane in her own shower, water cascading over her naked body. My hand moved to my erection, but I stopped myself. Not now. I was curious what Diane wanted and if I should save it for her.

      I finished quickly and wrapped a towel around my waist, not bothering to dry off completely. My heart pounded as I opened the bathroom door, half-expecting—hoping—to find Diane waiting in the hallway.

      She wasn’t there, but I could hear water running in the master bathroom. She was still in the shower. I hesitated, moved toward my bedroom, then paused, uncertain. What was I doing? What did I expect to happen? This wasn’t like me—lurking in hallways, hoping for glimpses of a naked married woman. Yet, I couldn’t make myself walk away.

      Just then, the water shut off in the master bathroom. I should go, I thought. This is crossing a line. But I didn’t. The bathroom door opened, and Diane emerged, a white towel wrapped around her body, her hair wet and slicked back from her face. She stopped when she saw me standing in the hallway, her eyes widening slightly. Her gaze dropped to my chest, then lower, to where my towel failed to hide my obvious arousal. I saw her throat move as she swallowed, her eyes darkening.

      “I should...” she began, gesturing vaguely toward the bedroom where her husband slept.

      “Yeah,” I agreed, but neither of us moved.

      We stood there, two people barely covered by our towels, water droplets running down our bodies, the air between us charged with sexual tension. I was painfully hard now, the towel tenting embarrassingly outward. Diane’s eyes flickered down again, lingering this time.

      “I’m sorry about that,” I finally apologized, my voice rough with need. “I’ll get dressed.”

      She nodded but made no move to leave as I turned toward my bedroom. I walked slowly, deliberately, feeling her eyes on me. At my door, I hesitated, glancing back over my shoulder. Diane remained in the hallway, watching me with undisguised interest.

      My heart hammered against my ribs as I made a decision. I left the door partially open—wide enough to see through but not so obvious as to seem like a blatant invitation. Then, with my back to the door, I let my towel drop to the floor.

      I took my time drying off, running a second towel over my shoulders, down my back, between my legs. The silence from the hallway was absolute, but I sensed her presence. I turned slightly, offering a profile view, my erection jutting proudly from my body.

      A soft intake of breath confirmed she was still there, still watching. I turned fully then, facing the door, exposing myself completely to her gaze.

      Diane stood in the doorway, her eyes travelling over my naked body with open appreciation. She stared brazenly at my cock, throbbing almost painfully under her gaze. She reached for the knot in her towel and let it fall.

      Time seemed to stop as we stood naked, facing each other across the threshold of my room. Her body was even more beautiful close-up, full breasts with pale pink nipples, the soft curve of her stomach, the dark triangle between her thighs, where I could see the outline of her pussy lips, dripping wet with water from the shower.

      Our eyes met. Neither of us spoke. Neither of us moved to touch the other. This moment existed in some liminal space between fantasy and reality, where looking was permitted but anything more would break the spell.

      Finally, Diane spoke, her voice barely above a whisper. “Thank you for letting me see your body.”

      I nodded, unable to form words for a long moment until I finally found my voice. “It only seems fair,” I managed.

      Another long moment passed before she bent to retrieve her towel, wrapping it around her body with deliberate slowness. “I should go.” A small smile played at the corners of her mouth as she turned to leave. “I’ll see you downstairs.”

      I watched her walk away, then slowly closed my door. My entire body was electrified, every nerve ending alive. I leaned back against the door, taking my cock in my hand, the image of Diane’s naked body burned into my mind.

      It took only a few strokes before I came, harder than I had in recent memory, shooting over my hand and onto the floor as I bit my lip to keep from crying out.

      As I cleaned up, my mind raced with questions. What game were we playing? What did Diane want from me? And what did Robert know about any of this?

      One thing was certain. There was no going back now. Whatever was happening between us had just escalated beyond plausible deniability. The only question was where it would lead next.

      ROBERT

      I noticed it immediately at dinner—the way Diane and Jason avoided direct eye contact with each other. The slight flush that reddened my wife’s cheeks when he passed her the salt. The tension in his shoulders when their fingers accidentally brushed while reaching for the bread. Something had happened between them.

      After Jason excused himself to meet some friends for drinks and a game of pool, I helped Diane clear the table, watching her movements with curiosity. Thirty years of marriage had taught me to read her body language. She was distracted, slightly flustered. Something was up.

      “So,” I said casually as I loaded the dishwasher, “Are you going to tell me what happened today?”

      Diane froze, a plate suspended midair. “What do you mean?”

      “Between you and Jason. The atmosphere at dinner gave it away.”

      She set the plate down carefully, her back to me. “Nothing happened. Not really.”

      I closed the dishwasher and moved behind her, reaching around her waist and hugging her gently. “Di, come on. I know you better than that.”

      She turned in my arms, her eyes searching mine for anger or jealousy. Finding neither, she sighed. “We kind of… bumped into each other. After our showers this morning.”

      “Bumped into each other?”

      “Naked,” she clarified, her cheeks flushing. “Not physically bumped. We just saw each other naked. He left his door open, and I watched him dry off. Then I dropped my towel so he could see me, too.”

      I felt a surge of heat at her words, imagining the scene. “He looked at your body again? Did he see everything?”

      “I was naked.” She shrugged, her eyes twinkling mischievously.

      “And that’s all that happened?”

      “That’s all. No touching. Just... looking.”

      I guided her to the living room, sitting beside her on the couch. “Tell me everything.”

      Diane described the encounter in detail—how she’d lingered in the hallway, how Jason had deliberately left his door open, the silent exchange of gazes as they’d both dropped their towels.

      “What was he like?” I asked, surprised by my own curiosity.

      “What do you mean?”

      “His body. His...” I gestured vaguely at my crotch.

      Diane’s lips curved into a small smile. “Are you really asking about his penis, Robert?”

      “I guess I am,” I admitted.

      She was quiet for a moment, then said, “It’s big. Veiny. And it was very hard.” Her eyes took on a distant quality. “Bigger than yours. Thicker.”

      Instead of jealousy, I felt a surprising surge of arousal. “And you liked what you saw.”

      It wasn’t a question, but she answered anyway. “Yes. I did.”

      “But no touching…. Did you want to?” The question hung between us, heavy with implication. “Did you want to touch his cock? Did you want him to touch you?”

      Diane met my gaze directly. “I did. But it’s not as easy as that, Rob. We’re talking about crossing a line we can never uncross.”

      I took her hand, tracing the wedding ring she’d worn for nearly three decades. “What if I told you I want you to? And not just touch. What if I want you to have sex with him?”

      “You can’t mean that.”

      “I do,” I insisted, surprising myself with how certain I felt. “I like that another man—a younger man—desires you. I’d enjoy seeing you expose yourself to him. I’d like to see the look in his eyes when he looks at your breasts, at your pussy.”

      Diane studied my face. “Where is this coming from? We’ve never talked about anything like this before.”

      I considered the question, trying to understand my own desires. “I don’t know exactly. Maybe it’s the empty nest thing. Suddenly, we have all this freedom to explore who we are beyond parents. Maybe it’s seeing you through his eyes—remembering how desirable you are. Or maybe it’s just that after thirty years, we’ve found something new that excites us both.”

      “Both?”

      “Don’t pretend you haven’t been thinking about it,” I said gently. “You’ve been more horny, more uninhibited since he moved in. After what you’ve described happened this morning… You can’t tell me you don’t want him.”

      She didn’t deny it. “Showing him my body is different from having sex with him, Rob.”

      “I know,” I admitted, feeling my cock hardening in my pants as she said that. “But I know you’d enjoy it. He certainly would, and I would, too. So, what’s the harm?”

      “What exactly are you suggesting? That we invite him into our bed?”

      “Not exactly,” I said, an idea forming. “If he watched you get dry through the open bedroom door yesterday and then he watched you again today, he’s obviously a bit of a voyeur. He likes to watch. So… What if we just... leave the door open tonight? When we go to bed.”

      “You mean…” Diane’s breath caught. “You want him to watch us have sex?”

      “I want him to have the opportunity,” I clarified. “Whether he takes it or not would be up to him. And what happens after that... we’ll see.”

      “And if he does more than watch?” Her voice was barely above a whisper. “If he wants to join us?”

      The image sent a jolt of arousal through me. “Then we decide in the moment. Together.”

      Diane was quiet for a long time. Finally, she looked up at me. “You’re really okay with this? With the possibility of me having sex with someone else?”

      “I’m more than okay with it. I want it. I want to watch you get fucked by a young man… Like I used to fuck you, back when I was young.”

      She leaned forward, kissing me deeply. When she pulled back, her eyes were dark with desire. “You continue to surprise me. When did you become so full of surprises, Robert Morgan?”

      “Around the same time Emma moved out,” I replied with a smile. “When I discovered there’s more to life than being a parent.”

      We didn’t talk much about it after that. We exchanged a look, a silent agreement passing between us, and then spent the rest of the evening watching TV, but I knew that—just like me—Diane was thinking about it all night.

      Tonight, we’d leave our bedroom door open. And whatever happened after that would change all three of our lives.

      DIANE

      I sat on the edge of the bathtub, razor in one hand, Robert’s electric trimmer in the other, contemplating my next move. At fifty-two, I’d never been particularly adventurous with my pubic grooming habits. Unlike many younger women, I’d kept things natural, although I’d almost maintained some basic trimming for tidiness. Robert had never complained. In fact, he’d once mentioned he liked that I maintained some evidence of my womanhood.

      But tonight was different. Tonight, we were taking things to a never-before-explored place, and suddenly, I wanted to surprise both my husband and the young man who was the target of our plan.

      “Am I really doing this?” I murmured to myself as I plugged in the trimmer.

      The buzz of the device seemed unnaturally loud in the quiet bathroom. I carefully shaped and trimmed the hair between my thighs, leaving a neat landing strip. I used the razor to make the sides and the areas around my slit soft and smooth. As I finished and examined my handiwork, I felt a strange mixture of embarrassment and exhilaration. It was such a deliberate act of seduction, so far outside my normal behavior.

      Jason. The thought of him sent a flutter through my stomach. What were we doing? Was I really considering this?

      I stepped into the shower to rinse away the trimmed hair, my newly exposed skin hypersensitive under the warm water. Robert and I had been married for nearly thirty years. We’d built a life together, raised three children, weathered countless storms. And now, as we moved onto the next stage of our lives, we were contemplating something that might irrevocably change our relationship.

      When I came out of the shower, I applied moisturizer to my face and neck, my movements deliberate as I tried to calm my racing thoughts. The strangest part was Robert’s enthusiasm. I’d never seen this side of him before—this desire to watch me with another man. Yet instead of feeling objectified, I felt... powerful. Desired. Alive in a way I hadn’t in years.

      I slipped into the silk nightgown I’d chosen—midnight blue, with thin straps and a neckline that dipped low between my breasts. Not too obvious, but certainly more alluring than my usual cotton pajamas. As I applied a touch of perfume to my wrists and behind my ears, I heard Robert moving around in the bedroom.

      “Are you almost ready?” he called.

      “Just a minute,” I replied, taking one last look at myself. My cheeks were flushed, my eyes bright with anticipation. I looked younger somehow, energized by the possibility of what might happen tonight.

      When I entered the bedroom, Robert was already in bed, the covers pulled to his waist, his chest bare. He’d lit the bedside lamps rather than the overhead light, casting the room in a warm, golden glow. His eyes darkened as they took in my appearance.

      “You look beautiful,” he said softly.

      I glanced at the bedroom door, still closed. “Should we...?”

      “Not yet.” He patted the bed beside him. “Come here first.”

      I slid under the covers beside him, immediately enveloped in his familiar warmth as he pulled me close. His lips found mine in a tender kiss that quickly deepened, his hand sliding up my thigh, pushing the silk nightgown higher.

      “Are you sure about this?” I whispered against his mouth.

      “I’m sure,” he murmured, his fingers sliding higher up my inner thigh. “The question is, are you?”

      I considered it. Was I ready to cross this line? To potentially invite another man—a much younger man—into our marital bed?

      “I think so,” I finally answered.

      Robert’s hand moved higher, finding the heat between my legs. I gasped as his fingers slipped beneath my panties, then he paused.

      “Well,” he began, his voice dropping lower, “what do we have here?” His fingers explored my newly exposed skin, tracing the neat landing strip I’d left. “You shaved for him.”

      “For both of you,” I corrected softly, cheeks flushing.

      Robert’s fingers continued their exploration, sliding between my lips, discovering how wet I already was. “I like it.” He circled my clit with gentle pressure. “So smooth.”

      I arched into his touch, my body responding instantly to the new sensation. “I’m so nervous,” I admitted breathlessly.

      “Doesn’t feel like nerves to me.” He had a knowing smile, his fingers gliding effortlessly through my slickness. “Feels like excitement.”

      “It’s Both.”

      Robert kissed me again, his fingers continuing their skilled exploration. After so many years together, he knew exactly how to touch me, how to build my pleasure gradually. But tonight was different—charged with the knowledge of what might follow.

      The sound of the door came from downstairs. Footsteps downstairs made us both freeze. Jason was home.

      “I think,” Robert said, between kisses, reluctantly moving his hand away, “We’re ready.”

      My heart skipped a beat. “Okay.”

      He slid from the bed, crossing the room with confident strides. At the door, he paused, looking back at me with a question in his eyes. I nodded, and he opened it—just enough that Jason would have a clear view of our bed if he chose to look.

      Robert returned to bed, his movements unhurried, as if we weren’t potentially inviting a spectator to our most intimate moments. He pulled me close again, and his hands resumed their exploration of my body as we heard noises from the staircase.

      “He’s coming up,” I whispered.

      “Good,” Robert replied, his voice husky with desire. “Then he might take the invitation.”

      His mouth found my breast through the silk of my nightgown, the fabric dampening as he sucked gently on my nipple. I closed my eyes, giving myself over to the sensation, trying not to think about whether Jason would come. Whether he would watch. Whether he would join us.

      Robert pushed my nightgown up to my waist, then slid my panties down my legs. The cool air on my exposed pussy made me shiver—or perhaps it was the thought that at any moment, we might no longer be alone.

      “I want to lick you,” Robert murmured, moving down my body. “I want him to see you come.”

      The words sent a shock of arousal through me. Robert settled between my thighs, his breath warm against my pussy before his tongue found my clit. I gasped, my hands grabbing the sheets as he began to lick and suck with deliberate patience—not wanting to rush anything until Jason arrived. If he arrived.

      Lost in the sensation, I almost didn’t hear the soft creak of the floorboard outside our door. My eyes flew open, meeting Robert’s. He’d heard it too, but didn’t stop his attentions. Instead, he redoubled his efforts, his tongue circling my clit with increased pressure.

      I turned my head toward the door, my breath catching when I saw him there. Jason stood just outside, partially visible, watching as my husband pleasured me. Our eyes met, and I saw the naked desire in his gaze, the way his chest rose and fell with rapid breaths.

      Instead of embarrassment, I felt a surge of exhibitionistic pleasure. I kept my eyes locked with Jason’s as Robert’s tongue pushed me closer to the edge, my hips beginning to move against his mouth.

      “Hello, Jason,” I gasped, the words escaping before I could consider them.

      For a moment, Jason didn’t move, perhaps unsure if he’d heard correctly. Then, slowly, he stepped into the doorway, fully visible now. He’d changed into grey lounge pants, the outline of his erection clearly visible through the thin fabric. His chest was bare.

      “I’m sorry,” he murmured. “I was just passing by and... I couldn’t help but see. I’ll leave you to it.”

      Robert looked up from between my legs and turned, his chin glistening with my arousal. “Don’t apologize,” he said calmly. “We left the door open for a reason.”

      “You did?” Jason’s eyes moved from Robert to me and back again, obviously confused.

      “Of course,” I replied, making no move to cover my nakedness, my nightgown still bunched around my waist, my legs spread, my wet pussy on full view. “We wanted you to see.”

      “It’s natural for a young man to be curious,” Robert added, his hand resting possessively on my thigh.

      Jason took a tentative step into the room. “I don’t understand. You’re... okay with this?”

      “More than okay,” I said softly. “Robert knows everything—about this morning, about how we’ve been looking at each other. He’s fine with it.”

      “Better than fine,” Robert corrected, his eyes dark with desire. “I want you to watch us. Diane finds it exciting. So do I.”

      “I’ve never...” Jason hesitated, taking another step closer. “…done anything like this before.”

      “Neither have we,” I admitted, feeling a surge of power as his eyes traveled over my exposed body, coming to rest between my spread thighs.

      Robert moved to sit beside me and rested possessively on my thigh. “Why don’t you come closer? If you want to, that is.”

      Jason approached the bed, his eyes locked on my body. “You’re beautiful, Diane.” His voice was rough. “Both times I’ve seen you naked… I haven’t been able to think about anything else since.”

      Encouraged, Robert gently pulled my nightgown up and off, leaving me naked on the bed. I resisted the urge to cover myself, instead letting both men have their fill.

      “Jesus,” Jason breathed, his eyes roaming over my body.

      Robert smiled, proud. “Thirty years, and she still takes my breath away.” His hand moved to cup my breast, thumb brushing over the nipple. “Would you like to touch her?”

      Jason swallowed. “Yes, if that’s okay...”

      Robert looked at me, waiting for my consent. I nodded, my heart pounding so hard I was sure both men could hear it.

      “Come here,” I said, patting the bed on my other side, trying not to appear as nervous as I felt. “Sit.”

      Jason sat carefully. The mattress dipped under his weight. For a moment, no one moved. Then, slowly, he reached out, his hand hovering just above my breast.

      “It’s okay,” I whispered, my breath catching in anticipation of his touch.

      I felt my breath catch as Jason’s hand hovered above my breast, his fingers trembling. This moment was surreal—me lying naked on my marital bed, my husband of thirty years watching intently as this young man prepared to touch me for the first time.

      “It’s okay,” I whispered, my eyes locked on his, encouraging him.

      When his fingers finally made contact with my skin, I nearly gasped aloud. His touch was different from Robert’s—tentative yet eager, his hands smoother, younger. I’d been fantasizing about this moment since I first noticed the way he looked at me, imagining those strong hands exploring my body late at night when I touched myself.

      Jason cupped my breast, and I watched his face as he felt its weight in his palm. My nipple hardened against his thumb, sending sparks of pleasure through my body. There was something profoundly exciting about being touched by someone new after decades with only Robert—the novelty of it, the forbidden thrill.

      When Jason leaned down, his eyes seeking permission, I nodded eagerly. The first touch of his mouth on my nipple sent a jolt of pleasure straight between my legs.

      “Yes,” I breathed, my back arching slightly as he sucked gently.

      “If you like her tits, wait until you play with her pussy,” Robert urged, moving his hand from my thigh. “She’s been thinking about your fingers inside her all day.”

      My cheeks flushed at the truth he exposed. I had been thinking about it—obsessively, shamelessly. I parted my legs in invitation. My heart hammered against my ribs. I’d never been fingered by anyone but Robert since our wedding day. The anticipation was almost unbearable.

      Jason traced fingers slowly down my stomach, his touch reverent. When he encountered the soft, smooth skin there, and then the strip of fine hairs, he quietly marveled, “You shaved. I like it.”

      “Good,” I sighed. When his fingers reached my clit, my breath caught. He paused, and I feared he was reconsidering everything. “That’s it. Don’t stop,” I whispered, my hips nudging toward him of their own accord.

      His fingers slid through my folds, finding me embarrassingly wet. I’d been aroused since dinner, knowing what we were planning. The extended foreplay had left me slick and ready.

      “She’s so wet,” Jason said, sounding awed.

      “She gets like that when she’s really turned on,” Robert replied with a knowing smile. “Show her what you can do with those fingers.”

      Jason’s fingers caressed my swollen bud. It was so different from Robert’s familiar touch. Where my husband knew exactly which patterns made me respond, but Jason’s tentative exploration was incredibly arousing. When he slipped a finger inside me, I clenched around him, my body welcoming the intrusion.

      “More,” I gasped. One finger wasn’t enough—not when I’d been fantasizing about having all of him inside me.

      He added a second finger, curling them forward in that come-hither motion that always hit precisely the right spot. I arched sharply, a moan escaping me before I could contain it.

      “Right there,” Robert encouraged him, his voice rougher now. “Keep doing exactly that.”

      Jason established a rhythm that had me writhing within minutes, his fingers moving in and out while his thumb found my clit. The dual stimulation was exquisite. I’d forgotten what it was like to be played with by someone who was still learning my body—the intensity of it, the freshness.

      “God, Jason,” I moaned, gripping his forearm. “That feels amazing.”

      Robert leaned down to kiss me, his familiar taste grounding me even as my body responded to being finger-fucked by another man. When he pulled back, I saw only love and desire in his eyes.

      “I want to see you go down on her,” he told Jason.

      His words sent a thrill through me. In our thirty years together, Robert had always been an enthusiastic and skilled lover, but watching him direct another man in pleasuring me was a whole new level.

      Jason slid between my thighs without hesitation, replacing his fingers with his mouth. The first broad stroke of his tongue drew a shudder from me, my hands instinctively finding his hair. “Yes,” I encouraged, guiding him to the right spot. “Just like that.”

      I was lost in the sensation of his mouth on me, his tongue alternating between broad strokes and focused attention on my clit. Robert continued caressing my breasts, whispering in my ear—how beautiful I looked, how much he was enjoying watching me with someone else.

      “Show him how much you like it,” Robert encouraged. “Let go, Di. Let him make you come.”

      My thighs began to tremble as Jason found just the right rhythm, just the right pressure. When he slid two fingers back inside me while sucking gently on my clit, the dual stimulation pushed me over the edge. My orgasm crashed through me with unexpected force, my body arching off the bed.

      “Oh god, yes!” I cried out, waves of pleasure radiating outward from my core.

      Jason continued his attentions through my climax, gentling his touch as the intensity subsided. When I could focus again, I found both men watching me—my husband with loving familiarity, Jason with triumph in his eyes.

      “Come here,” I said, my voice husky with satisfaction and renewed desire.

      Jason moved up my body, and I reached for the waistband of his sweatpants, suddenly desperate to see his cock again, to pleasure him as he’d pleasured me. He helped me, pushing them down and kicking them off.

      When his erection sprang free, I couldn’t help but stare. His dick was significantly larger than Robert's—both longer and thicker, with a pronounced upward curve. The sight sent a fresh wave of arousal through me. I’d never been with anyone so well-endowed, and the prospect was thrilling but also slightly intimidating.

      “Oh my,” I breathed, unable to tear my eyes away. His cock stood proudly in front of him, the head flushed and glistening with a bead of pre-cum. I glanced at Robert -and saw that he was clearly impressed.

      I reached out, wrapping my hand around him experimentally. He was hot and hard, yet the skin was incredibly soft. Jason groaned at my touch, his hips jerking involuntarily.

      A powerful curiosity overtook me. I wanted to taste him, to feel that impressive length stretching my lips, filling my mouth. After so long with only Robert, I was suddenly ravenous to experience this new body and discover how different he might feel inside me. Would he stretch me more? Would that curve hit spots Robert couldn’t reach?

      I glanced at my husband, seeking final permission. Robert nodded, flushed, his eyes burning for her.

      With that silent approval, I leaned forward, my mouth watering with anticipation as I prepared to take Jason between my lips and discover precisely how he tasted.

      JASON

      “My turn,” she said, pushing me onto my back.

      Before I could process what was happening, Diane had straddled my thighs and was bending down, her hair tickling my stomach as her mouth approached my cock. The first touch of her lips against the head sent a shock of pleasure through me.

      “Fuck,” I gasped when she took me into her mouth.

      Robert moved closer, sitting beside us and watching his wife suck my cock with the skill of a mature woman. There was no hesitation in her actions, no shyness—just the confidence of a woman who knew exactly what she was doing.

      “She’s amazing, isn’t she?” Robert said, his hand stroking Diane’s back as she continued to work me with her mouth.

      I could only nod, words failing as Diane took me deeper, her tongue swirling around the head before sliding down my shaft. The wet heat of her mouth was incredible, her technique perfected over decades of experience.

      “If she keeps that up, I’m not going to last,” I confessed, my hands clenching the bed sheets to keep from grabbing her head.

      Robert chuckled. “Di, I don’t think our young friend is used to getting his cock sucked so well.”

      She released me with a final, teasing lick, looking up with a satisfied smile. “We can’t have that, can we? Not when there’s so much more I want to do with him.”

      The promise sent another surge of blood to my already throbbing cock. Diane moved up my body, her tits brushing against my chest as she leaned down to kiss me. I tasted my salty pre-cum on her lips.

      “I want to watch you fuck,” Robert growled, low and intense.

      Diane and I broke our kiss, both turning to look at him. There was no jealousy in his expression—only desire.

      “Is that what you want?” Diane asked, her hand wrapping around my length, wanking me off slowly. “Would you fuck an older woman like me?”

      “Hell, yes,” I managed, my hips involuntarily thrusting into her grip.

      She smiled, then looked at her husband. “And you’re sure you’re okay with another man’s cock going inside my pussy?”

      Robert nodded, his own erection showing through the sheet he’d drawn across to cover his lower half. “I’ve never been surer of anything.”

      Diane straddled me, her dripping-wet pussy hovering just above my throbbing cock. She reached between us, positioning me at her entrance.

      “Please,” I whispered, my hands coming to rest on her hips, trying to pull her onto me. I was beyond pride or pretense.

      “Please what?” she teased, rubbing the head of my cock through her wetness.

      “Please let me fuck you. I want to fuck you so much, Diane.”

      Robert moved even closer, his hand resting on Diane’s lower back. “Give him what he wants, Di. Fuck the guy.”

      With agonizing slowness, Diane lowered onto me. The first stretch of her pussy lips around the head of my cock drew groans from both of us. She was tighter than I expected, enveloping me slowly, inch by inch.

      “Oh, yes,” she moaned, her head falling back as she took me fully inside. “You feel so good.”

      I could barely breathe as she took me completely, my cock buried to the hilt inside Robert’s wife. “Please,” I moaned, fingers digging into her hips. “Ride me.”

      Diane began to rock against me, her inner muscles gripping me with each movement. Robert watched us intently, his hand stroking his cock beneath the sheet.

      “Fuck me, Jason,” Diane begged, her pace increasing. “I need you to fuck me.”

      As I thrust up into her welcoming body, I caught Robert’s eye over Diane’s shoulder. I saw no jealousy or regret, but pure excitement at seeing his wife with someone else.

      ROBERT

      I was transfixed by the sight of my wife of thirty years lowering herself onto another man’s cock. Jason’s face contorted with pleasure. His hands gripped Diane’s hips as she took him inch by inch. I should have been filled with jealousy, rage even, but instead I felt an overwhelming arousal unlike anything I’d experienced before.

      “How does he feel?” I asked, voice rough with desire. He was so much bigger than me. His cock must have been hitting her cervix or at least pressing deeper into her than I’ve ever been.

      Diane turned to me, her eyes glazed with pleasure. “Big. So big, Rob. Big and hard. It almost hurts, but in a good way.”

      I was unable to resist touching her as Jason thrust up into her, the sound of their bodies connecting filling the bedroom. My hand found her breast, teasing her nipple the way I knew she loved. Diane cried out, her thighs tightening as she slammed up and down on Jason’s shaft.

      “That’s it,” I encouraged, my free hand pushing away the sheets that I’d used to cover my smaller cock. I was so horny I ceased caring what he thought of my more modest cock. “Just fuck her like I’m not here.”

      He nodded, his face strained with the effort of maintaining control. When Diane began to tremble, her movements becoming erratic, Jason showed surprising patience. His pace slowed, while he ground upwards, prolonging her pleasure.

      “Oh fuck, I’m coming!” she cried, her body arching as the orgasm took her.

      I watched in awe as my wife came on another man’s big cock, her face transformed by ecstasy, her body shuddering with release. It was the most beautiful, most erotic sight I’d ever witnessed.

      As her climax subsided, Jason gently lifted Diane off him and positioned her on hands and knees. He looked to me for permission, which I granted with a nod.

      “Fuck her hard,” I urged, kneeling beside Diane’s head. “As hard as you can. She likes it rough after she’s come.”

      Jason moved behind her, his cock glistening with her juices. With one powerful thrust, he buried himself balls deep, drawing a sharp cry from her.

      “Yes!” she gasped, pushing back against him. “Don’t hold back. Just fuck me.”

      I guided her head toward my own neglected erection. “Suck me while he fucks you,” I commanded softly.

      Diane took me into her mouth eagerly, her technique made sloppy by the force of Jason’s thrusts behind her. Watching my wife service me with her mouth while another man pounded into her was almost too much to bear.

      “Jesus, she’s tight,” Jason groaned, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks. “So fucking wet.”

      “Pull her hair,” I suggested, knowing one of Diane’s secret pleasures. “Not too hard, just enough to⁠—”

      Jason gathered Diane’s dark hair in his fist, pulling gently. The effect was immediate—she moaned around my cock, her eyes rolling back with pleasure.

      “That’s it,” I encouraged, watching Jason find the perfect rhythm, the perfect angle to make my wife whimper with each thrust. “Make her take all of that beautiful big cock of yours.”

      Diane released my dick, gasping for air. “Harder,” she begged, looking back at Jason over her shoulder. “Fuck me harder. Make me feel it tomorrow.”

      Jason needed no further encouragement. He increased his pace, his hips slamming against her ass with each thrust. The bed creaked beneath us, the headboard knocking against the wall with a steady rhythm that would have embarrassed us if the kids were still home.

      “Change position,” I commanded after several minutes. I wanted to see him take my wife from a different angle. “Jason, on your back. I want to see her face while she fucks you.”

      They moved, Jason on his back with Diane straddling him reverse cowgirl style, facing me. I had the perfect view of his cock sliding in and out of her, her labia stretched around his considerable girth.

      “Touch yourself,” I demanded, stroking myself as I watched. “Show him how you like to play with your clit while you’re being fucked.”

      Diane’s fingers found her swollen bud, circling it as she rode Jason with increasing urgency. Her breasts bounced with each movement, her nipples hard and begging for attention. I leaned forward to take one in my mouth, sucking hard the way she liked.

      “Oh god,” she moaned, her movements growing more frantic. “I’m going to come again! You’re going to make me come again!”

      Jason gripped her hips, thrusting upward with powerful strokes. “That’s it,” he growled. “Come on my cock. Let me feel you squeeze me.”

      Her third orgasm was even more intense than the first, her entire body going rigid before shuddering violently. She cried out, the shriek of pure pleasure echoing off the bedroom walls.

      When she collapsed forward, spent, Jason carefully moved Diane onto her back. He looked at me like he wanted to know what came next.

      “My turn,” I said, moving between my wife’s thighs.

      Diane looked up at me with heavy-lidded eyes, her large tits still heaving from her orgasm. “Yes,” she whispered. “I want you both.”

      I entered her in one smooth thrust, groaning at the sensation. She was incredibly wet, her inner walls still pulsing from her climax. The knowledge that I was feeling the effects of another man’s attentions only heightened my arousal.

      “How does she feel?” Jason asked, echoing my earlier question.

      “Looser,” I confessed. “Your cock has stretched her out. I love it.”

      I established a rhythm different from his—slower but harder, the way I knew Diane needed it after intense orgasms. She reached up and caressed my chest, her eyes locked on mine with such love and gratitude that any lingering doubts I might have had evaporated completely.

      “I love you,” she whispered, for my ears alone.

      “I love you too,” I replied, bending to kiss her deeply.

      Jason watched us from beside the bed, wanking himself back to life as I made love to my wife. After a few minutes, Diane reached for him, guiding him to kneel beside her head.

      “I want to suck that big cock again,” she moaned, turning to take him into her mouth.

      Watching my wife sucking another man’s dick while I was inside her pushed me dangerously close to the edge. I slowed my thrusts, not wanting this to end too quickly.

      “Change again,” I demanded, withdrawing reluctantly. “I want to watch you finish her off.”

      Jason nodded, moving between Diane’s legs as I took his place by her head. She welcomed him eagerly, wrapping her legs around his waist as he entered her with a single powerful thrust.

      “Fuck!” she cried out, her back arching off the bed. “You go so deep.”

      I guided my cock to her lips, which she parted eagerly. The dual penetration—Jason in her pussy, me in her mouth again—seemed to drive her wild. She sucked me with renewed enthusiasm, her moans vibrating around my shaft as he relentlessly pounded into her.

      “I’m getting close,” Jason warned, his movements becoming erratic.

      “Me too,” I admitted, the sight of them together pushing me toward the brink.

      Diane released my cock, looking up at both of us with fire in her eyes. “Come all over me,” she begged, her voice husky with need. “Both of you. I want to see you both come.”

      The request—so dirty, so unlike the Diane I’d known for thirty years—nearly made me come on the spot. Jason withdrew from her, stroking himself rapidly as he moved up her body.

      “Where do you want it?” he asked, his voice strained.

      “Everywhere,” she replied, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. “My face, my tits, wherever you want.”

      I positioned myself on her other side, jerking my cock so quickly it was a blur. Diane looked from Jason to me, her expression one of pure desire.

      “Yes,” she panted, her hands moving to her breasts, pushing them together, offering them to us. “Give it to me! I want it all!”

      Jason came first, with a guttural groan that seemed to come from his toes and ripple right through his body. The first rope of his release landed across Diane’s cheek, the second on her parted lips, the rest decorating her neck and tits in pearly strands.

      “So much cum,” Diane gasped, just as another jet hit her in the mouth. She swallowed it, sluttily licking her lips.

      The sight of my wife marked by another man’s semen pushed me over the edge. My orgasm crashed through me with undeniable force, my release joining Jason’s on her upturned face and heaving breasts.

      Diane moaned with satisfaction, her tongue darting out to taste the mixture of both our loads on her lips. Her fingers trailed through the evidence of our pleasure, rubbing it into her skin like some obscene lotion. She was like… a porn star. What had I unlocked in my lovely wife?

      “That was...” I began, words failing me as the last drips of cum left me, along with all the testosterone-fueled energy in my body.

      “Fucking amazing,” Diane finished for me, her smile radiant despite—or perhaps because of—the mess we’d made of her.

      Jason collapsed beside her, his chest heaving with exertion. “I’ve never had such incredible sex,” he admitted.

      I moved to the bathroom to get a warm washcloth and returned to gently clean Diane’s face and body. The tenderness of my devotion seemed to touch her deeply. She caught my hand, pressing a kiss to my palm.

      “Thank you,” she whispered. “For everything.”

      As the three of us lay together in the afterglow, I marveled at the unexpected turn our empty nest story had taken. What had begun as a practical solution to an empty house had evolved into something none of us could have anticipated—something that, against all odds, felt right.

      SIX MONTHS LATER

      “Are you sure you have everything?” Diane asked, watching Jason load the last of his boxes into his car.

      “I think so,” he replied, closing the trunk. “If I’ve forgotten anything, I know where to find you.”

      The past three months had transformed our lives in ways none of us could have anticipated. What began as a single night of exploration had evolved into a regular arrangement. Three or four times a week, Jason would join us in our bedroom—sometimes with me participating, sometimes with me simply watching as he and Diane had sex in endless positions. The sounds of their lovemaking had become as familiar to me as my own heartbeat. The sight of my wife’s pleasure at his hands became a gift I never tired of unwrapping.

      “We’re going to miss you,” I said, extending my hand. “The house will be too quiet without you.”

      “Especially the bedroom,” Diane added with a meaningful smile that made Jason blush.

      He shook my hand, then pulled me into a brief hug. “I’ll miss you both, too. This has been... well, life changing. You’ve taught me so much.”

      Diane giggled at his thinly veiled double entendre and stepped forward, embracing him tightly. “Thank you,” she murmured against his chest. “For making me feel like a woman again. For making me feel desirable. For some of the best orgasms I’ve ever had in my life. And remember, if you’re ever passing by, call in. You’re always welcome here.”

      Their kiss was deep and passionate. The kind of kiss that spoke of how close they’d become. I watched without jealousy, only appreciation for how Jason had helped my wife rediscover aspects of her sexuality that had lain dormant for years.

      As he drove away, Diane leaned against me, her hand slipping into the back pocket of my jeans in a gesture that had become more frequent since our arrangement with Jason began. She was more tactile now, more overtly sensual in her body language.

      “I’m going to miss having him in our bed,” she sighed. “In my pussy.”

      “And your mouth. And your ass.” They’d had anal sex, something I’d never done with Diane. I kissed her temple. “I know. But remember what we talked about?”

      She looked up at me, her eyes brightening. “The new applicant? Is he coming today?”

      “Any minute now,” I confirmed, checking my watch. “His name’s Alex. Twenty-seven, doctoral student in marine biology.”

      A car pulled up, as if on cue. Diane smoothed her dress—a sundress she’d chosen deliberately for its low neckline and the way it hugged her curves—and gave me a quick, conspiratorial smile.

      The young man who stepped out was even more attractive than his photo had suggested—tall and broad-shouldered, with sun-kissed skin and bright blue eyes that widened appreciatively as they took in Diane.

      “Mr. and Mrs. Morgan?” he asked, extending his hand. “I’m here about the room. Alex Peterson. Thank you so much for the chance to interview.”

      “Please, call us Robert and Diane,” my wife said, her hand lingering in his longer than necessary. “Come in. We’re very interested in getting to know you better.”
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      Tom slides a mug across the island like he’s serving a stranger in a diner instead of his wife of twenty-eight years. Steam curls between us, the only thing rising in our house lately. I dunk the teabag, watch the brown swirl, and try to pretend everything is fine.

      “Big day.” His voice is almost shy, and he looks nervous. He pulls an envelope out of his pocket and taps the edge on the granite countertop. My name, Rachel, in his blocky print, is visible on the outside.

      The last time he wrote me a note was fifteen years ago, when I was on a work trip and he wanted to remind me of how much he loved me. That was back in our good years when the kids were teenagers, and they didn’t want to be around old mom and dad. Tom and I had a lot of free time on our hands—which led to a lot of sex.

      Yeah, those really were the good days. Not like now, when I can’t remember the last time his hands slid beneath my nightgown. Three months? Four? The calendar of our dead bedroom keeps expanding.

      I look pointedly at the envelope. “What’s that? A goodbye letter for my trip?”

      “Something like that.”

      I’m leaving today to visit my old college roommate. We’ve stayed friends all this time. I actually wouldn’t be surprised if Tom was asking for a divorce, since I planned on doing some thinking about what I want out of life on my trip. We’re more like roommates than a married couple, and that’s not all his fault.

      It’s been a year since our youngest moved out, and the house is so damn empty now. Hollow. Like our marriage. I haven’t been in the mood for sex, and he stopped trying after I rebuffed his advances a couple of times. Now he watches porn in the bathroom when he thinks I’m asleep, and I use my vibrator on myself when he’s out of the house, coming hard to fantasies I’d never admit to out loud.

      Tom won’t look at me. The man who once bent me over every piece of furniture in this house can’t meet my eyes across a three-foot counter. A pit opens in my stomach as he slides the envelope to me.

      I try not to show how much I’m dreading whatever is in the note as I open the envelope. Inside is a small piece of light pink paper, like the permission slips we used to sign for the kids. The words on it are printed from the computer:

      
        
        FIND-YOUR-FIRE PASS

        Good for ONE (1) consensual sexual encounter with the partner of your choice.

        Redeemable anytime during your girls’ trip. No guilt, no secrets.

        Mandatory vivid retelling upon return.

        Expires Sunday, 11:59 p.m.

      

      

      I blink and then freeze as I stare at it. What the hell?

      My first response is to laugh—because what else is someone supposed to do when their husband is acting insane?

      I set the note down. “You’re joking.”

      Tom’s ears flush. “I’m not. We’re stuck, Rach. Maybe a hard reboot will kick us out of sleep mode.”

      The shock makes my heart thump against my ribs. He might have already gotten me out of sleep mode with just this ridiculous suggestion. “So, you want me to cheat? And then give you the highlight reel like I’m reading a smutty book?”

      “It’s not cheating if I give you permission. It’s a hall pass. Call it an experiment.”

      Heat floods my cheeks—and lower. God, why does the idea light me up? My clit pulses with sudden interest, like it’s been waiting for this exact moment to wake up. Probably because I’m a bored slut who misses being wanted, misses feeling desirable instead of invisible.

      “You’d really be okay hearing me gush about some random stud’s cock?” I whisper the word cock as if the kids are still around and I don’t want them to hear me.

      He mirrors my hushed tone, as if he’s feeling the same way. “I think I’d be hard before you finished the first sentence.”

      My nipples pebble beneath my cotton shirt, betraying what my carefully controlled expression tries to hide. Christ. I squeeze my thighs together, already feeling wetness gathering between them. My body’s betraying me with the speed with which it responds to this twisted scenario.

      “Bold of you to assume it’d even happen. I’m fifty, Tom. I’m not exactly hot stuff anymore.”

      He moves around the counter, and I swivel in my chair to face him. “Fifty looks filthy on you.” He leans in, brushing his lips gently over mine as if rediscovering the shape of my mouth. The kiss ends before I can sink into it.

      “Take the pass even if you don’t use it. Knowing you could might spark something.”

      I clench my thighs tighter, trying to contain the insistent throb between them. Heat radiates outward from my core, making my skin hypersensitive. Every nerve ending awakens and demands attention. I should be offended. Should tell him he’s lost his mind. Instead, my entire body hums with anticipation, as though I’ve been unconsciously waiting for this permission all along.

      There’s another version of me—perhaps younger, definitely bolder—who’d already be reaching for his zipper, who would drop to her knees to show him exactly what his suggestion has awakened. She’d make him regret and celebrate his dirty mind in equal measure.

      I study my loving, still-handsome husband, and something bittersweet twists inside me. If we were in our thirties, I’d tease him about this fantasy. But we’re not. We’re fifty and desperate for something to shatter this numbness. We need a defibrillator for our flatlined marriage.

      What if I actually use it? Just once. Just to feel desired again. Just to feel anything beyond the heavy, suffocating silence of our empty home. Just to have hands on my body that don’t know every inch by memory.

      My body buzzes as I imagine surrendering to someone new—a nameless, faceless man with hungry eyes and greedy hands. He’d take me raw while my husband waits at home, fully aware of what I’m doing. God, the thought tempts me more than I want to admit.

      I slide the note back into the envelope and place it on the counter. “Fine. I’ll consider it, but I’m not promising I’ll use it.”

      “Promises are boring,” he says, his eyes finally blazing with a fire I haven’t witnessed in years. “Temptation is hotter.”
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        * * *

      

      Our three-bedroom suburban castle echoes with emptiness we don’t know how to fill anymore as I fold a silk blouse and tuck it into my suitcase. Tom watches from the doorway, his gaze tracking every movement like a starving man memorizing his last meal.

      “Four days with Lisa,” he finally says, breaking the silence. “Your first real vacation in years.”

      “Since Chloe’s graduation.”

      I add the jeans I bought on impulse last month to the suitcase—the ones that cup my ass like possessive hands, making me look ten years younger. I’ve never had the courage to wear them in public.

      “Lisa says we’re going to be wild. Whatever that means at our age.”

      Tom’s mouth curves into that mischievous half-smile of his that I love so much. “I remember your wild years. That weekend in Cabo...”

      Heat blooms across my cheeks, and I suddenly wish the ceiling fan was on. “Jesus, Tom. That was before kids.”

      “Before mortgage payments and college funds and climbing career ladders.” He crosses to me, his hands settling on my hips. “Before we became responsible adults who stopped fucking in restaurant bathrooms.”

      His touch ignites something dormant—a banked ember finding oxygen. I lean into him, drawing in the familiar cedar-and-soap scent that’s been on my pillows for the last twenty-eight years. “We can’t exactly go back to that.”

      “Can’t we? What if that pass isn’t just permission? What if it’s a dare?”

      My breath catches. “A dare?”

      “To remember who you were when responsibility didn’t weigh you down.” His lips brush the shell of my ear, sending electricity down my spine. “To remember the girl who used to come so hard she’d bite my shoulder to muffle her screams.”

      Wetness floods between my legs, sudden and shameful and so fucking welcome. “Tom...”

      “Use the pass, Rachel.” His voice drops an octave. “Then come home and tell me every filthy detail while I fuck you senseless.”

      I turn in his arms, searching his face for doubt or jealousy. The only thing I see is hunger. “You’re really serious about this, aren’t you?”

      “Dead serious. I want to hear how wet you get for someone else. How you spread your legs and take his cock while thinking of me. I’m going to be jerking off to the thought of you being used and coming home to me.”

      “Fuck,” I whisper as an involuntary shiver of pleasure ripples through me. “When did you get so kinky?”

      “Maybe I always was. Maybe we both need to remember that.”

      He winks at me and walks out of the room, and I stand there feeling like my brain is scrambled. What the hell has gotten into my husband? Or better yet, how do I encourage this side of him to stay around?
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        * * *

      

      Six hours later, my suitcase thuds into the overhead bin in the airplane, and I sink into the window seat. My body still buzzes from our goodbye kiss—the one that reminded me I’m the woman who used to blow Tom in stadium parking lots after football games.

      I text Tom.

      
        
          
            
              
        Rachel

      

      
        I’m buckled in and ready to go!

      

      

      

      

      

      I start to hit send, but hesitate before adding:

      
        
          
            
              
        Rachel

      

      
        Got your “pass” in my purse. Doubt I’ll need it.

      

      

      

      

      

      After it’s delivered, three dots appear as he replies.

      
        
          
            
              
        Tom

      

      
        Use the pass. [image: winking face]

      

      

      

      

      

      My stomach flips like I’m sixteen again. I picture him at his desk, hand on his cock as he thinks about me with another man. The intense throbbing in my pussy makes me shift in my seat to try to ease the pressure.

      The pass is tucked into my purse, nestled in the side pocket with my passport. I’m aware of its presence, like it’s pulsing. Like it’s alive.

      What kind of wife even considers using something like that? One whose husband hasn’t looked at her—really looked at her—in months. One whose orgasms are the battery-operated kind or the pulse from the handheld shower nozzle. Someone like me.

      As the plane climbs into the clouds, I glance at the man across the aisle. He’s got a salt-and-pepper beard and large hands. He’s reading a paperback, and his thick fingers catch my attention. I suddenly can’t stop imagining those fingers inside me.

      Jesus Christ. I’m barely off the ground, and already my slut switch is flipped to full power. I don’t think my husband realizes what he’s unleashed.

      2

      Lisa opens the door barefoot with a wineglass in one hand and a devilish smile on her wine-stained lips.

      “Finally!” she squeals, hugging me so hard my suitcase handle nearly slips from my fingers. “You look like you recently had good sex. I approve.”

      “Jesus, Lisa.”

      “What? You do! You’ve got that glow like you were just fingered in your Uber.”

      I laugh because she’s not far off, even though I didn’t have actual sex. “Tom gave me a bit of a wild sendoff.”

      “Oh? Tell me the details!”

      “Later. After I get tipsy.” My pussy still pulses at the memory of the conversation with Tom before I left, and his permission slip burning a hole in my purse.

      She drags me inside, shows me the guest bedroom, and thirty minutes later, we’re headed to her favorite bar. I’m wearing a low-cut top I wouldn’t dare put on in my own ZIP code and those tight jeans that make my ass look like I’m still thirty-five.

      “We’re free now,” she says as we slide into our booth with drinks. “No husbands. We have four days just for us. I want to see you drunk and thoroughly inappropriate.”

      Her husband is on a work trip, and she has the week off, which is why we planned for me to visit. I take a slow sip of my strawberry margarita, enjoying the tart sweetness. “You might get your wish.”

      We toast to freedom from life’s responsibilities, and as I drink, I scan the room. Every man who walks in gets a silent appraisal—like I’m on the hunt. The thought makes my cheeks flush.

      “So…” Lisa’s eyes glitter. “What’s this wild sendoff Tom gave you? Did he finally break out the handcuffs?”

      I laugh. “No, he gave me a hall pass.”

      Lisa chokes mid-sip, coughing as tequila burns the wrong way. “He what?”

      “A permission slip. To fuck someone else while I’m here.”

      “Holy shit. And you’re just mentioning this now? Rachel!”

      “I’m not going to use it,” I insist, but my voice wavers, betraying me.

      “Bullshit.” She grins. “Your nipples just got hard thinking about it.”

      I cross my arms over my chest. “It’s cold in here.”

      “It’s eighty degrees and you’re blushing. Have you ever done this before? Is Tom into sharing you? That’s called a hotwife, right?”

      I blink at her, unwilling to admit I’m not familiar with the term. “We’ve never done this before. Tom thinks we need to shake things up. And apparently, me getting railed by a stranger is his idea of a good time.”

      “And you’re into the idea?”

      I drain my glass instead of answering, the alcohol warming my veins, loosening something deep inside me. “Another round?”

      She winks. “Oh, honey, we’re just getting started.”

      We’re three drinks in, my body humming with liquid courage, when the singer steps onto the small stage with a guitar. He’s in his early fifties, maybe, with salt-and-pepper stubble, and tanned forearms roped with muscle, and eyes that pierce through the crowd. His first power chord reverberates through my body, settling between my legs with a throb that makes me press my thighs together.

      Lisa whistles low. “He could be your hall pass.”

      I choke on my drink. “Jesus, Lisa.”

      “What? Paul and I roleplay hall passes all the time. I’m living vicariously.” She winks and slides out of the booth. “Bathroom. I’ll be back. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.”

      The guitarist looks over the crowd and catches my eye. A slow smile curves his mouth—not practiced or slick. He leans into the mic. “This one’s for the beautiful stranger in the back.”

      His rich baritone slides over the room like warm honey. Goosebumps race across my arms as he sings about desire and connection. My throat goes dry, and I try to tell myself that the wetness between my legs has nothing to do with him.

      When the song ends, the bar applauds while my heart hammers. Lisa isn’t back, and I grab my purse, ready to flee to the restroom before I do something reckless.

      But he’s already making his way through the crowd toward me, eyes never leaving mine. There’s a quiet confidence in the way he moves—not predatory, but certain.

      “I hope I didn’t embarrass you,” he says when he reaches me, voice carrying that same warmth from his singing. “You looked like you could use a song.”

      It’s hard to concentrate with him standing so close to me when I want to reach out and touch him to see if his arms are as muscular as they appear through his shirt. My mouth somehow works. “I was just going to look for my friend.”

      “Stay for a drink? I don’t usually do this, but there’s something about you.” He smiles, and the lines around his eyes crinkle. “I’m Aidan.”

      God, I should find his words cheesy. Instead, my body responds with a pulse of heat between my legs.

      “One drink,” I hear myself say. “Nothing else.”

      His smile widens. “One drink it is. And you are?”

      “Rachel.”

      Across the room, Lisa emerges from the restroom, spots Aidan, and raises both eyebrows. I shrug helplessly, my body making decisions my brain hasn’t authorized.

      As Aidan signals the bartender, my phone vibrates. I glance down at the screen and see a message from Tom. Are you thinking about it?

      It’s like he can see into my soul from half a continent away. I tuck the phone into my purse without responding. Oh yeah, I’m thinking about it all right, but that’s all I’m determined to do. I’m not the type of woman who sleeps with other men, hall pass or not.

      The server sets two bourbons down at the table, and Aidan takes a sip of his. His gaze meets mine, and I smile in appreciation.

      I lift my glass, swallow fire, and temptation roars to life in my veins.

      “So, Rachel, what brings you to this little coastal paradise?”

      “Girls’ trip. Visiting my friend Lisa.” I nod toward her. She’s chatting with the bartender, deliberately giving us space.

      His eyes drop to my wedding ring, not judgmental, just curious. “And your husband doesn’t mind you having drinks with strange men in bars?”

      The question sends electricity through my body. “He encouraged it, actually.”

      Aidan’s eyebrow rises slightly. “That’s...not what I expected to hear.”

      “You have no idea.” I take another sip of bourbon, letting it burn down my throat, emboldening me. “He, um, gave me a pass for the trip.”

      Fuck, what am I doing?

      His voice drops lower. “A pass?”

      “Permission to explore.”

      I can’t believe I’m saying this to a stranger. My face must be scarlet, but the confession makes my pussy clench. Aidan sets his glass down carefully, his musician’s fingers long and graceful.

      “And are you...exploring?” he asks.

      “I’m having a drink with a musician I just met. That’s all.” But my body calls me a liar. My nipples are hard, and my pussy is wet.

      “If that’s all you want.” His eyes hold mine, serious now. “I’m only in town for a few days to play at the bar, and I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t hoping for more.”

      I don’t know what to say to that, so I take another sip of bourbon. I’ve had way too much to drink tonight to make good choices, and for once I wish I could just let go and do something crazy like fuck Aidan in the bathroom. But that’s not me.

      We spend the next hour talking about real things—his music career that never quite took off but still brings him joy as he travels to play in small bars, my empty nest, the way life surprises you in your fifties. His laugh is genuine, his attention undivided. No practiced lines, no games—just a man who seems interested in me and some no-strings fun.

      When Lisa finally comes over and says she’s ready to head home, I’m both relieved and disappointed. She looks at me pointedly when she asks if I’m staying, but I quickly assure her I’m coming with her.

      As I say goodbye, Aidan takes my hand. “I’ll be playing here the next two nights.” His thumb brushes across my knuckles, sending sparks up my arm. “In case you decide you want more than just a drink.”

      I nod, not trusting my voice, and follow Lisa out of the bar, my body humming with unspent desire and the knowledge that for the first time in decades, I’m truly tempted.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Back at Lisa’s place, I lock myself in the guest bathroom. My panties are glued to my pussy, and I’m damp with sweat and arousal. I toss away clothes like they’re burning me, like they’re evidence of a crime I haven’t committed yet.

      I step under a cold shower, but it’s useless. The icy spray just makes my nipples harder, more sensitive. Every droplet feels like a fingertip—his fingertip. I keep seeing Aidan’s hands on his guitar, the way those callused fingers worked the strings. How they’d feel working me open.

      Tom’s voice echoes in my head, louder than the water drumming against the tile. “Use the pass.”

      Later, I sprawl naked on the guest bed, sheets twisted around my ankles. The ceiling fan whirs above me, but it just pushes hot air across my fevered skin. My phone glows in the darkness, accusatory. Waiting.

      I open our text thread, thumb hovering over the keyboard. What would I even say?

      Hey hon, I met someone I wanted to fuck so badly I nearly dragged him into the bathroom.

      He sang to me, and my pussy hasn’t stopped throbbing since.

      If I close my eyes, I can still feel his breath when he leaned in to say goodnight.

      I don’t type any of them. Instead, I open the audio app. Hit record.

      “Tom,” I whisper, voice raw with need. “I met someone at a bar tonight, and I wanted to use the pass. God, I wanted to come home to you wrecked and leaking.”

      I slide my hand between my legs, and my fingers glide through slick folds. I gasp at how swollen my clit is, how it pulses against my fingertips.

      “His name is Aidan. He plays guitar, and his fingers...” I bite my lip, remembering the way they plucked the strings. “God, Tom, I kept imagining them inside me, stretching me open while you listened.”

      My fingers circle my clit now, and my hips rise off the mattress, chasing the pleasure.

      “He asked if my husband minds. I told him you gave me permission.” My breath hitches as I slip two fingers inside myself, curling them to find that spot that makes my thighs shake. “The way he looked at me after that...like I was already naked. He told me he wants more.”

      I’m panting now, the phone still recording every desperate sound. My pussy clenches around my fingers, greedy for something thicker, longer.

      “I’m so fucking wet thinking about him. About you listening to this.” I add a third finger, stretching myself, imagining it’s Aidan’s cock. “About you stroking yourself while I tell you how badly I want to let another guy fuck me.”

      My orgasm builds, coiling tight at the base of my spine. “Would you like that? Hearing how he filled me up? How I begged for it like the slut I am? How I came on his cock thinking of you jerking off to the sounds?”

      The pressure peaks, and I come with a strangled cry, body arching off the bed, pussy spasming around my fingers. Wave after wave of bliss crashes through me, more intense than anything I’ve felt in months. My thighs tremble, stomach muscles clenching as I ride out the aftershocks.

      When I finally catch my breath, I realize the recording is still going. I can hear my ragged breathing, the wet sounds as I slowly withdraw my fingers from my dripping cunt.

      “I didn’t fuck him tonight,” I whisper into the phone. “But I wanted to. I still want to. And knowing you want me to...it makes me so fucking wet I can barely think straight.”

      I don’t hit send. But I save it. And I fall asleep with one hand pressed between my thighs, the other curled around the phone, dreaming of Aidan’s hands on me and Tom’s voice in my ear, urging me to take what I need.

      Maybe tomorrow I’ll be brave enough to press send. Maybe tomorrow I’ll be brave enough to use the pass for real.
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      I wake sticky and throbbing from my sinful dreams of Aidan’s tongue tracing filthy promises up the inside of my thighs. I didn’t come in my dream, but I woke up panting, fingers still pressed against my swollen clit.

      Lisa drags me to the beach after breakfast. I let the salt wind hit my face and pretend the ocean isn’t whispering, do it do it do it, with every crash against the shore.

      She studies my flushed cheeks. “You better fuck him tonight.”

      I snort. “You’re supposed to be my moral compass.”

      “Honey, I’m the friend who once helped you sneak a guy into our dorm room while your RA was sleeping ten feet away. I’m Team Orgasm.”

      I laugh, but it catches in my throat. Tom unleashed something in me with that pink permission slip, and now it’s clawing its way out.

      “So, what did you guys talk about last night?” Lisa digs her toes into the sand and looks like she’s settling in for a long gossip session.

      “Nothing much. We had one drink. He asked about Tom.”

      “And did you tell him about the pass?”

      “I might have mentioned it.”

      Lisa whistles low. “Girl. Your pussy is practically sending smoke signals for him.”

      “I am not—” I was about to tell her I don’t want to fuck him, but the lie dies in my throat. Yeah, I do. I’ve been wet since the moment he locked eyes with me across that bar.

      “Look,” Lisa says, suddenly serious. “Let’s be honest here, we’re not getting any younger. If you have permission and you’ve met a guy who turns you on, why not? I’d be all over that.”

      I stare at the horizon, where blue meets blue in an endless line, and suddenly I can’t remember any of my reservations. “I don’t know why I’m hesitating.”

      “Then stop overthinking. Tonight, we’re going back. You’re wearing that black dress with the slit up to your hip. And if you don’t come home thoroughly fucked, I’m disowning you as my best friend.”

      I shove her playfully, but something uncurls in my chest—permission layered on permission, like nesting dolls of desire. Each one opening to reveal something more forbidden, more delicious.

      After a bit, we stroll the boardwalk, eat ice cream, and pretend we’re normal women on vacation. But all I can think about is Aidan’s hands spreading my thighs open, pinning my wrists, his cock filling me up until I can’t remember my own name.

      My phone buzzes.

      
        
          
            
              
        Tom

      

      
        How’s the beach?

      

      

      

      

      

      I snap a selfie—wind-tousled hair, sun-kissed shoulders, eyes bright with secrets.

      
        
          
            
              
        Rachel

      

      
        Beautiful. Tempting.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Tom

      

      
        The beach or something else?

      

      

      

      

      

      My pussy clenches so hard I have to press my thighs together as I respond.

      
        
          
            
              
        Rachel

      

      
        Someone else. The guitarist at a bar last night.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Tom

      

      
        Tell me everything.

      

      

      

      

      

      So, I do. How Aidan sang to me. How his eyes undressed me. How I told him about the pass, and he didn’t flinch.

      
        
          
            
              
        Tom

      

      
        Are you wet thinking about him?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Rachel

      

      
        Soaked. My panties are ruined.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Tom

      

      
        Good. I want you dripping when he fucks you. I want him to feel how wet my wife gets.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Rachel

      

      
        What if I can’t go through with it?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Tom

      

      
        Then come home and tell me how close you got. But Rachel?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Rachel

      

      
        Yes?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Tom

      

      
        I want you to try. For both of us. I want you to come home and tell me how hard you came for him.

      

      

      

      

      

      I whimper at his text, and my nipples harden. I squeeze my thighs together, feeling the slickness gather between them. What kind of wife gets this turned on by her husband’s permission to fuck someone else? The kind who’s been sleepwalking through her marriage for too long. The kind who’s finally waking up.

      
        
          
            
              
        Rachel

      

      
        I’ll text you tonight. But here’s a preview.

      

      

      

      

      

      I send him the audio I recorded last night.

      
        
          
            
              
        Tom

      

      
        I’ll listen to this and be waiting. Hard.

      

      

      

      

      

      I tuck my phone away just as Lisa returns, a new shell necklace dangling between her breasts.

      “Ready for lunch? There’s a place on the pier with amazing tacos.”

      “Sounds good.” It’s a lie. Food is the last thing on my mind, and all I can taste is anticipation.

      I can’t wait for tonight.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      We’re back at the bar, and my pulse is already racing. I wear the black dress Lisa insisted on—the one with the thigh-high slit that flashes skin with every step and a neckline that dips so low my usually hidden cleavage is practically begging to be touched. My fuck-me lipstick screams take me against a wall until I can’t remember my own name.

      “I’ll get the drinks,” Lisa says, nudging me toward the back. “Go find us a good spot.”

      I weave through the crowd, feeling eyes track the sway of my hips. The place is packed tonight, and Aidan’s already on stage, strumming his guitar and singing something bluesy. He’s rolled up the sleeves of his dark button-down, exposing those forearms that haunted my dreams all day. When he sings into the mic and strums his guitar, the muscles in his arms ripple, and I imagine clinging to his shoulders while he pounds into me until I’m sobbing his name.

      I slide into an empty booth and spend a minute enjoying the music before Lisa returns with our drinks. She gives me a knowing smirk as she sits down. “Remember, vacation doesn’t count. That’s the rule.”

      I’m about to remind her that marriage doesn’t typically come with fidelity breaks when Aidan glances up mid-sing and spots me. His eyes lock onto mine across the crowded room, and my pussy instantly floods with heat. He finishes the song with a flourish, then leans into the mic, his voice a smoky promise that reaches straight between my legs.

      “Ladies and gentlemen, this will be my last song for the night.” The crowd groans in disappointment, but he’s still looking only at me. “Thought you might come back,” he says, his gravelly voice sending shivers down my spine. “Wrote this for you.”

      The lyrics are pure sin. It’s a song about wives on loan while the husbands beg to listen. My clit pulses in time with every strum of his guitar, every verse is an invitation, and my nipples tighten painfully as he sings innuendos about married pussy getting stretched by new cock.

      When it ends, the bar erupts in applause. I’m trembling so hard that the ice clinks in my glass.

      Lisa grins like she’s just watched me get finger-fucked under the table. “I’m heading out. Early yoga. You got this.”

      “You’re leaving me?” I hiss in panic, feeling like I’m sixteen again and about to lose my virginity.

      “You don’t need a chaperone. You need to fuck that fine specimen.” She kisses my cheek, whispering, “Text me if you need me,” and disappears.

      Aidan packs away his guitar quickly, exchanges a few words with the bartender, then disappears briefly through a door behind the bar. He returns without his guitar case, his eyes locking onto mine as he navigates through the crowd. There’s something predatory in his gaze that makes my pulse quicken—a confidence that says he knows exactly what I’m thinking. What I’m wanting. The permission slip practically burns through my purse to scorch my thigh.

      He moves toward me purposefully, weaving between tables, acknowledging compliments on his performance with quick nods without breaking our eye contact. My heart slams against my ribs so hard I’m certain he can see my pulse fluttering at my throat. I take a long sip of my drink for courage as he slides into the booth across from me.

      “My husband knows I’m here,” I blurt out before he can speak.

      His eyes darken as he leans forward. “Does he know you’re about to let a stranger make you scream until your throat’s raw?”

      My thighs quiver, and I squeeze them together. “Can we record it? Me screaming?” I didn’t plan to record tonight. I didn’t even know I wanted it until the words tumbled out, but his song about the husband listening made me want to offer that to Tom.

      Aidan’s mouth curls into something wicked. “Yes. Then he can hear me wreck your married pussy the way you both want.”

      I stand before I can change my mind. “Then let’s get out of here.”

      We step into the night air, and his smile ignites my skin like wildfire. “My hotel’s across the street, unless you have something different in mind.”

      “That’s perfect, and close enough.” The words come out husky, a desperate confession of how badly I need this.

      He laughs. “Impatient. I like that.”

      His room is on the tenth floor, and the moment the elevator door closes, Aidan pins me against the mirrored wall, one thigh wedged between mine. His mouth crashes down, and the taste of bourbon and mint explodes on my tongue as his hands squeeze my ass.

      “Been thinking about this since I saw you,” he growls against my mouth.

      I moan, grinding shamelessly against his thigh. “How wet I’d be? How much you want to fuck me?”

      “How married you are.” He slides his hand up my thigh, pushing my dress up and fingering the edge of my panties. “How forbidden.”

      He rubs my pussy through the silk, and the pleasure makes me moan. I’m soaked, and the fabric of my panties clings to my folds like a second skin. The evidence of my arousal is humiliating and thrilling. I really am a slut, and I want to fuck someone other than my husband.

      “Mmm, drenched for me already.”

      The elevator dings, and he pulls away. My reflection in the mirrored walls stares back—flushed cheeks, swollen lips, eyes glazed with lust. I barely recognize myself.

      By the time we reach his room, my bra is unhooked beneath my dress, my pussy’s throbbing, and his zipper is down. I don’t even know how my legs are working.

      Inside, the lights are dim. The bed is made, crisp white sheets invitingly turned down. The anonymity of the hotel room feels perfect—a blank canvas for sin.

      He pins me against the door as soon as it’s closed and nibbles on my neck. “Rules?”

      “No condom,” I pant, shocking myself with the request. “I want to feel your cum inside me.”

      He groans like I just gave him the winning lottery numbers. “Good girl.”

      That praise melts me like butter on a hot skillet. Then I remember my earlier request. “Wait—the recording. For my husband.”

      Aidan’s eyes darken with interest. “You want to send him proof of how well you’re using his permission slip?”

      I nod, fumbling in my purse for my phone. My fingers tremble as I pull up a voice recording app. “He’ll want to hear everything.”

      “Dirty girl,” Aidan murmurs, taking the phone from my shaking hands. He taps the record button and places it on the nightstand. “Let’s make sure he gets a good show then.”

      He leans close to the phone, his voice dropping to a growl. “Hey there, husband. Just so you know, your wife’s about to get the fucking of her life. I’m going to ruin this sweet married pussy for you.”

      My clit throbs at his words, at the knowledge Tom will hear every moan, every slap of skin, every filthy thing Aidan says to me.

      “Now…” Aidan turns back to me, eyes predatory. “Where were we?”

      Suddenly, I’m desperate to taste a cock that isn’t my husband’s. I sink to the floor and pull his jeans down. His cock springs free—thick, veiny, already glistening with pre-cum at the tip.

      I wrap my lips around the head and suck slowly, savoring the salt-musk taste that’s both familiar and thrillingly new. He fists my hair, the slight pain sending sparks down my spine to my already-swollen clit.

      “Should I tell your husband how good you suck cock?” he asks loudly enough for the recording. “Should I take pictures of your red lipstick staining my cock for him?”

      Oh fuck, that’s hot. My mouth is too full of his cock to answer, and it doesn’t seem like he actually wants one. He fucks my mouth steadily, and I gag, drool, hum around him. I imagine Tom is in the room watching my depravity, and it makes me feel like even more of a slut.

      “Fuck, your mouth is heaven,” Aidan hisses, guiding - himself deeper. “Take more.”

      I relax my throat, let him slide in until my nose brushes his pelvis. My eyes water. My pussy throbs, empty and aching to be filled.

      “Who owns this throat?” he demands roughly.

      “My husband,” I whimper when he lets me up for air. “But you can borrow it.”

      “Fair enough.”

      He fucks my mouth again for a few more strokes, then pulls free with a wet pop. “Up. I need this pussy.”

      He spins me around and bends me over the bed. My dress rides up, and he groans at the sight of my black panties stretched across my ass.

      “Christ, you’re gorgeous,” he says, palming my cheeks, spreading them to expose my slick entrance. He yanks my panties down, and I look over my shoulder at him and watch him ball them into his pocket.

      “I’m keeping these as a souvenir,” he explains. “Something to remember how I ruined a stranger’s wife.”

      The degradation sends a fresh wave of arousal through me, my cunt clenching around nothing. I feel empty, desperate to be stretched and filled.

      “Your pussy is going to feel so good wrapped around my cock.”

      He drags his crown through my folds, teasing my entrance, collecting my wetness. I buck against him, desperate for him to fuck me and give me what I’ve been craving since the moment I saw him on stage.

      “Please,” I whimper, beyond any shame or hesitation. “Don’t tease me.”

      He grabs my hips and slams into me. I scream loudly, the sound ripped from somewhere primal, and pray the people in the next room can’t hear.

      “That’s it,” he growls. “Take it, slut.”

      He’s thicker than Tom, stretching me in ways I haven’t felt in close to thirty years. Each thrust feels like he’s reshaping me from the inside out, claiming territory that’s been neglected for far too long.

      He pounds deep, fast, relentless. Every thrust punches the breath from my lungs. My cunt clenches around him, greedy and wet, sucking him deeper each time he pushes in.

      I’m delirious from the pleasure, and I sob, “Fuck me harder. Fill me. Give me your cum!”

      He laughs, delighted by my desperation, and hauls me upright. He turns me to face the desk and the mirror on the wall. He bends me over the edge but holds onto my hair, forcing me to look in the mirror as he pounds into me again.

      I see us. See the fucked-out look on my face, mascara smeared, lipstick destroyed. See my tits bouncing out of the top of my dress with every thrust.

      “Look at yourself,” he commands. “Look at what a slut you are for my cock.”

      I can’t look away. The woman in the mirror is desperate and beautiful. Her lips are swollen from kissing, her eyes glazed with lust. She looks nothing like the suburban mom who used to volunteer at bake sales and go to a weekly book club.

      She looks alive and awakened.

      “What are you?” he asks, tightening his grip in my hair and pulling hard enough to make my pulse thunder.

      “A tempted wife,” I cry, the confession ripping through me. “A slut!”

      “Whose cum do you want?” His hips slap against my ass harder, the sound of skin on skin echoing in the room, the desk knocking against the wall in a rhythm that screams a slut is being used.

      “Yours now. His later.” My voice breaks on a moan as his cock hits that perfect spot inside me. “Oh god, I’m going to come.”

      He reaches between my thighs and rubs my clit fast and rough, the perfect pressure. I detonate—screaming and trembling as pleasure crackles through me like lightning, white-hot and all-consuming. My vision blurs, my legs buckle, and only his grip on my hair keeps me upright.

      “That’s it,” he groans. “Milk my cock with that married pussy. Make me fill you up.”

      My orgasm triggers his. He slams in deep and spills inside me, hot and endless. I feel it everywhere—pulsing, flooding, making my head spin with the knowledge that I’m being filled with another man’s cum for the first time in decades.

      “Fuck,” he pants against my neck. “Your pussy is fucking incredible.”

      He stays buried inside me for a moment, then slowly pulls out. Cum leaks from my pussy and drips down my inner thigh. I stare at myself in the mirror, mesmerized by the woman who just fucked a man who isn’t her husband—all with Tom’s permission.

      Aidan helps me stand up and then spins me around. He kisses me deeply, his hands cupping my face with surprising tenderness. “You’re not done yet, are you?”

      I shake my head, still hungry despite the orgasm that just shattered me. “No. I want more.”

      He smiles wickedly and starts peeling my dress off. “Good, because I’ve been dying to see these tits properly.”

      My dress falls to the floor, followed by my bra. He cups my breasts and flicks his thumb over my nipples. “Perfect,” he murmurs, lowering his head to take one in his mouth.

      I moan as he sucks hard, sending jolts of pleasure straight to my already sensitive clit. His teeth graze my nipple, and I arch into him, greedy for more.

      He lavishes attention on both breasts, but I can tell he’s getting impatient. When he stops sucking on them, he undresses quickly, revealing the body of a man who works out. He’s muscular, and his well-defined chest makes me want to lick him all over. His cock is already hardening again, and it glistens with our combined wetness.

      “On the bed,” he commands, and I crawl onto the mattress, feeling his gaze on my ass as I move.

      He follows, lying on his back, his cock throbbing proud against his stomach. “Ride me,” he says, patting his thighs. “I want to watch those tits bounce while you fuck yourself on my cock.”

      I straddle him eagerly, positioning his tip at my entrance. I’m still dripping, making me slick and ready. I sink down slowly, savoring the stretch, the delicious fullness of taking him again so soon.

      “Fuck,” I gasp as I bottom out, his cock buried to the hilt inside me. “You’re so deep this way.”

      He grasps my hips, guiding me into a rhythm. “That’s it. Use my cock. Let your husband hear how well you fuck another guy.”

      I start to move, rising and falling on his shaft, finding an angle that hits that magical spot inside me with every downstroke. My tits bounce wildly as I ride him harder, chasing another orgasm.

      “Look at you,” he growls, his eyes dark with lust as he watches me take my pleasure. “Such a hungry little slut. You needed this, didn’t you? Needed a new cock to remind you what a fucking sex goddess you are.”

      “Yes,” I moan, grinding down harder. “Needed it so bad.”

      He reaches up and pinches my nipples, rolling them between his fingers. The slight pain makes me clench around him, and he groans in response.

      “Tell me how much you love my cock,” he demands, thrusting up to meet me. “Tell me how much better it feels than your husband’s.”

      The words are filthy, forbidden, and they make my pussy flood with fresh arousal. “It’s so fucking good,” I pant, bouncing faster.

      He slaps my ass hard, the sting making me yelp. “Are you a slut for it?”

      “Yes!” I cry out, shameless now and lost in the pleasure. “I’m a slut for your cock and loving every second.”

      He slides his hand between my legs and rubs my clit in circles. The pleasure makes my thighs shake.

      “And who’s going to make you come again?”

      “You are,” I whimper, my walls starting to flutter around him. “You’re going to make me come so hard on your big fucking cock.”

      “That’s right,” he growls, increasing the pressure on my clit. “Come for me. Come all over this cock while your husband listens to what a filthy slut you are.”

      The reminder that we’re recording this for Tom pushes me over the edge. I come with a scream, my pussy clamping down on Aidan’s cock in rhythmic pulses. Stars explode behind my eyelids as pleasure courses through my body in waves.

      He flips us over without pulling out, pinning me beneath him. “My turn,” he growls, hooking my legs over his shoulders and pounding into me with renewed vigor.

      The new angle is so deep, I swear I can feel him in my throat. Each thrust hits spots I didn’t know existed, prolonging my orgasm until I’m sobbing with pleasure.

      “Going to fill this married pussy again,” he pants, his rhythm becoming erratic. “Going to send you home to your husband dripping with my cum.”

      “Yes,” I moan, digging my nails into his shoulders. “Do it. Fill me.”

      He comes with a roar, flooding me with another hot load. I feel it spurting inside me, coating my walls and turning my mind to mush.

      When he’s done unloading, he collapses on the bed next to me, both of us breathing hard. I reach for the phone, suddenly remembering the recording. I giggle, a sound of pure feminine satisfaction, and speak into the microphone. My voice is raw and fucked-out.

      “I love you, Tom. Can’t wait to tell you everything when I get home.”

      I tap the stop button, saving the evidence of my delicious transgression.

      Afterward, I lie on the bed, limbs like jelly. He wipes me down with a warm washcloth, kisses my thigh, and brings water.

      “Need anything, gorgeous?” His voice is softer now, almost gentle.

      “Maybe a priest,” I rasp, throat raw from moaning.

      He laughs. “You’re divine.”

      I sip the water, watching him move around the room. There’s no awkwardness between us. We’re just two people who’ve shared something intense and honest.

      “Can I give you my number?” he asks.

      I nod. “Sure.”

      He drops his number into my phone. “Call me if you’re ever in town and want seconds. I could be convinced to come back to the area again. Otherwise, I’ll be jerking off to this for years.”

      I smile, feeling deliciously used. “You’re obscene.”

      “Best compliment I’ve ever received.”

      He leans down and kisses me softly. “Your husband’s a lucky man.”

      “I’ll tell him you said so.”

      I’m wrecked, and I need to get back to Lisa’s and give myself time to process what I just did. Aidan orders me a ride share. I appreciate the gesture. Before I leave, he kisses me long and deep. It’s a goodbye kiss from a man I’ll probably never see again.

      When I let myself into Lisa’s house, it’s dark and quiet. I can tell she’s in bed. I go to the guest room, too tired to do anything but pull my dress and bra off and slide into bed.

      As I lie there, my eyes sting with unexpected tears. My pussy pulses, still sensitive from being stretched and filled. My whole body aches in the most beautiful way. I spread my legs, scoop his cum with my fingers, and lick them clean. I imagine Tom watching me do this—cleaning another man’s cum from my body—and my pussy clenches again.

      I grab my phone, suddenly wanting to share this moment with Tom. My fingers hover over the keyboard, then my heart pounds as I type.

      
        
          
            
              
        Rachel

      

      
        Are you awake?

      

      

      

      

      

      His response comes almost immediately.

      
        
          
            
              
        Tom

      

      
        Yes. Did you use the pass?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Rachel

      

      
        I did. Want to see what he did to me?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Tom

      

      
        God yes. Show me.

      

      

      

      

      

      My pussy throbs at his eagerness. I spread my legs wider and take a picture of my swollen, cum-leaking pussy. The flash illuminates everything—my reddened folds, the white streaks of another man’s seed glistening on my thighs, the way my pussy looks used.

      I hit send before I can second-guess myself. It doesn’t take long for my husband to reply.

      
        
          
            
              
        Tom

      

      
        Fuck, I’m so hard right now.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Rachel

      

      
        I recorded it all for you, if you want to hear it. He came inside me twice. I can still feel him.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Tom

      

      
        Please send it. I need to hear it. I can’t wait to fuck you.

      

      

      

      

      

      His reply makes me giggle. I feel powerful and desired.

      
        
          
            
              
        Rachel

      

      
        Not yet. You’ll have to wait.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Tom

      

      
        Please, Rach. I’m begging you. Send me the audio.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Rachel

      

      
        Nope. I’ll give it to you right before I get on the plane. Patience, my love.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Tom

      

      
        You’re killing me, but I love you. Come home to me.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Rachel

      

      
        I love you too. Just two more days and then I’m all yours again.

      

      

      

      

      

      I put my phone down, smiling in the darkness. I fall asleep with my hand between my legs, Aidan’s cum still leaking from me, and Tom’s love wrapping around me like a blanket.

      4

      The wheels hit the tarmac, and my whole body jolts—harder from arousal than turbulence. I’m a sticky, wrecked mess under this sundress thinking about what Tom is going to do to me when I get home.

      Three hours in coach while I rested my eyes and daydreamed about my night with Aidan, but this time, Tom was there watching.

      My phone pings the second airplane mode turns off.

      
        
          
            
              
        Tom

      

      
        Once we’re home, you’re mine.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Rachel

      

      
        Just landed. I’m soaked.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Tom

      

      
        Good. Bring the mess to Daddy.

      

      

      

      

      

      Daddy. That’s new. It shouldn’t work, but it does. My pussy clenches, and I have to squeeze my thighs together.

      Tom is picking me up, and every step through the terminal is one step closer to him. I’m conscious of how I walk because I feel different. There’s a new energy inside me, and I can’t wait to have my husband’s arms wrapped around me. I hope he’s really okay with everything I’ve done.

      Tom’s pacing at the airport exit like a man possessed. His eyes lock on mine across the crowd—dark, hungry, feral. He’s not the same man who kissed me goodbye just days ago. This Tom looks ready to devour me whole.

      I’m grateful I only packed a carry-on so we could skip the baggage claim. He doesn’t say anything, just grabs my hand and speed walks me out to the parking garage. As soon as we’re at the car, he presses me against the side of it and growls, “Show me.”

      I glance around the parking garage. No one else is close.

      I slide my hands under my dress and between my legs, slipping two fingers beneath my panties and into my slick folds. I glide them through the sticky wetness and hold them up. My arousal glazes my fingers.

      He takes them into his mouth, licking them clean without breaking eye contact. “It tastes like another man’s sin,” he rasps. “But it’s mine now.”

      On the twenty-minute drive home, I give him the highlights of the night with Aidan, even though I know he listened to the audio.

      “He called me a filthy slut and said I needed his cock to remember I was a goddess.”

      Tom grips the wheel with one hand while he rubs himself through his jeans with the other, like he might lose his mind before we get home.

      “And did you remember?” His voice is strained.

      “Did you hear the audio?”

      “Heard it. Almost lost it when you came.”

      I give him a teasing smile. “Then you know I remembered.”

      At the last red light, he leans over, drags my top down, and pinches a nipple so hard I gasp.

      “Did you like being a filthy slut?”

      “I loved it,” I pant.

      “So did I.”

      We barely make it inside the house before he’s on me. We abandon my carry-on in the entryway, and he drags me into the kitchen and lifts me onto the granite island. He tears my panties down and sniffs my pussy like it’s a goddamn vintage wine.

      He groans. “Still soaked.”

      I whimper, spreading my legs wider, offering myself up to him.

      Instead of tasting me like I expect, he pulls me off the counter and turns me around, bending me over it. I hear his zipper a second before his cock slams into me. One brutal thrust that has me crying out in pleasure.

      “Feel that?” he pants, drilling into me. “That’s my cock taking back what’s mine.”

      Every thrust slams me into the counter. He’s feral, and I love it. Obscene wet noises fill the kitchen as he fucks me furiously.

      I sob, squeal, beg.

      “Tell me everything,” he growls. “You let him finish inside?”

      “Yes. Twice. I came so hard.”

      He pounds into me harder, then suddenly pulls out.

      “Bedroom,” he barks. “Now. I want to hear you beg me to fuck you, and after you come, you’re going to thank me for the hall pass.”

      Oh fuck, why is that so hot? I stumble down the hall on trembling legs. My pussy is hungry for more, despite being so thoroughly used.

      In our room, our wedding photo stares at me from the dresser. Twenty-eight years of marriage, and somehow, this filthy, forbidden thing is what’s bringing us back to life.

      I yank my dress off, and it drops to the floor with my bra and panties. His shirt and pants join my clothes in a pile. I kneel on the edge of the bed and lower my head to the mattress to give him a graphic view.

      His hands are on my ass, spreading me open, and he groans, “Jesus, Rachel, so fucking wet.”

      He slides two fingers inside, pulls them out coated with wetness, and smears it up my spine like he’s painting me.

      “Imagine there’s still some of his cum inside you,” he says as he slides inside me slowly. My body tightens like it’s been starving for this part, and my head spins from pleasure.

      He grasps my hips and pulls out all the way and slams back into me. “Whose pussy is this?”

      “Yours,” I gasp. “Always yours.”

      He fucks me hard, like a man possessed.

      “Beg to come,” he growls, hand fisting in my hair, yanking my head up.

      I moan, “Oh god, please let me come. I’m yours. Always yours. Now, please let me come!”

      He lets go of my hair, and I hang my head while he slaps my ass hard. “That’s right. I gave you permission to play, but now I’m taking you back.”

      He reaches around and rubs my clit with the precision of a man who’s known my body for decades.

      “Come for me. Show me how much you need me.”

      I break apart, howling, gushing. My pussy convulses around him, gripping and releasing in waves that seem to pull his orgasm from him. He roars, slams deep, and comes so hard I feel the pulses flood every inch of my insides.

      He stays buried, cock softening, sealing me full.

      We collapse sideways, tangled in each other. I’m trembling, overstimulated and blissed-out, my skin humming with electricity.

      Tom strokes my hair, kisses my shoulder. “Didn’t know hearing you fuck another man would make me love you even more.”

      Tears sting behind my eyes as I snuggle into his arms. “I didn’t know doing that would make me crave you like I was twenty-five again. Thank you.”

      We shower together and laugh like newlyweds as we soap each other up. He washes my hair, his fingers massaging my scalp. I get a little too frisky and end up on my knees, taking him in my mouth.

      Before he comes, he lifts me and presses me against the shower wall and enters me again—slowly this time, more tenderly.

      “Can’t get enough,” he murmurs against my neck. “Want to keep you full of me.”

      I wrap my legs around his waist to take him deeper. “Then don’t stop.”

      After the shower, I sit on the edge of the bed, drying my hair with a towel. Tom comes in, and his eyes lock on mine with a hunger that sends shivers down my spine. He pushes my legs open gently, kneeling between them, and examines the pink, swollen evidence of my adventures.

      “Beautiful,” he whispers and kisses my inner thigh. “My tempted wife.”

      I can feel the love radiating from him, the pride and the desire all mixed into one.

      Once we’re in bed, he holds me close, his arms wrapped around me like he’s afraid to let go. He kisses me softly and murmurs against my lips, “So, what should we do next on the find-your-fire tour?”

      I giggle at the idea, feeling a warmth spread through my body. Yeah, my husband is crazy, but I love him for it. “You could always watch next time.”

      His cock twitches against my leg, and his voice is thick with desire as he says, “We could take a road trip. I bet there’d be plenty of guys in bars wanting to fuck you.”

      I grin and tease him. “Book it, Daddy.”

      He laughs, a deep, throaty sound that vibrates through me, and kisses me like a man who finally remembers what passion tastes like.

      “Next time,” he whispers against my lips, “I want to see a cock stretching you. I want to watch your face when he hits that spot that makes you scream.”

      His words make my head spin, and I can feel the heat rising on my cheeks. “And after?” I whisper.

      “After, I’ll fuck you while you’re still dripping,” he growls, his eyes dark with lust and love.

      The thought sends a fresh wave of arousal through me, and I can feel my pussy clenching in anticipation. “God, Tom. When did you get so filthy?”

      He smiles, a wicked glint in his eyes. “When my wife came home after fucking another man and looking happier than she has in years.”

      I wrap my arms around his neck, pulling him close. “I love you. This doesn’t change that.”

      “I know,” he murmurs, his lips brushing against mine. “It just makes it hotter.”

      The pass may have expired, but the heat? Oh, the heat’s just getting started.

      

      Lacey Cross is a wife sharing erotica writer with over 100 short stories published since she started in 2021. Her stories emphasize the pleasure found from the wife living her best slut life. She explores themes of freeuse, submissive hotwives with dominant bulls, BDSM... and oh-so-many men.

      If you want more first-time hotwife stories, check out the Hotwife Starter Pack series on her website.
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      It was misty when Sue Wheeler’s plane touched down at San Francisco International Airport, but the rain was coming down hard by the time she finally collected her luggage and made it through the line of travelers waiting for a taxi downtown.

      It had been a long day. Up at the crack of dawn to head into work to finish two reports and grab her presentation slides, then off to the airport to make a ten o’clock flight that was delayed until noon. She spent four plus hours in the air sitting next to a single mother with her three-year-old, and instead of napping, like she had planned, she spent the entire flight listening to the kid wailing to his mother, loud enough that even her noise-cancelling earbuds couldn’t block it out.

      Sue wished her company had splurged for the business class upgrade, but a recent slump meant she had to fly economy. All she wanted to do was get to the hotel, take a hot shower, and slip into a nice, comfy hotel bed, but that was still nearly an hour’s drive away in the heavy evening traffic.

      She wondered what her husband was doing at that moment. He was still asleep when she’d left the house that morning, one of the perks of working from home.

      When her turn came at the head of the taxi stand line, the driver, a white man, about her age, loaded her bag into the trunk while she slipped into the backseat.

      “Where to?” he asked, checking his mirrors before slipping into traffic.

      “The Hyatt Regency,” she said, closing her eyes, hoping for a little nap.

      Michael had asked her to text him as soon as she landed, but she wanted to wait until she got settled into the hotel, where they could Facetime and maybe partake in a little sexting to relieve the stress of the day. God, it had been a long time since they’d done anything like that.

      The Giants game was playing on the radio, and Sue was about to put in her earbuds when the taxi driver asked, “Do you want me to change the station?”

      “No, that’s fine. I’m just going to take a little nap anyway.”

      The driver turned off the ballgame. “That should help.”

      “Thanks,” Sue said, tucking her phone and earbuds back into her purse. She leaned her head against the window and watched the darkening landscape pass by through the streaks of raindrops that slid down the glass.

      “You look familiar,” the driver said, just as Sue was about to nod off.

      “Huh?” she said, startled by the driver’s statement.

      “Sorry, it’s just that you look so familiar.”

      Sue looked into the rearview mirror. She saw friendly, but unrecognizable, brown eyes set in a face weathered by time.

      “I think you’re mistaking me for someone else,” Sue said as she slowly closed her eyes.

      “You’re probably right. You probably just have one of those faces,” he replied.

      Sue peeked through her fluttering eyelids to see if the driver was still looking at her, but the reflection in the mirror showed he was concentrating on the early evening traffic. She closed her eyes, hoping for a little rest, but try as she might, she couldn’t fall asleep. Something nagged at her.

      Sue looked at the driver’s taxi medallion hanging from the sun visor. Harvey Chance, it read.

      “Fuck me,” she whispered under her breath.

      “Something wrong?” Harvey asked.

      “No. No. Just remembering something I forgot.”

      Sue fumbled in her purse for her phone and sent a quick text to her husband: Do you remember Harvey?

      She waited for a reply. And waited. And waited some more. Shit, why was it taking Michael so long to text back? He should have been sitting, eyes glued to the phone, waiting for her to text him. It felt like ages before he answered: Harvey who?

      Finally, she thought, so frustrated she nearly said the words. She replied: Harvey Chance! What other Harvey did they know?

      Her husband immediately responded with an eggplant emoji. Sue snorted a laugh.

      “You okay back there?” Harvey asked.

      “Yeah, I’m fine, sorry.”

      Sue and Michael didn’t keep secrets. Each knew all about their spouse’s past sexual partners. Michael had slept with four women in college, before he met his wife. Sue had slept with three men: Billy, her high school boyfriend and first lover, a random frat boy in college, and Harvey.

      
        
          
            
              
        Sue

      

      
        Yeah, that Harvey.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Michael

      

      
        What about him? Her husband texted.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Sue

      

      
        He’s driving the cab I’m in.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Michael

      

      
        You’re telling me, your college lover is a taxi driver in San Fran?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Sue

      

      
        Yes, isn’t it amazing?

      

      

      

      

      

      Sue stared at the three blinking dots on her phone for an eternity. Her husband seemed to be having a hard time wording the proper response. He finally replied: Amazing? She was trying to decide how to respond to that when he followed up with: So, you guys catching up, what’s it been, 25 years?

      Shit, had it really been that long, Sue thought to herself. She fired off a reply, sharing that she hadn’t said anything to Harvey. Micheal’s follow-up surprised her. You should.

      
        
          
            
              
        Sue

      

      
        I’m not sure about that.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Michael

      

      
        Come on. What are the odds? Take advantage of this.

      

      

      

      

      

      Sue knew what her husband was implying, but she wasn’t sure it was the right thing to do. She looked into the mirror again. Harvey had his eyes on the road, but he flashed them her way for an instant before looking away again when their eyes met. It was in that instant that she decided to do what Michael suggested—to catch up with her old lover. But first, she had to be sure it was what her husband wanted.

      
        
          
            
              
        Sue

      

      
        Are you sure?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Micheal

      

      
        Yes

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Sue

      

      
        Absolutely sure?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Michael

      

      
        Yes!

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Sue

      

      
        Really Michael?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Michael

      

      
        Sue, you should catch up with your old boyfriend.

      

      

      

      

      

      Michael was a great father, a good friend, and her soulmate, and he also had a twisted sense of humor. They had had this discussion many times in the past, about what they would do if they met up with past lovers. Her husband knew what he was suggesting. He knew all about Harvey, how she met him, and how their relationship ended. He was asking her to walk down a dangerous path, one that led to a destination not easily returned from.

      
        
          
            
              
        Sue

      

      
        Okay, honey, I’m going to reminisce with my old boyfriend.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Michael

      

      
        Cool. Text me the details.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Sue

      

      
        Maybe.

      

      

      

      

      

      Sue watched the dots form as her husband typed his reply, but she tossed her phone into her purse before it came and turned her attention to Harvey. Their eyes met again for a brief moment, and she saw him trying to figure out how he knew her, but then his attention was back on the rainy Northern California evening.

      “You writing a book back there?” he asked. Sue saw the smile in his eyes.

      “Just chatting with my husband.”

      “So, you’re married?”

      “For almost twenty-five years.”

      “Bullshit,” Harvey said. Sue was surprised by the sudden abruptness. “You are not old enough to have been married for twenty-five years.”

      Sue couldn’t stifle her laugh. She knew she looked good for her age, but she also knew she was no longer the feisty young thing that drew all the attention when she walked into a room.

      “Okay, how old do you think I am?”

      “Not a day over twenty-nine.”

      Sue slapped the back of his headrest.

      “Liar!”

      He laughed before saying, “You think I’m stupid enough to answer that question?”

      That’s when Sue decided it was time to end this little charade.

      “So, Harvey Chance, how’s it been?” she asked.

      The man looked at her in the mirror, holding her gaze for a bit longer than she was comfortable with.

      “It’s been a fucking long time, Sue Stevens.” The taxi driver fixed his gaze back on the road but continued the conversation. “A lot of days and a lot of miles.”

      “You ever finish that book you were working on? The great American novel?”

      Harvey shook his head and laughed. “I’m driving a taxi, aren’t I?”

      Sue shrugged. “You could do both. And it’s Sue Wheeler, by the way.”

      “So, what have you been up to for the last two decades? Married, obviously.”

      “Happily,” she replied. Harvey scoffed but didn’t say anything. “Two kids, one just got married a year ago. Our youngest daughter just started college, and Michael helped her move into the dorm.”

      “No offense, Sue,” Harvey said, “but I’m more interested in what you’ve been up to than anything your husband’s been doing.”

      Sue thought for a moment. Funny thing was, her whole life for the past twenty-odd years had been devoted to her family. It had become a part of her, an integral part. Now that she was asked to think of something about herself that didn’t involve her husband or kids, she was at a loss.

      “How about starting with what brings you to San Francisco?”

      “I’ve got a presentation to give to a bunch of venture capitalists.”

      “What about?”

      “It’s not interesting.”

      “Try me.” Harvey was not going to let it rest.

      “Really, Harv, it’s a lot of technical shit.”

      Harvey smiled when he heard her use his old nickname. “Come on, Sue. We still have another half hour before we reach the Hyatt. Give me your elevator pitch.”

      “Fine,” she sighed.

      When her partners told her she should be the one to present to the money people, the last thing she’d have expected was to be giving her sales speech to her old college boyfriend from the back of a taxi. But there she was, laying out a rough sketch for a new data storage process that would revolutionize the internet. Or so she and her partners hoped. She was about halfway through the pitch when Harvey waved his hand.

      “Okay, enough. That’s a little too technical for me. Sounded like a Star Trek spec script.”

      It was Sue’s turn to laugh. “Remember when you tried actually writing a Star Trek script? You kept borrowing my engineering textbook, looking for techie-sounding words.”

      “Oh, I remember. I sent that one to Paramount. Never heard back.”

      “Their loss, I’m sure.”

      An uneasy silence filled the cab, broken only by the rhythmic sound of the windshield wipers cutting through the driving rain and the traffic that surrounded them.

      Sue felt a bit guilty about how easy it was to chat with Harvey—like the years hadn’t passed at all. It was like they were still in their early twenties, trying to figure out what they wanted to do with their lives and where their budding relationship was heading.

      The hotel came into view ahead of them. Harvey slowed and changed lanes to get over. Their time together was almost over, but there was so much more to be said. She was a little apprehensive about spending more time with him, but she wasn’t ready for things to end.

      “So, did you tell Michael—that’s his name, right?—that you’re riding in a taxi with your boyfriend?”

      “Ex-boyfriend.”

      He chuckled. “Ex-boyfriend, whatever. Does he know?”

      “Yeah. I don’t keep secrets from my husband.”

      “Good. Good.”

      Harvey went quiet, concentrating on maneuvering the cab through the busy surface streets. Sue could tell he was taking the long way because he didn’t want their time together to end either.

      Eventually, he pulled into the drop-off lane in front of the hotel. He put the cab in park and shut off the meter but didn’t get move to get her bag from the trunk.

      “Well, I guess this is it. We’re here.” Harvey turned around in his seat to address Sue directly and gave her the price from the meter. “Now, normally I wouldn’t charge an old girlfriend, especially one as beautiful as you. But it was a long drive, and my boss would kill me. And I need to make a living.”

      “I wouldn’t think of stiffing you,” Sue said, handing Harvey the cash.

      “But you could always make me stiff.”

      The boorish words for her ex-lover made Sue tense. She’d joked about Harvey’s eggplant-sized dick with her husband so many times, but when the man himself brought up his cock, she felt a deep tingle she hadn’t experienced in ages.

      “Sorry, I shouldn’t have said that.”

      “That’s alright. I wasn’t planning on tipping you anyway.”

      They both laughed, and Sue was relieved Harvey didn’t make any jokes about giving her more than his tip.

      “Well, I would love to sit and chat all night,” he said. “But I’ve got four hours left on my shift, and rent’s due on Wednesday.”

      Sue apologized for taking up his time. It was fun reminiscing, but life goes on.

      Harvey retrieved her bag from the trunk while she got out of the cab on the far side.

      “It was nice running into you,” she said and gave him a hug. They held each other close for longer than strangers would, but much shorter than old lovers should. She felt his cock rub against her leg through her slacks and his jeans. He felt so huge, and he wasn’t even hard.

      “We’ll have to do this again sometime,” Harvey said. “In fact...” He pulled out a business card. It was worn in the corners and had a few coffee ring stains. He handed it to Sue. “Here, that’s my number. Call me when you’re headed back to the airport. I’d love to drive you.”

      Sue took the card and tucked it into her breast pocket. “And I’d love for you to be my driver.”

      They shook hands like the old friends they were. Then Sue went off to check in, and Harvey left in search of his next fare.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Her heart raced as she stood in the elevator alone, heading toward her room. She watched the numbers tick up on the lighted screen above the panel of buttons. She couldn’t believe how unsettled she felt after running into Harvey, her old college boyfriend, a man she had nearly married. He wasn’t her first lover, but he was the best.

      The thought brought a wave of guilt, but she couldn’t lie to herself. Harvey had a large cock, and boy did he know how to use it. She leaned back against the wall of the elevator and recalled one of the many times she and Harvey made love in his off-campus apartment, where the smell of Old Spice and cheap weed always hung in the air.

      Sue felt a stirring in her core and wished she’d brought her favorite vibrator, but she never traveled with it to avoid any embarrassing TSA searches. A loud ding broke her carnal reminiscing. The elevator door opened, and she hurried down the hall to her room.

      Once inside she threw her bag onto a chair and plopped down on the bed. She wished her husband was there to fuck her. “No,” she said, voice breaking the quiet in the room, “I wish Harvey was here.”

      A dark cloud of guilt settled over her. Sue was a happily married woman and deeply loved her husband. Michael was a good man, a great father, and a tender lover. When they first got married, the couple had sex four times a week, sometimes more. Once James was born, that dropped to once, maybe twice, a week, and then it became monthly after Amanda came along.

      I can’t even remember the last time we had sex, she thought. After Michael helped Amanda move into her dorm about six months ago, they’d celebrated their new status as empty nesters by making love on the couch, in the shower, and on the guest bed that had once been James’s room. They didn’t touch their daughter’s bed. She laughed, recalling how it had felt like it was too soon for that.

      Sue touched her quivering pussy. It had been a long six months, and she was feeling the agony of every single day of abstinence.

      She bolted upright, grabbed her phone, and called her husband.

      Michael answered on the first ring.

      “Were you waiting by the phone?” she asked.

      “Goddamn right, I was.” His tone was anxious, but not particularly angry. “I’ve been wondering what you’ve been up to.”

      “Just taking the cab to the hotel. Checking in. Getting unpacked.”

      “Sure.”

      Sue thought about downplaying just how horny she was but thought better of it. She and Michael didn’t keep secrets, and they never lied to each other. It’s why they’d stayed together for over two decades.

      “I’m now lying on the bed, wishing I had either you or my vibrator here.”

      “I hope you miss me more than the toy,” he laughed. “Sounds like something’s got you worked up, or someone. Maybe a certain hunky cab driver?”

      Sue laughed. “Hunky and hung.”

      Michael joined her, laughing. “Okay, so he’s still hunky. You sure you don’t wish he was there, and not me?”

      “If I wanted him here, I could call him,” she confessed. “I’ve got his phone number.”

      The conversation came to a sudden stop, like the call had dropped. She was about to apologize when she heard a deep moan from her husband.

      “Michael? What are you doing?”

      “Sorry. Uhm... I’m just... Well...”

      Her husband seemed a little out of sorts, and that wasn’t normal. She knew what he was doing and wanted him to admit it, but she didn’t want to push. She gave him space to tell her. The wait wasn’t long.

      “Okay,” Michael said before loudly exhaling his breath. “I’ve been sitting here, wondering what you’ve been up to. You told me you were riding in your ex-boyfriend’s taxi, and you two were going to catch up, and I was wondering to myself what that could entail.”

      “We were in his cab, Michael. What do you think it could entail?”

      “I don’t know. Just... A lot of things.”

      “Are you mad at me? Did I do something wrong?”

      “No. Oh, no, I’m not mad.”

      Sue was confused. What was her husband saying?

      “Then what are you feeling?”

      “I’m feeling horny as hell.”

      “Really?”

      In their early days together, she’d tease him about how much smaller his cock was than her former boyfriend’s. It would drive Michael crazy with desire, and he’d fuck her like a madman, eager to drive any thought of that bigger cock from her mind. And it always worked.

      “Yes. It’s odd, I know. But thinking of you and him, talking, chatting, flirting…”

      “We didn’t flirt, Michael.” She protested a bit too forcefully, and then she realized it was a lie. “That’s not true. We did flirt. Just a little bit”

      “Thank you for the honesty. So how much is a little bit?”

      Sue thought back to what she and her ex-lover had said. “We mostly talked about life, the kids, you.”

      “Me? That doesn’t sound like flirting.”

      “Yeah. I told him I was married, happily married. Talked about why I was in town.”

      “That’s not flirting, Susan. Get to the juicy part.”

      He was obviously impatient. He never called her Susan.

      “It’s silly. I told him I wasn’t going to stiff him, meaning on the cab fare, and he said I could always make him stiff.”

      Michael laughed. “Did you really make him stiff?”

      “Yeah.” Sue was surprised at how easy it was to talk with her husband about her ex-lover.

      “Did you mention anything about his tip?”

      Sue chuckled. “Men! No… Well, yes. I mentioned not tipping him, but that was it. He didn’t take the bait.”

      “That was it?”

      “Yeah, it’s an hour ride from the airport to the hotel, and I spent half of it pretending I didn’t recognize him.”

      “Oh.”

      An uncomfortable silence stretched between them.

      “You still there, honey?” she asked.

      “Yeah. I’m just thinking.”

      “About what?”

      “I think you should call Harvey. You did say you had his number, right?”

      “Yes.”

      “Call him and tell him you want to talk. Really catch up. It’s been like, what, twenty years?”

      “Almost twenty-five.”

      “Wow, we are old.”

      “Shut up, Michael.”

      “Call him. You know you want to.”

      “Just to chat?”

      Michael paused again before answering. “Yeah.”

      “To reminisce.”

      “Yeah.”

      “To flirt.”

      Michael coughed. “Yes.”

      Sue liked where it was going.

      “So, you think I should chat with my ex-boyfriend? Maybe over drinks at a bar? Then maybe flirt a little?”

      “God, that’s hot.”

      Sue found it hard to believe what her husband was saying. When they’d first started dating, they’d sometimes fantasize about fucking other people in bed, but that was all it ever was—fantasy. Michael was implying something far different—something she never expected.

      “You think it’s hot, huh? What if I put my hand on his thigh? Is that still hot?”

      “Oh, yes.”

      “What if I give him a little kiss? For old times’ sake. Is that hot?”

      “Blazing.”

      “Nice. Good to know. What if he grabs my breast? You know how much I like it when a man plays with my tits.”

      “Oh, fuck, Sue,” Michael moaned. “That’s so fucking hot.”

      “Michael Wheeler, you’re a dirty, dirty man.”

      “And you’re my sexy, hot wife.”

      “So, for the record, to make sure we are both on the same page, you want me to call Harvey and invite him to the hotel tonight after his shift. It will be late. We’ll have a few drinks. We’ll flirt. Maybe we’ll kiss. Now tell me, husband, what else can we do?”

      Michael was silent, but she could imagine the wheels spinning in his head. She dipped a finger into her panties and between her legs and felt how wet she was. Her pussy was as wet as a cotton towel hanging from a clothesline after a sudden summer downpour. All this talk of old lovers and kissing had her aroused in ways she’d never been before. And she was eager to find out just how far she could go with it.

      “Answer me, Michael. How far can I take this?” She moved her hand up to her breast. Her nipples were hard pebbles.

      “As far as you want, Sue. As far as you want.”

      “Just to be clear, we can grope each other?”

      “Yes.”

      “I can rub his cock? His huge cock?” Sue started rubbing her pussy in earnest. She felt the tension building in her core.

      “Yes... Yes...”

      “Oh, fuck... Can I blow him? Take his cock into my mouth? Taste his cum?”

      She heard her husband’s heavy breathing.

      “Are you stroking yourself, Michael?”

      “Yes. Keep going, please...”

      Sue was close and knew he was, too.

      “Sounds like you want me to fuck him...” It wasn’t a question.

      “Oh, fuck… gawww...” Michael screamed out in orgasm.

      Hearing his finish set Sue off as well. A wave of pure bliss rolled over her.

      Even though they were thousands of miles apart, Sue felt as close to her husband as the day they were married. She couldn’t fathom it.

      After catching her breath, Sue sat up in bed. “Are you okay, love?”

      “Yeah. Just a little messy.” His voice was light and breathy.

      “I bet. You’re really okay with all of this? Harvey and I? Like whatever happens, happens? This isn’t just pillow talk?”

      Michael didn’t answer right away, and Sue grew worried. Crazy as it was, she wanted it. She wanted to meet Harvey for drinks to see what happened between them, but she wouldn’t do it without her husband’s blessing.

      “Don’t get mad at me, Sue. Don’t think I don’t love you, or care for you, but…”

      He couldn’t go through with it. It had all just been fantasy, a long-married couple trying to get that old spark back. She knew it. Sue was crestfallen and felt guilty for the feeling. She wouldn’t show it. She wouldn’t burden her husband with that. They’d shared a kinky fantasy, they’d both had their orgasms, and she would be happy with that. Michael was her soulmate.

      “But I think you should go for it,” he finished. “Call Harvey. See where things go.”

      “Michael…” She paused, unexpectedly choked up. Sue had never been more in love with her husband, and she didn’t understand why. “Thank you so much.”

      “I just want you to be happy. And to come back to me a satisfied woman.”

      “I will. I promise.”

      “But I do have one condition.”

      “Anything.” She meant it.

      “I need you to tell me everything afterward. All the messy details. Everything.”

      “I hope you’re ready for me to rock your world when I get back, mister.”

      “Oh, I am.”

      “And there’s something I want you to do for me,” Sue said.

      “Anything,” he echoed.

      “You can’t come until I come home and say so. No playing with yourself at all. I want you nice and hard and ready for me when I get home.”

      “Fuck,” Michael said. She heard the tension in his voice, like he was already getting hard again and was planning to abuse his cock all night, thinking about what she and Harvey were up to.

      “You promised me anything,” she said.

      “Okay. Okay. I’ll abstain.”

      “Good boy. And I promise, I’ll make it worth your while. Well, I gotta go. I need to get freshened up before my boyfriend comes over. Sweet dreams, sweetheart.”

      “Sweet wet dreams.”

      They both laughed, then exchanged “I love yous” before hanging up.
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        * * *

      

      Sue was sitting at the hotel bar when she felt a familiar hand touch her shoulder. Even after all those years, she could tell it was Harvey. The feel of his fingers on her bare skin, the heat, the faint odor of his body after a long day’s work. She could feel herself begin to melt.

      “Thanks for coming back,” Sue said as she got up to hug Harvey. He was just a little taller than her. She gave him a light peck on the cheek, too, fighting the urge to take his mouth with hers. “Can I get you a drink?” She tucked a stray strand of dirty blonde hair behind her ear.

      “You remember?” he asked.

      “Two gin and tonics,” she told the bartender. “Hendricks.”

      “Impressive, after all these years.”

      “Don’t act surprised. You’re the one who got me started on them. And G&Ts are still  my favorite.”

      “You’re a smart woman, Sue Stevens.”

      “It’s Wheeler, Harvey. Don’t forget it again.” Her tone indicated she meant it.

      “Sorry. No disrespect. You’ve only ever been Sue Stevens to me.”

      She laughed. “Have you really thought of me that often?”

      Her ex-lover’s expression told her all she needed to know. He had thought of her more than he should have.

      “So, Harv. What have you been up to, these last twenty-odd years?”

      The taxi driver sighed. “Sadly, not a lot. I did finish that book, by the way, about five years after graduation. Sent it out to a few agents but got no bites. So now it’s sitting at home in the closet, wrapped up in twine, waiting to be discovered after I die.”

      “Don’t be so morose. It doesn’t suit you.”

      “What can I say? I’m a tortured soul.”

      As they caught up, Harvey shared how he spent a few years doing odd jobs around the Bay Area while he worked on his novel. When the book was finished and it was obvious he wasn’t going to get it published, he gave up the dream and looked for a real job.

      “You ever get married?” Sue asked. “Is there a Mrs. Chance I should know about? An ex-Mrs. Chance?”

      “No, no. I’ve been a confirmed bachelor all my life. Never found a woman I cared enough about to settle down with. Not after you.”

      Sue gasped.

      “I didn’t mean to startle you, Sue. Just being real. I regretted ever letting you go.”

      She paused to take a sip before admitting, “It was mutual.”

      It was Harvey’s turn to be stunned. “You regretted it as well?”

      “At first, but I eventually moved on. No, I meant our breaking up was mutual. We never would have worked out.”

      “But the sex was so amazing.” Harvey smiled. “The way you glowed when you came.” He closed his eyes, probably envisioning a twenty-year-old Sue quivering on the bed as he tongued her to climax.

      She slapped him on the shoulder. “Cut it out, you letch!”

      “Don’t tell me we didn’t click sexually. You know we did.”

      “Yes. Yes. The sex was awesome, but that’s not the only thing that matters in a relationship.”

      “Better than with Mr. Wheeler?”

      “His name is Michael.”

      “Sounds like a yes.”

      Sue didn’t answer. She couldn’t lie, but she didn’t want to admit how good the sex with him had been. It was still good with her husband, even if it wasn’t as hot as it had been in the early years. But sometimes, in the dark of her soul, she longed for a good, hard fuck, one that her husband just couldn’t supply.

      “How did we get on this topic?” she asked.

      “You asked if I was married.”

      “Oh, no wife, then. You have a lot of girlfriends along the way? Any kids?”

      “No kids. But I’ve had a few serious relationships. After I gave up the dream of being a writer, I got a job teaching English. Dated a gym teacher. I lived with her for a while, actually. Steph was a goddess in bed, perfect body, redhead.”

      “Why didn’t you marry her?”

      “There wasn’t much going on between her ears, if you know what I mean. She was too much of a musclehead. Always working out, into the fitness lifestyle. After the thrill of the incredible sex waned, she split. I think she ended up moving to LA and opened a gym on the beach.”

      Harvey paused. She saw something in his eyes—longing, regret. She couldn’t relate. Maybe she missed the sex they used to have, and catching up was fun, but she was content with her life. Still, sharing a drink with Harvey again was great. She loved the way he spoke. He had such a unique way of describing things that opened her mind to new facets of familiar sensations. She felt like she’d come home to discover a new room in a house she’d lived in all her life.

      “Once I had my twenty years in with the school district, I retired and became a cab driver. I didn’t want to just sit around. It was either that or become a bartender.”

      “Sounds like a good life to me. Good career. I’m sure you’ve influenced more than a few young people. Who knows, maybe you’ve inspired the next Heller, or Irving.”

      Harvey did a spit take. “Please. I’d be lucky if one of the bastards who passed through my classroom didn’t end up being the next Norman Bates, instead of Norman Mailer.”

      Sue joined his laughter. She looked at her watch. It was almost midnight. She had an early meeting the next day, but wasn’t ready to call it a night. She was too wound up. Giddy like a girl with a crush. She could sit and listen to Harvey talk all night. Or she could give in to her desire to grab him by the scruff of his red polo shirt and drag him upstairs to her room.

      “I think I’ve talked enough, Sue Wheeler. How ‘bout it’s your turn to answer a few questions? Like how many lovers you’ve had since we broke up.”

      “Oh, that’s easy.” She paused to finish her drink. “Only one.”

      She waved at the bartender to bring them fresh drinks.

      “Really? Who was that?” He grinned wickedly.

      “You’re funny. I had known Michael since my freshman year. We had an Eastern Civ class together.”

      “Why did you end up hooking up with me then?”

      “Because he was still dating his high school sweetheart. We studied together, but that was it. Not that I wasn’t interested. I always found him quite handsome. Still do.”

      “I was your rebound hook-up, then, huh?”

      “No. I wasn’t really looking for anything serious. I was only nineteen. I’d dated a few guys in high school, but I wanted to explore my options. And you were not my rebound. That would have been Scott.”

      Sue told Harvey about how she got so frustrated waiting for Michael to make a move on her that she ended up grabbing a guy she met at a frat mixer and fucking his brains out. It was the only one-night stand she ever had in her life. She felt much better after working off six months’ worth of sexual frustration, and she didn’t even bother thinking about finding a boyfriend until she ran into Harvey during her sophomore year.

      “I guess I lucked out then.”

      “I think we both did. Michael and I got married the month after we graduated. My parents offered to throw us a modest wedding, but we decided to elope. Ran off to Vegas and got married at the Clark County Clerk’s office. It was the most beautiful thing you could imagine. Dozens of couples of all sizes and colors, milling around the smoky halls, waiting for their number to be called. Some would call it joyless. I thought it was romantic.”

      “Is that your subtle way of admitting you were knocked up before the wedding?”

      “I’m not admitting anything.” She smiled. “Anyway, our son was born nine months later⁠—”

      “Sure it was nine?”

      Sue ignored Harvey’s interruption and continued. “And Amanda came two years after that. When she started kindergarten, I was able to finally go out and work full-time. I started as a junior engineer for a little start-up out in North Carolina. Michael was fresh out of law school. He took the bar exam and found a job pretty quick. They even let him work from home three days a week. That was unheard of back then.”

      Sue and Harvey kept chatting for about another half hour before their reminiscing caught up to the present day.

      “Okay, Sue,” Harvey said. “Why are we here?”

      “We’re chatting. Catching up.”

      He narrowed his eyes, skeptical. “Is that all?”

      Was it? Sue didn’t know. She’d fallen into a pool of comfortable conversation with her ex-lover, yet she was well aware of the sexual tension lying just below the surface. The constant buzz in her core reminded her of how attracted she was to this man, even after twenty-five years apart. They felt good together. It felt natural. But her desire for him did nothing to diminish the love she had for her husband. And if Michael hadn’t been the one to suggest she meet up with Harvey, she would have been up in her room, fast asleep—dreaming of fucking her ex-lover instead of actually planning to do it.

      Am I going to do it? she asked herself.

      Harvey finished his second drink and looked at her. Hers was already a memory.

      “Where are you going?” Sue said with a sudden fear as he stood up.

      “Just going to the loo.”

      “The what?”

      “The restroom. I’ll be right back.” As a sign of his sincerity, Harvey made it a point to leave his jacket on the back of the bar chair.

      Sue turned to watch him go. His ass looked so good in those jeans. She was about to mentally scold herself for thinking such dirty thoughts when she remembered her husband had encouraged her to pursue her desires. This was a once in a lifetime opportunity to play around, to cheat, without shame, without worry, without guilt.

      She desperately wanted to go through with it, but she had to be sure everything was still good with her husband. Maybe Michael had changed his mind. She’d hate to take a step she could never take back if her husband wasn’t fully on board. She fired off a quick text. You up?

      It didn’t take long for her husband to reply with a yes.

      Quick question. Are you still okay with this? With me fucking Harvey? She imagined the text in a casual tone of voice. Sue expected a quick yes or no from her husband. His actual response filled her with love for him. Do it! Have fun. I love you.

      Sue smiled and tucked her phone back into her purse. She told the bartender to charge their tab to her room and got up to greet Harvey as he returned from the men’s room.

      The sexual tension had been building between them all night, like all the intervening years were wiped away and they were college kids getting to know each other again. The rumble in her core was a caged beast waiting to be freed. She wondered if Harvey was feeling the same way. There was only one way to find out.

      She picked up her ex-lover’s jacket and handed it to him. “Do you want to continue this conversation up in my room?” she asked.

      Harvey didn’t play coy. “I thought you’d never ask.”

      Sue grabbed his hand and led him to the elevators. She tried to act calm but felt a powerful urge building within her. It had been nearly six months since she’d had sex, and her body was screaming for it—oh so fucking ready to get fucked. She’d been masturbating in the interim, but using a vibrator was not the same as having a man rail her—especially not a man with a huge cock like Harvey had.

      Her heart raced. Her palms were sweaty as she held Harvey’s hand on the short trip up to her hotel room. How was he so calm? It took every ounce of willpower for her not to drop to her knees and blow him right in the elevator.

      As soon as the doors were parted enough, she slipped through and rushed down the corridor toward her room. Harvey was only a few steps behind. She fumbled with her key card, urging the light to turn green. It seemed to take forever for the lock to disengage.

      Once she heard the satisfying click, Sue pushed open the door and hurried into the room. Harvey slammed the door shut with his foot and grabbed her by the shoulders. He pressed his mouth to hers, his tongue slipped past her lips, and she moaned as he gave her a passionate kiss.

      Sue was in heaven. The first man she really loved was with her again. Twenty-five years of separation evaporated in an instant. Harvey grabbed her by the hips and pushed her against the wall. Sue tilted her head back, and he started kissing her neck. He still knew what she liked.

      “Oh, Harv,” she sighed, pleasure coursing through her body. “That feels so good.”

      He latched his lips onto her tender neck, his rough tongue drawing goosebumps. Sue felt his hard cock pressed up against her stomach.

      “You feel like home to me, Sue,” he whispered against her neck. “Like an oasis in a vast desert.”

      Sue felt the same way. Her body reacted like it had been aching for him all those years. But her mind was in a different place. Instead of a life-giving waystation in a desert, Harvey was dessert after a hearty meal. He was a delicacy to enjoy.

      “Oh, Harv, this isn’t the time to talk.”

      “Agreed.”

      He started unbuttoning her blouse. Sue worked furiously to slip out of her slacks, regretting not wearing something a little easier to get out of. Something to think about next time.

      “Okay, now that you have me undressed, it’s time to get you out of those clothes.”

      Harvey opened his arms wide. “Unwrap me.”

      And she did. She pulled his polo shirt, emblazoned with the cab company logo, over his head and threw it onto a nearby chair.

      “You look good for a man in his fifties,” she said as she ran her fingers through his salt-and-pepper chest hair.

      He laughed. “Didn’t you know that fifty is the new thirty?”

      “Only someone in their seventies would say that.” Sue unbuckled his pants and pulled them down along with his boxers. “Oh my god, it’s just as gorgeous as I remember.”

      She held Harvey’s semi-hard penis in her hands. It was thick and veiny. He was already longer than her husband and still had room to grow.  She went to her knees, something she hadn’t done for Michael in over a decade. She made a mental note to fix that oversight once she got home.

      “Oh, Suzy, you don’t have to do that,” Harvey said. Hearing that nickname again, one she only ever let Harvey use, shifted her desire into overdrive.

      “But I know you love it,” she said. Sue began stroking her lover’s cock. In a matter of moments, it grew to nine beautiful inches. Sue took the tip into her mouth and started licking around the crown.

      “Oh, I’ve missed this so much,” Harvey sighed as he rested his hands on Sue’s head. “No girl has ever sucked my cock like you did.”

      The married woman smiled. Knowing she was the best he’d had, even better than that gym slut Steph, drove her on, making sure she lived up to her own legend. She took him as deep as she could. She stretched her lips wide as she pushed her head further toward his hips. She nearly gagged when he touched the back of her throat. She fought off her gag reflex and grabbed his ass, trying to push a few more inches into her throat.

      “Oh fuck, Sue. Almost.” Harvey palmed the back of her head and lightly pulled her toward him, trying to drive his cock the down her throat. “Just a little more.”

      Sue wasn’t going to be able to take it all, but she could try. She was in the wrong position and decades out of practice. Back when they were dating, it took over three months of diligent practice before she could take all nine inches down her throat.

      “Fuck, that feels so good,” he gasped. She looked up at him, eyes watering, mouth open obscenely wide. “Such a good girl.”

      Her pussy wept. It had been way too long since someone had praised her sexual skills. She pulled her mouth off him, coughing and gasping for air.

      “I used to be able to take the whole thing,” she said, stroking his slick shaft. “Maybe if I had more time to practice.” They both hoped they would have more time together.

      Sue pushed up off her knees and moved toward the bed, playfully falling backward onto it. Her boobs bounced and jiggled. She parted her legs, revealing her dripping pussy. “Oh fuck, I’m on fire,” she told him, stirring her finger through her moist labia. With her free hand, she beckoned her lover to come closer.

      Harvey stepped out of his jeans, leaving them discarded on the floor. He advanced, his stiff red cock leading the way.

      “God, I haven’t been this horny since before the kids…”

      “That’s a little sad,” he replied, kneeling beside the bed. He grabbed her calves, pulling her ass to the edge of the mattress. He licked his lips and stared into her dripping pussy. “You look and smell delectable.”

      “You really don’t have to do that, Harv. I’m so fucking ready for you.”

      “Sue, hush. It’s been so long since I’ve tasted a woman. I feel like a teenager again.” Harvey leaned forward and ran his tongue along her fleshy folds.

      “Oh, gawwwd,” Sue moaned. She threw her head back and thrashed back and forth. “So good... So fucking good...”

      It wasn’t as if her husband never ate her out. He did. It was just that he wasn’t that good at it. He’d probe around, haphazardly, with his fingers. He’d stick out his tongue and tentatively flick her clit. It was like a chore he had to complete to get Sue ready for the main event, and it had been like that since they’d met. She loved him, so she didn’t complain. Harvey’s skills made her regret not teaching her husband the proper way to lick her pussy.

      “Oh, Harvey. Fuck, your tongue is magical.”

      He mumbled something against her pussy, but she couldn’t understand it. She lay back and let the pleasure wash over her. He transported her to a world of bliss she’d once known but had now forgotten.

      “Yes, yes, right there.” Her lover lapped at her flesh, drinking her essence like he was dying of thirst. While he lapped at her labia, he worked his fingers deep into her vagina. Sue felt a climax approach, tension in her core building, pressure increasing. Her eyes rolled back, and she began to quiver. “Close, I’m close…”

      Suddenly, Harvey pinched her clit with his lips and started sucking on her button.

      Sue’s body exploded as her orgasm escaped, like a dam bursting after a torrential downpour. Her legs shook. She reached down and grabbed her lover’s head and ground her pussy into his face.

      Harvey mumbled something, but she didn’t care. Pleasure was the only thing on her mind. Pleasure like she hadn’t felt in decades. It was twenty-five years of sex with her husband revealed as mediocre. She loved Michael, but he’d never made her feel like Harvey could. And that was a secret she would take with her to the grave.

      Eventually, she had to push her lover’s head away when her pussy became too tender.

      “Enough,” Sue panted.

      She scooted up the bed, pulling Harvey up with her, until she was lying flat with her lover looming over her. She looked up at his face. Her juices dripped from his lips. He flashed a predatory grin, like a lion eyeing its prey.

      “Are you ready for me?” he asked.

      “Yes,” she sighed, her eyes locked on his. So, fucking ready, she added to herself.

      Sue tensed when she felt Harvey’s cock press against her entrance. Even though she was soaked, his cock was much larger than her husband’s, and she knew her body would need time to adjust.

      “Go slow,” she warned.

      “I will.” His voice was a calming breeze. “Relax, let me in.”

      She stared up at him as he worked his cock into her body. Inch by inch, he went, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through her body. She saw the wild desire in his eyes.

      “You’re so beautiful, Sue,” he moaned as he continued to drive his cock deep inside her. “Michael is a lucky man.”

      “I know.” She smiled. “And so are you. Now, shut up and fuck me.”

      “Anything for you, Suzy.”

      Sue screamed in a mix of pleasure and pain as her lover drove his cock to the hilt, stretching her open wider than she thought possible. She’d forgotten how it felt to be taken by such a massive cock. Her pussy was full, and it felt wonderful.

      “Fuuuuuuuuck, that’s good…”

      “I know. You’re so tight, yet it feels like you were made to take my cock.”

      “It’s how a woman’s body works, sweetheart,” Sue moaned. She felt a little odd calling him sweetheart; that was a word she usually reserved for Michael. But when Harvey started moving inside her, she let the feeling pass.

      “Oh yeah, fuck me, Harvey.”

      Her lover had been moving slowly, working his cock back and forth, letting her adjust to his size.

      “Oh, Sue. You feel so good.”

      Harvey increased the length of his thrusts but kept a slow, steady pace. He’d pull out until the tip was barely touching her labia, then drive it home to the hilt, sending shivers through her flesh.

      Through it all, Sue kept her gaze locked onto his face. Years of being apart melted away, and they were young lovers again, blocking out the distractions of the outside world to give and receive pleasure, sparing no thought for what came next.

      Deep in her core, she felt another climax budding. She reached up and grabbed his face, pulling him into a kiss. His whole body lowered, pressing her down into the mattress, the tip of his cock touching places her husband never had—or could. After twenty-five years, she’d forgotten how good it felt to be fucked by a big cock.

      “I love the way you feel. The way you make me feel. I’ve missed it so much.” Sue was almost crying.

      “I feel the same.”

      The two lovers kissed. Sue tasted herself on his lips. Their tongues entwined in a passionate dance while they made love. Harvey slowly moved his cock back and forth. She rolled her hips to meet each thrust. And slowly, her impending climax advanced. Each thrust of Harvey’s cock brought it closer to the surface. When her lover had worked up to a good speed, he broke the kiss.

      Sue moaned her displeasure but threw her head back in bliss when he leaned down and took one of her breasts into his mouth.

      “AWWWWWwwwww, gawd…” she wailed through gritted teeth. He latched on tight to her tit and began sucking like he was trying to draw milk. “You fucker, that feels amazing.” Her voice rose in pitch.

      Her climax sped up its approach.

      She grabbed Harvey’s ass and pulled him deep inside her. She wrapped her legs around his hips and locked him in.

      “That’s it. That’s it. Oh fuck, Harvey.”

      Sue was on fire, like each nerve ending was exposed. Her pussy was stretched to its limit, yet her lover continued to drive his cock deeper and deeper. She was on a precipice. Her world was limited to that room, that man, his cock pounding her cunt like a battering ram. Any second, the gate would buckle and end her.

      In that instant her resistance broke, her orgasm breached the barricades, and Sue became lost to pleasure. For the first time in twenty-five years, she forgot her husband. She was no longer a married woman, no longer a mother. She was a woman drowning in an ocean of bliss. Wave after wave of pleasure rolled over her, pounding her body with an irresistible force. And she let it come. She let the pleasure take her in ways she had never been taken before.

      Then, she felt him. Harvey’s cock throbbed deep inside her, spilling pulse after pulse of warmth deep inside her womb. Her lover was coming inside her. She loved the feeling of being inseminated. Such a natural act, but taboo, since Harvey wasn’t her husband.

      “That’s it, Harv, give me your cum. Give me all of your cum.”

      Harvey shut her up with a kiss, his tongue probing her mouth as his cock continued to fill her with his seed.

      Sue moaned as he took her. Her orgasm was fading, but she still felt the warm afterglow bathe her in its pleasant embrace.

      When he was finished, Harvey collapsed beside her on the bed. As his cock slipped from her pussy, she gave a disappointed moan. Sue couldn’t remember the last time she came that hard. Years? Decades? More than likely, it had been before she was married.

      “Damn, I forgot what a great lover you were,” Sue sighed, as she swirled Harvey’s cum around her stretched labia.

      “Am,” Harvey corrected. “What a great lover I am.”

      She laughed. “True. You still are a great lover.”

      A silence slipped over the couple as they lay in bed. Her heart still raced, and she was trying to catch her breath. Back in college, she would have been ready for round two after a quick run to the bathroom, but she needed time to recover in middle age.

      “Well, I’d better go,” Harvey said.

      Sue was torn. She wanted him to stay, but she did have an important meeting the next day, and it was well past midnight.

      “I’d love to ask you to stay.”

      “But you’re not going to.”

      His declaration stung, but she couldn’t deny it was true. He rolled over and draped his arm across Sue’s sweaty body.

      “It was fun catching up, wasn’t it?” he asked.

      “Yes, it was.”

      “Why did we ever break up?”

      “Time has washed away those painful memories, Harv. I’m sure it was for a good reason.”

      He leaned onto his elbow and kissed her on the lips.

      “You’re probably right. You were always right. I may not have been able to spend my life with you, Sue, but I did get to enjoy two wonderful years, and I wouldn’t trade them for anything.”

      “Not even having written the great American novel?”

      Harvey laughed as he got off the bed and began gathering up his clothes. “Not even that. What happened, happened. No regrets.”

      “No regrets.”

      Sue didn’t bother getting dressed. She lay back against the headboard and watched her ex-lover dress. He still was a handsome man, but since he hadn’t been able to find a woman who could put up with him, she figured breaking up had been the wisest move she could have made.

      When he was ready to leave, Sue followed him to the door. She was oddly comfortable being naked around him, even though he was fully dressed and decidedly not her husband. It was like their time apart had been minutes, not decades.

      “Will I see you again sometime?” he asked.

      She reached up and gave him a kiss on the cheek.

      “I still need a ride back to the airport.”

      “You’ve got my card.”

      Harvey kissed the married woman on the lips. She melted and almost felt like pulling him back to bed. But before she could do something stupid, he pulled away.

      “Good night, Sue Wheeler,” he said as he slipped out the door.

      “Goodbye, Harvey,” she replied as the door slammed shut.
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        * * *

      

      Sue didn’t call Harvey to take her to the airport. After he left, she started feeling a little guilty. Not about what she did, since Michael had encouraged her to do it. No, the guilt stemmed from how she felt. It wasn’t fucking. It may have started with fucking, but they ended up making love. And she needed to talk to her husband.

      The trip home was uneventful.

      Usually, after a return flight, all Sue wanted to do was take a shower and fall into bed. But this time, she was too nervous when she walked in the door. This would be the first time she’d talked to her husband since she fucked another man, and she needed not to screw things up.

      “Well, how was the trip?” Michael asked as she walked through the front door.

      Sue didn’t know how he could be so calm, knowing another man had recently fucked his wife.

      “Well, I met with the money men, and that went well. I explained how our product would be a game changer and that⁠—”

      Her husband crossed the room and planted a hard kiss on her mouth, silencing her.

      “I couldn’t care less about the money men, you know that.”

      “Oh, you want to hear about the man who fucked me.”

      Michael tensed, and his grip tightened around her arms. “So, you ended up fucking?”

      “Michael, dear, you knew we would. Remember, it was Harvey. Harvey with a huge cock. You know what he used to do to me.”

      “I know.”

      “And you told me to fuck him.”

      Michael licked his lips. “Yeah, I guess I did. So, are you returning to me a satisfied woman?”

      Sue laughed. “Oh, Michael, if you only knew.”

      “That’s just it, honey. I want to know. All of it. You promised me a full confession. All the messy details.”

      “Are you sure, husband of mine?”

      “Yes.”

      “All the details, the messy details? And they were mess-y.”

      Sue ran her hand down the front of her husband’s pants and felt his erection. He wasn’t hung like Harvey, but she still liked knowing she could excite her husband.

      “Yes,” Michael moaned. “All the details.”

      “Good. Then follow me upstairs to bed, and I’ll tell you everything.”
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      Of course, the flipside of downsizing after the kids had finally moved away to college was that we wouldn’t know anyone in our new neighborhood.

      I suppose we could have chosen a smaller house close to where we’d been living since the kids were born, but many of our friends there had already moved away or were planning on doing so for the same reasons we were. And after two decades of focusing on the kids’ needs, we felt like we wanted a clean break of it—to make a home where we wanted to live, rather than just somewhere we could find decent schools, not too far from the city.

      Shannon had the idea of finding some kind of country club community to join, since it would allow us to meet new people more easily, wherever we decided to settle. And it was feasible for us. We had a little extra cash now that we were downsizing. Our district had become so highly sought after in the two decades since we’d moved there, sending house values soaring in our neighborhood. Plus, I had recently sold my business in order to reduce my hours and moved into a more consulting-oriented role.

      I had always wanted to live by the ocean, and so our search for a new home led us to the beautiful little community of Peacehaven.

      The people were very welcoming from the get-go, and we were offered plenty of advice on how best to start fitting in and contributing to life in the community. Shannon and I volunteered for various organizational positions within the community clubhouse and signed up for sporting pursuits and activities to fill our spare time.

      From chatting with various club members, we learned that a key event on the community’s social calendar was the quarterly Charity Auctions.

      “What is it that gets auctioned off?” Shannon popped the obvious question while we discussed it with a few neighbors.

      “Well… It’s really just the pleasure of your company. It’s one of those old school date auctions,” was how Adam Turner, a guy who lived just across the street from us, put it.

      “So, it’s like a slave auction?” I asked.

      “Uh… kinda,” Adam chuckled.

      Shannon jabbed me with a sharp elbow. “Except that you can’t call them that anymore, right? Pretty offensive.”

      I flushed, having obviously missed the point at which society had publicly declared that calling date auction fundraisers slave auctions was now unacceptable, although I totally got why.

      But then Shannon asked, “If someone gets bid on… what do they have to do? What is the date?”

      Adam’s wife, Dina, smiled and said, “You just have a pleasant evening with whoever puts in the winning bid.”

      It seemed like a perfectly reasonable way to raise money for charity. When we signed up for the event, Shannon wasn’t too clear why only women were offered for auction. Gina in the clubhouse said that was simply the tradition, though she agreed it would probably have to change someday.

      The funny thing was that once we had signed up to be a part of the fundraiser—or at least, for Shannon to be up for auction—we received a whole lot of goodwill from everyone around Peacehaven. Word spread quickly that we would be part of it.

      “Yes, it’s very good of you to put yourself up for it, when you’re so new to the community and all,” said Candace, one of our immediate neighbors.

      Shannon smiled, enjoying the praise. “Well, it is supposed to be a fun night, right?”

      “Oh sure, a lot of fun!”

      I think being a part of the auction showed we were contributing to the community, that we were team players, and so on. I’m pretty sure I was invited out to play golf with a few people because they’d found out we were in on the auction, and Shannon and I had dinner with a few people because they’d seen we were part of it.

      It was while we were having dinner with Jim Shaw and his wife Lisa, who lived two houses down from ours, that an odd little detail about the auction slipped out.

      Lisa mentioned that some of the wealthiest donors at the auction just happened also to be quite attractive—as if that mattered for a charity auction date.

      I’m sure you could say that a few glasses of wine had loosened Lisa’s lips a little, but both Shannon and I found it slightly odd that she felt it important to say that it was a good thing that the bidders were attractive.

      Shannon replied, “It doesn’t matter too much if they’re attractive, though, right? I mean, you’re only having dinner with them…”

      Lisa looked confused, as though there was a possibility that we weren’t all talking about quite the same event.

      She glanced at her husband, who gave a little shrug, then said, “Well… dinner and dessert…”

      Shannon gave me a quizzical look at that, but I gathered Lisa was suggesting that some women were more flirtatious at these dinners with their winning bidders than others.

      Seeming to confirm my interpretation, Jim added, “My Lisa always enjoys her auction date, huh, sweetie?”

      Funnily enough, at the time, neither Shannon nor I noticed Jim use the word date to describe the winning bidder’s evening with his prize. We’d had a few drinks, and Jim spoke quite quietly. And really, we were lulled into a sense of security by the fact that Lisa had also put herself up for auction as part of the fundraiser and clearly enjoyed the experience. There couldn’t be anything bad about it, right? Jim and Lisa were good people.

      We were new to everything in our community, so naturally, we were going to be a little nervous about a lot of things going on there, as we learned how things were done.

      As the auction approached, we were surprised by how much it seemed to capture the imagination of everyone around Peacehaven. People just couldn’t stop talking about it—gossiping about who was up for auction, who would be bidding, which women would attract the biggest bids.

      Strangely, it reminded me of March Madness, and how even non-sports fans liked to fill out a tournament bracket each year and discuss their predictions as the teams knocked each other out of the contest.

      I couldn’t help but notice how much attention Shannon got—not only from wives saying she was so beautiful and bound to attract top bids—but also from flirtatious men suggesting they hoped to bid on her.

      Shannon seemed fine with it, enjoying her popularity among the other wives and even happily flirting with the men, particularly when she saw that it didn’t seem to bother me.

      I just shrugged and smiled at her, making it seem like it wasn’t a big deal.

      However, what I didn’t tell my sweet wife at the time was that for some reason, I really enjoyed all the attention she was getting. To me, it showed how well we were fitting in with our new community in Peacehaven. It was quite surprising how much of a buzz it gave me to see how other men were attracted to her, that they might be keen to try and win a date with her.

      Even beyond that, I found myself thinking about how it might be for my wife to go on a date with the man who won her, and how she might flirt with him over a nice dinner.

      It’s funny how a thought can get inside your head and then just build and build into something more.

      By the time the Charity Auction arrived, the thought of another man bidding on my wife—and taking her out on a date—had developed into a somewhat wicked fantasy. It certainly wasn’t something I felt comfortable admitting to Shannon.

      It probably didn’t help that I’d heard more and more people referring to the nights with the auction winners as dates.

      In my head, I accepted that my wife would go out on a date with the man who won her. And my unexpectedly perverted logic then built on that to fantasize about Shannon enjoying his flirting so much that she ended up in his bed.

      The day of the auction arrived.

      Shannon planned to spend all day getting ready. She went shopping with some of the other wives up for auction that morning, followed by an afternoon at the spa. I was by her side as she got ready in the evening, when she was in the final stages, dressing up and putting the finishing touches to her look.

      It was surprisingly fun watching my wife put on fancy clothes and make her look perfect for another man’s benefit.

      I guess it just drew my attention to how beautiful she is, with all that golden hair and those incredible blue eyes.

      Man, how could I possibly want another man to take my wife to bed when she looked as good as that? And yet I couldn’t deny that I did.

      2

      Everyone who was anyone in the Peacehaven community was at the auction. It was a real showstopper of an event. Men looking dapper in their tuxedos, women stunning in their glamorous dresses, all filing up the red carpet into the clubhouse ballroom.

      I felt like we were heading into the Oscars as I linked arms with Shannon on the way in, and everyone seemed to want to get a glimpse of her. As much as she lapped up the attention, I could feel the slight tremor of nerves as she clung to me.

      Thankfully, we were sitting at a table with people we knew, including Jim and Lisa, and Adam and Dina. Lisa picked up on Shannon’s nerves straight away, urging her just to try and relax and have some fun.

      “It’s just… You know… everyone’s been so obsessed with the auction,” my wife said, offering our neighbor a grateful smile.

      “Yeah, I guess it’s such a big event, and it raises so much for charity,” Lisa replied. “And everyone always has so much fun.”

      Lisa gave a little knowing glance to her husband, which made me certain that when she was on her date with a winning bidder, she would be flirting with the guy like crazy. Did Jim like the thought of his wife dating another man? It seemed to me that he was really excited about the auction beyond simply supporting it as a worthy event that raised money for a good cause.

      I found myself wondering if Jim had the kind of thoughts about his wife that I had been having about Shannon.

      “How many times have you done this before?” I asked Dina.

      “This will be our seventh,” she replied, looking over at her husband, who gazed back at her proudly.

      “Who was your favorite date?” I asked her.

      Well… I guess that would be telling,” she said, offering me a flirty grin. “But let’s just say… I have no complaints so far.”

      Dina’s excitement virtually confirmed that these dates would be more than dinner in a fancy restaurant. There was a real buzz around our table—in the entire room—and not just from the wives up for auction. The husbands seemed excited about their wives being up for sale, too. I couldn’t work it out.

      In the lead-up to the auction, Shannon and I had discussed whether I should place any bids for the other wives. The trouble was, as much as we were keen to contribute to cancer research, we had no idea what kind of money was bid at an event like this. And while we were relatively comfortable, some people who lived in Peacehaven were way out of our league. There were some huge yachts in the club marina. We’d been trying to get a feel for what level the bids would reach, but asking a question like that straight out had seemed distasteful.

      Once the dinner was cleared, the wives on offer left our company, and the mayor went on stage to begin the auction. I had decided to quietly monitor the situation and try to fit in. If the bidding was beyond the level Shannon and I had agreed, I would keep out of it.

      There were fifteen wives available for auction that night. The first woman introduced by the mayor was Julia, someone Shannon knew from tennis. They had also been together at the spa that afternoon. The bidding began at $10,000.

      Hmm. Shannon and I hadn’t talked about me offering up that kind of bid. Our discussions had revolved around there being four of these auctions each year, and we wondered if I’d be expected to bid at every auction to fit in with our neighbors if I bid in one of them. Man. We did not have that kind of money.

      I glanced around to see what other people were doing. Quite a few hands were going up, offering the starting bid. Thankfully, though, none of the men on my table were among the bidders. It made me feel better about keeping out of it.

      But were all wives going to be put on for starting bids of at least $10,000?

      The mayor escalated the bidding. $10,000. $20,000. $30,000. All eye-watering amounts to me. Way more than the sums I had discussed with Shannon. I started off feeling a little guilty that I couldn’t donate that kind of money, but soon I just felt completely out of my depth.

      I couldn’t help but blurt out to Jim, who was sitting next to me, “Man, I’m afraid I don’t have that kind of cash lying around.”

      Jim gave me an easy smile and patted me on the back. “Hey, buddy, you already donated.”

      He could see I was confused, so he explained, “When you donate a night with your wife, people see that as your charitable contribution in this auction.”

      The way he said a night with your wife was odd. I don’t know if it was the tone of his voice or his emphasis. I knew I could have taken it as referring simply to my wife having dinner with whoever won her. But it almost sounded like he was suggesting an entire night would be spent with my wife, and that couldn’t be right.

      I watched bidders around the room offer as much as $150,000 for a night with Julia. Once the bidding ended, the winner was invited up on stage to greet his newly-purchased date, and Julia looked thrilled to see who had bought her.

      “David Thompson,” Jim murmured to me. “He runs that outdoor sports channel on cable.”

      I watched Thompson lean in to kiss Julia on the cheek, and she seemed to swoon. There was a round of applause from everyone around us.

      Why did I get the distinct impression that Julia looked like she was ready to sleep with her bidder?

      Next up, we watched the mayor introduce Aimee, a pretty brunette I recognized from the clubhouse finance committee. I was really anxious now, as I witnessed people around the ballroom offering tens of thousands of bucks for a night with Aimee.

      I was desperate to uncover what was really going on. What would Shannon be expected to do if someone made a winning bid for her? And yet I worried about ruffling feathers. I knew how important it was for us to make a good impression in our new community.

      Aimee was sold for $180,000, and then we watched Adam’s wife, Dina, sell for an impressive $200,000. Adam seemed absolutely delighted, as did Dina when she welcomed her winning bidder up on stage, and then escorted him off after the congratulatory applause.

      “Larry Robertson. Used to be a big Wall Street guy,” Jim told me. “Dina’s dated him before. She’ll be happy with him.”

      Again, his use of that word, dated, made my ears prick up. The hairs rose on the back of my neck. I wanted to ask him what, exactly, this dating entailed, but it felt too late to ask. He’d think me stupid for not knowing that kind of thing just minutes before my wife was about to be auctioned off herself.

      Jim sat between Adam and me, congratulating him on Dina being snapped up by the Wall Street guy.

      “What’s the protocol now?” I asked Jim and Adam.

      “Protocol?”

      “You know, what happens?”

      Adam said, “The winning bidders and the wives get to mingle a little backstage, and then they all have a little party to celebrate the fundraising effort.”

      “Do we get to go to that?” I asked.

      Adam and Jim laughed heartily. “Well, no,” Adam replied. “We like to give them a little time to chat with their bidder, and, you know, decide on the best time for Date Night.”

      I took a large swig of wine to steady my nerves. And a few more swigs after that as we watched three more wives sold for in the region of $200,000 each.

      I could hardly comprehend the sums of money being thrown around just for an evening with someone else’s wife. At one point, I marveled, “You could get a new Ferrari for that.” I meant it rhetorically, not even for the others to hear, particularly.

      But Jim replied, “These guys have $20 million homes facing directly onto the beach. It’s a drop in the ocean for them.”

      Adam concurred, “They probably have drawers full of watches they don’t use, and each of those watches cost more than what they’re donating tonight.”

      “But two hundred grand just to have dinner with somebody?”

      Adam laughed. “Well, dinner and dessert.”

      It was the second time I’d heard that specific phrase. It struck me like one of those little glitches in the movie The Truman Show that starts the hero character on the road to realizing that the beautiful community around him is utterly unreal.

      I was little irritated by the sense that everyone around me was talking in their own private code. “You make it sound like they’re going to sleep with their bidders.”

      The moment the words left my mouth, I feared that Adam and Jim would be offended by what I’d said. That I had impugned their wives’ character by suggesting that they’d be in any way unfaithful. But my two new friends smiled warmly, as though I’d cracked a joke.

      “Well… I don’t think there’s much actual sleep that goes on,” Jim said, smiling.

      It could have been all part of their joking around the subject of their wives being sold as dinner companions, but Jim’s tone made it clear that while he was kidding around, it wasn’t to do with the wives simply having dinner with their bidders.

      My jaw dropped. I finally got it.

      “So, they’re expected to have sex with the men who buy them?” I asked, in a shocked, loud whisper.

      Only now did the amusement leach out of Adam and Jim’s expressions.

      “Well… ultimately it’s left up to them how they want to spend their night together, but it’s tradition that nobody really concerns themselves with that side of things,” Jim slowly answered.

      “But surely you guys know what happens to your wives when she goes on a date with someone from one of these auctions?”

      Adam and Jim glanced at each other, seeming confused by my line of questioning, as though it should have been perfectly clear when we signed up that Shannon would be expected to sleep with whoever put in the winning bid for her.

      “Well… obviously it’s down to your own personal choices…” Jim said.

      Adam put a hand on my shoulder. “Look. You guys are new at this, that’s obvious. It’s clearly up to you and Shannon how far her Date Night should go. But if you do go looking to restrict things unnecessarily…”

      The auction continued while we had our hushed conversation. I almost missed that a blonde wife named Elizabeth attracted a winning bid of $350,000.

      “You gotta just leave it to Shannon. Let her take things as far as she likes. You know, encourage her to see it as a little treat, a little break from the day-to-day,” Jim told me.

      “You gotta see it, man,” Adam said. “When they come back to you, and you know they’ve had a hell of a night… they’re so bright and sunny.”

      “Refreshed and energized,” Jim agreed with a grin.

      I could hardly believe they were talking so openly about simply letting their wives have sex with other men. And yet, underneath the surface, I couldn’t help but be taken in by their words, and turned on by the thought of Shannon giving herself to her date.

      “It’s why these auctions are held four times a year,” Adam said, and I couldn’t tell if he was making a joke or being serious. I hoped it was the former but suspected it was the latter. “You know, by the time the warm glow of satisfaction has worn off, it’s time for another event.”

      I said, “And there are people paying these kinds of sums four times a year?”

      “Well, plenty of guys like the chance to be with someone they shouldn’t,” Adam said. “And you know, everyone ends up benefiting. You’ll see.”

      “You cannot put a monetary value on a happy wife,” Jim added.

      I texted Shannon to warn her about my discovery. She had to know that this event was built on the expectation that wives would stoop to infidelity if it was in the aid of charity.

      But my wife didn’t respond to my texts. The phone reception wasn’t great in that ballroom. At least, I hoped that was the reason.

      I was watching the proceedings with an entirely different attitude. We saw Nicole from Shannon’s Pilates class sold off for a whopping $400,000. Jennifer, with whom Shannon and I had played doubles tennis once, went for $420,000. Alyssa, someone I’d never met, went for $350,000. They all seemed delighted to have been bought for such sums, like it was a competition between the wives. Knowing the reality behind what was going on, I started to recognize the flirtatious energy between the wives and their bidders. They really were looking forward to sleeping with each other.

      Shannon was not responding to my texts.

      We watched more wives paraded on stage, celebrated by everyone in the room for their beauty and charm, and then sold off to wealthy dates for eye-watering sums in the aid of cancer research.

      A few of the more attractive catches reached $500,000.

      Candace, who lived next door to us with her husband Evan, went for $400,000. Jim’s wife Lisa went for $480,000. He seemed ecstatic about it.

      I was overwhelmed by emotions. I was worried Shannon was walking into the situation blind. And yet the deviant part of me wanted her to do it. To take a step out of daily life and have a sexual adventure. A break from our monogamy.

      My ego also wanted Shannon to fetch more money than any of the other wives, and for whoever ended up spending the night with her to recognize what a prize she was, but that she was ultimately mine.

      Jim and Adam seemed in a celebratory mood, even though they knew their wives were going to spend a night each with another man, that they would be unfaithful during that night.

      I was getting antsy. When was Shannon coming out? Jeez. What if Shannon found out from the other wives what was expected of her? What if it completely devastated her? What must other people in the room think of me, for apparently allowing another man to sleep with my wife?

      So many questions whirling around my head. So many conflicting emotions. I felt like throwing up. Why were they leaving Shannon until last?

      “Do the wives feel bad if they don’t make as much money as others?” I asked Adam. I needed the distraction of small talk.

      “Not really,” Adam said. “I used to worry that Dina would get competitive about it, or that she’d feel bad if she didn’t go for as much as others, but the wives are so supportive of each other. And they know there’s a certain amount of chance in it.”

      “They all take a celebratory view of it,” Jim explained. “They all know they’re doing their bit to help an important cause, and they’ll all raise a certain amount of money. There are some women who are always going to get top rate.”

      “Like your Shannon, I’ll bet,” Adam said, provoking nervous flutters in my stomach. “But then it comes down to the order in which they’re offered, which is decided at random. Donors are fairly cautious to begin with, because you can only win one wife, but then later they start to worry they’ll miss out on getting anyone, so the stakes get higher and the bids shoot up.”

      Man, the tension was insane. I tried to relax and embrace the part of me that wanted Shannon to have a crazy adventure. I figured she knew already that she was obligated to spend an evening with the man who won her. If she didn’t want to sleep with him, she could refuse. I was sure nobody would do anything with anyone without their consent. In a community like this, the reputational damage was too significant.

      Sure enough, as we reached the final few wives available, the amounts being bid shot up — $600,000, $700,000.

      “Who pays that kind of money to spend one night with someone?” I questioned, aghast.

      “Some guys around here make that in a day,” Adam replied.

      At last, only two women were left—Victoria, a beautiful redhead in her mid-forties who fetched $750,000, and then Shannon.

      My God. She looked absolutely stunning when she came out on that stage. Of course, I’d seen her before she disappeared off to do the auction, but now somehow, she looked even more gorgeous up there. Something to do with the lights, the way she was smiling, and having such a good time. She didn’t have her purse, and that dress was much too tight to conceal a phone. At least, I understood why she hadn’t answered my texts

      The mayor introduced Shannon as someone new to the community. I tried to attract my wife’s attention, hoping to at least signal to her and making sure she was okay. But I don’t think she could see me through the bright stage lights.

      I tried to read her expression and see if Shannon had learned what I had about the auction. Did she question why such large sums of money were being raised and figure out the truth as I had? Did she know what would be expected of her?

      The mayor started the bidding. They quickly hit $400,000.

      My heart pounded as a dozen arms went up in the audience. Jim and Adam gave me suggestive, encouraging smiles—both impressed at the interest my wife was attracting.

      The bidding continued to rise. $500,000. $600,000. $700,000.

      My jaw dropped. I couldn’t believe it. And there were at least five hands still going up, from what I could see. Men would pay that kind of money for a night with my wife?

      $800,000. $900,000. $950,000.

      A solemn hush descended over the crowd as the mayor asked whether anyone in the room would bid $1 million to spend a night with Shannon.

      Three hands went up.

      Jim whispered to me, “It’s rare we get over the million-dollar mark.”

      $1.1 million. $1.2 million. $1.3 million.

      The mayor went up to $1.5 million, and there were still two men vying for Shannon.

      “Mark Caraway and Darryl Jeddison,” Adam whispered in my ear. “Both billionaires. Very attractive. Highly sought after at these auctions.”

      I could hardly believe the tone of his voice, as though he envied me that these were the men after my wife. That one of them would sleep with her.

      The mood in the room shifted again.

      “Here we are, folks,” the mayor said. The last chance at this event to win a night with the stunning Shannon Cooper. She’s just so beautiful. Don’t you want the opportunity to enjoy her company? Have her to yourself for one magical night?”

      I knew he was just trying to boost the bids as high as possible, but he made it obvious to everyone in the room that the chance to sleep with my wife was on offer. I was both horrified at the public confirmation that my wife was going to be unfaithful, and yet also deeply thrilled for practically the same reason. I couldn’t even understand it myself.

      I glanced around. Did everyone know I was her husband? The people we’d met so far did, sure. Nobody seemed to be looking at me or laughing at me.

      Shannon was blushing up there on stage, though it looked good on her, a sexy glow. Did it mean she knew what was going on? That she knew what she was in for?

      The mayor resumed the bidding. $1.6 million. $1.7 million. It almost didn’t seem real. They were just plucking out fantasy numbers. I tried to get a look at the men who wanted to sleep with my wife. They both looked older, but handsome, suave, confident.

      “Come on, gents. A night with the exquisite Shannon. Do I hear two million dollars?”

      A reverent silence captured the audience.

      Caraway’s hand went up. Oh my God. We had sold our home and put everything we had into our new house for that kind of money, and this man wanted to blow a figure like that in one night. One night in bed with my wife.

      “Do I hear $2.2 million?”

      Jeddison’s hand shot up.

      “$2.5 million?”

      Caraway’s hand.

      I nearly passed out.
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      I stayed sitting there with Adam and Jim as the auction came to an end and people began to leave, anxious about how Shannon was coping with everything. I was desperate to ensure she was all right and that she knew I’d support her in whatever decision she made about this.

      I didn’t want just to go home and make her think I didn’t care.

      Besides, Adam and Jim told me there was a tradition for the husbands of the auctioned wives to get together afterward for drinks at the nearby Taphouse Tavern. I hoped it might at least offer distraction while I waited for Shannon to get through her celebratory party with the winning bidders.

      I couldn’t stop thinking about how she’d been when the mayor had declared Mark Caraway the winning bidder, for a breathtaking $3 million, and then invited him up on stage to greet her.

      She had given him a peck on the cheek, and then, as the audience had responded with a loud “Awwww,” Caraway had pulled her to him and kissed her on the mouth like they were already lovers.

      Like a wedding officiant had just told him he could kiss the bride.

      Oh Jeez.

      There was a certain unseriousness to it, like they were somehow joking, and yet it seemed to me that the jocular nature relied on the general knowledge throughout this room that Mark Caraway had just bought himself a night in Shannon’s bed.

      She knew.

      She not only knew, but she seemed delighted by the prospect.

      I was stunned. Stunned, horrified, elated, jubilant, and nauseated all at once.

      Around me, my fellow auction husbands were in party mood. I tried to play along and share their enthusiasm for this strange tradition of the giving away of our wives for sex with wealthier men. I felt like I needed time to think, and yet at the same time, I wanted a distraction from my thoughts.

      Had Shannon betrayed me by so readily accepting what was going on without a second thought?

      And yet hadn’t I readily accepted it? My body cried out for the strange excitement of another man sleeping with my wife, even if my brain believed it must be a betrayal if I hadn’t given her express consent to do so.

      “Feeling confused?” My neighbor Evan found me in the Tavern.

      “I don’t know what to feel,” I said, offering him at the very least honesty.

      Evan, whose wife Candace had gone for $400,000, smiled. “It’s difficult the first time you do it,” he said. I liked his reassuring tone. “You don’t know whether to be disgusted or thrilled by the idea of your beloved wife spending a whole night with another man.”

      “Exactly.”

      “But you don’t want to go find Mark Caraway and punch him in the face?”

      I smiled and shook my head.

      He laughed. “Well, that’s something. That’s a good sign.”

      I took a big swig of beer. “I just don’t feel like we were fully informed about what was expected… You know…when we signed up.”

      He nodded. “They can be that way with newbies. People forget that you don’t know what everyone generally knows…”

      “Everyone knows that the wives sleep with their bidders?”

      Evan shrugged. “It’s known. But people don’t usually delve into what happens when a bidder takes his date home on Date Night. That’s their business.”

      “But you husbands… You seem very happy about it all.”

      Evan nodded. “I was like you to begin with. I couldn’t really understand why people were so into it. Why were the husbands so into it?”

      “But you and Candace were okay with her going on Date Night with someone else?”

      He smiled. “By then, our sex life had somewhat…dwindled. It was a little shocking, sure. And when I talked about it with Candace, we discussed the option of her going home with her bidder and refusing him sex.”

      “But she didn’t refuse him?”

      He shook his head. Took a big drink of beer himself. “We figured it wouldn’t make much difference. She wasn’t going to leave me for the guy. He certainly wasn’t going to get her pregnant. What’s one night? A little fun away from home. It’s only sex. I didn’t begrudge her the desire for sex. I could accept things had gotten boring between us.”

      “Things aren’t boring between me and Shannon,” I insisted.

      “So, what do you think about her having a hall pass for one night with someone else? You think it’ll ruin things between you?”

      “No, I…”

      I didn’t know how to put my feelings into words.

      He seemed to do it for me. “You like the idea of her having fun. Going wild. You’re afraid she’ll leave you. Jon, she won’t leave you. If you support her in this, she definitely won’t leave you. The love it takes to allow your wife to do something like this… she won’t question you again.”

      “I suppose not. So that first time Candace went on Date Night…it was okay?”

      “I tried not to focus on the fear. Logically, I could say there was no need for fear. I embraced the sense that she was having an exciting time—an adventure. And she would come back to me like she’d had a fantastic vacation.”

      “And did she?”

      “It was better than I could have ever hoped.”
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        * * *

      

      I took a lot of lessons from my fellow auction husbands that night. I tried to focus on the positive—enjoy that dark part of me that apparently wanted my wife to sleep with someone else. And then it was midnight, and a rumor circulated that the auction after-party had finished. That the wives were on their way back to us.

      They came to the tavern. They looked so beautiful—so happy.

      And here was Shannon, looking more desirable than I’d ever thought possible. Why did I crave her so much?

      “Hey,” she said, blushing like she had when the mayor had mentioned on stage that her winning bidder would be spending the night with her.

      “Hey,” I smiled. We kissed. It was so tender. The sweetest kiss we’d shared in years.

      I felt the desire in her kiss, the same unexpected level of desire I felt for her. We gazed into each other’s eyes, and it was clear we both knew the whole truth now. I could tell she wanted this, but also that she was afraid of how I would take it.

      “I love you,” I said, simply. “I think it’s going to be okay.”

      She nodded. “I love you, too. More than ever.”

      We weren’t talking it all through in detail, we weren’t agreeing on boundaries, negotiating lines in the sand. We had that long-term relationship telepathy. We could look at each other, and that was reassurance enough.

      Everyone was so happy. Congratulating each other, sharing their thoughts about the impressive amounts of money we had all raised, and so on.

      On the walk home, Shannon linked her arm in mine and gave me a loving squeeze.

      “We don’t have to talk about it if you don’t want to,” she said. “We could… I don’t know… pretend it’s not happening.”

      “Pretend what’s not happening?”

      “You know. Date Night.”

      I knew what she was offering me. The chance to turn a blind eye. I’d read articles about polyamorous people who were happy for their partners to date other people as well, but compartmentalized their lives so that they didn’t think about the sexual side of their partners seeing other people. It was supposed to be a way to control the potential for jealousy.

      I remember thinking at the time that if you were happy for your partner to have sex with someone else, wouldn’t you get curious about what went on with their other partners? Maybe even back then, I’d seen the potential for sexual curiosity, for arousal in knowing what your polyamorous partner was up to with someone else.

      “What if I want to know what happens?” I said to Shannon.

      There was a hesitation between us, like my wife really hadn’t been expecting this from me, as though she’d been rehearsing how to talk to me, she’d learned her lines, and I’d rewritten the script without telling her.

      “You’d want to know what happens?”

      I felt myself blush. Would she think me some kind of pervert?

      “You’re my wife,” I said, as though I could bluster through any criticisms by reminding her of our baseline agreement.

      “If you wanted to know, I’d tell you,” she said. “But… wouldn’t it upset you? Make you angry?”

      “Why would I be angry?” I asked, even though I knew full well why I might be angry. I suspected that the idea of my wife sleeping with another man would turn me on and that I wouldn’t get jealous. But I had no proof I would feel that way after the infidelity had happened.

      I felt an odd need to reassure her—to make sure she wasn’t concerned that I would get jealous. More than the need to keep myself from getting jealous. I wanted her to go through with the deal. Even if it hurt me.

      “It’s just sex,” I said, laying it out there. Using the words Evan had given me. Making sure it was entirely clear between us what we were talking about. This wasn’t just a pleasant dinner in the company of another man. A night in someone’s guest bedroom. We were talking about sex. About Shannon having sex with someone else.

      “Right,” she agreed with me, but seemed blown away that I would be like this.

      “You’re just having one wild night with another guy… you do like him, though, don’t you?”

      “Oh yes,” she beamed. “He’s very good-looking. So charming.”

      “So then. Why should I have a problem with it? We’ve been together for a quarter of a century. I know you’re not going to suddenly decide to leave me after one night in someone else’s bed.”

      “Goodness,” she said, her breath taken. “If you spent the night with another woman… I would hunt that woman down and… I don’t know… tear her throat out.”

      “You would?”

      We’d reached our front door. I unlocked it. Chuckling at her amusing threat to the woman who would want to share me.

      Shannon explained, “Not because I’d be worried you’d leave me for her… but because you’re mine. Just mine. You shouldn’t need anyone else.”

      I shrugged. “Well. I know you don’t need anyone else but me. But it would be a little treat, huh? A once-in-a-while little bonus.”

      We got inside the front door, and it felt good to have a little privacy.

      “And you’d really want to know what happens when I go home with him?”

      This was the part she really didn’t understand. This was the part I didn’t fully understand. Why was I turned on by the thought of her being with someone else?

      “I’m just…interested…” I said.

      It’s never easy to open up about sexual fantasies with a long-term partner. You always worry they will lose respect for you, and then you’d be stuck with their contempt for the rest of your life. But Shannon smiled, a curious smile, as though I was revealing hidden depths to her, something she never thought existed inside me.

      She stepped up and kissed me, as though to reward me for my understanding and my support. It was sweet, tender, and intended to be fairly brief—no doubt so we could get back to normality, and go upstairs to get some much-needed sleep. But as we kissed, her hands moved down my body, and she discovered something unexpected lurking in my pants.

      “Honey…” she gasped.

      I smiled, a little sheepishly.

      “Did you take something…?” she asked.

      We’d never needed to resort to little blue pills before. Shannon was as beautiful as ever, but the reality was that she usually had to make an extra effort with her hands or mouth before I was ready to go these days. Time and age have taken their toll. But I hadn’t been hard like this before either of us had even taken off any of our clothes in ages.

      “No, I didn’t,” I insisted.

      Her hands fumbled with my belt, and then, to my surprise, she pulled down my pants and my underwear and knelt in front of me.

      I stood there as she held my manhood and gazed at it like she’d just learned it bestowed eternal life. Then, after a few moments of not quite believing what she was seeing, she slipped the tip into her hot mouth.

      Oh my God. It felt incredible.

      It seemed so wicked, so irresponsible somehow. Like we were teenagers again, having secretive sex where we weren’t supposed to. She knelt and sucked on my cock as I stood right there beside our front door. She was moaning as she worked on it with her mouth, as though she was massively turned on by how hard I was.

      She sucked on me far longer than I could remember her doing in a long time—so long that I wondered if she wanted me to just come right there and then, but at last she hopped up to her feet and kissed me—really kissed me hard this time. Passionately making out with me, as though I’d given her the most wonderful compliment by being so hard, and she felt I needed rewarding.

      “The other wives said you might be like this,” she said, breathless, and apparently unable to keep her hands off my stiff shaft.

      “It’s just… how it is…” I replied, a little bashful, though it felt so good to be this hard for her.

      “They said it might turn you on… me being with someone else. I didn’t believe them…”

      “It’s just… kind of hot, thinking about you… you know…”

      She looked up at me, astonished. “That I’d sleep with someone else?” She continued pumping my shaft, but she could see how the words she used were affecting me. She could feel my manhood throbbing in her hands as she implanted the images of her infidelity in my mind.

      “It turns you on that another man would take me to bed? That he’d kiss me and… and fuck me?”

      Oh God. It was too much for me, particularly after an evening of such powerful and tangled emotions. Her words triggered my orgasm. I wouldn’t have chosen that moment for it, but I had no choice. I groaned, feeling disappointed and a little shameful that I hadn’t managed to last longer.

      And yet, to my surprise, Shannon did not seem to be upset that I hadn’t managed to control myself.

      She smiled as she felt the first hot spurt of my cream squirt out into her hand. Then to my amazement, she suddenly crouched and took my thick cock into her mouth again as it continued to jerk and fire off more -cum.

      “Well, that was unexpected,” she said, practically purring as she cleaned up my softening cock with an eager tongue.

      When she finally stood again, she was beaming, ear-to-ear, as though I’d just made her come, not the other way around.

      “Mmm… I liked that,” she said.
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      Date Night.

      Shannon had agreed with her billionaire buyer, Mark Caraway, that their special night would be the following Saturday.

      It turned out that this was the usual situation for most auctioned wives and their buyers. Shannon went shopping with Candace, Dina, and Lisa that morning. Then they all went to the spa and met up with Aimee, Alyssa, and Nicole that afternoon.

      I spent the afternoon playing golf with Adam, Jim, and Evan. Somehow, we didn’t talk about the upcoming Date Night, even though it was at the forefront of all our minds.

      Then in the evening, I kept Shannon company again as she got ready for her night out.

      That night, however, seemed even more exciting than when I’d been with her getting ready for the auction. She was knowingly preparing herself for another man’s bed. I was surprised by what a buzz it was, helping her prepare. She wanted my opinion on outfits. Fine. I could do that. We chose a black skirt and a lacy top that was elegant and sexy.

      But she also wanted me to choose the lingerie set that another man would discover when he peeled off her clothes.

      I washed her in the shower. I helped her shave her legs—and her pussy.

      I watched her putting on her underwear and her clothes, slowly rolling thigh-high stockings up her legs, tugging her lace panties and her bra into place—all the while thinking that Caraway would be doing the reverse later.

      She told me everything she’d found out about him during their small talk at the auction after-party. I was so focused on how it would be for another man to date my wife that I had trouble absorbing her words. I couldn’t stop thinking about what she was going to do that night. How it would be for another man to take my wife home. How it would be for another man to fuck Shannon.

      And then she was gone. Looking spectacular. I peered out of a window as the great man himself escorted her from the front door to his limousine. As he helped her into the stretched vehicle. As it drove away.

      Man, I had to sit down.

      I felt a rush of emotions—cold panic, fear, dread, and yet, also real excitement, arousal, lust. I’d never felt anything like it. The closest thing I could compare it to was when I was a student and I dropped acid with friends, and I’d ended up with a bad trip. But this time, I knew I could stop everything if I just rushed out after that damn limousine.

      I managed to weather the storm that night somehow. For the first hour, I told myself they were only having dinner. I texted Shannon to ask how it was going, but she didn’t reply. I felt a little bad about that. I realized it was me being clingy. If I kept it up, I’d probably only irritate her, getting in the way, and bothering her with unnecessary demands for reassurance

      It was just difficult to handle the feelings. From one moment to the next, I never felt the same thing. One moment, it was elation as I thought of my sexy wife doing something so deliciously naughty and exciting. The next moment, paranoid fear that my wife would see Caraway’s wealth all around her and be tempted to leave me for him.

      I paced our house. I tried to watch TV. I drank to dampen the whirling chaos inside my head.

      Around 9:00, our doorbell rang.

      Funnily enough, my initial thought was that it was Caraway dropping off my wife after their dinner. I felt a deep sense of disappointment, despite all the negative feelings I’d been having. Disappointment that if Shannon was returning this early in the evening, she couldn’t have gone all the way with her date.

      My second thought—the one that got me up on my feet and rushing to the front door—was that something must have gone wrong. Shannon must have suddenly gotten sick, or there had been an accident. Because if she were simply coming home early, why would she need to ring the doorbell? She’d just let herself in.

      It wasn’t Caraway, it wasn’t Shannon. It was Evan.

      “Hey, buddy. I wondered if you could use some company?”

      I felt a surge of relief because I realized what I needed more than anything in that moment was someone to talk to. I tried to play it cool, saying, “You know what, I could do with some company just now.”

      He knew exactly how I felt. He’d done it all before. We went to the clubhouse. A relaxing place, quiet, plenty of privacy. It struck me that if this was the usual night after an auction, when couples had their Date Night, there ought to be more husbands out drowning their sorrows or toasting their happiness, as applicable.

      Yet when I remarked to Evan that it seemed oddly empty in the clubhouse and that I’d expected more people to be around tonight, he said, “This is how it usually is on Date Night. The wives get taken by their dates to fancy restaurants elsewhere, and the husbands usually stay home to process what’s going on.”

      “They stay home?”

      He nodded, sipped his beer. “Mostly. I wouldn’t say it’s tradition, exactly. But you might say it’s a convention. The guys I’ve talked to about it say they like a little time, a little space to themselves to contemplate what’s going on with their wives.”

      I laughed. “I just spent an hour contemplating what’s going on with Shannon, and it was a nightmare.”

      Evan looked concerned. “You’re not having second thoughts?”

      I shrugged, and after a brief pause, shook my head. “Overall, I still like the idea that she’s going to have… you know… a bit of an adventure.”

      “You just need a little time to deal with the flood of emotions. After a while, it won’t seem so difficult.” He seemed relieved.

      Evan told me how it had been the first time he’d auctioned off his wife, Candace. He laid out how it had gone in surprising detail. It was a little shocking. I felt like I didn’t know him well enough to hear the kinds of things he told me, but I didn’t stop him from divulging.

      Afterwards, I did feel reassured. The way he explained things made me feel that it would work out for Shannon and me in the same way. But then, as the night wore on, we started talking about Caraway—about what Evan knew of the man who had bought my wife.

      That was when the reassurance started to wear off.

      The issue that set my heart racing and made it hard to breathe arose when I asked whether any of the donors who generally offered money for other men’s wives during an auction were married.

      “No, not on the whole,” he replied. “There are a few I’ve known who were married—are married—and their wives either turn a blind eye to their auction activity and Date Nights, or actively enjoy their husbands sleeping with other women. Mostly, though, they come to the auctions as bachelors.”

      “What about Caraway?”

      “He’s been married a few times. Maybe four times, come to think of it? But I think he’s always between wives when he bids at the auctions.”

      I asked in jest whether Caraway had ever married anyone he’d bought at an auction.

      Evan replied that it had happened twice. That wasn’t the answer I was looking for.

      “He’s married two women he dated from an auction?” I asked, aghast.

      “Look, it’s really not the usual kind of thing…” Evan replied, trying to calm me. He stressed the chances of it happening again were minimal.

      But I was on my feet, shocked. “But he’s done it twice.”

      I rushed for the exit. I texted Shannon, demanding to know where she was. Evan hurried after me. Shannon wasn’t responding to texts. She’d ignored my previous messages, too. I tried calling, but she didn’t pick up.

      “It’ll be all right,” Evan insisted. “Trust me. You and your wife are solid.”

      But I was walking, not really thinking which direction to go in, just away from the clubhouse.

      “Do you know where he takes his dates for dinner?” I asked. Evan still scampered after me.

      “He’s never dated Candace. I wouldn’t know.”

      “Shit.”

      I was frazzled, emotional, and a little drunk. I asked Evan, “Do you know where he lives? Caraway?”

      “Of course.”
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      They were on his expansive terrace, sitting on the opulent outdoor furniture, when we found them. We were hiding in the undergrowth, close enough that I was sure they would have seen us if we had not been in the darkness beyond the terrace lights. There were plenty of lights on the grounds of the Caraway residence, but they were mostly trained on the house itself.

      “What’re you gonna do?” Evan whispered.

      “I don’t know yet.”

      “Easier to stop them the sooner you do it.”

      But it wasn’t as simple as merely acting to stop them. If Shannon could have a pleasurable evening—and no-strings-attached sex—with Caraway, and there was no danger of him trying to steal her, then I didn’t want to stop anything. If there seemed to be any danger that she would fall for him, then I should stop everything ASAP.

      “I don’t even know if I want to stop them.”

      My hard cock was telling me to stay put and just watch. Shannon was stunning in her black skirt and lacy top. And she looked happy, excited, to continue her date with this guy.

      How could I tell if she was falling for him? Well, that was the difficulty. But my gut feeling was that it would take more than just one night for her to fall for another man.

      It was getting late. We crouched in the bushes watching my wife sipping champagne with her date for a long while. I enjoyed watching them flirting with each other and seeing how cheerful that made Shannon.

      I could tell that Evan was getting impatient, though.

      “How d’you think Candace is getting on?” I asked him.

      He smiled. “Good. I bet she’s already sleeping with him.”

      “You never tried to watch her on a date?”

      He chuckled quietly. “No. Never. It’s not really done. We trust in the system, you know? It’s assumed no man will try to steal another man’s wife when he wins her in the auction. It’s just Caraway that’s the problem.”

      “And no one does anything about him?”

      “He puts up too much money.”

      We watched Caraway rise to his feet. I caught my breath, wondering if the two of them would go upstairs to get to the main event.

      “I think something’s happening,” Evan said. With hindsight, I’m surprised I didn’t feel weird about another guy potentially watching my wife have sex, but at the time, my focus was just so intently honed on Shannon. I wasn’t thinking about much else.

      We watched Caraway step behind Shannon. She remained seated, nylon-clad legs crossed, as though waiting for something.

      Her date put his hands on her shoulders and began massaging them. Shannon seemed to like it, smiling, closing her eyes, melting into his touch as he coaxed her muscles through her lace top.

      It was like they were getting used to physical contact. Breaking the ice between them.

      My heart was thumping, anxiety buzzed through my veins, even though my dick was hard as granite. She spoke, but I couldn’t hear her words. What was she saying to him? I examined their faces for hints of danger, but really, how would I be able to tell even if there was danger?

      My emotions were all over the place. I decided to try and trust Shannon, to know she would not do anything to threaten our marriage after all these years. I told myself that, logically, our marriage was safe. It was just difficult to get my feelings to go along with my logic.

      We watched Caraway edge around and stand beside Shannon, the arm of the couch between them. He kept one hand on her shoulder as though he was simply helping her up to her feet like a gentleman.

      But my wife put her hand on his crotch.

      I gasped.

      We watched her hand on his crotch, stroking the bulge in his pants, feeling the extent of his package. Oh, man. I could hardly believe what I was seeing. My sweet wife, my loyal soulmate, was groping another man’s dick through his pants.

      And then her hands were at his belt, fingers working to unfasten the silver buckle, pulling open the expensive Italian leather before focusing on his fly.

      I was breathless as I saw her prise open his pants and slide her hand over the prominent bulge in his black underwear. Jesus. Was this really happening? Caraway pulled down his pants and tugged up his shirt as though proud to show off his gym-toned abs—and that sizable bulge, which had Shannon transfixed.

      Oh, God. I watched her peel down the tight black boxer-briefs, and then there she was, pretty face just an inch or two away from another man’s huge, fully erect cock.

      I heard Evan gasp beside me. Then a rustle as he moved.

      “I have to find Candace.”

      His whisper was urgent. And then, with a rustle of the bushes around me, my partner in crime was gone.

      I couldn’t care that he left. I was holding my breath as my wife took another man’s massive tool in her hand and lowered her face to it. I don’t know why, but my automatic expectation was that she would give it a sniff and then drop it in pure disgust. She didn’t.

      I was stunned when her tongue slipped out and flicked over the enormous purple helmet at the tip of his manhood. Then she put the tip to her lips and sank down on it, taking the top few inches inside her mouth.

      Oh, man. Oh, God.

      I began to pant. Hyperventilate.

      I watched her take that obscene thing out of her mouth and begin slowly licking it, as though it was the most delicious ice cream cone. Caraway was unfastening the buttons on his shirt, and I could tell he was keen to show her his gym-toned physique. I had to hand it to him. He’d clearly put in the hours into his fitness. I almost envied him, particularly as Shannon gazed up at him with clear desire in her big, blue eyes.

      But I still wasn’t jealous. I was glad she wanted him. That she could have him. I watched her stuff that big dick back into her mouth and I was overjoyed that he obviously turned her on.

      She was talking to him in between mouthfuls of his giant phallus. Her words were too quiet to hear, but she looked so seductive, playfully flirtatious even though she was already fucking him with her mouth.

      He stood there and groaned, one hand curled around the back of her head.

      God, it was so weird watching my wife sucking another man’s cock. I was so used to seeing her do that to mine, but I’d never seen it like this, and I didn’t feel her mouth working my cock.

      She was so smiley, while she tended to his cock with her mouth. It gave me such a buzz to see her enjoying herself so much. Wasn’t that what all this was ultimately about?

      But now she was pulling away from him, slowly rising to her feet. What was she saying to him? God, she looked so beautiful. If she weren’t my wife, I’d want to steal her. He was urging her to her feet. Were they going to go upstairs?

      She turned around, and he ran his hands all over her body, groping her like a piece of meat. I liked how obviously taken he was with her beauty, with her impressively trim figure.

      He groped her ass through her skirt, and she just bent over the couch and encouraged him.

      It was so shocking.

      I think I was just so used to thinking of her as my wife, as mine alone, and as such a gracious and upstanding member of society that my underlying assumption was that if anyone ever did such a thing to her, she’d be screaming blue murder at them and calling in the police without delay.

      But she stood there, grasping the arm of the couch, and just let him slowly pull up her skirt to reveal the tops of her black stockings—and then her black panties. She stood there as he knelt down behind her and leaned into her ass, lodging his face in between her pert buttocks. She just stood there as he kneaded her cheeks and kissed her there, only pausing to peel away her panties.

      Shannon bent farther forward and just let him put his mouth on her bare pussy, licking her as he drew her panties down to her ankles. Oh Jeez. This man, who was not me, was touching my wife’s most intimate place with his lips.

      I wasn’t jealous. Was I? I was allowing this to happen. I had the power to stop it. I could call her any time I wanted. Tell her to stop.

      But it was beautiful. My wife was gorgeous. Caraway was a super-rich man who could probably buy anything he wanted, charm any woman he chose into bed, and he wanted my Shannon. And here was my sweet wife being so naughty, so wicked, flashing her pussy in the face of a man who wasn’t her husband.

      I was so turned on. I was fizzing with adrenaline. What a rush!

      And then I watched him stand again and direct that enormous erection to my wife’s exposed pussy.

      Oh, God.

      Look at that! His pants and his underwear were bunched around his ankles. He was practically naked. He had that huge, rock-hard cock in his hand and he was rubbing its tip between Shannon’s cheeks, right up against her pussy. And she was letting him. Her moans encouraged him to do it.

      I felt like my heart just stopped.

      I was ice cold and burning hot all over all at once.

      And then he was leaning into her. He was inside her! I could not breathe. He placed his big hands on her hips and moved his body against hers. The way he was bent over her, there could be no other explanation. His cock was inside my wife.

      She clung to the arm of that couch, kneeling on the seat, her mouth open as she let out a long, low moan of pleasure.

      Oh, God, I was witnessing another man fucking my wife. He was inside her. She was cheating on me.

      He withdrew from her slightly, pulling back, the tip of his cock still inside her, but the rest of it visible. Glistening with her juices. Oh, man, oh, man. He grasped her waist and just pumped that thing into her, over and over.

      She smiled, beaming from ear to ear. Her eyes were closed, and she was moaning, that little divot in the middle of her brow telling me how good he was making her feel with that enormous dick. Wow. I had not been expecting the powerful thrill that washed over me as I watched him fucking my wife.

      It was hot—unbelievably hot. It would have been easily the hottest thing I had ever laid eyes on—if I didn’t feel an earth-shaking feeling of unease at the same time. Oh Jeez. I felt the world around me whirling, like I’d had way too much to drink. It was that kind of giddiness you feel when you’re standing too close to the edge at a great height.

      Fear and excitement jostled for control of my poor brain.

      Man, Shannon looked like she was having the best sex of her life. Had I ever made her feel that good?

      It was only sex, right? Just brutal, animalistic sex. The way he held her, the way he thrust into her, it was like she was simply another piece of exercise equipment he was using to work out his ridiculously buff physique. And she just took it, letting him plow that cock into her over and over.

      So why did I feel so shaky? Why did I feel such pure terror?

      Her moaned words were indecipherable. What was she saying? That his was the best cock she’d ever had? Oh Jesus. Was she telling him she’d leave her husband for him? Screw the consequences?

      That his enormous cock was worth it.

      That he was rich, handsome, the life of the party. Any woman would want that.

      And yet I didn’t want him to stop fucking her. I was hard as fucking steel. I had my dick out, in my hands, right there in the man’s yard. I knelt in his bushes jerking my cock at the unbelievably erotic sight of my wife getting fucked hard by another man.

      A confusing experience, you might say. But in the world of hormone-based emotion—at least in mine—arousal trumped all else. My excitement kept me from reacting to the fear.

      As I watched him pull away from her and then drop onto the couch behind him, I feared that he was done already, that he had come prematurely, and it was all over.

      It wasn’t over. Shannon was turning around. Both of them were whipping off their underwear. My wife climbed onto him, lifting one leg over his lap, knees sliding down beside his hips. And then he was inside her again. This time I saw his enormous dick sink into her. I saw her soaking wet pussy gripping him. I saw her push down on him, impaling herself.

      It was just sex, I told myself over and over.

      Just sex, not love.

      They weren’t kissing each other. This wasn’t romantic.

      She was just using that massive thing. That absolutely colossal cock that was dripping with her juices. He had his face between her breasts. Had he torn her lace top? He was sucking on her magnificent tits as she fucked him. It was just a workout for them both, right? Only with tits.

      I can’t explain it but watching them was getting easier. Somehow, I was coping.

      And then they stopped again. Shannon climbed off him. He was standing up, and she led him away into the house. Oh shit. I could see through the enormous French windows. I could watch them walk calmly to the stairs.

      They were going to the bedroom.

      Oh Jesus. I couldn’t help myself. I stood up, pulled my pants closed, and refastened my fly. I hopped out of the bushes and scurried forward toward the house. My heart was pounding so hard it hurt. But the adrenaline drove me on—that and my prick.

      What would happen if they caught me? I wasn’t really thinking about it. I supposed Shannon would defend me, telling her lover that her poor husband just couldn’t face being apart from her. He’d been weak, too weak to stay away. They wouldn’t call the police, would they? What would Caraway say to the cops? Yes, officer, this is that man’s wife. But I bought her, fair and square.

      It didn’t really feel real to me, anyway, but more like I’d stumbled into a dream.

      I paused briefly by those couches, standing on the very spot where another man had just been fucking my wife. I crouched briefly and picked up a scrap of black lace. My wife’s abandoned panties.

      I pressed them to my face and inhaled the spicy scent of her aroused pussy.

      Oh, man.

      I was too weak to stop myself. I continued onward, cautiously slipping into the house. I was technically breaking and entering. Trespassing. I was a lawbreaker. I took a few steps inside, stopped, and listened. I could hear them upstairs. Shannon was giggling at something. Caraway’s deeper voice said something I couldn’t decipher. Were they in the bedroom already?

      I felt strangely bold. She was my wife. Why shouldn’t I get to see what was going on?

      I reached the bottom of the stairs. They were concrete—nicely finished to match the lavish floors, but still basically concrete, so they were solid as all fuck. No creaking as I scampered up the steps, not even a hint of a creak.

      It was dark upstairs. Neither of the lovers had paused to flick on any lights. With all these floor-to-ceiling windows, there was enough light anyway. As I approached the doorway to the master bedroom, there was plenty of light for me to see Shannon lying face down on that enormous bed, pushing up her gorgeous ass for him, exposing her bare pussy.

      She was still wearing her thigh-high stockings. Still wearing that lace top. But she was naked where it counted. But he was completely naked. A Greek God of a man, the kind of muscular frame that only a lot of money and the finest steroids could create, particularly at his age. But she wanted him. She was wet for him. He was completely different from me, but for some reason, I wanted that for her. I wanted her to have this adventure. I was pleased for her.

      I watched him grab hold of her ass and shove his face between her thighs once more, between her buttocks, claiming a fresh taste of her pussy. He moaned as he ate her. I envied him enjoying her flavor. All I had was a pair of her panties to clamp against my face as I watched them.

      “Oh yes…” she moaned, and this time I could properly hear her. I saw the beads of perspiration on her brow. I smelled that musky spice of her arousal in the air. I was there with her, watching close-up as he moved up, straddling the back of her thighs, and placed that enormous dick between her cheeks.

      I heard the catch of her breath when he touched the tip of his dick to her sex.

      I heard the wet sounds as he squeezed his manhood inside her.

      I heard the creak of the bedsprings as he began pumping into her.

      “Oh fuck, oh fuck…”

      The sound of her gasps and moans sent shivers down my body.

      “Oh, right there…. Right there…oh… Oh yeah…”

      He was growling and groaning as he powered into her again and again, working his hips like a machine.

      It was only sex, right? Not love. Earth-shakingly good sex—but not love.

      She was going to have amazing sex with him all night.

      But she wasn’t going to fall for him.

      He pulled out, and Shannon rolled him onto his back. She wanted to ride him. I watched him make her come. It was an almost mystical experience. It made me wonder if I’d ever made her truly come. She never sounded like that with me, did she?

      But she didn’t kiss him.

      They grunted and they groaned and they sweated buckets, but there wasn’t any real tenderness. No stopping to tell each other how beautiful they were, or how much they loved being with each other.

      I stepped back, wondering if I should leave. I had done what I’d come there to do. I had monitored the situation and confirmed that no love was being fallen into.

      Shannon was on her back again, and he was lying over her. It was the conventional position. Missionary. But still, there was no kissing. They were like two gym buddies. She was simply spotting him, assisting him with his workout. This routine just happened to be Caraway plunging his cock into her for endless reps.

      I found it very difficult to step back, to break away from what I was seeing. That dick sinking into my wife again and again had an odd hypnotic effect.

      They moved again so he was standing on the floor, and she was on her back on the bed, her ass right on the edge of the mattress. Just a few feet away from me. They seemed so close that I could almost feel the heat of their bodies. I could smell their furious sex.

      And from that angle, as he stood there, I could see his dick disappearing inside her.

      How did that dick stay so hard so long? He had to have taken some kind of pill.

      “Oh my God…”

      There was a new urgency in his grunting. I couldn’t move away. My feet were glued to the floor. Either one of them could have cast their eyes in my direction and would have seen me; the shadows were hardly any protection. But I couldn’t make myself leave.

      My wife was telling him to come inside her.

      Oh man. It was so hot.

      He wasn’t even using a condom.

      “I wanna feel your cum inside me…” She moaned it over and over.

      He was groaning and repeating, “I’m gonna come…”

      Oh, she was so beautiful. How could a man let someone else fuck his wife when she looked so incredible? But I wanted him to come inside her. I wanted him to come inside someone else’s wife, someone he couldn’t have just for himself.

      “Come inside my pussy…”

      Oh Jeez. She had never talked like that when we were in bed.

      “Oh…shit… Oh shit… Oh….”

      I watched him lean back and take his cock halfway out of her pussy and watch it throbbing and trembling and jerking as he pumped his thick cream into her.

      Oh, man.

      I saw his white cum leaking out of her gaping pussy, and he was still pumping it in there.

      Oh, God. I had to get out of there. I felt dizzy. Nauseous. This was not good. I shouldn’t have stayed so long.

      I stepped back, the fear suddenly overwhelming, taking over from the arousal that had been dominating my body. All I felt was pure panic. The adrenaline flooding my veins was not pushing me to pull out my cock and jerk it. It was pushing me to flee.

      And then my wife’s eyes locked on mine.

      She gazed at me, and I gazed at her as this other man grunted and groaned and spurted the last of his cum inside her. I saw the panic in her face, the sudden change from utter bliss to confusion and horror. I saw the fear in her eyes.

      I stepped back. I couldn’t breathe. I turned and walked away. I shouldn’t have gone inside. I shouldn’t have gone to Caraway’s house at all. I’d lost her. She’d seen me and she was afraid I was going to cause a stink for her, and mess things up with her new man.

      I shouldn’t have let her see me.

      Walking downstairs, I cursed myself for being so stupid. What did she think of me, that I hadn’t been able to keep away, that I’d had to watch her with him? That I was pathetic? Clingy? Too weak to just let her go off and do her thing? To just trust her?

      She would be embarrassed to be married to me.

      She would tell Caraway she was done with me.
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      Downstairs, I didn’t rush to escape. I was such a tangle of emotions that I didn’t know what to think. I couldn’t react.

      Caraway could come down at any minute and catch me. He’d ask what I thought I was doing in his house. I’d ask what he thought he was doing fucking my wife for money. What if he called the cops?

      I felt so raw. It felt like nothing really mattered.

      “Jon.”

      I turned to find Shannon scampering down the stairs. She was wearing a man’s bathrobe. Caraway’s robe. It only highlighted her infidelity, pointing out that she was in another man’s domain. Reminding me that she’d just been fucked by another man.

      Strangely, it was so arousing.

      I felt my softened manhood thickening up again.

      God, she was beautiful. Was it because I’d lost her? Or because I’d seen another man take her in front of me?

      “What’re you doing here?” she emphatically whispered, slowing as she approached me.

      “I don’t know…” I said, feeling helpless.

      “You didn’t change your mind…?”

      There was a sudden panic in her tone and her eyes. It was oddly reassuring. For the first time, I realized she had as much to fear as I did, assuming she felt about our marriage the same way I did. She had taken a risk stepping outside our monogamy, as much if not more than I had by letting her.

      “No, no, not at all,” I quickly replied, cheered by the relief I saw on her face.

      “You missed me already?” She smiled, taking hold of my hand.

      “I had to know what it was like. To see you with him.”

      “How much did you see?”

      “Everything.”

      Shannon blanched at that. I saw she was desperate to know whether I was thrilled or horrified by what I’d seen. I didn’t know how to describe my feelings to her. They were so complicated. But she didn’t ask me to tell her how I felt. Her hand moved to my crotch, where she found my substantial erection.

      Her eyes lit up, and her jaw dropped. I might have been disturbed by watching my wife suck and fuck another man—a man with a reputation for stealing wives—but you couldn’t fake that level of arousal. Even with pills.

      Her breath taken, she whispered in awe, “Honey…”

      I kissed her. I didn’t even think about what I was doing. I just took what I wanted. I kissed her sweet mouth and tasted the flavor of a man on her lips. It was wicked and wrong and should have disgusted me, but it only fueled my desire for her.

      She was so beautiful, so gorgeous, so sexy, and her fucking another man only made her more so in my eyes.

      As we sucked on each other’s lips deeply, we moved back toward a reassuringly expensive—and so sturdy—modernist dining table that she could lean against. I kissed my way down her soft neck, breathing in the subtle musk of another man from her hot body.

      Shannon was quietly moaning. Neither of us thought about what would happen if Caraway came downstairs and caught us. But perhaps he was asleep after his strenuous session fucking my wife.

      I tasted the soft flesh of her chest, sucking the hint of salt from her stiff nipples as I coaxed her exquisite breasts and enjoyed that slight stickiness on her skin—the traces of recent exertions, of recent sex.

      Man, she was magnificent. I straightened and just looked at her for a moment. Taking in her breathtaking beauty—the beauty that had made all the men at that auction want her, and the wealthiest of them to shell out $3 million for the chance to fuck her.

      She smiled, loving how I looked at her, the renewed vigor of my passion for her. She leaned back and let me just fondle her, groping her, kneading her tits like I’d never been with a woman before, just astonished by how sexy she was, how strangely desirable infidelity made her to me.

      My hands crept down her body, marveling at her gym-toned physique, dancing over her mound to dip into her bare sex, discovering the copious wetness there.

      Her smile broadened, and she curled a hand around the back of my neck as my fingers slid inside her pussy. She pulled me to her so she could kiss me as I explored the strangeness of another man’s cum lining my wife’s sex. It didn’t freak me out like I might have imagined it would.

      In fact, as I began to slowly thrust my fingers into her, lubricated by Caraway’s seed, its very presence only seemed to turn me on more. It was evidence of my wife’s wickedness. Proof that she had done something so wincingly erotic as fuck a man who wasn’t me.

      This strange excitement brought me to my knees, ducking down to gaze at my wife’s creamy pussy, to witness the physical manifestation of her adultery up close. She leaned back, hands flat on the tabletop behind her, giving me the space to look, to touch, to get my head around everything.

      I kissed the top of her pussy. I inhaled the pungent aroma of their sex. I stroked her pink folds with exploratory digits. I ran my tongue along her soaking groove.

      I’d never wanted her more.

      It made me feel a new perspective on her, on sex, on marriage. A woman shouldn’t be limited to just one man. Or at least, my woman shouldn’t. Sex looked good on her. Just so long as she had sex with me when I wanted it, what did it matter if she had sex with others too?

      I licked my wife’s unfaithful pussy, and it made me realize why all the husbands kept allowing their wives to take part in the auctions four times a year.

      I pulled open my fly and stroked the tip of my hard cock along the petals of her adulterous flower.

      Breathlessly, she whispered, “Fuck me. Please…”

      I smiled, stroking my shaft as I nudged the tip of my manhood inside her, tracing out the shape of her entrance, slowly coating my dick in another man’s come.

      This newfound desire worked both ways. I loved how she was looking at me. Wanting me so ferociously. Craving the wickedness of having two men inside her on the same night. Two cocks. The corners of her mouth curled up in a deliciously wicked smile as I teased her with the head of my cock, brushing her pussy slowly like I was cleaning it, though it would remain filthy as all hell. Coated with another man’s cream.

      Gradually, I moved further and further inside, feeling the intense heat of her cunt gripping my dick, her body quivering, throbbing as I slowly sank into her.

      “Oh God…” she sighed, trying to keep quiet, trying to avoid being discovered by the man who had just had her before me.

      I thrust into her, feeling the hot fluid of another man’s emissions leaking out around my cock.

      “I love you,” I moaned, leaning into her as I began to fuck her.

      “Oh yes, my love. I love you so much…” she whimpered in reply.

      And neither of us could hold out for long before the most staggering orgasm hit us.

      God, I never felt anything like it.

      I stepped back—nearly fell back. Shannon smiled, touching a hand to her pussy, feeling my cum, which had joined Caraway’s inside her.

      “You have to go,” she said.

      I nodded. Calmed by the endorphins now flooding my system. Soothed by her declaration of love.

      “You’re staying?”

      She nodded. “I have to.”

      I stepped back and stuffed my sticky cock back into my pants. “You’ll let him fuck you again?”

      She smiled, slipping her dripping fingers into her mouth, and told me, “He’ll want to fuck me again in the morning. Then I’ll come straight back to you, my darling.”

      I felt a fresh burst of exhilaration. She stood and pulled the bathrobe closed, offering me a little smile and a little wave before I departed the battlefield.
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      DAY 1

      Louise looked up from the information booklet to find Sandra standing in the middle of their hotel room.

      Her friend looked uncomfortable. “What do you think?”

      “I think that’s a lovely dress.”

      “I know, but don’t you think it’s a bit too young for me?”

      “You’re not old.”

      “You’re only saying that because we’re the same age.”

      Louise shook her head. “Fifty is the new forty.”

      “Fifty sounds old to me. I’m old enough to remember when they said forty was the new thirty.” She turned around slowly, glancing down self-consciously at her legs and feet in the open-toed sandals. “Am I showing too much pale skin?”

      “No. You look good, and the only way to get some colour on your legs is to expose them to the sun.”

      “I know, I just don’t want to stand out like a pasty white beacon in the middle of a city full of olive-skinned beauties.”

      Holding up the tourist guide she’d been reading, Louise smiled. “Florence has a population of about 370,000 but it sees over thirteen million visitors a year. There’ll be more pasty white women than olive-skinned beauties, believe me.” She stood up from the leather armchair and undid a second button at the front of Sandra’s pale blue sundress. “And you can show a little more cleavage because we’re on holiday.”

      “That’s easy for you to say. You only had one tiny daughter and kept your figure. I had four nine-pound sons who desecrated my body. They ran riot through my pelvis and sucked all the shape out of my tits.”

      Louise laughed and shook her head. “That’s not true, and you know it. Your body has been getting you all the attention since we were sixteen. I was so flat-chested that when I had my pixie haircut, most people mistook me for a boy.”

      That brought a smile to her friend’s face. “I did have nice boobs when I was younger.”

      “You still do, just ask the guy on hotel reception. While we checked in last night, he checked them out.”

      Sandra looked down at the open buttons and gave her boobs a little shake. “Okay, if you tell me I’ve still got it, I’m going to go out and flaunt it.”

      “Good. But maybe delay flaunting it until after we’ve eaten.”

      They headed downstairs in search of breakfast. This was the first full day of their short break in Florence, and their first holiday together without their families since they were teenagers.

      The hotel restaurant was bright and airy, and the picture windows showed views of the city with the famous Brunelleschi’s Dome dominating the skyline. They ate warm pastries and drank strong coffee, then returned briefly to their room to pick up their bags.

      Louise checked her watch, working out what time it’d be back in England. “Can you give me a minute? I just want to phone Ken before he goes to work.”

      “Yep, no probs.” Sandra gave a flirty smile and pushed her boobs out. “I’ll wait in the lobby and jiggle these girls for the guy behind the reception desk.”

      Louise laughed as she tapped on her husband’s name from her list of contacts.

      He answered on the second ring. “Hello?”

      “Hiya. How’s it going?”

      “Fine. I managed to wake up, shower and shave without you telling me what to do.”

      Louise smiled. “Well, now I know you can look after yourself, I might have to come on holiday more often. Got to make the most of being an empty nester.” Their daughter had recently started a job based in Luton, which meant she and Ken had the house to themselves for the first time in twenty-two years.

      “I think we should both make the most of it. Hopefully the two of us can manage a break later in the year.”

      “Hmm, that’d be nice.”

      “How’s the hotel?” he asked.

      “It’s lovely. Bright and clean, and convenient for getting around the city.”

      “And how’s Sandra?”

      She smiled, touched that her husband was concerned about her oldest friend. “She seems fine. I’m hoping this trip will cheer her up and help her rediscover her old self.” Although her friend tried to put on a brave face, Louise knew she’d been hurt when her husband left her for a younger woman.

      “Well, you’ll have to pour enough Chianti down her throat to make her forget her woes.”

      Louise laughed. Sandra had always been the first to get drunk at their parties and barbecues. “We’ll see. Right, we’ve had breakfast so⁠—”

      “Argh. Breakfast. I’d forgot about that. It’s a good job you reminded me. Can you phone me every mealtime so that I don’t starve while you’re away?”

      “You’re not funny.” Louise couldn’t help smiling. Ken always teased her about persistently micromanaging him. “Right, have a nice day. I’ll think about you arguing with your contractors while I’m sipping a cold glass of wine in the Piazza della Signoria.”

      After they’d said their goodbyes and ended the call, she went down and found her friend sitting in the hotel lobby. Sandra stood up and they walked out into the warm Tuscan sunshine. Louise slipped on her sunglasses, and they made their way along the crowded pavement. They spent over an hour wandering around and getting their bearings, discussing which of the fabulous buildings they wanted to see inside. They found themselves in a small piazza and decided to stop at one of the bars with outdoor tables. After the waitress had taken their order, two men sat at the next table. Sandra raised her eyebrows and pushed her boobs out a little more, which made Louise giggle. When the women’s coffees were delivered, the men ordered their own drinks and chatted with the waitress in Italian. Sandra gave Louise another knowing look, then sipped at her cappuccino.

      Louise knew that Italian men used to have a reputation for being too forward when it came to approaching women. Apparently, it had become so bad that Italy’s High Court had ruled that pinching a woman’s bottom was a crime. Even so, it only took the men on the neighbouring table a couple of minutes before they struck up a conversation with the two women. The Italians obviously knew they were tourists, and asked where they were from, how long they were in Florence, and if they had plans to see any other parts of the country. They were friendly, charming, and never said or did anything that could be considered inappropriate.

      The men looked a few years younger than she and Sandra, probably both in their early forties. Both men had jet black hair, wore casual clothes, and spoke heavily accented English. When the waitress returned with their drinks, Sandra suggested the men join them at their table.

      “I am Roberto,” said the first, holding out his hand. Sandra shook it and held on to it for several seconds longer than was needed as she stared into his dark brown eyes.

      “Sandra,” she said, swooning like a schoolgirl. “And this is Louise.”

      Louise shook Roberto’s hand, then turned to his friend.

      “Gianluca,” the other man said. “Luca for short.” He had pale green eyes and a nice smile.

      Introductions over, the foursome chatted about Florence and the surrounding areas, and what tourist attractions they held. Sandra mentioned a few of the places she’d been advised to see, and Roberto nodded for some of these but gave non-committal shrugs for others.

      “What you need are local people to show you around.” He beamed and held out his arms. “And luckily for you, we are available.”

      The women laughed. Louise shook her head and was just about to say that wouldn’t be necessary when Sandra gasped and said, “Oh, thank you. That would be really great.” Then she frowned. “But don’t you have jobs you need to go to?”

      Roberto explained that he and Luca were lecturers at the university, which was closed for the summer. “It would be our pleasure to show such beautiful ladies around our city,” he said.

      “Oh, that’d be so kind of you.” She eventually dragged her gaze from the handsome Italian and turned to Louise. “Wouldn’t that be good, Lou? Having locals show us all the best places?”

      Louise felt like she’d been ambushed. She frowned, then looked from Roberto to Luca. “It would, but I’m sure these guys have far better things to do with their time off than show around two old dears like us.”

      Sandra gasped. “Speak for yourself, you cheeky mare.” She looked at the men. “We’re not too old to be chaperoned, are we?”

      “Certainly not.” Roberto’s gaze slipped lower, and Louise noticed that a third button on Sandra’s dress had magically come undone. As she turned her attention back to the men, she caught Luca sweeping his eyes down her legs. Strangely, she didn’t mind.

      The waitress came to collect the empty cups, and Roberto suggested their first visit should be to the Galleria dell'Accademia, which was fairly close by and was part of the university complex where the men worked. The four of them made their way toward the huge building and spent about two hours walking around the museum, with Michelangelo’s sculpture David being the most revered piece there. By the time they left, Sandra and Roberto had become inseparable, which left Louise and Luca to chat. He seemed like a nice enough guy, certainly not as pushy as Roberto, and Louise enjoyed his company. They stopped for lunch in a small pizzeria off a bustling side street. The conversation was light, and Louise felt relaxed around the men, considering they were both almost complete strangers.

      After lunch, Roberto led them to the Cathedral of Santa Maria, with the famous dome perched on top of it, which involved another two-hour tour of the magnificent inside. Louise was ready to drop when they finished. When Roberto suggested they meet up for dinner later, both women declined.

      “We’ll both be fast asleep by eight,” Sandra said with a smile.

      Roberto accepted their decision with good grace, then suggested a more leisurely stroll around a local vineyard for the following day. Having said their goodbyes, Louise and Sandra headed back to the hotel. Both were tired, almost to the point of exhaustion. Louise would have liked to soak for an hour in the bath, but instead settled for a long, hot shower. They dressed and went down to the hotel restaurant for an early dinner. There were only four other people in the restaurant, an elderly American couple and a middle-aged Irish couple. Louise wasn’t hungry after her freshly made pizza at lunchtime, and neither woman wanted a starter or dessert. They returned to their room barely twenty-five minutes later. While Sandra used the bathroom and got into her sleepwear, Louise sent a quick text to Ken explaining they were tired after a lot of sightseeing, and she promised to phone him in the morning to remind him to eat breakfast. Then she took her turn brushing her teeth and putting on her sleep-shorts and vest. When she came out, Sandra was already in one of the twin beds, and Louise slipped into the other one.

      After a brief silence, Sandra turned onto her side and grinned at her. “What do you think of Roberto?”

      Louise laughed out loud. “I think he seems very nice, and he also seems rather taken with you.”

      “Hmm.” Sandra let out a sigh. “It’s been a while since I’ve had thigh sweats like I did today.”

      “Too much information.”

      Sandra giggled again, then turned serious. “Do you remember the last holiday we took together?”

      Louise smirked, knowing what she was going to say. “Of course I do.”

      “And the two guys from Bristol?”

      “Oh, I remember.”

      Sandra gave a throaty chuckle. “What a couple of sluts we were.”

      “Speak for yourself.” Then Louise laughed out loud.

      The two nineteen-year-old girls had been to a rave on a beach in Ibiza and ended up going back to a hotel room with two guys about the same age. The men were sharing a twin room, and while Sandra had sex with her guy in one bed, Louise was having sex with hers in the adjacent bed. Afterwards, the women had gone to the bathroom together. Without any pre-planning, when they returned to the hotel room, Sandra got into the bed that Louise had just been in, and Louise got into the other one. Neither man complained, and everyone in the room had two different lovers that night.

      “Did you ever tell anyone about it?” Sandra asked.

      Louise certainly hadn’t told her boyfriend when she’d returned home, nor any of the other men she’d had relationships with before meeting her husband. “Only Ken. Did you?”

      “I told John a few years after we were married. He wasn’t happy and called me all sorts of names.” Sandra shook her head. “He was such a hypocrite when you consider he fucked his secretary on the side for two years before he eventually left me for her.”

      Louise didn’t want her friend to dwell on her ex-husband. “Ken didn’t seem to mind.” She thought about her husband’s reaction to her confession, which she’d made a couple of years into their marriage. “He actually asked a lot of questions and seemed to think it was sexy, and something I should be proud of.”

      Sandra let out a sigh. “He’s a lot less uptight than John ever was, that’s for sure.”

      “Yeah, I guess.” Louise didn’t mention that her husband had fucked her with a lot more intensity than usual after her revelation.

      The women eventually turned the light out and settled down in bed. As they lay in the dark, Sandra let out a quiet sigh.

      Louise turned the light back on and leaned up on her elbow, a mock scowl on her face. “I hope you’re not rubbing one out thinking about Roberto.”

      Sandra laughed and shook her head. “I’m not rubbing one out, thank you very much.” She smiled. “I’m just making sure it hasn’t healed up.”

      Louise burst out laughing. “Charming.”

      Sandra shrugged. “Like I said, it’s okay for you, you’re still married.”

      Louise turned the light back out and lay down, smiling. Then she slipped her hand inside her sleep-shorts and gently stroked over her raised clit through her panties. She had no intention of making herself come, but she spent five minutes edging herself while remembering that night in Ibiza. She’d fucked one sexy young guy, and then half an hour later, she’d fucked his friend. What’s more, she’d taken them both bareback. Even though she’d been on the pill and already had quite a few sexual partners, she knew it had been reckless to take two complete strangers without protection.

      With her body tingling nicely, she removed her hand and soon fell into a deep sleep.

      DAY 2

      While the women were eating breakfast, Sandra’s phone buzzed on the table with the arrival of a text. She tapped the screen and smiled. “Roberto says they’ll meet us in the lobby at nine.”

      Louise blinked. “You’ve given him your phone number and told him which hotel we’re staying at?”

      Sandra nodded. “It seemed the easiest way for us to meet up this morning.” She checked her watch. “We still have time, so I’m going to have another pastry.”

      As her friend walked over to the buffet, Louise couldn’t help but worry about what they might be getting themselves into. While the men had been charming and showed no signs that they were being anything but helpful, they were still men. And Italian men at that. Surely their ulterior motive had to be to get the women into bed. While that might be exactly what Sandra wanted to happen, Louise was a happily married woman.

      Sandra returned with her pastry and another glass of apple juice. “Roberto said Luca has offered to drive us all to the vineyard, which will save us the hassle of getting buses or a taxi.”

      “Right.” Louise finished her coffee and stood up. “I’ll go and phone Ken while you finish your breakfast.”

      “Okay.” Sandra glowed with excitement.

      When Louise got back to their room, she dropped into one of the leather armchairs and called her husband.

      “Good morning.”

      She smiled. It was good to hear his voice. “Hi. How are you doing?”

      “Fine. I remembered to eat dinner last night and have even had some cereal this morning. I never knew it’d be so easy to do these things without instruction.”

      “You’re asking for a slap.”

      He laughed. “You know I’m joking. It’s raining here. How’s the weather in Italy?”

      She looked out of the window at the azure sky. “Glorious sunshine.”

      “Lucky you. So, what’s on your itinerary for today?”

      “We’re visiting a local vineyard.”

      “Ooh, nice.”

      Louise closed her eyes. “The two Italian gentlemen are taking us there.”

      “Oh? I didn’t know you were seeing them again.”

      “Neither did I. Sandra and Roberto arranged it between themselves.”

      “Well, I’m sure you’ll have a lot of fun.”

      She frowned. “What do you mean by that?”

      “I mean, you’ll be wandering through the Tuscan hills inspecting grapevines, then tasting the produce from those vines under a hot sun. Meanwhile, I’ll be walking around a wet building site asking the contractors why they still haven’t finished the work they promised would be completed two weeks ago.”

      “Sorry, I thought you were referring to the fact that we're meeting up with the men again.”

      He laughed. “No, that wasn’t what I was saying at all. In fact, I quite like the idea of you being part of a happy little foursome.”

      Images of what she and Sandra had done in Ibiza flashed before her eyes. “We’re not a happy little foursome! How could you think⁠—?”

      “Calm down,” he said, laughing. “I wasn’t accusing you of anything.”

      She frowned, feeling a little guilty for her outburst. “Sorry, I thought you were… Sorry.”

      “It’s fine. I’m glad you’re having a good time, and I’m glad there are people to show you the sights.” He paused for a few seconds, then added, “The fact you’re making such a big deal out of it makes me wonder, though.”

      “Makes you wonder what?”

      “If there’s a budding holiday romance in the making.”

      At first, she was too shocked to speak. “What do you mean by that?”

      “I mean, Sandra would probably benefit from a little fun with an Italian stallion.” His voice was light and teasing, and there was no hint of an accusation.

      “Yes, I think she probably would.”

      “Well then, you’ll need to go along with it to make sure she gets her fun.”

      Go along with it? “What are you saying?”

      He laughed again. “You know, when in Rome, do as the Romans do.”

      “This isn’t Rome, it’s Florence.”

      “In that case, do as the Florists do.”

      “That’s not what they’re called, and you know it.”

      Ken was laughing. “I know. It’s Florentines.”

      She decided to turn the tables on his teasing. “Right, but the Italians call their city Firenze, so maybe the men here are referred to as ‘fiery’.”

      “Maybe they are. You’ll just have to make sure you don’t get burned on your tender parts.”

      Before she could answer, Sandra came into the hotel room.

      Louise gave her a smile, then told Ken it was time for them to go.

      “Okay. Well, have a great time.” He paused for a few seconds, then added, “And stop feeling guilty about enjoying yourself. It doesn’t have to be all about cheering Sandra up. It’s your holiday too.”

      “Okay, thanks. I’ll phone you tonight, okay?”

      They hung up, and Louise looked up at Sandra. “Shall we go wait in the lobby?”

      “Yeah, I’ll just…” Sandra hesitated, then gave an embarrassed shrug. “I thought I’d put a bit of makeup on, just to hide the shadows under my eyes.”

      “There are no shadows under your eyes.” Louise stood up and pulled her friend toward the door. “Besides, Roberto won’t take his eyes off your tits long enough to notice your makeup.”

      Sandra giggled, and the women left the room.

      When Louise saw that Roberto was alone in the lobby, a little part of her was disappointed. Had Luca bailed out because he’d sensed Louise was less enthusiastic than Sandra about the trip to the vineyard? Maybe he viewed her coolness compared to Sandra’s obvious delight in Roberto as a slight against him. Surely when he’d been running his sexy green eyes over her body, he must have noticed her wedding ring.

      When Roberto saw them, his face broke into a wide smile. “Mia regina.” He took Sandra’s hand, brought it to his lips, and kissed the back of it. “Sei bellissima.”

      Louise had learned enough Italian to know that he’d just called Sandra his queen and told her she looked beautiful. She was about to tell them to go on their own when he smiled at Louise.

      “There was nowhere to park,” he said. “Luca is doing circuits of the streets until he sees us. Come.”

      The three of them went outside, and a couple of minutes later, Luca pulled up in a white VW Golf. He smiled brightly at Louise, and for a reason she couldn’t explain, she was relieved to see him. Roberto pulled open the back door, and Sandra climbed in. Louise was about to follow when he climbed into the back with her, which meant she’d have to sit in the front passenger seat. She opened the door and slid in beside Luca. When she saw his eyes run down her legs, she was glad she’d worn the tailored shorts.

      He gave her a warm smile and waited until she’d fastened her seatbelt before pulling out into the traffic. Roberto and Sandra were chattering away in the backseat like old friends, and Luca glanced at Louise with a friendly smile.

      “Are you rested after all the walking we made you do yesterday?” he asked.

      She laughed and nodded. “Yes. I slept like a log.”

      His expression suggested he wasn’t familiar with the phrase.

      “I slept very well,” she explained.

      “Ah, right.” He gave her another warm smile.

      “I fell asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow,” she said, which wasn’t exactly true.

      They left the city and drove up into the Tuscan hills, where the scenery was stunning. Sandra seemed to be giggling at everything Roberto whispered to her. Luca and Louise only spoke a few times during the forty-minute journey, with him pointing out different sights on the way.

      They eventually reached their destination, which consisted of several white-painted buildings with ridged, red-tiled roofs. Surrounding the buildings were endless, rolling fields with rows upon rows of grapevines.

      Luca pulled into a space on the gravel car park, and they got out. As soon as she’d left the air-conditioned car, Louise felt the heat of the day. Roberto and Sandra emerged, with him holding his hand out to help her, and then not letting go of it as they headed toward the entrance. As Louise and Luca followed, her mind flashed back to the times at school when Sandra’s blonde perm and curvy body got all the boys’ attention, as Louise’s flat chest and short hair meant she’d gone unnoticed.

      An elderly Italian lady acted as tour guide, explaining the wine-making process as they went. First was the viticulture, which apparently referred to the growing and harvesting of the grapes. Next was the winemaking itself, called vinification, which involved fermenting, where the grape juice turns into alcohol, clarifying the wine, then the aging and bottling processes.

      Lunch was provided as part of the tour, and they ate a selection of cheeses and bread with a variety of the vineyard’s wines. Luca limited himself to a single glass while the others had several glasses each. As Louise watched him savoring his wine, she noticed that he had very kissable lips.

      By the time they headed back to Florence, Louise was relaxed and in a good mood. Yet again, Sandra and Roberto sat together in the back seat.

      “So,” Roberto said when they reached the outskirts of the city, raising his voice from the usual whisper he’d employed throughout the journey, “I am sure that after such a relaxing day, you ladies will have enough energy to join us for dinner.”

      As Sandra readily agreed, Louise glanced at Luca. He gave her the kind of smile that said he knew she and he were just making up the numbers. “That would be lovely,” Louise said.

      They agreed to meet at Ponte Vecchio at seven, which gave the women almost two hours to get ready. Once they were back in their room, Sandra looked at Louise and raised her eyebrows.

      “What?” Louise asked.

      “What do you think of Roberto?”

      “I don’t think it matters what I think of him. You’re obviously smitten, and he’s all over you like a rash.”

      “Don’t say it like that.” Sandra dropped into one of the armchairs, kicked off her shoes, and put her bare feet on the coffee table. “What should I do?”

      “You don’t need me to tell you that.” Louise couldn’t help smiling.

      “Tell me anyway.”

      “Your husband’s left you for somebody else. You’re a sexy, sensual woman in a beautiful city, where a local man has taken an obvious shine to you.”

      “So…?” Sandra chewed her lower lip.

      Louise laughed. “You should drag him to bed and ride him like a racehorse.”

      Sandra burst out laughing. “You’re right, but what about you?”

      “I’m in a completely different situation. My husband hasn’t left me, and Luca is being a perfect gentleman. He can see as well as I what’s developing between you and Roberto, but his attitude towards me has been completely respectful.”

      “I don’t know about that,” Sandra said. “I’ve seen the way he looks at you. While he might act all proper, I’m pretty sure his mind is in the gutter.”

      “And that’s fine with me. I don’t mind if he harbors dirty thoughts so long as he acts as politely as he has done so far.”

      “What should I do if Roberto invites me back to his place tonight?”

      “Go, and make sure he spends all night satisfying your needs.” Louise smiled. “Just don’t invite him back here, because I need my beauty sleep.”

      Ponte Vecchio turned out to be a stunning medieval stone bridge built over the River Arno. The men were waiting at the nearest end of it, both dressed in jackets, trousers, and open-necked shirts. Louise was glad she’d put on a nice dress and heeled sandals. She’d even applied lipstick and tied her shoulder-length brown hair into a French braid. Meanwhile, Sandra had put on full makeup, pinned her hair up, and wore a short black dress and very high heels.

      Roberto was effusive in his reaction to Sandra’s outfit, pulling her close and kissing her cheeks several times. She lapped up his praise and slipped her hand into the crook of his arm as he led her across the bridge.

      Luca gave Louise a shy smile. “That’s a very pretty dress.”

      “Thank you.” She and Luca followed the others across the bridge, and as Sandra and Roberto chattered away, Louise felt obliged to try and make conversation. “What subject do you teach at the university?”

      “Mathematics.”

      “Wow. I’d never have guessed. I think of maths professors as old men with wire-framed glasses and unruly white hair.”

      Luca laughed, his smile infectious and his pale green eyes coming alive. “Some of them are, but not all. What about you? Do you work?”

      “I work part-time for a small group of accountants. I’m the friendly face at reception, and I also do a little filing.”

      “And what does your husband do?”

      This was the first time either of them had acknowledged that Louise was married. “He’s a project manager for a building company.”

      “Ah, interesting. And do you have children?”

      “One daughter, Molly. She recently landed a job a couple of hundred miles away, so we’re back to just us in the house now.” She smiled. “How about you?” She knew he didn’t wear a wedding ring.

      “I have no children, and I live alone in an apartment on the university campus.”

      “Never married?”

      “Once, but it was very brief.” He gave a shy smile. “It was a bad decision on both our parts, and we both agreed it would be better to go our separate ways. She went to Rome, I came to Florence.”

      “You’re not originally from here?”

      “No. I grew up in a small fishing village not far from Naples.” He shrugged. “Not much call for calculus there, so I moved to Turin. That’s where I worked and lived during my very brief marriage.”

      Louise was just about to ask if Roberto also lived on campus when she noticed him and Sandra waiting for them outside a quaint little place called Il Tiburio, which had an old-fashioned lantern hanging over the door. They all went inside and were shown to a table by a window overlooking a small courtyard. After the waitress had taken their drinks order, the four of them chatted like old friends for a few minutes. Complimentary garlic bread and olives arrived with their drinks, and after a few minutes, Roberto leaned forward.

      “I’ve had an idea,” he announced.

      The other three waited. Louise got the impression that Luca was as much in the dark about his colleague’s idea as the women were.

      “We should go to Venice.”

      There was a brief silence, then Sandra gushed out that she’d always wanted to see Venice. Louise didn’t know much about Italy, but she knew Venice was on the east coast and further north.

      She glanced at Luca, who looked as surprised as she felt. “How far is it?”

      He frowned. “It’s quite far.”

      “Two hundred and seventy kilometers,” Roberto said. “We can get there in just over two hours on a train, or three hours in a coach.”

      Sandra beamed at Louise. “What do you think, Lou? Venice!”

      While Louise didn’t want to be the one to burst Sandra’s bubble of excitement, spending so many hours getting there and back was hardly her idea of a good time.

      “But rather than spend all day traveling,” Roberto said, as if reading Louise’s mind, “I think it would be nice to spend a couple of days there. We could go tomorrow morning, spend the night there, and travel back to Florence at the end of the next day.”

      Alarm bells were ringing inside Louise’s head. Where would they sleep?

      “Oh, I’d love that,” Sandra exclaimed. She turned to Louise with an expression like a kid at Christmas. “What do you think? Wouldn’t it be exciting?”

      Roberto was smiling and nodding. “Everyone should visit Piazza San Marco and see St Mark’s Basilica at least once in their lives. It is…” He kissed his fingers as if describing the tastiest of foods. He reached over and took Sandra’s hand. “And we could ride in a gondola on the Grand Canal.”

      Sandra made sounds like the ones Louise had heard from her on their shared night of passion with the two guys on Ibiza. There was no way Louise could deny her friend the chance to see Venice with Roberto, yet she also knew there was no way Sandra would go without her.

      “Okay,” Louise said.

      Sandra squealed and bounced so much in her seat, Louise half-expected her friend’s tits to pop out. Thankfully, they didn’t. The waitress returned to take their food order, and the rest of the evening was spent talking about their imminent trip to Venice. Roberto assured them they’d be able to find reasonably priced hotel rooms by just searching a little distance from the tourist spots. He spoke with confidence, and Louise wondered how many other women he’d taken to Venice over the years.

      By the end of the meal, it had been agreed that the four of them would meet at the Santa Maria Novella train station at 8:30 the following morning. Luca had offered to pick them up in his car, but Louise had assured him it wouldn’t be a problem for them to get a taxi. When the men dropped them off at the hotel, the women headed straight up to their room.

      Sandra sat in one of the armchairs and sighed. “He didn’t invite me back to his place.”

      “No.”

      “Do you think he’s married?”

      Louise gave a non-committal shrug. The thought had crossed her mind more than once. While Luca seemed laid back and happy to tag along, Roberto was pushy and obviously had an agenda. Getting them all into a hotel in Venice seemed like a good way of getting into Sandra’s panties.

      “I bet he’s married,” Sandra said.

      Louise dropped into the chair next to hers and sighed. “Would it matter if he was?”

      Sandra stared at her as if she’d just farted.

      “What?” Louise said. “It’s not like you’re ever going to see him again.”

      “No, but I know what it’s like to be the wronged wife.”

      “This is not the same. You wouldn’t be ending a marriage. It’s just a holiday romance, a bit of fun.” Louise didn’t add that she doubted it was Roberto’s first foray into adultery. She shrugged. “Anyway, he might not be married at all. We shouldn’t overthink it.”

      Sandra sighed. “If he’s not married, he would have invited me back. I think it’s pretty obvious I’m up for it.”

      Louise laughed out loud. “Yeah, I think you’ve made that clear on numerous occasions.”

      “Am I a slut?”

      “No, babe. You’re just a normal, healthy woman who needs to get laid, and there’s nothing wrong with that.”

      Sandra grinned. “Let’s go down to the hotel bar for a nightcap. We’re all dressed up, so we might as well.”

      Louise nodded. “Okay. You go down and order the drinks while I make a quick phone call.”

      After Sandra had left, Louise phoned Ken.

      “Hi,” he said, sounding all relaxed and calm. She could picture him sitting in their living room, a tumbler of whisky in his hand and his half-moon glasses perched on the end of his nose as he read an architectural report.

      “How did you get on with the slow builders in the rain?” she asked.

      “It was fine. They explained they’d been let down by the suppliers but have almost caught up. They assured me it’ll be finished by the weekend. How was the trip to the vineyard?”

      “It was interesting, and much more relaxing than all the sightseeing we did yesterday, but there’s a problem.”

      “Oh?”

      “We’re all going to Venice tomorrow.”

      “Wow. I don’t see why that’s a problem, it sounds fantastic.”

      “They want to make it a two-day trip, so we’ll be spending the night there.”

      “Ah, the plot thickens.”

      “No, it doesn’t. There is no plot. I was railroaded into it because Sandra is so eager to get laid.”

      Ken laughed out loud. “Well, good for her. She deserves it.”

      Louise closed her eyes, tipped her head back and sighed. “I know she does. She was desperate for him to ask her back to his place tonight, but he didn’t.”

      “Why not?” Ken sounded surprised.

      “I don’t know. Our current theory is that he might be married.”

      He was silent for a moment. “I suppose that would explain the need to visit Venice.”

      “Hmm.”

      “What about your guy? Is he married?”

      “He’s not my guy, and no, he’s not married.” Louise was amazed at the way he’d referred to Luca. “But he knows that I am, and he has been the perfect gentleman.”

      “What a wet lettuce.”

      Louise laughed. “I’m sure you’d have something to say if he’d been as hands-on as Roberto is with Sandra.”

      “Ooh, is there fondling going on?”

      “Oh yes. They sat together in the back of the car.”

      “Well, I think you and Sandra should have a repeat of your steamy night in Ibiza, where each of you takes both men.”

      “Ken!” She gasped, her cheeks burning. “I cannot believe you’ve just said that.” She could hear him chuckling away to himself. “I should never have told you about it.”

      “Stop being such a prude, let your hair down and chill.”

      “What?”

      “While Sandra’s getting what she needs, you should make the most of the opportunity and sample a bit of Italian sausage yourself.”

      “God, you’re so coarse! I can tell you’ve been talking to men on a building site all day.”

      “It’s nothing to do with who I’ve been talking to. You must remember how I reacted to your story about your night in Ibiza.”

      Louise went silent, but her mind was racing. She did remember. He’d bent her into all sorts of positions and asked countless questions while he fucked her.

      “Are you there?” he asked.

      “Yes.”

      “Are you thinking about what I did to you after you told me about taking two men at the same time?”

      “I didn’t take them at the same time. It was one after the other.” Her heart pounded in her chest.

      “And you don’t want to repeat that experience?”

      “Definitely not. Roberto is not my type.” She silently cursed herself for saying that. Maybe he wouldn’t pick up on⁠—

      “But Luca is?” His voice was gentle.

      She hesitated for a moment, then said, “He’s a nice guy.”

      “Is he good-looking?” There was a teasing lilt to her husband’s voice, and she could imagine the twinkle in his brown eyes.

      “Yes, he’s handsome.”

      “So why are you feeling so bad about the trip to Venice?”

      “Because I know that Sandra and Roberto will be like a pair of teenagers.”

      “Sandra needs to behave like a teenager.”

      “But I don’t.”

      “No, you don’t need to.” He was quiet for a few moments, then added, “But if you wanted to, it wouldn’t be a problem for me.”

      “You don’t mean that.”

      “Yes, I do. What’s more, if you do decide to recapture those teenage years, I can guarantee I’ll react the same way as I did before.”

      Louise opened her mouth but couldn’t make a sound. She swallowed, then shook her head. “Ken, I’m not sure what you’re say⁠—”

      “I’m saying that the idea of you having sex with your Italian suitor appeals to my darker side.”

      “You don’t have a darker side.”

      He laughed. “I have dark desires, but I keep them hidden.”

      “So why aren’t you keeping them hidden now?”

      “Because you’re not here, so I don’t have to see the disgust in your eyes when I reveal them.”

      “Ken, I’d never look at you that way.”

      “You looked pretty disgusted when you saw how I reacted all those years ago.”

      “I wasn’t disgusted. If I was disgusted at anyone, it was at myself for doing it. I was surprised, that’s all.” She sighed.

      “Sorry.”

      She laughed. “Don’t be. It was a nice surprise. Apparently, when Sandra told John, he called her all sorts of nasty names.”

      “Really?” Ken sounded surprised.

      “Yeah. He did all sorts of things with another woman while he was married, but he berated Sandra for doing similar things while she was single.”

      “It does seem like double standards,” Ken agreed.

      Louise was conscious of the fact that this call had taken a long time. “Anyway, I sent Sandra down to the bar while I called you, so I’d better get down there.”

      “Yeah, she might have already pulled another guy.”

      Louise laughed. “That’d be fine with me. We wouldn’t need to go to Venice then.”

      “Go to Venice anyway. It’ll be a great experience just to see the city.”

      Louise held her breath, waiting to see if he said more. “Yeah, I guess it will.”

      “And remember what I said.” He lowered his voice to a whisper. “It’s your holiday too, so make the most of the experience.”

      “Ken, I’m not going to⁠—”

      “That’s fine. There’s no pressure one way or the other. I just want you to know that if an opportunity arises, you have a hall pass. But it’s entirely your decision.”

      “Okay, thanks. I don’t believe you, but thanks.”

      Louise ended the call and sat still for over a minute. She felt numb, but then she realized her legs were trembling with anticipation. With a sigh, she got up and headed down to the bar to find Sandra.

      DAY 3

      The men were already at the train station when Louise and Sandra arrived. Each man held two Styrofoam cups, and Luca passed one of his to Louise.

      “I got you a black coffee,” he said.

      She thanked him, flattered that he’d remembered that’s what she’d had in the bar during their first meeting.

      Roberto led the way to their platform, his arm wrapped around Sandra’s waist. Louise and Luca trailed behind them. Today, Luca wore a pair of faded jeans and a green shirt that brought out the color of his eyes. Louise had chosen another pair of tailored shorts, which she wore with a white sleeveless blouse and comfortable green lace-up canvas shoes with rubber soles. In her overnight bag was a similar set of clothes for tomorrow, and a nice dress and heeled sandals in case they all went out for dinner that night.

      As they hadn’t booked their tickets in advance, there weren’t four seats together on the train. Roberto and Sandra sat together towards the front of the carriage, and Louise and Luca took a double seat towards the back. As the train sped through the beautiful countryside, Louise’s mind kept replaying last night’s phone conversation with Ken. She was acutely aware of Luca’s body pressing against her, the heat of his arm against hers, the soft denim of his jeans against her bare leg. She stole glances at his profile, and occasionally he caught her eye and gave her a warm, friendly smile. She was sure that his smiles were innocent, but after the discussion with her husband last night, she worried about what Luca might see in her smiles.

      “Have you been to Venice before?” she asked.

      “Yes, three times. The first time, I was very young and I went with my parents. The other times I was an adult.” He gave a smile. “It is a beautiful city.”

      Luca must have known why Roberto had been so insistent that they take the trip. She could have asked Luca if Roberto was married, but decided against it. It wasn’t her business, and it didn’t really matter one way or the other. Roberto and Sandra would get their wish tonight, and a brief flutter ran through Louise’s stomach as she looked into Luca’s eyes and thought about what she wanted from her night in Venice.

      Her cheeks burned, so she turned back to look out of the window. The landscape was more rolling green hills. “Is this still Tuscany?”

      “No. I don’t know how far we have traveled, but we’ll pass through Emilia-Romagna and Veneto. This could be either of those regions.”

      Louise nodded and kept her gaze on the passing scenery, but became even more aware of his thigh resting against hers.

      When they arrived in Venice, they decided to leave their overnight bags in lockers at the station, agreeing to collect them later in the afternoon before finding accommodations. Sandra was like a kid at the fair, and Louise laughed as she watched her friend literally skipping alongside Roberto. The city was indeed beautiful, and even the smells she encountered added to the experience. She’d read many years earlier that Venice had an unpleasant smell during the hotter months, but she thought it smelled like every other seaside place she’d ever visited, along with other smells like freshly baked bread and ground coffee.

      They stopped for a glass of wine in Piazza San Marco. Sandra handed Louise her phone, then posed with Roberto with St Mark’s Basilica in the background. Louise took several pictures and handed Sandra her phone back.

      “Right,” Sandra said, raising her phone and pointing it in their direction. “Let’s have a picture of you two.”

      Louise glanced at Luca, who looked as embarrassed as she felt, then she leaned into him and smiled at the camera.

      Sandra took a couple of photos, then examined them. “Ooh, they look really good.” She frowned at Louise. “You’re so photogenic.”

      Louise laughed and shook her head. “I’m not so sure about⁠—”

      “Look.” Sandra handed her phone to Luca.

      Louise leaned in to see the photo. It was a good one of her. She looked relaxed and tanned, and her smile looked genuine rather than forced for the camera. Luca also looked good.

      He glanced at her and smiled. “She’s right. You are photogenic.”

      A tightness gripped Louise’s chest, and butterflies took flight in her stomach.

      “What do you say to a ride on a gondola?” Roberto asked.

      Sandra gasped and gripped his hand. “Yes, please.” She looked at Louise. “Are you up for it?”

      “I think you two should go alone. It’ll be so much more romantic that way.”

      Sandra chewed her lip, glanced at Roberto, then looked back at Louise. “What will you do?”

      “We’ll explore the city.” She smiled. “But there are hundreds of bridges, so just be aware that we might see what you two get up to on the gondola.”

      Sandra gave a dirty cackle, then looked at Roberto. “What do you think? Will you be bored with just me?”

      He smiled and shook his head. “Oh no.”

      Sandra stood up, barely able to contain her excitement. “I’ve no idea how long this will take, so I’ll text you after, and we can arrange a place to meet.”

      Louise nodded, and she and Luca stayed at their table as Roberto and Sandra headed across the square. A minute later, Louise’s phone buzzed in her pocket, so she assumed Sandra had forwarded the photo she’d just taken. When she picked it up, she saw it was a text from Ken. She held her phone at an angle that kept it hidden from Luca’s gaze, though he was looking in the opposite direction. She opened the text:

      Hi - I expect you’ve reached Venice by now. I hope you have a pleasant trip. I just wanted to assure you that I was serious about what I suggested. K

      Louise read it twice, then tapped out a quick reply:

      I lay awake for a long time thinking about our conversation.

      Her phone buzzed again.

      Me too. I meant what I said.

      Louise glanced over at Luca, who was sipping his wine and watching pigeons drink from the pool around the winged-lion fountain. She typed with both thumbs.

      Would you be disappointed if I took you up on your offer?

      She chewed her lip while waiting for his reply. Then it came.

      I’d probably be more disappointed if you didn’t.

      With her heart thumping in her chest, she typed out a final message:

      Thank you for being so honest and giving me the option. I can’t make any promises.

      x L x

      She put her phone back into her pocket and smiled up at Luca.

      “Everything okay?” he asked.

      She nodded. “Yep, fine. So, where shall we go first?”

      He smiled and stood up. “I think this way.” He pointed towards an exit in the opposite direction from the one Sandra and Roberto had used. Louise got up and they walked side by side. It was another beautiful, hot day under a clear blue sky, and she felt a lightness settle on her. When she glanced at Luca, he was studying her face. Maybe he sensed that something had changed. She held his gaze for a moment, then slipped her hand into his. His surprised expression soon changed to a warm smile, and they walked together through the crowded piazza like just another couple of tourists.

      They walked slowly through the city, admiring the stunning buildings and crossing countless bridges. Numerous gondolas passed beneath them, but Louise didn’t see Sandra and Roberto. A little after three o’clock, they stopped in a bar for something to eat. There were no vacant tables on the pavement, so instead they sat at a small table inside, obscured from the front half of the room by a metal spiral staircase. As they ate delicious pasta and drank chilled Chianti, Louise allowed herself to consider Ken’s offer seriously.

      She was definitely attracted to Luca, and she was pretty sure he was attracted to her. Sandra had also confirmed it. He had a nice smile, though his eyes were without doubt his most striking feature. She could tell that he kept himself in shape, but so did she. While she didn’t have Sandra’s blonde hair or big boobs, her body was lithe and athletic. Her boobs might be on the small side, but they were pert, and her stomach was flat. She wouldn’t be ashamed to let a younger man see her naked.

      When her phone buzzed in her pocket, she wondered if it was another text from Ken urging her to cheat on him, but it turned out to be a text from Sandra.

      After reading it, she glanced at Luca. “Apparently, they’re back on dry land.”

      “Ah, right.”

      She thought she saw a flicker of disappointment in his eyes. “Luca?”

      “Hmm?” He had a fork of pasta halfway to his mouth, and he paused. There was definitely a hint of sadness in his emerald eyes.

      “Are you okay?”

      His smile looked a little forced. “Of course. I was just…” He gave a resigned sigh and a shrug of his shoulders. “I was enjoying the opportunity to be without them.” He frowned. “With you.”

      She was enjoying being with him, too. “What about…?” Louise chewed her lip, her thoughts tumbling over each other as her mind raced. A clarity settled as if she’d had an epiphany. “Why don’t I tell her we’re eating now?”

      He nodded.

      She took a breath and realized she was actually trembling. “What if I suggest they enjoy the rest of the day exploring the city and then have a romantic dinner for two together tonight?”

      Luca nodded again. His eyes were wide, and he appeared to be holding his breath.

      She couldn’t believe she was about to proposition another man. “We can finish our lunch, retrieve our bags from the station, and find ourselves a hotel.”

      “I like this plan.”

      She smiled, then picked up her glass. “So do I.”

      Their conversation for the rest of their lunch remained friendly, but now there was an undercurrent of something terribly exciting. There was a tightness in Louise’s stomach and a tingle between her legs. She realized this was probably how Sandra had felt since they’d met the guys at the bar on the first day of their trip.

      After they’d finished, Luca settled the bill, and they wandered out into the hot afternoon. They headed back in the general direction of the station while taking in some sightseeing on the way. They crossed more bridges, walked down ancient alleyways, and admired many more buildings. Holding Luca’s hand felt natural, somehow. At one point, he stopped and pointed to the other side of a crowded square. Sandra and Roberto were browsing the stalls of a small art fair.

      “Should we say hello?” Luca asked.

      She turned to him and looked into his eyes. “No,” she said. Then, before she’d thought about it, she leaned in and kissed him gently on the lips, keeping her lips closed and her eyes open.

      Luca returned the kiss and kept his eyes open, too. He looked shocked. Louise gave him a smile, and they moved on, leaving the square and losing themselves in the crowd. It was over an hour later when they reached the station and retrieved their bags. Louise was glad the lockers had been so small that they’d all needed one each; if she and Sandra had put their bags into the same locker, her plan for tonight wouldn’t have worked.

      Keeping their eyes peeled for Sandra and Roberto, they left the station and disappeared into a small side street. Louise and Luca grinned at each other conspiratorially, then, over his shoulder, she saw a sign reading ‘Vacancies’ in the window of a small hotel. She gripped his hand and led him through the door. A smiling lady of about Louise’s age greeted them from behind the reception desk.

      “Hi,” Louise said. “Can we book a room, please?” A room. Singular.

      “Si.” The lady smiled and tapped her keyboard, checking the screen. “Twin or double?”

      “Double.” Louise kept her eyes on the receptionist, even though she could feel Luca’s eyes on her.

      The woman nodded again, then held out her hand. “Passports, please.”

      “Ah.” Louise frowned. Hers was back in Florence. Now, she was forced to turn to Luca.

      He spoke in Italian to the lady behind the desk, who smiled and nodded at his explanation. “No problem,” she said.

      Louise held up her credit card, and the woman brought over the little machine.

      Luca stepped forward. “I can pay⁠—”

      “You bought lunch.” Louise smiled at him.

      The lady waited as Louise tapped in her pin, then returned her card. She passed the receipt along with the keycards, pointing towards the stairs. “Second floor, to the left.”

      Louise smiled. “Grazie.”

      They walked up the stairs in silence. Luca was probably as surprised as she was about the situation. A couple of hours ago, they thought they were just making up the numbers. Now, they were embarking on something that neither of them had expected to happen.

      The room was cozy with sloping ceilings following the line of the roof. The only light came through a small dormer window.

      Louise dropped her bag on the floor, then stepped close to Luca and slipped her arms around his waist. “How about we do a little more sightseeing, then come back and get ready for dinner?”

      “Okay.”

      She smiled but didn’t remove her arms. Instead, she leaned in and kissed him again. This time, she closed her eyes and opened her mouth. She felt his tongue venture tentatively between her lips, and she met it with her own. He cupped her head with his hand as they kissed, which she liked. When she finally broke the kiss and stepped back, he seemed disappointed, which she liked even more.

      “Come on,” she said. “Let’s be tourists.”

      They walked downstairs, smiled at the receptionist, and left the hotel. On the street, Luca stopped and raised his eyebrows. “I have a plan of my own.”

      “Oh?”

      He nodded. “I would hate for us to meet Sandra and Roberto by mistake, so I suggest we take a boat trip of our own.”

      “You want to go in a gondola?”

      He laughed and shook his head. “A bigger boat, and a longer trip. Come.” He started walking back towards the train station they’d recently visited. There, just a few yards away, was a line of passenger boats filled with tourists. “Venice is built on a series of islands, more than a hundred of them, and we can take a trip around and see the sights from a little further away.”

      She stared at him, not sure what to say.

      “It’s a great way to see the city,” he assured her. “And, providing Sandra and Roberto are not on the same boat, we will be fine.”

      She smiled and nodded. “Okay. Let’s go.”

      They hurried across to the terminal, glancing all around them and hoping they didn’t bump into their friends, and got onto one of the wide, open-topped boats. There were probably already seventy or eighty people on board. Only a few minutes after they’d boarded, the engine kicked in, and the boat pulled away from the dock.

      Luca’s hand found hers again, and she grinned at him like a teenager. He’d been right. It was a great way to see the city. Louise took about thirty photographs with her phone. When she looked at Luca, his hair was blowing in the breeze, and he was smiling brightly. She took his photo, too. Maybe she’d show it to Ken, or perhaps she’d keep it for herself.

      It was an hour later by the time they returned to the terminal, and the two of them walked slowly back to the hotel. Louise offered Luca the first shower, and while he was in the bathroom, she sent Ken a text.

      I hope you were serious about your offer; otherwise, I may be about to get myself into trouble.

      There was no reply for several minutes, and she started to have misgivings about the entire situation. Just then, her phone vibrated in her hand, making her jump. Ken had replied.

      Sorry, I was driving. I’d had to pull up at the side of the road to reply. Are you telling me you’ve slept with him?

      The sound of the shower stopped, and she kept her eye on the bathroom door as she typed out a reply.

      No, but we’ve got a double room in a hotel. I told Sandra to have a romantic evening with Roberto, so she won’t know what I do. We’ll be heading out to dinner soon. If you’ve changed your mind, I can pretend I’ve got cold feet…

      His reply arrived much quicker this time.

      I haven’t changed my mind. Do you have cold feet?

      Did he want her to say yes? She didn’t think so.

      No.

      As soon as she heard the lock on the bathroom door click, she slipped her phone into her pocket. Luca came out dressed in a white shirt and pale blue trousers. His feet were bare, and his hair was tousled from being toweled dry. She smiled at him as she carried her bag into the bathroom and turned the shower on. Then she took out her phone again to read her husband’s latest text.

      Tell me how you feel.

      She chewed her lip as she tried to analyze her emotions. She wiped the steam from the mirror and regarded her reflection. She didn’t look like a woman who was about to cheat on her husband.

      Nervous. But also excited.

      She started to undress while waiting for his reply. It’d arrived by the time she was down to bra and panties.

      Good. Don’t worry about texting again, just enjoy your evening. But you’ll have to tell me all about it when you get home. X

      She exhaled, relieved.

      I will, I promise. x L x

      She slipped off her underwear and stepped into the shower. The spray was powerful, and the water was hot. She washed and conditioned her hair, then washed her body. Afterwards, she closed her eyes, tipped her head back, and let the wonderful jets pummel her face and boobs for over five minutes. Then she turned off the shower, wrapped her body in a large fluffy towel, and dried her hair with the provided hairdryer. Her face had gained a tan over the last few days, so the only makeup she applied was mascara and lipstick.

      Louise took her dress from her overnight bag and held it up. It was cheesecloth, and her reason for bringing this one was to minimize the risk of creasing. She’d also packed some sexy underwear and wondered now if that had been a subconscious decision on her part. It was a lacy white bra with matching hipster panties. After putting them on, she cast a critical eye down at her body but was quite happy with how she looked. She slipped on her dress, which was fitted in the body, then flared out into a long skirt that reached almost to her ankles. The dress had buttons all the way down the front, and she left all the ones below mid-thigh open, affording a generous flash of her tanned legs when she walked. Finally, she put on and fastened her white heeled sandals. After taking a deep breath, she walked out into the hotel bedroom.

      Luca was standing by the window, now wearing shoes and having combed his hair. He stared at her with wide eyes, and she felt nervous under his scrutiny.

      She shrugged. “I brought the dress in case we all went out⁠—”

      “It’s beautiful.” He looked into her eyes and smiled. “You’re beautiful.”

      She felt self-conscious. “Thank you.”

      “I will be the proudest man in Venice with such a woman on my arm.”

      She laughed. “I think your friend might disagree.”

      Luca offered a smile. “Then Roberto would be wrong.”

      They left their room, walked down the stairs, and out into the warm evening, holding hands like a regular couple. The walkways were busy with tourists, and they passed several different types of restaurants.

      “What would you like to eat?” Luca asked.

      “I’m not hungry.” Her stomach was tight with anticipation, but that wasn’t the reason for her lack of appetite. “The plate of pasta I ate a couple of hours ago was more than I usually eat in a day.”

      He laughed and nodded. “Okay, but we can have a drink, yes?”

      “Oh yes, I’ll definitely be happy to drink.”

      They wandered along a walkway beside canals, then went into a crowded bar. Both chose to drink beer. They stood near a wall and talked quietly, occasionally getting pushed together as other customers brushed past them. Louise felt her heart beat a little faster each time their bodies touched. Although she’d had quite an adventurous time in her late teens and early twenties, Ken had been the only man she’d had sex with in twenty-six years. The thought of being intimate with Luca, a sexy Italian seven or eight years her junior, gave her goosebumps. When their drinks were finished, he asked if she wanted to try a different bar.

      She liked the bar they were in, and she was enjoying being buffeted together by the friendly crowd. Besides, what if they bumped into Sandra and Roberto? She shook her head. “Let’s stay here.”

      He smiled and nodded. “Same again?”

      “Yes, please.”

      She watched Luca while he was at the bar, the anticipation in her stomach seemed to have spread to other parts of her body. Her nipples tingled, and there was a dull throb deep in her loins.

      He returned with two beers and a bright smile. As she took her bottle from him, she leaned in and kissed him.

      “Grazie,” she whispered.

      He kissed her back. “Prego.” When she frowned, he laughed. “That means you are welcome, though it is a little formal.

      “I don’t think we need to be formal, do we?” She ran her hand down his arm, pleasantly surprised by his muscle tone.

      “No, we do not.”

      “Good.”

      She slipped her arm around his waist and pressed herself against him. Luca gently stroked her back through her dress, which sent shivers through her body. Once their drinks were finished, they seemed to make a non-verbal agreement and headed for the door, leaving their empty bottles on the bar as they passed. Back on the walkways, each kept an arm around the other, Louise’s hip pressing against Luca’s thigh as they walked slowly towards the hotel.

      The hotel where they had a double room, with a bed…

      It might have been a subconscious thing, but as they neared the hotel, they walked faster. When they passed through the small lobby, a man with a drooping moustache they hadn’t seen before was behind the desk. He gave them a smile as they headed up the stairs. Luca used his card to open the door, then stepped back to let Louise go in first. They hadn’t left a lamp on, but the room had a nice orange glow to it from the setting sun. She stood at the side of the bed and waited for him.

      He stopped in front of her, his eyes searching her face. “I know that this is wrong, but⁠—”

      She touched her finger to his lips to shush him. “It isn’t wrong. It’s what you want, right?”

      He licked his lips, lowered his eyebrows, and nodded. “Yes, it’s what I want.”

      She smiled. “It’s what I want too, so it can’t be wrong.” She didn’t feel the need to reveal that it was also what her husband wanted.

      Locking her eyes on his, Louise reached up and unfastened the top button at the front of her dress. Luca managed to hold eye contact until she reached the buttons at her waist, then his gaze dropped to look between the two sides of the open dress. When she’d undone the last two buttons, she slipped off her dress and let it slide to the floor.

      Luca leaned in and kissed her. He started gently, but within just a few seconds, they were kissing passionately. She yanked his shirt from his pants and fumbled with its buttons. Once half of them were undone, he pulled his shirt up and dragged it off over his head.

      She ducked down and sucked his nipple, making him groan. He slid his hands up her back and unclipped her bra, then brought a hand around to cup her breast. Her erect nipple was caught between his splayed fingers, sending little tremors of pleasure through her.

      Louise moaned and tugged desperately at his belt for a few seconds, then stepped back, frustrated and panting. “Undo your belt.”

      He did as she asked, kicking off his shoes at the same time. As soon as he pushed down his trousers, she gripped his erection through his boxers, making him groan again. He hopped on one leg, then the other, trying to free his feet from his trousers, which made her smile. Once his feet were free, they stood still for a moment facing each other, he in boxer shorts and socks, she in panties and shoes.

      She stepped close and pressed her body against his, her small breasts pressing against his hairless chest. They kissed briefly, but by now she was desperate for him. She sat on the bed, quickly unbuckled her sandals, then raised her bum enough to take off her panties.

      Louise slipped between the sheets and watched Luca as he bent down to remove his socks. They held eye contact as he pushed his boxers off, then he got into bed beside her. They lay on their sides facing each other. The fading light cast shadows across his face,  making his eyes look darker.

      He ran his hand down her side, resting his warm fingers on her hip. He hesitated, and she wasn’t sure if he was giving her a final chance to back out or wondering whether to bring up the subject of safe sex.

      She placed her hand on his shoulder. “Fuck me,” she whispered. Then she rolled onto her back and pulled him on top of her.

      Luca placed his knees between her spread legs and held his upper body up on one arm. Watching her face, he used his free hand to swipe the tip of his cock through the drenched folds of her sex. She tilted her pelvis up a fraction, ready to welcome her first new cock in twenty-seven years.

      He pushed in slowly, and she let out a long, low moan as his cock slid all the way in. Slipping her arms around his waist, she looked up into his eyes and began to move with him, rocking her hips and clenching down on his thrusts. He let out a shuddering breath and fucked her. He was gentle at first, but soon began to thrust a little harder.

      Louise ground her clit against his pubic bone, and her orgasm arrived out of nowhere. She cried out and arched her body off the bed, then wrapped her legs around his and slammed her groin up against him. Luca jackhammered his hips for about a minute before holding still, his mouth open and his eyes closed.

      His cock pulsed inside her. She clenched and released her muscles, watching his face as he flooded her body. Then she smiled and began moving again, milking the last of the cream with little sways of her hips. For the briefest moment, they stared into each other’s eyes.

      He frowned. “I’m sorry. I usually last longer.”

      Louise laughed and rolled him off her. His cock slipped out with an audible plop. She leaned up on one elbow and stroked his chest. “I usually take much longer to come as well, so don’t worry about it.”

      He smiled. “I blame you. I finished too soon because you are so beautiful.”

      “You didn’t finish too soon. I wanted you to come when you did.” She leaned down and kissed his soft lips. “I think it was brief because we’ve both wanted it for so long.” She kissed him again. “I saw the way you looked at me in the vineyard, and I wanted you then.”

      “You did?” His expression was one of shock.

      She nodded. “And walking through Florence last night, following Sandra and Roberto to the restaurant, I wanted you to drag me down a side street, push me against a wall, and take me roughly.”

      His jaw dropped, which made her laugh. She kissed his lips, his chin, his jawline, and his neck. She trailed kisses down his chest, taking minor detours to suck each nipple for a few moments before moving further down to his stomach. Ken’s chest was hairy, and she enjoyed the novelty of kissing a smooth chest.

      A thin line of hair ran down from his belly button. She moved past it and nuzzled her nose into his wiry pubic hair. She could smell her own juices on him, and it turned her on. She repositioned herself on the bed so that she was kneeling by his legs and glanced at his face. He was watching her through hooded eyes.

      Louise pushed her hair behind her ear so he could see her face as she parted her lips and took his flaccid cock into her mouth. He groaned and reached down to stroke her head. She ran her tongue around his tip and began to slowly bob.

      The blood returned, swelling his cock until it became difficult to fit it all in her mouth. She bobbed her head more, pushing herself down until the tip reached the back of her mouth. She paused as she overcame her gag reflex, pushed down further, taking him deeper. Luca tried to stifle his gasp.

      She would have enjoyed taking him all the way like this, but she had needs of her own. Now that his cock was fully hard, she released it and straddled him. Watching his eyes, she raised up and positioned his cock at her entrance, then slowly impaled herself.

      They both sighed, and as she slowly rode him, he cupped her breasts in his hands. She let out quiet moans. Beads of sweat broke out all over her, making her hair stick to her cheeks and forehead.

      The first orgasm had ambushed her, but this one was building slowly, and she savored each delicious increment in pleasure. She swore she could discern the tightening of individual muscles as her body moved ever closer to its release. Her breathing now ragged, she placed her hands on Luca’s chest and rocked faster to get over the final hurdle.

      When she finally came, her orgasm’s arrival made her scream. Lightning skittered across her closed eyelids, and a wave of powerful spasms wracked her entire body. Luca pinched her nipples, and she cried out louder. When she opened her eyes, he smiled and pinched them again. She bucked faster, bouncing on the cock filling her.

      Luca placed his hands on her hips and helped her movements, but her energy was fading. He rolled them both over, managing to get on top without his cock ever leaving her. He smiled down at her and lifted one of her legs over his shoulder.

      And then he fucked her. Hard.

      She cried out with each thrust, her foot bouncing in the air under his onslaught. She reached up and pinched his nipples, smiling at his shocked reaction. He fucked her harder still, and she urged him on.

      Placing her hands on either side of his face, she looked into his eyes. “Fuck me,” she whispered. “Fuck me hard and come inside me.”

      Luca’s eyes fluttered as the force of his thrusts increased. With a final lunge, his eyes squeezed shut, and a long exhale escaped his lips. Louise cried out and rocked her hips, welcoming the hot gushes into her body. The pair slowed their movements, dragging out the final throes of pleasure before he lowered her leg and pulled out.

      Luca pulled the sheet over them, and Louise lay with her head in the crook of his shoulder. She kissed his chest and draped her arm across his flat belly. For some reason, her thoughts turned to Sandra.

      “Roberto’s married, isn’t he?” she whispered.

      Luca hesitated for a moment, then nodded. “Yes. It is not a happy marriage, and they no longer share a bed. But they share a house because they have young children.”

      She could understand that, and she was hardly in any position to pretend she held the moral high ground. “Well, I hope he and Sandra are doing the same as us.”

      He laughed and stroked her hair. “I never imagined we would do this.”

      “Me neither.” She considered admitting that her husband had encouraged her, then dismissed it. She looked up into his eyes. “Do you regret it?”

      “No, and I never will.” He sighed. “But I worry that you might grow to regret it, and that makes me a little sad.”

      She gave him a smile. “I won’t regret it, I promise.” She kissed his chest again.

      “Will you tell Sandra?”

      “No. She knows you’ve behaved like the perfect gentleman throughout, so she’ll expect us to have taken separate rooms.” She narrowed her eyes. “Will you tell Roberto?”

      He laughed and shook his head. “No, no, no. Roberto and I have a certain kind of…” He shrugged. “Roberto feels the need to tell me all his secrets, some of which I’d prefer not to know. But if I have a date with someone every now and then, I keep it to myself. I do not share my secrets, and I certainly wouldn’t share them with Roberto. He’s…”

      “He’s what?”

      “He’s a nice man, a good friend, but he…” He frowned. “Do you say blabbermouth?”

      She laughed. “Yes, that’s what we say. You’re saying he can be a little indiscreet.”

      “Yes, exactly that. Perhaps that’s a better word.”

      “Blabbermouth worked fine.”

      He was quiet for a moment, then stroked her hair back from her face. “So, what happens tomorrow?”

      “We’ll meet the others and enjoy another day in this beautiful city. Then we’ll take the train back to Florence.” She gave him a sad smile. “Sandra and I fly back to England the following day.”

      “I understand.” He bobbed his eyebrows. “But we still have the rest of the night.”

      “Yes.” She dragged her nails across his abdominal muscles. “And tomorrow morning.”

      “Ah, you English can be so demanding.”

      “Hmm, you’d better believe it.” She kissed his chest once more. “But I’ll let you rest for a while before I demand you abuse me again.”

      With Luca’s arm around her shoulder and the sound of his heartbeat in her ear, she closed her eyes and thought about her husband sitting in their house, knowing what she was doing at that moment. Louise didn’t understand why Ken had encouraged her to sleep with another man, but the thought of what he’d do to her when she revealed the details of her tryst with Luca made her heart race.
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      The cello’s voice curled around the hallway like smoke—warm, lingering melancholy. Josie was practicing again when Ed came home.

      He paused in the entryway, keys still in his hand, letting the sound wash over him. For a moment, he didn’t want to move, didn’t want to disrupt whatever quiet spell she’d cast over the house. It was Dvořák, he thought—one of the slower movements. She always turned to the old romantics when she was working something out in her head.

      He could see her through the archway: barefoot, blond hair pulled back, the soft rise and fall of her arms as she coaxed notes from wood and string. Even after thirty-five years, she still looked like the girl he’d wandered in on in the student union, bent over a cheaper, rented cello, eyes closed, lost in a world of her own.

      It was strange having the house to themselves now. They’d had a small reprieve when their middle child, Mary, had moved back in after graduation. Now she was gone, Adam was in his second year at Amherst, and Neil was in Europe. Empty nesters. It was a thing that Ed had dreamed of, and now that he had it, he didn’t like it.

      He cleared his throat, and Josie looked up, but didn’t pause at the cello. She smiled at him—the same smile she’d shared with him day after day since they were in their early twenties.

      “Glass of wine?” he asked.

      “That sounds lovely,” she replied. “Five more minutes.”

      He nodded, leaving her to her music. He knew that five minutes to Josie was more like thirty in reality. That’s how she got when she was practicing something new. He didn’t mind. There were far worse things to listen to.

      When Josie did finally emerge, it was closer to forty minutes later. Ed was already on his second glass of wine, and she frowned at him apologetically. “I’m so sorry, I just couldn’t get that tricky part.”

      “I suppose I can forgive you,” he said, feeling fuzzy from the wine. “But only because of your pretty face.”

      “Oh, please. This old thing?”

      She always did that—downplaying herself. She was too focused on the wrinkles around her eyes, her nose, her brow, but the truth was that only Josie saw them, and she was as beautiful now, at fifty-four as  she’d been twenty-four. Just different. But that’s what growing older was all about, right? Savoring the stages of life.

      “What? You’re doing it again, Ed.”

      “Hm?”

      She flowed into the room, her long skirt whispering against her shapely legs, bare feet silent on the hardwood. She hadn’t changed after her practice—still wore the soft, ivory blouse she’d thrown on earlier. The fabric clung in places and hung loose in others, one too many buttons undone, revealing a delicate triangle of skin at her chest. Her bra was barely visible—lace, pale blue, a gift he’d gotten her for her forty-ninth that she still wore.

      Josie didn’t seem to notice—or maybe she did. Maybe that was part of the quiet seduction that had always lived just beneath the surface with her.

      “Can’t a man admire his wife?”

      She moved into his lap, scooping her glass of wine off the coffee table. She didn’t say anything beyond the subtle smile that tugged at her lips. They’d been together so long, their relationship was beyond romance, beyond intimate friendship, beyond life-long partnership. She was part of him, and he was part of her.

      Yet, there were still things they had to explore. He’d been thinking about it a lot since Mary moved out.

      “Uh uh,” Josie said. “You’ve been like this all week.”

      He could lie. Say it was work. Or the silence in the house. Or the ache in his lower back from last weekend’s yard work. But her eyes were too clear for lies, and he saw little point in them anymore, anyway.

      “Do you ever think about it?” he asked quietly.

      “Think about what?” she replied, reaching out and gently running her fingers along his receding hairline. While she still looked like she was in her forties, Ed knew he was showing his age. He considered shaving his head completely like most other men his age, but worried he’d resemble a cueball.

      He allowed himself one last, fortifying breath before he said, “That night.” His face lit up. He pressed on. “Sante Fe.”

      Sometimes it felt good to get something off your chest. This wasn’t one of those times for Ed. He immediately wished that he could take it back, but he couldn’t. It was out in the world now. At least there was that.

      Josie didn’t move, but something changed. The shift was subtle—like when a string is tuned too tight and you’re just waiting for it to snap or sing.

      She didn’t answer right away. Her fingers paused at his temple, then trailed down to his cheek. For a moment, she just looked at him. Not past him, not through him—but at him, like she was trying to hear something quiet beneath the noise.

      “Honestly? Not really,” she finally said, her voice soft. “It’s not something I really want to dwell on.” A flush crept up her neck. They’d never talked much about it, even after it happened, and whenever they did, she always seemed to change the subject. “What makes you think of it now?”

      I never really stopped thinking about it, he almost answered, although that wasn’t true, either. Their life together had been full—that’ll happen when you raise three kids together. “I don’t know. I think of it sometimes. I wonder, you know…what if we’d kept going…I guess?”

      He stammered it out, heat along the back of his neck. He couldn’t even look at her anymore, as if more interested in the way she held her wine glass in her long, delicate fingers. Her nails were cut short as usual, necessary to press the strings of the cello.

      “I… I thought I’d messed everything up,” she said at last. “Back then, I mean. The look on your face when I came back to the hotel room… I’ll never forget it.”

      Ed wouldn’t, either. He couldn’t. Even now, when he finally looked into her face, into those deep, blue eyes of hers, he saw her at twenty-six all over again, slipping back into their hotel room at two in the morning, her makeup gone, her long, golden blonde hair disheveled. He remembered how she’d carried her heels, dangling by the sling-backs at her side. He thought of Sante Fe every time she held her heels like that.

      “I wasn’t ready for the reality of it,” he admitted.

      “You ran into the bathroom and vomited.”

      Ed winced. “I shouldn’t have had so much to drink while you were… gone.”

      Josie shook her head. “No, it wasn’t just that.”

      “It wasn’t.”

      “I was so scared that I’d messed things up after that night. And when I found out that I was pregnant⁠—”

      “Neil’s my son.” He said it almost too quickly, but he’d never doubted it. They had the paternity test to prove it, although there had been nine months of fear that maybe he wasn’t. Those were some hard months, full of tension, anticipation, regret. Ed had vowed that he’d raise the baby as his, no matter what the test result. Josie had been a basket case. The scars remained all these years later.

      “So why are you thinking about all of this now?” Josie asked.

      Ed hesitated.

      Josie didn’t say anything for a moment. Just looked at him—long and slow, like she was trying to decide whether he was being serious or just sentimental. Quietly, she asked, “Is this about Adrien?”

      Ed almost laughed, but the sound stuck in his throat. “Is it that obvious?”

      She shrugged, reaching for her glass again. “You’ve been twitchy ever since I told you he’d be sitting first chair.”

      “I see the way he looks at you⁠—”

      “He was my student.”

      “And now he’s playing first chair.”

      She smiled into her wine. “He’s also fifteen years younger than me.”

      “Which makes him the ideal age for you, doesn’t it?”

      She blushed. “Oh, stop.”

      He didn’t. Now that he was going, he couldn’t. “He’s tall, dark, and handsome. He has… how did you put it? Good fingering technique?”

      Josie broke out into a laugh at the double entendre. “Ed, he was my violin student.” She slapped him playfully on the arm. “We say things like that.”

      The truth was that even back when Adrien was coming to their house for lessons—one of her only two adult students—Ed always heard the innuendos, real or imagined. “So how about now? He still have good fingering technique?”

      Josie shook her head, amused. “You’re jealous.”

      “I’m something,” he said, eyes lingering on the curve of her blouse, the soft shadows at her chest. “But it’s not just that.”

      She tilted her head, curious. “Then what?”

      “You light up when you play with him.” Ed’s voice dropped an octave—lower, more serious. “It was always like that, but I’ve noticed it even more now. The way you come home from rehearsals buzzing.”

      Josie stilled again, her lips parting slightly. After a moment of contemplation, she said quietly, “You don’t have anything to be worried about, honey. I’d never…” She trailed off.

      “But you once did.” It was probably not the right thing to say, but it’s how he felt. She stiffened.

      “And it was a total mistake.”

      “It was bad timing. And we weren’t ready.”

      ”And you think we are now? I’m old, Ed.”

      He laughed, studying her. “You’ve got to be joking. I’ve seen you and Adrien at practice. The way he looks at you. It’s the way I should be looking at you. He doesn’t seem to have a problem with your age.”

      Josie exhaled slowly, as if she hadn’t realized she’d been holding her breath. “Adrien’s harmless.”

      “I know.”

      “And he’s not…”

      “What?”

      She met his gaze. “He’s not the one I’m thinking about right now.”

      Ed’s throat tightened. He reached for her hand. Josie set her wine glass down with a soft clink and wrapped her arms around his neck, drawing him close. He could smell the wine, and beneath that, he could smell her.

      “What are you thinking of?” he asked.

      “Hmm…” She rolled her eyes up and away in thought. “How I totally nailed that Dvořák piece in the—oh!” She laughed as he tickled her sides. She squirmed away, to her feet.

      “I’m thinking about how lucky I am to have you,” he said. “And how you’re wearing way too many clothes.”

      Her hysterical laughter at being tickled gave way to a softer one. “Oh? You mean like this?”

      There was a glint in her eye he hadn’t seen in ages. She raised her hands to her blouse and began slowly undoing the buttons—one by one. She watched his face while she did it, gauging every reaction like a musician reading a room.

      When the blouse hung open, she let it fall to the floor. The long skirt went next, leaving her barefoot and in nothing but sky-blue bra and panties.

      Ed let out a soft breath. “God, Josie…”

      She’d always been naturally fit, but as she grew older, it took more effort to maintain her trim body. HIIT, cycling, light weightlifting, it all showed on her toned body as he drank her in.

      With practiced fingers, she reached behind and unhooked her bra, baring her breasts to the warm evening light. They were small and perky with pale pink nipples already firming beneath his gaze. He followed her hands as they hooked the sides of her panties, sliding those off to reveal the narrow, neatly trimmed landing strip of light brown hair above her glistening sex.

      She still kept herself that way. He didn’t know why that small detail affected him so much, but it did. That little line of soft, tidy hair was the past and present folded into one—Josie as she was, and Josie as she’d always been. Beautiful, confident, with this sexy secret.

      She stepped out of her clothes completely, standing before him now, naked and unashamed.

      “Still want me?” she asked, voice low.

      He didn’t even try to answer, just reached for her. She moved first—sinking to her knees between his legs, pulling open his pants, and freeing his cock.

      She wrapped her fingers around the base and stroked him once, slowly, watching his reaction. Then she leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

      She looked up at him with those blue eyes of hers, watching for his cues the way she’d watch a conductor. Her lips slid over him with practiced rhythm, tongue swirling, her free hand cupping his balls. She knew every part of him, every sound he made when she hit just the right spot. And when she hummed around him, he nearly lost it right then.

      “Fuck, Josie,” he groaned, hips twitching.

      She pulled back, letting him fall from her lips with a soft, wet sound. “Not yet,” she murmured, rising again and straddling him in the chair.

      He guided himself to her entrance as she sank onto him with a low, gasping moan. Her body was tight, warm, impossibly wet. Her head dropped to his shoulder, breath hot against his neck.

      She rocked her hips first, grinding in slow, circular motions, savoring the feel of him filling her.

      “Why don’t we do this all the time?” she whispered.

      “It’s a great question.”

      She tugged at his shirt. “I need to feel your skin on mine.”

      He obliged her, fighting to get his shirt over his head without having to undo all the buttons, and then she was there, pressing her warm skin to his, her nipples hard. Ed ran his hands over her body, down over her ass, squeezing.

      “Fuck, you’re beautiful,” he admired.

      Josie rode him harder, gripping his shoulders for leverage, gasping as he thrust up into her. Her thighs flexed around him, slick with sweat and arousal. He felt her clench around him when he hit just right, and he focused on that spot, over and over, until she was moaning helplessly, her nails digging into his skin.

      When she came, it was with a sharp cry, her body trembling as she pressed her forehead to his. Ed barely lasted another second before he spilled inside her with a ragged grunt, holding her tightly as they fell into silence.

      Afterward, she stayed curled against him, chest rising and falling.

      She didn’t mention Santa Fe, and Ed didn’t bring it up. But it was still there, hanging between them like an unfinished melody. Question was, how would this one resolve?
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      Santa Fe, twenty-seven years earlier

      They’d only been in town for three days, and already the desert air had started to get under Ed’s skin. Everything felt more vivid here. The colors. The music. The festive atmosphere.

      Or maybe it was that he was there with Josie, on the road, and on the cusp of pushing a boundary that they’d flirted with at the edges for months. When she’d come home and told him that her friend Celeste, the second viola, and her husband were swingers, Ed had found himself as intrigued as he was shocked. He’d probed, which meant that Josie needed to probe, which made Celeste ask her if she was curious about the lifestyle.

      It was all a wild domino of events that got him to Santa Fe, where Josie and Celeste had performed at The Lensic earlier that evening, and Ed had come in tow. After the post-concert reception, he assumed they’d all head back to the hotel together, but Celeste had other ideas.

      “There’s this bar just down the street,” she said, already unzipping her garment bag and trading her heels for strappy sandals. “Live music. Strong drinks. And I know you,” she paused and pointed at Josie, “need to blow off a little steam.”

      Ed wasn’t sure how they ended up there. He’d only ever met Celeste in passing, yet quickly understood that she was the kind of woman who liked to find trouble. They settled at a table near the corner of the bar, jazz filtering through the speakers and tequila going down easier than it should.

      “So, Josie tells me you two are thinking about swinging,” Celeste said to Ed.

      Josie nearly spat out her drink. “No, no, I did not say that.”

      “Oh, come on, girl, no one asks that many questions and isn’t thinking about it. Have you two talked about it?” It was a question for Ed.

      “Yeah, we’ve talked,” he admitted, spilling the truth. “Your husband knows?”

      “Of course. Jay’s probably banging some girl tonight, back home.”

      “Wow.”

      “Don’t get any ideas, Mister,” Josie said. “She may be okay with it, but I’m not.”

      “Ah, so you’re more into a hotwife sort of thing,” Celeste pointed out. It may have been the first time that Josie had heard the term, but not Ed. He’d done a lot more reading and research than he cared to admit and knew all about that flavor of the lifestyle. “That’s cool.” Her eyes lit up. “Hey, I have an idea!”

      And before they knew what was happening, she was flagging a pair of guys down. Ed had noticed them checking the women out, but they’d kept their distance—probably because of him. With Celeste’s wave, they were more than happy to join. Both guys were fit and about their age, late twenties.

      Introductions were quick, and first drinks even quicker. Ed didn’t catch their names the first time, and he wasn’t sure he wanted to. Both men were Santa Fe natives.

      Celeste was in full form, flirting shamelessly with the one with longer hair. She leaned in close, touched his arm, and laughed too loudly at his jokes. It was a performance, but an effective one.

      Josie was more reserved with the other guy, but it helped that he recognized her from the performance. “Hey, you were in that orchestra performance at The Lensic, right?” he said, smiling. “Playing cello in the chamber group?”

      “That was her,” Celeste said. “Fucking good, right?”

      Blushing, Josie tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear. Her hair was longer back then, falling in rich, textured waves of gold. “Yeah. We’re part of a traveling orchestra.”

      “Your friend’s right, you were really good.” He grinned, leaning just a little closer. “Fucking good, even.”

      Josie laughed, a little bashful but flattered. “Thank you. It was a great crowd tonight.”

      “You made that second movement sing.” Ed watched his eyes flick over her and felt his own body stir. “What was it? Barber?”

      She blinked. “Yes. Adagio for Strings.”

      “I’ve never heard it played like that.” He leaned an elbow on the table, closing the space between them slightly. “Most musicians are precise. You were… emotional.”

      Ed, still nursing his drink, said nothing. He watched but tried not to watch too closely. For a random guy in a bar, this one seemed to know exactly how to get to Josie. It was around this time that the fantasy began to feel real.

      Josie didn’t flinch when the stranger placed a hand on her knee. She didn’t even look at her husband. She just smiled and said, “Barber’s easier to feel than to follow. Sometimes I get lost in it, and I don’t want to come back.”

      The man’s gaze lingered on her lips. “That’s what it felt like. Like you disappeared into the music and forgot the rest of us were there.”

      Josie looked down at her drink, color rising in her cheeks. “Well, now I’m embarrassed.”

      “Don’t be. It was… arresting.”

      That was the word that did it. Not sexy, not hot. Arresting. Like she was an artist and not just a woman in a short dress. Ed knew that night was the night. This guy was smooth. Not pushy, not overeager—just confident. He knew how to look at a beautiful woman without making her feel like a transaction, and Josie, at twenty-six, in her LBD looked like a model. He was used to it, because that’s what he’d thought when he first met her, and he’d watched countless men hit on her. Just… most of them didn’t do it right in front of him.

      “Hey, I’m going to head out,” Ed announced, and it was like the other four just realized that he was even there. Josie instantly looked guilty, but he headed that off. “Long day, feeling tired. I’ll see you two back at the hotel… tomorrow?”

      He played it like he wasn’t with Josie at all. Like he was just one of their friends, or another member of the orchestra. Celeste understood the game, smiled, and gave him a hug. “See you tomorrow, Ed,” she said, then lowered her voice just for him. “Don’t worry, I’ll take care of her.”

      He was hard, and Celeste must have felt it against her stomach, because when she pulled away, she had a knowing look.

      Josie wasn’t so casual about it all and popped up from her seat. “Will you excuse us for a second?” She pulled him off to the side and fixed him with a look. “What’s going on?”

      “Giving you room to have some fun.”

      “I don’t need that kind of fun. This is just flirting.”

      He shook his head. “You think he’s attractive, don’t you?”

      “He’s…yes. Of course. He is attractive.” She glanced toward the two guys and Celeste, then back at Ed. “But that doesn’t mean that anything needs to happen.”

      “Then have fun, Josie. And come back with a wild story for me. We’ve talked about this. You know I’m okay with it.”

      “But I don’t know if I am,” she said, just as she always did.

      “Then come home if you’re not. But at least see where the night takes you first.”

      “Ed…”

      “Enjoy Santa Fe, and all that it has to offer. You’ve got no curfew, after all.”

      With that, he retreated into the crowd and walked out the door, his heart beating with furious anticipation. He wanted to turn back several times. He almost did but somehow forced himself to keep walking until he was out in the street.

      Only then did he turn and look through the window. Josie had rejoined the others, but Ed was only focused on one of them. The guy leaned closer to Josie, said something, and she laughed—soft, unsure, but real. Her hand went to her collarbone, that little unconscious gesture she made when someone caught her off guard.

      Ed felt the world spin a little sideways.

      He didn’t stay to see more. He walked back through the plaza and down the quiet brick path that led to their hotel. The desert night was warm, but he felt oddly cold—like he was coming down with something.

      Back in the room, he kicked off his shoes, started to pour himself a glass of water, but ended up opening a small bottle of tequila provided by the hotel. He sat on the edge of the bed, heart still pounding, staring at the door.

      She’d come back. Of course she would. This was just…a test of boundaries. A fantasy in motion.

      He should have felt afraid. Instead, he was as hard as a rock.

      It wasn’t just the jealousy. It was something deeper. Older. The sight of her like that awakened something in him. Something that still cropped up from time to time over the years.

      He imagined them, could almost see them, seated close, knees brushing. He imagined the other guy putting a hand on her thigh as he leaned in to whisper something that made her laugh and blush and squeeze her thighs together all at once. He pictured Josie biting her lip, the way she always did when she was trying to keep from smiling too much.

      God, what if she kissed him?

      He shifted uncomfortably on the bed, palming himself through his jeans, trying to will the thoughts away, but they came faster now—Josie against the wall in some dark hallway, her dress hitched up, the man’s hands all over her…

      The clock ticked.

      Ten minutes passed. Then twenty.

      An hour.

      She still wasn’t back.

      And that’s when the buzz started to fade. The edge of arousal dulled by something else—something colder.

      In hindsight, it had been incredibly reckless. They didn’t know those guys. They could have been anyone. They were strangers in a strange city. Anything could happen.

      He took comfort in knowing that at least she was there with Celeste, and that girl seemed like someone who knew how to take care of herself. Even still, it was a time before cellphones were prevalent. He had no way to get back in touch other than to go back to the bar.

      He ended up doing so, only to find that it was closed. What time was it? After one in the morning. Where was she? Panic lanced through him, a shrill and discordant note that broke the harmony.

      He went back to the room, still empty. He opened another small bottle from the hotel mini bar. Then a third. What the fuck was happening? Was he the kind of man who sent his wife off with someone he didn’t know? Was she the kind of woman who did that kind of thing?

      And yet underneath all the doubt and the fear, he was so hard. So electrified.

      She came home at three in the morning, and at first, he felt relief that she was back. He rushed to her, caught her in his arms, squeezed her close. He didn’t notice her lack of makeup. Or how her hair was slightly mussed. Not at first.

      Then, those details filtered in. She held her heels in her hands, like she’d hoped to sneak in. She smelled like another man’s cologne and…and something more astringent. Another man’s cum.

      “You did it,” he stated.

      She was wide-eyed, on the brink of crying.

      That’s when he ran to the bathroom and threw up.

      Too much booze.

      Too much everything.

      He didn’t remember falling asleep that night. Only the aftertaste of whiskey and bile, and the sound of the door softly clicking shut behind her after she slipped into the bathroom, and her heels in hand.

      Ed had many regrets over the years, but getting drunk that night and losing his cool was near the top of the list.

      The emotions had come fast and hard. He’d always been a voyeur at heart, and for months, he’d fantasized about Josie with another man. It was wrong. Taboo. And yet Celeste had unlocked the possibility, and after that, it was all he could think about.

      It still was all he could think about.

      So, when Josie came back to the hotel room—flushed, barefoot, smelling like sex—it all hit him at once. And instead of kissing her, or holding her, or asking for the details he’d spent nights imagining…he ran to the bathroom and threw up.

      That one reaction changed everything.

      She took it as a mistake. Proof that he wanted the fantasy, not the truth. They talked briefly. But her guilt hardened, and soon she didn’t want to talk at all. About the trip. About what happened. Or even about the hotwife fantasy in general.

      A few months later, she was pregnant with Neil. She quit the orchestra. They got busy. Life moved forward.

      But Ed had never stopped thinking about that night. Not just what had happened… but what could have.
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      Present day

      Something changed between them the week after Ed confessed that he’d been thinking about Santa Fe. He just felt it. Josie didn’t bring it up, but he observed a lightness in her step.  Especially on Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Saturday afternoons—rehearsal days. Or maybe he was just imagining it.

      Ed didn’t say anything. He didn’t dare, too afraid that he’d spook her and close down what he hoped he’d opened again. He trusted her and knew that nothing was going on with Adrien, but part of him wished that something was.

      They’d always had a healthy sex life, but being busy people in their fifties, even with an empty house, meant that their love life had waned. Not so that week. Ed initiated, but Josie always seemed ready. He thought about bringing up Adrien in bed but chickened out.

      It was so difficult to be patient, but Josie finally rewarded him with a glimmer of hope.

      “A few of us are going to do happy hour after rehearsal today,” she said, much too casually. It was Saturday morning.

      “A few of you?”

      She knew exactly what he was really asking. “Yes, Adrien will be there.” She was smiling, bright blue eyes glittering.

      He smiled back and nodded. “Have fun.”

      That was it. She didn’t ask if he wanted to come. He didn’t offer. He wanted this to be for her, and he hoped that she took it as proof that he’d grown.

      Josie took a longer shower than usual before rehearsal. Ed busied himself in the kitchen, washing dishes and wiping down the counters, thinking about what he was actually going to do while she was out.

      She came down as casual as ever. Tight black leggings outlined her toned legs and heart-shaped butt. The silky black blouse was unbuttoned enough to hint at a tighter top beneath. Her blond hair was up in a high, short ponytail. He swore she must have touched up her roots but knew better than to ask.

      “What?” she asked when she caught him staring.

      “Nothing. Just admiring my beautiful wife.”

      “Oh.” She laughed dismissively. “Like how antiques are beautiful.”

      “Please. You know that’s not true.” He put the dish towel down and got closer to her. She wasn’t wearing perfume—she didn’t own any—but her floral shampoo was fresh and alluring as ever. “And I bet I’m not the only one who’s noticed.”

      She blushed. And she was wearing blush, too. Along with some mascara and eyeliner. Very subtle makeup applications that were normally saved for date nights and orchestra shows.

      “I’d better get going.”

      He stepped closer, smoothing his hands over her body, down over her ass. She complained that her butt stayed too big, no matter how much she ran and worked out. Ed loved it. He loved that these kinds of leggings meant that she had to wear a thong and could feel it plunging between her cheeks when he groped her.

      “You’d better get going,” he agreed, pulling away before they could kiss. He didn’t want to mess up the lip gloss that she was definitely wearing.

      He walked her to the door, watched her climb into her car. She got in, pulling the sun visor down to study herself in the mirror, checking her lipstick, then her eyes. She squinted at some imperfection that only she could see. Under his breath, he murmured, “You’re gorgeous, babe.”

      Ed closed the door once she’d driven off, and was already imagining the bar—her glass in hand, Adrien leaning close, making her laugh just a little differently than she laughed with him, making her feel twenty-six all over again—the moment she was out of view.

      He tried to distract himself. Cleaned the stove. Folded a load of laundry he didn’t remember starting. Checked his email. But every few minutes, he found himself glancing at his phone.

      Nothing.

      Saturday rehearsal ran from two to five. He figured he wouldn’t hear from her until after that, but her text didn’t arrive until 7:29. I lost track of time! Staying for one more drink, then heading home.

      Ed’s heart pumped fire. He’d been good. He hadn’t touched a drop of alcohol himself. He was determined to keep his cool this time. Even so, he began to shake, his stomach tightening as he typed his reply. No worries, hon. Stay as long as you like.

      No curfews, he almost wrote. He actually did write it before deleting the line. That would have been too much.

      The sun set. The silence in the house grew loud again.

      At 8:42, the front door opened.

      Ed could tell that she’d been drinking. He recognized the subtle signs—her smile, the slightly unfocused eyes, how she giggled more than laughed. Her hair was down, out of the ponytail, and brushing her shoulders. She’d also shed her loose blouse, stripped to just the black camisole that had been underneath it that hugged her small breasts, and exposed the black straps of her bra.

      “Someone looks like they had fun,” Ed said as she sashayed over to him.

      “Too much fun.” She smelled like white wine and someone else’s cologne. It was faint but present. “I’m too old to drink that much.”

      “Not true. Age is a social construct.”

      She held up her hands. “These wrinkles say otherwise.”

      “I bet you Adrien didn’t notice them.”

      She smiled, eyes darting away for a moment, a flush climbing her neck. “You’re probably right.”

      Ed’s heart beat a little faster. “So, he was there?”

      “The whole time.” She took a quick breath. “The two of us were the last to leave.”

      “Did anything happen?”

      Her answer was swift. “Of course not.”

      “But it could have.”

      She chewed her lower lip before admitting quietly, “Maybe.”

      Ed’s breath caught.

      She quickly added, “Probably he was just humoring this old lady.”

      “You need to stop with that kind of talk.”

      “Then take me upstairs and stop me,” she said. Bold. Bolder than she normally was. He didn’t need to be told twice.

      They barely made it upstairs. Ed couldn’t keep his hands off her, and Josie was giggling and laughing like the girl he’d fallen in love with so long ago.

      “God, I love seeing you like this,” he murmured.

      “Like what?” she asked at the tail end of a laugh.

      “Like you remembered that you’re a sexy woman.”

      She rolled her eyes, but the compliment got to her. He saw it in the way she came back at him—kissing him, tugging on his shirt to pull him close, grinding her hips just enough to tease.

      He turned her gently toward the bed, his hands never leaving her body. He kissed her again, slower this time, and she melted into it, the tension leaving her shoulders in a soft exhale. He pulled her camisole off and unclasped her bra. Her small, high breasts still made his heart kick. The pink of her nipples stood out against her flushed skin.

      “You’re gorgeous,” he whispered against her mouth. “And I think that has a lot to do with why he stayed so late with you.”

      She shook her head faintly, resting her forehead on his, her hands holding him against her. “Adrien probably just sees me as⁠—”

      “Don’t say old.” He kissed her again.

      “I wasn’t,” she giggled. “I was going to say a friend.”

      “Do you honestly believe that?”

      “No.” Her admission lanced through him. “No, I don’t.”

      “He wanted you.”

      She let out a small, breathy laugh. “You know, I think he did, and… and it was nice. To be seen like that. Again. I’m sorry.”

      “Don’t apologize,” he said, sinking down between her legs. He tugged at her leggings, peeling them off. She fell back onto the bed with a laugh. In just a thong and so full of mirth, she really did look so much younger. “He’s just proving what I’ve been saying forever.”

      Crawling in between her legs, he kissed the inside of her knee, her thigh, his lips grazing up over her thong. She was damp there. He smelled her excitement.

      “I felt young tonight.”

      “You are young.”

      “I’m not. But with him…” She trailed off when he pulled her thong to one side, baring the smooth skin of her moist lips. She gasped as he ran his tongue up her slit. “.With him, I feel giddy all over. It’s so silly.”

      Ed teased her clit, then got annoyed with having to keep her panties pinned to the side and pulled them off. “Not silly. You’ve got a crush.” He nipped at the short hairs of her landing strip. “And you know what’s even better than having a crush? Knowing you can have him.”

      “I shouldn’t.”

      Shouldn’t. Not can’t. Not won’t.

      “You thought about it, didn’t you? Tonight.”

      She hummed, but he wasn’t sure if that was her admitting it or just enjoying his mouth on her sex. Then she added, “I couldn’t stop thinking about him.”

      “And now?”

      She reached down, pulled him up, and kissed him hard. “Now I want you to fuck me like he never will.”

      Ed didn’t wait. He entered her in one smooth motion, groaning at the wet heat around him. She wrapped her legs around his hips, drawing him deeper, clinging to him. He moved hard and fast, their bodies slapping together in rhythm. She was loud, freer than usual, fingers raking his back, telling him not to stop. And he didn’t.

      When she came, it was with a cry muffled into his shoulder.

      He wasn’t far behind, spilling into her with a groan, collapsing against her as they both caught their breath.

      They lay there for a long time in the dim room, her fingers tracing idle circles on his chest.

      “I think we should try again,” he said at last.

      “Try what again?” She asked the question, but Ed was pretty sure that she knew what he was talking about.

      “You want him. I want you to be with him. And there’s no way he doesn’t want you.”

      Josie was quiet against him, shifting slightly. He started to prepare other arguments, other reasons why they should try again. She surprised him by whispering, “Okay.”

      That was it. One word, quietly spoken in the dark, and everything changed.

      Ed couldn’t stop smiling. He wanted to laugh. He wanted to shout for joy. Instead, he just hugged her close and repeated what she’d said.

      “Okay.”
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      Josie didn’t speak of it again afterward.

      But something had changed.

      She walked differently. Practiced longer. Wore lipstick to rehearsal. Ed knew not to push it. They’d already crossed the line together. Whatever came next was up to her.

      It was Adrien, of course. Still polite. Still professional. But Ed had seen the glances linger longer. Josie stopped pretending she didn’t notice.

      And then it was opening night. The first full performance of the new season. A big crowd. A bigger moment.

      She’d been quiet all day, humming under her breath as she moved through the house, disappearing upstairs hours before they needed to leave. When she finally did emerge, appearing at the top of the stairs, Ed’s mouth fell open.

      The black dress clung to her frame with a fluid grace—concert formal, but far from demure. Halter neckline, bare shoulders, back exposed to her waist. She looked long and sleek, like a runway model—especially with the way her blonde hair was swept into an elegant twist, a few tendrils loose near her cheekbones. A touch of silver at her ears, dark mascara, and a hint of lip gloss finished off her look.

      Ed just stared.

      “You don’t look like someone going to play cello.”

      She paused on the last step. “No?”

      “You look like someone who’s headed to her movie premiere.”

      That made her laugh. There was a breathy edge to it. He crossed to her, pressing a kiss to the nape of her neck.

      She exhaled, steadying herself.

      “I’ll be in the audience,” he said softly. “Trying to keep cool.”

      “I’ll be onstage,” she replied, “trying not to fall over in these heels.”

      They laughed and piled into their car.
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        * * *

      

      The performance was beautiful. Josie played with her usual poise, but that night was special. There was an undercurrent to her bowing, to the way she held her body.

      Ed had seen Adrien recently when he’d been early to pick Josie up and had caught the end of a few rehearsals, but most of his memories of the man were from when he was much younger and had come to their house for lessons.

      Adrien had filled out since then, as men tend to do in their forties, but it worked for him. He had broad shoulders and dark hair that curled around his ears, laced with gray. Funny how it was okay for men to let their gray go, but Josie had to touch hers up. She probably had thoughts on that.

      He’d switched to the violin, and he played it beautifully. He proved he’d earned his role as Concert master of the orchestra by opening their second arrangement with a solo that was joined by Josie on the cello before the whole orchestra came in.

      It was beautiful and melodic, the tune that she’d been practicing when Ed came home a few weeks back, and they’d finally opened up. As Adrien and Josie played, they glanced at one another around the conductor, and he saw their connection. The whole audience did. He should have been jealous but was only excited.

      Afterwards, at the reception, he heard people talk about how moving the brief duet had been.

      “Those two should perform together in their own show.”

      “It would be amazing.”

      Ed couldn’t agree more, although his dirty mind filled with other possibilities.

      Josie found him near the bar, nursing a beer. She was flushed from the stage, looking a little buzzed already. He couldn’t stop staring at her and the cut of her black dress—it was both elegant and sexy, like she was cloaked in snug shadow, her arms and neck left bare.

      “You were incredible,” Ed said, leaning in to kiss her cheek.

      “I was okay,” she said. They both knew she was being modest.

      “No. You weren’t. You were alive.”

      She smiled. “You know what I really am? Thirsty.” She turned to the bartender. “Could I get a water, please?”

      Adrien appeared shortly after, clean-cut and dapper. He still wore his black tie cinched tight up into his black collared shirt. “Ed,” he greeted, holding his hand out for a firm shake. “It’s been a minute.”

      “Almost a decade. You were good up there.”

      “Thanks.”

      “Good thing Josie’s such a bad teacher that you switched to violin.”

      Josie rolled her eyes. Adrien smiled. He had a single dimple on his right side. “She was an amazing teacher. There’s a lot of things I took to the violin.” They shared a smile, and Ed felt his insides squirm in such a good way.

      The duo talked about the concert, bringing up little mistakes that even Ed, with his trained ear, hadn’t caught. A few orchestra members joined them. Josie switched to wine, but Ed could tell that she was nursing it.

      Every few minutes, Josie and Adrien shared a look. Ed’s heart fluttered when they did. Josie’s eyes would sparkle. There was one final movement to their performance, and it required his absence.

      “Well,” he said, finishing his beer at last. “I’ll leave you all to it. What a wonderful night.”

      Those who knew Ed only as Josie’s husband murmured their farewells. Adrien shook his hand again. Josie stepped close, looking up at him with something in her eyes—hope, nerves, excitement for what came next.

      He touched her elbow and leaned in. “No curfew tonight.”

      She giggled but didn’t say anything—just gave a small, private smile, and nodded. He kissed her again on the cheek. A perfectly acceptable goodbye between a couple who’d been together for decades. Ed wanted to grab her, to kiss her passionately, to tell her to have fun, and then come home, but masked all of that.

      The polite kiss would have to do.
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        * * *

      

      Unlike back in Santa Fe, he didn’t go home and start drinking. He poured a glass of water, took off his shoes, and turned down the sheets. Then he sat. And waited.

      And waited.

      This time, it wasn’t fear that filled him. It was something else—anticipation, excitement, nervousness. All emotions that were normally tied to one of Josie’s performances in the moments just before she started to play.

      This was the pause before the note.

      This was the silence before the sound.

      She texted about an hour after Ed got home.

      Reception wrapped up. Going to grab a drink with Adrien.

      It wasn’t a question. They were past that now. They’d spent the past few weeks probing those questions. He answered, Great. Have fun!

      Don’t worry. Already am.

      Her response sang through him.

      He imagined them together—maybe seated at the bar, maybe already on a couch somewhere quieter. Her heels kicked off beneath her chair, a second glass of wine in her hand.

      Was Adrien leaning close? Tucking a loose curl behind her ear?

      Was she blushing again? The way she used to in their twenties, back when a man saw her not as a wife or mother or performer—but as Josie?

      He put his phone on the nightstand but didn’t go to bed. Not yet. He couldn’t. He was too amped up. He paced, glancing towards the window every time a car drove by, his heart skipping every time he heard a door shut.

      None of them were hers.

      He checked the Find My app. They were still at some bar. The dot hadn’t moved for nearly an hour. Maybe this was all there would be. Maybe they’d just have a nice chat, bond, and go their separate ways. And then came her text.

      We’re going to his place. You sure about this?

      Ed read it three times before he had the nerve to respond. His thumbs shook on the screen of his phone. It took him a whole minute to type out a response without fat-fingered typos.

      I’m positive. Have fun. I’ll be here when you come home.

      She responded with a heart emoji, and that was that.
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      Josie came in just after seven in the morning. Ed had fallen asleep for a time, but had been awake since 5:30, when he rolled over and found that her spot in the bed was still cold and empty. He’d checked his phone. There were no messages. He’d checked her location. It was still at an apartment building in the city, where she’d been since she left the bar.

      He’d tried to go back to sleep, but that was impossible. So, he’d lain there, cock hard and heart beating so fast that his Apple Watch buzzed a warning at him. He silenced the alert and waited.

      He heard the front door ease open downstairs, felt the shift in air pressure in their home. He waited in bed, propped up on a pillow when she quietly entered the bedroom.

      Josie carried her heels in her hand, and he shivered at the meaning of that. She still wore the dress, elegant and sexy, but her hair was down, her updo undone and falling in soft waves around her face. She slipped into the room, her long dress skirts whispering.

      He watched her through the dim light.

      “Hey,” she said softly.

      “Hey.”

      “Hope you didn’t wait up all night.” Josie crossed to the bed and sat beside him. He reached out, lacing his fingers in hers.

      “I got some sleep.” The moment felt surreal. “Did you?”

      Even in the dark, he saw her blushing. “Not much.”

      He tightened his fingers in hers and pulled her down to him. He kissed her—soft, slow, searching. She tasted like sleep and toothpaste and vaguely of something…else.

      “Is that him?”

      Josie blushed. “Yes.”

      Ed imagined her on her knees before she left Adrien, giving him a naughty farewell. He shivered. He reached behind her neck, pulling her back to him again, kissing her again, as if to say, I’m seriously okay with this.

      He ran a hand down her back, bare between the dress’s halter and her waist. Her skin was cool from the chilly morning, her hair slightly tangled from a long night. She was flushed and faintly scented with cologne that wasn’t his.

      He wanted all of it.

      Josie drew back, breathing fast. “I should probably shower…”

      “No,” Ed answered, his voice low and steady. He ran his thumb along her cheek. “Stay like this. Please.”

      Her eyes searched his. “You’re sure?”

      He nodded, pulling her back to him. “I want you like this. Just like this.”

      Something in her softened. Was she relieved? He untied the halter behind her neck and peeled the dress down. Her nipples were hard, and when he leaned in to suck on them, he wondered how much Adrien had worshipped them earlier.

      She shimmied the rest of the way out of her dress and was naked under it, her thong gone, her smooth pussy glistening beneath her landing strip. Josie crawled beneath the covers with him, and he ran a hand down her side, down between her legs.

      Josie moaned faintly, then gasped against his lips. “You have questions.”

      “Only if you want to tell me.”

      “I do. I want to tell you everything.”

      Ed kissed her neck, withdrawing his hand from between her thighs, just so she had the space to gather her thoughts. “Start with the beginning, then.”

      “Okay.” She took a fortifying breath. “Well, let’s see. We…went for drinks after. You were there for that. The group fell away, and it was just the two of us by the end. We talked for a long time. About the orchestra. About…you and me. Adrien offered to walk me to my car, and I said I’d come with you and didn’t have a car there. That was…a moment. And then I told him I didn’t have a curfew.” A small smile played at the corner of her mouth. “He looked surprised. And then pleased.”

      Ed kept quiet. He almost forgot to breathe. He definitely forgot to blink.

      “He asked if I was sure. Twice.” She looked down at her hands. “I said yes. I even showed him the text you sent me.” Her eyes locked onto Ed’s. She looked frightened but exhilarated to relive the moment. “We went to his place. It was small, clean. He poured me a glass of water. Put on music.”

      She paused, and Ed nodded for her to continue.

      “He kissed me.” She took another breath, deep and quiet. “Softly at first, but this had been building, you know? So, it quickly became…well, not soft.” She chuckled. “Things moved fast after that. We tore at each other's clothes on our way to his bedroom. He…he touched me like he wanted to remember everything.”

      She reached down between Ed’s legs, found him erect. That seemed to give her the confidence to go on. “You like hearing this.”

      “What gave me away? The lack of vomiting?”

      Josie laughed. “That was the first indication.” She pushed her hand inside his boxers. “This is the second.”

      “So, you got naked with him.”

      “Yeah. And… God, and the way he looked at me. I thought I’d feel so old beside him, but…” She shook her head. “I felt so sexy.”

      “You are sexy.” He kissed her neck. “Go on. What else happened?”

      “He…he went down on me. God, that felt good. I wanted to reciprocate, but he wanted to do…something else.”

      Ed’s heart skipped a beat. He didn’t probe. He let her come to the confession.

      “He felt good. Different than you, but… I like that.”

      “Was he bigger?”

      She looked him in the eye as if weighing how to answer. “Yeah, he was.”

      “I’m glad,” he said in a rush. He didn’t know why, but that was so exciting. “I’m glad you got to experience that.”

      “I came twice.”

      Ed exhaled shakily. Her words ringing out like a bow drawn across an open string—pure, vibrating, beautiful.

      Josie’s fingers stilled on him. She gazed into his face. “Are you okay?”

      He nodded, but that wasn’t enough. “More than okay. I can’t believe how turned on I am right now.”

      She studied him, like she was searching for a hidden truth. “You’re not faking this? Not just saying what you think I want to hear?”

      He sat up, pressing his forehead to hers. “Josie, I’ve been imagining this for years. I just never knew how to ask for it without scaring you away.” He kissed her, pushing Josie onto her back, while kicking off his boxers. He needed to be inside her, and she seemed eager to feel it, too.

      “Now that it’s done, I wish we’d talked about it earlier,” she admitted, reaching between his legs and positioning him against her pussy. When he sank into her, he felt the difference. She was looser than before. That only riled him up more.

      “He fucked you?”

      “Oh yeah,” she giggled, running her fingernails across his back. “It felt like hours.”

      “I smell him on you.”

      “And you’re okay with that?”

      “More than okay.” He fucked her harder, resting his elbows on either side of her head so that he could stare down into her eyes while he did it. He saw her as Adrien did—not as a perfect young thing, but as more than that—a thing of beauty.

      “Did…did you go down on him?”

      Josie was past demurring. She didn’t dress it up or soften it—just said it plainly, truthfully. “Yes,” she answered, eyes flashing. “I gave him a blowjob.”

      A jolt went through him.

      Ed closed his eyes and groaned, almost coming immediately. He thickened inside her, his hips picked up speed. “That word,” he gasped. “Hearing you say that word…”

      She pulled him closer, fingers in his thinning hair. “Then I guess I should tell you,” she murmured, “that he said it was one of the best he’s ever had.”

      Ed was practically throbbing. “Jesus.”

      “You’re not mad?”

      “I’m not mad,” he said, pumping her faster, his face buried in her blond hair. “I’m on fire.”

      “I still can’t believe it happened,” she moaned.

      Ed kissed her again—her cheek, her jaw, her throat. “Believe it,” he grunted between thrusts. “It happened. And it brought you back to life.”

      Josie tightened around him, her voice catching. “It did.”

      She wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him even deeper. “And this… this right now… this makes me feel like I’m home.”

      Ed didn’t last long after that. He came with a groan, buried inside her, their bodies tangled in a mess of sweat, memory, and new beginnings.

      Afterward, they lay together, limbs draped over one another, the sheets twisted, the room warm with the scent of them both—and of him.

      Josie’s head rested on Ed’s chest. “You really want to hear more?”

      He smiled at the ceiling, his fingers brushing gently up and down her back.

      “I do,” he said. “But we also need to discuss what happens next.”

      “Next?”

      “This isn’t Santa Fe,” he said. “And I don’t think either of us is ready to call it quits just as it’s beginning this time.”

      Josie snuggled close. “You’re right. You’re absolutely right.”
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      I bring three fresh beers and hand one to each of the men before settling on the large, overstuffed couch between them. I’ve come to very much enjoy our new Sunday afternoon fall ritual. I’d forgotten just how great it is to have Damon around.

      The three of us were thick as thieves when my husband and I first started seeing each other. Mutual friends had set us up on a blind date when my relationship with my college boyfriend crashed and burned. It was inevitable—I’m surprised it lasted almost two years after graduation. But Marty was great, and we were inseparable from that first date. He and Damon shared an apartment back then, so it was often the three of us.

      When Damon met Sandra, his future ex-wife, we became a happy, tight foursome. I got along with the fiery redhead, but looking back, I can see their marital troubles were baked in from the start. He’s a great, easygoing guy, but she was the kind of person who likes to generate drama when she gets bored.

      All of that was decades ago. Damon and Sandra moved to Seattle when she got a job out there, and we rarely saw them after that. Over twenty years later, he’s back in our lives after a nasty divorce, and we’ve picked up right where we left off. Marty feels awful that Damon had to go through it, but he’s thrilled to have his best friend back in town.

      “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me!” Marty shouts. “How did the ref not see that?”

      “Right? I’ve never seen a more blatant hold,” Damon agreed. The guys have always agreed on most things. I’d swear they were brothers if one of them weren’t Black and the other white.

      The boys take their football very seriously. My husband even has the team logo tattooed on his arm. They’re the kind of guys you’d expect to have season tickets, except that we have one kid who just graduated from college and another who’s still in the middle of it. We have good jobs, but we do not have that kind of disposable income.

      I’m more of a baseball girl anyway, but the red gear has been packed away after another disappointing playoff collapse. Now we’re all in green for our team—me in a Kelly green throwback tank top and the guys in jerseys. I have my own jersey to honor my favorite, cute, bearded lineman, but I don’t want to be too matchy-matchy with the guys.

      The offense sets, and our QB tosses a quick completion on a crossing route to get us the first down, negating the impact of the blown call. I think one of the things that Marty finds sexiest about me is that I’m a sports girl, and I understand this stuff. It’s probably a close second to me still giving blowjobs after twenty-five years of marriage.

      “I’m going to get more of that stromboli. You outdid yourself this week, brother,” Damon says when the game goes to a commercial, lowering the power recliner on his end of the couch.

      “Hey, stay put. I’ll get it,” I offer.

      “You don’t have to wait on us every week, Connie.”

      “Speak for yourself,” my husband says, laughing.

      “I don’t feel like a maid if that’s what you’re worried about.  I like taking care of my guys. Besides, I’m hungry, too. Do you want some, hon?”

      “If you’re getting up anyway. Thanks, babe.”

      “It’s kind of ridiculous that you two are still so cute after all these years.”

      “Hey, don’t hate me because I chose well,” Marty says.

      Damon laughs. “Oh, I get why you’re still devoted to her. Connie’s the complete package. I don’t get why she’s still so devoted to you.”

      Before I go to fetch more food, I drop into my husband’s lap and wrap my arms around him. I plant a kiss on his cheek, and then he steals one on the lips. I get a little too into it before I remember Damon is there watching us.

      “Marty’s as cute as he ever was. Besides, a girl likes a man who’s devoted to her. I don’t think I could find another gem like him if I tried. My girlfriend Jackie tells me all the divorced men our age are damaged.”

      “Saying he’s as cute as he ever was isn’t saying much, Connie.” Damon keeps laughing. “And not all of us are damaged.”

      “That’s true. The right woman is going to be lucky to have you, hon,” I agree. Somehow, I’ve taken to calling both of the men in my life hon—although only Marty gets the full honey.

      I’m not kidding. Damon is a catch. I’d put him together with Jackie if I didn’t think she’d eat him alive. He’s still in fantastic shape, even in his mid-fifties, and handsome as ever. He loves to joke that Black don’t crack. Damon shaves his head now—just like Marty—but otherwise, I swear the handsome devil hasn’t changed in twenty-five years. Even his tight beard has hardly any gray in it. Marty has grown thicker over the years, and his beard is mostly gray now. Damon has a great job as a physical therapist. He’s exactly the type of guy I’d be looking for if I were single.

      “Don’t compliment him too much,” Marty jokes. “He’s going to think he’s got a shot.”

      “Who says I don’t?”

      “Yeah, who says he doesn’t?” I echo, giving my husband another kiss before sliding off his lap.

      “Fine, but don’t think you’re always getting this treatment. I think she only waits on me on Sundays because you’re here.”

      “No, it’s because you’re a good partner, and we have balance in our marriage. We take care of each other,” I point out. It’s the truth. Marty does most of the cooking and at least half the cleaning. And that’s why he still gets blowjobs twenty-five years in.

      “I don’t need a woman to wait on me, anyway. That’s not what I miss the most about being married,” Damon says.

      “I’m sure you can get that if you want to,” I reply, going to the bar on the other end of Marty’s basement mancave. I separate the sliced stromboli he made onto three plates. It really is delicious. There’s a reason he does most of the cooking.

      “I wasn’t talking about that, Connie. But it’s harder than you think. Your friend might say guys are damaged, but believe me, that works both ways.”

      “Just get in and out and avoid the crazy, man.”

      “Is that what you think your single life would be? Just getting in and out?” I shoot my husband a look.

      “If I were single and wanted to get laid, sure. We’re all adults. I don’t see why it has to be complicated. It should be straightforward, relatively simple at our age, as we all have life experience. We know the score.”

      “So, you’re saying that if something happened to me, you’d just be going out and fucking all the middle-aged divorcees you could get your hands on?”

      “After a proper grieving period.” Marty struggles and fails to keep a straight face.

      “I will haunt the bedroom. Just keep that in mind. You’d better do it somewhere else.”

      “How am I the bad guy? I already know you’ll pair off with Damon before my body’s even cold!”

      “Not right away. I might want to play the field first. I’ve been with one man for twenty-seven years. A girl likes a little variety.”

      “Hey, Connie, if you want some variety,” Damon offers, holding his arms wide. “No reason to wait.”

      “Whatever. Just keep it down. The game’s coming back on,” Marty says.

      I shake my head and laugh. Damon has always been flirty with me. It’s just his thing. Honestly, I like it. It’s nice to have a man other than my husband show interest, even if it’s meaningless fun.

      I finish serving the guys and settle between them again. I meant it when I said I like taking care of them. Maybe it’s because I have an empty nest and transferred that nurturing to them.

      Our daughter is fresh out of nursing school and has an apartment in the city. She only calls me when there’s a problem or she needs money. Our son is a sophomore in college out in Chicago. I hear from him even less often. I love that Marty and I have our lives back while we’re still young enough to enjoy them. They say fifty-four is the new forty. But I miss my kids. I’d trade my freedom in a heartbeat to have them back under our roof.

      Our focus returns to the game. There is no talking or joking during the game. I enjoy watching almost as much as they do, but I’m not a die-hard. When I have papers to grade over the weekend, I sit between them with my laptop and hardly pay attention to what’s happening on the field. I just enjoy their company.

      After keeping the boys topped off with snacks and beers, I end up back in Marty’s lap like I usually do at some point during the game. I love snuggling into my big teddy bear of a man. After three or four beers, I need to remember to behave myself. Marty loves me, and we still have an amazing sex life, but I know better than to come between him and a game. Besides, Damon is right on the other side of the couch, and I’m not an exhibitionist. But that doesn’t mean I completely behave.

      I want to make sure that Marty is in the mood later when the game is over, and his friend is gone, because I need to get laid, and the little toy in my nightstand drawer is not what I’m looking for tonight. I wiggle my butt in his lap, and I’m rewarded when he stiffens. His arm tightens around me, and I know it’s to encourage, not stop me. We like playing this little game.

      Our team wins, which puts my husband in a fantastic mood and seals the deal. I know I’m getting some tonight. I don’t usually mind when Damon lingers, but I want him gone this evening. If he lingers too long, I’ll drag Marty upstairs while he’s still here, and he can show himself out.

      Marty finally gives me what I need, getting behind me and pushing my head down into the mattress. Our lovemaking is intense. I like his fire, but I wonder what’s gotten into him. Did winning by two touchdowns get him that excited? I don’t care. I snuggle into his arms after a particularly intense orgasm and smile at how lucky I am.
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      “I mean it. You sit right there, and I’ll wait on you this week.” Damon insists, guiding me into his usual spot on one of the reclining ends of the couch. Marty is in his spot on the other end.

      When I try to get up, I’m given a stern look that suggests Damon will punish me if I don’t listen. For such a sweet man, he can look surprisingly intense. I imagine it comes from having to push his patients at work. I laugh, thinking about him trying to punish me.

      “Are you going to wait on me, too, honey?” Marty mocks.

      “Get your own shit, brother. I appreciate you cooking every Sunday, but after that, you’re parked in the spot. Connie does all the work.”

      “Luckily, I’m a simple man. I don’t need much.”

      “Well, you have the simple part right,” I laugh.

      “Isn’t that what you love about me?”

      “One of the things,” I agree.

      Marty is right. I know we’re supposed to expect more these days, but I love that my husband is a basic guy. That doesn’t mean he’s emotionally closed off or a caveman, but I understand what desires drive him, and I always know where I stand. Nothing is hidden in our marriage.

      “What else?” he asks.

      “Yeah, I’d love to know how a guy like my buddy here got a beautiful, smart woman like you to marry him—and stay for all these years,” Damon adds.

      “Tell him what a great partner I am. Oh, don’t forget that I’m an amazing lover, too.”

      I’d find something to throw at him if he weren’t laughing when he said it. “In all seriousness, you are a great partner. You’re an amazing father.”

      “Aww, I think I’m going into diabetic shock here,” Damon laughs.

      “Hey, the lover thing, too,” Marty encourages.

      I wink at Damon and reply, “He gets the job done—most of the time.”

      I only take the jab because we were out with friends the night before, and Marty had a few too many and couldn’t take care of me when we got home. He knows I get horny when I’m drinking vodka—we were at a martini bar—but that didn’t slow him down. The intense buzz of my toy got me there,  but it didn’t give me what I really needed. He’d better make up for it tonight.

      “Hey, I don’t leave you wanting!”

      “Some of them are really good at faking it, brother,” Damon interjects. “Don’t take it personally. I mean, I wouldn’t know if that’s the case. That’s just what I hear.”

      “No, he’s right. Marty gets me there when he does it. Besides, I’m not nice enough to spare his ego like that.” I don’t tell our friend that it’s not difficult to make me come. I’ve always been that way, and yes, maybe that led to a slutty phase in college.

      “What I’m hearing is that my man just isn’t getting in there enough.”

      “I think we’re doing pretty good for two decades of marriage.” Marty is smiling, but he sounds defensive. “We just did it the other night.”

      Marty is right, but I won’t concede the point because I like watching him squirm. He’s a confident man, and it doesn’t happen often. We’re at least once a week, most of the time, sometimes more often. I don’t blame him when we get busy and it’s less often. Not many couples can say that after twenty-five years of marriage.

      “I’m not sure Damon needs a schedule of our love life,” I say.

      “No, please, give me all the details.”

      He smiles, but something in his deep brown eyes makes me think he wouldn’t mind that. I hope he’s getting laid more often than he lets on. He’s objectively hot. It’s a waste if he’s not. Maybe I should hook him up with Jackie anyway. I almost laugh, picturing my tiny friend climbing all six-and-a-half muscular feet of Damon.

      Marty gestures at his crotch with both hands. “Hey, let’s go right now. If you need it that bad, I’m right here.”

      “Okay, honey…”

      “I can go wait upstairs,” Damon says, cracking up.

      “No, if we’re going to do this, you can stay. Grab a drink at the bar. Apparently, we don’t have any secrets from you.” I barely stifle my laughter. “Right, honey?”

      Marty shrugs, his smile widening. “I don’t mind if you don’t. Maybe he’ll learn something.”

      “Or maybe I should step in and teach you something about taking care of a woman. Connie could probably use something different after all these years.”

      “I could have you both. Then I could compare and contrast.”

      “Unless you’re afraid of some competition?” Damon offers.

      “Only if I get to go first. She is my wife, after all.”

      “How about we flip a coin? You’re the home team, so you can call it.”

      “Uh, shouldn’t I get to decide who goes first?” I have trouble summoning the proper mock offense.

      “I guess that’s fair,” Damon concedes.

      “We could just go at the same time,” Marty suggests.

      “That is a good way for Connie to directly compare us.”

      “I’m not sure if I’m up for all that,” I say.

      “Which end do you want first?” Marty asks, pulling at the waistband of his shorts.

      “I’m tempted to call you assholes on this, but the game is about to start, and I know that even a threesome isn’t going to pull you away from that.”

      “She’s right. Maybe at halftime?” Marty says, winking at me. “I think we can squeeze it in.”

      “You’d better start bringing me drinks now, Damon,” I reply.

      We all laugh, and the tension drains from my husband’s man cave. It’s also the first time I realize there was any tension. We were all joking, right? Marty’s turning red from laughing so hard. I know he’s not serious. But the way I catch Damon looking at me makes me question how light our flirting has been all these years.
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        * * *

      

      The game starts, and we settle in, Marty and I at opposite ends of the sofa while Damon waits on me the way I usually wait on the boys. My husband takes good care of me, but his friend is attentive, which feels strange at first. But after he brings me my third beer and a selection of veggies from the crudites platter he brought, I decide I could get used to this.

      Damon doesn’t wait on Marty the way he takes care of me, but he does get him fresh beers and a couple of rounds of snacks. He truly appreciates how we’ve been there for him since he’s moved back after the divorce. Marty didn’t even have to cook for the game. Damon brought trays of catered food—wings, veggies, baked ziti—enough to feed an army. I hope he plans to take a lot of that home. We’ll never finish the leftovers with no kids in the house.

      The guys get right into watching the football game, and our risqué conversation is forgotten. We’re playing Atlanta today, and we’re pounding them from the start, scoring touchdowns on our first three drives, while the best they can do is a field goal. The guys are jubilant. I’m enjoying the rout as much as they are, but I can’t let go of our conversation as easily.

      Blaming my distraction on needing sex would be easy. The quick, sharp orgasm I gave myself last night satisfied my urges for the moment, but I still crave the thing I really need. Getting myself off will never be a substitute for being touched and filled by a man. My husband. I definitely mean being filled by Marty. I’m not looking for it from just anyone. Certainly not Damon. But my distraction is not entirely down to the restless sexual energy I need to release.

      The joking planted a seed. We were all definitely kidding, but my mind keeps drifting back to, what if… A girl would be lucky to have either of my guys, but she’d be spoiled if she could have them both. They were kidding, right? It doesn’t matter. I’d never… Marty was certainly kidding. We all hear stories, see crazy things in movies, but no man wants to share his wife with another man—not even his best friend. Marty likes to push buttons and see how far he can take things, but I can’t imagine a scenario where he’d offer me up to his friend like that for real.

      Damon is another story. Since I’m in his usual spot on the sofa, he’s in the middle where I would be, and I catch him glancing toward me when he thinks I’m paying attention to the game. I’ll admit that it’s flattering that I have the ability to distract him from Sunday afternoon football. My husband loves me, but I’d have to set my hair on fire to pull him away from the game.

      I don’t let on that I’ve noticed, but I smile to myself. Damon’s attention washes over me like a warm wave. I’ve known him for almost half my life, which is why it’s so crazy to think he might actually be interested in me. He’s a good man, and he’d never try to sleep with his best friend’s wife. I’d certainly never cheat on Marty with anyone—especially not with Damon. I’m sure it’s all in my head, but I still enjoy the glow that his possible interest gives me.
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      The game was probably over before halftime, but Damon keys into that midway through the third quarter, and his attention wanders from the screen. I’ve been outright bored for a long time and consider leaving the boys to it while I find something else to do. I spend more time looking at my phone than at the game. Marty, being a diehard fan, remains locked in on the field. He wants to see our team run up the score, even though the backup quarterback is already in the game.

      Damon pays more attention to me as he pays less attention to the game. Covering my body with a blanket doesn’t deter him. I’m becoming uncomfortable, but only because I’m afraid Marty will notice and resent it. It’s wrong, but I like Damon gazing at me. I want to know what’s in his head. The kinky thought that he may go home and jerk off to me sends a shiver down my body, tightening my core.

      I feel like we’re playing a game of cat and mouse. Damon looks at me when he thinks it’s safe, but quickly turns away when I glance back. Neither of us says a word. The room is quiet except for the blaring game from Marty’s sound system and his shouting back at it.

      “Can I get you another one?” Damon asks, nodding to the mostly empty beer in the cup holder beside me.

      “I don’t think so. I’ve had more than enough. It’s not even nighttime yet.” I laugh, unable to recall the last time I did so much day drinking. I was wobbly the last time I got up to use the bathroom.

      “It’s not like you have to drive. I’ll get you another one and a little something to soak up the alcohol.”

      “Are you trying to get me drunk, sir?”

      “That depends. Can I have my way with you if I do?”

      “Do you hear this, honey? Your friend is getting me drunk to take advantage of me!”

      Marty shrugs it off without even looking away from the game. “He knows as well as I do that you get kind of slutty when you get drunk.”

      “Hey, that’s the mother of your children you’re talking about,” I protest.

      Damon laughs at us and takes my bottle away. He returns with a fresh bottle and a slice of the cake he brought. Despite my complaint, I bring the bottle right to my lips. I justify it with the large slice of cake he brought me. I shouldn’t, but I know I’ll finish it. The rich chocolate cake looks delectable.

      “Now I think you’re trying to get me fat,” I complain.

      “You’re perfect, Connie, but I like my girls with curves, too. And you deserve to indulge yourself.”

      “It takes a lot of work to keep this all together at my age. I’ll have to hit the gym hard tomorrow because of you. And I’m not your woman. I’m his, and I don’t think Marty wants me getting fat.”

      “I’m not worried, babe. You’ll never allow that to happen,” Marty replies. “Have your cake.”

      “You’re keeping it together pretty damn good, Connie. I don’t think you’ve aged a day,” Damon says.

      “Keep it going. Flattery will get you everywhere.”

      “If you two are going to go at it, try to keep it down while the game is on,” Marty smirks. He’s finally noticed whatever is going on between Damon and me, but he doesn’t seem concerned about it. I’m not concerned. Just confused.

      “Will do, brother.”

      “Keep your hands to yourself, buddy,” I warn.

      I stop complaining and dig into my cake. Ohmygod! It’s so rich and moist. The chocolate ganache makes me tremble with pleasure. Cake this good should be illegal. Only one other thing feels this incredible, and the cake is so good it almost makes me feel like I’m cheating on my husband. That’s probably because of the wicked thoughts Damon’s put into my head.

      “You really love chocolate, don’t you?” Damon asks, settling onto the couch beside me.

      “Ohmygod, this is too good. Keep the rest of it away from me.”

      “No promises. I like seeing you attack it like that. You’re not complaining it’s too big now, are you?”

      I stick my tongue out at him, not caring that it’s stained with chocolate. His innuendo finally registers. I love chocolate. I’m not complaining that it’s too big. I don’t acknowledge it. I won’t give our handsome Black friend the satisfaction. It’s probably all in my head, anyway. And for the record, it can certainly be too big. It only hurts if the guy doesn’t know what he’s doing.

      My fingers are a gooey mess when I’m finished. I did my best to be demure and ladylike, but the huge slab of chocolate cake was very messy. I catch Damon staring while I wipe the rogue icing from the corners of my mouth and suck it off my fingers. I swear I’m not trying to tease him, but he likes what he sees. I get another shiver down to my core, but this time, I don’t pretend I don’t notice him. I fix my blue eyes on him and slowly lick and suck my sticky fingers clean.

      Damon smirks, and my cheeks flush. His confidence doesn’t waver, and now I feel like the slut Marty said I am. The only reason I don’t turn right away is to save my pride.

      The cake and several beers leave me stuffed, tipsy, happy, and drowsy. I snuggle deeper into the recliner with my feet up and tuck the blanket around me. I just might take a nap. My eyes drift closed, and I quickly fall into that twilight between sleep and wakefulness when I feel a touch. I wiggle, but I’m touched again. I only pry my eyes open when my foot is grasped.

      “Hey, what are you doing?” I whine, lazily kicking my feet.

      Damon kneels before me, my foot caught in his big hands. “I thought there was one more thing I could do for you. You’re always saying you’re on your feet all the time. Let me make you feel good.”

      “Today’s been great, hon. That’s not necessary. You’ve done enough.”

      “It’s my pleasure, Connie.”

      “Fine. I’m not going to fight you. I’m taking a nap anyway.”

      Damon chuckles. “I hope I relax you that much.”

      I don’t want to tell him it’ll have nothing to do with him—except that he plied me with beers and cake—so I just close my eyes and leave him to it. I’ll be out in a minute anyway. I’m too sleepy to think about the growing tension between us.

      I begin to drift off, but the powerful hands kneading my feet keep pulling me back to the surface. His thick fingers dig deep, thumbs mashing my heel. I’m half-asleep, so it takes me a bit to realize this feels really good. Damon is a physical therapist. I shouldn’t be surprised he’s so good with his hands. This will be the perfect way to fall asleep.

      My sock is peeled away, and I’m snapped wide awake. Feathery touches down my foot make me squirm and giggle when he takes it back in his hands. He must like that reaction because he does it again.

      “Hey! I’m trying to nap, and that’s supposed to be relaxing,” I whine. Yes, a fifty-four-year-old woman can still whine—especially when she’s sleepy and tipsy.

      “Sorry, I couldn’t resist. Love the little tat, Connie. I never noticed it before.”

      “I’ve only had it a few years.” The little shooting star on my ankle was a present to myself for my fiftieth birthday. I think it’s cute and fun.

      “It suits you. Any other ink I don’t know about?”

      I laugh softly. “Nothing you’ll ever see.”

      “I may take that as a challenge.”

      “Take it any way you like.”

      “Does Marty ever tell you what cute feet you have?”

      My husband laughs. “It wasn’t her feet that got me, but you’ve seen her from behind. You get it.”

      “Yeah, that’s a sweet ass,” Damon agrees. “But everything on her is nice and soft and curvy the way a woman’s supposed to be.”

      “I’m right here, guys. Objectify much?”

      “Okay, I won’t tell you how beautiful you are,” Damon says.

      “Or sexy,” Marty adds.

      “I didn’t say to stop.” I smile and slip off my glasses before closing my eyes. “I’m really going to relax now.”

      “How can you sleep with the game blaring?” Damon asks.

      “This one can sleep through anything,” Marty tells him.

      I wiggle into the sofa until I’m comfortable again, and Damon goes back to work on my feet. Am I glad he thinks I have cute feet? Sure, not that it matters. But I guess I get pedicures for a reason. It’s good I got in for one this week since someone is seeing my feet up close. My toes are a pale pink that matches my fingernails.

      The big, warm hands feel amazing on my bare feet. The difference from wearing socks is night and day, and I don’t even know why. Damon’s hands are somehow smooth and powerful at the same time. They envelop my tiny feet, and as he works, the warmth spreads upward, climbing my legs and lingering in my core before expanding upward and outward. His thumbs press deeply, sliding down my arch to my heel, and an involuntary moan escapes my parted lips.

      I keep my eyes closed and hope Damon thinks that slipped out in my sleep. I don’t want him to think he can make me moan so easily. The foot massage is so relaxing, but it’s also erotic in a way I didn’t think was possible, and I don’t know what to do with that.

      This man, who is not my husband—it’s his best friend—is turning me on. I know it’s not right, but I don’t want to stop him. And I don’t want to say anything and shame him because I don’t think he’s trying to turn me on. This is on me. The indecision makes it easy to lie back and enjoy Damon’s magic hands.

      After my other sock is pulled away, he seduces that foot, too. He digs in so hard that it hurts, but it’s a good hurt, and I whimper.  Why does he have to be so good at this? Another tiny moan escapes. Then another. I twist, like I’m turning in my sleep, and squeeze my thighs tightly together. That only makes it worse. A throbbing builds between my legs, spreading out through my body. I’m breathing heavily now. I risk a peek through slitted eyes and am relieved Damon is concentrating on the task at hand. Maybe he hasn’t noticed what he’s doing to me.

      His fingers massage at my ankle, and after a moment, he’s working his way up my leg. We’re no longer skin-on-skin, but my leggings are so thin we may as well be. His fingers are like steel cords when they squeeze my calf. Ohmygod the pressure is perfect. He’s massaging, pushing up my calf as he squeezes, and it’s like somehow he knows that I like it hard and rough. I feel very slutty when I realize I want his hands all over my body.

      Damon moves to my other leg and repeats, working on my calf with a sensual touch that leaves me burning for more. My legs relax and naturally part. He takes it as encouragement and moves higher. I can’t cling to the fantasy that this massage is innocent and friendly, but I don’t stop him. I gasp when he caresses the back of my knee. That’s always been one of those special spots for me. He teases it like he knows.

      I try to maintain the illusion that I’m still napping, but I don’t know how he possibly believes that. We’re playing this cat-and-mouse game where he pretends he’s just giving me a friendly foot massage, and I’m pretending I’m asleep and don’t know what he’s doing. And my husband is sitting right beside us.

      I’m dying to know if Marty has noticed what his best friend is doing to his wife, but I can’t open my eyes. I just assume he’s completely focused on the game—even when Damon’s caress makes me gasp.

      Alarm bells blare in my head when his fingers stretch over my thighs. His hands are far under the blanket. Marty can’t see what he’s doing, but he’d have to question why his friend’s hands are up there, right? Damon starts on top and outside. He’s a trained professional, and the massage is excellent—I’d pay good money for this on a proper massage table—but the treatment isn’t the point. That’s driven home when his fingers glide over my inner thigh.

      I tense and hold my breath, but that only intensifies my throbbing need. His kneading hands are so close on my inner thigh that he must feel the damp heat from my pussy. I could deny it for a hundred years, but Damon knows I want him. He knows the effect he’s having on me. What’s the point of this? Does he really think there’s any way I’d fuck him? Marty would kill us both. I don’t even want to think what he’ll do if he realizes where Damon’s hand is.

      Damon reaches higher, and I’m finally forced to make a decision. I snap my thighs closed. I can’t let him touch me there. I don’t care how much I want it. How badly I need it. Maybe he’s earned the chance to feel how hot he’s made me, but that can’t happen. He nudges to test his luck, but relents when I don’t yield. Regardless of whatever this is, he’s not the sort of man who’d try to force me to do anything. I know that in my bones.

      I feel the couch shift when he sits beside me. I keep up the sleeping act, but my heart is pounding. I ache with need. It’s almost so bad that I don’t care who fucks me as long as one of the guys does. My heart seizes in my chest when Damon leans against me, and I feel his breath on my neck. Ohmygod! Is he going to push this?

      “I hope you enjoyed that as much as I did, Connie,” he whispers.

      My eyes remain closed, but I allow a slight smile.
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      I’m leaning back, gripping Marty’s forearms while I bounce on his cock. My blonde hair is wild and flowing down my back while I gaze upward, crying out at the ceiling. I desperately miss having my kids at home, but the freedom to give my passion full voice has been wonderful. Remembering to be quiet when we didn’t have privacy always stifled my climax a little bit—or I’d have to remember to moan into the pillow.

      Marty keeps a firm grip on my waist, helping me slam up and down on his shaft. He even pumps his hips up at me, and he’s red-faced with the effort, but honestly, I’m doing most of the work. I get on top these days if I need a raw, intense fuck. He just can’t slam me the way he could when we were younger. I don’t mind. I’ve always preferred being on top or taking it from behind when I need it hard.

      His eyes burn into me with an intensity I haven’t seen in ages. He’s always liked me on top, too, because he loves to watch me ride his dick. Watching my tits—still firm handfuls—jostle and bounce seems to hypnotize him. I love that he still looks at me like this after so many years together.

      My cries kick up an octave. I’m so close. I pitch forward, bracing my hands on his chest and churning my hips hard. Sliding and thrusting with all my might, I have the best leverage—the best friction—this way. Eyes closed, Damon pops into my mind, and I’m riding him on the couch in my husband’s man cave. It’s wrong, but it makes me so hot.

      Marty sculpts my hanging breasts with his hands, and he pinches my pale tips a tiny bit too hard. The quick, stinging pain rockets me over the edge.

      “Ahhh…aaaiiiee…ohmygod…ahhh god…”

      I’ve gone rigid, except my hips still gyrate, and my sheath is so tight around him that I pull Marty with me.

      “Uhnnn fuck…babe…uhnnn fuck…yesss…”

      Marty fills me with his release, giving me a boost that extends my orgasm even longer. God, I love feeling him finish inside me. My hips keep working until the tension leaves me, and I collapse onto his broad, soft chest. He squeezes me to him, and I sigh contentedly.

      “Mmm, that was sooo good, honey. Thank you,” I purr, nestling my face to his hairy chest.

      “I’m the lucky one here. I should be thanking you for still fucking me, babe.” He chuckles.

      “Stop it. You’re my sexy teddy bear. I love you. Of course, I still want it.”

      “Come on, Connie, you’re still way hot. You’ve got a smokin’ bod. We both know you could go out there and get whoever you want.”

      “I want you, honey. Seriously, you’re being crazy.”

      “But you must think about it sometimes. Hey, I don’t blame you. It’s only natural.”

      Damon pops into my mind again. For the first time in the decades I’ve known him, I think I could get him, as Marty put it. And if that massage was any indication of what he can do in bed, it would be amazing. But I am not going to cheat on my husband. I could never.

      I push up so that I can look at Marty. “Just quit it. I have no interest in seeing what I can get. I have what I want. Maybe you’re a little cuddlier than when we met, but I’m good with that. If you want to get back into shape for yourself, I’m all for it, but don’t worry about me. Go hit the gym with Damon if it bothers you.”

      “Oh, so Damon is hot?”

      “I didn’t say that,” I respond, maybe too quickly.

      Marty laughs, runs his fingers through my burnished golden mane, and kisses me. “I’m just teasing you, babe.”

      “Do you think he was acting kind of weird around me today?” I ask without thinking. I don’t want to kick over a hornet’s nest, but I’m curious what Marty did or didn’t notice.

      “Was he?” Marty verbally shrugs, but I swear I feel him tense. His deflated cock might even twitch inside me.

      I’m not going to spell it out for him, but I don’t want to play games either. “The way he waited on me, and then that foot massage he gave me. I don’t know. That all seemed a little strange coming from Damon.”

      He chuckles. “Are you saying he treated you better than I do? Listen, babe. I think he’s lonely, and it felt nice to spoil someone. And you seemed to enjoy it, so what’s the harm?”

      What’s the harm? Well, honey, his hands were all over me, and he had my pussy soaking wet. If you’re good with that, I guess there’s no problem. I keep all that in my head.

      “You’re right. I should enjoy a man doting on me. I look forward to my next foot rub.”

      “Hey, I’m good to you,” Marty pouts.

      “You are, honey. That’s why you’re still my man,” I reply, kissing him.
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      So, it turns out I am a shameless little hussy because when everything goes back to normal, I miss Damon’s attention. I worried all week that it would be weird when he came over Sunday evening to watch football, but it’s perfectly fine. Too fine. I worry that he’s messing with me because Damon acts like nothing happened last week.

      I gave him the usual hug and kiss on the cheek—standing on my tiptoes to do it—and he accepted like he always does. I’m not sure what I expected. Did I think he’d pin me beside the wall just inside our front door and maul me with my husband in the next room? Or did I think he’d ask if I wanted to take him upstairs? Maybe he thought I’d ask him upstairs. I let him get pretty far last week.

      None of that happened. Damon respectfully held the small of my back with his big hand while he bent down so I could reach his cheek, and then he went through to the kitchen to see Marty. No flirting. No surreptitious touches. He was just the same man I’ve known all these years. So, why was my stomach buzzing like I’d swallowed a beehive?

      Maybe—just maybe—part of me wants something to happen with Damon. That doesn’t mean I’m going to cheat with my husband’s best friend. I’m not a terrible person. But worrying wasn’t the only thing that came to mind this week when I thought of his hands on me.

      When I indulged in fantasy, I did allow him to go further. Marty wasn’t there, and Damon had me. I choose to believe that doesn’t make me terrible because it’s only fantasy. And it’s a perfectly normal reaction to what happened. I’ve been a loyal wife for twenty-five years, which means Damon was the first man to touch me like that in all that time. Of course, I’m going to react to that, especially when his hands felt so good.

      Football games on Sunday nights are a slightly different ritual. For one thing, Marty has been drinking since the afternoon, when he was watching other games. He’s not stumbling around the house, but I’d never let him get behind the wheel. And while we have snacks, it’s just that—snacks. Marty and I ate dinner earlier. The snacks tonight lean more toward sweet treats. I even decided to get fancy and pick up the ingredients to make chocolate martinis. Marty stuck with his beer, but Damon takes the offer of a chocolate martini. The boys are in their usual spots on the couch when I serve them up.

      “I guess it’s true that all women love their chocolate,” Damon says when I carefully hand him the martini glass. It’s filled nearly to its cocoa-dusted him. He’s not shy about looking down my top when I hand him the glass, giving me an unexpected tingle.

      “I can take it or leave it,” I reply, refusing the bait.

      “That’s a lie,” Marty chuckles. “Connie loves it. She can’t get enough.”

      “Is that so? I thought as much. You girls grab all that chocolate with both hands.”

      “I want to stress we’re talking about dessert,” I interject.

      “Are both hands really necessary?” Marty replies, making a face.

      Damon laughs. “Speak for yourself, brother.”

      I experiment by unnecessarily leaning over when I sit between the guys on the couch, and yep, Damon looks down my top again. It wasn’t just a chance thing. He’s checking me out, and he’s openly flirting. Does he really want me? I think I know the answer to that. Would he?

      I’ll confess. I’m dressed hoping he will notice me. I didn’t go drastically different because I didn’t want to raise my husband’s eyebrow, but the green V-neck sweater both hangs open nicely and hugs my chest. My favorite pair of jeans is my favorite because of how my ass looks in it.

      “Do you guys have to start in with this stuff already?” I ask, pretending to be more exasperated than I actually am. “Aren’t we here to watch football?”

      “Come on, you love the attention,” Marty teases.

      “I’m not like that!”

      “All women like attention. There’s nothing wrong with that. And women like you deserve attention,” Damon says.

      “Like me?”

      “Don’t pretend you don’t know you’re hot, Connie. I thought we settled this.” He smirks.

      “She’s just pretending she doesn’t like it, so she gets more of it.”

      Marty throws in the comment without looking away from the TV. We’re right at kickoff. If I am seeking attention, I’m not getting it from my husband tonight. But is he oblivious to the attention his friend is giving me?

      “Ohmygod!” I complain.

      “It’s okay, Connie. I’m here for whatever you need,” Damon says, briefly laying his hand on my thigh. I stiffen when he touches me. That never used to happen.

      The flirting quiets down when the game gets started, and it’s a relief. Damon’s attention was heating me up, and I don’t know what to do with that. I guess Marty is right because I want to encourage it, even though I know it’s wrong. I keep glancing over at Damon, and I can’t ignore how hot he is. Honestly,  I don’t know why I didn’t respond like this before. I guess I knew how to behave back then. I’m becoming a shameless hussy in my old age. I’m fueled when I catch him glancing back.

      Marty is irritated because the first half doesn’t go well for our guys in green. We’re only down by six going into halftime, but that’s enough for him to get cranky and even snappish. The yelling at the TV seeps into the room. I know he’s extra cranky because he’s been drinking since the afternoon games and decide to do my wifely duty and soothe the savage beast.

      I drop into his lap, careful not to spill my half-full second chocolate martini. I mixed these with a heavy hand, and I’m already feeling the effects. He’s scowling, but I’m all smiles and snuggly. And maybe a little bit horny, but I’m in denial about any role Damon may have in that. I wiggle my butt in Marty’s lap, but he barely responds.

      “Are you seriously going to ignore your sexy wife in your lap?” I pout.

      “Sorry, babe. The game has me cranky,” he sullenly says, kissing my cheek. It’s not the enthusiasm level I’m looking for.

      “And I can’t perk you up?” I wiggle my butt and caress his shaved head. The stubble is prickly under my fingers. He twitches to life under me, but stays tense.

      “Can you throw a deep pass against those corners?”

      I could take you deep, I think. I don’t say it with Damon there, although I wonder how he’d react. If our friend weren’t there, I might even slip to my knees and actually take my husband deep into my throat. It wouldn’t be the first football blowjob he’s received. I think that’s Marty’s idea of heaven.

      “You might as well just give up, Connie. He’s going to be like this until they turn this game around,” Damon says from his side of the couch.

      “And God help me if they lose,” I laugh.

      “How dare you?  Don’t say things like that,” Marty scolds me. For a second, I think he may throw me off his lap.

      “You may as well come home with me if that happens. He’ll be intolerable all week.”

      Damon’s right, but I tell him, “Don’t worry about me. I know how to soothe the savage beast. I have twenty-five years of practice.”

      I’m working my ass into Marty so much that it feels like I’m giving him a lap dance. My husband slowly throbs to life, but he isn’t any happier. Damon is right. He’s going to be miserable if this game doesn’t turn around. Maybe I should go home with Damon. I glance over and see he’s noticed what I’m doing to Marty. Does he look jealous? At least someone appreciates what I’m doing.

      A ripple of excitement passes through me when I think about playing the built, handsome Black man’s wife for a week. It’s not a feeling I should have for my husband’s best friend. I could cook his meals and take care of his house, and he could take care of me in bed. I flash back to those big hands on me, but push it away. I can’t think about that.

      I finish my yummy chocolate martini and switch to water when the second half begins, but the damage is done. I’m not falling down drunk, but I’m feeling good. I’m warm all over and a little bit reckless. I lean into my big teddy bear of a husband like his friend isn’t sitting right across from us.

      Marty’s arm is around me, and his hand caresses my hip. He’s nice and hard under my soft butt, but he’s still really paying more attention to football than to me. I know it’s what I should expect, but I’m tipsy enough that it bothers me and pushes me to work harder for his attention. I play with his beard and nuzzle him. I feel that he’s torn. I’m getting to him, but he’s sucked into the game and keeps twitching away from me. We have the ball back and we’re driving downfield. He will not be distracted.

      “Goddam it!” Marty curses, nearly spilling me from his lap when a third down pass is batted down. That’s the end of the drive.

      “Hey! Careful!” I warn.

      “Sorry, babe, but did you see that? It was obvious pass interference. Where’s the damn flag?”

      “That was bullshit,” Damon agrees. “But be careful with the lady, brother.”

      “Yeah, listen to Damon. I’m a delicate flower!”

      Marty snorts, but smiles.

      “It’s bad enough you get her all to yourself while I’m over here all by my lonesome. At least appreciate her.”

      “You sound like you’re jealous,” I laugh.

      “Don’t need to be jealous, man. Why don’t you go over there so Damon isn’t so lonely?” Marty suggests.

      I don’t quite believe him. I stare up at him and ask, “Are you serious?”

      “Maybe I shouldn’t be so selfish. Besides, I need to focus on the game if we’re gonna win.”

      He doesn’t notice I’m annoyed because he turns his attention right back to the game. I don’t know which is worse: that he doesn’t care if I’m snuggling him, or that he thinks I can just be passed off on his friend. It doesn’t matter. I’m definitely feeling a certain way when I slip off my husband’s lap and make my way over to his friend.
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      I go to sit very close to, but beside, Damon. He has other ideas and pulls me right onto his lap. Even sitting, he’s a large, powerful man, and my token resistance makes no difference. I drop right onto his lap, and his arm goes right around me to make sure I don’t escape. I’d elbow any other man in the ribs, but the shameful truth is that I want to be in his lap. I was just trying to behave myself.

      “Hey!”

      “You heard the man. He wanted you to come over and keep me company,” Damon grins.

      “That didn’t mean in your lap. I can keep you company from there.” I point to the spot beside him.

      “Is this cool, brother?”

      “Yeah, just keep it down,” Marty says, turning up the TV volume without looking over.

      “See? Am I less deserving of your attention than Marty?”

      “He’s my husband.” I don’t know why I need to point that out.

      “He doesn’t mind.”

      “Don’t I get a say in this?”

      “Are you saying you don’t want to snuggle up to me?” Damon skeptically asks.

      “I didn’t say…”

      I don’t know why I’m trying to argue with him. I stop because I’m a terrible liar. I go out of my way to avoid uncomfortable situations rather than tell even little white lies. Claiming I don’t want to snuggle up to him would be a definite lie, and he would see right through it. I’m already settling against his massive, muscular frame, liking it way more than I should.

      “Fine,” I huff.

      Settling in means squirming to get comfortable, just like I did on my husband’s lap, but I feel a much faster response from Damon. He springs to life under the pressure of my soft butt. His loose running pants hide nothing. His arm, which was casually around my waist, tightens like he wants to keep me hard against him to feel his growing cock.

      At first, I freeze and try to remain still, but I feel him pulsing, and he wiggles like he wants to get comfortable, but I know what he’s doing. I can’t help myself. I wiggle, too, and he keeps growing. Everything down below tingles when I think about how big he might get. I’ve never been a size queen, but doesn’t every girl get excited when she thinks about something that’s big enough to hit all the right places at once?

      I do my best to turn my attention to the football game and ignore the growing tension between me and Damon. It’s difficult. The slow, steady rise and fall of his broad chest tells me he’s getting more and more aroused. I’m right there with him. His fingers trace lazy patterns on my hip. It would be a casual, affectionate touch from my husband, but it has such a different effect from Damon. Erotic heat emanates from everywhere our bodies touch, but the hand on my hip feels much too close to my pussy.

      Damon won’t be content to just have me sit on his lap. I vividly remember how he pushed the foot massage. We’ll do something we’ll regret if I don’t get up now. I’m about to move when he reaches back and drags down the blanket that’s draped over the back of the couch.

      “I’m good,” I tell him when he begins to arrange it over us.

      “I thought you might be chilly,” he insists, even though he must feel as hot as I do.

      “I’m not.”

      My verbal protest doesn’t slow him, nor do I try to stop him. The baby-soft blush blanket is spread over us, hiding our bodies from view. God, I remember using this dodge in high school when I wanted to hook up with my boyfriend while we watched movies with friends in my basement. The risk is as thrilling now as it was back then, and my heart races.

      His big hand moves right to my thigh, just above my knee, caressing me through my jeans. I know it won’t stay there. Marty notices nothing. Our team is mounting a comeback. Damon and I could probably fuck under this blanket right next to him and he wouldn’t notice. Oh god, we could get away with this! But we shouldn’t!

      Damon hugs me even closer. I feel his warm breath on my neck, making me tremble. I instinctively shift on his lap, rubbing against him, encouraging him. I feel more than hear the low rumble in his chest that it triggers. I tingle everywhere, but it’s all traveling right to my core, like an ant army marching toward an enticing candy.

      Once we start rolling, we move quickly. I close my eyes when he nuzzles past my blonde hair to get to my neck. Feeling his breath is nothing compared to when his lips brush over the delicate slope. I actually gasp. Thank god the TV is so loud. His arms squeeze me, and I rub his granite bicep, marveling that he’s still in such great shape. All of him is so hard. And I do mean all of him. I’ve stopped pretending that I’m not rubbing my ass against him.

      Using the cover of the blanket, he slips a hand under my sweater. I can’t explain why I didn’t wear one of my plain, comfortable bras under the sweater—or I won’t. The sheer pink bra I chose hides nothing, and his fingers easily find my thickly aroused tip. I bite my bottom lip when his fingers play over it, but the gasp still escapes. I risk a glance at Marty. He’s still obvious. Our team is in the red zone with a first down. My eyes close again, and I moan.

      Damon reads me and centers there. His strumming of my throbbing nipple is sweet torture. I’m becoming so aroused that I can hardly stand it. I love and hate being teased. Holding onto what I should do is getting harder because I need more. Why do those big hands have to be so good? He rolls my tip between his fingers with the perfect touch while subtly sucking on my neck and I just melt. I hope he doesn’t think I’m needy because he’s gotten me so worked up so easily. My nails dig into his bicep, and a louder whimper escapes when he catches my nipple harder.

      “You’re so goddam sexy, Connie. You always have been,” he whispers, while nibbling my ear. He doesn’t seem worried about swallowing my diamond stud.

      I only gasp his name in response.

      His other hand finds it way under my sweater, and he treats my breasts to the most amazing massage they’ve ever had. Marty knows my body so well after so many years, and he knows just how to touch me, but Damon kneading my tits and teasing my nipples is intoxicating for different reasons. His expert touch isn’t about familiarity, but he’s just so good with his hands.

      Even with the blanket, it’s obvious he’s groping me, but my husband is still totally focused on the game. We’ve advanced the ball to the nine-yard line. He manipulates the human body for a living, and god, does he manipulate mine. My tips feel like they’ve swelled to twice their normal size, and he has them so sensitive that it becomes almost painful. It’s all too much, but I crave his touch like it’s an addiction. I’m rubbing all over him like a cat in heat. I hope he’s proud because he’s driving me crazy.

      “Damon…you have to stop that…” It’s a whispered moan.

      “Why? This is so much fun.” He sounds amused by my predicament. I should hate his arrogance, but it’s so hot. He nibbles my neck hard enough to leave a mark. I really need to stop him, but it feels so good. I’ll just have to keep my hair down.

      I experience a moment of clarity when he unbuttons my jeans. Oh god, no! I cannot let him touch me there. This has all been fun fooling around—at least, I want to believe that—but I can’t let him touch me there.

      “Damon…wait…you can’t…”

      “You don’t want me to stop, do you, Connie?”

      His hand pushes into my jeans and panties as he says it, not waiting for an answer. My answer comes as a deep moan when he strokes my slick lips. I swear I hear him smile. Oh god, he’s touching my pussy! He’s not my husband, and he’s touching my pussy!

      I turn to bury my face in his chest to muffle myself because I am not going to be able to control myself. I’m going to bleed if I bite my lip any harder. He meets my lips with his. I’m twisted at a bad angle and feel it in my neck, but I kiss Damon fiercely. I feed on his thick tongue, using it to muffle my growing moans. He’s pressing deep into my folds, and I ache for him to fill me. I can’t do that, but god, do I want it. For a moment, I forget my husband is even there.

      I’m breathless when I tear my lips from Damon’s. I expect to see Marty staring at us in shock and anger, but impossibly, he’s still watching the game. Maybe I got away with this. I grab Damon’s wrist, but he finds my clit at that moment, and I don’t pull his hand out of my panties. The tiny circles he rubs into my button end any ability I have to resist him. I don’t care if it’s wrong. I need to come.

      Marty is oblivious, but I helplessly stare at him while his best friend takes control of my body. I keep waiting for him to notice what Damon is doing to me, to catch me on the verge of coming on another man’s hand. I know how awful that will be, but I can’t help myself. I need to come.

      Please don’t look over, honey, I plead in my head. Please let me get away with this. I promise I’ll be good forever. I’ll never let another man make me come again. My hips are working like crazy, pushing up like I can magically make Damon’s cock fill me. The tiny circles he rubs into my clit have robbed me of all reason. He gets me right to the edge and…stops.

      “Ohhh god…nooo…” I breathlessly, shamelessly whine.

      “You’re right there, Connie,” he whispers, stating the obvious.

      “Mmmhmm…”

      “Do you need to come?”

      “Yeah…I really do…” I plead.

      “In a minute,” he taunts.

      “Ohhh…fuck…you…” I want to murder him, but only after he makes me come.

      Damon is toying with me. All of his fingers rub my pussy, which has become insanely wet. I can’t recall having ever been so drenched. Maybe back in college with the bassist from that band? He spreads me open, but only dips his fingertips inside me. It’s the sweetest torture. My panting is uncontrollable. I writhe on top of him, ready to beg him to fuck me. No man has ever controlled me like this. I’m unsure if I hate it or love it. He returns his attention to my clit, but I’m so slick he has trouble keeping his fingers on it.

      “Ohhh god…” I helplessly moan.

      “Do you know what edging is, Connie?” His whisper is so low and dripping with excitement. He loves doing this to me.

      I can only moan in response. Speaking would require the ability to think.

      “It’s when I keep bringing you right there, but I don’t let you come. I could do this all night.”

      “Ohhh…nooo…”

      His insistent pressure on my button has me right back there. Surely, he’s not going to keep dragging this out. How long does he think we’ll get away with this before Marty notices? I’m barely keeping it together.

      “And when you finally come, it will blow your mind,” he promises. I believe him.

      I teeter on the edge again, and again, Damon denies me. The frustration makes me hate him. I don’t know how any eventual orgasm is worth this. I need to finish so badly that it’s almost painful. He doesn’t care. He’s back to rubbing my whole, throbbing pussy. It feels amazing, but it’s not what I need. He won’t give me what I need.

      “Next time, I’ll show you what I can really do, Connie. But right now, I want to feel you come.”

      Two thick fingers fill me—then a third. It’s such a tight fit, but I’m so soaked, I think he could get all of them inside me. God, his fingers stretch me open! He fucks me hard and slow with his hand and goes after my clit with his other hand. I swear my eyes roll into the back of my head. That’s it. I’m done. I lose all reason.

      “Ohhh god…god…yeah…fuck…fuck…ahhh…”

      Damon is a master. He knows exactly what he’s doing because he gives me the most intense orgasm of my life. It’s a brain shredder. I writhe on top of him, just feeling. His thick fingers keep fucking me, and I hear how soaked I am, even over the loud TV. The climax is so body deep that I feel nothing but the pleasure, like it’s completely hollowed me out. And it keeps going. It’s like he could keep me coming for as long as he pleases.

      “Yes! Yes! It’s about fucking time!” Marty roars. Something good must have happened in the game. I assume he’s not talking about his friend letting me come.

      My cries fill the basement, even drowning out the football game. And that’s when I remember my husband is right there. My eyes flutter open, and he’s watching me come for his best friend. I don’t know what that is on his face, but he doesn’t look angry. I swear he looks fascinated, like he’s never seen me come before.

      I need to peel away from Damon and fall at Marty’s feet and apologize. I can explain.
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      “That’s it, Connie. So goddam hot when you come for me like that. Let it all out. Just feel it, baby. Let it roll the fuck through you,” Damon whispers, kissing my neck while he rubs my pussy. Does he know Marty is watching us now?

      “Ahhh yeah…ahhh…”

      Marty shouldn’t see me like this with another, but I can’t look away. I can’t explain it, but staring into his eyes across the couch while another man is making me come feels so intimate. This is so wrong, but I feel so connected to my husband. Does he feel it too? Is that why he’s not stopping this?

      Damon stops actively teasing me, but his fingers stay inside me, and I throb around them. I stare at Marty, knowing I need to say something, but nothing comes out when my lips move, except for gasping. Damon finally realizes we have my husband’s attention.

      “Oh, hey, brother. Is this cool? You said you didn’t mind what we did if we kept it down. I know Connie got a little loud there, but…” How can he talk so casually to my husband while his fingers are inside me?

      “I…uhhh…if she’s good with it…” Marty mumbles. I understand why he’s nearly speechless.

      “She seems really good, aren’t ya, Connie?” Damon sounds smug. I can’t blame him.

      “I’m…ahhh…Marty…honey…I’m…”

      Marty smiles. I don’t understand it. “Do you need a minute? That got…uhhh…pretty intense.”

      “I can explain…”

      “I think I get it, babe.”

      “Do you hate me?” I still sound breathless and weak.

      “I could never hate you. That might have been the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

      “So, you’re…ahhh…good with it?”

      “Everyone’s having a good time. I trust both of you. You’re not going to start sneaking around behind my back, right?”

      “I’d never.”

      “Okay, then. Damon really is like a brother to me. What’s mine is his. I get that he needs a little action, and christ babe, you’re hot, so I get why he wants you. The only thing is, it seems like you had all the fun.”

      “Oh, that was fun, brother,” Damon says.

      His fingers begin slowly moving again. I gasp. I can’t let him wind me up again. I don’t understand what’s going on. Why is Marty okay with this? And why does Damon think he has free access to my body? Am I missing something? I hold his wrist, stopping his hand, but I don’t pull his fingers out of me. My core is still throbbing.

      “But you know what I mean. You need relief, and it’s not like you have someone at home to take care of it. Can’t you help the guy out, babe?”

      “Help…him…out? Are you saying you want me to…”

      “Whatever you want to do, babe. I’m here for it. I’m just watching the game. Have fun.”

      Okay, who the hell is this? Those words cannot be coming out of my husband’s mouth. Did I come so hard that my brain broke and I woke up in an episode of Black Mirror?

      “I’d love it if you could help me take care of things, Connie,” Damon says. He takes his fingers out of my pussy, and it feels like he’s releasing me.

      The guys were acting like it was no big deal if I fucked Damon. I assume that’s what they were talking about. I was not going to do that in front of Marty. I won’t lie and say I don’t want him, but how could I do that with my husband sitting right there? But it is only fair that I try to make him as happy as he made me, and I have other skills.

      I’m wobbly when I slide off his lap. It feels like I’ll be wobbly for hours. Instead on kneeling on the floor, I move beside him on the couch and ask him to pull down his running pants. Damon grins when he does it, pulling his underwear down, too.

      The cock that springs into view is impressive. Luckily, my husband is a big man, too, or I might be intimidated by what Damon has. Our friend might have an edge on Marty—perhaps he’s thicker—but not by much. Still, staring at his big cock—the first new cock I’ve seen in the flesh in over twenty-five years is a startling experience. I know that I can’t fuck him in front of Marty, but I want to. I want Damon.

      He’s so girthy at the base that my fingers barely close around him. Okay, he’s definitely thicker than Marty. He grunts when I begin to pump it and moans my name when I add my other hand. I need both of them to work this thing. His head oozes excitement, and I turn the tables on him.

      “Do you need to come, hon?” I sweetly ask, staring up at him while I slowly pump his shaft with both hands.

      “Fuuuck…please…Connie…”

      “It isn’t so fun to be teased, is it?” I laugh.

      “Please wrap those pretty lips around my dick, baby…”

      I don’t know why he assumes he’s not just getting a handjob, but he’s right. I’m a grown woman, not a girl trying to cling to her virginity. I don’t just give handjobs. It would be weird if I just jerked my husband off anyway, and his dick is the only one I’ve touched in over twenty-five years. Until now.

      Damon tastes saltier than Marty when I suckle his head. He’s leaking a lot more precum than my husband ever does, too. I eagerly suck and lick it all up, and I love that Damon looks like his head is going to explode. I have to wonder if he’s been harboring a crush all these years because he looks like this is a dream come true. God, that feeds a girl’s ego. I open up and take more of him in.

      I’ve never been with another Black man because I’ve never had the chance, but the myth about this is silly—mostly. Like I said, he’s not that much bigger than Marty, but the difference becomes apparent the more of him I try to suck. My lips keep stretching wider and wider the lower I go on him. My hand, pumping up from his root, meets my lips. Marty always says I have a big mouth, and I guess that’s a good thing here. Slowly dragging up lips up and down is shaft is driving Damon wild. I hope it teases him like he teased me, but I don’t think that’s possible. He wants more and strokes my hair, but he’s not stupid enough to try and force my head down.

      “Ohhh yeah…fuuuck me…Connie…yeah…”

      “She’s really fucking good at that, isn’t she?” Marty asks, voice thick with desire. He sounds proud. Do men really want their best friends to know how good their wives are at giving head?

      “Fuuuck yeah…”

      “Take it deep… Deep throat him, babe… Show him what you can do…”

      Marty sounds like he’s panting. He’s really into this. That’s sexy for some twisted reason, and it makes me suck his friend harder. I go hands-free and push as deep as I can. He’s always joked that he married me because I have no gag reflex, and now I’m proving that to Damon. I’m so low that my glasses get in the way and I have to toss them aside. He’s in my throat, and it’s uncomfortable, but the way he gasps and moans make it worthwhile. I keep him buried there as long as possible and suck hard. My cheeks are burning, and my eyes start to tear before I pull back. I’m drooling down his shaft when I pull back to breathe. It makes pumping him easy.

      “Fuuuck…Connie…where have you been all my life…”

      “Married to me,” Marty laughs. He truly loves showing me off to his friend. This will be a conversation later.

      “Fuck, brother, I would have stolen her away if I’d known…”

      I shut him up when I go low and suck his heavy black balls. He’s trimmed down there, which I appreciate, but they are huge. Snacking on just one of them is a challenge. His shocked moan says he did not expect this married mom to get down and suck his balls. He doesn’t know just how dirty I can get. Maybe this is the beginning of him learning. I smack my lips and suck and lick his entire sac until it’s -glistening with saliva. His cock drags across my cheek, leaving a sticky trail of excitement.

      His cock goes back in my mouth, and I’m aggressive. I’m going to make Damon come as hard as he made me. Again, that’s probably not possible, but he’s getting the blowjob of his life. My hair keeps falling in my face and he keeps pulling it back because he wants to watch me devouring his cock. The eye contact should be too intimate with another man, but I’m so comfortable with him after all these decades that it almost feels right. Besides Marty, he might be the only man I can do this to.

      “Fuuuck…fuuuck…Connie…fuuuck yeah…”

      My jeans and panties are pulled down, and Marty begins fingering me. God, it feels good, but he doesn’t push it like his friend and stretch me. He has no idea Damon crammed three thick fingers into my pussy. I moan into my mouthful and bob harder on it. My husband knows what he’s doing.

      “Christ man, you made her so damn wet,” he marvels.

      “You…know…how I roll…brother…”

      “No wonder she was so damn loud.”

      I’m disappointed when his fingers slip out of me, but thrilled when his cock replaces them. He pulls my ass higher into the air and begins slamming down into me. Ohmygod! It’s incredible. Infuckingcredible! I’ve had fantasies, like any other woman my age who gets dirty books on her Kindle, but I didn’t dream that having two men at once would feel like this. I thought it might be overwhelming—not that it could ever happen to me. But it’s happening. And ohmyfuckinggod!

      Other women my age might question their life choices and how they ended up half-dressed on a couch in their basement being fucked by their husband and his best friend. But I’ve done everything right, and I see it as a reward. Marty grunts and huffs while he slams me harder and harder from behind. He drives me into Damon’s cock, and I’m deep throating it whether I like it or not. I suck it like I’m crazed.

      “Ohhh fuck, babe…christ…yeah…fuck…”

      Marty gives a final grunt and unleashes, pumping his finish deep into my pussy. He’s not usually that quick, but watching me suck his friend’s cock is too much for him. Feeling his pleasure triggers my own. I shout into Damon’s cock, pure bliss flowing down from my center through my entire body.

      “Fuuuck…Connie…I’m gonna…if you don’t…fuuuck…”

      My shouting into his cock pushes Damon over the edge. I appreciate the warning he tries to give, but I want it. I want it all. He blasts into my throat, and I choke on it. I’m not ready for it there. I swallow hard, but there’s so much more. Damon comes like he hasn’t shot his load since his divorce. I had no idea a man could come so much. His wad fills my mouth, and then it’s running down my chin while I’m still drinking it. I suck until I’m sure I have every drop, and then I rub it over my lips on the way out to make sure he’s properly cleaned up.

      I sort of fall onto my side, leaning against the back of the couch and resting my head on Damon’s thigh. He strokes my hair. His huge cock is right in my mouth, and the smell of cum fills my nose. I’m sure the entire mancave smells like sex. I watch that magnificent cock twitch right in front of me, like it’s struggling back to life for round two. I won’t lie. I want that, too. Now that I know my husband is so okay with this, I want to try his friend. Stopping at a blowjob is probably the safer move, but I want more. I think I’ve earned it.

      Marty is still panting behind me, rubbing my ass and casually playing with my pussy, like he needs to establish it still belongs to him. I don’t belong to anyone, but he doesn’t need to worry. I know who put the ring on my finger. The three of us lie there basking in the moment. I think we’re all trying to avoid the awkward part, which will surely come next.

      There’s no awkwardness. We’ve been friends forever, and we love each other. Life kept Damon apart from us for years, but now that he’s back in our lives, he’s just a part of our family again, like a brother. Well, okay, not like a brother! But he almost feels like he’s my second husband, if such a thing is possible.

      And I love that Marty shows no jealousy at all. His abiding trust just affirms how strong our marriage is. He loves me and he loves Damon, and he’s happy to share me with his friend if it makes both of us happy. He also really loves watching it! I’d almost recommend every couple has a threesome to see how strong their marriage is, but I know how crazy that sounds!

      Football threesomes become our new Sunday ritual. Damon comes over, and everything starts like it did before, but then we hook up while my husband enjoys the game. Marty always joins us at halftime and post-game. Damon is incredible! He keeps me going for all four quarters. It’s a good thing my husband is so secure because his best friend is a fuck machine! He just keeps going and going. I can’t believe that between my two men, I’m having the best sex of my life at fifty-four!

      We have to dial it back when our son is back from college on winter break, but Damon still finds ways to have me. Sneaking around actually makes it hotter. And then the night of our championship party is legendary. My friend Jackie finally meets Damon after hearing about him for months—I just couldn’t keep my excitement in—and sparks fly. That was another night of firsts after all our other guests left, but I can’t even get into that, or we’ll be here all night!
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      Kirsten McCurran is the pen name of a husband and wife 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 on Twitter or by email at kmccurran@gmail.com. Find Kirsten’s books at books.kirstenmccurran.com.
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        Unveil your deepest fantasies with Best Hotwife Erotica, an anthology series that curates the most tantalizing tales from the bestselling masters of hotwife and cuckold erotica. Crafted by seven of the genre's finest and most celebrated authors, this series explores the exhilarating and provocative world of adventurous couples, insatiable wives, and the spellbound husbands who adore them.

      

        

      
        Each story in this series delves deep into the raw, magnetic pull of forbidden desires and the intoxicating freedom of sexual exploration. From the innocent beginnings of newfound openness, to the intense, to the intense encounters of seasoned partners, these narratives promise to ignite your imagination and stir your deepest cravings.

      

      

      Buy the series now at your favorite bookseller!
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