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carol’s trinity
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“Wow, this is really nice,” I say, sliding past the porter who held the door open to our suite. “Are you sure we can afford this?”

“We’re celebrating something momentous. And you’re worth it, babe,” John tells me. But my husband knows I’m thrifty, so he adds, “I also got a great deal on it.

We stand in a large living room area, with a bar to the right. The wall behind the bar is mirrored. To the left it’s all windows, looking out on the gorgeous Pocono mountains. The porter takes our luggage through double doors into the bedroom. John generously tips him, and he leaves, wishing us luck in the casino downstairs. John thanks him, but we’re not there to gamble. I enjoy throwing money away in the slots, but neither of us are big gamblers. We’re staying at one of those big hotel-resort casinos in the Poconos, but I know my surprise will not be a night at the craps table. My husband must have other plans.

I feel bad for my husband sometimes. Every year he tries to find a new way to hold a triple celebration. We were married on Valentine’s Day, and even though I always tell John I don’t expect him to do something for both our anniversary and the romantic holiday, he insists on doing so anyway. On top of that, my birthday is a week and a half later.

It’s all amplified this year. Not only is this our tenth anniversary, but I’m also celebrating—if you want to call it that—my 40th birthday. John has promised me something I’ll never forget and despite my persistent snooping, he has not spoiled the surprise. I just hope he doesn’t set the bar too high. Next year John will be fifty and I’m going to have to try and match this.

Once we’re alone in the suite, I press myself into John’s arms. Our kiss is slow and soulful and brings a sudden urge to drag him back into the bedroom. I pull him in that direction, but he resists. I’ll admit, it’s not the best thing for my ego. I’m already touchy about turning the big four-oh.

“Come on, honey. It was a long drive. We could use some relaxation time,” I say, hoping he takes my hint.

“I’ve got that covered, babe. You have an appointment in the spa in twenty minutes. They’re going to pamper you for the next couple hours.”

“Really?”

“This weekend is all about you, Carol.”

“It’s your anniversary, too.”

“Don’t you worry. I’ll get what I need.”

I caress the front of his jeans. “I could take care of that right now. We have twenty minutes.”

John kisses me. “Save it for later. It’ll be worth it.”

I pout. I don’t like being put off. “If you don’t want to do it, maybe I’ll just have to take care of myself.”

“Hey, if you’re lucky maybe you’ll get a hunky masseur.”

I rub myself suggestively against my husband. “And you wouldn’t mind if he has his way with me?”

John smiles. “Like I said, this weekend is all about you, babe.”

“Hmm.”

I go into the bedroom to unpack, feeling naughty and frustrated. Now that sex is on my mind, I really want it—even if a couple of hours in the spa sounds truly decadent. It would serve John right if some hunky, well-hung masseur did have his way with me. I’ve heard of such things happening, so it’s not beyond the realm of possibility. I talked to a girlfriend about the possibility when that massage chain scandal broke last year. She was horrified by the idea. I very honestly told her it would depend on my mood and what the guy looked like. My friend was scandalized!

John and I are hardly uptight when it comes to sex. We haven’t quite gone crazy yet in real life, but we share a rich fantasy life. We’ve never been shy about sharing our sexual fantasies—no matter how out there they are. That openness was one of the things that brought us together. After being married to an uptight, hardcore Catholic, I was ready for something new. I wanted a man who didn’t make me feel dirty for loving sex. Sometimes I wonder if John and I will take some of our fantasies past the roleplaying stage. I’ve always had massages from women, but we’ve discussed a handsome masseur having his way with me, and John was excited by it—to say the least. It makes me wonder how he would react if it happened in real life.

After unpacking, John escorts me down to the hotel spa. The elevators open onto a quiet, soothing area with recessed lighting, a waterfall, and a small reception desk. I’m more relaxed already. This is where we part. I ask John what he’s going to do while I’m being pampered, and he uncharacteristically says he’ll play a few rounds of blackjack. I’m suspicious, but I let it go.

“Okay, have fun. Don’t lose our life savings,” I tell him.

A sweet young woman hands me a glass of cucumber water and directs me to a changing booth, where a fluffy white robe awaits me. I shed my sandals, leggings, tunic, and underwear, placing them in the provided tote with my little wallet. Next, I’m led to a massage room.

The room is quite small, and the lighting is even dimmer than the rest of the spa. The massage table in the middle of the room is made up with fresh, soft linens. New-agey music drifts from recessed speakers. The girl leaves me alone, and as instructed I strip off the robe, but before I slide under the sheet on the massage table, I check myself out in a full-length mirror.

I look good for almost forty, I decide. But it’s hard work. Just that morning, I hit a yoga class before I took my son to the ex’s, and John and I dropped Isabella at his mother’s. Yoga, spin class, running. It takes a lot of time, but fortunately, I enjoy working out and always have. It’s the serums and facial masks and dyes I hate bothering with, but they’re necessary. At least to me, they are. I want to look as good as I can for as long as I can.

I turn this way and that, touching my—mostly—flat stomach, cupping my still-perky boobs. I stopped wearing my belly piercing a few years ago, but I bet I could still get away with it if I ignored the tiny belly pooch that will never go away. Ah, motherhood. Even my ass is in good shape I decide, allowing that the dim lighting is flattering. I wouldn’t be ashamed to have some hunky, twentysomething masseur come in and see me like this. He might even like what he sees. I finally put my dark-framed glasses aside and slipped under the sheet on the table to await my pampering.

“Hello, Carol?” It’s a soft, feminine voice. I detect the hint of a Slavic accent.

So much for my hunky masseur. Come to think of it, I’ve never actually had a male masseur. Maybe I don’t want to tempt fate. But I didn’t hire her. John must have asked for a female masseuse. I guess he didn’t want to tempt fate either.

“Yes, that’s me,” I answer, not moving. My honey blonde hair is swept to the side and my face is planted in that donut-ring at the head of the massage table.

“I’m Natalia, I’ll be taking care of you.”

“Great. I need it after the week I’ve had.”

“Do you like it hard or soft?”

I suppress my first instinct—a snarky, sexual answer. I haven’t forgotten that my husband left me frustrated. “Medium firm,” I tell her.

Natalia is good, and although it hurts in some spots—especially my shoulders—I don’t mind because I know I need it. While she works on me, I try to deduce what other surprises my loving hubby might have up his sleeve for tonight, but Natalia is very good, and soon my mind is clearing, and my world is reduced to the darkness, her hands, and that tranquil background music. I’m enfolded by the lavender scent of her massage oil. Natalia folds the sheet down past my ass, but I hardly notice, and I don’t mind anyway. It’s not my first massage and I’m comfortable being nude around her. Her oil-slick hands work my calves and my feet, and I sigh in relief. Her hands are heavenly.

I’m so enthralled by Natalia that it takes a moment to realize something is slightly off. She’s been working her way back up my legs, her slender fingers working the insides of my thighs. That’s not so unusual, although she’s more caressing me now than massaging. But she’s traveling higher and higher inside my thighs, touching places that start to make me tingle. I will myself to not react. I’m sure it’s all me. John left me horny, and it’s not exactly tough to get me going if I’m in the right mood. I’ll be honest. I’m in that mood a lot! I lay still, regulating my breathing and waiting for her to move on.

Natalia doesn’t move on. She begins massaging my butt, and it feels surprisingly good. She has me in a totally receptive place. As she’s kneading my cheeks, I realize she’s also opening my thighs wider, and her fingers start dipping between them again. Her fingertips brush my sex and I freeze. Her hand lingers on my inner thigh, and I realize it’s a test. If I close my thighs, she moves on—if I don’t… I’m frozen. I don’t know what to do. That decides for me.

I sigh deeply as I tacitly permit the Slavic girl to work my inner thighs. I have a strange thought in that moment: I’m so glad I shaved smooth in preparation for our special night. It feels so licentious to lay here and let her touch me, but I can’t help myself. Natalia is excellent at the tease. Her fingers brush across my mound, almost like it’s an accident, but she returns there again and again, each time more firmly, pressing until she feels my moisture. I bite my lip to keep from moaning, but she can read my body language. My thighs drift wider apart and I’m squirming on the table. She finally presses fully between my lips, and I gasp, unable to contain myself any longer.

“Very good, Carol. Relax,” she says softly. They are the first words she’s said since she introduced herself.

There is no longer any doubt that Natalia is massaging my labia intentionally, fingers pressing between my lips, and I’m rapidly becoming soaked. Her fingers curve beneath me and she finds the nub of my clit. Oh God! I want her to touch me there, but again she only teases. I wonder how many middle-aged married women Natalia has teased this way and whether it’s her specialty. Maybe they ask for her. It occurs to me that John may have set me up, but how would he know to ask?

“Please to turn over,” she instructs. Her fractured English is cute.

I take a deep breath and turn. During other massages, the girls hold up the sheet in the name of modesty, but Natalia doesn’t bother with that pretense. I turn in all my naked glory and present myself to Natalia. She oils her hands again and goes back to work.

“Good?” she asks.

“Mmhm,” I answer, nodding my head with eyes closed. I can’t look. I’m afraid if I make eye contact with her it will break the spell. I don’t want to think about what’s happening. I just want to go with it.

I’ve never been with another woman before, not really. I drunkenly made out with a friend in a bar once, but my first husband was so freaked out that I never even saw that friend again. It was nice from what I remember. I’ve always been curious about what it’s like, but I’ve never had a burning desire to make it happen. It’s one of those things I’d go with if it happened organically—or for John’s birthday sometime, whichever came first. Yes, all my husband wanted for his birthday was a threesome with another woman, and when I told him it might happen someday, I was serious—mostly. The problem was, how does one make that happen? As Natalia massaged my boobs, I thought John was missing his chance.

Natalia’s hands seemed perfect when she was only massaging me, but when she begins touching me intimately, the girl takes things to a whole new level. She massages my breasts the way only another woman would, and they tingle with pleasure. She pinches my thick pink nipples, and as her oil-slick fingers slide off them I cry out. God, I love having my nipples teased, and Natalia seems content to tease them all afternoon. My breasts are heaving, and I grip the sides of the table while she masterfully pleasures me. I’m truly putty in her hands.

“Oh god!” I whimper when she touches my pussy.

The heel of her hand presses right above my clit and her fingers curl inside me. Yes! Two, then three fingers dip inside me and I cry out again. My eyes flutter open. I finally want to see. Natalia is not looking at my face, but at my body, like she’s studying me. She’s reading my reactions. She’s rolling my nipple and slowly fingering me, pressing my clit.

“God…yes…” I cry. I’m not a screamer—like some girl in a porn movie—but I am not quiet either. Especially not when I’m feeling the way Natalia has me feeling.

She leaves my breasts and my nipples throbbing. Natalie is all about my pussy now. Her three slender fingers piston in and out of me and she spreads me to expose my clit. Her fingers rub my clit hard. Both hands are focused on pleasuring me and I erupt with a deep, blasphemous moan. My back arches off the table and I lock my thighs around her hand, trapping her fingers inside me. Natalie keeps rubbing my clit and my orgasm goes on and on. I cry my blasphemy over and over.

“Oh god…god…yes!”

Natalie rubs me until I am left shaking, and I beg her to stop. I can’t take any more. I melt into a puddle on the massage table, and she leans down, pulling back her long raven hair to kiss my forehead. I want her to kiss my lips.

“Good, yes?”

“Mmm, perfect,” I whisper.

Natalia turns away from me and I just lay on the table trying to compose myself. Did that just happen? It was surreal. I feel a bit like a cliché—the married woman who gets off during her massage—but that doesn’t bother me. If anything, it makes me smile. I know other people out in the world are up to wild times, and now I’m one of them. It makes me rue the time I wasted with my first husband when I was young and could have had some real fun. Well, I’m too old yet!

Natalia hands me another glass of cucumber water, freshly poured from an iced pitcher on the sideboard. Her hands smell of fresh Purell. I sit up to sip the water, but I really want to just lay there. No, that isn’t quite true. Part of me wants to grab Natalia and see what happens. She is a pretty girl in her mid-twenties, with a thick, sexy, curvy body and raven hair down to her waist. Her eyes are impossibly blue, and she has sensual full lips. More than anything, I want to feel those lips. But I don’t think that’s allowed, and I’m not brave enough to push my luck, so Natalia brings me my robe, and after she helps me into it, she leaves like nothing unusual has happened. I lean against the wall and laugh. I can’t wait to find John.
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The rest of my spa time passes in a blur. All I can do is recall what Natalia did to me and smile. A facial leaves me feeling refreshed and a mani-pedi gives me beautiful deep red nails. During the seaweed wrap, I wonder again if my husband set me up for that special massage, but I don’t see how he would have known to ask for that without the risk of getting us in trouble. Did someone tip him off? I think of all the people we know but can’t think of anyone who’d have that inside knowledge. It’s funny to think of John going to one of our friends and asking, Do you know where I can get Carol a happy ending massage? I giggle at the thought and the girl working on my nails gives me an odd look.

John is not in our room when I’m released from the spa. I’m disappointed. The other thing I realized during the rest of my pampering is that although Natalia gave me a great orgasm, it left me wanting more. To put it bluntly, I need to be fucked and my husband is not around. I go down to the blackjack tables looking for him.

He’s not at the blackjack tables where he claimed he’d be, so I work my way around the loud, busy casino floor, checking out all the games of chance. Of course, there are no clocks, but I see neon and flashing lights everywhere. It’s late afternoon, but it’s still crowded with gamblers looking for their big score. I briefly join the crowd gathered around the roulette table, and I’m tempted to throw some money down, but I move on. I sit at a slot machine, feeling lucky after my massage, but it only takes a few minutes to burn through five dollars.

I look everywhere, but John isn’t anywhere. I text him and he says he’s back at our room, so I head back toward the elevators. It’s when I’m leaving the casino floor that I think I see a familiar face. It’s been a few months, but I’m sure it’s Conner.

“Conner, is that you?” I call out, closing the distance between us.

“Carol?”

It’s definitely Connor, and he looks startled to see me. I offer him a hug and he holds me a little tighter and longer than necessary, practically lifting me off the ground. He’s two or three inches over six feet and he’s got a foot on me in my flats. I’ve had a crush on Conner since he was part of the crew redoing our kitchen last fall. He’s in his late twenties and built like you’d expect of a former Marine. His muscular arms are thicker than my thighs, with colorful tattoo sleeves that reach each elbow. Conner has a hard look, which makes it all the sweeter when he smiles. Conner smiles when he sees me.

“I’m up here with John for the night. What are you doing here?”

“Uh, just hanging with some buddies, playing some cards. You guys come up here often?”

“It’s our first time.” Why does he seem nervous? I wonder if his gambling buddies are the guys from work. Is it wrong that I hope it’s the guys from work? I wouldn’t mind running into that sexy construction crew again.

When the contractors showed up to redo our kitchen last fall, I seriously considered calling in sick for work. The guys looked like the crew from Magic Mike. Each one was hotter than the last. John caught the way I gawked at them and just shook his head. I wanted to invite my girlfriends over to drink wine and watch the boys work. That night in bed, John suggested that I go downstairs the next morning in a nightie to get my breakfast. Don’t think I wasn’t tempted. The boys were there for a little over a week, and we developed a nice, flirty relationship. They seemed to enjoy the attention from a fit, blonde MILF, which fueled all kinds of fantasies for us. John loved it because I was all over him every night. He whispered all kinds of dirty scenarios in my ear as we made love. I was sad to see the crew go and began plotting when we could get them back to finish the basement.

“That’s cool,” Conner replies. “It’s good to get away, right?”

“Yeah. We’re celebrating my birthday… and our anniversary.” Funny how being married suddenly slipped my mind. Conner looks just as good standing in front of me as he did all those months ago. He has a five o’clock shadow that’s threatening to turn into a real beard. I like the scruffy look.

“Yeah, that’s great. Congratulations. Celebrating the big three-oh?”

“Haha. Very funny. I’m a little older than that.”

“You don’t look a day over twenty-nine to me, Carol. You look great.” Conner steps back and doesn’t hide his appraisal of my body. It gives me chills. “Really, you’re looking amazing.”

Heat rushes to my cheeks. “Thanks. You’re looking great yourself.”

“We should have a drink later… if we run into each other. I’d love to help you celebrate.”

“That would be awesome. It’s a date,” I say. I hope John won’t be miffed that I’m practically inviting Conner to join us on our romantic getaway.

“Yeah, awesome.”

We share an awkward moment of silence and I say, “I’d better go find John…my husband. He’s waiting for me upstairs.”

“Yeah, sure. I’m sure the guys wonder where I am. See you later, Carol.”

“See ya, Con.”
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I replay my encounter with Conner on the elevator ride and it strikes me as odd. I don’t remember him being so awkward. It was almost like he was waiting to be caught by a jealous girlfriend. For some reason, I hope he doesn’t have a girlfriend.

“You’ll never guess who I ran into,” I announce, entering our suite.

“I dunno. Who?” John says, coming out of the bedroom.

“Conner, one of the guys who redid our kitchen. He’s up here with some friends for the weekend.”

“That’s a weird coincidence.”

I shrug. “It happens, I guess.”

I grab my husband and kiss him, tasting beer on his breath. It doesn’t slow me down. Our kiss deepens, and his hands go to my ass. John isn’t resisting me like earlier. I’m finally going to get lucky—or luckier. I guess I got lucky with Natalia.

“Hmm, you seem happy to see me, or were you happy to see Conner?” John asks.

“Well, you know how I feel about him and the other contractors. You’re lucky I didn’t drag him back to our room.” I kiss him again.

“Yeah? You would’ve dragged him up here and had your way with him?”

“In a heartbeat, you know that. But I guess you’ll do.” I guide him back toward the bedroom.

“You’ve still got it bad for those guys, don’t you?”

“I haven’t thought about them for a while, but sure. What woman doesn’t want to be surrounded by hot young hunks?”

“Not every woman could handle all that attention,” he teases.

“I think I could figure it out.” I push him back onto the bed. “Forget about them. I need you right now. I’ve been thinking about this all day.”

I pull the tunic over my head and toss it beside him on the big, king-sized bed. John stares at my breasts, encased in a lace-trimmed pink bra. He’s always loved them. He says I have perfect tits. I wonder if Conner would agree, but does a guy his age even think about women my age like that? I find it hard to believe, but he certainly seemed interested downstairs.

“That must have been some spa day,” John says.

“You have no idea.”

I pull at his belt and open his pants. John is still getting hard when I wrap my hand around him. I know that cock so well, and I still love it. I know single people wonder how you can be with the same person forever. If it’s the right person, it just keeps getting better. My husband gets me, and he knows how to get me off. It’s not all about the cock, of course. John also knows how to get into my head. But a nice cock helps, and my husband has one.

“I didn’t know you got off on manicures,” John moans.

“Don’t act like you don’t know. I got the first part of your surprise.”

“What surprise?”

I tighten my grip on his cock, and he gasps. John is fully hard now. This is my chance to get the truth out of him. “Natalia?”

“Who’s Natalia?”

“I got the special massage you arranged for me. It was amazing. I just wish you’d been there to watch.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about, babe, but I wish I’d been there too. I just ordered a massage. I swear, Carol. I told them to give you the best because it’s your birthday, but that’s it.”

“Really?” I study his face, unsure if I believe him.

“What happened? Did you?” John’s figuring it out and he sounds excited. “Another woman?”

I kick off my sandals and wiggle out of my leggings and panties. I can’t seem to keep my clothes on today. I straddle John and slip him inside me. Between my massage and running into Conner, I’m already slick and ready. John doesn’t even need to touch me. My husband groans as I sink down his shaft and grip him inside me. I don’t move, but I work my Kegels around him. John reaches around to unhook my bra and pulls it off. John pinches both nipples just the way I like it and I close my eyes and moan.

“I didn’t do anything. But Natalia…well…she earned a nice, big tip.”

“You’re fucking teasing me.”

John pinches my nipples just a little harder, forcing an answer.

“No, hon…she touched me…it was hot…”

“Really?”

“Really, John. The masseuse molested me. And it was awesome,” I moan.

“Oh, fuck, Carol.”

John takes hold of my hips and starts bouncing me on him. I lean forward, hands on his chest, riding harder.

“I wasn’t sure…I thought you sent her…she just started touching me…I didn’t know what to do…”

“You wanted her to touch you, Carol…”

“Yeah…”

“You loved it…”

“Yeah…god it was hot…I…I…can’t believe it…”

Suddenly I’m feeling very slutty. I guess in the back of my mind I still thought John sent her, but clearly he didn’t. Natalia must have sensed something, and she was right. She knew I wanted it before I even did. I let a strange woman get me off. I love being the woman who’d do that. I ride him hard, and my glasses are bouncing on my face. I throw them off.

“Fuck, Carol…you’re incredible, babe. Fuck…”

“Mmm…John…”

John comes very quickly. I can’t blame him, given what he just found out. But it’s so fast I barely have time to climax. It’s a good, quick shot of pleasure, but honestly, I was looking for a big bang. I keep riding John, even as he deflates inside me. I finally give up and roll off him. I’m happy, but I want more.

“You’re really not fucking with me?” John asks, wiping sweat from his brow.

I laugh. I’m barely out of breath. That would be proof I could have handled all of our contractors. “Are you shocked that she tried it, or that I let her do it?”

“I’m surprised she tried it. She could have gotten in trouble with the wrong woman.”

“I’m the right woman, I guess.” Another laugh.

“In every way, babe. And I’m thrilled you let her. You really are a marvel, Carol. Ten years and you can still surprise me.”

“I’m surprising myself, honey. Trust me, that was not anything I ever expected to happen.”

“But I love how you just roll with stuff. You’re always open to trying new things.”

“That usually applies to a new craft brew or a new restaurant, not happy-ending massages.”

“I think you’re open to everything, Carol.”

I roll onto my side and fix him with my blue eyes, touching his chest. “I don’t know about everything, but a lot of things. You’re okay with that? I mean, it was technically cheating.”

John takes my hand. “You have carte blanche to have fun with masseuses, or any other woman, anytime you like. Next time just get me pictures.”

“My phone wasn’t handy, but I’ll keep it in mind for next time. If…there’s a next time.”

John smiles knowingly. It makes me think. “Oh, I’m sure there’ll be a next time. Once you try something you like…”

“Very funny. If that wasn’t my surprise, what is it?”

“If I told you, it wouldn’t be a surprise, would it?”

“At least give me a clue.”

John thinks about it. “It’s a three-part surprise.”

“Will I like it better than the massage?”

“At least three times as much!” John laughs.

“You suck! I’m jumping in the shower.”

I hop off the bed, but I stop before I reach the bathroom. I have a thought. I can’t put my finger on a reason, but I’m sure John’s surprise is something sexual. I know he made a point of packing our toy bag. I go to our suitcase, pull out the toy bag, and hold it up.

“Does it involve this?” I ask.

My husband can’t keep the smile off his lips. “I don’t know. Maybe.”

“Come on, John. Stop teasing me.”

“I love teasing you.”

“So, it does involve the toy bag?”

“If you’re lucky,” he laughs.

I drop the bag back in our suitcase. “If you keep this up, you’re the one who won’t be getting lucky tonight.”

“You’re going to be drinking, so I know that’s not happening.”

“Haha. You don’t have to get lucky for me to get lucky. I can always see Natalia again. Or I could track down Conner.”

“I think you’d rather go find Conner.”

“Don’t tempt me.”

I stick out my tongue at him and duck into the bathroom.


four


The casino has a wonderful steakhouse, but I don’t indulge the way I normally would. I try to eat healthy most of the time, but I would have cheated for surf and turf. However, thoughts of my surprise lurk in the back of my mind, and I still believe it’s going to be something sexual, and I don’t want to go into that with a full stomach. John gives me an odd look when I order a salad for dinner, and I tell him I’m just not hungry. I pick at the salad, too nervous to dig into it.

It’s the weekend before Valentine’s Day and the restaurant is filled with other couples enjoying their romantic evenings. A girl goes from table to table selling roses, and of course John buys me one. I thank him for the sweet gesture and jokingly ask if that’s my surprise.

“You’re not getting off that easy,” he replies, with a cryptic smile.

“My surprise is going to be a challenge?”

“For a regular woman, maybe. Not for you, Carol. You’re awesome. I’m confident you’ll be able to handle it.”

I want to reach across the table and smack his smug face. Instead, I ask, “Are you curious what your anniversary present is?”

“I know I’ll love it, whatever it is. You’re a thoughtful gift giver.”

“I hate that you’re so cool.” It really is annoying. My husband has always been a cool customer. He can happily wait for a surprise.

John smirks. “If you want me to bug you about it, I can.”

“I think I’ll hold off giving it to you until I see what my surprises are. I want to see if you deserve it.”

“Whatever you want to do is fine with me.”

John plays it cool, but I can tell he’s nervous about something. Now that I think about it, he’s been nervous all afternoon. I was just too distracted earlier to notice. After ten years of marriage, I know his tells. He keeps looking around the restaurant like he expects to see someone. And he just seems too cool. If the plan has John nervous, then I should be really nervous.

“You vex me so,” I growl through gritted teeth. “You’re lucky I’m so in love with you.”

“Even after all these years?”

I feign giving it some thought. “The first ten years have gone pretty well, I guess. I’ll pick up the option on the next ten and then we’ll have to see.”

John smiles broadly. I love his smile. It’s mischievous, almost like a little boy’s. He always looks like he’s up to something, which he could be. One of the things I love most about him is that he’s up for just about anything. John never lost that joy in experiencing life. He’s so different from my first husband. I had no idea a marriage could be this fun—even after ten years.

“Lucky me. I’m on the downward slide, but my hot wife still wants me. I must be doing something right.”

“You’re only forty-nine, John. You’re not on the downward slide of anything.”

He snorts and gives me a lascivious look. “I’m not holding up nearly as well as you are, Carol.”

“You’re still sexy to me, honey,” I insist.

It’s true. Maybe he doesn’t hit the gym like I do, and he’s put on a couple of pounds, but I’m still crazy for him. John looks much better since he gave up the battle with his receding hair and started shaving his head a couple of years ago. And he’s got a great sense of style. Of course, I love his taste, he picked me!

“When’s the last time you had those glasses checked?”

I stick my tongue out at him and reach for my wine.

We finish dinner and my husband leads me out of the restaurant, toward the casino floor. I don’t know what’s next, so I just follow his lead. If he’s taking me to one of the shows, it’ll be a letdown after all this build-up, but I doubt that’s the plan. John asks if I want to head to one of the clubs attached to the resort. Weird. He’s not much of a dancer and he hates that kind of music. I thought maybe a rock cover band was playing in one of the resort’s clubs and that’s where John would want to go.

“Really?” I ask.

“Yeah. I’ve got the hottest girl in the casino on my arm. I want to show her off.”

“Right,” I say, drawing out the word. “You hate dancing.”

“Tonight isn’t about me, it’s about you. You got all dolled up. You deserve to be seen.”

Even though I’m confused by his behavior, I do eat it up. I’m not a conceited woman, but I look good tonight. I catch the men stealing glances as they pass by me. The attention from younger men really gets me going. I should be evolved and disgusted by the attention, but I secretly like it—and John knows it. That’s why he picked this dress.

The navy dress proves how well John knows me. It’s daring for my tastes, but not so daring I’d be uncomfortable in it all night. It’s certainly not something I’m used to wearing for just a night out. It’s a fit-and-flare cut that falls to about mid-thigh, showing off all the work I put into my legs. The halter clasps at the back of my neck and subtly shows cleavage beneath a lace panel running vertically up the front of the bodice, discreetly flashing skin from my navel to my neck, like the dress had been slit open. The back is not so discreet. Lace panels cut down over my shoulder blades from the neck to the skirt, leaving most of my back exposed. Knowing I’d be wearing this dress tonight was good motivation at the gym for the last couple of weeks. I can’t remember the last time I went out without a bra. It’s chilly on the casino floor, and I’m all too aware my nipples are poking through the dress.

The dance club in the resort is larger than I expected and crowded wall-to-wall with people. John takes my hand to lead me as we thread through the crowd. I know several of the guys who brush against me don’t need to, but I’m not in a mood to complain. I’ve had enough wine to put me in a good mood. John finds an open spot at the bar and pulls out a high-backed stool for me to sit on, which I do, hooking my heels into the bar toward its bottom. My husband stands behind me, moving his hands gently on my shoulders. The light massage feels nice.

After the bartender brings us our drinks, I half turn on the stool to talk to John and look around. The music is thumping, making it difficult to talk, so we mostly people-watch. I’m pleased it’s not an overly young crowd like a lot of clubs. I’m sure the casino resort caters to more people our age than kids. People-watching is fun, but I’m itching to dance. John, however, is in no rush. He seems extra nervous now as he gazes around the crowd. I’m about ready to go out and dance on my own when I hear a now-familiar voice.

“Hey, guys,” Conner says.

I perk up right away and I turn to find he’s not the only familiar face. Standing right here with him are his two buddies from the contracting crew. My smile spreads even wider.

“You didn’t mention these were the friends you’re here with,” I say.

“Conner told us he ran into you earlier. I was hoping it would happen again,” Noah says.

“Didn’t think to mention it,” Conner mumbles.

“Hey, Carol, John. Good to see you again,” Mateo chimes in.

I turn the stool away from the bar and there they are—standing right in front of me—my dream team. Noah bends down to give me a hug and a peck on the cheek. Mateo does the same. All three guys are eating me up with their eyes and I self-consciously smooth the short dress over my thighs. My gaze goes from one guy to the next, and I do a little visual feasting of my own.

The boys are each sexy in their own way. While Conner has that squared-away military thing going on, Noah has more of a chill vibe, like his main concerns in life are doing parkour and getting high. He mentioned he’s into parkour when he was working on our house, and I’ll confess I checked out some of his videos online. He’s not particularly tall, but he’s all lean muscle, and usually his Stacy hair is pulled back into a ponytail, but tonight it’s down. The way his hair frames his handsome face makes me melt. Noah has the clearest blue eyes I’ve ever seen on a man. When I meet them, it’s hard to look away. And finally, Mateo is the textbook definition of a Latin hunk. He’s just about six feet tall and while not as gym-defined as Conner, he just exudes strength and confidence. His thick black hair is close-cropped on the sides, long on top. He has dark, bedroom eyes that promise a good time. Those bedroom eyes are sweeping over me right now, giving me the chills.

“Carol told me she ran into Conner. I didn’t know you were all here,” John says over the din.

“Just a quick getaway. A guys’ weekend, that sort of thing,” Noah says.

“Conner said it’s your birthday, Carol. You’ve got to let us buy you a drink,” Mateo says. He maneuvers past his friends and squeezes in next to me at the bar, pressing against my bare leg. He rests an arm on the back of my stool as he raises a hand to get the bartender’s attention.

“Uh, okay, sure,” I agree.

“You guys having fun yet? Did you win big?” Mateo asks. Those bedroom eyes are completely focused on me, and I can’t keep the smile from my lips.

I think about my massage. That was a big win, although I’m feeling even luckier now. “I had a good afternoon. How about you guys?”

“Eh, you know how it is. Roulette is fickle. I’m hoping for better luck tonight,” Mateo replies. His fingertips graze my bare arm then return to rest there.

The bartender shows up and Mateo orders five Fireball shots. I balk, but he ignores my protests. The bartender pours them out and Mateo sits one in front of me before he distributes them to the others. I stare at the amber fluid-filled shot glass apprehensively.

“You know we’re not here celebrating my twenty-first birthday, right? I’m a little past shots,” I tell him.

“It’s all about how old you feel, Carol. Don’t you feel like having fun tonight?” Mateo asks.

“Yeah, it’s your birthday. Just cut loose,” Noah encourages.

“John?” I glance back at my husband. He’s sort of receded, while the guys have closed around me.

“Why not, babe? We’re here to have fun tonight, right?”

I remain apprehensive, but the peer pressure from three hot guys—and my husband—works. I raise my shot glass and all the guys toast against it.

“To Carol!” Mateo announces.

“To the birthday girl,” Conner says.

“May you have the night of your life!” Noah concludes.

We all throw the liquor back and it burns going down. It’s been a long time since I did crazy shots and my mouth hangs open, sucking air. But then the warmth spreads through my chest and I smile. That’s the fun part.

“Why aren’t you guys dancing?” Noah asks.

“It’s not really my thing,” John concedes.

“You’ve got a babe like this, you can’t spend the night at the bar, man,” Noah says. “Do you mind if I take her for a spin?”

“Uh, no. Of course not. Carol loves to dance. Go on, if you want to, babe.”

I practically leap out of the chair, bumping right into Mateo. His hand instinctively goes to my hip, and it feels nice there. I hope John doesn’t feel bad that I’m so eager.

“I’m game,” I say.

“Let’s go, birthday girl.”

Noah reaches past Mateo and takes my hand, pulling me behind him onto the packed dance floor. We find a little spot to call our own, but the lack of space forces me against Noah as we move. I don’t mind. It’s Latin night at the club. I have no familiarity with the music, but it has a driving beat that’s easy to find and I start gyrating to it. Noah puts his hands on my hips, our bodies move together, and I don’t think about anything but how nice it feels to be so close to him.

It’s been so long since I was on the dance floor with a man who genuinely likes to be out there that I’ve almost forgotten what it’s like. John has many fine qualities, but dancing is not one of them. When he does venture onto the dance floor—which is only under protest—his move is to sort of sway his upper body and tap one foot, while the other stays planted. The only thing that makes it even resemble dancing is that I move around him and rub my body against his. He likes that part, and it’s the only reason I can get him on the dance floor at all.

Dancing with Noah is a wholly different experience. I wonder if doing parkour makes his moves so fluid. I guess doing somersault leaps from the top of one building to another would have to. His hands rest easy on my hips and our bodies move together naturally like we’re in the same groove. It’s also different because I can feel how solid Noah is under his black shirt and when I touch his arms they feel like corded steel. I appreciate the muscled look of a guy like Conner for sure, but I truly love the subtle strength I feel in a guy like Noah. I’m wearing four-inch heels, so I’m nearly as tall as he is.

The song switches to something with a more sensual groove and Noah’s hands move to the small of my back. There’s no fabric between us there and his touch is scorching. I try telling myself the only reason I’m enjoying it this much is because of that shot we just did, but that’s not entirely true. I’m glowing under Noah’s attention.

“John’s crazy for not coming out here with you,” Noah says. His lips are close to my ear so I can hear him over the music. His breath on my neck makes me shiver.

I give a little laugh. “He dances with me sometimes. But his idea of dancing is just to stand still while I rub against him.”

“That would work for me.”

“Really?”

“It’s kind of working for me right now, Carol.”

“Oh, stop it.” I feel the heat rising to my face.

“Can’t you tell?” Noah asks, smiling broadly.

Noah pulls me tighter against him and I feel his rock-hard bulge grind on me. I barely stifle my gasp. Moving my body against his feels more scandalous now. I glance over my shoulder but cannot see my husband or the others through the crowd. It’s just me and Noah, isolated in a sea of people. We could do anything out here, and John would never see it. My mind shouldn’t be going there, and I blame the shot I did before hitting the dance floor. I should pull back from Noah, but instead, I’m grinding him harder.

“You know I’m a married woman,” I tell him.

“I don’t mind if you don’t.”

“Noah…”

I’m cut off when he kisses me. He just leans in and does it. I’m not too far gone, so I don’t respond—at first. But our bodies are still moving together, and he has delicious lips, and before I know it, I’m responding the way you’re supposed to kiss. His hand is planted firmly on my back, holding me in place, but he doesn’t need it. My arms tighten around him. I kiss him shamelessly, with my husband somewhere off in the distance. Noah has nice, soft lips, and the longer I kiss him, the more I want to. When we stop, I’m not sure why we do. I stare up at him, biting my bottom lip.

“Damn, Carol, you have the bluest eyes I’ve ever seen. I think your glasses make them even sexier, somehow. A guy could get lost in those eyes.”

“Noah…”

“I know, you’re married, but you didn’t kiss me like you were married.”

Before I can explain myself, Mateo materializes out of nowhere, placing a hand on my back just above Noah’s. He lightly massages my bare skin. I hope he doesn’t notice how flushed I am.

“You’re not going to keep Carol to yourself all night, are you, bro?” Mateo asks.

“I guess it’s only fair to share. Did John send you out here?” Noah replies.

“He didn’t send me, but he’s cool.”

“Go for it,” Noah says.

The guys clasp hands and Noah exits, Mateo taking his place. Neither guy asked what I wanted. Mateo just pulls me to him, and we start moving together. I hold onto his shoulders and go with it, enjoying the attention of a second sexy younger man. It’s crazy, but I like that they didn’t ask. If the boys want to pass me off to one another, I’m good with that. He’s an even better dancer than his friend, with moves that feel inherently sexual. Mateo fixes me with those dark bedroom eyes, and I can’t help myself—my head fills with dirty thoughts. I begin to think that John had better not leave me alone with these guys for too long. If Mateo tries to kiss me, I know I won’t resist him. I feel guilty about it, but I know I won’t resist him.

Mateo doesn’t kiss me, but by the time we leave the dance floor, I wish he had. My heart is pounding and I’m glistening with a fine sheen of sweat. Dancing with Mateo has me more aroused than any foreplay I’ve ever experienced. He leads me back toward the bar with a possessive arm at my waist. When I spot John, I guiltily move away from Mateo, but I know my husband saw us like that.

Funny how I’m more concerned John might see me close to Mateo than I am that Noah told him we kissed. Noah, John, and Conner are hanging out at the bar and I wonder what exactly they are talking about. John doesn’t look angry, so Noah must have shown some discretion. He still could have whispered something to Conner. Is Conner looking at me differently? I need to stop being so paranoid. I’m desperately parched and ready to beg for water.

Water comes, but so does another round of shots. John is sitting at the bar now, and I stand between his legs, his arm around my waist. Noah holds out a shot glass to me and I shake my head.

“You’ve got to be kidding. I only did the first one under protest,” I complain.

“We’re celebrating your birthday, and we can’t celebrate without the birthday girl,” Noah pressures.

I give him a look, but I see he’s not backing down. I look over my shoulder at John, but he’s no help. I think he wants to see me get drunk. Well, I think, if I make a fool of myself, he only has himself to blame.

“I guess I’m only turning forty once!” I announce, raising the shot glass.

“That’s the spirit!” Conner says.

The boys chink their shot glasses against mine and we all down the Fireball. The liquor doesn’t burn as much as the first time I swallowed it but getting used to it isn’t a good sign. It means I’m getting drunker. I swap the empty shot glass for the glass of water and nearly drain it. John sweeps my hair to the side and kisses my cheek.

“Are you having fun?” he asks. It’s so loud in the club, only I can hear him.

“Yeah, the boys are good dancers.”

“Probably way better than I am.”

I smirk and reply, “Ya think? They actually dance.”

“I dance!”

“You stand there and let me rub against you.”

“Heh heh. That’s dancing to me. I bet the boys are enjoying that as much as I do.”

I feign outrage. “What makes you think I’m the kind of woman who’d go rubbing up on a bunch of strange men? I am a married woman.” I’m a married woman seems to be my refrain of the evening.

“With a couple of shots in you…I know you’re that kind of woman. But don’t worry, hon. I want you to have fun tonight.”

“But not too much fun,” I point out.

John deliberately closes his mouth and remains silent.

“Ready to go back out there and get your freak on?” Noah asks.

My husband has no objections, so I let the boys pull me back onto the dance floor. Even Conner joins us this time, although he’s not the dancer his friends are.

The boys form three points of a triangle surrounding me, taking turns coming in closer to grind against me. The shots have me nice and loose, and I love the attention. My pulse is pounding and it’s not just because of all the physical activity. They touch me, hands grazing me here, grazing me there, and all I can think about is how amazing their touches feel. It gets hotter when Noah and Mateo squeeze me between them. Conner is the odd man out, but I don’t think about that as I have a handsome young stud grinding against me from in front and behind.

Their hands almost touch as they both hold my hips and work their bodies against mine. My hands rest on Noah’s chest in front of me, and I want to reach back and grab Mateo too. But Noah demands my full attention when he kisses me again. I slide my hands up his chest and hold his face, giving myself to his kiss.

I’m so distracted by kissing Noah that it takes me a moment to notice Mateo’s hands roaming my body. His curious hands travel from my hips upward to lightly cup my breasts. He squeezes them and I absolutely notice then. I half-heartedly take my hands from Noah’s face and move Mateo’s hands back down—and they go right to my butt. I let him because it’s not as dangerous if he squeezes me there. I kinda hope he likes what he feels. I put a lot of hard work into keeping the jiggle in my butt to a minimum. It doesn’t feel as naughty to let him touch me there; a distinction that sounds silly when I’m kissing Noah. But Mateo is not content simply to grab my ass.

Mateo sweeps my honey blonde hair to the side and his lips are on my neck. I shudder and moan into the kiss I’m sharing with Noah. I don’t know how, but we’re still moving our bodies with the music, which makes it all so much hotter. I’m tingling from my head to my toes, but I’m suddenly worried about making a spectacle. I finally separate from Noah’s kiss, but before I can even catch my breath, the boys are turning me between them. Mateo smiles knowingly before he kisses me too.

I’m all Mateo’s for what feels like an eternity. He pulls me fully into his arms and caresses my bare back. He kneads my ass and runs his fingers through my hair. There’s fire in Mateo’s kiss and I match his passion. What must it look like to the people around us, seeing this middle-aged woman being passed between two younger hunks?

I get the feeling Mateo wants me all to himself, but then there are other hands on me again, I assume they’re Noah’s. Noah caresses me too, creating enough daylight between me and Mateo that he can grope my breasts while grinding his bulge into my ass. I’m slower to move Noah’s hands away, as I’m so absorbed in Mateo’s soul kiss. I’m a shameless hussy and I love every second of it!

“Happy birthday,” Mateo murmurs, pecking my forehead after our kiss breaks.

I just stare up at him, speechless. My glasses are steamed, but I can still make out his smirk. I’m ready to kiss him again, but a hand on my waist distracts me. It’s Conner. His friends were so forward, I forgot he was even with us. I lick my lips and find my voice. “Are you going to kiss me too?” I ask.

Conner has the grace to look embarrassed by my question, but I see the eagerness in his eyes. He’s just not like his friends. I don’t think he’s the type to just grab a married woman and have his way with her.

“Do you want me to, Carol?” he asks.

I answer him with a kiss. He’s so tall I need to pull him down to me, but Conner is happy to oblige. His kiss is sweet. Don’t get me wrong, there’s still the promise of dirty things in the dark from him, but Conner’s kiss is different from his friends’. I feel like they would fuck me right there on the dance floor. Conner would at least take me somewhere more private. Our kiss is brief, and he suggests, “Maybe we should get back. John’s got to be wondering what we’re up to.”

Funny how my husband hadn’t been on my mind at all. He did tell me to have fun, after all. He probably didn’t mean that to include making out with three different guys at once. I feel a pang of guilt and nod my agreement.

“Yeah, we don’t want him to come looking for us,” I agree.

The other guys don’t seem concerned at all.

John is waiting for us at the bar, and I sweep right into his arms. He kisses me, and my guilt deepens. Can he taste the adultery on my lips? I pull back, but he kisses me again. I’m so worked up from my shenanigans on the dance floor that I can’t help responding to my husband’s kiss, sweeping my tongue against his and plastering my body to him. Maybe I’m trying to prove something to the guys watching us—and to myself.

“You seem to be having a good time,” John says when we separate.

“It’s been fun so far,” I reply, taking my water from the bar. I drain the glass and need more. All the attention I’ve received is mixing with the alcohol in me like rocket fuel. I’m totally wired, and I don’t know if I’m prepared for what might happen next. The night seems to be getting wilder and wilder.

“I guess it’s lucky we ran into the guys, isn’t it?”

“Yeah…”

I stop midsentence. There’s just something odd about the way John said that, about the look on his face. My antennae are up, and I can’t help feeling my husband is up to something. It really is strange—an incredible coincidence—that we ran into the guys. Even accepting the coincidence of them being here, the resort is crowded. It’s more likely they could have been here and we’d never have seen them. I ran into Conner once, and then all of them a second time. Was it truly accidental? I don’t know why it didn’t occur to me before.

“What else are you guys up to tonight?” Noah asks.

“John has some big surprises for me, supposedly,” I answer. Three surprises, I remember.

“Gonna take Carol back up to your room then?” Mateo asks, practically leering at me.

I turn to my husband. “What is this surprise, anyway?” I check my watch. “It’s getting late. Don’t you think you should spring it on me?”

John works hard to maintain a blank face. “Why don’t you guys join us for a nightcap? We have a whole suite upstairs!”

For a heartbeat I’m floored John would invite the guys upstairs rather than have me all to himself, but then it finally all clicks together. I think I know where this is going, but I just can’t believe it. That can’t be my surprise, can it?

I try to stare John down, but he gives nothing away. I turn to the boys, eyeing them one at a time. Noah and Mateo look very pleased with themselves. Only Conner can’t look me in the eye. It’s Noah who answers my husband.

“That would be great. What do you think, Carol?” Noah asks.

“Why not? We’re all having fun.” I turn to John. “Aren’t we?”

“Yeah, we are. Let’s take this party upstairs,” John agrees.


five


We must show the keycard to our suite for access to the hotel tower elevators and I feel self-conscious being a single woman surrounded by four men, as if the security guard knows what we’re up to. But I don’t even know what we’re doing. I have a guess—an insane, wildly improbable guess—but I’m having trouble believing it could be true. I can’t believe my husband would set something like this up. I can’t believe he’d even be okay with my doing this. I also have issues with thinking he would set up something like this without consulting me first. It’s one thing to share a fantasy in the bedroom—in the heat of passion—it’s another to arrange for something so outrageous without even asking first. What would they all do if I freaked out and ran from the room? But I haven’t freaked out yet. If anything, I’m having way too much fun so far and that’s scary.

Our group is mostly quiet in the elevator as the compact space is filled with an atmosphere of tension and anticipation. What if the guys are feeling like I am, like they can’t believe this might happen? John fumbles with slipping the keycard into the slot and has to use both hands. We all file into the suite.

“Can I get you guys a drink?” John asks.

“That would be great,” Conner replies.

My husband starts toward the bar, but I grab his arm and drag him toward the bedroom, telling the guys, “We’ll be right back.” I close the doors behind us and face John down even though he towers over me—even in my heels. Almost everyone towers over me.

“Is this what I think it is?”

“What do you think it is?” John shifts nervously from foot to foot. He’s not normally the nervous type.

“I think you’re setting me up with those guys.”

“Setting you up?”

“Do you want me to fuck them?” I hike my thumb back toward the door.

“Do you want to fuck them?”

“John, stop jerking me around. You set me up. This is your surprise, isn’t it?”

“Keep your voice down. You don’t want them to hear.”

I glare at him.

“I thought this is something you wanted.”

“You think I want to be gangbanged?”

“That makes it sound so harsh. Is three a gangbang? Come on, Carol, you remember those fantasies in our bedroom. When we talked about these guys, you got crazy.”

He has me there, but… “That was a fantasy, in our bedroom. Why didn’t you talk to me before just springing it on me?”

“I wanted it to be a surprise. And I didn’t want you to talk yourself out of it. Just go for it, Carol. You know it will be incredible.”

“And you’re okay with me doing this? You’re not jealous?”

“Have I ever been the jealous type?”

“This is different, John, and you know it. What are you going to do, just sit out there while the guys take me into the bedroom?”

John looks sheepish. “Well… I’d like to watch if you don’t mind.”

That shuts me up. I wouldn’t have guessed he’d go there. “That’s something you’re into?”

“I don’t know. It’s hot when I think about it, so I should try it while I have the chance. But only if you want me there.”

“Yeah, you can be there.” I don’t know if I can do it without my husband there.

The words come out of my mouth and I realize I’ve just admitted that I want to do this. I hadn’t meant to do that. I want to think about it more, but isn’t that only because I think I should? I have to consider that all the alcohol I’ve consumed is clouding my judgment, but I really do want this—I think. Can I do such a thing? What would that make me—besides a very happy woman? It’s not cheating—my husband set me up for it—but it’s not exactly holding to my vows either. I stare down at the diamond and wedding bands on my finger. I never pictured being in a position like this back when John slipped those onto my finger. I thought I would be his—and his alone—forever. And now there are three guys standing in the other room who want to have sex with me—and I think I want it too.

“And they want to do this?” I ask.

“They seem into it to me, but you can go ask them if you like.”

“Shut up!”

“Don’t feel like you have to do this because everyone is here. I only want it to happen if you want it to. Was I crazy to set this up, Carol?”

I pace in front of the doors, literally wringing my hands. I’m almost forty years old and I’m still afraid just to take what I want. I’m afraid of what people might think if they find out. But it was trying to be who everyone expected that had led me into my first, insufferably boring, marriage. It’s supposed to be different with John, and it has been. He’s given me the freedom to be who I want to be, and in the strangest way possible, he’s giving me the chance to do it again right now.

I don’t answer my husband, I just turn and open the doors to the sitting room. The guys all turn expectantly. I’ve never been more nervous, but I paste on a confident smile.

“So, you’re all here for me?”

“We are,” Noah says.

“But whatever happens is up to you,” Mateo adds.

“John made that very clear to us. This is all about you. It can be whatever you want it to be,” Conner says.

I strut over to the bar, putting an extra wiggle in my hips, and the guys’ eyes all track me. I’ve never felt sexier. I open the tequila and take a long pull from the bottle. “How does this sort of thing work?”

Mateo laughs. “It’s not like we’ve ever done this sort of thing before. We’re not a sex team. We hoped you could tell us what you want.”

“I’m a little overwhelmed here. I don’t even know where to begin,” I tell them, taking another slug of tequila. I wince, but the burn feels good. It makes me feel invincible.

Noah comes to me, hand at my waist, the other taking the bottle from my hand. He guides me to the middle of the room. Mateo comes closer, but Conner hangs back again. Noah nuzzles in my hair, lightly kisses my cheek. It feels wonderful and I close my eyes.

“How do you want it, Carol? Do you want us all at once, or one at a time?”

The words come effortlessly to my lips. I’m operating on pure instinct now.

“I want you all…I want you all to take me.”

“If that’s what you want…” Noah whispers. His lips are so soft on my cheek.

“Don’t ask me anymore. Don’t talk anymore. Just do it. Just take me. I want to do what you want. I want to be controlled.”

Noah grabs the back of my neck and kisses me powerfully. He invades my mouth and I battle back against him, giving him my passion. Other hands are on my body, caressing and exploring. Noah still holds me in the kiss and strokes my cheek, giving his friend free rein to touch me. I don’t even bother trying to figure out whether it’s Mateo or Conner. Does it matter? Someone’s hands knead my butt, inching up my dress. My skimpy black panties don’t cover much. I deliberately didn’t wear a thong as my husband doesn’t favor them, but it turns out I wasn’t dressing for John, was I? My cheeks are playfully slapped, and I jump, pressing my sex harder into Noah.

I’m being turned, and I learn it was Mateo touching me, right before he takes over kissing me. Now I do wonder what Conner is doing. He hasn’t participated much this evening. Mateo kisses me like he wants to consume me, and I feel he’s more of a seducer than Noah, who seems to want to dominate. The guys’ differing styles make giving myself to them even more exciting.

While Mateo kisses me and enjoys my ass, Noah—it must be—sweeps my hair aside and starts kissing my shoulders, giving me chills. He finds the button holding the halter collar closed and opens it and pulls at the top of my dress, which is held in place by Mateo’s body. Mateo gets the hint and peels himself away long enough for Noah to undress me. The dress falls to my waist and my bare breasts are briefly exposed to the guys. My diamond pendant necklace, my 5th anniversary gift from John, twinkles in the light. A girl loves diamonds, but three hot guys are a pretty good gift too. Noah works the zipper on the low part of my dress and it cascades from my hips. I’m left nude but for my panties and heels.

They let me keep my panties, but Noah presses into my back so I’m sandwiched between the guys. I feel both their hard-ons grinding into me. Mateo kisses me and Noah’s lips and hands roam. I have trouble keeping track of who is doing what, but it’s all wonderful. With four hands on me, it feels like every inch of me is being caressed at the same time. Mateo makes enough space to massage my breasts, while Noah holds me against him, his bulge pressing into the small of my back. His hand snakes around and he touches me through my panties. He finds my panties damp when he rubs me.

I’m weak in the knees from all their attention and I push away from Mateo. Noah keeps me against him and keeps touching me. I look forward at Mateo with lust-hooded eyes, my lips parted as I pant. I feel like someone should have put on some music. The room is so quiet I can hear my heart pounding in my ears, and my own breathing. I look over to Conner, who seems to be waiting for an opening, and then to my husband, who’s watching with a shocked expression. I hope it’s good-shocked. I’m on display for all my men, and Noah is teasing me like I’m his plaything. I like being a plaything

“Having fun yet?” Noah asks, nibbling on my neck.

I nod and breathe, “Yeah. You’re driving me crazy.”

“We haven’t even started,” Noah replies, chuckling.

“Let’s take this into the bedroom,” Mateo suggests.

“Good idea. Looks like there’s a nice big bed in there,” Noah says.

Noah releases me, and I stagger for a moment. Everyone stares at me, and I realize they’re waiting for me to do something. I straighten my spine, pushing my boobs forward, and walk confidently into the bedroom, the four men following me like eager puppies. The bedroom is wide rather than long, with a padded bench at the foot and a TV mounted on the wall to the right. To my left is the master bathroom and to my right is a floor-to-ceiling window looking out at the dark mountains. The men fan out to my sides, with John taking a chair in the corner.

Conner is standing by the window and that’s where I go first. I want him to know he’s as much a part of this as the others. If he doesn’t get more aggressive, he’s going to be left behind. I smile up at him and pull him into a kiss. Conner’s arms go around me, his hands settling on my ass. His grip is strong, and he almost lifts me out of my heels. His kiss is earnest and sweet. It feels like the way he’d kiss his girlfriend. It’s a nice change-up from the other guys, but it rocks me a little. Emotion can’t be a part of this. I feel like the others just see me as a sexual conquest, but maybe Conner has a crush. I hope seeing his friends screw my brains out will break him out of that.

I pull at his shirt, hoping to show him I’m eager for him. Conner whips his shirt over his head and then I’m kissing his broad, muscular chest. He’s got the kind of body women my age dream about, hard, smooth, and nearly hairless. I feel him trembling as I kiss his chest, and as I flick my tongue over his nipple he moans softly. His fingers dig painfully into my butt, and I lick again.

“Carol…” Conner hisses.

I turn away from him to find Noah and Mateo have stripped nude. Their cocks stand out ahead of them, but Mateo is only at half-mast. I try not to take it personally. It’s got to be a little weird to get hard in a roomful of guys. Still, Mateo is impressive even partially erect. I’m unsure how I’ll handle that when he’s hard. Noah has a nice cock too, long, but not as thick as his friend’s. He’s fully shaved, not just trimmed like Mateo. It looks a little strange, I must admit. I smile and take one of them in each hand. I stare at Mateo’s cock in my left hand. My wedding ring stares back at me accusingly. Both of my married hands are filled with cocks, and neither of them belong to my husband.

“Are these for me?” I ask, lightly tugging them. Both guys groan.

“What do you want to do with them?” Mateo wants to know.

“I’ve never had more than one at a time to play with. I’m not sure.” I smile coyly.

“Let me help you decide,” Noah says.

Noah uses a hand on my shoulder to sit me on the bench at the foot of the bed. The bench is low, bringing their pricks to the perfect height for me. I still don’t have a plan, so I go on instinct. I continue stroking them, but then I lean into Noah and start kissing and licking his cock. He’s taken the lead, so I’m naturally drawn to him first. He groans as my tongue traces up and down his length. He tastes clean and fresh, which I appreciate. Playing with a shaved cock and balls is a new experience for me, but I think I like it. I can run my tongue all over him without anything getting in my way.

It’s a good thing I’ve always been an excellent multitasker because playing with two cocks at once is a challenge. When I go down on my husband, I use both hands with my mouth. I try to give Noah my full attention while remembering to stroke Mateo. Once I’ve tasted every inch of Noah, I pull him in my mouth. He’s a solid mouthful and I take him deep while sucking hard. I swear I can feel him growing in my mouth.

“That’s really fucking good, Carol. Damn,” Noah coos, stroking my hair.

I give Noah a nice sample of what’s to come and then turn to Mateo, only to find a surprise. Standing nude beside his friends is Conner. My eyes widen. He’s the biggest of them all. A heavy, thick piece of meat hangs between his legs, and I don’t know if I can even fit it in my mouth. I reach for him, and my fingers won’t even close around him. He twitches when I start jerking him and he grows in my hand. I still stroke Mateo, but he wants a turn with my mouth, and he guides it to his cock.

I feel like a porn queen. Mateo holds his dick and feeds it to me because my hands are busy with his friends. I eagerly lick and kiss him, just like I did for Noah, but Mateo presses me lower. I suck his heavy, dark balls, slurping as they slip from my mouth. Mateo groans and keeps my face down there, his cock laying on my cheek. Mateo has a musky taste that I like. My tongue darts to his taint and his body jerks. I’m deep in there, my face buried between his thighs, until Mateo draws me back to put his cock back in my mouth. With my hands busy, it’s up to him to control the pace. My lips stretch around his girth, but he’s not too rough as he feeds me his cock.

“Look up at me, baby. So beautiful. That’s it, Carol, suck it like that,” Mateo encourages, smoothing my hair back from my face.

I open my eyes to find my glasses are totally smudged now. He’s blurry when I look up at him, but I can still see the lust on his face, and it makes me glow. I want to please him and try to take him deeper, my slurping growing louder. When he pulls his cock from my mouth, saliva drips from it and I’m left panting.

“You’re really into sucking cock, aren’t you, babe?” Mateo asks.

I smile as I shift a hand to him. For the moment, Noah is the odd man out. “I aim to please.”

“It’s about pleasing you tonight, babe. But first, give Conner a taste,” Mateo says.

“My pleasure,” I reply, licking my lips.

Conner is not quite as trimmed as Mateo, but he’s clean down there. I grip him tightly and precum drips from his tip. He’s hard from my handjob, no longer too shy in front of his friends. I give him a good licking and he trembles. I kiss his heavy balls briefly, but I’m excited for the main course. I want to know how much of his fat cock I can take into my mouth. I don’t know that I’ve ever been with a man so big. I open my mouth wide, and I can still barely fit him in there. I take a deep breath and stretch wider. Conner’s hand goes to the back of my head and pushes. I’m sure he’s used to girls having to work to take his cock.

“Damn, dude. I had no idea you were packing that. But look at her go! Carol fucking wants that hog,” Noah says.

I start to choke, and Conner backs off. I have to pace myself to breathe with that thing in my mouth. I move my hand to Noah, giving Conner complete control. He’s gentle, and I’m thankful. I couldn’t take him if he wasn’t. Maybe only half his length is in my mouth, but I do my best to pleasure him. I can only imagine what my husband is thinking watching this. A giant cock in my mouth, while I jerk off two others. Will he ever look at me the same again? With three naked men crowded in front of me, I can’t look at John to check in.

We go that way for a while. It feels endless. I suck one of them, then move to the next. It’s easy to jerk them off when they’re wet from my mouth. The guys get more aggressive with me, especially Noah. He holds my head and fucks my mouth, barely backing off when I gag. He doesn’t seem to care if I can breathe. He likes it when I gag on his cock, I can tell. I like being manhandled more than I should. I think of all those years of lackluster sex with my ex, and it makes being used like this feel so much sexier.

“Yeah, Carol, yeah. Take that cock. Show us you love it. You love that cock, honey, I know you do,” Noah moans. “Fuck, honey, take it deep. Take it like that…oh yeah…oh yeah…”

Noah is the only one to come from a blowjob. His cock is buried in my throat when he starts twitching and his cum shoots down my throat. He pulls back when I choke hard, and he’s still blasting when his tip clears my lips. He pulls my head back by my hair and I stare up at him through smudged glasses as he paints my face, streaks of cum washing over my cheeks and across my glasses.

“You’re hot as shit, Carol. You’re fucking incredible, honey,” Noah sighs. His cock smacks my cheek, still half-hard.

“You could give a girl a warning next time,” I tell him, smiling.

He chuckles. “I didn’t think you’d mind.”

“I didn’t say I did. It’s a long time since I had a facial. I forgot how sexy it feels.”

“Damn, honey.” Noah looks like he wants to throw me down on the bed and fuck me, but he’s going to have to get it hard again first.

Mateo picks me up and lays me on the bed, whispering a constant stream of seductive words as he positions me and kisses my neck and shoulders. He avoids my jizz-coated face. Hearing a hot young guy like Mateo telling me how sexy and beautiful and amazing I am does a number on me. I’d be putty in his hands even if he weren’t touching me—but he is, and it’s marvelous. He is so good with his hands. Mateo lays on the bed beside me, touching and kissing. His cock is hot where it touches my leg. He worships my breasts, sculpting them like they are works of art, and when he teases my tingling nipples, I twist toward him, moaning his name. I run my fingers through his hair while his tongue attacks my nipples, making me want to scream.

I know we’re being watched by the others, and I don’t care. I hope they’re jealous and dying for their turn. Mateo keeps sliding down my body, his lips soft on my belly. My panties are whisked away by someone. He goes lower still, lifting my legs over his shoulders. He delicately spreads me open and when his lips brush mine, I cry out.

“Yes…” I hiss, raking my nails through his hair. I dig my heels into the soft mattress and push myself at him.

“I knew a sexy woman like you would be shaved,” Mateo says, grinning up from between my thighs.

“It’s a special night,” I moan.

“Yes, it is,” he agrees.

“You just keep getting hotter, Carol,” Noah chimes in.

Mateo’s tongue dances inside me and flickers over my clit like a candle flame. I was already so aroused by the boys that Mateo gets me close to coming very quickly—embarrassingly quickly. I’m soaked, and I can hear the soft, wet sucking sounds of my pussy being licked over my own labored breathing. I hear voices murmuring in the background, but I don’t care what they’re saying about me. I only care about Mateo’s mouth on my pussy.

My glasses are lifted from my face and my eyes flutter open. Conner is there, kneeling beside us on the bed. He has a warm washcloth, and he wipes Noah’s cum from my face. It’s a sweet moment in the middle of a hot, dirty night. Once he’s cleaned me, he leans down and kisses me tenderly, respectfully. I love his earnest kisses and how it feels when he lovingly strokes my cheek.

The kiss is broken when I tear my mouth from Conner’s to wail. Mateo has me coming and the pleasure flowing though my body is so intense. I buck my hips at him, and he holds me fast, his tongue working my clit.

“Oh…my…god…mmmm…” I cry, arching my hips off the bed.

“That’s it beautiful, come for me, show me your passion, Carol,” Mateo purrs, smiling up from between my thighs. Two fingers are buried in my wet cunt, massaging my G-spot and extending my pleasure.

The room isn’t quiet any longer. I can’t stop moaning as Mateo worships my pussy. Conner lowers his lips to my breasts, hungrily sucking my nipples, kicking my pleasure into the next gear. I’m on fire from the guys’ attention. I feel myself losing control. I know I’ll let the guys do whatever they want with me.

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you, honey?” It’s Noah.

He’s kneeling on my other side, his cock near my face. He strokes my hair while smiling down at me. I nod and stare back at him helplessly.

“We’re gonna fuck you silly tonight. John told us everything you like, Carol. We’re going to take good care of you.”

Noah produces a blindfold from behind his back. It’s from the bedroom toy bag John had brought. I’d left it out for when we came back to the room. I never anticipated we’d be coming back with company.

“This looks fun to play with,” Noah says.

“Wait…I don’t know…” I moan.

Noah’s cock brushes my cheek when he leans over me. I like it when John blindfolds me and we play fantasy games, but I don’t know about using it with the guys, though. It feels dangerous, and that both thrills and frightens me. Noah slips the blindfold over my eyes, plunging me into darkness. Now I’m really scared.

“Noah…please…”

Even I know my moaning protest sounds like encouragement, and maybe it is. I can’t fully understand everything I’m feeling in that moment. But before I can say any more, I feel a cock—I’m sure it’s Noah’s—dragging across my face, draping over my cheek and nose. I instinctively open my mouth and he slips it right in. I can’t protest anything now. I am truly at their mercy. My fear morphs into excitement. I almost climax a second time.

Mateo bends my legs back further, and it’s feeling crowded on the bed. The guys are all right on top of me. Noah feeds me his cock, Conner’s on my other side teasing my breasts, and Mateo’s tongue is taking long sweeps downward to the forbidden zone. It feels weird to have him licking down there. He must be confused—or maybe he’s just teasing me. I want his tongue back on my clit. His tongue slides lower, and he spreads my cheeks.

I cry out, but it’s muffled by my mouthful of cock. I swear when Noah feels my exclamation he pushes even deeper into my mouth, hitting the back of my throat. I can’t think about that. I am totally focused on Mateo’s tongue rimming my asshole. It feels so strange. It’s so different to be licked there. It’s so sensitive and Mateo knows just how to use his tongue to stir all those dormant nerve endings.

John would never go there, and I’d never ask him to. I’m embarrassed that Mateo is even back there, but as his tongue explores and presses, the strange tingling turns into intense, glowing pleasure. I can’t really describe it, but it makes me shake and twitch. And then his tongue pushes past my sphincter and I’m screaming around Noah’s cock.

I’m not an anal virgin. My ex would never consider it, but it was something I’d always been curious about. I’d read it could hurt and I’d read it could be amazing. I told John early on that I was curious, and he was happy to indulge me. He loves my ass and jumped at the chance to play with it. It did hurt at first when we first experimented, but once we got into the swing of things I learned to enjoy it. John put anal beads back there and pulled them out while we fucked. I came so hard! But anal takes planning, and over time we moved away from it. Having Mateo rim my ass brings all those forbidden cravings back.

Someone fingers me—I have no idea who—and his thumb on my clit takes me there once more. Three guys, six hands, two mouths, one cock. It’s too much attention for me. I twist away from Noah’s cock, freeing my mouth, and I howl, my second orgasm shattering my mind. I’m bucking on the bed, out of control, and the guys just keep working me. My orgasm seems to go on and on, and I swear I’ll never stop coming.

“Look at her, she’s out of her mind. She can’t get enough,” Noah says.

“She’s an incredible woman. You’re amazing, Carol,” Mateo says.

“God…” I gasp. I’m drunk on lust. One of them needs to fuck me.
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I get a short break while the guys discuss how to use me next. I could pull the blindfold off during this break, but it’s more exciting to leave it in place. I want to try and guess who is doing what to me. I jump when I’m touched again. I’m being kissed and I’m pretty sure it’s Mateo. His breath carries the antiseptic sting of vodka. He pulls me across the bed by my legs, and it feels like my butt is about to fall off the edge. My legs are lifted straight up and spread. A nice, thick cock spears me. I’m only sure it’s not Conner’s. I’m still afraid of that one.

“Oooo…god…” I moan as Noah or Mateo slides into me.

It’s not all about size, but my mystery lover is bigger than my husband, and he opens me up more than I’ve felt in years. I’m soaked, so he easily takes me regardless of his girth. My pussy clings to his thick piece of meat and grasps at it, my muscles trying to keep him inside me. He pulses inside me and he’s working his hips like a maestro, not just pounding away. This kid, I think I know which one, really knows how to fuck. When he pulls back, I raise my hips from the bed, pushing myself at him. I don’t care how wanton it looks. I want him back inside me. His grip tightens on my thighs, and he plunges back in. I cry out.

“Oh damn…” Mateo groans, confirming my guess. “John man, you’re a lucky sonofabitch.”

“Carol’s a keeper,” my husband says. It’s the first I’ve heard his voice since all this started. I’m dying to know what he’s feeling. I bet he’s as overwhelmed as I am. I just hope he still thinks this was a good idea. He doesn’t sound upset, so that’s good, right?

“Fucking right, bro,” Noah says. It sounds like his voice is coming from above me on the bed. “Your wife is fucking hot.”

I clutch at the sheets and lift myself back at Mateo with every wonderful thrust. He’s showing both his power and control, and it’s driving me mad. I want to throw him onto the bed and ride him hard. But Mateo is in charge, and—for the moment—I belong to him. He can use me however he wants.

The bed shifts above me and a cock is pressed to my lips again, balls dragging on my cheek. I open wide and suck him in like the whore I am tonight. I find it very easy to play the whore for these sexy guys. Noah plugs his cock deep, pushing against the back of my throat and I’m already getting better at taking it without choking.

“You’ve got the best fucking mouth I’ve ever had, honey. This is why I love fucking MILFs. They know what they’re doing. Oh fuck!”

I’m a professional, accomplished woman, and yet I love being reduced to just being a MILF. I love knowing these young men see me that way and want me. I suck Noah harder and squeeze Mateo tighter in my cunt.

“Try this out, bro. It was in their bag of tricks with the blindfold,” Noah says.

“I love how kinky you are, Carol. You’re a fun chick, aren’t you?” Mateo says.

“Are you going to get in on this, bro?” Noah asks. I assume he means Conner. Maybe Conner is hanging back and watching with John. I don’t want Conner to just watch.

The bed shifts to my left and I blindly reach out until my hand closes around Conner’s giant cock. I stroke it vigorously and the jangle of my charm bracelet joins the chorus with the wet sucking sounds from my mouth and pussy. The hands of two different men play with my breasts—Conner gentle like a lover, Noah aggressive and teasing.

“Here we go,” Mateo says.

The buzzing tells me Noah has taken one of the toys from our bag. There are a couple it could be. I’d be embarrassed about some virtual stranger rooting through my bag of sex toys if I wasn’t being plugged by two virtual strangers at the moment. Mateo takes the vibrator and presses it to my pussy, right where his cock is plunging into me. It vibrates right through the hood, down to my clit. I scream into my mouthful of cock, and I’d buck off the bed if the boys weren’t all anchoring me in place. I swear my brain short circuits. I climax so fast that it’s all scrambled. I choke on Noah’s cock, but he keeps plugging it into my mouth anyway and that only adds to my gleeful insanity. He’s truly using me. Mateo fucks me even harder and works the tip of the vibrator on my clit. It gets hard to breathe and I start to see stars. Strangely, that makes my orgasm even more intense. I feel like I’m floating on a cloud above my body.

Noah takes his cock from my mouth, and I cough violently, desperately sucking in air. He puts my hand on his wet cock, and I squeeze it. Mateo’s cock is still working my pussy, bouncing me on the bed. He grabs my ankles and holds my legs out at a wide V. He pounds so deep inside me that I feel like I’m going to split in two.

“Ohhh…god…ohmygod…yes…YES!”

I rip the blindfold away. I’ve had enough darkness. I want to see these sexy young men as they take me. Mateo stands beside the bed, holding my ankles. He’s staring down at me as he fucks me. Conner kneels to my left, his big cock jutting out. I still hold it, but I stopped actively jerking him off when I came. Noah sits back on his heels on the other side, smiling while he watches his friend use my pussy.

My eyes search the room and I find John. He’s sitting in a chair in the corner, watching the action. He’s not nude—and I don’t have my glasses—so it takes a moment to realize his pants are down and he’s rubbing his cock. Knowing my husband is enjoying seeing me used like this is like a jolt of electricity through my body. I never thought of myself as an exhibitionist—not even remotely—but knowing John is watching makes all this so much hotter for me. John and I lock eyes for a moment. He looks guilty like I caught him doing something wrong. It’s funny since I’m the one handling three cocks at once. A smile slowly spreads over my husband’s face, joined by mine. It’s a special moment.

John fumbles for his phone and holds it up. I feel like he’s asking permission and I know I should deny him, but I don’t shake my head. He’s going to record this. Anyone could see it. Oh god!

Mateo steps to the side and I’m left panting on the bed. I look up at the boys on either side of me, wondering who’s going to be next. Noah seems to be the one directing traffic, and he tells Conner, “Go on, buddy, take your shot. I bet she can handle that hog now.”

Conner hesitates and looks down at me. I nod enthusiastically. I stroke his big dick.

“Come on, sweetie. I want to feel you inside me,” I encourage.

The handsome young man moves between my legs, but he’s taller than his friend. He must lift my hips from the bed, and I reach out for him and guide him to me. Conner smiles, finding his confidence. He slides inside me, and my mouth hangs open, a long, low moan escaping it. Oh. My God. Conner looked big, but he feels even bigger inside me. I'm drenched from everything Mateo did, so it doesn’t hurt, but god he stretches me open. He bottoms out, and it feels like he’s halfway to my chest. He throbs inside me, and my whole body throbs with him.

“You okay, Carol?” he asks, kneading my ass in his big hands.

“Give it to me, babe. Do it,” I bravely tell him.

“Oh yeah?” Conner sounds amused.

He gives it to me alright. No offense to Mateo, but Conner gives me the pounding of a lifetime. He does start slow, giving me his full length in long strokes, but he quickly builds, pulling me at him while he drives forward. I don’t recognize the sounds coming from my throat. Even I’m not sure if I’m begging him to keep going or to stop. I hold the cocks on either side of me tightly. Mateo is dripping wet from my cunt and he’s easy to jerk off.

My head is spinning when Conner flips me over. I hear Noah comment, “Nice,” but I’m hardly paying attention. Conner holds my butt high in the air and fills me again. I grunt as he takes me with power strokes—until my grunts are stifled by Mateo fucking my mouth. Mateo gathers my hair into a ponytail and uses it as a handle to force his way into my mouth over and over. My breasts sway beneath me, and someone grabs and plays with them.

I’m bounced between the two friends, and this is how I always imagined a threesome would be. I don’t have any control and I love being used. I hadn’t thought I would take to being a sexual plaything like this, but it’s so satisfying. The boys keep me coming and I’ll be happy to let them use me all night.

“Fuck me, man. Your wife is a goddam freak. I love it, bro!” Noah announces. He’s not one of the guys fucking me, so I’m happy he’s enjoying the show.

“She sucks dick like…oh man…damn…” Mateo adds.

“Uh, thanks. Carol’s one-of-a-kind. She’s a keeper,” John stammers out a reply.

“You’re damn right. I wonder what she won’t do,” Noah says.

“We’re gonna find out. You don’t mind, do you, Carol?” Mateo asks.

I can’t answer, Mateo has my mouth busy. But it doesn’t matter, I don’t have an answer. I don’t know if I have any limits anymore.

“Carol…Carol…uhn…”

That’s the only warning Conner gives me before slamming deep in my pussy and coming. I feel every pulse of his thick shaft as he fills me with his seed. For some reason, it’s a shocking moment. I don’t know why, but having another man come inside me feels like crossing a line. No man other than my husband has creamed in my pussy in well over a decade. Conner stays inside me, packing me with his load and the illicit act has me coming right after him. When I shout into Mateo’s cock, the boys know I’m coming again, they all cheer—even my husband. I sag to the bed, but Mateo refuses to release me and I suckle his prick like I’m addicted to it. It must be quite the sight for John’s video.

I’m given another short break and push up to sit on the bed, my back against the headboard. Noah brings me the tequila from the other room, and I take a long pull, washing the lingering taste of sex from my mouth. The amber liquor drips out of my mouth when I take too long a pull from it and Noah kisses me, capturing it. I kiss him hard, wanting him just as much as the first time we kissed. I may be getting a little tired physically, but I still want the boys as much as when we started.

“Are you ready to really push things, Carol?” he whispers. Noah sits on my other side and casually fondles my breasts. It feels great and I love that he just assumes he can just touch me without asking.

“What do you have in mind?” I ask, eyes sparkling, wondering what else he has up his sleeve. They’ve already double-teamed me, after all.

“Let’s leave it as a surprise. I just want to know you’re open to anything.”

“I don’t know if I can handle any more surprises tonight.” We both chuckle. I only think for a second before adding, “What the hell, I’m all yours.” I kiss him.

Noah slips away with a secret smile, and Conner brings me a bottle of water. I need that way more than tequila, and I drain the bottle in one guzzle. Conner caresses my hair, brushing it back from my face. He traces the line of my necklace, fingering the diamond pendant at the end of it. He’s sweet, so different than Noah. I like both. I could get used to both guys using me as their plaything.

“How are you doing? Are you really having fun?” he asks.

“Doesn’t it seem like it? I’ve never felt anything like this before. You guys are a fantasy come true.”

“I just don’t want you to feel like you have to do anything. It really is all about you, at least for me.”

“You’re so sweet, darling.” I kiss him softly. “You really are. But I like this. I like it all. There’s something primal about you boys just taking me.”

“So, you really want it? You really want all of this?”

He sounds surprised. Conner is young enough that maybe he thinks girls are supposed to feel a certain diffidence about sex. Or maybe he sees me differently because I’m a wife and a mother. I appreciate the sweetness, but I don’t want him to see me that way—not tonight.

“If tonight is all about what I want, then I want you boys to use me like a whore. Do all those things you’ve always wanted to a woman like me. Don’t hold back, darling. Make me yours.”

“If that’s what you want, Carol…”

“You don’t think less of me for that, do you?”

“Fuck no, I think you’re amazing.”

The guys are ready to go again, and Noah is directing. He says they all want to watch me fuck and really go for it. John nods along with the others. He didn’t check in with me during the break, and I wonder why. I guess we’ll have plenty of time to talk later.

Mateo lays on the bed and I obediently kneel between his legs and suck him. I’m keenly aware they’re all watching me, and my eyes go to each of the men in the room while I suck that cock. It’s like they all know about my newfound love of exhibitionism. John’s phone is recording again, and I can almost picture myself on his phone, my mouth full of another man’s dick. My audience has my pussy dripping, and the moment Mateo is hard again, I straddle him. I sit straight up, working my hips as I enjoy the strong, young cock inside me. Mateo likes the way I can ripple my muscles around him.

“Damn, Carol… That’s some trick… fuck me…” Mateo moans, staring up at me.

“I’m doing it, honey. You feel so good inside me. I just want to slow down and enjoy it,” I coo, amping up my performance.

“Fuck,” Noah mutters from the side of the bed.

Mateo reaches up, fingering my nipples and then pinching them. He squeezes and tugs until I yelp. The pleasure/pain goes right to my cunt.

“You like that, Carol? You like it rough?” He pinches again—again I yelp.

“Yeah…honey…mmm…”

Mateo cups both my breasts, mashing them while he pinches my nipples. “Show me, Carol. Show me how much you like it.”

I nod, biting my lip. I hold onto his strong arms and instead of gyrating my hips, I thrust. All that yoga gives me great muscle control and flexibility, and I can put some serious power into fucking Mateo in this position. His dark brown eyes lock into my crystal blue ones, and for a moment I forget about our audience. It’s me and him—the sound of the bed squeaking beneath us mixing with our moans and the wet sounds of our coupling. His hands slide to my waist and my breasts bounce as I ride him. My moans are growing in pitch and I’m going to come on his fantastic cock. I never knew I could climax so many times in one night.

“Feels so good…so damn hot…Carol…” Mateo moans.

“Yeah…mmm…yes…god…”

“Carol…babe…” He breaks to stare at my bouncing breasts. “Great damn tits, babe…so damn hot…oh shit…”

I lean forward, hands planted beside him on the bed. My ass bounces violently as I fuck him. Someone—I don’t know who—smacks it hard. I cry out. I’m spanked again.

“Fuck, look at that ass go!” Noah, of course. Smack!

“Oh god…oh god…ohmygod! Yes!” I cry.

Noah spanks me even harder, and I climax, freezing on top of Mateo. I repeat ohmygod over and over and shiver on top of him. Mateo holds me to him and kisses me. Mateo’s sensuality—his kisses, the way he looks at me—make me feel like the sexiest woman on the planet. It’s different from Conner’s puppy dog eyes, but I love it just as much.

“Fuck, I need that ass. Do you mind, bro?” Noah says.

“Let’s try it, man,” Mateo answers.

They don’t ask me. They’re smarter than that. I’m still lying on Mateo’s chest when Noah climbs on the bed behind me. I’m not as perverted as them—yet—so I don’t even get what’s coming until Noah touches my asshole. I jump, but Mateo holds me fast. Noah’s fingers are super slick. He clearly found the lube in our toy bag. It goes with the beads and plug we haven’t used in ages.

I gasp when Noah pushes a finger into my ass. I try not to tense up, but I’m not used to this. He works his finger deep in my ass and by the time he adds a second I’m relaxed. More than relaxed—those fingers start to feel good, and I move back toward him. That makes Mateo’s cock shift in my pussy.

“Ahh…mmm…”

“Yeah, Carol’s down,” Noah says.

“Did you doubt it, man? This one is a crazy MIL…” Mateo agrees but cuts himself off.

“It’s okay,” I gasp. “I know…mmm…I’m a MILF to you guys…”

“Yeah? You like it, Carol?” Mateo asks, kissing me.

“Yeah…mmm…it’s hot…being…your…MILF…” It’s hard to talk with Noah’s fingers in my ass and a cock in my cunt.

“You’re amazing,” Mateo says.

“You’re a fucking hot MILF, ready for some DP. Aren’t ya, Carol?” Noah says.

“Yeah…just…be…” Oh god, did I just agree to let them fuck my pussy and ass at the same time? I’ve lost my mind!

“We’ll be careful, babe. Don’t worry.” Mateo strokes my hair.

Noah’s cock replaces his fingers. It’s much bigger, and he must press hard to force his head past my tight sphincter. He pops in and I cry out. It burns, but somehow I like it. It feels like he’s going to tear my ass open, but I want more. I stay pressed against Mateo’s chest and Noah takes my ass slowly—so slowly—inch by agonizing inch. He’s squeezed tight against Mateo’s thick meat in my pussy. I could never have anticipated how this might feel. Anal sex is intense enough on its own, but this… I’m fully packed. I’ve never felt so full. My ass is stuffed, and I feel Mateo throbbing in my cunt. I feel every ripple and detail of his cock in a way I didn’t before. Both guys are fully inside me.

I’m speechless. All I can do is whimper. Every shift of our bodies, no matter how small, sends crazy ripples of pleasure/pain through me. I throb from my hair follicles to my toe-tips. We’re not moving and yet this incredible feeling builds in me, like a dam that’s close to bursting. And then Noah starts moving.

“Holy fuck, she’s tight. You need to fuck this ass more, John,” Noah groans.

My husband doesn’t respond. I turn my head to look at him. He looks shocked. Pale. I think he might need a chair. But he’s still filming.

“We’ve got her pretty stretched, man. It’s crazy,” Mateo moans under me.

“Gonna go nice and slow, but we’re gonna fuck you, Carol,” Noah announces.

My answer is a moan. At first, it feels like the two cocks are going to rip me apart. There’s no way they are going to be able to fuck me like this. It’s not possible. But Noah is moving, and that makes Mateo shift in my pussy. Noah must have used that entire bottle of lube because he does fuck my ass. I grit my teeth against the burning. I decide I’m going to do it, but I don’t think I’ll like it.

I can’t say when, but something changes while Noah slowly takes my ass. That burning becomes something else. That fullness changes, and now I feel like I’m going to burst in a good way. It’s like everything below my waist is being stimulated at once. The nerves in my cunt and my ass are all crackling and dancing with each other. There’s the pleasure/pain I felt when Mateo pulled on my nipples, but now the dial is turned to twelve. I’m shaking and moaning, and that’s about all I can do.

Noah pulls me up from Mateo’s chest. I didn’t know we could move that way with them both inside me. He holds my breasts in his hands and takes my ass with short thrusts. It allows Mateo to move a little more and they are both sliding now. Remember what I said about the dam bursting?

Suddenly I don’t know where I am, who I’m with, or even what’s happening. I just know I’m screaming and coming like I never have in my life. I try to remember their names and scream them. Mateo! Noah! All a sudden, I have the filthiest mouth.

“Fuck me! Mateo…Noah…fuck…fuck my ass! Fuck me! FUCK!”

They bend me forward again. Mateo holds me tightly, and Noah’s done holding back. He fucks my ass hard. I keep screaming…and coming. The only way I can describe it is as a perma-gasm.

“Fuck yeah! Fuck yeah, Carol! Fucking love that ass!” Noah moans.

“So amazing, dear. So hot,” Mateo whispers, kissing me.

“Get over here, Conner! Finish her off!” Noah yells.

The bed shifts again. Conner’s monster cock is stuffed into my mouth. He stuffs it down my throat, I can’t breathe right now, and I don’t even care. I have three young, strong cocks inside me at once. I’ve become their ultimate whore. Was this what my husband intended? He couldn’t have guessed I would allow this, could he? Those cocks are using me, I have no choice about any of it, and I just turn to jelly, fully at their mercy.

I don’t even know what happens after that—not for sure. I only remember snatches of it. I know I wasn’t quite breathing enough with Conner’s cock in my throat. I know Noah comes in my ass. Mateo finishes after that, with me on my back—or not. The last thing I remember is being on my back and Conner standing over me, jerking off. He comes all over my breasts and my face. I stare up at him as his cum rains down on me, but I can’t read his face.

The guys leave sometime after that. I assume they got dressed but I don’t notice. They each kiss me goodbye, but I’m out of it. John lowers my sticky body into a hot bath and then does the weirdest thing. He stands over me and jerks off. It’s incredibly quick, and he shoots his load all over my face and in my hair.

Afterward, he lovingly washes every inch of me, taking great care not to hurt me. He’s so patient, so loving. So much my caring John. He carries me to bed. He whispers, “Happy Birthday,” as I fall asleep with a smile on my lips.
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I awake to the morning light streaming in through the windows and John lying on his side staring at me. I try to move, and everything hurts. My head pounds—damned shots and tequila! Every muscle is sore, like I’ve run a marathon. And my pussy and ass—ouch! I groan like I’m a thousand years old.

“Are you going to live?” John asks.

“Mmm, I don’t know. Can you be fucked to death?”

He chuckles. “You’re still warm. That’s a good sign. If it is possible, I think you would have passed away last night.”

I remember everything in perfect detail—except for the last bit when the boys ganged up on me—and I don’t know how John can even look at me. Yes, he set it up, but how can he ever see me the same way again after I did all those things? And it wasn’t just that I did them. Enthusiastic probably doesn’t begin to describe how I acted with those guys. I went after them like I’d been locked in a convent for a decade. I can’t take back anything I did, and I don’t know that I want to, but there is no way my husband is going to see me the same way again. I’m sure as hell not the—somewhat—blushing bride he took to the altar ten years ago.

“Are you okay?” I ask.

“I’m not the one who got gangbanged last night.”

“Haha. You know what I mean. Are we okay?”

“Carol, I love you as much as I ever have.” He strokes my hair. I kiss the back of his hand.

“Last night doesn’t change that? Does it change anything?”

“I’m the one who set it up, remember?”

I feel like he’s dodging a real answer. “John, seriously, are we okay? It must have been weird seeing me doing all that. It’s not like I was a shrinking violet with the guys.”

“I think the way you went for it was hot. It might have been the hottest part of the night. You were a goddess last night.”

“Really?”

“Really. You were sexy as hell, honey. Unbelievable.”

“You don’t feel like I’m spoiled, or a slut or something?”

“Stop trying to look for problems, Carol. I know you’re not going to run off with any of those guys. It was great seeing you have so much fun. Was it a little odd? Sure. I didn’t know what to expect and, in the beginning, it felt strange. I was kind of jealous, but not. But then I got really hard, and I saw how into it you were, and I just went with it. Christ, Carol, it was the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen. It was a live sex show, I guess, but I knew the star…intimately.”

“I didn’t know you wanted to see a live sex show, but okay…”

“Only if you’re the star.”

“Okay, if I’m the star. What was your favorite part then?”

John had an answer right away. “I love watching you give blow jobs. It’s incredible to watch.”

“Hmm, good to know. And that last thing…”

“You can’t say double penetration?”

I feel my cheeks getting heated. “It’s so porny…”

“Although I guess it was triple penetration at the end there.”

“John! Don’t forget this is your wife you’re talking about.”

“Oh, I know it is! That’s the best part.”

I reach into his boxers and find him hard. Stroking a cock feels like second nature now. “You really do like it. I had no idea I was married to a voyeur. You’re now a proven perv.” I smile.

“And I had no idea I was married to such an insatiable slut. Am I going to be enough for you now, honey?”

“You’ll always be more than enough.”

John pulls back the sheet, exposing my nude body. I rarely sleep nude, but he didn’t dress me last night and I wasn’t capable of doing anything at all. My nipples crinkle to hardness in the cool air of the hotel room. My body is covered with red marks, and my labia are red and swollen. He runs his hand down my body, but I stop him before he can touch my pussy. It’s not that I don’t want him. I just don’t know if I can take it after last night. I need time to recoup.

“Sorry, babe. I’m really, really sore,” I tell him.

“I understand. You took some pounding last night.”

“I’ll just need a day.” I tug his cock, pulling him toward me. “But my mouth is still good. And since you loved watching me give head so much…”

John eagerly pulls down his boxers and I roll onto my back. He kneels by my head. I want him to feed me his cock the way the other guys did. He rubs the head over my lips, smearing them with precum.

“So, was last night a one-time thing?” John asks.

“What do you mean?” I’m genuinely surprised.

“I just wonder if it’s something you’d ever want again.”

John slips his head past my lips, and I bathe it with my tongue, sucking softly.

“I haven’t even thought about it. I don’t know if I could handle that again, but it was a lot of fun.”

John pushes his cock into my mouth, and I suck him, turning to my side. He’s not like the guys, letting me control the pace. I remember how it felt to have my mouth fucked. I crave it. There’s a crazy fire in John’s eyes. Is he thinking about last night too?

“Feels like you do want it again. You liked your boy toys,” he teases.

I pull him from my mouth and rub his wet cock all over my face. I’m feeling particularly slutty this morning. “They had their fun. I’m sure they’re done with me.”

John laughs. “On their way out, they told me to call them anytime.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, babe. I think you’re their favorite MILF.”

“Aww, you’re too sweet.”

“I’m lucky to be married to such a MILF.”

“You know, we’ve been talking about redoing the basement. Maybe it’s time to get an estimate,” I coyly reply.

“I bet you could get us an amazing discount.”

“Maybe.”

John rams his cock into my mouth and I suck him hard, thinking about future adventures.
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I pull my phone from my pocket and see a text from my husband, John. It says, send me a dirty picture. John loves it when I text him risqué pictures, especially when I do it from work. I finish making the last medication notation in the computer and tell the others at the nurses’ station I’ll be back in a few. My girlfriend, Stacy, shoots me a look. She doesn’t want to be left alone with the fill-in nurse on shift with us—she’s kind of a bore. I shrug sorry and slip away.

The floor isn’t particularly busy, so it’s easy to find an empty room. I slip into one and close the door, leaving the overhead lights dark. I text John back, Are you going to keep this to yourself? It’s not a question I would have ever thought of asking until a couple of months ago. Apparently, John enjoys showing me off way more than I’d ever thought. I allow a tiny smile. Showing off is a mild way to put what happened in that hotel room at the casino resort.

Maybe…probably…do you want me to? comes John’s reply.

I certainly don’t want nude pictures floating around out there, but a shiver of excitement runs through me at the prospect of John sharing my pictures with someone. I didn’t just learn new things about my husband on that trip to the casino resort. I learned quite a bit about myself, including that I like to be the center of attention. It’s good to learn new things about yourself at forty—I think.

The illumination from the light above the bed is ugly, but I can fix that with a photo filter. I shed my scrubs top—it’s a dark purple—and the long tee under it and try a few poses on the bed. My boobs look really good in this bra, a red one with little black and white hearts all over it from VS. Even on my back, they’re nicely together. The bra is fun and sexy, even though it’s also practical for work. I need to wear something at least lightly lined for work. They keep the hospital chilly, and nurses already draw the wrong kind of attention from a lot of the male patients. I don’t need to court even more with my nipples popping up to say hi.

I get on my knees and lean forward, sucking it in. I like to think I’m in pretty great shape at forty, but I’ve still had a kid. I’ll never have the perfectly toned belly of a twenty-five-year-old again. I really don’t mind. I’ve even taken to wearing my belly piercing again—a little pink jewel—after that weekend at the resort. I’m proud of the body I’ve earned. A lot of yoga and spin classes go into keeping it as tight as it is. Pleased with my pose, I take a few more photos.

I snap a couple of pictures lying on my side, too, then take a few using the full-length mirror on the inside of the bathroom door. I tug the waist of my scrub pants down for that one, flashing a bit of my red panties. The subtle light spilling from the bathroom looks good, so those are keepers—especially the one where I’m in profile. My boobs look awesome in that one. The yoga comes in handy when I contort my body to get the photos from the right angle. My honey-blonde hair is pulled up into a ponytail and only visible in one of the photos. I keep my face out of them, on the off chance that John really does decide to share them. He’s shared way more of me, so why not pictures?

Three of the photos go to John and I ask which one he likes best. John agrees that the profile one is the sexiest, but then he texts: the guys like the ones with your tits the best. They want one without the bra.

I reply haha, but feel my pussy tighten from thinking about John sitting at a bar showing off the pictures. Would he really do it? I wonder, even though I know he’s home with the kids. I’m on the three-to-three shift this week and won’t be off until three in the morning. I don’t think he’d share the pictures behind my back unless maybe he was trying to set something up again. That’s not supposed to be the plan, but John knows how I love a good surprise.

I’m hesitant to strip all the way down at work, but I’m really turned on by now and I don’t always make the best decisions when that happens, so I do it anyway, snapping a mirror selfie of myself leaning into the door frame, pushing my chest forward. My thick, pink nipples stand out in plain relief in the chilly room. Just taking the photo sends shivers down my spine. John’s reply is a bunch of panting emojis. I’ve opened up a lot since meeting John, but I don’t know if I would have been stripping for selfies at work before that crazy weekend.

We returned to our normal lives—work and parenting, all the real-life stuff—after our adventure at the casino resort, but I’ve felt like a different woman ever since. It’s hard to have sex with three young studs and go back to your life as if nothing happened. John planned that night perfectly. I’m still not sure if it was a birthday gift for me or if I was the gift. It’s hard to be sure. I’ve asked John why he thought I’d go for it, but I haven’t gotten a real answer from him. But to be fair, whenever we talk about it, our clothes fly off.

Closing my eyes, I can still feel their hands all over me. I feel their thick cocks inside me, controlling me. I try not to become lost in memories of that night because when I do I get so horny and distracted that I’ve got to pull John down onto the nearest flat surface or take care of myself if he’s not available. I don’t plan on getting off at work. Not tonight.

Stacy gives me a strange look when I return.

“What?” I ask.

“You seem different.” Stacy narrows her eyes.

“I just stepped off for a snack and to hit the ladies’ room.”

Stacy pulls me away from the fill-in nurse and her voice drops to a whisper.

“Are you up to something?”

“What would I be up to?” I ask, feigning innocence.

“There’s something different about you. I’ve noticed it for the last little while.”

“I don’t know what you mean.” I know exactly what she means.

I feel different on the inside, but I didn’t think it was so obvious on the outside. Maybe Stacy just knows me too well. We’ve worked together for close to twenty years and she knows me as well as anyone. If I was going to confess my sins, it would be to Stacy, but I can’t tell even her what happened. I can’t tell anyone. I want to brag. I want to crow, but I’m afraid even my most liberal girlfriends would never look at me the same again. I keep my dirty little secret, but thinking about it brings a smile to my lips.

“That look, right there. I know you’re up to something. I’ve worked around hospitals enough. I know what goes on.”

“Hold it right there. I would never do that. I love John,” I reply, cutting her off at the pass. Yes, affairs are rampant in hospitals between the doctors and nurses. Long hours and never seeing your spouse will do that, but I’ve never even been tempted—not with this husband anyway.

“I know. That’s why I’m so shocked. But I know the smile of someone who’s gotten some and gotten it good.”

I laugh. “Maybe John is just giving it to me good.”

“I hope so.”

“Fine, I confess,” I say, deciding to test the waters. “Things have gotten a little crazier with John lately. I just snuck off to do a little sexting with him.”

“Really?” Stacy looks shocked and holds a hand to her mouth.

“I even sent him a picture or two.”

“From here? Let me see!”

I’m surprised. I’d always thought Stacy was rather uptight because she’s more buttoned up than I am. I slip my phone from my pocket and show her the photos, bracing for her reaction.

“Damn, honey. I need to get to more spin classes with you. You look hot!”

“Come on. You look as good as I do,” I say.

We’re similar in build and we’re both blondes. We look so similar that when we first started working together and became close, the other nurses called us the Bobbsey Twins. These days Stacy’s hips are a touch wider than mine—she’s a little pear-shaped I guess, but I know she keeps fit.

“You should try it with Pete,” I suggest.

“He would die! Don’t forget, you and John have only been married half as long as Pete and I.”

“You should do it and see what happens.”

“Maybe. What’s gotten into you anyway?”

“I don’t know,” I lie. “Mid-life crisis? Sexual peak?” I know exactly what got into me—three young studs.

“I don’t think you can peak any higher in that regard,” Stacy teases.

She knows I’ve always been sexual. I dragged her to one of those sex toy parties once. Stacy also knows my husband being a snooze in the bedroom was one of the things that ended my first marriage. I could not live with a dead bedroom.

“Are you calling me a tramp?” I marvel, thinking, If only you knew…

“I just want to know your secret!”

“I promise, someday I’ll spill it all over some Manhattans, but not tonight.” Who knows, maybe one day I’ll work up the courage and I will.

We could go on like that all night, but we do have work to do. The patients won’t check on themselves.
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I hate the late shift. I’d much rather be on 7:00 am to 7:00 pm, or even go in for the evening. Getting off work at 3:00 am just feels weird. I’m usually dragging and fall right into bed, but texting those pictures to John has been on my mind all night, and I’m wired and horny when I get home just before 4:00. After checking on the kids, I toss my scrubs into the hamper and sneak into bed with John.

John has always been a heavy sleeper and he doesn’t stir at all when I throw back the sheet. He’s half on his back. The ceiling fan lazily spins above the bed and the cool breeze spreads goosebumps all over my bare flesh. John always has a fan running while he sleeps, and I usually dive right under the sheets because I’m freezing. Tonight, I brave the chill because I have other things in mind. John remains sleeping when I peel his boxers down and liberate his flaccid cock.

I get right to it and John begins to stiffen as I play with his cock. He snorts and moves but stays asleep. My hair falls forward when I move to lick his head and my charm bracelet jingles in the quiet bedroom as I close my hand around his shaft to stroke it. John has a nice-sized cock, and as it grows, I shift my grip, my fingers just able to close around it. I love my husband’s cock. I’ve never felt the need to go looking for satisfaction elsewhere. I’d never have been with other men if John himself hadn’t set it up.

Holding the base, I descend on him and suck softly, so my tongue has room to work its magic while I bob on him. John grunts and his breathing changes. He’s waking up, as he should while I’m giving him a first-class blowjob. I go deep until he hits the back of my throat. I keep him there and suck hard. A moment passes and John pushes into my throat, giving me just an instant to take a breath and adjust. Now he’s awake. He strokes back my hair and I open my eyes. His face is blurry in the dark without my glasses, but I know he’s watching me. I hold him there as long as I can before having to pull off and gasp for air.

“Hope you don’t mind I woke you,” I gasp, smiling at him.

“That depends. Are you going to keep doing that?” John laughs.

“If you’d like, but I have other plans for you.”

“I can’t wait. Uhn…”

I have him back in my mouth, sucking lightly again, teasing with my tongue. It drives him crazy when I toy with him like this, but he loves it. He always takes back control, and when he does John goes at it hard and comes harder. I love that. I reach between my legs and caress my slick lips. I’ve kept shaved since that night at the casino resort, even though John hasn’t asked me to. It’s sexy to keep myself ready. A moan vibrates his cock when I touch my clit. John is slowly pumping his cock into my mouth and his fingers tighten in my hair.

“If you have other plans, you’d better stop doing this to me soon. You’re too damn good at it,” John warns between moans.

I drop his cock like it burned my mouth. I could grab a toy if I had to, but tonight I want to make love to my husband. His boxers are yanked down his legs and thrown aside and I climb on top of him. I moan deeply when I settle on him. I rock on him without thought. The motion just comes naturally when his wonderful cock fills me. I lean forward and we kiss, John cradling my face in his hands. One of the first things that impressed me about my husband was that he didn’t mind kissing me after I went down on him. My ex-husband would have freaked if I even tried. John kisses me with all the appreciation he has for the blowjob I just gave him.

My hands rest on his chest while I rock on his prick. The pleasure throbs out from my pussy, reaching every part of my body until I feel like I’m strumming. My orgasm will be quick tonight—my first one anyway. John has always been impressed by my ability to climax over and over in a short time. It’s a talent that was wasted before I met him. John’s fingertips graze my nipples and I hiss, the added pleasure taking me to the next level. I’m all gasps and breathy moans and I try to keep it quiet, knowing the kids are down the hall, but it’s difficult. I’m primed to come hard tonight.

“Did your friends like my pictures?” I gasp.

John smiles in the semidarkness. “I should have known. You love showing off.”

“Mmm…you love showing me off…”

“I do. I have the sexiest fucking wife in the world. I want everyone to know it.”

His hands move to my hips. He’s jamming me down harder on him.

“You’re so bad.”

“Not as bad as you, babe. Never met a woman as bad as you.”

“That’s…not…mmm…fair…”

“I love it, Carol. Love how sexy and hot and slutty you can be,” he groans.

“You…uhnn…set me up…love it as much as…ohhh…I do…”

“Don’t know if that’s possible, but yeah, I loved seeing you in action.”

“Ohhh…god…”

“Watching you with those guys…seeing the hunger in your eyes…fuck, Carol! You’re made for sex.”

“Uhn…yeah…”

“Need to take you out again…show you off…see what happens…fuck, Carol…”

“Yeah…yeah…please…”

“Find some guys to give you what you need…”

I push myself back and sit up, so I can ride his cock hard. I’m so close I could scream. John lightly pulls on my nipples, and I do almost scream. I wish we had the house to ourselves so I could. As it is, the rocking bed sounds impossibly loud. John keeps playing with my tits and I can’t help it. My cries grow louder and louder. He helps by stuffing his fingers in my mouth. I suck them eagerly as I would another cock, which only reminds me of how it felt to take two men at once. His fingers muffle the howl I unleash.

“That’s it, Carol. Suck it. Suck the cock. I know how much you love being stuffed at both ends!”

Oh fuck! John is pushing every button. After ten years of marriage, he knows me so well. He knows what the dirty talk and teasing and visuals do to me. I freeze on top of him, and my muffled scream sounds weirdly animalistic when I come. My body rocks as the orgasm moves through me in waves. My pussy milks him and in the midst of my orgasm, I feel John coming inside me. It extends my climax, and by the time I tumble off him and onto my back on the bed, I’m light-headed.

We lie side by side, both of us sweating and panting. My knees are sore from riding him so hard, but in the bliss of my orgasm, I don’t care. I’m totally wired now and could go again, despite coming off a twelve-hour shift, but John has an early morning, and I don’t want to keep him up all night. It would take some effort to get him hard again. I don’t mind. I’m realistic about being married to a man pushing fifty. I shouldn’t be greedy anyway. How many women are lucky enough to have a husband making them come as hard as I just did after ten years of marriage?

“You can wake me up like that any time,” John says.

“Don’t you have to get up in, like, an hour and a half?”

“I don’t mind. I’ll drink an extra cup of coffee in the morning. Small price to pay.”

“I knew there was a reason to keep you around.” I touch his spent cock. “Sex on demand is a good thing to have.”

“It’s easy with a wife like you.” John chuckles.

“I’ll remind you of that next time I’m on you about unloading the dishwasher.”

John feigns thinking it over. “Still worth it.”

I snuggle into his side. “Goodnight, honey.”

“Night, babe. Love you.”
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One of the things I hate most about the late shift is that I don’t see John or the kids at all for three days, and on the fourth day I’m usually trying to recover from working those shifts and I’m fairly useless. It would have been nice to wake up to my husband after that night we had, but instead, I awaken alone in the late morning.

Only a sliver of light penetrates between the blackout curtains, leaving our bedroom mostly dark. I roll over and stretch and realize I’m naked. I don’t usually sleep in the nude, so waking like this brings me right back to the fun I had with John in the middle of the night. After a moment, I also realize I’m still horny, and then I really wish John was here. I touch my shaved mound and shiver from the tingles that spread through my body. I lazily stroke my finger between my folds and relive the night before.

Need to take you out again…show you off…see what happens…fuck, Carol…Find some guys to give you what you need…

I moan and lick my dry lips. I love how John teases me. He knows me so well. It’s one of the reasons John doesn’t have to worry about sharing me. I waited most of my life to find a man like him. I wouldn’t give him up now. Thoughts of sex with my husband begin mingling with memories of that night with the guys. I gasp when I rub my clit, recalling how it felt to be so utterly possessed.

I’ve thought a lot about that night in the months since it happened. I would have been blown away if John had offered me just one of those guys. It sounds crazy, but I honestly don’t think I have a favorite among my guys—as I’ve come to think of them. They’re each sexy in their own way and I feel like they each brought out something different in me, although it was difficult to tell when they were all on me at once. I think I might need them all again but this time one on one to judge that. I’m pretty sure my husband would be open to it.

We’ve talked about that night a lot, and not only in bed. Not only did I need to work through my feelings about giving in to my inner slut for a night, but I needed to know that John was truly okay with everything that happened. It’s one thing to talk about how great it is in the immediate aftermath—when you’re still riding the high of the event itself—but quite another once you’ve come back to reality and had time to think about it. One question kept ringing through my mind. How could John ever look at me the same way again after watching me being taken by three men?

John swears he’s okay with everything that happened that night. He says he wouldn’t have arranged it if he had doubts about it. But what you think you know before something like that happens isn’t always the same as what you decide afterward. John says it only makes him want me more. He’s been very clear. He doesn’t see me in the same way now. His words…

“You’re still the same sweet, nurturing, smart, funny, strong woman I married. It didn’t change a thing about who you are to me. And I always knew you were sexy but seeing you that night opened my eyes to who you truly can be and what you’re capable of, and I mean that in a good way. You’ve always been the bravest woman I know, and I saw it that night. Who else could have been presented with something like that and have the courage to take what they wanted? Who else could have given herself to it so completely? You were a goddess that night, Carol. You were incandescent. You have no idea what a turn-on it is that the world gets to see you one way, but I get to see—and know—the real you, the woman who fearlessly takes what she wants the way you did that night. You’re a revelation, Carol and I couldn’t love you more.”

I can’t describe how I felt when I heard those words. There is nothing I wouldn’t do for that man. This is why I am his completely—body and soul. He thinks I’m brave? I don’t know any men who’d be brave or secure enough to do what he did—to trust their wives in the way John trusted me. My husband’s words left me glowing. I felt so good about myself that I didn’t dig deep into my feelings about that night—not at first, anyway.

The afterglow of that night hung on for a while, and John and I were so busy making love every waking moment that I didn’t have too much time to reflect on how what I’d done affected me. John’s lovely words followed, keeping my head in the clouds. But eventually, I had to think about what I’d done. I’d been so concerned with how my husband would look at me that I never paused to consider how I’d look at myself in the mirror. Strangely, I was okay with it. The only—minor—regrets I had were about things I didn’t think of doing in the moment. Although, then it bothered me that it didn’t bother me more.

I come from the stereotypical average suburban background. I always colored inside the lines and did what was expected of me—good grades, Girl Scouts, church choir, sang in school musicals. I wasn’t a saint. I knew how to have fun, but I mostly played it safe. I knew how much I liked sex from an early age, even as I was told it was wrong and I had to save myself. My high school boyfriend didn’t have to work hard to get in my pants, but I dated the safe, expected boys. I think a couple of them were scandalized by how easily I gave it up!

Those safe boys led seamlessly to a safe man, my first husband. I was so busy building my family and career that it took too long for me to realize I was missing something. Part of me knew that sex was supposed to be more exciting, and lord knows I tried to spice things up for him. Lingerie left him unmoved. Toys were a non-starter. Sex only occurred in the bedroom. Boring sex didn’t end our marriage, but it made my final decision easier. Given that background, I’m probably the last woman you’d expect to celebrate her 40th birthday by being taken by three men. Thank god for my husband!

When I finally looked in the mirror critically and wondered what I’d done, I did see a slut looking back at me, but that slut made me smile. I really did it, didn’t I? Where did I get the confidence to undress in front of three fit, younger studs? I work out hard, but still… I’m not twenty anymore. I’m not even thirty. It’s a good thing I didn’t stop to think, or I never would have done it!

Those boys made me feel like the sexiest woman they’d ever seen. All the morals I’d been raised with screamed it was so very wrong, but I didn’t cheat. My husband was right there. I didn’t ignore my morals completely, but that nagging feeling that it was wrong only made it hotter. The forbidden is always sexier.

My husband was good with our little orgy. I was okay with it. The only question that left was, what comes next? That conversation didn’t come as easily, because I think we were both afraid to come off as too eager or afraid of disappointing the other. I know I wasn’t rushing to ask my husband for another orgy. As much as I enjoyed the first one, I wasn’t even sure if I wanted another one. It was one thing to have it sprung on me and make a snap decision. It would be altogether different to have it offered up and have to think it through and then wait for it to happen.

John and I had our first conversation about it while out one night for dinner. It was a weekend when we didn’t have the kids. I brought it up because I wanted to know where we were with it. Part of me kept waiting for John to make it happen again. I don’t know whether the thought of it was more exciting or scary.

“I’ve got a question,” I’d said, over calamari and wine, about three weeks earlier. “And please don’t read anything into it, okay?”

John laughed nervously. “That sounds ominous.”

“Not really. It’s just something we haven’t talked about yet, and I think we should.”

He nodded, looking tense. I felt bad. I wasn’t dropping a bomb on him, was I? I didn’t think so unless he’d been trying to avoid the topic. I glanced around us, making sure no one could eavesdrop. It was a busy Saturday night, and I didn’t think anyone would overhear us above the background din, but I wanted to be sure. Group sex isn’t something one usually discusses in public, if at all.

“It’s been over a month since we did that thing.” I paused to make sure John understood the thing I was referencing. “You know, that thing. Are you still okay with it?”

“Okay is a mild way to put it, but sure. I’m good with what happened. Are you, still?”

I felt silly when my cheeks heated. How could I have sex with three men with wild abandon, but discussing it later made me blush?

“I still have trouble wrapping my head around it, but yes, I’m still happy about it.” We both had a nosh and I kept going. “I’ve been wondering…”

“What are you so nervous about? Just spit it out, Carol? Nothing you say is going to offend me.”

“I’ve been wondering if it was a one-time thing. I mean, I don’t know, is our relationship different now? Are we…open…”

John laughed. “You’re so damn cute. You took those guys like a pro, but now you’re totally nervous talking about it.”

“Cut me some slack, John. It’s not an easy thing to bring up. I have no reference points for this.”

“Fair enough. So, are you asking if we’re swingers now?”

“Maybe? I don’t know.”

“Do you want us to be swingers?”

“I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “I don’t know much about it, but swinging brings to mind couples swapping with other couples. That’s not quite what we did.”

“I guess not.” John chuckled again and it drained away some of my tension. If he was so amused, maybe this wasn’t as fraught as I was trying to make it. “If we were going to swing, you’d have to be okay with me being with other women. Would you be?”

“I might be a little jealous. I can’t honestly say how I’ll feel until it happens.”

“You did say you might be open to a threesome.”

“That’s true, but that’s different. If I’m sharing you with another woman, that’s different than just watching you and someone else. But then, I’d probably be busy with someone too, so I guess I wouldn’t be paying attention—if we were in the same room.”

“We wouldn’t be?”

“That’s up to us, I guess. I’d like to be in the same room.”

“That’s because you like to watch. We’ve established that.”

John just smiled.

“Do you want to be with another woman?”

“I’m not looking for it. You’re more woman than I can handle, Carol. But I’m a man, so I’m not gonna lie. If we were in that situation and I found the other woman attractive, I wouldn’t say no.”

I shot him a look. “You’d better not be too attracted.”

“You’re all I need, babe.”

“I know that. I love you. You’re really the best husband ever.”

“You’re only saying that because I let you fuck three guys at once.”

“Could be.”

We both laughed.

“Have you been waiting for me to surprise you with another trio of guys?”

“Not exactly. I’ve just been wondering if it was a one-and-done thing or…”

“Sounds like you’re asking me to set it up again.”

I drew heavily on my wineglass and then stared into it. “I’m not. It’s just…”

“It’s so cute when you get so shy like this. I love that there are these two sides to you.”

“Stop it.”

“Seriously, Carol. You’re a lovely, responsible, professional woman. You’re a great mother. But you also know how to be a filthy whore in bed.”

“John!” I said, looking around. No one had been following our conversation.

“Do you want to do that again?”

“No,” was my kneejerk reply. But next came honesty. “Maybe. I don’t know. I think about it. It was hot and crazy and overwhelming. What if I do want something like that again? What does that make me?”

“The sexiest woman on the planet.”

“Come on, John. You know what I mean. Who does stuff like that?”

“Apparently, you honey. I think you need to do what you want, and not worry about what people might think. Besides, who’s going to know? I don’t see you running around announcing it or putting it in the church bulletin.”

“Jeez, John!”

“Have you told anyone?”

“No. I can’t. I don’t think even Stacy would get it. Have you?”

John grinned sheepishly. “I’ve thought about it. I mean, I’m dying to brag about my crazy sexy wife. I guess I really want to show you off, but I wouldn’t do that without your permission. I did almost post our story anonymously on Reddit.”

“Really?”

That raised my eyebrows. I didn’t know a ton about Reddit, but I’d heard it was the seedy underbelly of the internet, among other things. I thought about John sharing our little adventure there and excitement rippled through me. I’d love to see what people thought—but only if it was truly anonymous.

“Yeah. They have these boards where people share their stories and pictures and things like that.”

“No pictures, but if you wanted to tell our story, I guess that would be okay,” I said.

Excitement lit up his eyes and seeing it got me excited too. I suddenly wanted run home and tear off his clothes. “Will do,” he said.

The waiter came and took away the empty calamari plate. John refilled my wineglass from the bottle on our table and said, “So… it sounds like you want to do it again.”

“I said maybe,” I specified.

“You’re too much in your head, Carol. I think I need just to spring it on you.”

“I don’t know about that. I need to be sure I’m ready. But maybe. Maybe it is better if it just happens. How do you even know the guys want to do it again?”

John laughed. “Are you kidding? There have been texts. They’re chomping at the bit.”

“Really?”

“I can show you.”

“Yes! Please!”

“I’ll show you the group text, but they’ve been texting me individually, too. They sweetly volunteered themselves solo in case you just wanted a one-on-one. I think you’ve brought out their competitive spirit.”

John fiddled with his phone and handed it over. The texts started the day after our night together. The guys fell all over themselves thanking John for sharing me. It made me feel like a possession, but I oddly liked it. Noah asked if John would share any of the pictures or video and Mateo gave that a thumbs up, but my husband shot them down. After that, they waited about a week before they started asking for a round two. Mateo was the ringleader this time, but from the texts, I got the impression this was a coordinated effort. It made me wonder what the guys were saying about me when they were hanging out together. But it was my husband’s responses I was particularly interested in reading.

Mateo


john how r u guys




John


good. Keeping busy




Mateo


does Carol miss us yet




Noah


we miss her!




Conner


say that again!




John


you guys are on her mind




Noah


ur so fucking lucky man




Mateo


u guys thought about hanging out again




John


thinking about it. waiting for Carol to bring it up. Don’t want to push it on her




Conner


of course not. Only if she’s into it




Noah


seemed like she had fun




John


you could say that lol




Mateo


if u guys want to hang out we’re down. Just so u know.




John


nice to know you can make time to fuck my wife




Noah


anytime. U name the place!




John


we’re only really free every other weekend. Let me see what I can do. I don’t want to rush her




Conner


just keep us in mind




I smiled at John over the phone. He was just as into it as I thought he was. It made my heart flutter and my pussy tighten. The pleasure I got from the guys wasn’t all about my husband—I can’t lie—but it was so hot knowing he was there and getting off on watching me. It was funny that all that time I was waiting for him to bring it up, he was waiting for me to do the same. John wanted to watch me with the guys again, but he didn’t want to push me. How sweet!

In the weeks after that exchange, the guys would check in with John in the group text here and there, hoping for another hook-up. John kept them on the string but didn’t promise anything. It was clear that everyone wanted to party again, and they were all waiting for me. It was a lot of pressure, and I worried that I couldn’t live up to everyone’s expectations.

“I guess I should be flattered,” I said, handing back the phone. “You all want me.”

“That shouldn’t be a surprise, babe. You could have any man you want.”

“Let’s not get crazy.”

“What do you think?”

“I think I’ll get back to you.” I gave him my wickedest smile.

“I think I just need to surprise you again to drive you out of your head.”

I kept my smile. “Maybe. I don’t know.”

“Just remember. It’s all about you, Carol.”

That conversation left me feeling I may have agreed to something, but nothing’s happened since then. There have been a couple of times I thought John was going to spring something on me, only for us to spend a normal night out together. John was right about one thing. I do get too much into my head. Even now, as I touch myself and think about my guys, I’m on the fence about actually doing it again.

My entire body buzzes right along with my clit as I rub it and I spread my legs into a wide V, with my knees bent. My lips are parted, and breathy moans fill the semi-dark bedroom. Eyes closed, I recall being between Conner and Mateo back and front, both ends stuffed full of their cocks. The boys took complete control of my body. I wanted to scream as Conner slammed me from behind, but I could hardly breathe with Mateo fucking my mouth. Being their plaything was perfect, and as I visualize it, I come so hard my toes curl. My fingers are soaked by the flood between my thighs.

I’m left panting alone on the bed, wishing desperately that John—or someone—was here with me. Perhaps it’s time to tell my husband I’m ready. If I wait for him to surprise me again, it might never happen. I laugh aloud. Even I’m frustrated by my indecision!
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I check Reddit in the dead of night. John posted our story and sent me a link afterward. It was to a message board—or subReddit, as they’re known—called Hotwife. His telling of that night is exciting, and I get to see it in a new way. In John’s version of the night, I’m this insane vixen who can’t get enough of the young cock offered to me. I’m all over the guys the moment I see them and practically begging for it. He says he was shocked by how quickly I jumped in, but he found it hot.

I don’t remember things going down that way. I remember being unsure and overwhelmed, but to be fair, I guess I did kind of go for it. John describes everything I did with my guys in vivid detail, making me wonder how many times he’s watched the video he shot of the action that night. He was sure I was going to stop it when Noah tried to fuck my ass while I was riding Mateo. I’m still embarrassed I let them do that, and now John telling the world about it—even anonymously—brings a fresh flush to my cheeks. That couldn’t have been me, I think.

The men on the subReddit—and it’s mostly men—love me. They tell John how I’m the perfect wife, how lucky he is that I’m willing to do this, an attitude I found strange until I understood exactly what a hotwife is. Apparently, there’s a whole fetish for men who get off on their wives sleeping around. Who knew? They’re like cuckolds, except they swear they don’t want to be humiliated in the process. I guess what I did that night makes me a hotwife, but it’s hard to think of John sitting in the corner getting off on watching me with men—even if that’s what he did that night.

John says he doesn’t think of it that way. The whole plan was about giving me an unforgettable experience, something he thought would be once in a lifetime. He swears he didn’t know he’d enjoy it like that. He thought he might even need to leave the room and let the guys have me. John was as surprised by his reaction to that night as I was by mine.

The men on the board begged John to post photos or a video from that night. I know he’d like to, but I’m not ready for that, even with my face out of the shot. The men ask if we’re going to do it again and my husband is coy in his response. He says it’s entirely up to me, and he’ll let them know. The response to that is predictable. The posters tell him of course she wants it again. They don’t see how I can go back to normal. There may be some truth to that. I can’t stop thinking about it, but I refuse to admit that. If we never repeated that night, I’d be fine. The men in the subReddit can be gross, which turns me off, but I do love it when they go on about how sexy I am.

I explore other sexy corners of Reddit and discover entire subReddits of ordinary women like me who post sexy photos of themselves just because it excites them. They run the gamut from fully clothed to lingerie, to classy nude photos, to very graphic porn. I’m more intrigued than I care to admit.

There seems to be a “gone wild” group for everything—from sundresses to scrubs—but the ones for “the mom next door” and women over thirty seem especially popular. I drop into them periodically and browse. I’ve never seriously considered being with another woman, but seeing the other mature, fit bodies is arousing. I create my own Reddit account, so I can post encouragement to my sisters. Deep down, I probably know what I’m doing—working up the courage to post pictures of myself. Tonight, I finally do it.

I choose the topless profile photo I texted to John from the hospital and post it onto the Mom Next Door subReddit. My hand trembles when I tap the button to send the post and I feel an incredible rush. I’m tempted to wake John again, but our last late-night tryst left him exhausted, so I take care of myself, sitting at the computer desk in the living room. I have a little laugh at myself, thinking that this is how men jerk off to internet porn, isn’t it? I’m glad this is my last 3-to-3 shift and I’ll be able to jump my husband at a decent hour. I can’t wait to tell him about posting my pictures. I know he’ll love it.

Reddit becomes a new distraction. I find myself constantly checking it on my phone to see the reactions to my post. The likes rack up quickly, which is exciting, as do the comments. I’d braced myself for trolls, but they’re all positive. There are a lot of “sexy”, “hot”, and “beautiful” comments. Some posters tell me what they’d like to do to me, and I read those with particular interest. Others beg me to show more. I’ve never felt so desired, so sexy—except for that night with my guys.

I’d love to say I don’t know what’s gotten into me, but that’s not true. Those three young studs got into me, and I came away changed. Those men on the Hotwife subReddit are right. The genie has been let out of the bottle and although I’m afraid where all this might lead, I don’t want to put it back in the bottle—not yet. I want to post more photos right away, but decide it would be more fun to have John take them for me.
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I spend the day resting while John is at work and the kids are at school, so I’m fresh and ready that night. I can’t wait for him to come home to find me in lingerie, as I’d like to, but instead I wear some sexy underwear beneath a nice, tight V-neck shirt and yoga pants that show off my plump, fit butt to perfection. I’m wearing a touch of make-up, a rarity for hanging around the house, and I’m pleased John notices. He realizes I’m up to something, and neither of us can wait for some time alone. The kids disappear behind closed doors in their rooms around 9:30 and John and I can finally do the same. I lock the bedroom door behind me and lean back against it.

“I’ve been a naughty girl,” I tell my husband.

“Oh? Do tell,” he replies, eyes lighting up. He’s lying on the bed in a loose t-shirt and boxer briefs.

“I did something naughty without checking with you first.”

John chuckles. “You don’t have to check with me before you’re naughty. You just have to tell me all about it. Did one of the boys come over today?”

The eagerness in his voice makes me wonder if he was expecting one of my guys to visit me. My heart flutters at the thought of it. Or he could just be teasing me to gauge my reaction. It’s quite the little dance we’ve developed.

“Sadly no, but I was shared, sort of. I shared myself with a lot of people.”

“This sounds exciting. What have you been up to, my naughty little wife?”

“I know how much you like showing me off, and I’ve figured out that I like it almost as much as you do…”

“Almost as much? I think you love being the center of attention.”

“Stop interrupting me or I’m not going to share my surprise.” I pause, and John lets me continue. “Anyway, you know how sexy I feel when I take dirty pictures for you, which got me thinking about sharing them with other people.”

“What did you do, Carol?” John tries to sound stern, but he can’t keep the smile off his face.

“I posted some pictures on a Reddit board.”

I look at him expectantly.

“That’s…fun. How many guys want to fuck you?”

“Why don’t you look for yourself?”

I cross to him and slip my phone from the waistband of my yoga pants. I look over the tops of my glasses to read my phone and unlock it. I navigate to my pose on Reddit and hand the phone to my husband. He scoots over on the bed when I bump him with my hip. His prick is already stirring in his underwear when I touch him.

“Very impressive. These guys are right. You’re a damn sexy MILF.”

“Thank you,” I reply, grasping his growing shaft tighter.

“But I bet half these guys wouldn’t know what to do with you if they got their chance.”

“Why’s that?”

“Because they’re a bunch of keyboard jockeys. Bet a lot of hands have gotten a workout over your photos.”

I make a face. “You think so? That’s kinda gross.”

John laughs at me. “You love it, Carol. Don’t pretend otherwise.”

“Maybe,” I concede.

I do like the idea that all those anonymous men out there are getting hard and that they want me, but I don’t know about the image of them jerking off by the glow of their screens.

“You’ve got tits that launched a thousand loads,” he says.

“Okay, gross.” I laugh.

“They really are great tits, babe.”

John lays my phone aside and rubs his hands up over the curve of my boobs. With the help of a sexy, lacy bra, they are perfect round swells in this tight shirt. The bra is only lightly lined, so when he starts circling his thumbs, he easily draws my nipples out to bump up through the shirt. He flicks the thick nubs and I coo and push at his hands, little shocks of pleasure racing through me.

“I like them,” I answer, closing my eyes and enjoying his hands on me. John knows just the way to touch me that makes me melt—not that it’s much of a challenge when I get going. “I guess you think you know what to do with me?”

“I’ve got some ideas,” he replies.

John pulls my shirt over my head and then his hands are on my waist, raising me and rolling me onto my back on the bed. My nipples strain at the pink lace demi cups of my bra and John frees them with a simple flick of the front clasp.

He appreciates me in lingerie, but he’s always eager to get it out of his way. He rolls my yoga pants down, taking the pink thong with them, and that fast he has me wearing nothing but my glasses. John hops off the bed, but I don’t feel abandoned. I play dumb when he returns with our bag of tricks.

“What’s that for?” I ask.

“You’ve been naughty, haven’t you?”

“I have.” I nod.

“Then I need to treat you like the slut you are.”

My smile is broad. “I think maybe you do know what to do with me.”

“I know just what you need, babe.”

I’m filled with excitement anticipating what he’s going to pull from the bag. The guys used a few items from our bag of tricks. We’ve been so busy replaying that night in bed that we haven’t brought the bag out in a while. I usually play coy when John gets it, acting like I don’t want a toy, but I’m too excited to play those games tonight.

John pulls a chain leash from the bag and the collar that matches it. He hasn’t put me on the leash in ages. I’ll be honest, we’re usually in too much of a hurry to get at each other to get into the intricate games, but I do miss being leashed by my daddy.

“You know, I thought about putting you on the leash that night. I thought I’d walk you into the room on the leash and present you to them. I would have made you kneel and hand them the leash, telling them you were their plaything for the night.”

I close my eyes and shudder. Oh god! I don’t want John to know that the idea electrifies me to my core. I feel dirty for how the suggestion affects me. Sometimes I’m afraid of just how out of control I could become.

“I was their plaything anyway,” I reply, voice thick with lust.

“Good point, but you would have really belonged to them then. The only reason I didn’t was I thought it might be going too far. I thought it could freak you out.”

It probably would have, and I might not have gone through with it—that time. If John tried it now, who knows…

“Maybe,” I whisper. He’s not even touching me and I’m so horny I can’t stand it.

Cool leather presses to my neck and my eyes snap open. John brushes my hair aside and buckles the collar in place. A shiny metal ring hangs from the front, waiting for the leash, but he doesn’t attach it. It doesn’t matter. Just the feel of the collar around my neck makes my heart pound. I look up at John and I know the helplessness in my eyes turns him on.

He snaps a handcuff on my right wrist next, pulling it up toward the headboard. The intricate wrought-iron bars of our headboard make for the perfect place to secure the handcuffs with my arms raised over my head. Locked in place, I pull against the handcuffs, but they have no give.

“What if I left you like this for them? Handcuffed and at their mercy?” John licks his dry lips as he looks at my nude, prone body.

“John…honey…” I whimper.

John picks up my phone and snaps a picture of me, helpless.

“John! No!”

“Don’t worry, I got one without your face in it. But if you want people to see your wrists cuffed, we can blur out your face.”

“Honey, you can’t…”

“We’ll see. You’re in no position to stop me.”

“You wouldn’t…”

“Maybe, maybe not. I can do what I want, and if you keep trying to tell me no, I can always get the gag out.”

“No, Daddy, please,” I beg him, saying what I know he wants to hear. I can just imagine his cock surging when I call him daddy. It’s not as creepy as it sounds—maybe it is—but it’s about power, not the other thing. That would be creepy. It turns me on, so I try not to think about it too much—a forty-year-old professional woman calling her husband daddy. It’s like when old-school wives called their husbands Father, and the men called their wives Mother. Being a modern woman and handing authority over to my husband like one of those 1950s housewives is just hot.

John pinches my nipples and I groan. Once my thick pink nipples are standing tall, he snaps more pictures. I’ll kill him if these get out. And then I think about all those men out there seeing me like this. A tremor runs through me. I swear it’s like I have a tiny orgasm without even being touched.

I’m powerless to stop my husband when his full attention turns to my tits. I love having them teased and he knows exactly how to do it. John sucks and licks, pinches, and pulls. His teeth nip at my tender flesh, and I cry out, twisting my body toward him to stuff my flesh into his mouth. He isn’t even touching my pussy, but I’m drenched. I wish he was touching me there. I really need him to touch me there. I whimper and beg. I gasp and plead. John has no mercy.

“Oooo…god…hon…please…”

“Please what, Carol?” John smiles at me. He’s enjoying this way too much.

“Please…touch me…Daddy…”

“I am touching you, babe.”

“My…my…pussy…touch me…”

“Oh? That’s what you want. Let me see…”

John roots in the toy bag and produces one of my favorites. It’s a thick, veiny, very realistic dildo. It’s not quite flesh-colored—a bit pinker—but it’s close enough. It has a suction cup on the end, but I’ve never had the nerve to stick it to the shower wall and take care of myself. I like it way better when John uses it on me, rather than playing with myself. He presses the toy to my lips, and I kiss it. It’s a game we like to play. I part my legs and he presses the blunt tip to my dewy lips. I’m soaked, and it only takes gentle pressure for him to bury that thing inside me.

“God…yes…” I moan.

“You’re so fucking wet,” John tells me, as if I didn’t know.

“Because you’re driving me crazy. You need to take care of me, Daddy.” I know how much the way I desperately whine turns him on. He loves the begging.

“Maybe I’m stalling until the guys get here.”

“No…you can’t…”

“Why not?”

John slowly works the toy in and out of me and I can hear how wet I man. The toy stretches me open, which makes me think of Conner and his giant cock—even if this isn’t as big as he is. That young stud opened me up like no man ever had before. I close my eyes and arch my back, pushing at the toy, remembering Conner inside me.

“They can’t see me like this…” It’s between a moan and a whine. Of course, my guys can’t come over with the kids home, but I play along.

“They would love to see you like this.”

“But…”

John presses the dildo deep, shutting me up. My climax sweeps over me so swiftly that I gasp, taken by surprise. I tremble and shake, locking my thighs around the toy and John’s hand, burying my face in the pillows. I don’t want to be heard at the other end of the house. I bite the pillow as I scream. John doesn’t let up for a minute, but he keeps steadily fucking me with the toy. It’s just like that night with my guys. I’d climax over and over, and it seemed like they could stay hard forever. Even if one of them came, there was another right there to take his place. I was sore the next day, but it was so worth it.

A second orgasm crashes over me, and I try to curl onto my side, twisting away from my husband so he has to relent. I just need a second to gather myself. John does relent—sort of. He stops using the toy, but he leaves it inside me. My cunt grips it so hard I don’t know if he could pull it out if he tried. I stare up at him, wide-eyed and panting.

“You just love being opened up by a big, thick cock, don’t you?” he asks, looking amused.

“Yes…” I whimper.

“That’s why I knew you’d love the boys that night. I knew a big boy like Conner had to be hung.”

“Daddy…”

“I knew they would start fucking you and you’d never want them to stop.”

“Oh god…I didn’t, Daddy…”

“I can at least give you a taste of it to remember.”

I remember vividly, but I don’t tell him that. John pushes my thighs apart and starts working me with the toy again. He starts slow and gentle as before, but he’s built a head of steam and soon he’s fucking me hard again. I gasp and pant and moan and I’m about to bury my face in the pillow again to stifle my cries when he grabs me and turns me toward him. John kneels right next to my head and feeds me his cock.

I open wide, happy to pleasure him, but my husband isn’t looking for any finesse. He pushes his cock deep into my mouth and grabs a handful of my hair. He’s awkward at first, trying to find a rhythm for using the toy and my mouth together, but he soon gets the hang of it and then I lose my mind.

It’s not the first time John’s used a toy and his prick to pretend two men were fucking me, but since that night with my guys, it’s been so real to me. I know what it’s like to be used by two men at once now! John takes me roughly, just as they did. I can barely breathe with his cock pushing into my throat, which just makes the orgasm detonating inside me so much more intense. I’m screaming into John’s cock and he’s just grunting—too aroused to keep up with the dirty talk.

John unleashes down my throat and he’s forced to pull back when I start choking. He keeps shooting into my mouth, but I’m coming so hard I can’t swallow. His cum bubbles out of my lips and runs down my cheeks. He pulls back farther, and his last shot goes across my lips and smears my cheek. John falls back onto his butt looking dazed, and releases the toy. My thighs are locked around it, but the moment I relax, it slips out of me. I close my eyes and shake. The aftershocks are never-ending.

Once he’s calmed down, John releases my wrists and I roll into his side, snuggling tight. His big arms wrap around me, and he squeezes. As helpless and slutty as I felt when he had me cuffed, I’m totally safe in my husband’s arms. The collar still bites into my neck, but I don’t mind. I like the reminder that I’m his. I wonder if I could ever go hardcore BDSM, but I don’t think I could maintain it for a long period. Being forced to kneel forever or being locked in a cage and being deprived just sounds boring. I only want to be teased up to a point, and then I need to be used.

“One of these nights we’re going to have to just make love like a normal couple. You know, with candles and soft music and stuff,” he says.

I laugh. “That would be nice too, but I also see the romance in being taken by you like this. I couldn’t do this if we didn’t have such a deep connection.”

“Is there romance with the other guys?”

“There could be, I guess. That night was the polar opposite of romantic, so I never thought about it. But there could be romance with one of them—or all of them. It still wouldn’t ever be the same as it is with you, though. Would that bother you, if somehow it wasn’t just sex?”

“I don’t know. Maybe, maybe not. It might be weird for me, but maybe I’d like the danger. We’ll just have to find out.”

“Will we?”

John laughs this time. “I doubt you’ll object.”

“You think I’ll just do anything?” I try to sound offended.

“Maybe not anything.”

“Watch it, bub,” I say, playfully hitting his chest.

I jump out of bed to clean up and wonder if I do have any boundaries left.
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I’ll be honest. After that night, I was so sure that John would set me up with my guys again that I didn’t even bring them up to him. I didn’t think I needed to tell him I wanted to see them. Okay, I still felt funny coming out and asking my husband to set up an orgy for me, but that’s why it was so great I thought he’d just do it on his own. I only wondered how he’d do it, so I was constantly on my toes. John can be very creative when he wants to be. I’ve been ready for him to text me instructions out of the blue.

Days go by, but nothing. I grow increasingly frustrated, waiting for John to set something up, but I refuse to crack and ask him about it.

When we get through the week and I still don’t receive any strange instructions to meet John at a hotel, I’m positive it’s happening on the weekend. It’s our free weekend without the kids, so it’s perfect. I can’t wait to see what John’s got up his sleeve.

I’m so distracted that Saturday morning that I struggle to concentrate on my yoga class. The teacher corrects my position several times before I knuckle down and get my mind right. I go right from the yoga class to the elliptical and pound out an intense workout. It’s something I can do with an empty mind. I’m a sweaty, sore mess afterward, but the high is great. I grab my bag and head home, preferring to shower in my own environment.

Starbucks is on the way home, so I drive through for a Frappuccino, figuring I’ve earned it. I’m in my own little world when I get home and park at the top of the driveway. John is golfing, so I’ll have the house to myself. I plan for a long, relaxing shower before I get into tackling the laundry.

The side door off our driveway leads into a mudroom where I hang my yoga mat on a hook before walking into the kitchen. I’m surprised that John left the lights on. He’s usually all over me about turning out the lights when I leave a room. I flick the lights out as I pass through.

“Hey! I’m trying to work.”

I jump out of my skin when I hear the male voice, shriek and press myself against the wall. My heart pounds so hard I can barely find my voice. “Who’s there?”

“It’s me. I’m fixing the sink.”

The speaker assumes I should know who he is, but the voice isn’t my husband’s. I peel away from the wall and peek over the island to see a pair of legs sticking out from under the cabinet under the sink. The blue-jean-clad legs lead to a wide torso in a white t-shirt, but I can’t see the owner's head.

“Who’s me?”

“It’s Conner. Didn’t John tell you I was coming over?”

Conner pushes out from under the sink and sits up to smile at me. His smiles are even more striking because of his generally stern countenance. He’s a former Marine, and from the way he carries himself to the way he’s built, you’d never forget it. I have an immediate, visceral reaction to seeing him again. I tingle from head to toe, and I can almost feel his hands on me again. I’m sucked into his deep, dark eyes—so brown they’re almost black—and it’s a moment before I realize I’m staring, and haven’t answered him.

“Ah, no. It must have slipped his mind somehow. That drain’s been backing up for a while now.”

The kitchen sink backs up in a minor way when we run the dishwasher. It really wasn’t a big deal. Drano probably would have handled it, but I suspect the drain isn’t why John called Conner.

“I’ve just about got it taken care of.”

“Great, thanks. That’s awesome.”

Conner’s dark eyes undress me. I feel his hunger, but I just came from the gym, and I must look awful. I don’t want any of my guys seeing me like this—drained, hair in a tight ponytail, no make-up. I probably look every second of forty, and then some. I back away, as if that will help.

“I was just at the gym. I need to clean up.”

“You look damn good to me, Carol. Just like always.” Conner’s eyes roam my body, shown off nicely in my tight workout clothes—even if the sports tank top flattens my boobs.

“I’m going to jump in the shower.”

I see him weighing whether that’s an offer. He answers, “I’ll be here.”

“Okay, then.”

I turn and flee the kitchen, but with an extra wiggle in my butt, knowing he’s staring at it. I practically sprint up the stairs, kicking the bedroom door closed behind me as I wrestle out of my clothes. I make the water as hot as I can bear it, even though it’s a cold shower I really need.

All I can think of is sex. Sex with Conner. I wonder what his move will be. Or is he waiting for me to make a move? I don’t know if I have it in me to come on like a modern-day Mrs. Robinson, or what I would say if I did. I’d feel like the cliché horny housewife inviting the plumber up to my bedroom. I want to be sexy for Conner, not just another bad plot from a porn movie. I’m so distracted that my hand shakes when I clean up my grooming. I almost nick myself with the razor. With a deep breath, I steady my hand and whisk away the stubble. I want to be smooth for Conner.

Only when I step out of the shower do I think about my husband. I just assumed John set me up to fuck Conner, but if he did, why isn’t he here? John likes to watch, so why would he send Conner over when he’s not here? It could be some weird test, but John isn’t like that. Do normal rules apply anymore? It could be a test for Conner to see if he’s still interested or if John can trust him or me when he’s not around. I know I’m overthinking it, but how can I not? I grab my phone and text John. No reply. I call. Straight to voicemail. I stand naked in the middle of my bedroom and wonder what I should do. The indecision is killing me. I want Conner so much it’s a throbbing physical need. I don’t want to send him home with just a thank you. I try my husband again. Still no answer, but maybe that is my answer. His phone is never turned off.

I dig into my lingerie drawer for something I think Conner would like, in case he’s lucky enough to see it, and I realize I don’t really know my young lover at all. He might be the type of guy who doesn’t give a lick about lingerie, the kind who just wants his woman naked as quickly as possible. I can appreciate that, but lingerie makes me feel sexy, so I’m not skipping it. I have a plum-colored lace babydoll that leaves little to the imagination. I can’t find the matching thong, so I go with a tiny pair of black bikini panties. I love the little gold rings that attach the side strings to the fabric. I throw on a short kimono robe and apply a touch of makeup. I want to look good, but not like I’m trying. I brush my wet hair back, and I’m about to dry it when I hear Conner calling me from downstairs.

“Yeah? I’m just out of the shower,” I call back to him.

“I’m wrapping things up down here,” Conner replies.

“I’ll be down in a minute.”

There’s no time to pick the rest of my outfit, and I don’t want to throw on just anything. In a brave moment, I decide the cute little kimono is my outfit. If that doesn’t get Conner’s attention, nothing will. Either I’m going to tease him and send him home with an aching hard-on, or I’m going to find out my husband set all this up, and we’re going to have a fun afternoon.

I steel myself on the way down the stairs, and there’s Conner in the kitchen, leaning against the island and playing with his phone. I pause in the doorway, and when he senses me, he looks over. His eyes travel up my legs, and I wish I’d put on heels, but that would have just played into that cliché, wouldn’t it?

“Thanks so much for coming over and taking care of that,” I say, leaning in the doorway, hoping the pose looks sexy instead of awkward. This was so much easier when I was drunk, and my inhibitions were lowered. I’m stone-cold sober, and I have to fight the urge to run away.

“No problem. I had to get up earlier than usual, but it was worth it.” His gaze drifts to the V where my robe closes, showing just a hint of the babydoll beneath.

“Am I supposed to pay you?”

I left my purse on the island, and I move next to Conner to get my wallet. Brushing against him is electric.

“John did say you’d take care of me.”

Conner puts his hand on mine, keeping my wallet in my purse, and I look up at him. My lips part in a sigh. He’d have to be blind to miss all the signs.

“You don’t need your wallet,” he says.

“I don’t?”

“You know you don’t.”

I expect John to jump out from hiding at any minute, but it’s just Conner and me alone in the quiet kitchen. “How am I supposed to take care of you then?”

He smiles and looks down at my kimono. “You’ve got everything I need right here, Carol.”

“What do you need?” I ask dumbly.

Conner hooks a finger in the belt and pulls the loose knot free. My kimono falls open, showing him the lingerie beneath. His hand slips inside, and his fingers massage my flesh through the lacy babydoll. I shiver and I look up at him, biting my lip. We’re both adults, we both know what’s going to happen, but I can’t just jump in, not without knowing for sure that my husband set this up.

“My husband’s not here. I don’t play behind his back.”

Conner stares at me like he’s trying to judge whether I’m serious. He knows something I don’t. I see it in his dark eyes. “John knows I’m here,” he says, like it explains everything. When I don’t reply, Conner smiles again and adds, “He didn’t tell you I was coming, did he?”

It’s my turn to smile. I touch his muscular arm, tracing a tattoo with a fingernail. The colorful sleeves covering his arms make him look rough and tough. I know that’s how he likes to appear to the outside world. I saw another side of him that night he shared with his friends. I like that tender side, and I’m honored that he allowed me to see it.

“He must have wanted it to be a surprise.”

“You two love to play games, don’t you?” Conner chuckles. “John told me you wanted this.”

“I guess he just knew I’d be okay with it.” I see him shiver when I trace my nails harder along his arm.

“You guys are an interesting couple.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment.”

Conner pulls me up toward him and kisses me. My lips part for him and all my doubts disappear. I’m not ready to ditch my husband—not by a long shot—but I want to be Conner’s, for at least a little while. I’m so lucky to have a husband who’ll allow me the privilege. Conner’s hands on my waist almost lift me off the ground. He’s at least a foot taller than my five foot and a couple inches, just like my husband. He’s so big and strong that I could probably hang from my arms around his neck, and he wouldn’t have to flex an extra muscle. His body is hard against mine and it gives me chills to feel just how powerful he is. Of all my guys, Conner is the biggest and most muscular. I don’t like to play favorites—I like them all for their differences—but Conner is almost like a male model and being with him just makes my heart pound.

His tongue flicks out for me, and I attack it with mine. He lifts me higher, and I instinctively wrap my legs around his waist. My glasses are nearly knocked off as we bump together, but I don’t care. We turn, but he doesn’t carry me far, sitting me on the table in our kitchen. My fingers rake through his crew cut and smooth over his thick neck. I caress his powerful shoulders and want to rip that tight, white t-shirt off his body. Conner pulls back a little and I’m left panting. The desire in his dark eyes cuts me to the core. God help me. I want this boy.

“You’re so goddam beautiful, Carol. The pictures are sexy, but they don’t do you justice, baby,” he says.

“I’m glad you liked them. Which was your favorite?” I try to keep the surprise out of my voice. I should be angry with John, but I just can’t be, not with the way Conner is looking at me.

“They’re all perfect. Your body is perfect.”

He pushes the robe off my shoulders, and it pools on the table behind me. I trace his muscles through his t-shirt.

“Come on now. That’s perfect. I’m just doing what I can. I’m sure girls throw themselves at a guy like you all day long.”

“I love that you’re not full of yourself. You’re a goddam sexy woman, Carol. None of the fucking girls around hold a candle to you. Guys are hitting on you all the time. Admit it.”

I melt. That boy knows the perfect thing to say. He’s somewhere in his twenties, so while I’m not quite old enough to be his mother, maybe I’m like a cool aunt or a much older sister. I feel dirty messing around with a guy so much younger—and I love it.

“Sometimes they look.” I smile.

“But you don’t let them touch?”

Conner’s fingers follow the straps of my babydoll from my shoulders down to my breasts. The lace only shades them. It hides nothing. My nipples rise to meet his touch. They look darker through the lace. I gasp when he teases them and close my eyes, but only for a moment. I love watching the way he looks at me.

“You don’t think I let just anyone touch me, do you?”

“I guess I’m lucky then. And the other guys.”

I hold his face in both hands and focus his deep, dark eyes on my baby blue ones.

“You and your friends are special. I never did anything like that before. And I don’t plan on doing this all the time or with just anyone. You understand that, right?”

“I was kidding, Carol. You’re special to us, too. Trust me, we’re guys. We’re as competitive as they come. We wouldn’t agree to this arrangement with just anyone.”

It’s so sweet, in a twisted kind of way. I don’t know why I care what they think of me, but I do. I don’t mind being a slut for them, but they need to know I’m their slut, not just open to anyone. I smile and feel very maternal when I tell him, “You boys need to learn to share your toys.”

“Only you, Carol. Only you.”

Conner pinches both my nipples at the same time, and I push my tits into his hands. He gives them a little roll, and I shake, throwing my head back to moan louder.

“I’m your toy…” I gasp. I don’t know if it’s a question or confirmation of what he said.

“Only if you want to be, baby.” He gives my nipples another little tug.

“Yess…” I hiss.

We’re kissing again and we both know I’m his for as long as he wants me today. Our kiss grows hungrier and hungrier like we’re pouring all our desire into it. I pull his shirt off and only stop kissing him long enough to toss it away. His bare skin is hot to the touch, and his chest ripples under my touch. I tease his nipple with a fingernail. Conner grunts into our kiss. I do it again, and he bites my lips playfully. He needs to know he’s not the only one who can tease.

His mouth is all over my tits. Conner doesn’t bother to remove my baby doll, so maybe he’s the type who likes lingerie. I file that away for next time. It’s such sweet torture having him licking and sucking and nibbling my breasts through the lace mesh that covers them.

Conner worships my tits like he’s starving for them, and it makes me want to fuck him even more. I have great breasts for forty, but they aren’t like the ones on girls his own age. Conner makes me feel sexier than I ever did in my twenties. I smile and try not to think about how old he was back then. My gasps and moans fill the kitchen, and my nails dig deep into his crew cut. My nipples throb and the rest of my body does too. When he finally touches my pussy, my panties are soaked. He yanks the panties out of his way and buries two fingers into me.

“Ohmygod…ooooo…ohmygod…”

Conner kneels on the floor and pulls my butt right to the edge of the table. My panties are gone in a flash. I don’t know why I even bothered with them. He slides my baby doll up, and I hold it in place so he can see me spread right in front of his face. I’m pink, slick, and ready. I catch the tangy scent of my arousal.

“Fucking beautiful,” he groans just before he dives in.

I didn’t have the pleasure of Conner going down on me last time. Mateo did those honors, and then they were off to the races, fucking me all night long. I’m not complaining. I wanted them. God, did I want them! But it was crowded on that bed, and I didn’t get to experience each of my guys the same way I could have one-on-one. Mateo was subtle in pleasuring me, but Conner is not. His thick tongue fucks me, thrusting up inside me, only to curl and hit all the right places when he flicks it out. It flickers over my clit, making me scream his name. The pleasure is almost too intense. I love the freedom to scream in an empty house, although I don’t recall ever being tossed onto the kitchen table and having my pussy eaten before now.

Conner slurps away at my cunt, his tongue busy while he drinks of me. His fingers press into me once again, and I push right back at them, leaning back on my elbows and staring down at my handsome lover between my thighs. His tongue and fingers have me just on the edge of coming when he pulls his fingers from me. I whimper my need, but he doesn’t leave me hanging for long. His digits push forward again, but this time, one of them is aimed at my tight little rosebud. I screech and tremble and try to relax for him.

“Ooooo…god…Con…ooooo…”

I’m no stranger to anal, but it’s not something John and I often do. I think I like a little toy back there more than I like being fucked in the ass, but that night with my guys, Noah took my ass while I rode Mateo, and it was one of the most intense things I’ve ever experienced.

His finger is slick enough from my pussy to slide up into my ass, and when I relax, it pops past the initial resistance. Conner goes slow, but he succeeds in burying both of his fingers inside me—one in my cunt and one in my ass. I clench tightly on both fingers. I don’t know whether it’s that the stinging subsides or the intense pleasure of his tongue dancing on my clit makes me forget about it, but the heady mix of pleasure and pain touches a deep, primal part of me, and I grunt while he slowly fingers me. Conner sucks hard on my clit, and the next thing I know, I’m seeing stars and howling as he makes me climax. My toes curl, and I cry out, and while I don’t know if I squirt—and I don’t even think that’s real—I know I flood Conner’s mouth. He licks and slurps my juices and never stops sucking on my clit or fingering me until it’s so intense I can’t help pushing back on his forehead.

“Con…honey…please…” I beg, gasping between moans. “I just…just…me a sec…”

Conner backs off, and I lay back on the table, eyes closed, just throbbing. Ohmygod! The aftershocks are so intense, it’s like I’m coming all over again. I giggle a little because I can’t believe how good I feel, and I wonder what Conner thinks about that.

My eyes flicker open when I feel his hands on my thighs, opening them and lifting my legs. There’s his giant cock, standing in all its glory, pointing straight at my defenseless pussy. He steps forward, and the head drags across my lips before it settles on top of my tummy. I reach for him, and he’s so thick my fingers don’t even close around him.

Conner isn’t just taller and more muscular than his friends—he’s bigger in every way. The first time I saw his impressive cock, my eyes widened because I wondered how I could possibly take him inside me. I relished the challenge, and now that I’ve had him, I can’t wait to have him inside me again. I’m not a size queen, and some big guys just hurt inside you, but when a guy knows how to use his oversized equipment, it’s magical. Conner is a master with his tool.

“Mmm, Carol,” he grunts while I play with him. Precum drips from the tip, and he smears it on my stomach.

“It’s so fucking big, honey,” I coo. I don’t normally curse much, but it feels natural with such a big cock in my hand.

“You want it, don’t you, Carol?”

“Yeah, I do. You know I do.”

“Tell me.”

“Fuck me, Conner.”

He steps back, and I stretch my arm to steady his aim. His flared tip spreads my lips. He looks obscenely large against me, like it will never fit. We both know better. I rub him on my lips, pulling him toward me, but he doesn’t budge.

“Please, honey, please fuck me,” I beg.

I feel so dirty begging this young stud to fuck me, but I love it. He looks so proud, and it’s amazing knowing I make him feel that way. I can see I’m not just another conquest for him. It touches my heart.

“Yeah,” he groans, slowly pushing inside me. “I can’t resist you, baby.”

“Oooo, honey. Oooo…god…”

Conner grips my thighs, and it feels like his cock is never going to end as he’s sliding into me. He opens me up, stretches me, and yes, the tingling is somewhere between pleasure and pain. But Conner doesn’t push it. He knows I need to get used to him again. His heavy balls rest against the backs of my thighs, and he pauses there, throbbing inside me. I close my eyes and breathe deeply, just feeling him. I realize that things were so frenzied that first night when I was shared by all the guys that I didn’t have time to truly enjoy Conner. Now I lay back on my kitchen table, and I can savor him.

“You okay?” Conner asks.

I smile dreamily. “Just laying here enjoying myself.”

“This is why you’re so damn sexy, Carol.”

“I just really like your big cock.”

I tighten my muscles around him. I have great flexibility and muscle control from yoga. Plus, it’s easier to clamp down on a big piece of meat like Conner’s. I flutter my pussy around him. A deep moan rumbles from his chest. He twitches inside me, and I moan, too. It’s like we’re fucking, but we’re not even moving—not outwardly. I watch him as I work my cunt around his meat, and it’s great fun to watch his reactions. I bet none of the girls his age know this trick or can do it nearly as well. I lift my hips from the table, swiveling them, pushing at him.

“Fuck, Carol. You’re killing me, baby.”

“Just showing my appreciation.”

“I think you’re showing me you need a good fucking. You’re hot for it.”

“Could be that, too.”

I groan in dismay when he pulls back, slipping out of my grasp. I suddenly feel so empty, but only for a moment. He pauses, with just his head opening me, and then pushes back in. It’s incredible. I swear I feel every inch of him, every vein, every ripple. Conner takes me slowly like that, and it’s sublime and maddening at the same time. I love being able to enjoy his cock like this, but I badly need him to fuck me good. This isn’t fucking, it’s a tease. Conner knows it. He watches me with a cocky smirk, knowing the way his cock is turning me inside out. He watches me twist my body, rocking, trying to pull him back as he pulls out. He watches me whimper and moan, licking my lips and my body with his motion.

“Fuck me,” I plead. “Fuck me, honey!”

“I don’t want to hurt you.”

“You know I can take it.” I pant. “Fuck me, Conner!”

“You’re hot, Carol. So fucking hot. Goddam it!”

The teasing is too much. I need him like I need oxygen. I need him to take me. Enough with the teasing. Conner’s a sweet guy, but it’s time for him to treat me like a whore, not like he’s making love to his sweetheart.

“Please, fuck me! Ohmygod fuck me!”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah,” I pant.

Conner slams me so hard that the table screeches across the floor. I shriek. He pulls out and slams me again. It hurts, but more importantly, it’s extraordinary. I stare up at him helplessly. He seems to feed on it. The more I become a part of his cock, the harder he fucks me.

“Yeah? That what you want?”

“Yes!” I cry.

“You want it hard?”

“Yes!”

“You want this big fucking cock, Carol?”

He almost sounds angry, but I know he loves every minute of this. Who knows what it is? Maybe I remind him of a hot teacher or some friend’s mom he crushed on, but I can see it in his eyes—I push all his buttons just like he’s pushing mine.

“Ohmygod…yes…YES!” I cry.

Conner is gripping my thighs with such ferocity I know he’s going to leave marks. My ankles bounce off his shoulders, and he uses all his power to fuck me silly. He’s riveted on my tits bouncing in my babydoll, and I clutch them, playing with my nipples. I love playing the slut for him. I want him to be as crazy for me as I am for him.

“Oooo…ohmygod…ohmygod…Con…honey…ohmygod…”

He leans over me, my legs slipping down to the crooks of his elbows. My ass feels like it’s going to fall off the table, but Conner doesn’t stop until I can lean up and kiss him. I hold his head and kiss him frantically. I cover his face with kisses and then lock my lips to his and tease with my tongue. Conner moans into that kiss, and his thrusts are becoming erratic. His balls spank my ass, heavy with their load. I’m overwhelmed by him, and I come again, tearing my mouth away to cry out my ecstasy. I grab the edges of the table and hold on for dear life because my climax hits and my pussy gushes around him, Conner finds a new gear, and it feels like he’s going to fuck me right off the table.

“Can I…can I…come…come inside…fuck…Carol…”

I don’t have time to answer his question because Conner is there before he can finish asking it. He draws back and yanks his cock from me. I miss it immediately. He’s literally dripping with my juices as he jerks it. His load blasts out, onto my thighs, onto my babydoll, onto my tits, and amazingly, all the way up to my face. I’ve never seen a man come so hard outside of porn. Two of three blasts arc over my chest and across my cheeks, onto my glasses. The man comes like a firehose. I’m impressed. He jerks it until he’s drained, and then he sways, standing between my thighs. He looks like he’s going to collapse. I stare at his cock, marveling that he’s still half-hard. Even at half-mast, he’s still bigger than most guys I’ve been with. I can’t wait to stroke him back to life.

“Sorry ‘bout that. I didn’t want to presume since I wasn’t wearing a condom.”

“That’s very sweet, Conner, but don’t you remember how many times you guys came inside me that night? It’s silly to worry about that now.”

“We never really asked that night. Things just started rolling and…”

“And you guys screwed me senseless, I know. I’m on birth control, in case you’re worried. And I assume you boys are clean.”

“Oh yeah, John made us all get tested.”

Of course, my husband was watching out for me.

“Did you like that? Coming on me?”

“Yeah, it’s sort of hot. I mean…”

“I know what you mean. It’s dirty and sexy. This is all dirty and sexy, honey. I don’t mind it. I kind of liked it.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.” I push up from the table. Now that he’s not fucking me, it’s uncomfortable under my back. I take off my smeared glasses, feeling silly trying to look at him through his cum. “I like being your slut.”

“I don’t think of you that way, Carol. I really don’t.”

“No?”

“No, baby. You’re sexy, and you’re classy. You’re amazing.”

I search his eyes and I see it there. Conner has a legitimate crush. It’s sweet to see a big, stoic guy like him showing that vulnerability. I love that inherent sweetness. Conner’s the whole package—sweet, strong, hot. I could see myself falling for him if I weren’t already married. But I can have a little crush too, can’t I? I caress his cheek and gaze up at him.

“You’re so sweet, honey. I wish I could just keep you here and pull you out any time I need a boost.”

“Whatever you need, Carol.”

I feel like I should warn him against developing any real feelings, but I don’t want to ruin the moment. He’s a big boy. He can take care of himself. I reach for his cock, and it twitches in my hand.

“Right now, I need you to take me upstairs, honey. Take me upstairs and fuck me again, Conner.”
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I flash my blue eyes at Conner, a wild hunger in them. He’s on his back in the middle of my marital bed, and I kneel beside him—nude—my lips stretched around his girthy cock. My cheek bulges out as I press deeper onto him, and seeing it, he smiles. My hand is wrapped around his base, slowly stroking him, but I really need two hands to take care of him. My other hand, however, is busy massaging his balls. Conner keeps growing as I suck, making my job harder.

Conner is nicely groomed down there. I like how his smooth, heavy balls feel in my hand. He grunts when I squeeze them, surging into my mouth. My teeth scrape his shaft, but I can’t help it. Has Conner ever found a woman who can truly take all of him in her mouth?

Even if I could deep-throat him, I wouldn’t swallow it all. He brushes my hair back from my face to watch me and moans while I suck. I can tell he likes watching me suck him. The way he looks at me makes me want to be the best cocksucker. I want to be the sexiest woman he’s ever had. It’s funny that it matters so much because I’m just getting to know Conner, but I want to impress him. I want his approval.

“Ohmygod…” I whisper, strings of saliva dripping from my lips when I let him slip from my mouth. I’m so hungry for him.

That first time, when he shared me with his friends, my attention was everywhere. I loved the wildness of it, but it feels special to have this time alone with Conner. I’m excited to have him all to myself and be able to give myself fully to him. I love the way he touches me. His hands are so large, strong, and calloused, but he’s gentle they rove my body, learning my curves and how I like to be touched.

My breasts hang beneath me, and he cups one, tickling my nipple. I moan while lapping at his shaft, working my way downward. I slurp and suck hard where his shaft joins his balls, tongue darting out. I’m making love to his cock and balls like they’re my world. I can only guess what Conner is thinking about this wife and mother worshipping his cock like she’s starving for it. Guessing at his dirty thoughts about me makes me shiver.

“Carol…so sexy…damn…” Conner moans. “You’re incredible, babe.”

I feast on his big balls, and I hear my slurping as I suck and lick them. They’re musky and masculine, with a faint scent of soap and, of course, the smell of me. I taste myself all over him. It’s intoxicating. When I came downstairs, I poured myself all over him. I go lower and lower, my tongue darting down to his taint. I’ve never done this for my husband, but I’m driven to be a dirty slut for Conner, just to show him how completely his I am.

“Damn…babe…damn…Carol…ohhh…babe…”

Conner spreads his legs, and my tongue darts down into his taint, his warm, wet balls resting on my cheek. It drives him crazy. I feel him shake, hear him moan my name, and I feel so sexy. His fingers lace in my hair, pulling my face from that dark, musky place. His cock is in his other hand, and Conner plugs it into my mouth. I set to sucking him right away, but it’s clear he’s in charge.

I’m not going down on him anymore—he’s using my mouth. Yes! Use me! I think. I’d tell him if my mouth was free. Conner isn’t too rough. He’s not trying to choke or abuse me. He’s just taking what he wants. He steadily pulls my mouth up and down his cock, and I do all I can to keep up. I gag when he hits the back of my throat, but he pulls back. He’s just so big it happens. He hits there again, and I relax, taking him deep. It’s challenging to breathe while he uses my mouth like that, but I’m proud to let him do it.

“Love watching you suck that cock, Carol. Been thinking about it all this time. Thinking about those lips, that pretty face. Yeah…”

It’s difficult to keep my composure and continue to suck when his fingers find my pussy. He alternates between rubbing my clit and lazily fingering me, and I’m grunting into my mouthful, pushing back at his hand. It’s harder now to find that breathing rhythm, but Conner doesn’t slow down. He likes seeing me out of control. He uses my mouth and plays with my pussy until I’m a trembling, drooling mess. It’s only then he releases me, and I collapse onto him, face in his lap, wet cock slapping my face.

“Ohmygod…ohmygod…ohmygod…”

“Damn, you’re hot, Carol.” It’s like he can’t stop saying it. I’ll never tire of hearing it.

“You bring it out in me, honey. I’m not myself around you,” I pant.

Conner laughs. “Or this is who you really want to be.”

“If I didn’t have to work, raise my kids…maybe,” I admit, surprising even me.

“Get up here and show me how much you want it, babe.”

Conner lifts me like a feather, pulling me on top of him. It’s clear what he wants, and I move to help him. He’s so big I have to squat to get him inside me rather than just slide onto him. The yoga comes in handy once again! He holds that monster up, and I tease him with my slick slit, sliding back and forth.

“Come on, Carol, don’t tease…”

“You want it?”

“Yeah…”

“Really want it?” I like a man to be in charge, but it’s fun to turn the tables sometimes—just for a moment.

“Carol…yeah…yeah…”

“Just making sure.” I laugh.

The laughter is short-lived, becoming a long, low moan when I settle down and he spreads me open. He feels so much larger than he did when I was on my back. I sink lower and lower and open wider and wider, my sheath clinging to him. The feeling is overwhelming, and I’m thankful for Conner’s hands under my butt guiding me because I’m afraid my quivering knees might give out. I don’t allow myself to bottom out but flex my muscles and pull up. A cleansing breath and I sink down again, taking him deeper inside me.

“Oooo…” I close my eyes and savor how the quiver spreads through my entire body. My pussy is alive, and the delicious tingle spreads from there through my body, following the quiver.

Conner merely supports me, letting me set the pace. I savor the feeling of riding him slowly, but the more sparks his wonderful cock sets off inside me, the faster I want to move. I want to create that sweet, sweet friction that will bring my climax.

“Goddam, Carol…that’s so damn good…shit…babe…”

“Yeah, you like that?” I tease, trying to sound in control, even with a quiver in my voice.

“That pussy…damn…”

“Ooooo…Mmmm…”

I finally bottom out on him and close my eyes. He’s throbbing inside me. I feel every inch, every vein, all of him. I had no idea I could ever feel so filled. Double penetration was like that but in a completely different way. And Conner did fuck me that night—so much—but it was never really him and me. I never had the chance to truly admire what his cock could do. How did I take all of that? I work my hips while I squat on him, work my muscles inside, but it’s tough when he’s stretched me so wide. Every motion brings a fresh tremor of pleasure, and that makes it difficult to pleasure him the way I want to. For the first time, I understand how truly remarkable a big cock can feel. I understand size queens.

“So damn sexy…ohhh…Carol…just like that, babe…”

Conner runs his hands up my body, running his fingers through my hair and pushing them into my mouth. I wantonly suck his digits and give him my best sultry stare. His dark eyes are wide with wonder. Conner uses those wet fingers to tease my nipples as he massages my breasts. I come instantly. It’s almost embarrassing how easily he makes me come. It’s just too much. As I gush all over him, I start to move. I slide easily on that piece of meat—maybe too easily. For a moment, I wonder if Conner’s ruined me for other men. I’m going to have to see his friends again to find out.

“Oooo…mmmm…Oooo…ohmygodohmygodohmygod…fuck me…” I cry.

“Yeah…yeah…that’s it…yeah…”

I ride him so hard it hurts when he slams home deep inside of me, but it’s a good hurt. It feels like he’s punishing me, and boy do I deserve to be punished for my dirty thoughts and filthier behavior. My tits bounce until Conner grabs them again and pinches my nipples. I wail and lean forward, placing my hands on his chest, which lets me work my hips even harder.

My mind is a blur. In seconds, I’m coming again, shouting his name, and I stop moving with Conner fully impaled inside me. My world turns upside down, and I’m in such a fog that I’m totally pliant when my young lover spins me onto my back. Somehow, his huge cock stays inside me.

Conner’s over me, slowly driving his cock in and out of me. My legs go around his waist by instinct, drawing him into me. He leans down, kissing me through my moans. I hold onto his muscular back, and it feels amazing as his body flexes with the motion of fucking me. He feels so good I swear I never stop coming. Our bodies come together as one, and it feels much closer to making love than anything I’ve done with these other men so far. It frightens and thrills me. It’s wrong to feel this close to a man who’s not my husband, but it makes the sex so much more intense. I cling to Conner like I want to pull him inside me.

“Carol…babe…ohhh…perfect…”

“Honey…yes…Conner…ohmygod…”

“So sexy…so beautiful…so fucking hot…I love it…”

“Yes…yes honey…so good…”

“Want you so bad…”

“Yes…honey…yes…”

“Carol…”

“That’s it…that’s it honey…godyesgodyes…fuck me…come for me honey…wanna feel it…”

“Yeah, Carol…”

“Come inside me, Conner…please…wanna feel you come inside me…”

“Yeah…yeah…Carol…yeah…”

“That’s it…mmmm…oooo…ohmygod…Conner…ohmygod…”

“Fuck…” he cries, drawing out the word.

Conner slams it home one last time and I feel him expand in me just before he comes. He shoots deep inside me, and I feel every gush. I love feeling his potent young seed flooding me. I crave it on a primal level. Illicit sex…a strange man coming inside me…it’s so deliciously slutty, and I’m coming yet again, right along with Conner. I cling to him and kiss him feverishly, wishing the moment will never end. Even when he’s drained, Conner remains thick inside me, and I keep him in my arms, refusing to let him go. He hugs me so hard it crushes me, and I bury my face against his chest, inhaling his strong, masculine scent. It all feels so perfect that I can’t help feeling guilty for experiencing this with another man. But it doesn’t make me let him go.
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Conner and I lay on the bed, covers carelessly tossed to the floor. I’m normally chilly, but the afterglow and his hot body keep me warm. My legs are tangled in his, and my head rests on his chest. His heartbeat soothes me, and I feel closer to him. I realize how attached I am to him now. Not in a way that threatens my marriage—I don’t think—but it’s still not appropriate by the normal rules of marriage. John and I are past the normal rules now. Are there rules for where we are, or do we make them up as we go along?

He strokes my hair, and I snuggle closer. I trace my fingers over his six-pack, and it stirs something inside me. My hunger for Conner is insatiable. My hand strays toward his spent, slick cock, but my rings catch the light, gleaming like a beacon, and it stops me—for the moment. I’m in no hurry to push him out of my bed. I don’t know when this chance will come around again, and I’m prepared to keep Conner for as long as he’ll stay. John will be home at some point, but he knows, so it’s okay, right? Maybe I should kick Conner out so my husband doesn’t come home to find me in bed with another man. John and I are going to have to discuss these things at some point.

“Do you want anything?” I ask. I have no desire to leave this bed, but I should try to be a good hostess.

Conner squeezes me. “I have everything I need. Do you want anything?”

“I’m perfect. Besides, it’s my house. It’s my job to take care of you, not the other way around.”

“I feel very well taken care of.” I hear the smile in his voice.

“Me too.”

“I am curious, though. Do you mind if I ask you something?”

“Anything, honey. I’m all yours.” I hastily add, “For now.”

“That’s part of it, I guess. I mean, like, we’re together now, and it’s awesome. It feels real good.”

“It does,” I agree, kissing his chest.

“But then you’ll go back to John and what? You’ll go on like this never happened?”

“It’s not quite like that. It’s not like my husband is allowing me to be serviced because he’s got other things to do. It might sound funny to you, but we’re in this together, even if he isn’t here this time. Actually, I’m honestly surprised he sent you over when he wasn’t here.”

“He wants to make sure it doesn’t get out of hand?”

I laugh. “I think he hopes I do get out of hand. It’s not about that. John trusts me. But this isn’t just for me. John gets something out of this too. He loves me. He’s proud of me, and he likes to show me off. This is just an extension of that.”

“This is a little more than sharing a naked picture.”

“It is, but my husband likes that other men want me. He always has, now that I think about it. And I guess that feeling has evolved. John likes other men having me.”

“I’ll be honest. I really don’t get it.”

“John likes to see me go wild, I think.”

“But he didn’t see this.”

“I don’t think I totally get it either, but as long as he and I are okay with it, that’s all that matters. I’m not going to complain. Are you?”

“Are you kidding, Carol? I feel like I should be paying you guys!”

I prop up on my elbows and fix him with a stern glare. “That would make me a whore, not a slut.”

“Uh, sorry,” he mumbles.

“I’m messing with you, Conner.” I grip his cock. It pulses in my hand. “Besides, I’m very well taken care of. I don’t need your money. But if you want to give me something more, I’d love to see what you’ve got.”

“Damn, you don’t quit, do you, Carol?”

“Not with you boys.”

I kiss him, tongue tangling with his, and my pulse quickens. His cock throbs harder in my hand, and I feel it awakening. I’m sure I could stroke him back to full hardness, but I’m enjoying getting to know Conner. It can’t be all about sex, can it?

“My turn to ask you a question,” I purr, lips still brushing his. It’s so hard to stop kissing him. I force myself out of kissing range, but stay pressed to his side, propped up on my elbows, hands under my chin

“Go for it. I’m not nearly as interesting as you guys, though.”

“Does having an open marriage make us interesting?”

Conner chuckles. “More interesting than any of the other people on this block, I’m sure. Suburbia isn’t supposed to be this wild.”

“Careful. I might take that as a challenge.”

I love the wild, playful side Conner brings out in me, but if I don’t rein it in, I’m going to jump right on top of him again.

“Anyway, how does this work with you guys? We didn’t really have a lot of time to talk that first night.”

“I’m not sure what you mean. We don’t have a club or something.”

“I know. Mateo mentioned that night that you boys hadn’t done anything like this before. Is that true?”

“I can only speak for myself. I’d never done anything like that. Mateo and Noah are a little tighter, but they’ve never mentioned tag-teaming a chick before. Uh, sorry…”

“It’s okay, honey. Stop being so worried about offending me. You’ve been a perfect gentleman so far, given the circumstances.”

“Thanks, babe. That means a lot coming from you.”

Conner brushes a hair back from my cheek, and his smile melts me.

“How did you guys decide to do it then? Is this something guys really do outside of porn?”

“John invited us over for drinks. He said it was a thank you for doing such a good job on the renovations. That was a new one, but he kept pressing, so we did it. He said you were at work that night. Anyway, we’re sitting on the deck, having some beers, and he tried to ease into it, but at least I could tell he was beating around the bush about something. He starts talking about you, and it sounds like he’s fishing for compliments.”

“Thank god I wasn’t there. I would have died from embarrassment. But is there an easy way to go about this?”

“I dunno. So, we took the bait. We all thought you were hot. We talked about it when we were working. It’s what we do when we work on a house with a MILF in it.”

“I’m learning to like being called a MILF.”

“It is a compliment, Carol.”

“It’s also reductionist and kind of sexist, but coming from the hot younger guy who just made me come over and over again, I’ll allow it. So, you told John you think I’m a MILF.”

“All of us, yeah. Then he asks if we’ve been with one—a MILF, y’know. I don’t know if the other guys were telling the truth, but we all said we had. It’s kind of my thing, honestly.”

“Mommy issues?”

Conner screws up his face. “Ew, no. You’re nothing like my mom.”

“I’m sure you hope that!”

“Stop. Gross!”

Conner may have been protesting, but I take a quick glance downward and see he’s still at half-mast and twitching. I don’t want to think my boy toy is with me because he has an Oedipal Complex, so I move on.

“So sensitive. Chill out, honey. I know you don’t see me as your mother. Did John keep beating around the bush, or did he come out with it?”

“He starts asking if we’d fuck you if we had the chance. We all started getting really uncomfortable. Like, you don’t usually tell a guy stuff like that about his wife, but Noah’s all cocky. He’s like, ‘yeah, I’d fuck her in a second. I’d make her scream all night. Is she a screamer?’ He turns it back on John. He told me later he’d figured out where John was going.”

I feel bad for John. He was trying to set this thing up for me but had no idea how to go about it. I can imagine him there, fumbling around with the guys. John isn’t shy, but how do you ask a bunch of younger guys to come over and fuck your wife? Aren’t they going to think you’re a cuckold and start walking all over you? I already knew what a big thing John did for me, but for the first time I really understand the sacrifice he’s made to give this to me. I’m going to pay him back big time. Nothing is off the table.

“What did John say about me? Did he tell you I’m a screamer?” I can’t help it. I’m curious what my husband said about me while trying to lure these young men to my bed.

“It’s funny. He said you’re not a screamer, which obviously was a lie.”

“No, it’s not. I don’t scream all the time. I have to keep it quiet a lot when the kids are home, but I’m usually more of a moaner. You boys brought something different out in me.”

“I love making you scream, Carol.”

“I love it too, Conner. It’s just about my favorite thing. What else did John say?”

“He said you’re up for anything. He said you’re the hottest woman he’s ever been with. He said you’re a lot of fun. He said you suck dick really, really good.”

I’m glowing. John really sold me to these guys. Nice to know what he says about me when I’m not around, although I wonder who else he’s bragged to about my oral skills.

“Do I?”

“Suck good dick? Babe, you’re fucking incredible. I love your lips wrapped around my dick.”

I slid down his body, take that monster cock in both hands and stroke it. As I pump him, precum leaks from the tip, and I lavishly lick it away. “You’re such a charmer. How can a girl resist a compliment like that?”

“Damn, Carol…”

“Don’t stop, honey. Tell me more.”

“Noah finally asks him, ‘Do you want us to fuck your wife? You guys got some kinky thing going on?’ After that, John came out with all of it, how he had this plan for your birthday. I was shocked you were turning forty.”

I laugh and kiss his cock. “I’m already stroking your dick. You don’t have to keep laying it on, Conner.”

“Seriously, Carol. You’re so damn beautiful. So pretty.”

I give him a good slow, hard suck that leaves him panting, then tell him to continue. Playing with his cock is getting me wet again, and if he doesn’t finish telling the story soon, I’m going to be too horny to let him.

“Did you guys just say yes?”

“We had to talk about it. I wasn’t sure I wanted to fuck in a room full of dudes. I mean, I have no problem with gay guys, but being around other dicks isn’t my thing.”

“Boys are so funny. John wasn’t asking you to screw each other.”

“Still, not my thing. Anyway, John went into the house to let us talk. Ohhh…”

“Something wrong, honey?” I innocently ask.

“You’re making it really hard to think, Carol.”

“Good. I want it really hard.”

“Yeah? You like it hard?”

“Mmm, yeah, Conner. I do,” I reply in my best sex kitten voice.

Conner swats my ass hard. It’s out of the blue, and I jump, startled.

“Ow!”

“Sorry, just teasing.”

I smile wickedly, his cock pressed to my lips, and purr, “I didn’t say I didn’t like it.”

“Yeah?”

Conner spanks me again, and the sharp sting lights me up. I moan and suck his cock. He gently caresses my warm, red butt before spanking me another time. I almost choke on his cock. His hand slides between my thighs, and he finds me dripping. Conner must think I’m always wet. I think I am when I’m around him.

“Come here,” he moans.

I happily let Conner put me on my back and he tests my flexibility, pressing my legs all the way back, the crooks of my knees on his forearms. I know I’m spread open obscenely wide, which is perfect for a cock like his. Conner spears me again, and I cry out. He presses harder onto my body, his prick fully embedded in my pussy, and kisses me.

“I almost said no that night,” he whispers between kisses.

“God…why…” I think how awful it would have been if I’d missed out on this.

“Told you, wasn’t really my scene. But I wanted you so bad I said yes anyway.”

“Mmm…thank god…”

“But I was secretly hoping for this. Having you all to myself is so much better.”

“Yesss…honey…yes…”

“You’re mine now.”

We kiss, and it’s amazing, but a warning light goes on in the back of my mind. I whimper, “No…my husband…”

Conner smiles down at me.

“Okay, Carol. You’re mine right now.”

I know I shouldn’t encourage his attachment, but he drills his cock into me, and I moan, “Yes, darling! Yes!”

Our conversation is over after that. Conner seems determined to see how rough I really like it. It feels like he’s trying to pound me through the bed, and I love it. Making love is great, but sometimes a girl just needs to be fucked, and as much as I love my husband, he just can’t match an ex-Marine in his twenties when it comes to that. It’s all physical for my young lover. He doesn’t use dirty talk like his friends or try to get too kinky—except for screwing another man’s wife—but it’s just straightforward amazing sex. I climax quickly and just keep coming. I have no sense of the passage of time, so I don’t know how long Conner fucks me before I hear my husband speak.

“You guys going to go all day?” John asks, amused.

Conner stops in his tracks, his cock deep inside my throbbing pussy.

“Sorry, man, should I…” Conner says.

“No, don’t mind me. I’ll just be over here.”

John grabs the big armchair in the corner where I usually curl up and read and drags it closer to the bed. It’s crazy—because he’s my husband—but I’m suddenly self-conscious with John just sitting right there watching us. He’s close enough that I can see him clearly without my glasses. That first night I was too distracted to really think about John being there, and when I finally sought him out, I was so turned on that I was into him watching. Now that it’s just Conner and I, it feels more intimate. I look away from my husband and try to block him out for the moment. I touch Conner’s handsome face.

“Please, honey. Don’t stop. Fuck me, Conner,” I whisper to my lover, knowing the words will inflame my husband. Conner begins moving inside me again. “Oooo…yes…Oooo…”

I stare up into Conner’s dark eyes, but I feel John watching us. I swear I hear his breathing. I can’t stop the thoughts flying through my head: What is he thinking? Is he jealous? Is this hot enough? Should I put on a show? Will he hate me? Am I really a slut? If I was doing this with anyone else, I might stop, but Conner is so good, so hot, that he’s able to draw my attention back to him, and gradually, I stop worrying about my husband and focus on my lover.

“Damn, Carol…ohhh…damn that’s good…” Conner moans.

“Ohmygod…honey…that’s it…”

“Love when you come for me…”

“Yes, honey…can’t help it…I love it…” I gasp.

Conner pulls out, and I groan. He didn’t come, and I want to make him come again. I hope he’s not stopping because John is here. I got over my husband’s presence, and I don’t want Conner to be weird about it. His thick, slick meat slaps against my hot thighs. He puts me on my side, facing my husband, and slips into me from behind. His cock brushes my G-spot as he does, and I shiver and moan. His cock truly is perfect. Only a big man could spoon me and fuck me so easily. I’m getting sore, but I still don’t want Conner to stop.

“How’s this?” Conner asks. He’s not asking me.

John licks dry lips, he rasps, “Yeah, man. That’s fucking hot.”

“She feels so fucking good, man. I’ve been fucking her all day,” Conner groans, slowly fucking me from behind, his hand resting on my hip.

“She can take it. She loves to fuck.” His gravelly voice sounds like a stranger’s. I can see he’s so into this, and his arousal ignites something fresh in me. I moan softly.

“Yeah, she can. Carol feels so damn good on my cock. Nice and wet and tight…”

Conner’s voice is strained, and I know he’s putting on a performance for my husband. He wasn’t talking to me like this when John wasn’t there. It’s a little weird. But I can’t lie, I love being the center of attention for my men. It takes a couple of minutes of watching, but John gives in to his need and pulls out his cock. I’m transfixed watching him stroke it.

“Fuck me, honey. Ohmygod your cock is so big…so good…mmm…just like that honey…” I moan, getting louder. I’m performing for John, too.

“You fucking love it,” John accuses, stroking his cock faster.

“I do, baby. I do. I love his cock…oh god…”

I lock my eyes on John’s, and what I find there is so strange. He’s crazed with lust, but he also looks pained. I don’t understand it. What is my husband feeling as he watches me fuck?

“You fucking need it, Carol!” John growls.

“I do! I do, baby. I need his big cock inside me.”

I don’t know if I could say that without laughing if I weren’t so turned on.

“Fuck…Carol…” John groans.

Conner cups my breast and teases my nipple. I cry out. John’s eyes are wide, watching my lover use me. He watches Conner lightly tug my nipples, watches that big cock slide in and out of me. It felt strange at first, but now I feed on it. John watching us makes it so much hotter.

“Oh god…ohmygod…ooooo…I’m gonna come…ohmygod…” I whine.

John’s had enough, and he stands abruptly, leaning over the side of the bed. It doesn’t take much effort to tilt my head forward and let him feed me his cock. He didn’t ask to join, and I’m proud of my man for just taking me. John is aggressive, fucking my mouth hard. I can’t help gagging on it, and as I struggle to breathe, I orgasm. I’m lightheaded, and I swear I see stars as the pleasure rips through me. I scream onto my husband’s cock, which makes him come right along with me. John blasts his load deep into my throat, and I choke on it, letting it run from my lips when he flops back into his chair like a fish thrown back into the water.

Conner takes control again. He turns me face down and lifts my butt. Properly positioned, my young lover pounds me hard for a punishing couple more minutes until he comes inside me. His cock pulses in my pussy, and I groan his name, pushing my butt at him. God help me, I love feeling his powerful young seed pump into my pussy. Dirty satisfaction sizzles through me. Conner slowly pulls out, like he’s showing off how big he is for John, and then sits on the bed beside me. I snuggle my face into my pillow and sigh, perfectly content.
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We still don’t really know how to navigate this lifestyle, so things turn awkward once the sex is finished. It was free and easy when it was just Conner and me alone, but the dynamic is so different with John there. It makes me wonder which I prefer, having Conner alone or having my husband there to watch me. Both are thrilling. The guys tried to engage in small talk, but it evolved into a conversation about how good I am in bed, which was weird for me. I was relieved when Conner said he had somewhere to be and got dressed. I pulled on my robe to see him to the door while John remained behind in our bedroom.

“Thanks for coming over,” I said, feeling foolish. It’s what you say after your child finishes a playdate.

“It was my pleasure, believe me.” Conner pulls me in against him for a long, sultry kiss. I melt into him once more and fight the urge to drag him back upstairs.

“This afternoon was incredible. Thank you,” I reply, adjusting my glasses.

“We’ll have to do it again sometime. If you want to…”

“How can you have any doubt about that?”

“Just making sure. Hopefully, it won’t take a few months this time.”

“Can you come back tomorrow?” I add a nervous laugh, unsure how serious I really am.

“Get my number from John and let me know, unless everything goes through him. Don’t want to overstep. Don’t know how you guys handle this stuff. I still don’t know how all this works.”

“One of us will reach out.”

Conner tugs on the belt, and my robe falls open. It’s how this day started between us. I stand tall, letting him look. I’m getting used to being seen. “Just wanted one more look to remember you by. I’m going to miss you, Carol.”

“I’ll miss you too, honey.” I pull him down for another kiss.

My robe still hangs open when he leaves through the front door. Part of me hopes I’ll scandalize the neighbors, even though that would be awful. I smile, and I’m so happy that I practically skip back up the stairs to my husband.

John is on the bed. I drop my robe on the chair and join him, forming myself to his warm, naked body. His hand rests possessively on my butt.

“You surprised me again. I didn’t know that was the plan.”

“Are you complaining?” John looks at me, amused.

“No, I got what I wanted, but you didn’t have to surprise me with it. You could have let me know Conner was coming over.”

“I know how you can get. I didn’t want you to twist yourself in knots and talk yourself out of it.”

I laugh. “Oh, I’m not talking myself out of this. That’s not happening.”

“You liked it that much?”

“Is that a problem? If you’re not okay…”

“Relax, babe. I’m okay with it. Couldn’t you tell by the way I came down your throat?”

“Okay, I’ll give you that.”

“I wasn’t too rough, was I?”

“I’m not sure what is too rough anymore. But I’m asking because you had this weird look on your face while you were watching us, even though you were jerking off.”

“I told you before. This raises complicated feelings. It’s not as simple as it just turns me on. I mean, it does, but it’s more than that. It feels dangerous. It feels wrong.”

“I feel those same things,” I admit, caressing his chest.

“And it turns you on the same way it does me, doesn’t it?”

“It does. I think I like being bad.”

John runs his fingers through my hair. “And I like you being bad.”

“Good.”

We’re quiet for a moment and it’s nice just to lay there and cuddle with John. He’s still soft from when I sucked him, but if he wanted to make love, I would, of course—even though the soreness from Conner is setting in. I’m going to be walking funny for a day or two. It’s so worth it.

“I’m surprised you set up a date without being here,” I say.

“Are we calling these dates now?”

“What would you call it? I think even whores call them dates—the high-end ones, anyway.”

“Why not? I have a confession to make, Carol.”

“Uh oh. What?” A thousand things race through my mind, including that John is just as turned on by Conner as I am. I don’t know what I would do with that.

“It’s not that bad, I hope. The thing is, I was here, sort of. I put a camera up so I could watch.”

John points to the television mounted on the wall across from our bed, and I see a little cube sitting on top of it. My temper flares, even though I feel that I have no right to be angry. I did just fuck another man, but I wasn’t sneaking around. I try to stay calm and let him explain himself. He’s lucky I’m still aglow from my afternoon with Conner.

“Why would you do that?” I ask. “You know you can watch. I like you here. It turns me on, and you’re like a safety blanket.”

“I wanted to see what you were like when you don’t know I’m watching. I’m sorry. I know that sounds creepy. But I thought you might be a little inhibited if I was here. I wanted to see you really cut loose.”

I try to stifle a laugh. I don’t want to laugh at my husband. “Did I seem at all inhibited that night at the hotel?”

“That was different, Carol. The guys came in and kind of took over. I know you could have stopped them from doing something you didn’t like, but you pretty much gave yourself to them. The same way I gave you to them. You didn’t have time to think. I thought you might see one-on-one with a guy as different, and I didn’t want you to feel like you had to hold back because I was here.”

“Did you just ask Conner over because you wanted to see me one-on-one?” I ask.

“I’ve talked to Conner the most. He’s made it pretty clear he’d rather have you on his own. He’d do it with the other guys if he had to, but if we were open to it, he preferred you on his own. It made me think about you being alone with one man, and then I really wanted to see how you’d handle that.”

John has a point. I felt totally open to being Conner’s lover when we were alone. I thought of my husband here and there, but mostly it was all about me and Conner. And when John came in, I did feel strange about it—at least at first. Would I have been so open with Conner the whole time if I knew John was watching us? I don’t know. That night with all the guys, John really was my safety blanket, but today—alone with Conner—I didn’t feel like I needed a safety blanket. All I needed was Conner. My anger drains away.

“What did you think? Did you watch the whole thing?

“I came in the house when you guys went upstairs and watched on my tablet.”

“And?”

“I’m not sure I can even accurately describe it. I love being in the room with you. I came up because I couldn’t just sit back and watch anymore, but watching you like that, thinking it was just you two, it was breathtaking. It was like I was seeing the real you, the Carol who could do whatever you wanted with him.”

“You see the real me every day, John. I’m not that complicated.”

“You’re more complicated than you think, babe. I don’t think I’m explaining this very well. I don’t know if I even can. But it was wild. I felt like I’d done a line of coke. It was that kind of rush.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed it. Did Conner know you were watching?”

“No. I didn’t want him to feel self-conscious either.”

“We can’t do that again. I don’t want to keep secrets from him.”

“Okay.”

I can see John feels a certain way about that, but I’m not going to let John film me with Conner without his permission. I care about Conner too much for that, whether John likes it or not.

“Spying on me is only going to work once. Now that I know about your little camera…”

“I know. But I still think you might be different without me in the room, even if you know I’m watching remotely.”

“Maybe. Is that how you want to do this now?”

John grins. “So, we’re going to keep doing this? You didn’t get it out of your system today?”

“Is that what you were hoping?”

“Teasing, Carol.”

“Right. Sorry.” For a moment there, I thought my husband might want to stop, and I didn’t like it. “I’d stop if you wanted to. You know that, right John?”

John gives me an appraising look. “I know. I know you love me, and I don’t think those boys can steal you. But I also know you wouldn’t be happy if I asked you to stop. You like it too much.”

“Sorry. I wouldn’t resent you or anything…”

“Not forever.”

“No, not forever, but yeah, I’d feel like I was giving something up. You opened this Pandora’s Box, and I don’t want to close it. I’m sorry if that hurts you, but I want to be honest.”

John squeezes me. “It’s an interesting wrinkle. I’m not going to lie, either. It feels weird that you want to be with other men so much, but I’m still in for the ride.”

“If anything changes, you have to tell me.”

“You have to do the same, Carol.”

“I promise.”

“So how do we go forward?”

“Do the other guys know I saw Conner today?”

“Yeah. I think they’re feeling a little left out.”

“We should do something about that,” I suggest.

“I thought you might say that. Maybe I should send them some pictures.”

“About that. It’s a little weird for me that you keep setting up my dates. It really does feel like you’re pimping me out. That might be a fun game to play sometime, but…”

“I get what you’re saying, Carol. But I like being included. It would definitely be weird for me if I were cut out like that.”

I can see where John is coming from. I can’t help but feel there’s a trust issue there, but he’s already gone so far. I can’t fault him for that. I think of a compromise.

“How about we do a group text? You get to be a fly on the wall, like today, but I get to talk directly to the guys.”

“That could work,” John agrees. “It could even be pretty hot.”

“I promise you’ll always be looped in. You’re my number one. I love you.”

“Love you, too. I like it, Carol. Should we start now?”

“No. Right now, it’s just about you and me. And I want you to show me just how much all this turns you on.”

As we’ve been talking, John’s cock has come back to life. It’s slowly inflating, but I’m not patient enough for that. I stroke him and lightly draw my nails over his balls. John moans, and his fingers tighten in my hair, directing me down to his cock. I dutifully take him in my mouth like a good little slut. A good little slut wife.

I lick his shaft up and down, stroking it and playing with his balls. I love feeling the life pulse back into his cock.

“You like it when I’m bad?” I coo.

“Yeah…” It comes out as a groan.

“Was I bad today? Was I a bad little wife?”

“Yeah…you brought him up to our bed…”

“That’s only after he fucked me on the kitchen table. Was that bad…Daddy…”

“Fuck…Carol…”

John’s hard enough for me now. I straddle him and slip it inside me. I’m sore, but it’s okay. I’d be lying if I didn’t admit I felt the difference between my husband and my lover right away. I love John’s cock, but he doesn’t fill me nearly as much as Conner. John must also be able to feel the difference after the way Conner opened me up. I slowly rock on him. John holds my hips and stares up at me. I swear he’s looking at me like it’s the first time he’s seeing me.

“I dropped to my knees right in our kitchen, and I sucked him. I couldn’t help myself. I wanted him so bad.”

“You needed him.”

“I needed him. I needed his big cock, Daddy.”

“You love that, don’t you, Carol?”

“Yesss…I love how big he is… Can you feel how much he opened me up?”

“Yeah…fuck yeah…”

“You like the feel of my used pussy…oooo…don’t you…”

“Yeah…oh fuck…”

I rock harder on him. I’m surprised to feel my own orgasm building so quickly. This role-playing is really turning me on! I like playing the slut and teasing my husband. There are so many layers to this new thing we’re doing!

“After he made me come…I told him to bring me upstairs… Oooo…I wanted him to fuck me in our bed... Oooo…that was sooo bad, Daddy.”

“Uhnn…so bad…so slutty…”

I lean down over him, my hips and pussy muscles doing all the work. It hurts to work those muscles after Conner, but it’s worth some pain to see the look on John’s face.

“I’m a slut, Daddy… Oooo…I’m a slut wife…and you love it…” I whisper.

“Yeah…yeah…Carol…”

“Tell me, Daddy… Tell me what a slut I am…”

“You’re…you’re…you’re a fucking slut, Carol. Fuck! You’re a fucking slut!”

“I’m your slut, John… Oooo…your personal little slut wife… I’ll be as slutty as you want me to be...yesss…”

“Fuck…Carol…”

“Wanna see me get gangbanged again, Daddy?”

“Yeah…”

“Bet you can’t wait to tell all the guys on Reddit how slutty I am…oooo…”

“Yeah…”

“Maybe some of them live nearby… They could come over…ohhh god…”

“Fuck…”

“Want to see some strangers fuck me, Daddy?”

“Carol…fuck…Carol…”

John sounds desperate like he’s losing his mind. He has my hips in a death grip and is thrusting up from the bed like a madman. I thought he’d go longer after coming in my mouth, but I’m pushing all his buttons. I want him to have just as much fun as I did.

“Fuck…god…damn…it!”

I keep working my pussy when he stops, and John comes inside me. God, how much come is inside me after today? Thank god, for birth control. I keep thrusting on him as he comes, and it only takes a few more moments for me to climax right along with him. I moan his name and embrace him as my final orgasm sweeps through me. I feel like I’ve had a month of orgasms in a single day. I’m truly exhausted.

“That was amazing, Carol. You’re amazing. Christ, babe…”

“I just want to deserve all this. I want you to know you’re first and always will be.” I push my sweaty hair out of my face.

“You don’t have to keep telling me that, babe.”

“I do. I love you, and I love telling you how much I do.”

John sighs. “I think I finally get the big deal about reclamation sex.”

“Yeah?”

“That was intense.”

“Too intense?” I wonder if I went too far. A lot of what I said was only to turn him on. I honestly didn’t think about taking Conner in our marital bed at all. I just wanted to be comfortable, but in retrospect, it was crazy.

“No, not at all. It was…it was…wow! You’re an incredible woman, Carol. We’ve been together all these years, and I feel like I’m still peeling back the layers and discovering you.”

“Thank god for you, honey. I’m lucky to have a man who’s interested in that. I didn’t even know I had any layers until I met you. You’ve opened my world.”

John laughs. “In the bedroom, at least.”

“Well yeah, but not just that. You’ve truly opened my world.”

“You deserve it. You deserve it all. I can’t wait to see what other trouble we’re going to get into.”

“Trouble?”

“Good trouble. Sexy trouble.”

“Mmm, I can’t wait to find out, either.”
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My phone is blowing up in my purse as I wait at the door. I can guess who it is. Noah started texting me on my drive over and hasn’t stopped, even after I told him I was on a mom errand. His reply: it’s so hot when u get all maternal like that. makes me want u to get dirty. My response: just stop. I do not need Noah equating my normal life with whatever it is we have going on the side. But I must admit, the intrusion of my secret life into my everyday life does give me a tingle. My thoughts are pulled away from Noah and my dirty extracurricular activities when the door in front of me opens.

“Hey, Carol. Come on in,” Sue says, standing aside so I can enter.

“Sure. Sorry about the interruption.” I’d hoped to make this a quick trip, but Sue can be a talker. It doesn’t look like I’ll be just grabbing the textbook at the door and going.

Sue and Don have a lovely home, even if Sue and I don’t share the same sense of style. It’s funny. I don’t think Don could have found two more different women to marry, but maybe that’s why his second marriage has lasted much longer than ours did. I follow Sue through to the open-plan kitchen, which is just off the great room at the back of the house. This is where people tend to congregate in the suburbs, although John and I live in an older Cape Cod with a traditional kitchen, not a modern McMansion. We don’t need five thousand square feet, and I have no idea how I’d clean the cobwebs from cathedral ceilings.

“How are John and Isabella?” Sue asks.

“Good. Everyone is good. And you guys?”

“Things are great! Hayden’s squad just won a cheerleading award and we’re pretty sure Charlie’s about to be accepted to the gifted program, just like his dad.”

“Brandon always says how smart Charlie is,” I reply.

“He’s such a great big brother. You and Don are great parents.”

“You’re a part of that too, Sue. Don’t forget it.” I know Sue is fishing for a compliment and looking to be included, and I don’t mind biting on it. She means well, and she is good to Brandon.

Sue and I have a good relationship, as good as can be expected, I think. I know some women become good friends with their ex’s new wives, and maybe that would be possible if Sue and I weren’t so different. Being blonde is our only similarity. We got off to a rocky start. Sue was chilly to me in the beginning. John thinks it was because she felt threatened by me, which always gives me a laugh. I’m the last woman on Earth she needs to worry about when it comes to Don. Besides, he’s too dull to cheat.

I’ll admit, sometimes I wonder if Sue is as boring as Don, or if she’s silently suffering like I did. I’m not suggesting everyone should be having threesomes or tying each other up, but my ex-husband really was a missionary-position-in-the-dark kind of guy.

If we even started fooling around in the living room, he’d want to move it up to the bedroom before things got too far. He liked it when I went down on him, but he’d never ask for it. I eventually stopped doing it because he came so damn fast when I did, which left me high and dry. Don didn’t return the favor. Could Sue be as lame in bed as Don?

As I watch my ex’s perky, cheery second wife, I wonder if she has an inner freak. Is she secretly dying for Don to take her like a dominant man? Does she have a vibrator hidden in the back of her sweater drawer that he’d never guess about, just like I did? Maybe she’s fucking the landscaper behind his back. Probably not. Sue just doesn’t seem that interesting. But then, how can one really say what people get up to in their private lives?

Would anyone in my life guess the crazy things I do in private? I smile, thinking how I was just up to one of those things this afternoon.

I’ve been thinking a lot more about these things ever since my husband offered me up for a wild sex party as my fortieth birthday present. Did I react with shock or horror? Did I smack him and leave like a reasonable woman would? No, I jumped right in. I let those boys have their way with me and loved every second of it. I don’t think anyone would guess I’m that kind of girl.

Sue could very well have some hidden freak I know nothing about, and maybe she’s the woman to bring out Don’s inner freak, just like John unleashed the wild woman in me. But looking around Sue and Don’s perfectly decorated, Martha Stewart accessorized home, I sort of doubt any of that is going on. I doubt there’s ever been a set of handcuffs latched to their headboard.

“Did you find Brandon’s math book?” I ask, trying to keep on subject. I’m too easily distracted these days.

“Sorry, I didn’t get a chance to look yet. I only just got home from work. Don should be home any minute now, too. He’s getting the kids from aftercare.”

“Awesome. Yeah, I really need to get back too, so Brandon can finish his homework.”

“Right. I thought maybe you were going out. You look so nice,” Sue says.

“Nope. Just on my way home.”

“Let me go up and look in his room. I’ll be right back.”

Just on my way home from my boytoy’s place, I think as she leaves me alone in her kitchen. I do look nice. I don’t look too slutty because Conner and I had lunch before going back to his place, which meant I had to look acceptable for public consumption. But there’d been fewer buttons done up on my green cardigan when I was with him, and I’d been wearing heels with my tight jeans, not white bobos. After a quick shower when Conner was finished with me, I returned to my normal suburban mom condition.

Although if Sue got close enough, she might smell my lover’s cum on my lips. I couldn’t get out of his door without blowing him one last time. I don’t know if I ever would have left if Brandon hadn’t started texting me about his textbook. Dinner could have taken care of itself. John and the kids could always order out.

My phone chirps and I take it out of my purse. It’s Noah, using our group text with Mateo, Conner, and my husband. Conner also has a separate group text with John and me. My deal with him is different.
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Noah

All hot and bothered over here thinking about u. Throw a guy a bone and text something sexy. Did u have fun with Conner today?

He’s feeling jealous. I get it. I haven’t seen Noah or Mateo even once since that night at the resort a couple of months ago, but I’ve seen Conner twice now. Twice in about a week. I close my eyes and I can still feel Conner’s big arms around me. I feel his thick cock spreading me open and driving me to a heavenly climax. If he didn’t leave me so tired and sore, I might be tempted to rush right back into Conner’s arms. I’m a little tempted anyway. I shoot a message back to the guys.
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Carol

we had fun. I need a nap now

Noah

me too! Need a cuddle buddy?

Carol

don’t think I’d get to nap if u were there

Noah

maybe not

Carol

don’t worry. I’ll see u guys soon

Mateo u keep saying that. we miss u baby

I’m surprised to see Mateo jump in, but I shouldn’t be. I’m still getting used to group sexting—not that John and I have done a ton of one-on-one sexting. We’re responsible adults!
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Carol

aww that’s sweet honey. Miss u guys too. Promise it’ll be soon

Noah

give us a taste. Show us u mean it

I look toward the hallway and can’t believe I’m even considering it. It shows how much I’ve changed since that night of my birthday surprise. I’ve never been a prude, but I’d never have considered sneaking a sexy selfie at my ex-husband’s house. It’s reckless and crazy, and I absolutely shouldn’t go there, but the second the thought enters my head, I know I’m going to do it. My heart starts pounding, and I realize the danger of it excites me as much as the act itself.

After a quick look down the hallway to make sure Sue isn’t coming, I scoot into the great room and make my way to the corner of their enormous sectional couch. It’s dull beige leather—Don’s choice, I’m sure, but I must admit it’s supremely comfortable. I sink into the buttery leather and unbutton my cardigan, pulling it wide open.

The green bra beneath is edged with black lace. Conner appreciated that my whole outfit matched. My hair is up in a ponytail, which makes me more cute than sexy, but I put it up wet and can’t take it down now. I snap a few quick photos, hoping I got something good.

I bite my lip and look directly into the camera, my blue eyes twinkling behind my glasses. It’s a new level of recklessness. Until now, I’ve been careful to keep my face out of sexy selfies. A deep breath precedes a nervous look over my shoulder, and I scoop my boobs out of the bra. They look great, pushed up like that, and I snap a couple more photos. I’m barely done clicking when I hear Sue’s kitten heels on the hardwood of the hallway.

“Carol?” Sue calls.

“In here. I decided to have a seat.”

Sue comes into view just as I finish buttoning my sweater. I heave myself out of the enveloping couch and nearly topple over. It would be funny if I weren’t so tense.

“You don’t have to jump up.”

“I really do need to get home. It’s just that it’s been a long day, and I wanted a second to get off my feet.”

“Sure. Okay. Here’s Brandon’s book. It was under a pile of his laundry.”

“Of course, it was. I’ve spoken to him about that. I’ll do it again. If you want to grab it, I’ll take it with me and make him do it.”

“Oh, I don’t mind taking care of it. I have a ton of laundry to do anyway.”

“You’re too nice,” I say.

“Everyone says that, but it’s not really true. I’m just like anyone else. I get cranky.”

“But you are very sweet.”

“I have a dark side, too. Get a few drinks in me…”

“Oh? Do tell?” I move closer, encouraging her to think of me as a confidant.

I don’t know why I care about her secrets. Maybe an ex is never truly out of your system, or maybe if I uncover Sue’s deep, dark secrets, it’ll make me feel a little better about mine. I’m not entirely unconflicted about my sexy new hobby.

Sue looks at me like she’s trying to decide whether she should confess her secrets. Her indecision makes me think this must be something big, and now she’s really got my interest. What could it be? I imagine Sue having a torrid affair with some guy from down the hall at work. They might meet in the copy room for their trysts.

As her lips start to move, we both hear the front door open and there’s Don with their kids. Sue immediately shuts down, and I know I’ve missed my window. She turns away from me and becomes Suzy Sunshine once again as she greets her husband and kids. Don looks surprised to see me.

“Hey, Carol,” he says.

“Don. Just picking something up for Brandon.” I wave the textbook as proof.

I feel a small measure of guilt for defiling their great room and think Don can see it on my face because he’s looking at me funny. His eyes flick down, and I realize that not only is my sweater mis-buttoned, but I’m showing an indecent amount of cleavage. Indecent for my ex-husband’s suburban great room anyway. Was Sue too polite to say something, or is looking at my breasts still the first thing Don does? I sense his struggle to keep his eyes directed at mine.

“That kid has got to start being more responsible,” he says.

“He’ll get it figured out.” We’re out of conversation that quickly, and I say, “I’d better get going.”

“I’ll see you out,” Don says.

Don follows me down the hallway. I swear he’s staring at my butt. It looks great in these jeans, which is why I wore them for Conner. Is Don eating his heart out? If he’d shown this much interest all those years ago, we might still be married. We pause at the door, and both pretend my sweater is buttoned normally. But Don’s eyes keep flicking down and I can’t help pushing out my chest. I really have become terrible.

“It’s nice to see you. You look good.” Don says, eyes madly pinging and down. I’m tempted to tell him it’s okay if he stares.

“You too. I’ll drop Brandon off Friday night.”

“Do you guys have big weekend plans?”

“Nothing yet, but I like to go with the breeze and see where it takes me. John’s pretty loose too.”

“Yeah, I think he gets you.”

You have no idea, I think. “He does. It’s why I love him so much. Sue’s great, too.”

“Yeah, she really is. Great mother.”

We share another awkward silence, and I get out of there. Don and I get along, but I’ve always felt he hasn’t quite forgiven me for leaving. It might be just my ego, but I think I’m the one who got away. I know he loves Sue, but maybe he looks at me and sees a different life. One he would have had if he could have broken out of his shell.

I’m laughing as I slide into my minivan and fix my sweater. God, what an amateurish mistake! I should stick to flashing in my scrubs—much less complicated. I know John will get a kick out of it when I tell him the story, especially the part about Don helplessly staring.

I don’t want to linger in front of their house, so I park around the corner before pulling out my phone again and going through the photos. I really like the one where I’m looking into the camera, but I chicken out and only send the guys ones without my face. I send one with my bra containing me and another with my tits pushed out of it. I send the face photo to my husband. I stash the phone back in my purse and hear it blowing up as I drive home. I can’t wait to read my guys’ responses.
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“Those boys are getting impatient,” John says, coming into the bedroom. He sets his iPad on the nightstand and continues through to the en suite bathroom to brush his teeth. I’m on the bed, doing my end-of-the-day lotion routine.

It takes me a second to figure out what he means. He’s talking about Noah and Mateo. The reaction to my photos was everything I could have hoped for. Noah told me what an awesome, daring slut I am—after I disclosed where the photos were taken—while Mateo told me all the things he would do to me, sharing that he’d be happy to do them right on that very couch. I think one of the things the guys like most about me—besides being a fit blonde—is that I’m this normal-seeming suburban mom. It makes my kinky side stand out all the crazier. John’s reaction to the photos was slightly different. He couldn’t believe I’d taken the risk either, but I got the impression he was more concerned than impressed.

“I know, but it’s not like I can just drop everything to go see them. I have a life.”

“I know,” John mumbles through his brushing.

“I want to see them. You know that. Our schedule is just so busy.”

I continue to lotion my legs as I talk to him, and he watches from the corner of his eye. John likes to watch me lotion myself.

“We can find the time if you want to,” John says after rinsing.

“I want to see them. I really do,” I insist. “You don’t think I want to see them?”

“I didn’t say that. It’s just, we probably could have set something up for this weekend.”

“We have plans with Stacy and Chuck. It’s blues night at the winery.”

“That’s Saturday. We could make plans for Friday, too.”

“John, I start three 12-hour shifts tomorrow. I’m not going to be up to go out on Friday night. I’ll be all off and exhausted.”

“Okay. No need to get defensive.”

“I’m not defensive. The timing just hasn’t been right.”

“Okay.”

“If you’re trying to say something, just spit it out, John.”

I was feeling sexy, and despite my being sore from Conner, John was sure to get lucky tonight, but now I’m getting annoyed.

“I know we’re busy. We’re always busy, Carol. I just think that if it’s something you really want, you’ll find the time. You found time for Conner today.”

“I was off work today.”

“Weren’t you complaining last night about how much you had to get done before going back?”

I glare at John. “Are you mad I saw Conner today? I sent you video…”

“I’m not mad. And that video was hot, by the way. I more than appreciate it. You were incredible.”

I’d propped my phone against the lamp on Conner’s nightstand while I rode him in his bed. I hoped my husband would like it. His compliment takes the edge off my annoyance, but I don’t like what he’s getting at.

“Then what?” I ask.

“I’m not really saying anything. I could be totally wrong. But it seems to me you really like toying with the boys, but you don’t seem to be in any hurry to close the deal. I just wonder why.”

“I am not toying with them!”

John just gives me a look.

“Okay, maybe I’m toying a little bit, but it’s sooo much fun. I don’t think you quite get how it makes me feel. Here I am, this forty-year-old woman, and I have these guys in their twenties chasing after me. It feels so good. It’s exciting. I probably shouldn’t enjoy it as much as I do, but I can’t help it. Does that make me a terrible person?”

“There’s nothing terrible about you, Carol.” He leans over and kisses me. “You’re one of the sweetest, most giving people I know.”

I think about how Sue objected to being called sweet. I’m happy my husband still sees me that way after everything that’s gone down. I love being able to explore my sexuality, and I’m so happy John gives me the space to do as I please, but deep down, those old morals still tug at me, no matter how much I try to ignore them.

I still remember my mother telling me to keep my knees closed until there was a ring on my finger. She’d already missed the boat on that one by a couple of years when she finally gave me that speech. Not that I was a high school slut, but when a hot guy wanted to show me what the birds and the bees were really about, I didn’t put up a fight. I was mostly a good girl growing up, which meant there was always a struggle between the morals I was taught and what my body wanted me to do. I tended to play it safe and listen to my morals, which was how I ended up in my lackluster marriage with Don.

John was the one who taught me it was okay to explore my naughtier feelings. The last ten years have been amazing and eye-opening. I’ve discovered so much about myself, but all those experiences were ensconced safely within the sanctity of marriage. My playing with other men is a new thing for us. It was John’s idea, but I’ve certainly run with it. When I stop to think, though, my feelings are a little more complicated than I want to admit.

Am I a whore because I fuck other men? What kind of woman lets three extramarital men have their way with her? I didn’t deny those guys anything that night, and I loved every second of it. Rationally, I know that as a forty-year-old woman I’m free to do anything I please as long as my husband is okay with it. I shouldn’t worry what others might think, but it’s not that simple.

Lying in bed with Conner that afternoon felt so right, and that concerns me. It’s beginning to feel like it could be about more than sex with Conner, and that’s bad. I would never leave John for Conner, but a married woman should not have a boyfriend, and that’s what it’s beginning to feel like. But I don’t want to give him up, and John isn’t asking me to.

My concerns about seeing the other guys are different. I remember how it felt when I was the center of all their attention. I was wanton and free, and I was theirs in every way possible. If I go down that rabbit hole with them again, will I lose part of myself? It scares me, and that’s why I’m hesitant to see them again. But I want that high again. I’m not scared enough to keep away. But how do I explain all of that to my husband without sounding crazy?

“There’s nothing sweet about how I feel when I think about those guys,” I tell John.

“I didn’t think so.” John grins.

“It was so wild, so out of control. It scares me.”

“You don’t have to do anything, Carol. I thought you liked it, but if you didn’t…”

I smile sheepishly. “I didn’t say that. The problem is that I think I liked it too much. If I can let go as much as that, is there anything I won’t do?”

“Probably not.”

“And that’s a problem for me. It’s one thing to be a hotwife and see Conner or someone else but to give myself over to be used like that again; it’s just so out there. It’s so extreme. What if I start to want it too much?”

“I’m not afraid of that, and you shouldn’t be either. You’re one of the most grounded people I know, Carol. No matter what you do with any of these boys, you’ll always be you. You’ll always be the woman I love.”

“Thanks, hon. I needed to hear that.”

“I look at it this way. If you want to do it, then go for it. If you really don’t, that’s fine too. I understand your internal struggle a little bit because I feel some of that, too—like we’re playing with fire. But I’m not so conflicted that I question whether I want it. I guess I just accept whatever comes.”

I laugh. “You’re such a guy, and that’s why I love you. One of us has to be the rock. Things aren’t so straightforward for women, though. Most of us can’t just do something like this and then just accept it and move on.”

“Try it. You might like it.”

“We’ll see,” I say skeptically.

I’d stopped lotioning myself as I got lost in my thoughts and go back to it, now rubbing lotion into my upper chest. I don’t love all the freckles there, even though John says he does. I wish I’d been more careful about the sun when I was younger. John watches the way my breasts jiggle inside my top. I like how he’s watching me, and I slow down, reaching deeper into my top and lotioning my breasts. My nipples pop through the fabric.

“Where was all this caution when you stripped down in Don and Sue’s house?”

“I didn’t think. I just did it.”

“Still can’t believe it.”

“So you said. Do you like having such a crazy wife?”

“I think I do.”

“I’m not too reckless for you?”

“If you get there, I’ll let you know.”

“It’s reckless to see Noah and Mateo again. Anything could happen.”

“I’m okay with that.”

“We’ll see if you still feel that way afterward.”

“Can’t wait to find out.”

I wish I was as certain as my husband.

“What would you have done if Sue walked in on you?”

“I figured I had enough time to cover up.”

“But what if you didn’t?”

“Maybe I would have asked her to hold the camera.”

“She would have passed out.”

I pull up my top to expose my belly and lotion it. My piercing twinkles there. I’ve only just put it back in, years after taking it out, because I’d felt that time had passed in my life. I don’t have the toned belly I had in my twenties, before my son. I’m good for forty, but I won’t be running around in any of those crop tops that have come back into style. Still not sure it’s appropriate to wear the piercing at all, but I like being inappropriate. Besides, people only see it if I want them to.

“You don’t know that,” I say. “If all this has taught me anything, it’s that there’s no telling what people get up to in their bedrooms.”

“Good point. Maybe Sue’s been waiting for you to get naked in their family room.”

I laugh. “That might be a stretch.”

“She could have helped pose you…take more off…”

“Now you’re really getting out there, hon.”

“She could have gotten in the pictures with you…”

“Yeah? You’d like that?” I ask. The tent in his boxers provides my answer.

“Why not? If we’re getting crazy, why not go all the way?”

“You think we should seduce our friends into our depraved lifestyle?”

“It would be fun with Sue because she’s so buttoned up. Can you imagine?”

I smile, getting into it now. My husband is getting hard thinking about me and my ex-husband’s current wife. Just thinking that makes my head hurt. Does John have some untapped aggression toward Don?

“I really can’t, but I’ll roll with you. Do you think Sue is sexy?”

“I don’t know. I guess. She’s not bad. She’s cute, in an average kind of way.”

“You don’t have to spare my feelings. I’m not competing with Sue.”

“It’s no competition, babe. I think it’s just that she’s so buttoned up and perky and perfect. The thought of her getting dirtied up is hot.”

“That’s how the guys see me, I think. I’m their MILF fantasy.”

“Yeah, that’s part of it. It helps that you’re also smokin’ hot. You’re a true MILF.”

“Aww, you say the sweetest things, hon.”

I put the lotion aside and reach into his boxers. My hand is slick enough that it glides smoothly up and down his hard shaft. John has a nice cock. It’s not giant like Conner’s, but it’s more than enough for me. My being with other men has nothing to do with dissatisfaction with my husband.

“How do you see Sue getting dirtied up? What are we doing together on that couch?”

The focus is off me for a change, and I like feeling that I’m indulging John’s other fantasies. Sometimes I think all of this is too much about me. John should feel free to explore as much as I do, although he hasn’t asked for permission to play. I’m not sure how I’d respond. I have a jealous streak, and I don’t know if I could ever watch him the way he watches me. Toying with a Sue fantasy is safe, because it would never, ever happen.

“I don’t know…I want you to corrupt her…” John’s voice is husky. He groans and thrusts his cock into my hand.

“Maybe you could come over when I start sending you those pictures. I’d love for you to join us, hon.”

I slow my stroking of his cock. I don’t want him to come too quickly. I’m having fun. He’s breathing heavily, and his eyes are closed. I’d love to see what he’s picturing. I get closer so I can whisper in his ear.

“What’s your fantasy, John? I want to make it come true, hon.”

“Your boys see the pictures, and they come over…they want to corrupt you both…”

“Yeah, is that what you want, baby? You want the guys to join us?”

“Yeah…”

“Right there in their big family room…where anyone could catch us…”

“Yeah…ohhh…Carol…”

Corrupting Sue is John’s thing, but I’m turned on by seeing him turned on. Now that he’s brought my guys into it, though… I can see us all there in that great room. It’s so perfect and ordered and bland. It’s perfect for a couple of young studs to corrupt a couple of MILFs. I didn’t think it would get to me, but John’s debauched fantasy is turning me on.

“Tell me…what are they doing to us…”

“They’re…they’re making you kiss…holding you together…”

“Mmm…hot…”

“Bending you two over the couch…taking turns…uhnn…Carol…”

“Yeah…sounds sexy honey…yeah…mmm…”

John’s wild fantasy makes me wet. While one hand is busy with his cock, the other dips into my sleep shorts to rub my smooth mound. In my mind it’s Mateo behind me, while Noah takes Sue. Noah’s the one with the filthy mouth, and I can see him telling Sue what a dirty MILF she is. Mateo likes to talk too, but he’s more focused on giving me what I need.

I try to imagine looking over and seeing Sue beside me, bent over, her tits hanging beneath her as Noah uses her. It’s not easy. It’s not a place I’ve ever considered going before. She’s in decent shape, but she’s not as gym fit as I am. Rather than focusing on her, I just think about the general scene, and that gets me hotter. It’s not my husband I imagine being there, but I see Don walking in on us and he’s dumbstruck. That’s my thrill, I realize. Letting Don see what a slut I’ve become and turning his sweet Sue into someone like me. He’d probably pass out in real life, but in my mind, he pulls out his dick and strokes it.

“John…please…fuck me…” I pant, rolling onto my back and pulling him with me.

I wriggle out of my shorts while John sheds his boxers. He doesn’t bother pulling my top off but shoves his hot, ready cock right inside me. I gasp with the thrill I always experience when a man first thrusts into me. It sends a bolt straight to my soul and always has. I pull my legs back and spread them wide. John doesn’t pretend we’re making love, and he doesn’t take it easy. I’m still sore from Conner, but my husband’s sick fantasy has me going again, and I don’t care if it hurts a little. John holds himself over me and hammers down, eyes closed. God knows what he’s picturing. Probably something I couldn’t.

“They…they twist you around…you’re on the couch…”

“Mmm…I love to be on my back honey…”

“Mateo fucks your mouth…Noah…he…he makes Sue…go…down…lick you…”

“Ooooo…John…oh god…”

“He fucks her while she licks you…Mateo fucks your mouth…”

“Ohmygod…ohmygod…hon…oooo…”

It’s not that I want Sue to go down on me, but the scene my husband describes is so out there, so depraved, it sucks me in. The dirtier something is, the wickeder, the more it gets me. In that moment I want what John wants, every bit of it. I want the guys to debase us, and I don’t even care if it’s Sue going down on me. What is wrong with me?

“Carol…she’s making you come…Carol…fuck…fuck…”

John shivers and stops, and I feel him release inside me. It’s the third time I’ve felt that today. He doesn’t explode in quite the same way Conner does, but it still feeds my lust, and I moan his name and climax right after he does. John collapses onto me with a crushing hug. I cling to my husband and start laughing when the absurdity of what he described really hits me.

“What the hell is wrong with us?” I ask, gasping air between giggles.

“We’re out there, that’s for sure,” he agrees.

“We? I’m not the one who wants Sue seduced and gangbanged with me!”

“No, you just want to spend your days with Conner on top of you.”

“That’s fair,” I say. Comments like that make me wonder if he’s as okay with all of this as he claims. I can only take his word for it. “You know that will never, ever happen, right?”

John laughs. “I thought you learned to never say never.”

“I can’t imagine any circumstance where I’d fool around with Sue. Sorry if that bursts your bubble, hon.”

“Not even to stick it to Don?”

I pull a face like I’m thinking about it and say, “Maybe I’d make out with her if I knew he was watching, but that’s it. And only for his benefit. Sue’s not really my type.”

“You’re funny.”

I jump out of bed to go clean up and consider it. The last time—the only time—I kissed another woman, it was in front of Don, and he freaked out. If he couldn’t handle me drunkenly kissing one of my friends on a dare, how would he react to me making out with his wife? It might be worth it just to see how they’d both react.

“So, who is your type?” John asks as I walk into the bathroom.

“I don’t know if I have a type. I haven’t really thought about it.”

“There was that girl at the resort,” he reminds me.

“Natalia was hot, but that was easy. I just had to lay there. I don’t know about returning the favor.”

I’ve always been curious about what being with another woman might be like, but not enough to pursue it. I know John would love it, but he’s never pressed it. Maybe it’s time to revisit that. John’s certainly earned a treat.

I close the bathroom door, get a wicked thought, and re-open it, ducking my head out.

“Not Sue, but who knows what I’m into now, right?” I stick my tongue out at him.

“God, I love you, woman.”

I blow him a kiss and close the door.
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The house is quiet in the morning before I go to work. I don’t have to be in until three, so I have time to kill. After brewing a fresh pot of coffee, I sit down with my laptop and jump on Reddit. It’s become part of my morning ritual when I have the morning to myself.

I’m pleased by the reaction to the photos I uploaded yesterday. I took the photos I made for my guys and uploaded them to a couple of different subreddits dedicated to women like me. One is just for women over thirty who’ve gone wild, while another is for “the mom next door.” I like these subreddits because the women really do look like real women with many body types. I see women like me who work hard to keep it together and look good but don’t have the perfect, seamless bodies they had in their twenties before the kids came. The fittest, sexiest women get the most upvotes and compliments, of course, but it’s still a body-positive environment for everyone where trolls aren’t tolerated.

Reddit is a funny place. Much of it is a cesspool, but it’s also a useful learning tool if you’re looking for things outside of the mainstream. I’ve been doing a lot of educating myself recently. You just need a strong constitution to take some of the stuff you’re going to see. I’ve dipped my toe into some communities that made me feel like I needed a shower. Some of them I couldn’t get out of fast enough. Even in groups where the men claim they worship women, misogyny runs rampant. Beware where you click!

John’s go-to subreddits are about the hotwife lifestyle, and as I’ve followed him there, I’ve learned a lot. He goes there to share stories about my exploits, and he basks in the compliments about how hot and perfect I am. I must admit, I enjoy that positive feedback, too. The constant stream of adoration encourages me to push my boundaries—even if it may not be healthy.

I feel a growing tingling in my pussy as I read the comments on John’s posts and the pictures I’ve posted. I hate to sound like a cliché, but it’s been a journey of self-discovery since John gave me the selfless present of a small orgy for my birthday.

I knew my sex drive was probably higher than normal, and that I was open to a lot of things in the bedroom, but I never acknowledged how much I enjoy attention. I’ve always tried to look nice, but I didn’t crave attention in the past the way I do now. I love what I get from my guys. I’ve also started to notice when men give me a second look out in public. I get a tingle whenever I catch someone checking me out—looking for just a moment too long—and when I know a guy who’s just passed me turns to check out my butt. I’ve changed the way I dress in subtle ways, but thus far, I’ve resisted the urge to go too far and slut it up. I suspect John wouldn’t mind if I did.

The other thing Reddit has done for me is give me a place where I can vent and share what I’m up to. I’m not about to open up to my friends about my husband sharing me or about sneaking out to meet my younger lover. We attend an open and affirming church, but they aren’t that open. The other ladies in my women’s group would faint if I even hinted at my secret life. Even my close friends are too used to good-girl Carol to accept the new, slutty Carol. It’s one thing to laugh about sex or share vibrator tips over wine, but it’s quite another to brag to your best friend from when you were in nursing school together about how big your lover’s cock is. I can’t expect them to understand when I can hardly understand my behavior. So, I’ve found a new group of girlfriends on Reddit.

That confessional subreddit has been a godsend. It’s moderated by all women, and it’s private, so there’s no slut shaming. It’s a mix of women with secrets. A lot of the women are cheating—physically or emotionally—some are hotwives and swingers, and some just wish they were doing something other than being bored in dead-bedroom marriages.

The women in the group know me now, and I post freely, but I held my breath after I made my first post about that night with Conner, Noah, and Mateo. I hadn’t seen anyone post about anything that extreme. To my surprise, I got a lot of go girl! comments, a few concerned comments that struggled to be nonjudgmental, and a flood of questions. The questions were great because they made me really think through how I felt about what I’d done. The support of my ladies gives me the confidence to move forward with whatever it is John and I are doing. This is my latest post:

I think I’m losing it. I had maybe two minutes alone in my ex’s house, and I used it to take a topless pic to send to my lovers. I almost got caught, and I thought I was going to die! The risk was such a huge turn-on! My heart was pounding, and I was so wet! The ex came home, and I know he knew I was up to something and the strangest part is that I loved he suspected something. It was like we had a moment with his current wife standing right there. It’s not like I want him or would even consider going there, but the tease felt incredible. This is all on the heels of sneaking off during work to take pics for my husband. I’ve got to get a grip. I can’t let this stuff spill over into my real life.

The responses to my post were great, as always. I appreciated the women who said that, yes, I need to take a step back before I do something I regret. A couple of women commented that I should just do what I feel and that I should be proud that I was able to stick it to Don. But it’s the women who relate who make me feel better. A sampling:

“Perfect. Love it when I can make the ex eat his heart out. I say go further!”

“You’re living your best life. Be bold. No regrets!”

“I used to love flirting with my ex when I dropped off the kids. Turned into sleeping with him again. We’re both married to other people now, but we still sneak off and screw each other. We get along better than ever. Sure you don’t want to go there again?”

“The new wife probably hates you. Nothing wrong with getting a little payback.”

My favorite response is from Swingteach77:

“Totally get what you’re feeling. When hubby and I started swinging, I couldn’t get enough. I loved all of it. Loved taking photos for our profile and got off on thinking about the guys who’d see them. And I wanted to go back to the club every weekend. Enjoy every bit of it while it’s all fun, but be careful because pushing the envelope can get addictive. Try to think before you act, even when it’s not easy. Or go wild and figure it out later! :) If you ever want to chat pm me.”

Swingteach77 makes me feel it’s okay to lose myself a little bit and enjoy it all. I can tell she gets it, and I’m tempted to send her a private message. I really should just have my fun and not worry so much. John is encouraging me. My guys would love it. After forty years of being the daughter and wife and mother, maybe I deserve to be irresponsible and have my fun for once.

My Reddit time today leaves me feeling energized when I go for a run. Some days, I have to push myself to work out—it just keeps getting harder with time—but today, I bounce out of the house. Fitness has always been part of my life, but knowing I’ll be naked for guys more than a decade younger than me is great motivation to push myself hard on my run. The cardio lets me keep drinking wine and beer, while yoga keeps me flexible and tight. My guys do love to test my flexibility.

My guys come to mind in the shower as I think about how much they want to see me again. It’s been a couple of days since John encouraged me to stop teasing them, but I haven’t made a move to see them again yet. I’ve flirted back and forth with Noah and Mateo by text, promising I’ll see them soon. The possibilities of that potential date flash in my mind, and the temptation becomes too much.

The tile is cool against my back as I hold the shower massage wand in my hand and twist the ring to the pulse setting. Eyes closed, I imagine their hands all over me. That first night, they took charge, and there was no turning back. Noah and Mateo undressed me together, sat me down, and presented their cocks to me. That was only the appetizer. I still can’t believe I had one of them in my mouth, the other in my pussy. Sometimes, it feels like it happened to someone else.

I direct the warm jets of the shower massage at my mound, just above my slit. I jump and gasp as vibrations proceed down through my sex. The shower massage is powerful, which is why I don’t use it too often. A girl could get addicted. I rub my slit and direct the water jets in a tight circle, moving lower. I’m steadily moaning, imagining strong hands holding onto my hips and my head. Mateo’s dirty encouragement rings through my mind: Look up at me, baby. So beautiful. That’s it, Carol, suck it like that!

My fingers act as a shield from the water jets, but their power transmits down, sending those good vibrations right down to my clit. My sharp cry is so loud in the echoey bathroom, even with the water running. I climax hard and fast, yelping like a surprised animal. My clit throbs so hard it’s almost painful, and I have to direct the water away, letting the shower massage wand dangle on its hose, crazily spraying water around the shower. I don’t stop rubbing my clit but redouble the assault on my little nub. I roll a thick, pink nipple between my fingers and double over forward on shaky legs as I climax a second time. I kneel, crushing my hand between my thighs. The humid shower air is too thick to breathe, and for a second, I feel like I might pass out. That would be an embarrassing way to be found, passed out in the shower from masturbation. It wouldn’t do at all.

I slowly catch my breath, wondering how I’ve become such a sex fiend. It seems that all I do is think about sex anymore. If I’m not teasing my guys or making love to my husband, I’m messing around on Reddit. I think about Swingteach77’s warning that this could all become addictive. Perhaps she’s right. But if she is, there are worse ways to go.
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Work is a blur. I don’t stop moving from the time I arrive until well after the dinner break. Some of my co-workers gripe, but I like to keep busy because the time passes faster. I genuinely like interacting with the patients as well and doing what I can to make their stay more comfortable. Some people are a pain, but I don’t let them get me down. The nastier someone gets, the more I smile, but not necessarily as a favor to them. They don’t know what to do when you kill them with kindness. I get backed up sometimes when I spend too much time in a patient’s room, but there’s always time to catch up. I miss that busyness on the late shifts. Time just drags after nine or so. Every tick of the clock is an eternity.

I pass the time-sharing flirty texts with my boys. Mateo works hard to convince me to change my weekend plans so we can all meet up, and I tell him I can’t but promise once again that it’ll be worth the wait. Noah pushes for more sexy pictures, or even better, he wants me to sneak away to a quiet corner of the hospital for a dirty video call. God, it’s tempting, and a thrill shoots right down my spine to my pussy when I consider doing it. I’m finally accepting my new self, and I’m not as shocked to be considering it as I should be. I text my husband on the side, asking: Should I do it?
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John

will you get caught?

John’s concern for my safety was nice, but that wasn’t the reaction I was looking for. I want to know if he wants me to do this!
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Me

yes. U know there are lots of spaces in a hospital. Should I?

John

go for it

I wanted him to show more enthusiasm and make me feel sexy, but John has trouble with that. I think he’s still afraid to show too much excitement around me being with other men—except when we’re in bed fantasizing about it. But I don’t need my husband’s permission to do this. It scares me how much I want to do it, which makes me want to say no. I really need to draw a line between my normal life and my burgeoning kinky life, and the episode at Sue and Don’s proves that. Before I can give him my answer, another text chimes through on my phone.
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Conner

I’m downstairs. Can u sneak away?

I stare at my phone. Conner isn’t in this text group, so he couldn’t know what Noah was proposing unless they’re backchanneling me. It’s like the world is conspiring against me. Fate doesn’t want me to behave and be the good girl. Clearly, the universe wants me to be the kind of irresponsible slut who sneaks away from work to fuck her hot, younger lover.
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Me

I don’t know. Probably not a good idea

Conner

u must get breaks

Me

they aren’t long enough for that!

Conner

I promise to be quick

That’s the last thing I want! Conner means long, sweaty, leisurely afternoons in bed, not a quickie in a backseat or a utility closet. His frame is so big I don’t even know if he’d fit in a utility closet. However, I was just telling John about all the places to sneak away to in the hospital. Real life isn’t quite Grey’s Anatomy, but there is plenty of hanky panky going on between the doctors and us nurses—and the techs…and everyone else.

I struggled with the temptation to play with my guys over a video call from work. There is no struggle when it comes to Conner. I get wet just thinking about him. I turn to the other two women working the floor with me.

“Do you guys mind if I sneak off and take my next break early?”

“Just keep your phone on,” Dolores says. We’ve worked together for years, and nothing fazes her. I wouldn’t say we’re friends—not outside of work anyway—but we always get along. The key to Dolores is knowing she doesn’t tolerate bullshit.

“Sure. Nothing’s going on here,” Inez adds. I don’t know her as well as Dolores, but she’s always nice. When she’s not working, her head is buried in her phone. That used to bother me, but now I’m just the same.

“Thanks, girls.”

I slip around the corner and text Conner that I’ll be right down to fetch him. He can’t just walk into the hospital at this hour without a justification, so I have to sign him in at security. Technically, they shouldn’t let him in without a very good reason, but I’ve been bribing Andre downstairs with baked goods for years. He hasn’t batted an eye in the past when I snuck John in for “coffee.” Conner isn’t my husband, but Andre won’t give me a problem.

Before I go downstairs, I make a pit stop in the locker room and dig makeup out of my purse. I only wear minimal makeup to work, and while Conner has seen me right after yoga—sweaty and depleted—I want to present him with a certain image, so the makeup gets re-done, and I take my hair out of its twist and brush it out. It just goes to show that men have no idea how much effort we put into preparing for them when they think they can just show up whenever.

Conner waits at the security desk, and I pause just to drink him in. This is what guys do with us, isn’t it? His blue plaid shirt is tight enough to show off how muscular he is, and the bulge in his jeans promises the toe-curling orgasm I’ve been craving since the last time we were together. His dark eyes—so dark they look black from a distance—dart around as he impatiently waits for me.

Heat rises to my cheeks when I arrive at the security desk to collect my lover, as if Andre knows why Conner is there. This is a problem for me. I love this new side of myself I’ve discovered, but I don’t know how to seamlessly own it yet.

“Hey, Andre. How’s it going tonight?” I ask.

“Quiet. Not much ever happens here.” The guard looks from me to Conner, and I swear he’s judging me.

“This is my cousin, Conner. He’s in town visiting for a while.”

Conner gives him a nod.

“Nice to meet you,” Andre says. He’s not a small man, but he’s got to look up to Conner while sitting in his chair.

“We’re just going to grab a cup of coffee in the cafeteria while I’m on break. Can I grab you anything while we’re down there?”

“Nah, I’m good.”

I’m relieved Andre doesn’t want anything, as we won’t be going anywhere near the cafeteria. I snag Conner’s arm and pull him past the security desk before Andre makes him sign in. Luckily, Andre isn’t always strict about procedure.

“We’ll see you later then,” I say, already leading Conner away.

“Tell John I said hey. I haven’t seen him around in a long time,” Andre calls after us.

“Will do,” I reply, my heart in my throat.

He knows! Andre thinks I’m cheating on my husband! Ohmygod! What if he gossips? I should take Conner to the cafeteria, just have coffee, and send him home. Someone would see us, even at this hour. But it would look like an innocent coffee date—nothing to gossip about. I don’t do that.

With many glances over my shoulder to be sure we’re not being watched and probably looking guilty as hell, I lead Conner in the opposite direction, toward Radiology/Imaging. The hallway is dim and deserted at this time of night. Unless the ER sends someone up for a scan, the department is mostly empty at night. The most likely destinations for ER patients are X-ray and CT, so I know we’ll have some privacy down in the ultrasound suite at the end of the hallway.

I lead him through the small waiting room and back into one of the scanning rooms, clicking the door closed behind us. It’s a small room dominated by equipment and a padded exam table next to the scanner. A big, comfy chair sits off to the side. The only light is the glow of dormant machines with their blank, faint screens and indicator LEDs. It’s silent except for the hum of exhaust fans. The room has an eerie, still feeling I’ve never felt while there for official business. I turn and slide right into his thick, muscular arms.

“You really shouldn’t be here. We shouldn’t be here,” I whisper, barely louder than the sleeping machines.

“You could have sent me away.” His answer is matter of fact.

“I know. I didn’t want to.”

Conner is ruggedly handsome, with imperfect features—a crooked nose, surely broken in a fight, a small scar on his wide, stubbled chin—that add up to perfection for me. I can appreciate the male model type, too, but I prefer men like Conner, who just ooze lived-in masculinity.

“I hoped you wouldn’t want to.” He gives me a small, lop-sided grin, which makes my heart flutter like a hummingbird’s wings. He’s not the smiley type, so when he does favor me with a smile, I melt.

“This can’t become a thing,” I warn him. The words sound impotent even to me.

“Anything you want, babe. I’ll take you any way I can, Carol.”

“You’re going to be the death of me,” I sigh, pulling his lips down to mine.

My body comes alive when our lips meet, like we’ve completed a circuit. His big hands massage my back before drifting down to grab my butt and pull me tighter against him, nearly lifting me off my feet to make our kiss easier. He’s such a big man. I’ve said I was never the hard-to-get type, but it’s almost embarrassing how easily Conner arouses me. My nipples stiffen, and my pussy dampens just from being in his arms and kissing him. He kneads my curvy butt, and I wish he’d rip my scrub pants right off.

Conner backs me toward the exam table, and the stool skitters across the floor when I bang into it. He lifts me onto the table, crinkling the paper cover. I pull at his shirt, rewarded by the clicks of its snaps coming loose.

My fingers trace the lines of his tattoos, forming sleeves on both arms. They are vivid and colorful, mostly Marine-themed images, but they blend together in the semi-darkness of the ultrasound suite. Bold tattoos like that aren’t usually my thing at all, but they’re one of the things that draw me to Conner. I love that he’s so different from any man I’ve ever been with. It’s like I’ve been waiting my whole life for my chance with a stud built like him.

I discard my glasses on the bed and kiss Conner’s nearly hairless chest. My lips follow the curves of his hard pecs and six-pack. His body is incredible. Being pressed against him is like being held against granite. I kiss his pecs, and he shudders when my tongue flicks across his nipples. He hisses and gently holds my head, thumbs delicately stroking my cheeks. He purrs when I suckle his nipples and gasps when I give one a nibble.

“Carol…babe…”

I learned during our previous afternoon together how much Conner loves his nipples teased, and I’m eager to please him. While my lips tease, I reach low and rub him through his jeans. His big member feels like it’s ready to tear itself free. I open his belt and jeans like an expert—maybe I’ve been doing this too much lately—and reach inside his tight boxer briefs to grab his hot cock.

He fills my hand and then some. Conner grunts when I stroke him and pushes his jeans down to give his snake some breathing room. It springs free, and I stroke it, unable to close my fingers around it. Both of my hands don’t cover it. I don’t need a ruler to tell me he’s huge—bigger than any other guy I’ve been with—and I love every inch of him. For the first time in my life, I understand size queens. I don’t need someone as big as Conner to be satisfied, but he gets it done in a way like no other.

“Damn…Carol…damn…” His voice is a low moan. He gets the need to be quiet. I hope I can be as disciplined when the time comes.

“I want you, baby. I want you, Conner,” I breathe, pressing my face to his chest.

“Come here, babe.”

He bends down. We kiss. He pulls my scrub top over my head, breaking our kiss for an agonizing moment. Conner palms my breasts through my bra, and I still feel his strength, even through the padding. I push into his hands, once again trying to will away the clothes that keep my skin from his. He steps closer, and his cock presses up along my stomach, almost reaching between my cleavage. Conner frees my breasts and pulls at my pants, as impatient as I am.

My phone drops onto the exam table from where it’s tucked into my waistband. I lift myself off the bed, and he yanks them down my legs, dragging my panties halfway off my butt. I pull them off the rest of the way. I’m glad the underwear I picked for work is as cute as it’s functional. We both laugh when my pants and panties hang up on my sneakers. Conner holds my legs up and rips my sneakers off, tossing them over his shoulder to thud against the door. I shouldn’t be stripping down like this in the hospital. I’ll never be able to cover up if we’re interrupted, but I need him, and I’m not thinking clearly.

I’m stroking his cock with both hands when he moves in close between my legs and puts his hands on my hips. We share brief kisses, but mostly, we stare at each other, Conner’s dark eyes smoldering down into mine. The emotion I see there is a little scary. I’m another man’s wife.

Conner cannot fall for me. He says he understands, but does he really? He wants me all to himself. Conner knows he’s still sharing me with his friends—he says that doesn’t bother him either—but he’d prefer our time to be one-on-one. I could deny him. Tell him it’s the group or nothing, but the truth is that I want this too.

The emotion in his eyes is scary because I feel some of it, too. I wouldn’t leave my husband for Conner, but it’s wrong even to feel anything like this for another man. I know for this all to be as safe as possible, it should just be about fun and sex, but I don’t know if I can do it that way—not entirely.

“Put it in,” he tells me, voice husky and thick with desire.

“Yeah? You wanna fuck me?”

“You know it, Carol. All goddam night.”

“Mmm, I wish. But not here, baby. We don’t have all night.”

Conner slaps the exam table beneath me and smiles.

“This is kind of like doing it in a doctor’s office. I like it.”

“Is that one of your fantasies?”

“I dunno. It’s just fun. I guess so.”

“Then let me fulfill your fantasy, baby,” I coo.

“Prepare my probe, Nurse Carol.”

“My pleasure, Dr. Conner.”

I rub his cock against my labia, getting it nice and slick. The head bumps my clit, and I moan as little flames of pleasure lick up inside me. Teasing my clit like this is great fun. I’m tempted to get myself off like this, but Conner isn’t that patient. It’s a tease to him too, and I see him tense when I rub his oh-so-sensitive head on my clit. He hikes my legs over his arms and tightens his grip on my hips.

“Don’t be a tease, Nurse,” he warns.

“Sorry. Will you punish me, Dr. Conner?”

“We’ll see.”

I direct his cock lower toward my hole, and Conner pushes forward, half-burying it inside me.

“Oooo…yesss…” I cry. I love that sensation of when he first opens me up. I’ll never get used to it.

“Uhnn…there we go, Nurse. Just what I needed.”

He pushes deeper. I’m drenched, but it still hurts a little at first, like it always does. Conner might be as thick as my wrist. I’m snugly, fully wrapped around his shaft. With every move he makes, every nerve ending inside me ignites. I try to squeeze him while he’s inside me—one of John’s favorite tricks—but it’s difficult with a man so large. I lean back on the exam table, which is tilted at a 45° angle, and close my eyes, enjoying the throbbing pleasure of Conner inside me.

Conner takes his time feeding me the rest of it. He establishes a slow rhythm, pushing a little deeper each time until he’s bottomed out inside me. I can’t stop moaning, and my mouth hangs open, ready to be used if one of his friends—or my husband—were here. I grip the sides of the exam table tightly as Conner plows me harder, pulling my butt right to the edge of the table. My entire body jolts when he slams home, and I yelp aloud. I bite my bottom lip, but it’s too hard to remain quiet when I have Conner’s amazing cock inside me. I’m shameless when I’m with him.

“Uhnn…yeah…uhnn…Carol…babe…”

“Yeah…yeah…god…baby…yeah…”

The exam table creaks loudly beneath us. The equipment in the drawers rattles like there’s an earthquake. Surely, someone would hear us if they passed by in the hallway. Fear sizzles through me when I think about being caught, but despite the risks, it just makes me burn brighter. I whimper harder to Conner like I want us to make even more noise. He leans into me for more leverage and drives it home even harder. It feels like he’s going to turn me inside out.

Ohmygod, I love it. I literally squeal with delight! Conner’s watching my tits bounce as he fucks me, and I must admit, they look pretty good rebounding in the padded teal bra with a lace overlay. As he leans in more and more, my legs are pushed further back and spread wider. Good thing I’m so flexible.

“Ooo…god…oooo god…baby…baby…ohmygod…ohmygod…Conn…yes…yes…”

“Carol…Carol…uhnn…”

“Oooo…yeah…yeah…baby please…oooo baby…yeah…just like that…Conn…”

And there it is. My climax is like a hard smack in the face—sudden and sharp—and I wail, kicking my feet in the air as my toes curl. I come so hard I arch my back away from the table, and I throw myself at Conner, wrapping my arms around him. It changes the angle of entry, and now his shaft really hits my clit with every thrust. I wail louder when my orgasm whirs into another gear.

“I love when you come, Carol. So damn hot…”

“Oooo…god…ohmygod…ohmygod…oooo…baby…”

“That’s it, babe, come for me. Yeah…”

“I…I want you to come too, baby. Come inside me…please…”

“You want it, Carol?”

“Yeah! Please, baby!”

“Mmm, I like it when you beg.”

“Please…please…please, Conner…oh god…please…”

Conner pushes me onto my back again and smiles down at me with such intensity I swoon. This man wants me, and that makes me want to do anything for him. He pumps those powerful hips a few more times and announces he’s ready. This is dirtier, kinkier than it’s been the last couple of times. I like it.

I have a wild thought and grope around on the table until I find my phone under the small of my back. I turn on the video camera and hand it to Conner. He smiles.

“Damn, Carol…I’m ready…”

“Yes…please…”

“Tell me, Carol…”

“Please, baby…you made me come so hard…come for me…come inside me…I fucking want it, baby...”

“Yeah, Carol…you want my cum?”

“Conner, please!”

I play it up for the camera, but I mean it, and I explode again, moaning and twisting on the table. The begging for the camera makes it so much hotter. Conner’s dark eyes widen as he stares down at me. I know his body now, and I know his cues. He’s ready. Conner grunts, buries his shaft in me, and pumps me full of his young, hot seed. He grinds on me, and his cock pulses and gives me what I begged for. Thank god for IUDs because I love this moment—my hung lover bareback, coming inside me—and I wouldn’t give it up for anything. Reason slips, I forget about the IUD, and it feels like this powerful young stud is breeding me. It’s so dirty and so wrong to take another man’s seed, but I love it. I’m learning to crave it.

I shiver and finally manage to tighten my muscles around him, desperate to keep him inside me. I stare up at my phone, knowing how slutty I look, and I know my husband is going to love this video. I might even share it with the others if he approves.

Conner withdraws, and I feel empty. He’s just come, and he’s still half hard. We could go again if I had the time, and I wish I did. But I need to get him out of here, and I must get back to my floor. I clean up as best I can with the tissues in the ultrasound suite while Conner dresses.

My glasses are gone, but thankfully, Conner finds them on the floor and hands them to me with a kiss. It’s a sweet moment. Once we’re dressed, I lean into him, and we cling to each other. He’s warm and strong, and I want to be in his arms all night, but I find the willpower to push him away.

“You need to go,” I whisper.

“I guess so.”

“I don’t want you to, but you do.”

“Thanks for tonight,” he tells me, and I can’t help but giggle.

“I should be thanking you. That was…something.”

“Every time I get to see you is amazing. You never have to thank me, Carol. I love being with you.”

“Me too, baby.”

I see Conner back to the entrance, and this time, I’m sure Andre knows what we were up to. I know I’m glowing. Andre would have to be blind to miss it. I can’t make eye contact with him because I don’t want to see how he’s looking at me. I tell Conner good night like he’s my cousin and we just had coffee and hope I do a decent job of selling it. If I don’t, I hope Andre is discreet. I have a dark moment in the elevator where I picture Andre blackmailing me, and I have to take him back to the ultrasound suite. It makes me shiver and bite my lip. I really am losing it.
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“I didn’t know you were expecting Conner to visit you at work,” John says. He tries to sound nonchalant, but I hear the tension in his voice.

“I wasn’t. He just sort of showed up, and I figured since he was there…”

“You didn’t mind that he just popped up out of nowhere? I mean, it’s awfully presumptuous.”

“I guess. Maybe? I didn’t mind. It was kind of sweet, actually. He missed me. Are you mad I saw him again?”

“No, you’re free to do what you want.”

“If you want me to get your permission before I see him, that’s okay, but we hadn’t talked about that. I’ll do whatever makes you comfortable.”

“You don’t need my permission, Carol. I’m not your daddy.”

I roll to my side and press against him, stroking his spent cock, which is slick with my juices. We’ve just had morning sex after John woke me from a dead sleep by rubbing my clit. He usually lets me sleep in after a late shift, but I understand why he woke me. He found the video of Conner and me in the ultrasound room when he woke. He told me what a bad girl I was, and I told his Daddy persona I couldn’t help myself. John was crazed and went hard and fast. I didn’t get to come, but it was okay. It still felt great, and reliving being with Conner was so hot.

“That’s not what you said a few minutes ago,” I coo.

“Very funny. But seriously, you don’t need my permission to do what you do. It’s your body.”

I’m wide awake and in a playful mood, and I’m annoyed John doesn’t share it. I’m aglow from making love to him and from Conner last night. John is ticked off at me, but he won’t admit it. I don’t want to hear it’s your body from him. As much as I appreciate my freedom, I am still his wife, and I don’t want to lose sight of that.

“It’s my body, but I’m your wife. We took vows. I’m not free to do as I please. At least I shouldn’t be.”

John sighs. “I know. You’re right, Carol. This is still all a little weird to me. It was one thing when I arranged your encounters—and even that was bizarre to me, as much as I liked it. And then you saw Conner again, which is cool, but like you told me first.”

“I ran it past you. I’m fine with doing that if you need it.”

“I appreciate that you did. I like a heads up, I guess, but I know it’s not always possible, like last night.”

“I can make sure it happens, John. You need to speak up about what you want.”

“What if I’m not sure what I want? I think this works best, it’s hottest, if you’re just free to do as you like. That turns me on. But it also makes me uneasy, if that makes sense.”

I stop stroking his cock. He’s not going to get hard again, and the mood has passed. I stay snuggled against him and play with his chest hair.

“You feel like you’re not in control, and that’s scary,” I reply, trying to read his mind.

“Yeah, that’s it exactly. It’s not your fault, and I don’t want it to dampen your fun, but it’s something I need to sort through if we’re doing this.”

“We don’t have to do this, you know.”

“But I think I want to. And I know you want to.”

“You don’t know anything,” I laugh.

“Right. You forget, I’ve seen you in action.”

“I want to, but I don’t have to. You come first, John.”

Even as the words come out of my mouth, I question them. Okay, maybe I don’t have to fool around with my guys, but I really, really want to, and I’d be crushed if John wanted me to stop. I would stop, and I’d do my best not to resent him for opening Pandora’s Box and slamming it shut, but it would bother me that he’d introduced all of this and then yanked it away. But he’s saying he doesn’t want that. I take him at his word, but I don’t want his complicated feelings to hurt him—or our marriage.

“I know that, Carol. And I love you for it. Just don’t worry about me so much, and have fun. I can deal with my feelings.”

“I will, and I’ll make sure I tell you all about it when I do.”

“Perfect.” John looks at the bedside clock. “Shit. I need to get in the shower.”

“So, you wake me up, and then you leave?”

John grins. “I’m sure you’d have no trouble finding someone to take my place in bed.”

“I just might do that, just to show you.”

“The operators, Noah and Mateo, are waiting for your call.”

I was thinking of Conner, but it could be fun to invite the other guys over and have a whole day to ourselves. But no, I want John present for that just in case things get out of hand. I don’t want to be naked and alone with the two of them—not yet. But I don’t tell my husband that.

“I’ll make sure I set up my phone for you. Maybe we’ll FaceTime you at work.”

“Okay. I’ll pass my phone around to the guys.”

“You wouldn’t dare,” I reply, watching him and wondering if he would. He wouldn’t, I tell myself, but deep down, I suspect he wants to, just as much as I want to be shown off.

“I’m really getting out of bed.”

John grunts as he levers his middle-aged body to its feet. He’s still in good shape for a guy in his late forties. John tries to stay fit, so he’s not too deep into dad-bod territory yet, and I appreciate it. His head is shaved in concession to hair loss, and he’s got a graying beard. I like his look, but I’m biased. I still find my husband sexy. It’s not dissatisfaction that sends me into Conner’s arms—or anyone else’s. It’s just that variety is fun.

“Love you,” he says.

“Love you, honey.”
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I was ready to sleep for a week after working my three 12s—especially since John had cut my sleep short on one of those days. I stayed in bed as late as I could when they were finished and then spent the day catching up on laundry and doing things around the house. I hit the gym and did my core routine, followed by a few miles around the upstairs track. I don’t like running inside, but on gym days it’s easier to knock it out while I’m there than motivate myself to go home and run through the neighborhood after working out.

I shower at the gym and change into a light cotton tunic over black leggings. The tunic is just barely long enough to cover my butt. The cupboards are bare at home, which means I have to stop at the grocery store on the way home. The lot attendant calls me ma’am when he hands me a cart, which leaves me disheartened. He’s only a couple of years younger than my guys. Their attention is going to my head if I’m expecting every twentysomething to lust after my middle-aged body. But then the kid checks out my butt when I pass by, restoring my faith in my sexiness and that puts a smile on my face. Suddenly, all those squats are worthwhile again. I’m pushing the cart around the store when my phone chimes with a text from Noah.
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Noah

we wrapped up early today. What r u up to?

Carol

grocery shopping

Noah

need me to swing over and check those melons for you?

Carol

you really need better lines

I giggle anyway.
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Noah

found any space in ur schedule?

Carol

one day, when you have an adult life, you’ll understand that I can’t just drop everything to have fun

Mateo

maybe we should surprise u at work

Sounds like Conner was telling tales at work. I suppose there’s no reason for him to keep things secret since I’m involved with all of them, but my time with Conner feels more intimate than just a sordid tryst.

The guys are all contractors together. I’ve only thought about it in passing, but now I wonder how much they discuss me while going about their work. Did Conner come in gloating about how I dragged him into a quiet corner of the hospital and couldn’t get him out of his clothes fast enough? I feel surprising shame when I think about my guys hanging out and discussing what a slut I am. Shame isn’t my only feeling. My core tightens, and my panties dampen. It’s so wrong, but I’m proud that three sexy younger guys might be spending their days discussing what they did and want to do with me.
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Carol

what would you do if you did?

Noah

strap u down to 1 of those exam tables and play doctor

Carol

why strap me down?

Noah

more fun that way

I tremble, imagining being at their mercy. My husband must be telling tales. The guys did see our toy bag that night we were all together, but that doesn’t mean they’d know I like being restrained. What else do the guys know? Has John spilled all my secrets?
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Carol

as long as you know what you’re doing

Mateo

I think we’ve proved that

Carol

I may need a reminder

Noah

come out this weekend

Mateo

u must have time for a drink at least

Carol

just a drink?

Mateo

it’s a start. Maybe you’ll want more

I know I’ll want more, but what if it’s too much? It’s crazy, but I consider meeting the guys for a drink. The plan for tonight was to stay in and watch a movie with Brandon, maybe Isabella, and John, of course. We haven’t had a family movie night in a while. I was perfectly content to spend a quiet evening in with the kids, but temptation tugs at me.

John’s not-so-subtle pressure to meet up with Noah and Mateo is working on me. And I do want to see them again. A drink could be good, I argue in my head. If we’re out somewhere in public, I’ll be safe from temptation—if I don’t let them whisk me away to somewhere private. I reason that If I meet them early, that’s less likely. I’ll tell them I need to be home for movie night—no time for craziness. I shoot John a quick text to fill him in and ask if he’s free after work.

[image: ]



John

no dice, babe. I’ll be here late. You should see them anyway

Carol

are you sure? Feels risky.

John

it’s a drink. In a bar. They aren’t going to attack you. Nothing will happen if you don’t want it to. And I’ll be there next time you see them

Carol

Do you want something to happen?

John

I’m just along for the ride. It’s all about what you want, babe

John won’t just tell me what to do—again. That passivity annoys me in our everyday lives. This is worse because he knows I want his guidance for this. I take another stab at it, appealing to his dirty side.
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Carol

what does daddy want me to do?

John

daddy wants you to be as naughty as you like. If you’re really bad, I’ll take care of you later

Carol

ok daddy

I smile wickedly and squeeze my thighs together while I consider this. I guiltily glance around and there is a woman standing just beside me in the cereal aisle. Her sour look makes me think she was reading the texts over my shoulder. My cheeks flush, but I want to defiantly stick my tongue out at her or something.

I’m not that brave, so I push my cart rapidly down the aisle, where I almost ram another one turning the corner. The man pushing it smiles, and we stumble over ourselves, apologizing to each other. His apology might be more meaningful if he wasn’t staring at my chest. My cheeks flush more deeply when I notice my nipples are plainly showing through my tunic. Having this stranger stare at my tits—even though he’s not my type—stokes my arousal, and I swear my nipples get harder. He finally looks me in the eye as we disengage our carts. I smile awkwardly.

“Nice running into you. I’m Dave,” he says.

“That’s okay. I’m Carol.”

“You should let me make it up to you.”

“Sorry, Dave,” I reply, waving my wedding rings at him.

“Doesn’t mean you can’t have a coffee,” he says and shows off his own gold band.

A lunchtime quickie with this married man flashes through my mind—a sweaty encounter in a cheap motel room where I slink away afterward with my eyes cast downward—and I grip the handle of my shopping cart more tightly, pushing the tempting scenario away from my mind. It’s not about Dave, but the chance to misbehave. Luckily, I don’t have to resort to picking up married strangers at the grocery store because my husband allows me to be as slutty as I want to be, whenever I want to be. No sneaking around for me. I doubt Dave’s wife feels the same.

“Can I bring my husband?” I ask.

Dave cracks a smile. “If that’s his thing.”

If only you knew, buddy, I think. “And your wife?”

“Not her thing.”

“Sorry, Dave. But it was nice running into you.”

I leave him in the dust, certain in the knowledge he’s staring at my ass in my tight black leggings. I pause to give him a longer look and text my guys, telling them I’ll meet them for happy hour, stressing it’s just drinks.


five
. . .



I make the guys pick the place because I sure as hell wasn’t going to meet them at one of the brewpubs John and I regularly haunt. I also insist it must be out of the way so there is no chance I’ll run into anyone we know. I have no idea how I would explain to our friends why I was meeting two fit, younger men for drinks while my husband was nowhere to be found. They send me the address for a place called The Squire, promising there is no chance I’ll see anyone I know there.

After I put the groceries away, I draw myself a steaming bath and freshen up my grooming. No, the guys won’t be seeing it—at least not this evening—but I enjoy the ritual of preparing myself before I see them. I used to keep a neat, slender landing strip down there, but I shaved it bare for John for our anniversary—the night he first shared me with the guys. I’ve kept it smooth and clean since then, like somehow I always knew I’d be seeing the guys again.

All the attention to my pussy is too much to ignore, and I close my eyes and think about Dave from the supermarket, who had the audacity to flirt with me even though we’re both married. I think about the cart boy checking me out, and then I think about the evening to come, and I bring myself to an easy, gasping, moaning orgasm. I’m tempted to take a nap in the tub after that, but I need to get ready. The bar where the guys want to meet is about forty-five minutes away, and I still need to make myself pretty.

I want to look good for the guys, but I don’t want it to be obvious I’m trying, and I don’t want to look like I want them to take me home. I also don’t know what kind of bar this is, so I try to keep it tame. The sleeveless, white mock turtleneck is clingy and flatters my figure without highlighting my flaws, while the right bra makes sure I have all the right curves. The top is paired nicely with a black A-line skirt. I’d normally wear tights with the skirt—it’s not slutty short, but it doesn’t reach my knees—but I skip that for the boys and pull a pair of black suede over-the-knee boots from the back of my closet. I love them, but never have an excuse to wear them. A thin belt at the waist, a chunky silver pendant on a black ribbon, and a sweater complete the outfit.

I brush out my honey-blonde hair and leave it down. A turn in front of the mirror makes me smile. I look good, but not like I’m going out to score. I hope my guys will agree. I scoot out of the house just before the kids arrive home from school.

I shake my head when I pull the family minivan into the parking lot of The Squire. Noah was honest when he said I won’t run into anyone I know here. He neglected to mention that’s because Squires is a gentleman’s club; at least, that’s what I infer from the two silhouettes of women on their sign and an announcement posted for an upcoming Amateur Night. I also note that it’s Ladies Night. Did Noah know or is it a lucky coincidence?

I want to back out of my parking space as soon as I’m in it and turn around for home. This isn’t what I bargained for. It’s not my first time at a gentlemen’s club, but it has been a very long time. The last time may have been John’s fortieth birthday. We went a couple of times before that when we were dating, and he was trying to help push my boundaries. It was always naughty fun, but I felt protected with John on my arm. I don’t know that I’ll feel as safe with Noah and Mateo as my companions. I’m already nervous about seeing them again, and now I’m expected to do it at a gentleman’s club. I text my husband: Did you know this place is a strip joint? I nervously tap the steering wheel while I await his reply.
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John

no but that’s awesome!

Carol

is it?

John

yes?

Carol

not so sure about this

John

you’re a big girl. You can handle yourself

Carol

I’m daddy’s big girl

John

yes you are. And don’t forget it. Daddy wants a full report when you get home

My texting with my husband is interrupted by one from Noah, reading: We’re here. I look over toward the front door and see my guys waiting for me—minus Conner. I wish he were here. I’m comfortable with Conner now, and he’d be the next best thing to having my husband with us. But as I look at them, I see Noah and Mateo also look anxious. That relaxes me. I don’t really have anything to worry about, do I?

They were perfectly behaved the last time I saw them—given the circumstances. John is right. They aren’t going to push me into anything. We’re just going to have a drink or two, chat, flirt, and I’ll be out of there. Okay, maybe we’ll make out a little bit first, and then I’ll be out of there. Besides, I’m sure they’ll be distracted by all the half-naked girls walking around. I need to school these guys that having lots of other women around doesn’t make a girl feel special. I pull my sweater on, firm up my resolve, and hop out of the minivan to meet my guys.

The guys see me and smile and wave. It doesn’t relax me. My ease upon seeing them is evaporating with each step I take closer to them, and my stomach floats higher into my rib cage. I realize I barely know these guys.

I’ve gotten to know Conner by spending time with him, but that’s not the case with Noah and Mateo. They surprised me in a club, we chatted briefly, danced, and went back to our suite. There was very little talking after that because they kept my mouth quite busy. Our texting has mostly been flirting. I want to get to know them the way I know Conner. Lusting after them is fine, but it’s more fun if I like them, too.

Noah is on the right, lanky, but as tall as his friends, with blond hair pulled back into a ponytail. He gives me a goofy smile that makes me think he’s stoned, but he’s looked that way every time I’ve ever seen him. I was afraid he’d slice something off, and I’d have to do triage when they were all working on our house.

Mateo, beside him, is his polar opposite. He’s taller, stocky, and dark, with olive skin and thick, black hair shaved on the sides and gelled back on top. He’s so handsome he’s almost pretty, with full, sensual lips. Those lips felt incredible on my body and just seeing them makes me want to feel them again. I imagine Mateo could rock my world one-on-one, just like Conner, but he’s so impressive working on me with his friends.

“Are you guys serious?” I ask, standing back from them. It feels safer to keep my distance.

“What? You said you wanted to go somewhere no one would recognize you. Are you a regular here?” Noah says. “What time do you go on?”

“Haha,” I reply.

Mateo elbows Noah and says, “I told him you’re too classy for a strip club. This isn’t your kind of place. We can take you somewhere else.”

“I didn’t say I’m too classy, but it’s not the kind of place I usually hang out.”

“Have you been to a strip club before?” Noah asks.

I smile. “Maybe. Not ready to give all my secrets up yet.”

“Damn, Mamá. You look sexy as hell,” Mateo says, nakedly eyeing me up and down.

“How do you always look so fucking hot?” Noah asks.

“You guys are just saying that to get into my pants.”

Mateo closes the gap between us and slips an arm around me. He plants a slow, warm kiss on my cheek and breathes, “I want to get into your pants because you’re sexy as hell, Mamá.”

I catch my breath and kiss him back, my lips lingering on his neck.

“You’d like to go in then?” Mateo asks.

“Sure, let’s get a drink.”

Mateo lets me go, and I give Noah a hug and kiss, so he doesn’t feel left out. I think of how I’ll have to balance my attention between both men for the night and wonder if I’ve got it in me.

I walk inside the club between the boys. It’s not a dive, but it’s definitely a bar for locals, not one of those big, fancy gentlemen’s clubs like John took me to. It looked larger from the outside, and the circumference of the bar takes up most of the space, ringing a stage.

The bar is crowded with men just off from work, and we squeeze past them along one wall to reach a clearing at the back. I’m overdressed for the place, that’s for sure. It’s a lot of guys in work clothes, like my guys, wearing well-worn sweatshirts and jeans. Every man in the bar eyes me hungrily as I pass, and the braver guys cop cheap feels, brushing against my butt or forcing my breasts against them as I squeeze past.

The tables in the back are all taken. Mateo finds an open space at the bar, uses his bulk to part the crowd, and gets us there. The bartender, a pretty girl with jet-black hair and a nose ring in a see-through top, comes right over, and Noah orders us three beers.

The bar is dimly lit except for the stage, so it takes several moments for my eyes to adjust. I finally see I’m not the only woman in the bar who isn’t working, but there are only three of us, and the other two look like they’re a couple. Most of the guys who aren’t looking at the girls onstage or are milling around are looking at me, not them. All this attention gives me chills, and I know this is a dangerous environment for a woman who likes attention as much as I do.

“Look at you,” Noah says. “You’re glowing.”

“I guess I am. You guys must have that effect on me.”

Noah is right. My white top, under my black sweater, is glowing like a beacon. Splashes of white paint on Noah’s sweatshirt are doing the same. I recall my husband telling me strip clubs use black lights because they help hide the dancers’ flaws. One of the girls onstage is wearing a fluorescent bikini, and that thing glows even more brightly against her dark, tattooed skin.

“You guys work hard today?” I ask, grasping for small talk. I need to be loud to be heard over the dancers’ thumping soundtrack. It feels odd to try and build a rapport with these guys after they’ve already fucked me.

“We were finishing a kitchen remodel, that’s why we finished early. There wasn’t much left to do,” Noah says.

“Yeah, don’t mind getting off early on a Friday,” Mateo adds. “You were off?”

I answer, but Mateo has trouble hearing me, so I must press my face close to his and repeat myself. He smells masculine, with a hint of sawdust, and I remember how much I enjoyed watching him work. Mateo isn’t rock-hard like Conner, but he knows his way around a power tool, which is sexy.

“I usually work two or three twelve-hour shifts and then have a couple days off. I just did three twelves, so I’m off until after the weekend. I’m used to the long shifts after all these years, and the extended time off is nice.”

“So, you do have some free time? You’ve been avoiding us?”

“It’s not that easy, Mateo. I have a lot of responsibilities. It’s difficult.”

“I think we could make it easy for you, Mamá.”

“I hear you and Conner have been having fun,” Noah chimes in from my other side.

“I’ve seen him a couple of times.” I give him a discerning look. “I wouldn’t have pegged you for the jealous type.”

His arm goes around my back, and he pulls me closer to him. I have to adjust myself on the stool, and I pull my skirt lower because I’m flashing too much thigh. His hand caresses my side through my sweater and my top, and it feels nice.

“I’m not jealous. Have all the fun you want with Conner as long as I get to have fun, too.”

“But there are two of you. I need twice the time to see you and Mateo.”

“You can see me alone if you like,” Noah says.

“I should just jump from bed to bed to bed to bed to bed? I couldn’t keep up with that.”

“I’ve seen you in action, Carol. I know you could.”

I try to picture what my life would be like if I gave the guys free rein over my body the way they want. Would I be able to work, or would I be kept too busy as their concubine? How slutty would it be to jump from Conner’s bed to Noah’s to Mateo’s? And John’s too, of course. We’d have to work out some kind of schedule, so I’d know where to be when. There are worse lives. I wouldn’t mind being a kept woman, pampered by the four men in my life, but that assumes they’d all be equal, which they can never be.

“Well, we’re starting with a drink, and we’ll see how that goes.”

On cue, the girl brings our beers, and I hold mine in both hands, sipping it as I turn my attention to the girl onstage closest to us. The stage is actually two stages, with a short runway in between, like a compressed barbell. The girl near us is short but jacked up by insanely high Lucite heels. I envy her ability to dance in those things. I’d break an ankle if I tried to move like that in stripper heels. I’ve got some nice heels in my closet, but nowhere to wear them. Maybe I need to go onstage. Ha!

The dancer is Hispanic and thick, but she knows how to move those curves. Like many of the girls, she has a lot of tattoos, which seem animated on her smooth body as she moves. She grasps the pole in the center of her small stage and spins violently, her hair a dark cloud around her head. I’m afraid she’s going to land in our laps, but the men around me cheer. She locks her thick, muscular thighs around the pole and hangs upside down, her hair cascading to the stage. She holds her arms out, and the men cheer again. I can’t believe how long she hangs there by her thighs. I do yoga and hit the gym several times a week, and there’s no way I could do that.

I remember when pole-dancing workouts were a thing. I didn’t have the nerve to try it back then, but now I feel like I missed out. The dancer unhooks her bra while hanging upside down and lets it fall to the stage. Her breasts are huge, and they hang upside-down. She cups them and pulls her nipples.

The men around me throw money at her, and I reach into my purse to find some singles. She’s earned it. I’m impressed. When she sees me throw her a crumpled-up bill, the dancer gives me an upside-down wink and blows me a kiss. I’m glad people can’t see my flushed cheeks in the dim lighting. She plants her hands on the stage, releases the pole, and swings her legs down to stand, nearly bending in half. Impressive.

“Think you could do something like that?” Noah asks.

“I’m pretty flexible, but I don’t think so.”

“You’d be hot up there,” he continues.

“Haha. No one wants to see a forty-year-old mother up there, believe me.”

“You forget, I’ve seen every inch of you, Carol. I think these guys would love to see a real woman like you up there getting down.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” I reply, patting his leg and taking up my beer.

The song ends, and the onstage girls cycle. The girl at the other end of the stage steps down while our dancer moves to that end. A new girl, a skinny blonde who looks barely legal, steps onto the stage in front of us. She waves to all the guys watching her but saves her biggest smile for me. Obviously, women get all the attention here. I recall also being very popular when John took me to that gentleman’s club.

My attention is pulled away from the stage when a hand brushes across my shoulders. I know right away it’s not one of my guys. I turn on the barstool to find a tall, African American dancer with heavy, pendulous breasts swaying freely under a loose camisole top. She’s pretty, but she looks tired. I can tell her smile is forced, and I wonder if I’m better at seeing through her act because I’m a woman. I can see she just wants to get her tips and move on. Noah and Mateo on either side of me don’t seem to see it.

“Hey, sugar, what’s your name?” the dancer asks, putting her hands on my hips under my sweater.

“I’m Carol. What’s your name?”

“Ginger. What are you doing with these guys, sugar?”

I’m unsure how to reply, and Noah chimes in.

“Carol’s our boss. She took us out for doing such a good job this week.”

“She picked this place?” Ginger looks skeptical.

“She let us pick,” Noah answers.

“Last time I do that,” I laugh.

“You’re too classy for these boys, sugar. Make them take you someplace nice next time.”

“I will, Ginger. I’ll be sure of it.”

Ginger pushes my legs apart and steps between them, hiking my skirt up my thighs. I keep the heels of my boots anchored on the rail around the bottom of the stool. Her hands slide from my hips and up my back. She’s massaging me inside my sweater, pressing firmly through the thin material of my mock turtleneck. I feel the heat coming off her body before she presses into me. For a moment, I think she might kiss me, and I don’t know what to do, but then she buries her face in my hair and her breath is on my neck, giving me chills. Ginger rocks her body, rubbing against me. I’m aware that every man around us is watching, and I freeze up—so much for my brave attention-seeking.

“Chill, sugar. Give your boys a little thrill,” Ginger whispers breathily to me. I take a deep, cleansing breath and relax into her, our boobs pressing together. She takes my hands, and puts them on her waist, and resumes touching me. Her hands drift to my butt, but no one can see it inside my sweater. Ginger’s soft curves are nice, and I close my eyes to enjoy them. It’s almost like we’re slow dancing, except that I’m sitting.

“Feels good, doesn’t it, sugar?”

“Mmhm,” I sigh.

Ginger doesn’t do much for me, but being the center of attention for the dozen or so guys around us has my pulse racing. It’s much more visceral than posting on Reddit. I’m removed from the attention there—except for the comments—and I must imagine what men might be doing while looking at my pictures. I was excited to post a picture in my date outfit—minus the sweater—before I left. This is different. I swear now I can feel the weight of all the attention focused on me. Noah and Mateo are the tip of the iceberg. I can feel how much all the other men want me, too.

Ginger’s hands slide forward to massage the sides of my breasts. Her hands are under my sweater, but the guys next to me can see what she’s doing now. I gasp. It no longer matters that Ginger isn’t my type. I’m so turned on that I feel myself moving into that reckless zone.

“How about you get one of your boys to take us to the back room, and we can have some real fun, sugar? They’ll eat that shit up.”

It’s tempting, but I don’t want to go there, not after only half a beer. I’m still telling myself this is just a drink to get to know my guys better.

“Sorry, I’m not ready yet. Maybe later?”

“Sure, I’ll come back around, sugar.”

Ginger steps back and leans forward, her breasts spilling almost completely out of her loose camisole. Mateo presses a single into my hand and I tentatively hold it out to Ginger.

“Come on, feel those tits. They look nice,” Noah encourages.

I press the dollar into her cleavage, and she pushes her tits—they really are tits, not breasts—together around my hand. She’s warm and soft, so different from touching a man. Ginger turns and offers me her hip, and I slide another single into the waistband of her hot pants. The guys also tip her, their hands lingering longer than mine did.

“You should have gotten a dance,” Noah says once Ginger moves on.

“Is that why you brought me here? You want to see me get a lap dance?”

“It’s all part of the fun.”

“How do you know I’d be into that?”

“Oh, I think you’re into just about anything, Carol.” Noah grins.

“Don’t think you know everything about me because of one night. I’d never done anything like that before. It wasn’t even my idea.”

“Maybe. John seemed pretty sure you’d be into it.”

I smile. I can’t deny his point. “A husband does know his wife, I suppose.”

“Anything else you’ve never done before that you’d like to try?”

Noah swivels me to face him and steps between my legs like Ginger had. I pull my skirt down to keep from flashing him. Mateo puts his big hands on my shoulders from behind and massages them. It feels incredible, and I fade back into him. His grip is firm, but he doesn’t hurt me. Mateo’s massage is just what I need after a long week of work. Noah puts his hands on my thighs, and I place mine over his, restraining him from moving closer. I sip my beer, making a point of holding it between us. The boy needs to slow his roll a little.

“I don’t know. Not sure what there is left to try after that night,” I answer.

“I can think of a few things, Carol,” Noah says

“Mmm…you’ll have to surprise me…sometime.”

“I can’t wait,” he answers.

Mateo is close behind me and whispers in my ear, just loud enough to be heard over the music. “Don’t worry, Mamá. We’ll take good care of you. You won’t have to do anything you don’t like.”

I’m convinced by Mateo’s massaging hands that he knows how to take care of me. There’s nothing hotter than a man with good hands—except for an amazing kisser.

“Thanks, babe,” I coo.

“It would be awesome to see you get a dance,” he says, adding, “If you want to.”

Mateo is motivating me to make him happy, and I reply, “I didn’t say no. Just not yet.”

“That’s my girl.”

I’m turned back to face the bar and find a fresh beer, accompanied by three shot glasses of a clear liquid—Mateo’s doing.

“I cannot get drunk. I have to drive.”

“I’m sure John would come and pick you up. Or there’s always Uber,” Noah assures me.

He’s right. My husband would probably love to pick me up at Noah’s place even more than the strip club, but that isn’t going to happen, not tonight. It’s a promise I made to myself, and I plan to stick to it. But I stare at the shot and feel the temptation creeping in. We only just got here. We’re not leaving right away, so I have time to do one shot and sober up before we leave. I know I’m too old to be downing shots at a strip club, but it’ll go a long way to taking the edge off. I give Noah a skeptical look.

“Just one shot. And John isn’t going to need to pick me up. I’m not an amateur.”

“That’s what I like to hear,” Noah says.

The guys and I toast, and we down the drinks. I’m not sure what the hell Noah ordered. It burns like Everclear, but do they even still sell that? The burning spreads out from my chest and makes me tingle everywhere. The shot does its job. I’m suddenly wide awake and less tense. I look up at the girl dancing in front of us and holler.

The girls cycle through onstage, and then they each come around behind us, looking for their tips. The girls are all younger than me, of course, but I feel like I’m prettier than most of them—even at forty. Some of them seem into their jobs, and some are clearly just going through the motions with dead eyes. I feel sorry for the latter and wish I could sweep them up and carry them out of the bar.

I spend most of the time asking the guys about themselves, which makes the interruptions from the girls something of an annoyance. The girls work me extra hard, but I resist all their charms, passing them their tips and letting them move on.

I learn that Mateo is doing construction to pay his way through school, taking night classes in electrical engineering. He’s bright, and I can see him working hard to get ahead. He followed a girl to town and doesn’t have any local family. The girl is gone, but he’s still here. He’s sweet when he talks about his family and says he wants one of his own. I’m rooting for him, but I have an obvious question.

“If you’re just looking for a sweet girl, what are you doing messing around with me? I’m taken. I’m not the girl you’re going to settle down with. I’ve made my nest already, babe.”

I put my hand over his on the bar, and he curls his strong fingers around mine. Noah is momentarily distracted by the girl dancing above us.

“You’re the kind of woman I want to settle down with, Mamá.”

“Come on, now. You don’t even know me that well.”

“I know that you’re a good wife to your man. I know you take care of your family. You’re not running out like this every night like a lot of women would, given the chance.”

I don’t want to disappoint Mateo and tell him how tempted I am to do just that, but he’s right—family comes first. “That’s so sweet, babe. If I knew someone appropriate, I’d totally hook you up.”

“She’d have to be as much fun as you are.”

“Good luck,” I reply. “So, why are you doing this, then? I’m sorry, I have to ask. Are you into orgies?”

“No, Mamá. I prefer my women one-on-one. Never had a desire to be near another naked man. But John threw it out there, and I had to consider it, right? I mean, you’re so sexy, and it seemed like a once-in-a-lifetime chance. How often does a man ask you to fuck his wife?”

I laugh. “Probably not often.”

“I’m not shy either,” Mateo continues. “I would prefer to have you to myself, but I don’t mind Noah or Conner being there. I can take care of my business. And y’know, you see this stuff in porn. I thought, why not try it? And it was loco! I mean, sweet Jesus. That night…”

“So, you’re good not having me all to yourself?”

“I’d love you all to myself, Mamá. But that doesn’t seem to be what you want—or what John wants. I have to respect your man.”

“That’s the right answer, Mateo.” I lean in and we kiss.

After getting to know Mateo, I think I’d like a night alone with him, but I can’t take that on right now. Besides, he’s right. I do want him and Noah. I’m a whore to admit it, but I want what I felt that night. I want to be overwhelmed and used. And I’m more confident that I want it to happen with Mateo now that I know him. I can trust him to respect my boundaries. Can I say the same about Noah? I need to find out. I turn my stool to him, wondering how much of my chat with Mateo he overheard. I sip my beer and see he’s utterly focused on the girl coming onto the stage. I can’t help but look, too, and when I do, I see why he’s so transfixed.
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The suddenly overly enthusiastic announcer calls the dancer Lacey—surely not her real name. Lacey takes the stage with a confident strut the other girls couldn’t match. As I’d noticed, most of them were faking it, and a lot of the other ones just poured it on too strong, like they were trying to seduce every guy in the bar all at once. Lacey isn’t like that. She has a haughtiness that says she’s up there for herself. Anyone else around is welcome to watch, but Lacey will decide if any of them are worth her attention. And the moment Lacey sets her blue eyes on me, she decides I was worth her attention.

She is dressed in the stripper version of professional attire, a tight-fitted jacket over a white blouse and a skirt so short and tight it rides up her ass with every step she takes in her six-inch platform heels, leaving the lacy tops of her thigh-highs exposed. Those shoes wouldn’t be appropriate for the office! Neither would the blouse, which is mostly unbuttoned, exposing a black push-up bra underneath it.

Lacey is tall and slender with an athletic body. She moves like a natural dancer, and I wonder if she’s had real dance training. She’s very pretty, with dramatic, almost goth make-up. Her long, ginger hair—with its straight-edge bangs—is surely a wig. She carries herself with a class the other dancers here don’t, and I wonder why she’s even working here. She’d fit right in at an upscale gentleman’s club. I hate to sound catty, but she’s just a cut above the other dancers here. Even I can see that, and girls aren’t even my thing—not really.

The music switches to Short Skirt Long Jacket by Cake. It works with Lacey’s outfit, even if her jacket isn’t particularly long. She loses the jacket quickly, laying it carefully on the stage like she doesn’t want to wrinkle it. The neat freak in me appreciates the gesture. She stalks the stage to the music, loosening the rest of the buttons on her blouse, but she leaves it on when she takes to the pole. The blouse flaps open and I see a flash of a tattoo, black script on her ribcage.

“Looks like you’re really into her,” Noah comments.

“Aren’t you? She’s hot.” I reply.

“Yeah, she’s hot. I like ‘em a little curvier, like you, but she’s hot.”

“I wish I could move like her.”

“Oh, you know how to move, Carol.”

I give him a quick wink, reluctant to take my eyes off Lacey. She’s at the top of the pole and finally loses her shirt, letting it flutter to the floor. She winks at me—like I just did to Noah—and slides down the pole.

“So, you’re into girls then?”

“Not really.”

Noah snickers. “Could have fooled me. Have you ever gone there?”

“Sorta, not really. I drunkenly made out with someone a long time ago, but who hasn’t done that?”

“It’s still hot. That’s all?”

“I had a massage just a little while ago.” I don’t know why I don’t tell him it was the same day as our orgy, but I keep that to myself. “It was…extensive.”

“Really? Happy Ending? And it was another woman?”

Happy ending makes me snicker. It makes me think of guys getting jerked off, but I guess it applies to me, too.

“You could say that,” I reply. I can’t keep the smile from my lips as I think about Natalia. I love big, strong hands like Conner’s and Mateo’s, but there was something special about the way the pretty Russian girl touched me that day. The orgasm she gave me was sharp and intense. The experience still seems like a dream.

“You’ve got layers, Carol. And I bet no one around you has any idea. That’s why you’re the perfect MILF.”

“You say the sweetest things, babe.”

Noah is so different from Conner or Mateo, but he’s got his own goofy charm. I turn my attention back to Lacey on the stage.

Lacey stares directly at me when she unhooks her bra. She holds it against her chest while she sways, wringing every last ounce of anticipation for the moment before she lets it drop. Her breasts are small but so perky. I was never that small—even before I had Brandon—but I remember what it was like to have such perky tits. I’d guess she’s somewhere in her late twenties, but she looks older with all that makeup. Her puffy pink nipples are pierced by little silver barbells. I think ouch when I see them, but the piercings are perfect for her. Lacey crawls around on the little stage before turning on her back and opening her legs wide. She thrusts her narrow hips skyward, a tiny g-string barely covering her. Lacey is shaved clean, just like I am.

The song changes, and I’m disappointed that Lacey must move onto the far stage. I’d love to watch her continue dancing. Lacey makes me tingle. If I have a type when it comes to women, it must be her. My husband had that strange fantasy about me and Sue that will never happen, but if he could get me Lacey’s number, he might have a chance to make it come true.

A blonde with very large, very fake boobs is working Mateo hard, and my jealousy is surprising. He’s mine, honey. Move on, I think. My competitive instinct kicks in, and I act without thinking. I hop off my stool and cling to his arm, snuggling close.

“I’m Destiny. You must be Carol,” the blonde says from the stage. She sounds like a high-pitched cartoon character.

“I am. Hi, Destiny. You’re pretty.”

She is pretty, in an average way, but that’s obscured by her comically huge boobs. Mateo can’t look away from them. I want all his attention on me.

“Aw, thanks. I hope I stay as pretty as you. Mateo told me you’re his boss.”

“Something like that.” I rest a hand on his thigh, showing we’re definitely more than that. Noah watches from the side, amused.

Destiny smiles like she gets it. “I thought so. I was just telling Mateo how much fun the three of us could have in the back. We could really reward him for his hard work.”

“I don’t know, Destiny. I don’t usually like to share my men.”

“I can show both of you a good time if you’re into that. It doesn’t have to be about him,” Destiny says, brushing my hair from my cheek. “You’re so pretty, Carol.”

I can’t lie. I’m tempted. Lacey is still on my mind, and Destiny could be a substitute to work that out, even if she’s Lacey’s polar opposite. If Mateo wants to go back with her, I’m game.

“Not tonight,” Mateo says, slipping a dollar between Destiny’s boobs. “I’ve already got my hands full with this one. I don’t think I could handle you both.”

“Sorry, honey. Maybe next time,” I add, hugging Mateo possessively. His arm slides around me, and he gives my butt a healthy squeeze.

Destiny doesn’t hide her disappointment. I guess she spent some time working Mateo while I was focused on Lacey. I feel sorry for her because she’s working hard, but I’m happy to keep my boys to myself.

“I hope I didn’t ruin your good time,” I tell Mateo, caressing his chest.

“If you’re not into it, I’m not either, Mamá.”

“Is she your normal type?”

“You know my type.”

“Do I?”

Mateo takes my hand on his thigh and puts it right on his cock. I feel his girth through his jeans, and I instinctively grasp it. My heart races as I massage it.

“How do I know this is for me? There are a lot of women in here.”

His fingers run through my hair, and he holds me in place. I feel like he’s about to kiss me. I want him to kiss me.

“I could take you into the bathroom and show you, Mamá.”

I’m so tempted. I didn’t realize until this moment how wet I’ve become. Has it been building all evening? My pulse pounds in my ears. It would be so easy. Mateo could push me against the wall, hike up my skirt, and take me. Noah could guard the door and then come in and take his turn. Oh god! I don’t say yes. I want to hold onto a shred of dignity. I squeeze his shaft and tell him, “What kind of a girl do you think I am?”

“I know exactly what kind you are, Mamá.” His smile says he sees right through me.

“Maybe we should get out of here,” Noah suggests over my shoulder. He brushes my hair aside and kisses my neck. I feel goosebumps everywhere.

This is exactly what I feared. The temptation is strong, and really, there’s no reason to resist. We’re all grownups, and my husband approves. The guys want to fuck me, and I want them. I can’t hang my hat on morality anymore—not after I’ve been screwing Conner every chance I get. It’s just my silly fears—my fear of completely losing control with these guys and not having John there to rein me in. But that shot warmed me up, and watching Lacey dance pushed me to boiling. Losing control sounds good right about now. You promised yourself you wouldn’t, the little angel on my shoulder reminds me. I want to tell her to buzz off.

“It’s really warm in here, isn’t it?” I ask, sliding out from between the two guys.

I do a little hip sway of my own to the music and strip my long sweater off, fully revealing my tight, sleeveless top beneath. I hand the sweater to Mateo, who folds it and puts it on my stool. I take my beer from the bar and down the rest of it. Was that beer number two or number three? I’ve lost count because I’ve got a nice buzz going now. Time to switch to water if I really want to drive home. I keep swaying to the music.

“Take it off, baby,” Noah encourages.

“Yeah, do it, honey.” That’s from one of the other guys around us.

Am I a cliché or what? Middle-aged woman gets a little drunk at the strip club and wants to jump in? I really am better than that, even if it’s fun to pretend I’m not for just a minute. Noah and Mateo stare at the mock turtleneck hugging my breasts as I move, and they aren’t the only ones. I grab at the hem, tugging it up just enough to flash a band of pale flesh above the skirt. My tummy is not my favorite part of my anatomy—I’ve had a kid!—but these black lights are supposed to work magic, right? Mateo plays it cool, but Noah looks like he’s about to fall off his stool.

My top goes no higher. Instead, I step between my guys and slap them both on the chest. A fresh beer is waiting for me on the bar, and although I know I shouldn’t, I snatch it up and take a long draw on it. It hits the spot, and the hand holding it stops trembling. I pulled back, I tell myself. See, I’m still in control. I’m disappointed John isn’t with us. He’d love my behavior tonight. I can’t wait to get home and tell him. My husband will take good care of me, giving me some of what I desperately want from my guys.

“You’re such a tease,” Noah says.

“You didn’t really think I was going to take off my top in the middle of a strip club, did you? I’m not that crazy.”

“I think he was just hoping,” Mateo says, laughing.

I’m barely back on my stool when hands on my shoulders turn me outward to face away from the bar. Standing there in all her glory is Lacey. Her skirt is back in place, brushing the tops of her thigh highs, and her bra is back on with her top, but the blouse is left unbuttoned. She must have put her jacket away.

“You need to come back with me for a dance,” Lacey says. Her voice is sensual, like golden honey.

I just stare at her. She’s even prettier up close, and now I’m sure she’s at least in her mid-twenties, like my guys. She’s done a great cat’s eye with her makeup, accentuating the natural feline tilt of her glacial-blue eyes, which are even more startling up close. Lacey didn’t ask if I wanted a dance. She told me I need one. She just might be right, but I can’t answer because I seem to have lost my voice.

“What’s your name?” she asks.

“Carol,” I rasp, and then repeat it more loudly, realizing she couldn’t hear me over the music.

“Are you coming back or what, Carol?”

Lacey takes my hand and pulls me off the barstool. I don’t resist. I guess that’s my yes. She looks to my guys—who’ve been watching, mesmerized—and says, “Whichever of you pays can come back with us, but only one of you.”

My guys scramble for their money. Mateo goes for his wallet while Noah digs into his pocket and pulls out a wad of bills that flies everywhere. He snatches a twenty out of the air and holds it out to Lacey triumphantly. She regards him with amusement.

“Okay, you’ll do,” she says.
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Lacey takes my hand and leads me away, leaving Noah to follow us. She cuts through the crowd like an icebreaker to where a massive bouncer waits behind a little podium. He guards a doorway draped with strands of beads. Lacey turns to Noah, “It’s usually twenty-five a dance, but it’s forty for both of you to come back. Pay the man.”

The price sounds high to me, but Noah doesn’t hesitate, forking over the cash to the bouncer. The bouncer sweeps the beads aside, and we pass into the back room.

My hand tightens on Lacey’s because the room seems pitch black, except for my white sweater, which glows like the moon. Black light is the only light back here, and it’s so dim it’s more like a suggestion of lighting than actual light. Lacey confidently leads me forward, and I make out details in the faint light as my eyes adjust.

The middle of the room is empty, and the walls are draped with beads like the door. Lacey sweeps another curtain of beads aside, revealing a loveseat behind them, where she gently directs me to sit. Noah tries to sit beside me, but Lacey directs him to sit on the slouching armrest. Lacey needs room to perform.

She waits for a new song to begin, pushing my knees apart to dance between them. I sink deep into the loveseat, and she looms large over me, like a seductive goddess descending from the heavens. I realize I’m holding my breath, looking up and down Lacey’s lean body the way I crave men to look at me. She strips her shirt and lays it beside me.

“Have you had a couch dance before, Carol?” she asks.

“With my husband,” I answer, nodding.

Lacey shoots Noah a quick look. He’s obviously not my husband, but she doesn’t comment. Instead, she starts moving to the new song. She sways sinuously to the music—some R&B song I don’t recognize—and the curves her body creates hypnotize me.

I don’t know why I’m so nervous. This really isn’t my first couch dance. I did a couple with John when he took me to the gentleman’s club. Those were sexy, and the girls were very good, but I knew those girls were putting on a show with me for my husband. Lacey feels more dangerous. I know she’s doing this for me—but also for herself. Noah is just along for the ride—and his money.

Lacey turns and shakes her butt at me while sliding the skirt over her petite hips. She’s got a cute little butt. I could never have a butt like that again, no matter how long I spent at the gym. Time and childbirth have done their damage. But I don’t envy her as much as admire her. I’m sure much different thoughts go through men’s minds when they’re receiving a lap dance.

Lacey is a vision in her black bra, matching thong, thigh highs, and heels. Up close, I see a second tattoo, a tiny hummingbird at her bikini line. What would John think if I came home with a tattoo, something small and discreet like Lacey’s? I sneak a peek at Noah, worried he’s distracted, but the boy deserves credit. He’s watching me. Noah is more interested in my reactions than in the dancer in front of me. I smile and blow him a kiss. He’ll be rewarded for his attentiveness later.

I’m drawn back to Lacey when she slithers closer, leaning over with a hand braced against the back of the loveseat on either side of me. She bends deep at the waist and arches her back, sweeping her breasts close to my face. She smells like vanilla and baby powder. Heat rolls off her exposed body in waves. She climbs onto the loveseat, knees precariously perched on the edge, straddling one of my legs.

“You’re allowed to touch me,” she whispers. “The rules are different for girls here.”

I remember that from my couch dances with John. Those dancers encouraged me to touch them everywhere. I wasn’t brave enough to go too far then, but I’m a different woman now. I tentatively touch her taut tummy as if I’m afraid it’s going to burn my fingers. Her skin is hot all right, but it feels nice. I’m a little envious of her toned body, but I bet she hasn’t had kids yet. I slide my hands up her smooth skin and touch the lace at the bottom of her bra, tracing the underwire. It’s a very nice bra, but heavily padded. I have a similar one. Lacey unhooks and slides it off.

“Do you like my tits?” she asks, brushing back the long, copper hair that covers them. Her nipples are dark and excited. All I can think is that must have hurt. Lacey leans farther forward, and my hands slide over them.

“They’re great. Really nice,” I reply.

I cup her breasts—her tits—and massage them. Her smaller tits are a nice handful for my small, feminine hands. And god, are they firm! I remember when mine were like that. I love caressing them, especially when Lacey presses them into my hands.

“Mmm, I love having my tits played with. Your hands are so nice, Carol,” Lacey moans.

“I love how they feel. They really are great.” I finger one of her piercings. “Did these hurt?”

Lacey laughs. “Yeah, can’t lie, but it was worth it. Feels great when they’re played with. Here, don’t be shy.”

She puts her hand over mine and rubs my thumb over her nipple, flicking the barbell. Lacey hisses and makes me do it again. Her tip stiffens further, like a stubby eraser, and I keep teasing the barbell on my own, getting off on how much she likes it. I was afraid to hurt her, but Lacey seems to like it a bit rough. I’m so focused on her that it’s like Noah isn’t even here, but I doubt he minds. He must be loving the show.

“Mmm…yes…girl touches are so much better, aren’t they?” Lacey coos. I know it’s her job to sell it, but she’s convincing me she’s really into it.

“I don’t have a lot of experience with that,” I confess.

“Could have fooled me.”

Lacey presses her tits close to my face. Her pussy brushes my thigh, pushing my skirt higher. She grinds against my thigh, and I feel that she’s soaked through her skimpy thong. Her arousal feeds my own. My heart feels like it’s going to pound out of my chest. Her hand slides under the curtain of my hair, fingers running through it and her sharp fingernails tickle the back of my neck. I gasp as goosebumps run down my spine. I pinch her nipples in response. Lacey digs her nails into my flesh. It stings just a bit, and I like it.

“You’re so beautiful, Carol. You remind me of a friend of mine,” Lacey whispers, bringing her lips down close to my ear.

“A good friend?”

“Kayla and I are very close.”

“As close as this?” I ask.

“Sometimes. Not often enough.”

Lacey presses her pussy tighter against my thigh, and I moan. Her thong scratches across my skin, and her wetness smears onto me. I don’t recall the lap dance I had with my husband being like this. That dancer wasn’t so into me, and I certainly wasn’t this into her. Lacey is seducing me, and I’m happy to go along. She lifts my glasses off and hands them to Noah, asking, “Can you look after these?”

“Anything for you,” he replies, grinning like an idiot.

“This song’s about over. You want me to keep going, don’t you?”

“Yeah, oh yeah.”

“You really want me to take care of Carol here, don’t you?”

“Absolutely, Lacey.”

“I could really give you guys a good time upstairs in one of the private rooms.”

Noah looks uncertain. I bet he’s calculating how much money he has. I’m having a good time, but I don’t want to bankrupt the poor guy. I let him off the hook.

“I don’t know. Let’s stay here,” I say hesitantly, even though part of me is dying to know what would happen with Lacey in a private room. I’m so damned dirty!

“It’s okay. I can take care of you here, too. Like I said, the rules are different for girls.”

Lacey turns around and plants her tight butt right in my lap, leaning back against me. She puts both my hands on her tits and grinds her butt against me, pushing my skirt almost to my waist. I know what this is supposed to do for guys, but I don’t have the same equipment. Lacey makes it spicy anyway. Her head is back on my shoulder, and her hot breath on my cheek gives me all the feels. She brushes her cheek against mine. Our soft skin together is divine. I massage her tits and finger her nipples. Her breath gets heavy. Lacey remembers to keep Noah looped in. She reaches out and rubs his thigh, just beside his bulge.

“He’s not your husband, is he?” Lacey whispers, her lips brushing my ear.

“No,” I whimper, control slipping away. This dancer is perfectly pushing all my buttons. I don’t know why I told her the truth, but I couldn’t help myself.

“Don’t worry, I don’t judge. I think it’s hot you’re putting you first,” she remarks.

I want to explain myself to Lacey and tell her I’m not a cheater, but I don’t know how to do that without making John and I sound like freaks. Before I can put the words together, she changes the subject by dragging her lips across my neck and nibbling on my earlobe. I shiver, and my hands drop to her hips as I lay back and enjoy the rising heat Lacey stirs inside me.

Lacey slides down out of my lap, and I whimper in disappointment. She squats on her heels, kneeling between my thighs, staring up at me from under the copper bangs of her wig. Her hands massage my thighs and push them apart. My skirt is hiked to my waist, freeing Lacey to drag her long nails up and down my thighs. Lacey makes me lose my mind, just like Natalia did during my massage. Am I secretly into women and just didn’t know it? Or maybe I’m just so slutty now that anyone can seduce me.

“I love your boots. I have a pair just like them,” she coos. Turning to Noah, “Do you like Carol’s boots?”

“Yeah, they’re fucking sexy.”

“Bet you want to feel them wrapped around you.”

“That’s the plan.”

“Don’t worry. She won’t be able to resist you by the time I’m done with her.”

Lacey rubs her silky cheek across my thigh and plants a soft kiss so high she must feel the moist heat rising from my pussy. My panties are a scrap of black lace that hide nothing. I tense when she showers my thighs with little kisses. She’s going to kiss my pussy. I know she is. God, I want her to. But she’s teasing me and skips right past it. Lacey eases up my top and kisses my belly. I’m self-conscious after staring at her perfect body, but she melts that away with her soft, worshipful lips. Her tongue teases my belly piercing, flicking at the jewel there, and her eyes smile at me.

“Very nice. I wouldn’t have guessed. You seem too respectable,” Lacey says.

I struggle, but I manage to find my voice. “Not too respectable to come to a strip club without my husband.”

“Touché. Do your other friends know how much fun you are?”

“Mmm…no. They’d die if they found out.”

“I like it. Only a couple of close friends know that I dance. It’s sexy, having a secret life.”

Lacey pushes my top higher, playfully rubbing her soft skin against mine like a kitty scent-marking me. She stops just below my breasts and climbs onto the loveseat, kneeling between my spread thighs. She stares down at me seductively and brushes my hair back with both hands, holding my head like she’s going to kiss me. My lips part, and I close my eyes. The kiss doesn’t come—not on my lips, anyway. Lacey nuzzles into my hair and draws her tongue along the rim of my ear. My whole body is on edge. I feel this anticipation like when I desperately want a man to fuck me. I want Lacey. I know she’s doing her job, but she’s got me on the hook. I’m as seduced as any guy she’s ever had in this loveseat.

“Can I touch you, honey?” Lacey breathes into my ear.

“It’s a little late to ask that.” I laugh.

Her laugh in return is like warm honey. “I haven’t even started.”

“Ohhh…” I sigh.

Lacey slides her knee between my legs, pressing it right into my mound. She’s right on target, and I swear I hear the squish of my labia on her knee despite the music. Pleasure surges through me. I instinctively grind against her knee.

“Mmm, that’s good, Carol honey. I love feeling how wet I make you,” she coos.

“Ooo…you have no idea…” My voice is shaky.

“Good. I love dancing for you. It’s so much more fun than with the guys who come in here.”

“Yeah?”

My head swims when she nibbles on my neck. I work my hips to get her knee in exactly the right spot, and when it’s perfect, a startled cry escapes my lips. Grinding on a stripper’s knee in the back of a strip club is so wanton. I love it. It’s dirty and sexy, and I’m so damned horny. I’m riding the wave of arousal and don’t resist when Lacey pulls my top over my breasts. My black push-up bra is heavily padded, making it less fun when she gropes me, but being a girl, she understands that and finds the clasp at my back. What comes next is an advantage of being with a woman.

Lacey deftly helps me strip my bra without taking off my top, pulling it out of my sleeve after some quick maneuvers. I must admit, the operation is easier with help. Lacey hands my bra to Noah, who holds it up like a prize.

Lacey’s hands go right back under my top, teasing my breasts with a touch only another woman can understand. She starts softly but reads me and keeps going until she’s pinching and rolling my nipples. I lose it, grinding into her knee and speeding toward a climax. Lacey reads that, too, and pulls her knee back right before I come.

“Not yet, Carol. I’m still having fun with you,” she whispers, nibbling my ear in that maddening way.

“Please,” I gasp.

She laughs and does as she pleases with me. I realize she’s probably drawing this out to get the maximum cash out of Noah. Is this our third or fourth song? I don’t care if he goes broke. I need to come. Lacey’s face hovers in front of mine, watching as she plays with my tits. My nipples throb, and I stare back helplessly. An overwhelming impulse grips me, and I kiss her. Lacey slips her tongue into my mouth as if she’s been waiting to do it all night. I’m not going to say it was special because of her soft lips or because she’s a woman. She’s just a damned good kisser, woman or not, and I make out with her like a love-starved teenager. My fingers go through her “hair” and she has to stop me when I pull her wig askew. Lacey moves my hands back to her tits, and I attack them with a vengeance, pleased when she moans into my kiss. We’re both moaning, all over each other, and if Noah isn’t enjoying the show, he’s just not a man!

“You’re so fucking sexy, Carol. This guy has no idea how lucky he is,” Lacey breathes, her forehead pressed to mine, ripe lips there to be kissed again.

“I might show him later,” I moan.

“Show him now. After all, he’s paying for all this. He deserves a treat.”

Lacey pulls one of my hands away from her chest and puts it right on Noah’s crotch. He’s rock hard when I grip him through his pants. Lacey keeps her hand on mine, and together, we rub his cock.

“How’s that, honey?” Lacey asks him.

“Oh, fuck…” he moans.

“Don’t blow your load here if you can’t get it up again later. My girl is going to need to be taken care of.”

“Don’t worry about me, baby,” Noah boasts. His confidence isn’t misplaced. I know very well how long he can go.

“Take care of your man,” she whispers, kissing me once more before sliding down to kneel in front of me again.

I look over at Noah and see he’s in heaven. He’s so into watching Lacey between my legs that he doesn’t even realize I’m watching him. The naked lust in his eyes makes me want to straddle him and fuck him right here. I shove my hand inside his jeans—my charm bracelet briefly catching on his waistband—and grasp his warm cock. He doesn’t have a monster like his friend Conner, but Noah has nothing to apologize for. He’s nice and long and more than a handful. It’s a tough position, and I don’t have a lot of room to work, but I figure out a way to jerk him off in his jeans.

“Oooo…yeah…” I cry, biting my lip. It barely quiets me.

Lacey isn’t going down on me exactly, but she rubs her face against my flimsy panties, her chin perfectly placed on my clit, while she massages my entire slit with her knuckles. It’s incredible, and I lose it quickly, seeing stars when the dancer pushes me right to the brink of a powerful orgasm.

“Oooo…ohmygod…ohmygod…ohmygod…”

Even with the loud music, the others in the couch dance room must hear me. We’re all behind the beaded curtains, but when I look to my right and left, I just see the shadowy figures of men receiving their own couch dances. But they aren’t focused on their girls. They’re watching me, with my tits out, while a dancer makes me come, and I’m jerking off one of my boyfriends. Ohmygod! Feeling the weight of their attention instantly brings my climax.

I cry out, grinding my pussy into Lacey’s face and twisting on the loveseat. I sizzle from head to toe and Lacey keeps my orgasm going and going. I’m afraid I might rip poor Noah’s cock off, but I feel sticky warmth spread around my hand, telling me he’s having a good time. The sensations in my cunt are overwhelming, and I have to push Lacey away and curl into a ball for a second. My whole body throbs. The men around us are still watching, I know it, and that gives life to wild thoughts. What if they came over? What if they touched me? What if…

Lacey’s hugging me and stroking my hair. She asks, “Are you okay, honey?”

“Yeah, that was just…something,” I reply, hugging her back.

“Good.”

We pull ourselves together and file out of the couch dance room. Noah smudged my glasses badly, but I see well enough. The bouncer by the door gives Lacey a strange look, then smiles at me. I’m appalled by the amount of money Noah hands over, but I’m pleased he tips Lacey generously. I take his hand, and as I lead him back to the table, I ask, “Where’s my tip?”

“Let’s go into the bathroom, and I’ll show you.”

“Haha.”

Mateo waits for us at the bar. It feels like forever since we’ve seen him, and I feel bad he wasn’t with us in the back. I promise myself I’ll make it up to him and greet him with a deep, long kiss, letting him maul my butt. He feels I’m braless when my tits smash into his chest.

“You lost your bra,” he says, amused.

Noah didn’t hand me back my bra when we left the couch dance room, and he doesn’t seem to have it now. That bra wasn’t cheap, but I’m not going back there to get it. Some dancer will probably keep it. I hope she gets good use out of it. Or some guy will grab it, and he’ll use it for something else. I should be disgusted by that, but it’s exciting.

Mateo notes the stain on Noah’s jeans but doesn’t say anything.

“It’s time for us to get out of here,” Noah says. He’s not hopefully asking like he did before. It’s a command.

I know what I promised myself before I came out to meet my guys. I know what I told my husband. I know my fears about John not being with us. All of that is still in my mind, but my pussy is soaked, and I feel sexy and dirty, and I really want to be manhandled by my two studs.

“Sure, let’s do it,” I agree.
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I tell my guys that I need a minute before we leave. Mateo waits near the door while Noah disappears into the package store attached to the bar. I’m directed back to the ladies’ room used by the dancers. It’s crowded, and I feel awkward surrounded by the ladies in various stages of undress. I tuck back into a corner and text my husband.

Carol


the guys want me to go back with them




John


thought you didn’t want that




Carol


probably not thinking clearly right now. Tell u all about it later :)




John


go if you want to. I can cover with the kids




Carol


I feel guilty missing movie night




John


it’s fine. I’ll explain. Have fun




Carol


you’re the best




John


I know




Carol


love u




I tuck my phone away and feel guilt bubbling up. I really do feel guilty about missing family movie night. I don’t see Isabella and Brandon enough as it is, due to my work schedule. Seeing my lovers is the worst excuse to neglect my family, but I don’t put up much of a struggle. Selfishness wins too easily. I want this. I need this, I tell myself.

I fix my hair and makeup in the mirror. The dancers are friendly and flirty. I’m happy to flirt back. With their encouragement, I lay the slutty red lipstick on heavy. I straighten my back and tug my top down. It’s obvious I’m braless, but no one who sees me is going to complain. I run into Lacey on my way out.

“I’m glad I caught you before you left,” she says, holding me in the doorway.

“How did you know I was leaving?”

“I had a feeling. You have that look.”

“That look?”

She leans close, lips brushing my ear that way that makes me shiver. “Like you need to get fucked,” she purrs intimately. “Which one is the lucky guy?”

“What if I said both of them?” I’m so pleased with myself that my smile hurts.

“I’d say right on.”

“Thanks. Maybe we’ll be back sometime. I hope you’re here if we do.”

“I do too, but in case I’m not, here…”

Lacey kisses me and presses a piece of paper into my hand as she pushes past me, and she’s gone. I sway on my heels as I walk and look down to find a cocktail napkin with Lacey’s number written on it—except it says Lila. I just stare at it for a moment before folding the napkin and tucking it into my purse. Wait until I tell John I got picked up by a stripper!

I don’t want to go far with my guys. Noah angles for us to go back to his place, but there’s a dive motel directly across the road from the bar. It looks like the type of place that rents by the hour, and I’m sure they see plenty of traffic from the strip bar. Going into a sleazy motel with my guys appeals to the part of me that revels in slutty behavior.

Mateo goes into the office to rent a room while Noah and I stand out of sight in the shadow of a loud-humming vending machine. Noah offers me a cigarette. I haven’t smoked in years, and I cough when I light it, but once it hits me, that old rush kicks in. He cracks open the pint bottle in the paper bag he bought, takes a pull, and offers it to me. It’s an awful, cheap whiskey, but I drink it anyway. I even take a second swig before handing it back to him. I need the liquid courage.

Mateo appears, dangling an old-school key on a plastic, diamond-shaped key chain. I didn’t know motels still had actual key locks. We troop upstairs and I drop the remainder of the cigarette outside the door to room 302, stubbing it out with the toe of my boot.

The room is what you’d expect. Small and dimly lit by a lamp hanging over a tiny sitting area beside the window. The walls are done in busy wallpaper that was standard in the 90s, and the dingy duvet on the supposedly king-sized bed is a different busy pattern. The only nod to the passage of time is a small flatscreen television. But we’re not here to watch TV, and I barely have time to take all that in before my guys are all over me. Noah pulls my sweater off while Mateo holds my face and kisses me. They both guide me toward the bed. Noah spins me and now I’m kissing him while Mateo feels my ass. It’s a whirlwind.

I stop them from pushing me down on the bed. I am not getting on top of a dodgy duvet that looks like it hasn’t been properly washed in a decade. The sheets probably aren’t much better, but I’ll live with those. I throw the duvet, blanket and sheets back and place my folded glasses on the nightstand next to an ancient clock radio. The guys watch me, waiting for my next move. I smile and pull the mock turtleneck over my head, untangling it from my chunky necklace. I put a foot up on the bed to unzip my boot.

“Leave those on,” Noah instructs me.

“If you insist,” I reply, flashing a sweet smile. “What are you two still doing dressed?”

My guys are off to the races. They shed all their clothes in the time it takes me to unzip my skirt and get it past my boots. I leave the tiny panties on, but I know the guys won’t. I crawl onto the bed and kneeling upright, meet them at the foot. They’re to either side of me and I go back and forth kissing them while they both touch me.

Mateo caresses my breasts while Noah massages my butt. Mateo’s kisses are more sensual. Noah’s kisses just scream, I need to fuck you. I love both. They bump hands reaching for my pussy and I don’t know who wins, but someone’s fingers explore my parted labia. I jump when they brush my clit. Noah kisses me while Mateo nibbles on my neck. I’m already horny as hell from Lacey, so the guys don’t need to do much to get me going. My soaked pussy sucks at the fingers teasing me, needing to be filled.

I grab their cocks, pleased they’re hard before I even touch them. Mateo is thicker—almost as thick as Conner—but not as lengthy as Noah. Noah’s not a skinny dick, he’s just not thick like the others. He’s more like my husband, and I love John’s cock. I stroke them both, thinking how variety is the spice of life. It feels powerful to have a cock in each hand like I have these men at my command. How did I come to holding two cocks at once?

Mateo’s lips and tongue feel so good on my breast, but I pull away from him as I bend down to take his cock in my mouth. His sharp intake of breath is my stripper music as I eagerly suck him, stretching my lips around his girth, leaving streaks of slutty red lipstick on him. He gathers my hair back into a ponytail in his hand, and I feel him watching me suck him, even with my eyes closed in concentration.

Noah won’t allow himself to be left out. He moves behind me, yanks my panties down and pulls my thighs apart. The panties are stretched to the breaking point just above my knees, cutting into my flesh. He spreads my thighs and buries his face between them from behind, his tongue snaking into me. My startled cry is muffled by a mouthful of cock. Noah sucks on my lips and dashes his tongue up at my clit. I shake, and my moans vibrate up Mateo’s shaft. My head spins and already I’m overwhelmed by having two lovers. I’d forgotten how all-consuming it is. Mateo takes charge and thrusts into my mouth. My cheeks hollow, and I suck as hard as I can while moaning.

“These need to go,” Noah states, ripping my panties away.

I’m annoyed. I don’t wear cheap lingerie, and he’s lost my bra and destroyed my panties. I’m thinking he’ll have to pay for them when both hands grab my hips and pull me downward. He must be lying on his back between my boot-clad legs—I can’t twist to look with Mateo in my mouth—because he pulls my cunt down onto his hungry mouth. Noah’s tongue snakes deep inside me, and it’s a maddening, wonderful tease. I grab Mateo’s hips for balance, and he thrusts harder into my mouth.

“Look at me, Mamá. Open your eyes. Look at me while you suck, Mamá,” Mateo demands.

I blink my eyes open and stare up at him. He’s smiling like he couldn’t be more pleased. It’s a possessive smile, but I don’t mind. Right now, my mouth does belong to him. He’s pushing deeper, and it’s a good thing I’ve been practicing on Conner because he’d be choking me if I hadn’t been. I hope he’s impressed. But he’s just using my mouth. Noah licking my pussy has me so distracted that all I can do is suck. All my little oral sex tricks are out the window. My muffled, garbled moans sound crazy to my ears, but I can tell Mateo likes them. It’s part of using my mouth.

“So beautiful, Mamá. So perfect like this. Perfect little mouth,” Mateo coos.

“Mmm…mghmm…” I grunt, drool dripping from my lips.

He’s not rough, but he’s relentless, and I sneak my breaths in where I can. I plead for a break with my eyes and push on his hips. He rests the dripping tip of his cock on my lips, and it bounces over my cheeks when I squirm, riding Noah’s face.

“Oooo…ohmygod…mmm…”

“Sweet, beautiful Carol. Such a sweet, perfect little slut for us, aren’t you, Mamá?”

“Yesss…ohmygod…yesss…Oh!”

Noah presses three fingers up into my cunt and sucks my clit. I come immediately, flooding his face, and he slurps away, giving no quarter. My vision swims, and I’m giddy with pleasure. I might topple over if not for Mateo steadying me.

“So beautiful when you come, Carol. I love it.”

“I…I…I…”

I don’t even know what I want to say, and words fail me. My stuttering turns into a shriek when Noah shifts me and presses his tongue to the tight rosebud of my asshole. He spreads my cheeks and works his tongue like an expert, pushing my knot until it gives, and his tongue slips past. These boys love to eat ass. It’s peculiar.

I’m not as tight back there as the first time I was with my guys. Conner likes to tease me with his finger, and John’s brought the anal beads out once or twice since then, but neither feels like a tongue back there. The tongue excites me in a special way, like I’m being tickled or teased—not just taken—and the tingling pleasure spreads outward through me until I’m moaning and gasping so hard it’s difficult to breathe. Noah works his tongue into my ass and rubs my clit with his thumb, and I’m in heaven. I’d do anything for a man who can make me feel like that, and I bet Noah knows it.

“Yeah, Mamá, yeah, you love it, don’t you? Show me, beautiful Carol, show me on my cock, Mamá.”

Mateo pushes his cock past my lips without asking. I’m not ready, not with the way I’m gasping, but I try to adjust. He pushes that thick cock deep into my throat, my nose nestled against his neatly trimmed pubes. My eyes water and I’m dizzy, and Noah has me coming, and it’s so intense I try to scream, but I can’t with no breath and a cock stuffed in my throat.

My vision narrows, and my climax is so intense it’s like it’s sizzling through every single nerve in my body. I seriously feel like I’m going to black out by the time Mateo pulls out of my throat. I suck in a deep breath. The world is alive with color, and I swear the busy wallpaper is moving. I’ve never felt an orgasm like this. I finally scream, and Mateo hugs me to his chest. While I cling to him, Noah keeps tonguing my ass and rubbing my clit, and I beg him to stop.

“Ohmygod…please…ohmygod…please…” I whimper.

Mateo lifts me off Noah’s face and lays me on the bed. I’m still a little dazed and could use a minute, but that’s not how these guys roll. He wraps my legs around his waist and slips that fat cock into me. I love how he stretches me. I really, really do love a thick cock. He leans down and kisses me as he bottoms out in my cunt. I run my fingers through his thick black hair and kiss him like we’ve been lovers for ages. I think I’m still feeling that last orgasm because my pussy twitches around Mateo as it clings to him. He takes me with slow, delicious, deep strokes, and I tear my mouth from his to moan, “Yes…yes…yes…”

“Damn, Mamá. So sexy…so beautiful…pussy feels so good…”

“Yes…yes…yes…”

“You love that cock, Mamá. You need it, sweet Carol…”

“Yes…yes…ohGODyes…”

Our bodies rock together. My hips from the bed to grind against Mateo with every thrust. I can’t believe I put off seeing my guys. Being with them is amazing! Mateo is an incredible lover. He’s thick like Conner, but he has this special finesse. I can’t quite put my finger on it, but there’s just something about the way Mateo moves his cock in me. I guess there’s something to the cliché about Latin lovers.

“You’re going to come for me, aren’t you, Mamá?”

“Yes…god…don’t stop…don’t stop baby…”

“Damn, Mamá! I can’t. You’re so damn hot…”

“Come…come inside me, baby…please…I want to feel you…”

Mateo leans close and kisses me, then whispers, “Not yet, Mamá. We’re not done with you yet.”

He shifts, slightly adjusting his angle of entry, his girth dragging against my clit. Now it’s stratospheric rather than just amazing. I’m coming again and slamming my cunt back at him, trying to make him finish with me, but Mateo pulls out and leaves me writhing on the bed. I feel like such a slut being so desperate for him to come in me, but I want to please him. I want to be his perfect lover. Just like with Noah, I’ll do anything for him. I know how I must look to these two younger guys, like some horny, out-of-her-mind middle-aged woman begging her young lovers, but I don’t care in that moment. I want them to know I’m theirs. Being with two men taps deeply into my submissive side, and that’s what I was afraid of. I have no limits when I get like this. It’s my drug.

“Come here, baby, it’s my turn to get some of that MILF pussy,” Noah says.

“Yeah? You want me to fuck you, baby?” I coo and roll onto my side. But I freeze when I see him holding his phone up. I’m scared of what a guy like Noah will do with a video like this. I’m even more frightened that the fear excites me.

“I didn’t say you could record me, baby,” I say, trying to keep my voice light.

“I’m not recording, Carol.”

I shoot him a look, draping my arm across my breasts, trying to make it look casual.

“I’m not recording. This is live, babe. We’re FaceTiming with your loving hubby.”

“John?” Fear stabs through me. It felt so intimate with Mateo that I’d forgotten Noah was even here. I don’t know if my husband should see me like this.

“Yeah, honey. You’re fucking hot tonight,” John replies, his voice tinny coming from Noah’s phone.

“He just watched Mateo fuck the hell out of you, and now he’s going to watch you fuck me, Carol. Get on over here.”

“Do you like it, baby? John?”

“You’re a goddess. Do what you’re told, honey.”

John’s order brings a deep throb to the pit of my stomach—and to my pussy. You’ll never understand the complex feelings of your loving husband ordering you to fuck another man until it happens. I straddle Noah and grasp his long cock. He points his phone at my hand, and I stroke him fast before lowering onto him. Ohmygod! John is watching Noah’s cock slide into me! He can see how wet and red I am! He sees my cunt being used! The thoughts swirl through my brain, inspiring me to ride Noah hard.

“Fuck, you’re a hot MILF! What’s gotten into you, Carol?” Noah groans.

My hands are white-knuckling the headboard, my hips thrusting violently. The phone is pointed at my bouncing tits and my red, determined face.

“Fuck…ooooo…mmmm…fuck…fuck…fuck me…” I cry.

“Ride that cock! Fuck me, Carol! Fuck me, yeah!”

“Yes…yes…yesyesyes…ohmygod…Fuck…”

I’m shouting, and the headboard is banging on the wall. They must be able to hear us fucking across the street at the bar. I hear John groaning through the phone, saying my name. It’s low, but from the phone, I swear I can hear, “Ohhh…fuck…Carol…fuck…goddam!”

“Fuck me, you fucking hot MILF! Fuck me hard!” Noah grunts.

I wish I could see John. I want to see him jerking off while he watches me. I want to see how much I turn him on. I picture it. I picture him so hard it hurts, beating his cock, and blasting his jizz through the phone and all over my tits.

The scenario lights my fuse, and I climax while violently fucking Noah. I jam that long cock deep inside me and sag forward, trembling on top of him. I’ve come so many times now that it almost hurts. My entire body is like one raw nerve, and all the guys have to do is touch me to set me off. They must think I’m like this all the time, coming at the drop of a hat. They must think I’m such a complete slut. Yes! I am!

Mateo moves behind me while I’m trembling on top of Noah. I’m not surprised this time, except their roles were reversed last time. I was on top of Mateo when Noah slipped into my ass. I’m weak and need a break, but Noah’s cock still throbs inside me like a beacon of pleasure, keeping me going.

Noah was in my ass last time, and Mateo is much thicker. This is going to hurt. I should tell them no. I let Mateo bend me forward and press me tighter onto Noah’s prick. Noah’s so deep inside me, and a thrill rockets through my body. The fat head of Mateo’s cock squeezes against my rosebud, but I don’t give way. He presses again, and it grudgingly opens, but I yelp with the sting.

“Relax, Mamá. We know you can do this. We know you love it. Just relax and take it, Carol,” Mateo encourages.

“Just go slow, honey…you’re so big…” I whimper.

I’m lying on Noah’s chest, and he rubs my back encouragingly. “That’s it, Carol baby, just relax. You know you want that big dick in your ass. You’re our slutty little MILF.”

“Yeah…” I pant.

Mateo presses harder and pops past my sphincter. I howl and shift, which jams me harder onto Noah, and I grip him inside me.

“Damn, Carol. Fuck me, that’s good,” Noah moans.

“That’s it, Mamá. That’s it, just relax. Relax and enjoy it,” Mateo says, his voice strained. I’m sure my ass is crushing his cock.

“Oooo…god…so big…too big…”

“No, Mamá. You can take it.”

“I don’t know…oooo…I don’t know…”

“Should I stop?”

I know he will stop if I tell him to. The burning in my ass makes me want to say stop, but I don’t because my cunt is also throbbing—throbbing around Noah’s prick. Mateo pushes deeper, and I’m getting that full feeling I had last time. It’s a feeling of being utterly, deeply possessed by two men. I go into a haze, and I can’t tell where they end and where I begin. It’s indescribable. I can describe the physical—the stretching and pulling and thrusting—but the feelings deep within me are beyond reach or words.

It hurts—god does it hurt—but I like the hurt. The hurt mixes with the pleasure throbbing from my pussy, and it fills me to the brim. I don’t want Mateo to stop, and I shake my head while biting my bottom lip.

“No, Mamá?”

“No,” I gasp, feeling so small between my guys.

“You don’t want us to stop, do you, Carol?” Noah asks, mirth in his voice.

“No…don’t stop…mmmm…”

“You like that cock in your ass.” Noah again.

“Yeah…oooo…god…yeah…”

“You’re a dirty little MILF who likes to get double-teamed.”

“Yeah…yeah…oh god…ohmygod…yes!”

The guys are moving now, finding the secret rhythm they need so they can both fuck me at the same time. Mateo goes oh-so-slow, and I swear it drags out the pain. Noah moves by using the little bit of give the crappy motel mattress gives him. And I’m pinned between them, motionless and moaning, a vehicle for their pleasure.

I don’t think about my submissiveness much. I just know I enjoy it when John ties me down or spanks me, or uses the toys on me. I know it turns me on to call him Daddy and be his good little slut. But is there a more complete expression of submission than letting two men sandwich you between them and use both your holes?

I’m fully pliant between them, and they’re taking their pleasure from me. The thing is, I love it. I love how the pleasure and pain twist together inside me like some warped sexual DNA. I love Noah calling me a dirty little MILF. I want to be their dirty little MILF. I want to be these guys’ ultimate fantasy. Maybe I’m their friend’s mom they always wanted to fuck, or the teacher they once had a crush on. I want them to do all those dirty things to me they always wanted to do to those women.

“Ohmygod…ohmygod…oooo…mmmm…yes…”

“Fuck, you’re incredible, Carol. You hear that, John? Your incredible wife is taking both our cocks again. She fucking loves it in the ass,” Noah says.

“Yeah…yeah…fuck me…in the ass…mmm…”

I forgot about John on the phone. Where is that phone now? We’re all pressed together. How is Noah holding it? Is it discarded on the bed and John is just listening?

Mateo holds my hips and uses them to move me between them. It’s so intense—like being skewered on one long cock. I slide up onto Mateo’s cock, and Noah slides out, then I slide back down onto Noah.

“Your ass is so tight, Mamá. Can’t take it…so damn tight…mmm…” Mateo groans, his fingers tightening on my hips.

“Yeah…yeah…mmm…Mateo…fuck me…fuck…my…ass…”

“Hear her begging, Johnny? Hear that little slut MILF begging for it? Bet you love that. You love your slut to be used. Don’t worry, we’re gonna use her, man,” Noah grunts, pushing up into me.

I hear a tinny grunt and turn my head to the side. Noah’s holding the phone in one hand, and it’s pointed at us. It’s shaky, but John can see everything. He can see the look of rapture on my face. God, what does he think? How can he see me as his wife after this? More grunts come from the phone. My husband must be jerking off. Noah’s right. He likes it. John wants me to be used.

“Oooo…fuck me…please…ohmygod…fuck me…like…the slut…I…am…”

“Damn…Mamá…Carol…”

Mateo groans and freezes with his cock buried deep in my ass. I feel him pulse as he unloads, jet after jet of cum blasting deep in my bowels. Feeling it triggers something in me, and a strong orgasm shoots out of that soup of pleasure and pain. It grips me, and I scream—scream like they’re killing me. Someone bangs on the wall from the next room, but I keep coming and screaming. My ass clamps down on Mateo’s shaft, squeezing every last drop out of him, while Noah pounds up at me from underneath. My cunt is locked in on him too. He’s moaning, saying something filthy, but I’m in too much of a haze to follow.

I’m still in that haze when Mateo slithers out of my ass, and Noah rolls me onto my back. He pulls one of my legs up, holding it by the ankle. His phone is in his other hand, and he pounds me from a kneeling position. I stare into the camera on the phone, knowing I’m staring at my husband. I grab my bouncing boobs and pull on my nipples. I don’t know if I’m coming again or if it’s just all one long, hazy experience. I only know I’m still yelling, and Noah’s fucking me hard, and when he’s just about worn me out, he pulls out and comes, blasting up onto my tummy and my tits. I close my eyes and try to get a handle on myself.

“Guys…guys…I need a break…” I pant.

Mercifully, they give me one.
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My guys give me a break, but it’s a short one. Mateo disappears into the bathroom to clean up, and Noah offers me a cigarette, which I accept. It calms and steadies me, making me wonder why I ever gave up smoking in the first place. I quit when I learned I was pregnant with Brandon and just never went back to it. I know some women do, but that seemed crazy to me. I’m lucky that way, I guess. Sucking the hot, acrid smoke into my lungs feels like reuniting with an old friend. Noah and I chit-chat like we’re just hanging out, which is weird when we’re both naked, and his cum is drying on my chest. Mateo reappears, and I go into the cramped bathroom to clean up. The washcloth is suspect, but I use it anyway.

A knot of worry forms in my stomach while I’m cleaning up, and I think of my husband waiting for me at home. Noah cut the FaceTime when we paused, telling John, “Don’t worry, we’ll send her home eventually.” What must my husband be thinking? Is he sitting at home, second-guessing why we ever started this?

I really don’t understand how he can be completely okay with seeing me like that, no matter how much it turns him on. I should hurry right home and see him. I should let him reclaim me as soon as possible. But instead, I’m going to go out there naked, and the guys aren’t going to want me to leave, and I know I won’t resist them. I’ll just have to take John at his word that this is what he wants.

They’re passing a joint when I come out of the bathroom, and I decline when they offer it to me. I was too much of a goody-two-shoes in college to get high. I tried it a couple of times with John when we first started dating, and it was fun, but it wasn’t my thing. I do, however, avail myself of the pint Noah bought while they waited for me at the bar. The cheap whiskey burns my throat going down, but it’s what I need to unwind the knot in my stomach. I almost tell them I should go, but Mateo pulls me into his lap, and I am his.

Sweet lord, it’s a wild night! My guys use my body until they can’t get it up again. We fuck in about every position and combination possible for the next couple of hours. After they’ve each come a couple of times, they can go forever. They pass me between them—taking turns—and they share me together. I like it best when they team up on me. I’m in heaven on my knees, one of them behind me, the other using my mouth. Noah takes a turn with my ass too, and after having Mateo’s thick tool back there, I take him like a pro. I’m relieved when Noah comes for the third and final time, blasting his load onto my tits as he did earlier—it must be his thing—and falling back with a roar. Mateo’s already dressed by then and he helps me collect my clothes. I take a quick shower in the disgusting motel bathroom, rinsing my hair without washing it. My guys walk me back across the street to my minivan and kiss me goodnight. It’s like we’ve all been on the weirdest, most perfect date.
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It feels much later than midnight when I creep through the front door. I try to keep in mind that the night had gotten an early start. A light is on in the kitchen, and I’m relieved when I don’t run into anyone there. I grab a bottle of water and shut off the lights before going upstairs. I hear Brandon playing some videogame when I sneak past his closed bedroom door and reach for my inner ninja to move silently down a hallway that tends to creak. I’m sure he’ll take one look at me and see what a whore his mother is and be scarred for life. Isabella’s room is dark and quiet. Where is she at this hour? A crack of light escapes under our bedroom door, and I brace myself before opening it.

John is on our bed, wearing boxers and a t-shirt, his standard bedtime attire. There’s a bottle of Jack and a lowball glass on the nightstand beside him. Is that good or bad? He looks up, and I stop, my back pressed against the closed bedroom door. He stares at me but doesn’t show what he’s thinking.

“Say something,” I half-whisper, knowing Brandon is awake at the other end of the hallway.

John keeps staring, finally saying, “Take off your sweater.”

I do, dropping it on the floor beside me. I feel like we should talk before we do anything else, but I’ll do whatever my husband wants. I owe him the same surrender I gave my guys.

“You’re not wearing a bra,” he says. His voice is low, gravelly. He’s drunk.

“I lost it at the strip club.”

“Sounds like you were a bad girl.”

“You know I was a bad girl. You saw some of it.”

“I did. You were begging them to fuck you.”

I move further into the bedroom, so John keeps his voice down. I stop at the end of the bed.

“I was. Was that bad?”

He appears to think it over. “Daddy approves.”

We’re playing that game, I think. That’s okay. Anything Daddy wants. A chill goes down my spine. It feels like I’ve been submissive all night.

“Do you, Daddy? I was so bad.”

“Show me.”

I strip off my top and wiggle out of my skirt. My breasts are covered with red marks. My body is covered with red marks where the guys manhandled me. My cunt is red and puffy. The pounding I took is obvious. I slip out of my boots, too, and climb onto the bed, kneeling obediently beside Daddy. He looks me over, gently touches the red marks. I rub him through his boxers and feel him slowly coming to life.

“God, they really had their way with you, Carol.”

“I couldn’t stop them.”

“You didn’t want to.”

“No, I didn’t want to, Daddy.”

“You’re their MILF dream.”

“And you’re my daddy. I belong to you.”

“I know. I just let you go out and play, but you always come home to me.”

“I do. I love you, Daddy.”

John touches my pussy, and I wince. I haven’t been this sore since the last time all the guys had me, but that time, John let me rest afterward. I doubt he will this time. I don’t want him to. I’m still wet, and he smears my juices over my mound, making it shiny.

“You’re always ready to fuck, aren’t you, Carol?”

“Yes,” I moan, closing my eyes.

His fingers slide back, touching my rosebud. I jump, but John ignores it. His finger easily slides into my stretched ass. I groan and push down on it. I’m learning to love anal. As sore as I am, being touched there makes me tingle all over. I wiggle my butt, slowly moving on his finger. He adds a second, and I push down, taking them deeper. My eyes flicker open. My husband looks like this is the first time he’s seeing me.

“Do you still love me?” The words just slip from my lips.

“Of course, Carol. I’ll always love you.”

“Even though I’m a terrible slut?”

“Do you think you’re a slut?”

“Yeah…aren’t I? Mmm…”

“Someone might think that. I think you’re hot.”

“I’m a hotwife.”

“You’re damned sexy, Carol. Sexier than I ever could have guessed.”

I brush my honey-blonde hair back behind my ears, lean forward, and kiss him. It tightens my ass around his fingers, and I moan into the kiss. I pull him out of his boxers. He’s mostly hard.

“You’re okay with my slutty behavior? I was such a whore tonight, Daddy.” I pant.

“I encouraged it, didn’t I?”

“But I went so far…” I whimper.

“And I want to hear all about it, Carol.”

“God, I was a whore…”

“You’re my whore, honey.”

“Oooo…god…yes I am…fuck my ass, Daddy…”

“Carol, I don’t…”

“Please, I need you to.”

I don’t ask again but straddle him, facing away. John still isn’t at full steel yet, but he’s hard enough. With one hand, I spread my cheeks, and with the other, I maneuver him inside me. What does he think when he sees how stretched out I am? It’s awkward, but yoga has made me flexible. I grip him with my ass and rock on him.

“Oooo…god…” I realize I’m getting too loud and try to tone it down.

“Carol…” John groans helplessly.

“You feel so good, Daddy. I love you in my ass…”

“Carol…”

I rub my clit and ride him harder. It’s tough when he’s not fully erect, but I keep him in there. I milk his cock with my ass and rub my clit, and a climax is rapidly coming on. I’m amazed I have another one in me, but I want to come for my husband.

“Carol…”

“Ohmygod…baby…come in my ass…come in my ass Daddy…ohmygod…”

“Carol…”

“Yes…ohmygod…yes…YES!” The last shout is too loud, but it’s so hard to control myself.

I come and squeeze John hard in my ass, and he comes, but it’s weak. I don’t really mind. I’m just pleased that I made him come. I work my ass on him until he’s too soft to remain there. He slips free, and I snuggle contentedly against him.

“That felt so good, Daddy. You’re the best.”

John gives a little snort.

“Really,” I insist.

“I know that wasn’t great, Carol. Sorry, but I guess I jerked off a lot earlier, and I’ve been drinking. I can take care of you better tomorrow.”

“You were great, Daddy.”

“Really, Carol. Come on, I heard how you screamed for them. I know that wasn’t your best fuck of the night.”

“It was the best because it’s you.”

I reach for his spent prick, but he brushes my hand away.

“It’s really fine, Carol. Really. I don’t need to be that alpha male. I just want you taken care of,” John says.

I want to tell him he always takes care of me, but it seems he’s getting annoyed, so I don’t. But I start wondering if he’s really as fine with everything as he insists. I don’t understand why he’s okay with these other men making me scream and doesn’t have to re-establish his dominance. That was fun, but it didn’t feel like reclamation sex, as I understand it. We’ll have to talk about it, but tonight might not be the best time.

“The boys gave me lots of videos and pictures for you,” I say.

“Now you’re talking. Perfect. Are you going to post any?”

“I don’t know, John. That’s going a little too far, don’t you think?”

“I think your fans would love it as much as I do.”

“And you’d be cool with that?”

“If you are.”

I can’t see posting pictures of me fucking on Reddit, but then I’ve done a lot of things I could never see myself doing. I’ll decide how I feel after I’ve slept on it, but that seems a bridge too far. I’m shocked John’s so good with it.

“Christ, I’m exhausted,” he says.

“Me too, baby. We can talk some more tomorrow.”

“Good, because I need to hear how you lost your bra at a strip club.”

“I think you’ll like the story. It ends with a hot dancer giving me her number.”

“Jeez, Carol. You really are amazing.”

“Not as amazing as you. I love you so much. You’re so good to me.”

“Love you, Carol. I’ve never loved you more.”
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“Have fun,” John said when I was on my way out the door.

“Don’t get your hopes up. It’s coffee,” I replied, chuckling.

My husband gave me a knowing mmhmm, which I ignored. I really am just going for coffee, but I’m sure his sex-crazed brain is spinning all kinds of wild scenarios where I end up naked and on my back. It seems like that’s what’s on John’s mind most of the time these days. I can’t lie. It’s on my mind a lot, too—probably too much. My current preoccupation with sex scares me because sometimes I think it’s going to consume me, and I’ll lose my tether to a normal life.

But it hasn’t happened yet. I still go to work, take care of my kids, volunteer at church. Maybe I do some of those things less now that I have my new hobby—as I’ve come to think of it—but I am making a real effort to keep my life in balance. It’s just tough sometimes because the pull to meet my lovers is so incredibly strong. I’ve learned that keeping four men satisfied can be exhausting and time-consuming—in all the best ways.

I think I understand my preoccupation more easily than I do John’s. I mean, I get it, he’s explained it to me, but I don’t know if I truly understand it on an emotional level. I know my husband gets off on me sleeping with other men, but I don’t think I’ll ever fully understand how he can be so okay with it. John’s more than okay. He’s been actively encouraging me to do it every chance I get!

Coffee is not a date, I tell myself. Lila first suggested we meet for drinks sometime, but I countered with coffee. It felt safer. That seems to be my MO these days. I go for the safe path first before throwing all caution to the wind and losing my mind.

Lila is a pretty cool chick, and I’m glad we’ve become friends, even though we’re so wildly different, at least on the outside. For one thing, I don’t have any close friends so much younger than me. I’d guess she’s about thirty, but it was challenging to judge under the circumstances we met. We’ve only texted so far, which is one of the reasons I’m nervous about hanging out with her. I don’t want her to think I’m a boring, middle-aged mom once she gets to know me.

The coffee shop is about forty-five minutes away, in a suburb on the other side of town. I’m relieved we’re not meeting in my neck of the woods, which I know is silly. We’re just two women having coffee, but I feel like people will look at us and know everything. The outdoor tables are full, but I don’t see anyone there I think is Lila. It strikes me that I may not recognize her. She’s not going to be wearing her Lacey wig or that outfit for midday coffee.

I head inside and look around, clearly seeking someone. I hear, “Carol,” and turn my head to see a tall, slender woman with raven hair hop up from a table by the window and come my way. Okay, she’s not a natural redhead. I didn’t think so. She gives me a warm hug, which is cool. I’m a hugger, too, but somehow, this one feels charged.

“I hope I didn’t keep you waiting,” I say.

“I’ve only been here a couple of minutes. I just got my order and sat down,” Lila replies.

“Great. Let me order and join you.”

“Try the skinny mocha latte. They’re great here.”

Lila sits, and I wait in line to order. I peek toward her, hoping not to be caught, thinking I would never have recognized her on my own. Last time I saw Lila, she was stripped down to nothing but a thong and a long, copper-colored wig. Today, she looks just like any other on-trend Millennial, wearing a tight black tank top and black leggings with flip flops. Her real hair is jet black and worn in a trendy bob. Her green eyes pop with the aid of a dark cat’s eye look. I liked it, though I would never try to pull off anything so dramatic. No, Lila doesn’t look anything like the stripper Lacey I met at the club with Noah and Mateo that night, but she still exudes a confident sexuality. I’m in a red V-neck and jeans. Should I have tried harder? But it’s just coffee, right? I fetch my drink and sit across the small table from her.

Lila gives me a knowing smile and says, “You didn’t recognize me, did you?”

“God, was it that obvious?” I feel my freckled cheeks blushing.

“I’m not offended. Lila and Lacey are not the same person—not really. I think of it as playing a role when I go to work.”

“It really is an incredible transformation,” I agree.

“I mean, it’s not a complete secret—what I do—but I like to choose who I share it with.”

“I can understand that. We all have our secrets.”

“Do a lot of people know yours?”

“God, no! I would die if word got out.”

Lila has a general idea about what I’ve come to call my hobby, but I haven’t shared any specifics. She just knows I’m married and have lovers.

“All the other moms in the pick-up line would slap a scarlet letter on you?”

“Something like that.”

“It’s the same with me, except I don’t have any children. Still, everyone in my neighborhood seems to know everyone else, and they can’t help themselves when it comes to gossip. I’ve tried my best to be discreet, but I know there are whispers. My friend Kayla has confirmed that,” Lila says.

I consider it, and I might almost rather have people think I’m stripping than know what I’m really doing. At least stripping is something people understand, even if they judge it. I don’t think there’s any explaining the arrangement John and I have with my guys.

“How does that make you feel?”

“I don’t know. I’m not ashamed of what I do, or I wouldn’t be doing it. Dancing is a job, just like any other. I didn’t keep it a secret when I did it back in college. I just don’t want the hassle of explaining myself to people. I’m making an honest living. In some ways, I think it’s a more honest living than when I worked in banking. I’m not screwing people anymore—at least not behind their backs.” Lila winks.

“I admire you for just doing what you want and having the confidence to get on that stage. I don’t know that I could do it, even if I were twenty years younger.”

“I don’t think you’d need to be twenty years younger,” Lila shares with a sly smile.

“Funny.”

“You’re a sexy momma, Carol. Don’t shortchange yourself.”

“Thanks, but no one’s paying to see me get on a stage and strut my stuff. Maybe if I had your moves…”

“I don’t know about that. Guys really love the MILF thing, and you’re hot, like I said. You’d clean up if you played up the MILF angle.

I laugh. “I’ll keep that in mind if the nursing thing doesn’t work out.”

“We have amateur nights,” Lila offers.

“Let me check with my husband,” I reply, knowing damn well John would love it. “Your husband doesn’t have any issues with you dancing?”

“When we met, I told him I’d danced in college. Honestly, I think Blake thought having a stripper girlfriend was hot—not that I was dancing then. Blake and I had a long talk before I went back to it. He wanted to lay down some boundaries and make sure I wasn’t going to be turning tricks in the back room like some of the girls. He trusts me, or it wouldn’t work. And between you and me, he really likes all those men lusting after me.”

“I can relate to that. John would definitely be into that aspect of it.”

“I guess so. What is your deal, anyway? Are you and John swingers?”

Lila is refreshingly direct, which is nice. I pause a moment, formulating an explanation for what exactly it is John and I are doing. I don’t want to throw around any of the lingo I’ve learned online, like hotwife, but explain it in a way that doesn’t make John sound weird—or make me sound like a whore.

“Not really swingers, no.”

“But he doesn’t mind you hanging out with a couple of guys at a strip club?”

I grin. “John encourages it, actually.”

“And after the club?”

“You know that motel across the street from the club?” I feel my cheeks burning.

“Oh my god! Really? That place is a dive!” Lila realizes she’s getting loud and quiets down before adding, “I hope you didn’t touch anything in there.”

“I tried touching as little of the room as I could. It sounds like you know the place. What about your boundaries?”

“That place has a reputation at the club, but I may have been there once or twice. Our boundaries have expanded a little since I first went back to dancing. Some offers are just too good to refuse. Blake gets that.”

I ponder that for a moment. Is Lila admitting she sleeps with guys for money sometimes? I still have enough of my old morals to be surprised, but I choose not to judge. Is she doing anything worse than I am? I’m sure my guys would give me money if I asked. I smile to myself, thinking that maybe I should. We could have a reverse sugar daddy thing.

“And they must be good-looking. I don’t do it for the money,” Lila adds.

“I get that Blake doesn’t mind, but is he, like, into it?”

“Do you mean…”

I nod.

“I mean, yeah, I guess so. We’ve talked about it. It seems to turn him on. But I don’t know if he’s that into it. Like, he’d never push me into it or anything. We’re pretty open about this stuff these days. It started with me stripping again, and it’s turned into a thing, I guess. We have a couple of close friends in our neighborhood who we get together with from time to time. Sometimes Blake sees them on his own if I’m working and he’s home alone.”

“So, you guys are swingers?”

“You could say that, but we’re not going to clubs or anything. It’s just our friends, Kayla and Russ.” Lila gave me a penetrating look. “I don’t think this is idle speculation, is it? We’ve talked enough about me. What about you, and those guys, and your husband?”

“Where do I begin?” I ask, sipping my coffee. I can’t help glancing around to make sure no one is eavesdropping. “Okay, John, my husband and I have this arrangement.”

“He lets you fuck other guys,” Lila says matter-of-factly.

“Uh, yeah, I guess so. You could sum it up like that.”

“Like, anywhere, anytime you want?”

“I don’t know. I guess so? We didn’t really go into this with a lot of planning, so we’re still kind of feeling our way through it. But there’s a couple of guys—three of them—and from time to time, I see them for fun. John is good with all of it if I check in with him first. He doesn’t want to be blindsided.”

“It’s so cute,” Lila comments.

“What?”

“The way you kinda blush and whisper when you talk about this. You’re bold enough to do it, but you’re a little shy talking about it.”

Lila’s comment makes me blush an even deeper shade of red. “I don’t have any experience talking to anyone else about this besides John. It’s not like I’m going to bring it up to my friends.”

“Why not?”

“You must have way more liberal friends than I do,” I say, laughing. “I love my friends, but they just wouldn’t get it. I don’t expect them to. If roles were reversed, and my friend Patty came to me with this story, I’d probably think she lost her mind.”

“I was surprised by my friend Kayla’s reaction when she found out I was dancing. Not only didn’t she judge me, but she wanted to come to the club and see me dance. Her husband, Russ, was excited about it, too, but he’s always given me the eye when he thought no one would see. Guys just can’t help themselves. The funny thing is, they think they’re slick. Anyway, my point is maybe you should give your friend Patty a chance and confide in her. She might surprise you.”

“Maybe,” I reply, knowing there’s no way I’ll do that.

“Okay, Carol. So how do you start screwing other guys without planning for it?”

I laugh. “Maybe we should have met for drinks instead of coffee. This conversation would be much easier.”

Lila reaches across the table and takes my hand. It’s a warm gesture and endears her to me. “We’re friends, I hope. You don’t have to be embarrassed to tell me anything. I’ll tell you anything, Carol. Just ask.”

She squeezes my hand and strokes the back of it with her thumb. In a heartbeat, it feels more intimate than warm and friendly, and I get goosebumps, recalling how Lila made me feel that night in the club. That night has been on my mind since we started texting, even though I keep telling myself we’re just girlfriends. I squeeze her hand back.

“It was planned, just not by me. My husband knew I was crushing hard on these three contractors who were doing work at our house. They were all younger, hot guys. You saw two of them at the club,” I say, and Lila nods knowingly. “Months passed, but when my birthday rolled around, John shocked me by having the three of them surprise me at a hotel, where he told me I could do whatever I pleased with them.”

Lila’s eyes go wide. “Wow, that’s some birthday present. You’re a lucky girl. My husband needs to talk to yours! And he knew you’d be into it?”

“You could say we’ve always been adventurous in bed. It’s one of the things I love about John—how open he is. It may have come up once or twice in fantasy. I guess he thought I’d go for it.”

“And I guess he was right.”

“Oh my god. It was wild. I can’t even begin to describe it. It was just hands and lips and tongues…everywhere. It was overwhelming, and I couldn’t get enough of it. Those guys rode me hard and put me up wet. I’ve never felt so used, but in a good way, if that makes sense.”

I can’t help sounding excited as I talk about my guys, and I hope I don’t come off as a nymphomaniac.

“It makes total sense. I know the feeling well. I never had a bunch of guys at once, but I know what it’s like to have fun with a bunch of people and be overwhelmed. As I said before, Blake and I have become very close with my friend Kayla and her husband. I know that’s not the same, but it’s fun.”

“I don’t know if I could play with another couple, honestly. It sounds fun, but I’ve got a jealous streak,” I admit. “I don’t know how I would feel seeing John with someone. That’s totally unfair given what I’ve been up to, but I can’t help how I feel.”

“Is that a problem for John?”

“Not so far, but I wonder sometimes. And if John wants to go off and play too, how can I tell him no?”

“Hey, people have to do what works for them. John wouldn’t have set you up with those guys if he wasn’t okay with it. We’re both lucky in that regard. We have great husbands who aren’t jealous,” Lila says.

“It’s a little more than just not being jealous for John. He’s more into it than it sounds like Blake is if you know what I mean.”

“Ohh…”

“Do you think that’s weird? I love John, I always will, but I don’t entirely know what to make of it,” I confess.

“I’ve heard of it. We get a lot of guys into the club who like to watch their women get lap dances—like your friends.” Lila smirks. “But that’s obviously different than watching them with guys. I’ve heard of what you’re describing, though. I don’t think it’s weird. There are a lot of voyeurs out there. And if you’re into that, it’s probably hotter to watch your wife or your girlfriend, right?”

“It is a thing. They call it hotwife. I’ve read about it on Reddit. I understand it, but I don’t fully get it. I don’t understand why he’s not overcome with jealousy, no matter how much he’s turned on watching. But if John’s into it, though, it’s all good.”

“And that’s the right attitude. People worry way too much about what they should do instead of just living their lives. Really, Carol, I admire you for just going for it. You’re afraid your friends would judge you for what you do, but how many of them would take your place if given the chance? I bet a lot of them would love to be taken by a young stud or two.”

Or three, I think, smiling. Lila’s right and her free-spirited attitude is what I aspire to. I want to be as cool with what I’m doing as she is. I think about my friends. I just can’t see Patty welcoming Noah and Mateo into her bed. I think she’d die if they offered her a threesome. Being seduced by Conner is more likely, but Patty is so sweet, so together, I just can’t see it. She’s too practical to complicate her life like that. Then there’s the scenario John pitched a while back when he was fantasizing about me fooling around with my ex’s new wife, Sue. I know what she’s getting in bed. Sue would probably jump at the chance for a good fucking from Conner if she got drunk enough to loosen up and do it.

“Maybe,” I concede.

“I think most people are capable of a lot more than they’d ever think if put in the right circumstance. You know what they say in church. The flesh is weak.”

“You’ve got me there,” I agree, thinking of how hard it is to resist when my guys call. Conner’s taken to calling me regularly, and whenever I can, I flock to him.

“I’m trying to imagine having two guys at my beck and call to take care of me. Blake does a great job, but variety is the spice of life.”

“It’s actually three. Noah and Mateo are the guys you met. Their friend is Conner.”

“Three! You are wild, Carol!”

“Keep it down,” I say, hushing Lila. “Everyone doesn’t need to know.”

“Sorry, it’s just crazy. You really are a hot momma. Three guys! Where was Conner that night?”

“Conner likes to see me one-on-one. He’s not the sharing type.”

“But he’s sharing you with the others…”

“He’s okay with that as long as he gets me to himself when we’re together.”

“Okay, so sometimes you see Conner, and sometimes you see the other two guys together…”

“That’s the sum of it.”

“When do you sleep, woman?”

We both laugh. It is insane when I think about it, and I don’t know how it will work if it goes on in the long term. It’s only been a few weeks since we started all this up, and while I’ve seen Conner a few times, I’ve only seen Noah and Mateo once so far. I don’t know how I’ll balance dates with all the guys and working and taking care of the family and giving John the attention he deserves. But it’s fun trying!

Our coffee is finished, but we keep talking. I finally turn the tables back to Lila, tired of talking about myself. I ask how long she plans to dance and if she and Blake want children. Lila doesn’t meet the cliché of being a stripper at all. She’s intelligent and clearheaded about what she wants. She’s definitely not an aimless millennial.

“I know I’m going to have to get a real job again at some point. Let’s be serious. I’m not in my twenties anymore. I know dancing isn’t a long-term career. I float my resumé out there. I wouldn’t turn down a great offer, but it would really have to be great. I’m happy with what I’m doing right now, and the money’s great. It would have to be worth my while to go back into an office setting. Until I have to make that decision, I guess I won’t compromise.”

We talk in that coffee shop until the afternoon has passed us by, and Lila announces she has to get home to spend time with Blake before heading to work for the night. She says I should stop by tonight and bring John, but we already have plans. I know John would love it, though, and I tell her we’ll do it soon. We leave the coffee shop together and Lila walks me back to my minivan.

“This was great. We’ll have to do it again sometime,” Lila says, taking my hand.

It feels strangely like the end of a date, and I recognize that old, familiar feeling of anticipating a first kiss. It wouldn’t really be our first, but this is different than being in the club. It’s funny I can still feel this way after all the things I’ve done. It gives me faith that I haven’t lost myself yet.

“For sure,” I agree. “Maybe with wine next time.”

“Sounds like a plan,” Lila agrees.

Lila doesn’t drag it out. She leans in and kisses me, and I close my eyes and part my lips while butterflies in my stomach take flight. Fear buzzes in the back of my mind because we’re in the middle of a busy parking lot, with only the minivan for cover, but I can’t resist returning her warm, sensual kiss. My hand goes to her slim hip, and I step into her as my tongue flicks back at hers. Lila strokes my cheek with her fingers, then runs them through my honey-blonde hair. We kiss until our glasses click together, and we pull apart, both laughing.

“Until next time,” Lila says, giving me one last peck on the lips.

“Until then,” I agree, smiling.

Lila walks away with a confident swing to her hips, and I can’t tear my eyes away from her. This is an unexpected wrinkle in my new hobby, but I’m excited about it. I can’t wait to see Lila again.


two
. . .



Coffee with Lila leaves me horny and restless. I could go home and see John, but my stepdaughter Isabella is with us this weekend, so I don’t know if I can just pull him into our bedroom and lock the door. I also don’t know if I can wait until later tonight when we get back from seeing Patty and her husband. Conner pops right into my mind. What’s he doing on this warm afternoon? I feel a little guilty for thinking of Conner over my husband, but it doesn’t stop me from texting my lover. He says he’ll be home from the gym soon and tells me to come over.

It’s not my first time at Conner’s, and I wonder what his neighbors think. Conner is in his late twenties. I’m forty. I feel like they know I’m a married woman having a tryst just by looking at me. I don’t know that my wedding rings are that obvious when I’m just walking by, but it’s just how I feel. It could be how I furtively look around when I’m going up to his apartment.

I text John from the minivan and tell him I’m stopping to see Conner. There was I time when I would have asked, but that doesn’t even occur to me. I just tell him I’m seeing Conner and I’ll be home in time to go out tonight. I wait a few minutes for his reply, but it doesn’t come until I’m standing outside Conner’s door. John says: have fun.

Conner opens the door wearing nothing but a towel and beads of water. He grins when he sees me and doesn’t move aside, making me wait in the hallway as he looks me over. His dark eyes sweeping over me still makes me blush. My cheeks aren’t the only part of my body that heat up being so close to Conner. Seeing him shirtless like this makes me want to pounce. His muscles—fresh from the gym—are jacked. His arms, thick and powerful, are covered with tattoo sleeves. My eyes trail down that incredible chest to the towel tied at his waist. I want to drop to my knees and rip it off. I’m so wanton around Conner!

“This is a nice surprise,” he says.

“I was thinking of you. I hope you don’t mind my dropping by,” I reply coyly.

“You’re welcome any time.”

“I wouldn’t want to interrupt if you had a friend over.”

Conner and I don’t discuss it, but obviously, we’re not exclusive. Not only am I married, but I have other lovers. I hate the thought of him being with other women, but I know he’s not mine. Not like that. I couldn’t ask him to save himself for me. I don’t know how long our thing will go on, but there’s always a danger he’ll meet someone and move on before I want him to.

“No one comes before you, Carol. Even if I did have someone over, you’d always be welcome to join us.” He adds the second part with a smile.

“I don’t know if I’m the sharing type.”

Conner laughs. “Funny.”

“Are you going to invite me in or have me wait in the hallway all day?”

I step closer and push my hand inside his towel, grasping him. Conner is thick, even flaccid, and twitches in my hand. He closes his eyes and utters a low moan. He towers over me in my low-heeled sandals, so I have to stand on my tip toes to get close enough to whisper to him. I hold his cock like it’s a handle to boost me higher. I swear it’s strong enough.

“Or do you want me to blow you right here in your doorway?”

His eyes pop open, he smiles and drops his towel to the floor. My mouth falls open. Does he really want me to? Conner doesn’t move. Do I dare? I see the challenge in his eyes. Why is it all my guys want to push my boundaries? It’s like they are competing to see who can push me the furthest. The thing is, I don’t say no. I smile and drop my purse, going to my knees. My hair falls forward, and I push it back because I want him to see him put it in my mouth. His cock stares at me, and I grab that thick piece of meat with both hands, milking it until a clear drop forms at the tip. My blue eyes flash up at Conner from behind my glasses, and I kiss the tip, softly suckling it. Conner’s eyes roll back, and he groans.

Conner is turning me into a size queen. It’s not the most important thing, but when you find a guy who is not only big but also knows how to use it, it makes for a perfect storm of orgasmic bliss. Conner is one of those guys, and that’s why just seeing his cock gives me chills. I know how he’s going to feel inside me, so when I see it, my knees go weak, and I want to take him in my mouth and worship his wonderful cock. My husband has seen Conner’s prick, and he’s asked how different it is. I can’t bring myself to tell John the whole truth. I don’t want to hurt his feelings.

I suck harder and take him deeper when Conner nudges his hips forward. My cheeks hollow as I eagerly suck him, stretching my lips around his girth. It was a difficult task in the beginning, but I’ve gotten quite good at sucking my lover. I know he’s impressed by how deeply I’ve learned to take him. I moan around him when he presses to the back of my throat.

One hand grips his cock, while the other massages his big, manscaped balls. I gag when he plugs the back of my throat and holds it there, forcing me to relax and let him push deeper. He thoughtfully pulls back, and I gasp for breath, his length laying against my lips.

I jump at every little noise in the apartment building. Someone is going to come out of their apartment—or out of the stairs—at any minute and see me playing the slut on my knees, pleasuring my younger lover. The danger makes my heart race and my pussy throb. I squeeze my thighs together. My lips smack as I kiss and lick and suck on his big balls, stroking his spit-slick shaft. God, I love worshipping Conner’s cock.

“Carol…damn…that’s…sooo…good…”

His fingers coil in my hair—not rough, but insistent—and Conner brings my mouth back to his cock. His words inflame me, and I suck even harder this time. He’s overwhelmed by my oral skills. I know the signs. Conner holds me by the hair, and he’s fucking my mouth as much as I’m sucking him. It’s okay. I love it when he takes control, and he knows it. I feel my hoop earrings bouncing as I bob on him. He’s really pushing it, thrusting deep into my throat, and even though I struggle to breathe, I don’t stop sucking, holding onto the doorframe for balance as my gagging noises fill the hallway. Drool runs down my chin, and I’m lightheaded.

“Carol…Carol…I’m…I’m…goddam!” Conner cries, gripping my hair tightly.

I cough hard when his first spurt shoots down my throat, taking me by surprise. Conner pulls back, filling my mouth with jism, but I’m still coughing and can’t swallow. Cum bubbles from my lips and drips from my chin. He finally pulls out completely, painting my lips with the last of his load. I keep my lips closed and get control, swallowing what’s in my mouth, allowing me to take a deep breath.

“Jeez, Carol. Are you okay?” he asks.

“Yeah, I’m good. Sorry about that,” I reply, panting and red-faced. I know I’m a mess. Hardly the sexy MILF I want to be in front of Conner.

“Hey, I’m sorry. I should have warned you. You’re just too damned good at that.”

I laugh, wiping my chin. His cum has dripped down onto my chest, into my V-neck. I have globs on my necklace, three intertwined gold rings on a thin chain. “I’ll take the compliment.”

Conner snatches his towel from the floor and offers me a hand. I grab my purse, and just as he’s pulling me into his apartment, a couple comes out of the apartment three doors down. I hustle and slam the door closed behind me.

“You’re terrible!” I exclaim.

“I didn’t think you’d really do it.”

I press close and pull him down to softly kiss his cheek. His cock bobs against me. He’s still semi-erect. I’m constantly amazed by his ability to stay hard. It’s made for some fantastic but exhausting afternoons.

“When do I ever tell you no?” I whisper.

He grins in that cocky way I love. “I guess I shouldn’t be surprised after what I heard about that strip club,” he says.

“Oh yeah? What exactly did you hear?”

The boys talk behind my back. I’m occasionally reminded by a comment here or there, and it always makes me feel odd. I know they’re friends, and it’s only natural they compare notes, but it’s still strange to know that these three guys in their twenties are talking about fucking me. I also wonder how roped into these conversations my husband is, but I never ask John. I know showing me off is part of his fun in sharing me and letting him enjoy it and brag is the least I can do—as long as he’s reasonable.

“Just that you had some fun with a dancer in the back room, and plenty of guys were watching.”

I consider telling him I just saw Lila—or Lacey as the guys know her—but chose to keep that as my little secret. “And did they tell you about the motel afterward?”

“They told me enough.” Conner turns serious. “I don’t really need to know all the details of what you do with Noah and Mateo.”

“You’re jealous, aren’t you?”

“No. I’m not crazy,” he replies. He’s a lousy liar. “I just don’t need to hear about it.”

“It’s okay, sweetheart, as long as you remember the rules.”

“I know. I know you’re married.”

“Good. You also need to know that when we’re together, I’m yours. It’s just you and me.”

We look at each other, and a moment of deep emotion passes between us. It isn’t just all fun, as much as I pretend it is. More than any of the others, Conner and I have a connection. Even if he didn’t insist on having me alone, I’d want it that way too.

Conner is sweet and strong, but I know he’s deeply emotional under that rough, ex-Marine exterior. If I told him I wanted to leave John, I suspect Conner would jump at the chance. But that will never happen. It really is him and me when we’re together, but whatever connection I feel with Conner, he isn’t my husband, and I love John.

John and I have built a life together, and I can’t let anything threaten that. I feel drawn to Conner, but I can manage those feelings. Looking into his soulful dark eyes, I feel that pull even now. I want Conner to take me to bed. I was horny when I arrived. My panties are positively drenched now. I also feel the seriousness sapping the fun out of the afternoon. I step back and smile.

“Give me a minute to get cleaned up, okay?” I say.

“Carol, you don’t have to. Let’s just…”

“A girl wants to look her best. Just give me a minute, and then you can do what you want with me.”

After a quick wash-up, mouthwash gargle, and makeup touch-up, I toss off my clothes and stride out of the bathroom in my lacy matching bra and panty set. Sexy underwear is a vice, and I don’t skimp on it. Even when working a 12-hour shift at the hospital, I ensure I have something cute under my scrubs. I never know when I might want to send out some spontaneous photos to my admirers. I’ve become a shameless, dedicated exhibitionist. It’s such a rush to know that I’m desired. The more my Reddit following grows on those MILF and over-forty subreddits, the more addicting the attention becomes. Don’t worry, I never show my face.

Conner is not in the living room, but I find him lying in the middle of his bed, cock standing out and waiting for me. This seems to be his favorite pose for me. Conner works hard on his body; he knows it’s impressive and likes showing it off. It works. I love looking at it.

“Damn, Carol. You look hot. Is that for me?”

I dressed knowing I was meeting Lila—it was only coffee!—but Conner can think it’s all for him if he wants. I’m in my finest red Victoria’s Secret, my boobs plumped up by a shelf bra, which gave me the hint of cleavage in my V-neck. I think I have great, perky tits for forty and having a kid—and my guys seem to agree—but a little boost always helps. I don’t work quite as hard on my body as Conner, but I do a ton of yoga and running, so I’m confident as I stride across the bedroom toward my young lover in a couple of scraps of satin and lace. I fold my glasses and place them on the nightstand.

“I love that thing,” Conner says, fingering the tiny purple gem dangling from my belly button.

I still can’t believe I’m wearing a belly button piercing again. I’d stopped wearing it years ago, thinking it inappropriate for a mom—especially since I don’t have the toned tummy I had before my son. But I still have a flat-ish stomach, and my guys have given me the confidence to wear it again.

“Is that the only thing you see that you like?”

“I like everything I see. You’ve got a hot body, Carol, and I think you know it,” Conner says, eyes sweeping up and down my body.

I allow a smile. “Maybe, but a girl still likes to hear it.”

“I think you can tell how hot I think you are,” he says, indicating his turgid cock.

I sit on the bed beside him and stroke his cock with one hand while playing with his balls with the other. My hand looks so tiny on his cock. My fingers barely close around it, and he grows even bigger as I play with it.

Conner moans and reaches for me, hand landing on my thigh before he caresses up my side and cups my breast. He’s gentle, softly rubbing through the satin and lace of my bra until my nipple presents itself, pressing through the lace guarding it. Conner lightly pinches, then rolls my nipple, and the bolts of pleasure that shoot right to my pussy tighten my grip on his shaft. I pause stroking him only long enough to lose my bra. The moment my breasts spill out, he reaches for them. I’m not huge up top, so I don’t fill his big, calloused hands, but I’m more than a handful for my husband, and Conner seems to love what I have. He massages my tits, paying the special attention to my thick, pink nipples that drives me mad.

“Conner…baby…” I moan, feeling that tingling spreading through my body. I’m getting into that zone where I’m completely his and will do anything for him.

“You’re perfect with my cock, Carol. Damn, don’t make me come again so soon,” Conner pants.

“You’re perfect…Conner…I love your body…it’s perfect, baby…”

I lean forward, kissing his six-pack, tracing it with my tongue. God, I can’t believe I get to play with such a perfect man. I don’t think I ever had such a hunk when I was younger and at my hottest. I’m glad I’m getting him when I’m older and wiser and I fully appreciate it.

Conner is a gym rat in his prime, and I can’t get enough of his twentysomething body. Sorry, but even guys my age who keep themselves fit can’t compare to a younger man like Conner. I’d say I like feeling like I corrupt him, but if anything, it’s the other way around. I lick my way up his torso, stretching my arm to keep stroking his cock. Conner’s arms go around me, and he’s kneading my butt while pulling down my panties. I lick his nipples and swing a leg to mount him, trapping his cock between us. Conner gathers my hair in both his hands as I lick and suck his nipples ardently. My soaked labia slides up and down his shaft, teasing us both.

“Fuck…” he gasps.

“I want you, baby,” I whisper, clear blue eyes locked onto his dark ones.

“Damn, Carol. I want you so bad.”

“Yeah? I can feel it. You’re so big, sweetheart.”

“Do it, Carol. Damn it, do it.”

I kiss him hard, trying to shove all my passion for him into that one kiss, but it's impossible. I could kiss Conner all day and never do that. I reach between us and raise my hips. He’s poking me again, fat head splitting me open. God, I love that feeling! I love it when he first pushes inside me and opens me wide. My other guys are big, too, but not Conner big. I slowly slide onto him, savoring it. I’m so wet that it doesn’t hurt at all this time. P.S. I like the hurt a little. It’s a good hurt that tells me Conner is making me his. When he’s fully impaled in me, I grind, fucking his mouth with my tongue like I’m fucking his cock.

“Conner…” I gasp, staring down at him, my mouth hanging open. He’s cradling my face, fingers still in my hair, massaging my scalp. He still takes my breath away every time.

“I feel it, Carol.”

“Oh god…ohmygod…baby…”

I swear I feel him throbbing inside me. I’m so stretched around him. The only time I feel fuller is when Noah and Mateo both take me at once.

“Come on, babe…fuck me…fuck me, Carol…”

“Yeah…I’ll fuck you, baby…I’ll fuck you…”

It starts in my hips. I work them while laying on top of Conner, fucking him with just my hips and my pussy. It’s easy to squeeze him inside me when I’m already stretched around him. I put my hands on his chest and lever my body up, putting more force into riding him. My tits jut forward, and Conner massages them, pinching both my nipples at the same time.

“Oooo god! Baby…ohmygod…ohmygod…yesss…”

“Uhnn…Carol…babe…that’s it…”

“Yeah…yeah…”

“Fuck me, babe. Fuck me!” Conner urges.

I sit straight up on him, tossing my hair when I arch my back and thrust my tits at him. Grinding…grinding so hard. He’s so deep inside me. Impossibly deep. It’s like he’s trying to tear through me. Conner takes my hands and spreads my arms. I take the cue. His strong arms are the perfect platform to push on. He gives me perfect balance, and I thank Conner by riding him hard. I slam down so forcefully that I feel everything on me jiggle. Conner watches my bouncing tits. It’s a good thing I do upper-body workouts at the gym. My arms burn, but I don’t care. Every time I slam down on Conner, pleasure bolts through me like thunderbolts.

“Yes! Yes!” I scream. “Ohmygod! Ohmygod…ohmygod…ohmygod…”

“Ugn…Carol…Carol…fuck me…fuck me, babe…”

“Yeah…yeah…oooo god yeah!”

I’m so turned on, so filled with passion for him, that my orgasm hits me out of the blue, shocking me. I cry Conner’s name as it rips through me. I’m rigid on him for I don’t know how long before going limp while the pleasure still courses through me. I fall onto him, and Conner catches me. He takes over, holding my ass and rocking his cock up into me, hitting my G-spot with every stroke. I swear my orgasm goes on and on and on.

“Yeah…yeah…ohmygod…Conner…”

Conner hammers my pussy relentlessly, and it feels like forever because it seems like I’m endlessly coming. But then he buries it deep inside me—so deep—and I feel him throb and blast, filling me with his seed. It’s a good thing I’m on birth control because Conner surely would have bred me by now if I wasn’t. A primal, irrational part of me fantasizes he will. I know that’s part of the forbidden thrill. I’d never make him pull out.

“Yesss…god it’s so good…come inside me, baby…”

“Damn, babe…I love…I love…” Conner moans, shaking.

“Yes, baby…yes, sweetheart. I love it when you come inside me. I love it, sweetheart. Oooo, yes. Oooo, yes…” I coo.

My face is nestled against him while he clutches me to him with those powerful arms. His cock still throbs inside me as it softens. It’s precisely where I want to be.
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John was annoyed when I got home so late. He didn’t say anything but was pissy and rushed me out the door. I knew he had a point, but it felt like he was angry because I’d been with Conner and not because I was late, which bothered me. John couldn’t open this door and then be angry that I walked through it. I even texted him before I went. But the reality was that we had plans and I got home with hardly enough time to walk in the door and walk right back out again. John hates to be late. It’s a major pet peeve for him.

I didn’t plan on being with Conner into the evening. I thought it would be just a quick fuck, and I’d run home with plenty of time, but that was naïve. The only time I can think of Conner fucking me once was when he surprised me at work, and we snuck off to a quiet corner of the hospital. Conner can keep going and going and doesn’t let me go until the last possible second.

Today, I snuggled up against Conner, and we chatted for a long while in bed. It was nice. It almost felt like we were a real couple. But being naked in bed with Conner, it wasn’t going to stay conversational for long. He started touching me again, and before I knew it, he was taking me with long, slow, deep strokes while I wrapped my arms and legs around him and begged him to go faster. I don’t know how many times I came before Conner finally did, but I was exhausted and fell asleep in his arms. I panicked when I awoke and saw the clock. I ran out of there after the quickest of showers.

John relaxes once we get to the place—with a minute to spare—and we see Patty and Chuck. It’s not really a bowling alley, but one of those new, trendy places that’s more a club and restaurant—with good craft brews—than it is a stodgy old bowling alley. We plan to eat first and take a table out on the patio. We put our names in for a lane early, as the queue can be pretty long on a Saturday night. After we order drinks, Chuck and John get deep into baseball talk, and it seems like my husband’s forgotten he’s annoyed with me. Patty seems to have sensed something was off with us because she shoots me a look, but I shake my head, signaling her not to bring it up.

Patty is one of my oldest friends. We met in nursing school and have managed to work together ever since. She was with me through the worst of the dark days of my first marriage. Patty was the one who convinced me that it wasn’t worth it to stay with Don and that I’d be okay on my own. She raised her eyebrows when she saw the changes John brought out in me, but I reassured her that it was all good. I even tried to encourage her to get more adventurous with her husband Chuck, but she’s always been more buttoned up than I am.

I ask Patty to catch me up on the latest work gossip. Mostly, I’m concerned that word got out about Conner’s surprise visit, but I can’t come out and ask about that. Patty can be blunt and wouldn’t shy away from asking me about it, but she hasn’t said a word. I think I got away with one.

Dinner arrives and Patty jumps in on an argument over our team’s prospects this year. She’s just as much of a baseball fan as the guys. I’m no slouch either, and I join in with Patty. The beers flow, and we’re all in a good mood when it’s time to head to the bowling alley. Patty, always a ball of energy, jumps right up and is down the stairs to the alleys. John, always boisterous when he has a few beers in him, is right on her heels. Chuck and I follow behind.

“I just wanted to say thank you,” Chuck says as we make our way down the open stairs.

“I don’t know what I did, but you’re welcome.”

“Y’know, for encouraging Patty. I’ve got to say, I was shocked, but it was awesome.”

“Chuck, I’m confused now. What are you talking about?”

Now Chuck looks confused and perhaps a little guilty. “Sorry, I thought she would have said something to you. I thought you girls shared everything.”

“Just about,” I confirm.

Patty and I are very close, but I can’t tell her everything. I’ve considered confessing my hobby to her. I wish I had someone besides Reddit to talk to, but I’m afraid she wouldn’t understand. I can just imagine her looking at me differently afterward, and I couldn’t live with that. Is that some residual shame I’m feeling? Could be.

“Oh… well, never mind,” Chuck says, still confused.

“Nope. Now you’ve got to tell me, or I’m going to ask Patty anyway,” I say, grabbing the sleeve of his polo shirt. We pause at the bottom of the steps. Our spouses haven’t noticed we’re not with them yet.

“Okay,” he replies in a hushed voice. “Remember, a little while back, you encouraged Patty to turn it up a notch…with me?”

“I guess, yeah.”

“You showed her some pictures you took for John at work and said she should try it. Well, she did, and it was awesome!”

“Really? I can’t believe it.”

“I couldn’t either. Imagine my surprise when I get a text from Patty, and it’s a picture of her…you get the idea.”

“At work?” I can’t keep the shock out of my voice.

“No, she didn’t go that far. But it was still great.”

“That is. Lucky you.”

Maybe my old friend Patty is wilder than I gave her credit for. One night, I snuck away at work and snapped some racy pictures for John in an unoccupied room at the hospital. They ended up going to my guys, too—and posted on Reddit—but Patty didn’t know anything about that part. I confessed to Patty what I was doing because she wouldn’t stop needling me, and—I confess—I wanted to brag a little. I was feeling myself. Patty was surprisingly cool about it. She knows John, and I like to get crazy in our sex lives. She just doesn’t know how crazy. When she rolled with it, I suggested she send Chuck some sexy pictures of her own. She swore she’d never do that, but I guess it stuck in her mind. I was proud of my old friend! I couldn’t wait to tease her about it.

“So, thanks for egging her on. It’s been a lot of fun,” Chuck finishes.

“Is there more to this story?” I pry.

“You’re gonna have to get that out of her.”

We start to join the others, but I grab his sleeve again.

“What else has Patty told you about me?”

Chuck sticks his tongue out at me. “Wouldn’t you like to know?”

Our spouses are waiting for us by the shoe rental, and Chuck joins them. I follow, watching Chuck and Patty interact, wondering just how racy Patty’s pictures were and how crazy things got after that. I don’t think they invited other guys into their bedroom—like me and John—but I’m curious. It’s a good reminder that anyone can surprise you at any time.

“What was that all about?” Patty asks.

“Oh, nothing. Chuck was just telling me about some pictures and thanking me,” I say, sounding casual as I take a pair of maroon and beige shoes from the attendant.

“Pictures? Thanking you?” Patty’s only confused for a second, and then her eyes go wide.

“Yes, those pictures. Just like mine, apparently,” I confirm.

“They weren’t just like yours,” she says, trying to whisper under all the noise. The bowling area is a huge, loud, open room, with music blaring and a noisy crowd all around us.

“What’s this about pictures?” John asks, overhearing.

“Nothing. Nothing to see here,” Patty says quickly, her pale cheeks going red.

“Apparently, Patty sent Chuck some racy pictures like I send you,” I answer for her.

John freezes for a moment and I know just what’s going through his mind. He thinks I’ve been telling Patty everything, and now she and Chuck know what we’ve been up to with my guys and Reddit and everything else. John is very into everything we’re doing, but I know he has mixed feelings on some level. He’s just as concerned with being judged as I am but for very different reasons.

People just wouldn’t understand a man sharing with wife with other men, let alone getting off on it. I look at Chuck and doubt if such a fantasy ever crossed his mind. Could Chuck sit back and watch Patty being pleasured by a couple of guys? No way!

“She did?” John slowly replies.

“She did. It was hot,” Chuck confirms.

“Sounds like Patty can get crazy, too,” I say, trying to signal my husband with my eyes. He needs to get it’s nothing more than pictures before he says something and really does spill the beans.

“Not too crazy, guys. And you don’t need to talk about me like I’m not standing here. I can’t believe you told her that, Chuck,” Patty says, swatting her husband in the chest.

“Hey, I thought you would’ve told her,” Chuck complains.

“Are we going to see these pictures?” John asks, keeping the focus on Patty.

“In your dreams,” Patty replies.

“It’s only fair if I inspired you, isn’t it?” I say, piling on. I’m enjoying seeing Patty embarrassed. She’s typically so unflappable.

We move our little party over to our bowling lane, and I watch Patty, trying to guess what kind of photos she might have sent Chuck. I must admit I’m more than a little curious, and I’d love to see Patty’s photos if given the chance. Is that weird?

Early on, people called Patty and me the Bobbsey Twins because not only were we so close, but we were so similar looking. We’re both blonde and about the same height. We both have blue eyes. We’ve become different over the years, but I think we could still be mistaken for sisters. Patty has also stayed in good shape, but she’s a bit more pear-shaped. Her hair is a short bob, just reaching her shoulders, and darker blonde these days. My hair is the longest it’s been in years because I think my guys like it, almost reaching my mid-back.

Patty hardly has a wrinkle on her face, despite being a couple of years older than I am, and usually goes without make-up. I’m jealous of that. But my boobs are bigger than hers. It’s another sign of my strange new world that, after all these years, I’m wondering what my friend might look like without her clothes.

Patty fixes me with a stubborn look. “Tell you what. You show Chuck yours; I’ll show you guys mine.”

The guys look at me expectantly. I know John will get a buzz out of it if Chuck sees my photos, and the look on Chuck’s face says he’s dying to see what I’ve got. It’s not a surprise. I’ve caught him checking me out here and there over the years. It’s harmless. All guys do it.

Patty’s already seen the photos I took at the hospital, but should I be showing them to her husband? I love the exhibitionist thrill I get when sharing on Reddit, but that’s anonymous. Showing sexy pictures to someone we know is a big leap.

Chuck is already picturing me naked. He’s trying not to be obvious, but I can tell by the way he’s looking at me. I’ve become very attuned to that kind of attention from men. I hope it doesn’t get him in trouble with Patty. I don’t blame him. I know how guys are. I think Patty gets it, too. I’m tempted.

My heart’s beating faster, and that familiar excited, scared tingle is spreading through my body. Will Chuck ever look at me the same again if I do this? Will Patty be angry? I’m sure she only challenged me because she never thought I’d do it. But she doesn’t understand the new me. Not yet. The new Carol is weak in the face of temptation. It feels like I always give in. I’m always chasing that illicit thrill.

“You don’t think I’ll call your bluff, do you?” I taunt Patty.

“Do what you need to,” she replies. I see it in her eyes. She’s realizing she miscalculated. I start to feel guilty.

“This is silly,” I say.

“I knew one of you would back out,” Chuck says.

“I’m not backing out,” Patty says, turning to her husband. “I think that you want me to do this.”

Chuck looks caught. Is it because he wants to show off his wife or because he wants to see my pictures? “I think you’re hot. I don’t mind if you show that off.”

“I am not chickening out,” Patty declares.

“I’m not either,” I agree, pulling my phone out of the small purse I brought along for the evening.

“This evening is already better than I expected,” John declares.

“Hope I don’t disappoint,” Patty tells him.

“Oh, I’m not worried about that, Patty,” he answers.

I have a lot of pictures on my phone, and it’s going to take a minute to find something I’ll show our friends. The photos I share on Reddit have gotten wilder over time, just like all my other slutty behavior. I stayed mild for a while, only posting flashes in my lingerie. I even started in the r/GoneMild subreddit. But the more attention I got, the more I craved it, and soon, I showed it all in r/onmww (Oh No, Mom Went Wild!) and r/GoneWildOver30. There’s even a r/ScrubsGoneWild community! My fans, guys jerking off to me, keep asking me to show more. I’ve done suggestive nudity, but I haven’t gotten too graphic yet. No one needs to see close-ups of my privates.

John wants me to get more explicit on Reddit. I think he’s more into the idea of guys on the internet jerking off to me than I am. I should clarify. I do not sit there and imagine guys jerking off to me—that’s gross. I just like the idea they are. John’s suggested posting parts of the videos I make with the guys for him, or at least some stills from them, but I’m not brave enough to go that far—not yet.

John hasn’t pushed, but he has offered to post the images or video for me in the Reddit Hotwife community he’s involved in. He loves to share stories of exploits there and how the other men pat him on the back for having such a cool wife. I love all their compliments, too. But John hasn’t pushed it, which I appreciate.

I scroll far enough back in my phone gallery that I find the pictures I took in the hospital that night and showed Patty. They really are tame compared to my more recent stuff. Most of the photos from that night aren’t even nude. I took a few laying on the bed with my scrubs top off. The bra I wore that night—red with little black hearts—was super cute and made my books look fantastic. I showed a flash of red panties in one of those photos. I can definitely show Chuck those. He’s seen me in more than one two-piece swimsuit over the years. But I was topless in the last photo I took. Is that too far? I tingle all over as I think about Chuck looking at it and getting hard. Will Patty be okay if I show her husband a topless picture? I could be wrong, but I don’t think any of hers are nude.

“Here you go,” I announce, holding out my phone for all to see.

The others gather around, and I’m thankful no one else will be able to see what is on my screen. I am not so thankful when Chuck snags my phone out of my hand and starts scrolling. His eyes widen as he sees the various pictures I took that night. He stops in his tracks when he reaches my topless photo. So much for keeping that one to myself.

“Carol…wow…” he says, with a low whistle.

“Chuck!” I complain. “Gimme that!”

I reach for my phone, but Chuck smacks my hands away without even taking his eyes off my topless picture. I make a serious attempt for it, but this time it’s John who swats my hand away. My eyes shoot daggers at him, but my husband can’t keep the smile from his face. He’s loving this on so many levels. First, I know this is turning him on as much as it is me—as wrong as that is. Second, John just loves seeing me squirm, and this is the perfect situation for that.

Patty is right next to Chuck, looking at my phone. She looks at her husband, looks at my picture, then looks back to Chuck. She’s seen these photos before, so she’s not shocked by them. But what’s running through her mind as Chuck stares at me? Awkward energy moves through our little group, and I start thinking this is all a big mistake. I know I’ve been crazy with my hobby lately, but I do not want to ruin my oldest friendship. I’m all for chasing a thrill, but no thrill is worth that.

“Are you going to give her back her phone or stare at her boobs all night?” Patty asks.

“I don’t know. They are pretty nice,” Chuck replies, looking at me topless on the phone and then me standing right in front of him like he’s comparing the real me to my photo. I feel guilty, but I can’t help myself. I hope he likes what he sees.

“They are,” my husband agrees.

“They are,” Patty concurs. “But you don’t need to stare all night. It’s not like they’re the first boobs you’ve seen.”

Chuck hands me the phone and turns to Patty. “Don’t you have something to show now?”

“A deal is a deal,” Patty says, sounding less than thrilled.

Patty digs in her purse for her phone and goes through it, finding what she’ll show us before turning around. I’m oddly excited. She holds her phone against her chest when she turns to face us. “You guys shouldn’t feel the need to say anything,” she admonishes.

“You’re sexy, babe. Relax,” Chuck says, rubbing her back.

I take the phone when Patty holds it out rather than letting John take control. A picture of Patty on her back in bed, holding her phone above her, is on the display. She’s topless and wearing black boy shorts. Patty looks fantastic. Her boobs look almost nonexistent on her back, but she has nice, puffy dark nipples, and her chest is covered with a spray of freckles. Patty loves the sun. She’s lovely and toned through, maybe more toned than I am. Her hips flare out wider than mine, but I think she looks great. It’s probably Lila’s influence, but I’m reacting to seeing my friend nude, and it’s confusing.

“You look great, girl,” I tell Patty. “I’m jealous.”

“Oh, stop it,” she says.

“No, Patty. You look really good,” John agrees, and I feel a spike of jealousy.

“There are more,” Patty says.

John doesn’t wait for me but reaches over and flicks the touchscreen. Both our eyes go wide at the next one. Patty is fully nude, posing in front of a bedroom mirror. She’s almost clean down below, with just a narrow landing strip of brown hair above tight lips. Her breasts look better standing. They’re still small, but they are super perky and look like the boobs of a twentysomething. John lingers on that picture for a moment, and I feel the excitement coming off him like vibrations. I’m excited, too, but I’m jealous that Patty is so obviously turning him on. It’s not easy to admit, but I want all the attention. John flicks the screen again, and it’s a picture of Patty back in bed, but this time her legs are open, and she has a small, white vibrator pressed to her clit hood.

I’m so shocked I almost drop the phone. Patty reads my face and rips her phone from my hand, saying, “That’s enough.”

“Patty, honey,” John says, moving closer to her and putting an arm around her waist. “I’m impressed. I always knew you were attractive, but you’re really a hot little number.”

“What? Did you think I was boring?” she replies, leaning into him and placing a hand on his chest. “I’m not like Carol here, but I can be exciting.”

“I bet you can, honey. We need to spend more time together,” John says.

“Yeah? What do you think? I’m going to put on a show?” Patty asks.

John’s eyes light up. “That would be incredible!”

“Sorry, hon, not happening,” Patty says.

“Maybe he thinks we should swap or something,” Chuck says. Everyone turns to stare at him.

“Really? That’s where your mind went?” Patty asks, shooting her husband a look.

“I’m just kidding,” Chuck quickly adds, with a nervous laugh. Everyone keeps staring at him. “Really, I’m kidding.”

I saw how Chuck looked at my photos and wonder how much he’s kidding. I think I know, guys, and if he was given permission, I think my old pal Chuck would jump at the chance. Not that Patty would ever give that permission. Patty might be more adventurous than I thought, but no way she’s going for that.

Not that I would, either. I love Patty, and if I were going to trust anyone with my husband it would be her, but I do not think I could handle John being with another woman. I was jealous when he was just looking at pictures of Patty. I don’t want his hands on her. But I can’t stop my mind from going to dark places and I’m suddenly looking at Chuck with new eyes. In all the years I’ve known him and Patty, I’ve never thought of Chuck that way. Would I resist temptation if they wanted to swap? My track record isn’t good.

Chuck is a handsome guy. He’s right around fifty, very tall and skinny. He’s a runner, so he’s stayed in shape. Chuck is handsome in a sort of bland kind of way—short hair going gray, nice green eyes. I don’t know if he would turn my head in a bar, but knowing him and knowing he’s funny and good-natured, I think he could probably lure me into bed.

But again, that will never happen. No way Patty is looking to become a swinger, and besides, John and I aren’t on that road either—I don’t think. John didn’t seem to react when Chuck made his tongue-in-cheek suggestion. Is my husband already thinking about how Patty would be in bed?

“Are we going to bowl or what?” I ask, trying to end the awkward moment.

“Yeah, that’s why we’re here,” Patty says. She turns to Chuck. “Listen, we can swap partners for teams. How’s that, honey? Will that make you happy?”

Chuck grins like a kid with a new puppy. He likes hearing swapping, but he’s thinking about anything but bowling.

[image: ]



Once we’re back to bowling and drinking, things calm down and go back to normal. Mostly. I know Chuck is looking at my ass and stealing glances at my body when I bowl. I feel the weight of his attention. My worn, vintage scoop-neck Phillies t-shirt fits nicely and might even give away a peek down it if Chuck catches me at the right angle. I enjoy his attention far more than I should, but I’m distracted.

I keep an eye on John and Patty. I swear they’re flirting, and I feel the jealousy creeping through me as I watch them. I’m crazy. Didn’t I just spend several hours in bed with my young stud lover? Can I really be mad because I think my husband and best friend might be flirting? Yes, I can. I never claimed to be perfect, and John going after other women is not part of our arrangement.

John’s not really trying to fuck Patty. I know that in my head, but I’m not thinking clearly after too many beers. I make sure I give Chuck his chances to get good peeks at me as we play. It seems to me like everyone is getting what they want and should be happy. But I’m not.

We call it after Patty and John win two games straight. Chuck and I came close the second time, but I think trying to look down my shirt threw Chuck off his game. It’s getting late anyway, and I’m eager to get John out of there. I sense he’s as eager as I am. Crazily, being jealous has only made me hornier. I’ve got something to prove now. We head for the door, but Patty and I stop to use the ladies’ room.

I’m itching to talk to Patty about what happened tonight, but the restroom line is long, and I don’t want to discuss it with so many people around. I finish in the bathroom first and wait outside in the hallway, away from the line.

“Are you ready to go?” Patty asks.

“Yeah. Tonight got a little nutty, didn’t it?”

“I keep forgetting Chuck hasn’t learned his manners yet. I can’t take him anywhere. Sorry for all that.”

“It’s okay with me. I just feel bad if you felt pushed into anything.”

“I’ll give Chuck a little talking to about keeping things to himself, but I’m okay. I wish you guys didn’t see that last picture, but I guess you’re not going to judge me. This is why I can’t get wild like you. Chuck doesn’t know how to be cool like John.”

It feels like Patty might be taking a shot, but that’s probably just paranoia. She’s not like that. I tell her, “Cut the guy a break. He’s just super excited. You just need to do that stuff more so he gets used to it.”

Patty laughs. “Maybe.”

“We’re good. There’s no weirdness, right?”

“No, don’t be silly. Why would there be weirdness?”

We leave it there and return to our husbands. Patty says everything is cool, but I can’t help feeling it’s different between us. I’m just going to have to give it time and see how it all shakes out. We say our goodbyes in the parking lot, and John takes my arm to lead me back to his car. Electricity crackles between us. We’re both thinking the same thing. The only question is if I can wait to get home before I tear his clothes off.
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The atmosphere builds in John’s Charger as he guides it out of the parking lot. I think I’m beginning to understand his feelings about my hobby for the first time. I’m undoubtedly jealous of the way he looked at Patty, but that unease only makes me want him more. I couldn’t go as far as John does—I don’t think I could handle seeing him with someone else—but the jealousy is fueling me. I reach over the console and place my hand on his thigh. His stiff shaft is plain along the leg of his jeans. The poor thing. It must be painful. I should probably help him with that.

“Bet you didn’t think tonight would go that way,” I offer.

“Yeah, right? Patty? Who’d have thought? I wonder if that’s just the tip of the iceberg.”

“What do you mean?”

“Maybe it’s not just pictures. Like, they have no idea what you’re up to, right? How do we know…”

It strikes me that John says what you’re up to and not what we’re up to. I thought we were doing this together.

“You don’t think they’re doing anything like we are, do you? That’s insane. No way.”

“You never know,” he insists.

“There is no way Patty is going out and screwing other guys. It’s not her.”

“And she would say the same thing about you, Carol.”

Would she? I wonder. Patty does think I’m a little crazy. How crazy does she think I am?

“It sounds like you want it to be true,” I suggest. I tighten my fingers on his clothed shaft for emphasis and feel him twitch.

“I don’t know. Patty’s pretty, but she’s not sexy like you, Carol. It’s not really about that. It’s just fun to think about a woman like Patty, or you, losing control and letting your inner slut out. It’s hot to know that you’re capable of anything.”

John shifts in his seat for comfort as his cock grows.

“Do you really think I’m capable of anything? Like, anything?”

“I don’t know. Uhnn… What do you think?”

It’s a good question and I can’t answer it. I won’t tell my husband that. I don’t know how far I might go with my guys if they push me, which scares me a lot. It was why I was scared to see Noah and Mateo again and why I feel a little dizzy whenever I think about them. Conner tests my boundaries, but not like the other boys. They really want to see me slut out completely.

“I think you love the idea that I might do anything with the boys. You love to think about it.”

I unclick my seatbelt, and the Charger pinging is so annoying that I lock it again behind my back as I turn in the passenger seat to face John. His cock is leaking so much from my attention that a wet spot forms on the leg of his jeans. He watches me from the corner of his eye—while trying to pay attention to the road—but he sees enough to figure out where I’m going. He works the control to move his seat, easing back from the steering wheel and reclining to help me get to his belt.

“I think about it, yeah. You know I like it,” he admits. “I love this new side of you, babe.”

I have his jeans open, and I push them down. It’s difficult with John seated like this. It’s been a long time, but I’m no stranger to roadhead. I remember it being easier. Some cars still had bench seats when I was younger. The waistband of his briefs gives way to my pulling, and I’m able to free my husband’s cock. I love the familiar weight of him in my hand. I know this cock so well, and it will always be my favorite. He takes care of me. Playing with my guys has never been about dissatisfaction at home. John’s not huge like Conner—or as thick as Mateo—but his cock is beautiful, and I love it the best because I love the man it’s attached to.

“I think I like the new me, too. It almost feels like I’ve been missing out on something my whole life,” I confess, stroking his erection.

“Yeah? That’s hot, Carol. I love how sexy and confident you’ve gotten. It’s amazing. I love seeing you like this.”

“What do you like to see? You like seeing me being a little whore?”

A shudder goes through John’s body, and he answers with a breathy, “Yeah…”

“I love being a whore for you, John. And I was such a whore today. The second I got to Conner’s, baby, I was on my knees. Your whore wife sucked his cock right in the doorway of his apartment. Anyone could have seen me.”

“Fuck, Carol. Mmm…”

“I just wanted him. I didn’t care about being caught.”

I squeeze his cock harder, slowly stroking.

“I…I can’t wait to see…”

A pang of guilt twists my stomach. I was so distracted earlier I didn’t think to record any of my time with Conner. Part of our deal is that if John isn’t there, I bring home video of my adventures for his collection. I should have told him earlier, but we were in such a rush. He’ll be angry, but I think I know how to bring him back on my side.

“Baby, I’m sorry. I didn’t get any video today.” My voice is pouty, almost like a young girl’s.

John’s eyes narrow and I’m not sure if he’s more angry or disappointed. I hate disappointing him. “Did your phone die?”

I bend over and swirl my tongue around his tip, licking up the sticky, salty precum dripping there. “No, Daddy. I am a bad girl. I just didn’t get it.”

“Damn it, Carol.” He’s angry. I hear it now. I suck his head gently, and he shivers and moans. Can he stay mad at me if his cock is in my mouth?

“You know I’m a bad girl, Daddy.”

The daddy play turns us both on. We don’t get into it as much anymore, but I love being a naughty girl to my strict Daddy. It’s more about submission than anything else. Saying Daddy just makes it feel dirtier, that’s all. John is the man who taught me how much I enjoy being submissive.

“How can I make it up to you, Daddy?” I ask, smacking my lips when I take them off his cock.

“Carol, you know you’re supposed to…”

His words cut off with a whimper when my lips lock around him again. I bob deep, taking him to the back of my throat and just beyond. As I’ve gotten accustomed to Conner’s monster cock, my oral skills have greatly improved. I can deep-throat my husband’s smaller cock with ease now.

I prove it by holding him in there, nose buried in his crotch, while I suck and work my tongue on his shaft. John shakes and moans, and I wonder if it’s just because of the blowjob, or is he thinking about me doing this to Conner in his doorway earlier?

“Mmm…Carol…yeah…”

I pull back when I need to breathe and bang the back of my head on the steering wheel. John barely lets me catch a breath, pushing his hips up from the seat. I’m caught between the wheel and his lap, and he jams his cock into my mouth. I gag, but John doesn’t stop. He jams himself deep into my throat. He’s not usually this aggressive. I can’t breathe, but I like it. It reminds me of my other guys. John keeps jacking his hips upward, fucking my mouth as best he can in our uncomfortable position. He’s moaning the entire time and murmuring my name—until he hits the brakes hard. I twist forward at an awkward angle, and his cock is jammed hard down my throat. I cough hard, spit dripping from my lips, and he finally backs off.

“Don’t get us killed,” I cough, wiping my lips on the back of my hand.

“Then don’t suck my dick so good. I can’t think straight when you do that.” He laughs.

“Good,” I tease before swallowing him again.

I’m giving fast, hard-sucking head now. John puts his hand behind my head to cushion it after I keep banging it on the steering wheel. I hold his base with one hand and unbutton my jeans with the other, slipping it down inside my panties. I’m soaked. I quake when I stroke my clit, and my mind ping-pongs between staying in the moment and sucking Conner in his doorway earlier. It was so dirty and so wrong. I bet Patty would never do that—not even to Chuck.

A weird flip occurs in my brain, and suddenly, I see Patty on her knees, lips wrapped around my husband’s cock in that doorway. Jealousy spikes through me, and dread creeps up my spine. I don’t like it at all, but my clit throbs with sudden urgency, and I’m crying and moaning into my mouthful as I experience a swift climax.

“Carol…goddam…babe…” John gasps.

John comes in my mouth, and with my own moaning orgasm, I can’t handle it. I cough when I try to swallow, and his jizz bubbles from my lips, running down his shaft and my chin. I pull back as far as I can—which isn’t much—and he blasts across my cheek and into my hair, as the back of my head rests against the steering wheel. Luckily, my husband doesn’t have a giant load like my other guys or my face would be painted. I fall back into my seat, and John looks at me. The lust in his eyes says he likes seeing me so messy—and I like turning him on. I leave his cum on my face.

“Sorry, I didn’t get you any video or pictures today.”

“It’s okay this time. I guess I can let it slide since you just blew me in the car.”

“Gee, thanks, honey.”

“And, of course, I’ll have to paddle you when we get home.”

I light up. He hasn’t used the leather paddle on me in so long. “You do that, it might encourage me to be bad.”

“Then maybe I won’t.”

“Please spank me, Daddy,” I say, biting my bottom lip.

“We’ll see.”

John’s teasing me, but I know he’ll paddle me. And I’ll love it. He doesn’t seem mad about my mistake anymore, just as I suspected he wouldn’t be.

We race straight to the bedroom when we get home, and I’m thankful the kids are not there because John paddles me hard. My cries ring through the house. Maybe he didn’t let the video thing go. I beg, and he fucks me with my ass glowing fiery red. It’s going to be tough to sit on that hard, wooden pew at church in the morning, but it’s worth it. Besides, maybe that’s my penance.
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My schedule for the next couple of weeks is a tough one. We’re short-handed at the hospital, and I work extra shifts. The overtime will be nice, but it leaves me little time to do anything else. I barely keep the household running and lean heavily on John. He’s always been a good sport about doing his share of the chores—or more—but I still feel guilty when I can’t do it all like we’re taught we should when we’re little girls. I try to make sure my stepdaughter Isabella understands she needs to put herself first when she’s an adult with a family of her own. Isabella’s mother is a stay-at-home mom, and her family is her life. There’s nothing wrong with that, but I don’t understand what John ever saw in her.

Household chores aren’t the only things that suffer during this stretch. If it’s challenging to find time with my husband and my family, it’s nearly impossible to find time for my hobby. My guys text every day, asking when I’ll be free, and I have to tell them I’ll get back to them. I feel like I’m letting them down too, and I promise myself I’ll be extra slutty for them when we get together again. Noah and Mateo are disappointed, but they take it in stride.

Conner is more persistent, and as usual, I cannot deny him. I don’t like playing favorites with my guys, but Conner is my go-to guy. It’s not right, but I miss him if I go too long without seeing him. I meet Conner for a lunch quickie that week, but it’s not enough. It only makes me crave him more. A couple of nights later, I go to his place right after work. Conner doesn’t care when I get off. He leaves the door unlocked, and I throw off my scrubs and slip into bed with him, waking him with my mouth. We enjoy each other until the sun comes up, when I reluctantly creep home to be there before the family is out of bed. But John is awake when I get home and grumpy when I tell him I spent the night with Conner. I didn’t give my husband a heads-up first because I didn’t want to wake him. I tell John I have lots of video for him this time, and that brightens his mood.

Patty and I see each other at work, but we don’t talk about sharing our pictures at all. We’re always on the go, and it’s difficult to find time to talk without other ears around. I also get the feeling Patty wants to pretend it never happened. I’ll drop it if that’s what she wants, but I do have so many questions.

If Patty is closed down, Lila is an open book. We text a lot when we both work at night, and I feel closer to her daily. Her easygoing, screw-what-people-think attitude continues to inspire me. She’s fascinated with my arrangement with John and eats up every detail I’m willing to provide. I tell her how I spent the afternoon with Conner after our coffee date, and she cheers me on and wants the blow-by-blow account. Lila says she wants a boy toy of her own and even suggests—jokingly, she claims—that we should team up and blow Conner’s mind together. I like Lila a lot, but the thought of sharing Conner with her twists my stomach with jealousy.

We promise each other we’ll get together again soon—I just need to find the time. Lila insists she’ll hold me to that, and I soon learn that she’s just as persistent as Conner.
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I’m on the couch hoping to catch up on my streaming shows. Loads are running in the washer and dryer, and the dishwasher is mid-cycle. It’s been a busy morning, and I need a break before I jump into the rest of the housework. John’s at work, the kids are at school, and the house is silent. I’m glad for the time to catch up on everything, but I miss my family. If I wasn’t so busy, I would have tried to convince John to play hooky and have a day date with me, but I just have too much to do.

The doorbell rings, and I ignore it. If it’s an Amazon delivery, they’ll just leave it. We have a video doorbell, so I’m not worried about porch pirates. The doorbell rings again, and I tell whoever it is to go away. It rings a third time, and I finally pry myself off the couch and answer the door.

“Hey! I started to think maybe you stayed in bed this morning,” Lila says brightly, standing on the other side of the door.

“I was tempted to,” I reply uncertainly. This is quite a surprise, especially as I don’t know how she knows where I live. “Uh, come in.”

I step aside and Lila sweeps into our house, looking around. “You have a beautiful home. It’s nice out here.”

“Thanks.” I lead her back into our family room and try not to sound confrontational when I say, “I’m happy to see you, but how did you end up here?”

“I wanted to surprise you, so I looked up your address on the internet. I hope that’s not too stalky.”

It feels a little stalky, and—not for the first time—I start to question my recent life choices. Maybe befriending a stripper I met while out one wild night wasn’t a great idea. I feel close to Lila, and it seems like I know her, but I didn’t do any checking like she apparently did. Everything she’s told me could be a lie. But she’s smiling and she looks cute in a short, white skater dress with navy stripes, and I want to like her. I don’t think she’s wearing a bra.

“No, it’s okay,” I reply, trying to sound confident. She looks cute, and I feel like a mess, wearing an old t-shirt and baggy shorts. Her makeup is perfect and dramatic once again, and I’m not wearing any at all. Why do I care?

“Are you busy?”

“Just with a mountain of laundry and housework. Want to chip in?”

Lila laughs. It’s earthy and warm. “That’s tempting, but I have a better idea.”

“I’d love to go out and do something, but I really have a ton of things to do around the house.”

“It’ll all still be here when you get back. Life can’t be all work, Carol.”

“I know, and I want to have fun, but there’s so much to do.”

“You’ve been running on all cylinders. It’s time to pamper yourself.”

“Really? What do you have in mind?”

“Go get changed. We’re having a spa day.”

“What? We can’t…I can’t…that’s very nice, Lila, but...”

“I’m not taking no for an answer. I’ll kidnap you if I must, Carol.”

I continue to protest as Lila takes hold of me, and I’m steered toward the steps. “We’re going upstairs, and you’re going to get changed, and then we’re getting out of here. I already made the appointment.

“Do we have time to stop for coffee?” I ask, realizing resistance is futile.

“If you’re good.”

Lila waits not-so-patiently while I get ready. I first throw on a pair of khaki shorts with a soft red Henley top, but then think they look too much like mom shorts and take them off. I have a denim skirt with big buttons down the front and a ragged hem that almost reaches my knees, and I wear that instead. It looks cute with the top and a pair of sandals. I put more effort into my makeup than I usually would to go out during the day. Am I feeling competitive with Lila or trying to impress her?

I text John before we go, apprising him of my change of plans. I bet he’s surprised it’s Lila I’m seeing and that I’m not running out to see Conner. I would have called Conner if I didn’t know he was working. John’s response: Good, you girls need to spend more time together. I know what’s running through his dirty mind, and I won’t spoil it by telling him we're just going out to do girly stuff.

Lila drives, and I do get my coffee. We make it to the spa in the nick of time, and we’re shown right back by a pretty Asian woman. The spa is in an old, converted industrial building, and the lobby has a high ceiling and a lot of exposed brick, but once we’re shown to the back, it’s strangely quiet and serene, like we’ve stepped through a portal into a different world. The hallways are painted in pretty muted colors, and the lighting is low. The doors off the hallway have large panes of frosted glass but are opaque so I can’t see into the rooms. Lila and I are shown through a door and directed to change into fluffy pink robes hanging on hooks. It takes a moment for me to realize that we’ll be changing in the same room.

“I booked a couple’s package so we could hang out together. I hope that’s okay,” Lila says.

“That sounds great,” I reply.

I’ve changed in rooms with girlfriends before, and we have a nurses’ locker room at work, but I’m shy about changing in front of Lila. Deep down, I know the energy between us isn’t just friends, but I’m not ready to acknowledge that yet. It’s silly, given everything I’ve done these last few months, but I think I’m resistant because she’s a woman. Do I want to knock down every taboo?

Lila does not share my reservations and whips the skater dress over her head. I was correct. She is not wearing a bra. Only the barbells through her puffy, dark nipples and a skimpy thong separate her from nudity. The thong is gone in a flash. It’s not the first time I’ve seen her naked, of course, but this feels very different than watching her strip in a club. Her lean, athletic body is as alluring as ever, and she moves with a natural, feline grace. I try to read the lines of script tattooed on her side, but she’s moving too much, and I’m too shy to ask her to hold still.

I’m still fully dressed while Lila walks around the room nude, in no hurry to don her robe. She’s so comfortable I feel silly and prudish and unbutton my skirt, placing it in my designated locker. My shirt follows.

“You have the prettiest underwear,” Lila says, coming close enough to finger my split bra strap. It’s red, with an inlaid floral pattern and held together by a golden clasp in the front. My boyshorts match.

“Thanks. It’s my indulgence. I know the guys probably think I do it for them, but I wear it for me.” Am I blushing? She’s standing so close.

“I’m glad because there are no guys here, and I still get to see it. We’re going to have to go shopping together.”

“Sure, that would be fun.”

I wait a beat, half-expecting she’s going to unclasp my bra for me, and I realize I’m holding my breath. She must feel my tension. I swear it’s coming off me in waves. I step back and finish undressing. My robe goes right on, with its matching slippers. A soft knock on the door is followed by a feminine voice asking if we’re ready.

Our first stop is a steam room. The attendant explains this is to prepare our skin for our sugar scrub. A sugar scrub? Sounds exciting and exotic. I enjoy a good exfoliating facial scrub, but I’ve never thought to do it with sugar. All-over body scrub sounds wonderful, and I excitedly take a towel from the attendant as she holds the door open to the steam room and promises to return it for us. I follow Lila into a small, dimly lit room done in coral pink tile. Thick, humid steam swirls through the air. A long, tiled bench is built into the back wall and might fit four people if they were close together.

Lila sheds her robe without a second thought and hangs it on a hook. She sees me hesitate and asks, “Do you need some help with that?”

“What?” I say dumbly.

“Your robe. You need to take it off.”

Before I can answer, Lila uses a finger to tug the belt free, and my robe falls open, just obscuring my breasts. Her dark eyes lock onto me as she slowly spreads my robe apart.

“You have beautiful tits, Carol. I wish mine were that nice.”

Lila pushes my robe open completely and examines my boobs. Her fingers just brush my flesh as she holds the robe. My heart trip-hammers in my chest. I’m sweating, but it’s not because of the steam room. My nipples plump up and stiffen, and I pray she doesn’t notice. I tell myself to stop being so self-conscious around Lila. She’s already played with my tits and made me come and did it in a room full of people. But it was dim, and I was drunk and so horny I wasn’t thinking straight. I’m sober now but still getting aroused. If Lila wants to have her way with me, I know I won’t stop her.

“Thanks, but yours are pretty perfect.” I fight the urge to touch her. Lila looks incredible naked, with her slim hips and small, perky boobs. Her nipples are puffing and pulling the barbells piercing them.

“I hope mine are still that perky when I’m…”

“When you’re my age?” I laugh, and it breaks the tension. “Don’t worry, I’m not offended. I’m pretty lucky, I guess. The girls are holding up well.”

“They’re so tempting. Your guys must go crazy.” She winks and brushes my boobs with a quick caress.

I close my eyes and bite my bottom lip. “They seem to like the girls. They enjoy them.”

“I can see why.”

Her hands are gone just like that. My eyes flicker open, and Lila is moving away through the swirling steam. I’m trembling as I slip my glasses into its pocket, hang my robe on the hook, and follow her. I see well enough without my glasses that I don’t walk into things. We spread our towels on the slick tile and sit. Lila isn’t subtle. She scoots closer to me and watches me with lusty intent. I squeeze my thighs together self-consciously as her eyes sweep down to my lap.

“This is fun,” Lila says.

“Yeah. Thanks for making me go out today. I’m not usually excited about sweating, but this feels good. Do you do a lot of spa days?”

“Not since a bachelorette party a few years ago and god, I needed that. Did a dry sauna that time, and it was fabulous. Had to sweat all those toxins out.”

“I can’t remember my last bachelorette party,” I say. “I think it was a girl from work, but there was no spa day. Just a lot of champagne, some bar hopping, and a few skeevy strippers. Oh, sorry, no offense.”

Lila laughs. “None taken. All the male dancers I’ve met are either sleazy or gay. I can’t believe some girls actually fuck them. If they’re willing to fuck you, they’re probably going to give you something.”

“That’s a pleasant thought,” I say, laughing. “I’ll make a note to never fuck a stripper.”

“At least no male ones,” Lila helpfully adds.

“No male ones,” I agree.

“You know, you’ve talked a lot about your guys. You haven’t talked much about girls,” Lila says.

“I’m not sure what you mean.”

“You said you think you’re too jealous to share your husband with another girl, but what if it’s just you? Does your husband feel the same way about you and other girls as he does about you being with guys?”

I smile. “You could say that. Is this just idle interest?”

“That depends on you. What are you interested in, Carol?”

I smile and drum up the courage to look her in the eyes. “I’m not really sure. I know this sounds like a cop-out, but I don’t always know I want something until it happens. I guess I’m just open to whatever happens.”

“You know, we’re not just a couple of girls hanging out. I like hanging out with you, Carol, but it’s not just about coffee and spa days. I think you’re hot.”

I’d be blushing if I wasn’t already heated up by the steam room.

“You’re hotter,” I say.

Lila brushes a stray hair back from my face and begins caressing my neck. It gives me the tingles all over. “Thanks. Have you been with another woman before?”

“We had that time in the club. Don’t you remember, Lila?”

“That was fun, but it was the tip of the iceberg. That’s it?”

“I had a massage a couple of months ago with a happy ending. I didn’t ask for it. It just happened.”

Lila laughs and puts her other hand on my thigh. I relax at her touch, opening her path higher. She scoots closer and our hips are touching. Lila is close enough that I see her clearly without my glasses. She’s a beautiful woman, and staring at her, all I want to do is kiss her. I feel like it’s written all over my face, and I wonder what she’s waiting for. I could just kiss her, but something holds me back.

“Seems like a lot of things just happen to you.”

“It feels like that these days,” I agree with a laugh.

My breath catches as her nails trace up my sensitive flesh, just short of touching my sex. I squirm on the seat impatiently, waiting for Lila to make her move. She really is toying with me. The twinkle in her eye says she’s enjoying it.

“Don’t you want to kiss me, Carol?”

“Yes.” It’s almost a whisper. Lila’s fingers brush my lips below, and I gasp.

“Then what are you waiting for? Kiss me, Carol.”

I do as I’m told. My lips crash into hers as my excitement overtakes me. Lila’s nails dig into the back of my neck, and her tongue thrusts into my mouth. She’s in control. We both feel it. I moan into our kiss and reach for her. Her toned body is hot to the touch and slick with sweat. I imagine I can feel the tattoo on her ribcage under my fingertips, but that’s silly. My hand slides forward, brushing her nipple. I tease the barbell there, making Lila groan. When I played with her tits in the couch dance room, she told me she likes having her piercings teased.

Lila nudges her fingers between my lips, stroking my slick furrow. Warm pleasure flows from my pussy, and as I moan, Lila breaks our kiss, nibbling on my bottom lip and drawing it out. Her fingers sweep upward and brush my clit while she kisses my neck just below my ear. Sharp teeth draw on my earlobe, and I hiss. It stings, and I like it.

“Mmm, you’re already so wet, Carol,” she whispers. “I’ve hardly touched you.”

“Lila…ohh…”

“I’ve been thinking about fucking you since the night we met. I know you’ve been thinking about it, too.”

My answer is a soft moan. Lila nibbles on my neck and expertly brushes her fingers along my slit. She brushes and teases my clit, but never directly attacks it. Lila isn’t like a guy, desperate to prove himself and get me off as quickly as possible. She’s enjoying making me squirm and moan. But Lila is as in control as any guy I’ve been with—maybe more so. Her nibbling on my neck is driving me insane, and when I can’t take it anymore, I pull her back into an intense kiss. My hands worship her breasts, tugging and flicking her nipple piercings until Lila trembles in my arms. She’s not the only one who can tease.

“Mmm…baby…you’ve got the perfect touch,” Lila murmurs between kisses.

I can’t speak to reply. I feel short of breath as I gasp in the humid, steamy air. Lila pays more and more attention to my clit, and she’s got me ascending towards an intense climax. My hips jerk all over the place, but she keeps her fingers right where they need to be. My cries grow louder. I fear someone might hear us from outside the steam room, but it’s so difficult to control myself. I’m panting and moaning Lila’s name.

A knock at the door pulls me back into myself, and I push Lila’s hand out of my lap, pulling as far away as the bench will allow. The door opens a crack, and a woman says, “It’s time for your scrubs.”

“Okay,” I pant. I shoot Lila a look as if it’s her fault we almost got caught. We both laugh, and the woman at the door must think we’re insane unless she heard me moaning from the hallway. She plays it cool if she did.
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We’re shown to a humid, tiled room with two massage tables in it. A shower stall occupies one corner, and a big sink on another. The woman, pleasant and trim, a few years older than me, hands us each a pair of bland, white cotton panties and directs us to undress and lie on the table. The woman leaves us, and Lila holds out the panties, laughing.

“I guess these aren’t your usual speed,” she says, grinning.

“My period panties are nicer than these,” I agree, joining in.

“They’re typical for the body wrap.”

“I’ve had spa panties before, but they also gave me a throwaway bra, too,” I say.

“Guess they don’t do that here. It would be a crime to cover those up anyway.”

“Stop it!”

I’m so frustrated from my orgasm denied that I’m trembling. Every nerve in my body feels on fire as if Lila could finish the job and make me come if she just comes over and brushes against me. Lord, do I want her to! That, and so much more. I’d be willing to forgo the remainder of the spa day if Lila and I could go somewhere and be alone. I’m not ready to show her how eager I am, so I try to play it cool.

We shed our robes, and we’re naked together again. I’m getting used to it. We step into our spa granny panties and hop onto the tables, which are just far enough apart for someone to walk between. I want to jump her on that table, but for now, we just share lusty glances.

Two women join us, pushing carts with their supplies.

“How are you? I’m Marcia, and this is Cinthia. We’re going to be taking care of you two today.” The taller of the women speaks. They both have black hair and look Hispanic. They are dressed in polo shirts and slacks.

“I’m Lila. This is Carol.” She rolls onto her side, unconcerned with flashing her breasts to the women.

“Is this your first time here?” It’s the shorter woman, Cinthia. She doesn’t have an accent at all.

“It’s mine. Carol?” Lila says.

“Nope, never been here before. It seems lovely,” I reply.

“You two are scheduled for our mojito sugar scrub, followed by our mojito wrap and a massage. Do you have any questions?” Marcia asks.

“Sounds delicious,” Lila replies.

“It sounds like it’s going to get us drunk,” I say.

“No amount of alcohol will make you as relaxed as we will. I promise,” Cinthia says.

The treatment begins with a vigorous cleaning. I can’t speak for Lila, but I have never been so thoroughly scrubbed by another human being. Marcia turns me this way and that and makes sure I’m clean everywhere. She must notice my thick, engorged nipples, but she doesn’t comment. I bite back moans because while the washing isn’t intended to turn me on, I can’t help my reaction after what Lila just did to me in the steam room. I can’t even look Marcia in the eye. Once we’re fresh and clean, the actual treatment takes place.

The women open their jars, and a powerful scent of mint fills the air, accompanied by undertones of sweetness. Lila makes appreciative sounds as Cinthia begins to work on her. Marcia massages scented oil into my skin, hands firmly kneading my flesh as she works the oil into my back and then down my legs. Her fingers swipe the insides of my thighs, and I flash back to Natalia’s intimate touch during my last massage. My heart beats faster, as Lila already has me incredibly aroused, but I don’t think Marcia is going to go there with me—not with two other women in the room. I wonder if I’ll ever be able to get another massage without the anticipation of a happy ending.

Once I am thoroughly oiled, the scrub begins, and I’m not sure how much I’m going to like this. Marcia wears a mitt and uses a firm hand working the mint-scented sugar scrub into my skin. It’s almost painful. I feel my dead cells being scoured away by Marcia’s strong strokes. She finishes with my back and works down over my butt, and I jump when she exfoliates that sensitive area. Marcia does the backs of my legs. I brace myself when she goes for my inner thighs. Beside me, I hear little ooos and ahhs from Lila, making me think she’s quite enjoying this treatment. By the time Marcia’s working on my calves, I get it. The skin left in her wake feels alive and awake. It feels like every pore on my back is open and breathing. I’m enthusiastic about the scrub when Marcia instructs me to turn over.

Marcia isn’t shy about where she touches when she oils my front. She starts with my belly—which tickles and has me squirming—and moves right to my breasts. Her touch isn’t sexual at all, but her slippery, massaging hands feel amazing. My thick, pink nipples go dark and extend, responding to her touch. Marcia massages my nipples, too, and I tremble, barely biting back a moan. It’s embarrassing, but I’m sure Marcia’s seen it all before, and she doesn’t bat an eye.

Lila has no embarrassment at all. She’s openly cooing and moaning while Cinthia works on her. I sneak a glance to my side and see Lila’s slender figure laid out on the table. Cinthia’s hands are everywhere. I wish it were me exploring Lila’s body with my hands.

The fun ends when Marcia begins the scrub again. She has my full attention when she rubs my sensitive areas. My tender breasts are not spared, nor are my inner thighs. She’s expert at moving my body and manipulating it so she gets everywhere without ever touching where she shouldn’t. I don’t know if I would say the scrub is relaxing while it happens, but it leaves me invigorated. My entire body is aware. I swear I feel the stir of the air moving over me when Marcia is finished.

Marcia and Cinthia pack up their wares and instruct us to use the corner shower to rinse our bodies of the remaining scrub and oils. They leave, and I lie on the table to pull myself together, but Lila hops right up and wiggles out of her spa panties, coming to the side of my table.

“Amazing, wasn’t it?” she asks.

“I feel so alive. I want to run and find a yoga class.”

“That could be fun. So could other things.” Lila’s eyes sweep up and down my nearly nude body.

“They could,” I agree.

I finally have my chance and nudge Lila’s arm aside to read her tattoo. I am not a big fan of script tattoos like that, but she pulls it off. The words are just large enough to read without being so large as to be ostentatious. It seems more personal than a look at me gesture. In three lines, the tattoo reads, Our happiness depends on ourselves. So true.

“What inspired your tattoo?” I ask, tracing the words with my fingers. The black script feels slightly raised under my touch.

“It’s something I heard long ago and I always think of it during tough times. Too many people look for their happiness in other people or things. It’s always important to remember your happiness truly does depend on you and only you,” Lila answers.

“That’s beautiful, and I couldn’t agree more. I think I spent too many years looking to other people for my happiness. It’s why I stayed too long in my first marriage.”

“I know it sounds selfish, Carol, but always remember, It’s all about me!”

Those words strike me with a particular resonance. Isn’t that what I’m doing with my guys? It is all about me when I’m with them, and I love it. And with John, our marriage has become all about me and my pleasure. John gets off on what I’m doing, but I’m not doing it for him. I see my guys because I want to and because of the way they make me feel. To be blunt: John’s enjoyment of my hobby is a pleasant side effect of what I do, not the reason. I know he understands that, but it feels cold to put it so starkly. Maybe I should have Lila’s tattoo.

Lila makes her point by trailing her fingers down between my tits and tickling my belly button, but only for a moment. Her fingers continue their downward journey. Fingernails trace over my mound, making me shake. Her nails dance on my inner thighs, and I squirm and moan. Lila brushes my lips, and I whimper from her teasing.

“Lila…what are you doing…”

“Making it all about you, Carol,” she smiles down at me and nudges fingers between my lips, opening me.

“I…I…” I have trouble forming words.

Her fingers move in little circles, working toward my clit. She touches my clit, and I cry out, biting my bottom lip. It doesn’t keep me quiet.

“We were in the middle of something back in the steam room, weren’t we? I hope we’re not interrupted this time,” Lila says.

“Oooo…mmm…”

“Relax, Carol. Let me take care of you. That’s it, just relax and go with it, Carol…”

Lila makes it easy. Her manipulation of my clit is expert. Her other hand gathers one of my breasts to massage. She pinches my thick nipple, giving it a tiny twist and pulling.

“Yess…” I hiss, arching my back off the table. “Ooo god…Lila…yesss…”

“You like a little pain. Good to know, babe,” Lila taunts.

“Ahhh…I…I…” I can’t answer.

My orgasm approaches quickly, like a runaway train, and Lila stands over me, watching, studying my every reaction to her touch. I twist and turn on the table. The pleasure from her stroking of my clit is almost too much, and my instinct is to escape, but her fingers stay on my slippery clit, and it feels like she controls me by pinching my nipple. I helplessly moan her name over and over, my tone growing louder and plaintive. I want Lila to make me come. I need her to. She seems to sense this, and I know she’s drawing it out, flicking and rolling my clit, but backing off before I can climax.

I cannot let it be all about me—as much fun as that would be. I want to learn Lila’s body, too. I reach for her, trembling hand only steadied when I grasp her. I’m shy no longer. I push my hand right between her thighs. Lila is just as wet as I am, and my fingers slide up inside her. I mean to tease her clit too, but I can’t focus that much when she’s rubbing my pussy, so I slip my fingers right inside her. I feel like a clumsy guy, but Lila seems to like it.

“Mmm…fuck yeah, Carol. Like this, babe.”

Lila takes hold of my hand—freeing my nipple—and guides it. It’s more like she has me massaging her pussy instead of fucking her with my fingers. Her hips get moving with the same fluidity she uses on stage. It’s like she’s using my fingers to get off rather than having me do the work. But she only enjoys it for a moment. Lila moves, and my fingers slip out of her.

“Oh!” I exclaim when she pulls my legs apart, lifting one leg over her shoulder and turning my hips toward her.

The position is more awkward than if Lila went to the end of the table and pulled me down, but we’re both flexible enough to make it work. We won’t have to hold the position long anyway. Lila dips her face between my legs, spreading me open with both hands. Her tongue darts at my pussy, tasting me. I can’t reach her pussy any longer, so I grab her butt and dig my nails in when her tongue tap dances on my clit.

“Ohmygod…ohmygod…yesss…yesss…Oh!” I cry.

Lila slurps at my pussy and sucks on my clit, darting her tongue across it. Fingers slip inside me, curling to find my G-spot. It’s all enough to light my fuse. It’s a short fuse, and Lila has me coming in moments.

“Yes! Yes! Ohmygod! Oh…my…god!”

I curl into the fetal position, trapping her face against my pussy. She keeps sucking on my clit, and a second orgasm rumbles through me. That proves too much. I push her away. I fear I’ll pass out if I don’t. Oh my god, does that woman know how to lick pussy! Lila leans back against the other table, watching me again. She looks oh-so-pleased with herself.

“Oooo…” I sigh, trying to get my trembling under control.

“That was fun. I’m going to grab a shower and rinse off while you hang out there,” Lila says, blowing me a kiss and heading for the shower stall in the corner. She’s so casual about it I laugh.

I have no intention of letting Lila shower alone. I’m weak in the knees when I hop off the table and grab its edge for balance. My skin is so sensitive from the scrub that it feels strange to move. I tell myself that sensitivity is why I came so hard for Lila. Sure, that’s the reason. She has the water on when I reach her, and she faces inward, rinsing her breasts. The stall is just large enough for two, and I squeeze in with her.

“Mmm, I was hoping you wouldn’t just lay there,” she says.

I wrap my arms around Lila, cupping her breasts while mashing mine against her back. There is no showerhead above us, but there are three down the walls on either side of us, spraying our entire bodies with warm water. Lila places her hands over mine, encouraging me to play with her breasts. I tease her nipples and can’t resist playing with the barbell piercings. She coos and rubs back against me.

“I love the way you play with my tits, Carol. You’ve got the perfect touch,” she says.

“I’m just guessing. This is all so new to me,” I reply, turning my face from the spraying water.

I hold my breath and turn back to nibble and suck on the side of her neck. She tastes of mint and sugar from the body scrub. Lila moans appreciatively. She guides one of my hands down to her pussy, pressing my fingers into her cleft. It’s all the guidance I need, and I rub her slit the way I like it, hoping she’ll like it too. All the times I’ve played with myself in the shower, I never thought I’d be doing it to another woman.

“Yeah…yeah…Carol…yeah…do that…mmm…”

Lila writhes back against me, slippery with water. I steal breaths when I can, kissing anywhere my lips can reach otherwise. She turns in my arms, and we’re kissing. It feels like everything is moving so fast, and I go on instinct.

With water spraying from all sides, Lila guides me to her breasts to suckle her. My teeth click against those piercings when I nibble on her. She cries out, twisting her fingers in my hair, which is now soaked. I think we’re only supposed to be rinsing our bodies, but now I’m drenched. I don’t care. Let the attendants think what they will. Lila nudges me downward, and I go with it until I kneel on the tile before her.

“Mmm…Carol…I love your mouth…”

Faced with her smooth, shaved pussy, I go for it. Lila spreads her lips for me, and I slide my tongue in there, faking the confidence I lack. I’ve tasted myself, both on lovers’ fingers and their cocks, so her taste is not alien. Pussy is not sweet like erotica would have one believe. It’s tangy, maybe even a little tart. I don’t readily admit it to my lovers, but I like tasting myself and I discover I like Lila’s taste even more. It’s diluted by the water streaming down her body, but that only makes me push my tongue deeper to taste her.

I hold her hips and press my mouth tightly to her. I try to breathe through my nose, but it’s difficult with all the water spray. I think the lack of oxygen makes me dizzy because I attack Lila’s pussy with a crazy single-mindedness. My tongue is all over her clit, covering it like delicious ice cream.

“Yeah…yeah…Carol…fuck…do it…do it…like that…oh fuck…Carol…”

Lila’s moans drive me to lick and suck, almost like I’m trying to get inside her. My tongue lashes her clit over and over. She holds my head with one hand, and I hear her slap the wall with the other. Her cries get higher and higher in pitch until she yelps so loudly it echoes in the shower.

“Yes! Fuck! Carol!” Lila shouts.

Her nectar floods my mouth, and I lap it up until I know I’m going to pass out if I don’t pull away to breathe. I fight against her grasp and begin to panic when I run out of air, but she finally releases me. I fall back unceremoniously onto my butt. I suck in a deep gasp of oxygen and hear Lila giggling.

“Do you need a hand up?” she asks.

“You almost killed me!” I answer, laughing and accepting her hand.

“There are worse ways to go.”

Lila pulls me into her arms, and we kiss passionately. It feels so natural now. I love how her nude curves feel against mine. It’s so different from being with my guys.

“We’d better get cleaned up, or we’re definitely gonna get caught,” she says.

“You didn’t seem so worried about that a minute ago.”

“You had me a little distracted. Damn, Carol. Are you sure you’ve never done that before?”

“I guess I’m just a natural.”

We both laugh and get to the actual purpose of the shower, cleaning ourselves of the remaining body scrub. Feeling Lila’s hands all over me gets me going all over again, but it can’t go any further because the attendant knocks on the door, asking if we’re ready for our massages. Laughing, we tell her we need a minute. The look on her face when we emerge tells me she heard us earlier and while the old me would have turned red with shame, I actually enjoy her judgment. I can never return to this spa, but it was worth it!
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My spa day with Lila was perfect, and while it left me relaxed, I was still incredibly horny. I love the way she touched me and how she made me come so hard, but when she dropped me off at home, I needed it as much as ever. I spent the rest of the afternoon wrestling with whether I’m bi now or if I’m just experimenting. I’ve concluded that it would be dishonest to deny that I find other women sexy. I want to explore more with Lila. At the same time, I know I still love men more, and as great as those orgasms were, I still need cock. Specifically, I need my husband to fuck me as soon as I can get him alone.

It’s a typical family evening at home. I prepare dinner, and the kids work on their homework. John splits custody with his ex, and her mother picks Isabella up after dinner. Brandon indulges us with a late evening Scrabble game. I know he thinks he’s just humoring his mom, who thinks we need to spend more time together, but I know Brandon enjoys spending time with us. He’s fourteen and can be surly like any kid, but he’s really sweet. Brandon helps me clean up the tiles after John trounces us both and clears out to the family room, throwing on his headphones to join in on some online gaming. It’s early, but I tell John I’m going to head up to bed, hoping he’ll take the hint.

“Hey, close that door,” I tell John when he appears.

I’m changing when he comes into the bedroom. It’s a warm evening, but not hot, and we’re trying to be smart about money, so the air is off. I slip into a thin cotton shorty nightgown with lacy trim. I don’t bother with panties because I’m hoping they won’t stay on anyway.

“The spa day must have been something. You only glow like this when you come back from seeing Conner, Carol.”

I smile and sit up on the bed, not bothering to adjust the nightgown when it rides up on my lap.

John’s been showing more jealousy of Conner lately, but when I ask him about it, he always puts me off, saying it’s all in my head. He always has an excuse for it: either because I forgot to take video and pictures, or I didn’t tell him ahead of time that I planned to see Conner. I can see John’s point, but it still bothers me. I thought we were past the point where I need ask permission. John is my husband, but asking for permission rubs me wrong. And I do feel bad when I don’t bring home a video for him, but John’s got to understand that’s not always practical. Sometimes, when I see Conner it’s just a quickie, and sometimes, I just get so carried away that I forget. Isn’t that what John says he wants? He wants me to lose myself in my sexuality, he says. That’s great, but he needs to realize that can’t always be controlled.

I don’t make an issue of his jealousy because I really need to get laid. Instead, I say, “Come closer, and I’ll tell you all about it, Daddy.”

John sits beside me, half turned to face me. He’s eager to hear about my day with Lila, and I wager if I reached into his shorts, I’d find he’s already getting hard. I lay my hand casually on his leg but don’t go for the goods.

“I hope you’re not mad that I went out with Lila.”

“No, you can see her any time you want. You need more friends like her.”

“I’m sure she has more friends she could introduce me to,” I tease, thinking of her friend Kayla. Thinking of Kayla, however, makes me jealous.

“Was it all mani-pedis and facials?” he asks.

“We had a steam and body wraps and massages. It was nice and relaxing.”

“Sounds like it. I could use a massage. So that’s it? You had your treatments and came home?”

“We had our treatments and came home.”

John looks disappointed. He was hoping for a juicier story. I know I shouldn’t tease him, but the Conner thing has me annoyed. I let him stew for a minute and finally admit, “We might have misbehaved at the spa.”

“Really? How did that happen?” John’s smile is back, wider than ever.

“You know how it is when we girls get together. It’s just like how sleepovers lead to pillow fights. Lila and I were naked in the stream room together, and I guess we just couldn’t help ourselves. She’s so sexy, and you know what a slut I’ve become, Daddy. Are you mad that I misbehaved?”

“Well, I won’t know what kind of punishment is appropriate without knowing what happened.” John’s voice drips with excitement.

“I tried to be good, Daddy, but Lila wouldn’t let me. We were sitting and talking, and she just started touching me. Lila’s so sexy I didn’t want her to stop.”

“You got wet, didn’t you, Carol?”

I nod and bite my bottom lip, hoping it gives off an innocent vibe. I turn on the bed to face him, and my nightie pulls higher. My lap is exposed. I part my thighs for emphasis, just in case John isn’t paying attention, but I needn’t have worried. His eyes are drawn right down to my pretty little slit. I like that he doesn’t try to hide it. One of the great things about being married for so long is that John and I don’t have to be coy or play games.

“You’re wet now, I bet.”

My thighs part further as I rise on my knees on the bed. The nightie drops into place to cover me, but John doesn’t need to see his target to reach it. His hand slides smooth as silk between my soft thighs and my slick lips yield to his fingers, exposing my excited heat to him. John rubs his fingers along my slit, and I close my eyes, moaning when he pays special attention to my clit.

“Did Lila touch you like this?”

“Mmm, sort of. But it felt different,” I moan.

“Gentle-like? Delicate?”

“Something like that,” I agree, letting him go with the stereotype.

John pushes two thick fingers deep inside me. I gasp and tighten around them. He keeps them still inside me and waits. I take the bait, unable to help myself. I begin rocking on his fingers, tilting my hips so the tip of his thumb presses into the flesh above my clit when I move. John watches me keenly. He’s always loved watching me like this. Maybe that’s where I get my exhibitionist streak from. I’ve just expanded from an audience of one.

“What did you do, Carol? Did you sit there and let her get you off?”

“No,” I reply, shaking my head and closing my eyes. “There wasn’t time. But I touched Lila. I wanted to make her feel good, too.”

“You wanted to lick her pussy, didn’t you, Carol, you naughty girl?”

“Yes, Daddy. I wanted to taste her.”

John utters a strangled sound like he can’t handle the feelings pinging around inside him. “My little slut,” he moans.

“Yes, Daddy. I’m your little slut. Mmm…”

I’m so wet his fingers move easily inside of me, and my juices run down his hand.

“It was so frustrating when we ran out of time. I wanted to scream.”

“Did you take care of each other in the changing room?”

“No…ahhh…no, Daddy. After our…after our wraps…she touched me…licked me…oh god, Daddy…”

The closer I get to climax, the harder it is to talk. My eyes flutter open, and I see John’s pulled out his cock with his free hand, and he’s stroking it. I push his hand out of the way, taking over. Forget his fingers, I want that cock inside me.

“Daddy…please…fuck me…”

“You want me to fuck you, Carol? Didn’t you come enough today?” John is playing with me, but his voice is thick with lust. He wants it just as much as me. Maybe more.

“Yes…Daddy…please…I need you…”

“I’ll tell you what, Carol. You can fuck me instead.”

John lays back on the bed, his head propped up by pillows, and I pull his shorts and underwear down. I don’t bother with his t-shirt—it’s not in my way. I straddle him—with a tight grip on his cock—and fit it inside me.

I love that feeling when a cock first enters me. There’s always that ripple of excitement and anticipation—that shiver of pure pleasure that rocks through me. It can be more intense, depending on the person, but it always makes my heart skip a beat.

I settle right down onto John, grinding as my hips do all the work. His hands go right to my hips, subtly guiding my motion. I pull my nightie up over my head and toss it away. John’s forearms make for convenient handholds, and I grip them tightly as I begin to slide and thrust myself onto him.

“She…uhnn…she made you come…” John grunts.

“Yeah…yeah…Lila went down one me…right on the table…mmmm…”

“That’s so damn hot, Carol. You’re so damn hot…”

“And I…I…in the shower…I…ohmygod…I licked her…pussy…”

“Fuck…Carol…”

“Oooo god…oooo god…”

“You’re so…so slutty…”

“You love it, Daddy!”

“I do. I love my slutty girl!”

“Oooo god…oooo Daddy…ohmygod…”

John’s fingers dig into my hips. He’s thrusting off the bed, driving up into me. I lean back, holding onto his arms, my hair swinging behind me as I ride him harder. The mattress creaks beneath us, and I hear myself squishing around him. This is what I needed. This is what I needed all day.

“Oh…ohhh…uhnn…”

I feel my husband explode inside me, and he stops moving, his cock pulsing as it unloads deep. I work my hips faster, determined to come on his cock before it deflates. I’m so close, and suddenly I’m there, crying out at the ceiling and arching my back to jam my pussy down onto him. I pulse around him like I’m trying to milk every last drop out of him. I tremble, and then, weak as a kitten, I fall onto John, sighing when his arms envelop me. We’re both sweaty and stick together, but I don’t care. I can take another shower before bed. His flaccid cock remains partially inside me, and my pussy flutters around it with each aftershock.

“God, that was so good, babe. You have no idea how much I needed that,” I sigh.

“Even after your day with Lila?” John sounds surprised.

“It was awesome with Lila, don’t get me wrong, but I need you, babe.”

John squeezes me tighter. “You really are insatiable, Carol.”

“I hope that’s not a problem.” I laugh.

“I love it. You’re incredible, Carol.”

“So, you don’t mind my dates at all?”

“You know I don’t.”

“Really? Sometimes I wonder. If it all gets to be too much, you need to say something. I can’t read your mind.”

“It’s really fine, Carol. You know I’m on board. But I guess…”

“Yes?”

“I guess I just want to be more in the loop as much as possible.”

“I promise I’ll try harder. I want you to enjoy this just as much as I do.”

John laughs. “I don’t know if that’s possible.”

“Maybe not,” I concede. “But I want it to be good for you, too.”

“And if you slip up, I’ll just have to punish you.”

“Mmm, that might make me slip up. Do you still want to punish me for today, Daddy?”

I feel his cock twitch inside me when I say daddy.

“I’ll think of something, Carol.”

“I can’t wait, Daddy.”
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Days pass, I go back to work without John “punishing” me, and it slips from my mind. I was hoping he would bring out my collar again, or at least tie me down to our bed, but nothing comes, and I decide it was just idle pillow talk—a sexy threat made in the afterglow of our lovemaking that sounded sexy at the time but had no intent behind it. It’s a shame. When I think about my husband taking control of me, one of the things about being shared that arouses me the most is how he has the right to share me because I belong to my husband.

The days are not event-free. I see Conner one day, both before and after work. I am sure to text John and let him know—keeping him apprised of my activity without asking his permission. He doesn’t object, and he’s thrilled with the video I provide later. It’s difficult to hold my phone in a good position while Conner is fucking me in the minivan, but I figure it out because it’s important to John.

Noah and Mateo keep in touch, but we can’t find time to hook up with each other. I can’t explain it, but I feel I must schedule a date with those two instead of spontaneously meeting them the way I often do with Conner. Quickie dates with Conner feel fun and naughty, like a bite-sized escape from everyday life. Seeing Noah and Mateo is like a marathon. I know they are going to take me and use me until they’re done, and it will be hours. It’s physically and emotionally exhausting—not something I can sneak out and do and get back to my day. I want to see them again, but I must find time to do it.

Lila quickly becomes one of my favorite people because she’s so chill. I’m dying to see her again, but she gets it because she’s busy too. We always have time to share sexy texts and pictures, though. My heart beats a little faster every time my phone chimes with a new text message, hoping it’s from Lila. She’s become my sounding board before I share something to Reddit, and I’m not sure if that’s a good idea or not. Lila pushes me to take more risks and expose myself more. What started as a fun hobby has turned into something of an obsession. My problem is that I like it when Lila pushes me to be daring. The way it makes my heart race and dampens my pussy rivals when I think about my guys.

I take a picture of what’s under my scrubs every time I work now. It would be so easy to slip into the ladies’ room and snap a quick picture with my scrubs pulled up or down, but Lila forbids it. That’s not daring enough, she insists. I’m to find a new hidden corner of the hospital for each new photo and something must come off for each one.

I snuck into the X-ray room one night and snapped a photo in nothing but my panties and was nearly caught. My hands were shaking when I scurried away and secreted myself in a supply closet until I calmed down. Lila told me what a brave girl I was and said I needed a reward. She video-called me and praised me while I shoved a hand into my panties, and with Lila’s encouragement, I came in record time. I know the downside of such risky behavior, but I can’t seem to help myself.

My Reddit fans love the new riskier, more explicit photos. Lila knows what guys like. The number of likes my photos receive in my MILF and Gone Wild subreddits has skyrocketed. All those likes and the comments that come with them only encourage me to push my boundaries further. As if I need encouragement.

John loves it when I post new photos. I think he follows my likes and comments as closely as I do. I genuinely don’t understand how he is so excited to share me with thousands of strangers, yet he’s jealous when I see Conner. Lila suggests I recruit John to help me with my photos, and I plan a bedroom photoshoot. My husband takes to it immediately, directing poses and gradually encouraging me to strip out of my lingerie. I see his cock standing out in his shorts while I roll around nude in the middle of our bed. In the back of my mind, I think, He’d better have locked that door!

“You’re not getting my face in any of these, right?” I ask. I’m lying on my stomach, legs bent at the knees with ankles crossed in the air.

“No, you’re good. If I slip up, you can crop it out anyway.” John is behind me with my phone, snapping photos. I self-consciously brush my honey-blonde hair over the side of my face to make sure he won’t get it. “Roll onto your back,” he orders.

“You’re enjoying this too much.”

I comply, rolling over and putting my hands behind my head.

“Smile, Carol.”

“You’re not getting my face,” I remind him.

“Just your smile. It’s hot when the girls show their smiles but not the rest of their faces. No one will know you from your smile.” When I hesitate, John adds, “Come on, do it.”

I smile, wondering just how distinctive my mouth and chin are. I tilt my head because I can feel the skin under my chin bunching, and I don’t like it—not a concern I ever had when I was younger.

“You really are so fucking hot, babe.”

“Glad you still think so.” My smile goes wider.

“Everyone thinks so, Carol. The boys can’t get enough of you. The guys on Reddit go crazy for you. I think you missed your calling.”

“Yeah?”

“You could have made a fortune in porn.”

“Really?” I push up and lean back on my elbows behind me. It presents my breasts alluringly, and John snaps away. “I don’t know how I feel about that.”

“I meant it as a compliment.”

“I know, but I’m worth more than making my living on my back.”

I know it’s judgy, but I can’t help thinking of women who do porn as women without other options. I’m intelligent and capable. I don’t need to fuck for money to make my way in the world. I know my husband means well, but I don’t think a man can understand how that’s not really a compliment.

“I know, Carol. I’m just saying that when you’re that good at something, you should get paid for it.”

“How would you feel if I fucked for money? I could go pro. You said it yourself. Everyone wants to fuck me.”

John looks confused. “I don’t know. I never thought about it. I wasn’t saying you really should be a prostitute or do porn.”

“But you suggested it. You said I should get paid for it. Is that how you see me now? Do you see me as a prostitute because I’m screwing other men?”

“You know I don’t, Carol.”

“Maybe I don’t. Maybe you do see me differently now.”

“Listen. If you’re a porn star, you’re my porn star.”

“You like that. I see it in your eyes.”

I really do see it there. I know that man, and I know he’s thinking about me doing porn right now. His eyes are glazing over, and his breathing is getting heavy. If John keeps going like this, he will come in his shorts. I’m not really angry with him, but I am piqued. It taps into my greatest fear that John will never see me the same way again after all this. I know I am behaving like a whore, but I don’t want my husband to see me that way—not really.

“You know I like watching you…” His words trail off.

“Watching me fuck?”

“Yeah, Carol. I like watching you fuck. And you like being watched, don’t you?”

The heat between us is causing heat between my thighs. I flex my thighs together, the pressure bringing ripples of pleasure.

“Yes,” I admit, my voice going lower.

“I like watching you be a whore because you love being a whore. Don’t you, Carol?”

“John…”

“Open your legs.”

I hesitate. I don’t usually take photos that graphic.

“Do it, Carol. I want to see how wet showing off makes you. I want everyone to see.”

The dominant edge in his voice quickens my pulse.

“Okay…Daddy…”

“That’s it. Show us. Show us how wet you are.”

I not only part my legs, but I touch myself, opening my petals to show my glistening pink. I stare right at the camera as I do, and I imagine all those men out there looking at my pictures on their phones and getting hard. John doesn’t have to tell me to touch myself. My slender fingers trail up and down my slit. I quake and gasp.

“You’re my porn star because you love showing off that body, Carol.”

“Yes…Daddy…”

“You want us to want you.”

“Yesss…”

“You want us to fuck you.”

“Yesss…Daddy…god…”

“You love being a whore, Carol.”

“Yesss…ohgod…yesss…Daddy…”

“You can’t help yourself. You have to fuck Conner. You let Noah and Mateo fuck you in that cheap motel room.”

“Oooo…ohmygod…Daddy…I’m a whore…I’m sorry…”

“Don’t tell me you’re sorry. I love my little whore.”

“Oooo god…”

“I’m making a video for Reddit. Now everyone will know.”

“No! D…d…daddy…John…”

“Don’t tell me no. You belong to me!” John is stern, almost angry.

My pulse pounds wildly. The crazy jolts of pleasure shooting through my body rule me. I should stop, but I can’t. I need to come. John—my daddy—is correct. I am a whore!

“Oooo god! Ohmygod! Ohmygod! Mmm…”

I come, and I howl, locking my thighs around my soaked hand. I’m stiff and trembling. John rushes me while I’m coming, dropping his shorts. His cock points at me accusingly. John drags me to the side of the bed and shoves his cock at me. It bounces all over my face when I don’t open my mouth quickly enough, leaving trails of sticky precum. My phone is still in his hand, and all I can think of is that he’s going to post this on Reddit, too. I’m wild with fear, but I’m also so aroused I can’t think. John presses his cock to my mouth, and it opens.

“That’s right, open up. Open up and take it like a good little whore. You can’t deny me, Carol. You suck their cocks. You can suck mine!”

I try to protest, but it comes out muffled by my mouthful. John thrusts into my mouth, grabbing the back of my head and holding the phone in his other hand. I stare up at him helplessly, then at the camera. I think about all those men seeing me used like this. Ohmygod. My hand is back on my pussy, and I suck him hard as I can. But John is in control. He’s using my mouth. He pushes into my throat, and I gag, and he fucks my mouth harder. John’s never been like this before, not even when I’ve been tied down. It’s always been more about teasing punishment, not just using me. Even when he’s spanked me, it’s been to tease. John is as out of control as I am.

“You’ll do what you’re told or be punished! You’ll suck me. You’ll suck me. You’ll learn to behave, Carol.”

Yes, Daddy! Oh god, yes! I think.

John explodes down my throat, and I cough it up. He comes in my mouth, and it bubbles between my lips and runs down my chin. I suck until I have every last drop, and John stumbles away from me. He looks as shocked as I feel by what just happened. In a daze, I wipe my mouth and stare at the camera as I lick my fingers clean. I shudder with a fresh orgasm.

We’re silent after that. I go to the bathroom and clean up, snatching my phone away from him. I don’t think he’ll post any of that without my permission, but I’m not taking chances. When I return, John is on the bed, and I can’t read him.

“You don’t really think we’re posting any of that, do you?” I ask.

“Not the blowjob,” he agrees.

“Any of it.”

“A lot of women post videos. Guys love them. Your face isn’t in that part.”

“I’ve never done that,” I protest.

John smiles and says, “There’s a lot of things you’d never done, until you did.”

“I don’t know, John.”

I realize we’re talking about the video because we don’t want to talk about how weird things just got. I crawl into bed with him and snuggle with him. I don’t know which bothers me more, how aggressive John got or how much I liked it. I don’t know what to think.

“Let’s sleep on it. I think it would be cool.”

“It’s not your body getting put out there,” I say, realizing I was just telling him the opposite. I think about John punishing me if I refuse. Why does that make me want to refuse?

“Just think about it,” he presses.

“I’ll think about it. I don’t want to disappoint you, Daddy.”
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I post a short masturbation clip, but only after letting John twist in the wind. The thing is, the more I considered it, the more I wanted to do it. I just didn’t want John to know that. He promises punishment for making him wait, and I smile and tell him I’m looking forward to it. I don’t believe he’ll follow through after the last empty threat. We still don’t talk about it, but I know he’s shaken by how things got between us that night. He overcompensates with kindness afterward. John won’t be worked up like that again. I wish he would. I like him making me feel like a toy, the way Noah and Mateo do. It pushes me to make plans with them again.

The guys are thrilled when I tell them I want to see them soon. But it’s strange. They don’t seem surprised to hear from me. I don’t dwell on that. I’m too excited about our date. I tell John about my plans, and he’s thrilled, too.

“That’s a great idea. Are you guys going to get a room or come here?”

“I don’t know. I think we should get a room. I don’t know if I want to do it here. I know Conner’s been here, but bringing Noah and Mateo over feels different. What I do with them feels different. That’s silly, isn’t it?”

“I don’t think so. I’m all for whatever makes you feel comfortable,” John says.

I give him a big hug. “I’m such a lucky girl to have a man who’s so generous with me.”

“That’s me. Mr. Generous. Where are you guys going?”

“We don’t have that worked out yet. Do you, uh, want to come?”

“I don’t know, Carol. I don’t want to cramp your style.”

“I want you there, honey, but only if you want to be. If not, I promise I’ll bring you good videos.”

“I know. I trust you, Carol. Maybe I will join you this time. It might be fun. Besides, the boys probably need a reminder that you still have a husband.” He laughs.

“I tell them every time, honey. Don’t worry about that. They know I’m not really available.”
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My stomach is so filled with butterflies as I walk into the hotel bar that I felt all squirmy. It’s reassuring that after all these months that I haven’t become so accustomed to seeing other men that it doesn’t affect me anymore. I’m positively giddy, standing by the bar and scanning for Noah and Mateo. It’s crowded enough that they don’t jump out to me right away. The bar itself is curved, with a light wood border and a lit Lucite top, while the room beyond it is occupied by low tables surrounded by comfy, high-backed chairs. Muted music plays in the background. I spy Mateo beyond the curve of the bar, give him a little wave and a smile, and sway toward him, throwing an extra swish into my hips.

“You look amazing, Mami,” Mateo says, stepping away from the bar.

I step close for a hug, and his hand rests on the small of my back, just above the curve of my butt. We share a quick, soft kiss, and the masculine scent of his cologne makes me tingle.

“Is this outfit what you guys had in mind?”

Mateo steps back and takes me in, a grin pasted on his sensual lips. My guys told me they wanted me dressed sexy for our date, and I replied that I would do it if they did. Mateo is wearing a nice, black silk shirt that flows over his broad chest. I see it has a subtle pattern when I look closer. The shirt is paired with snug black slacks. Mateo certainly fits the bill. He looks like a present waiting to be unwrapped. I look forward to getting him upstairs.

“It’s perfect. You’re perfect, Mami.”

John picked my dress, a tight little indigo number with a black lace overlay. The front reveals a deep slice of my décolletage behind a lace panel. A deeper V cuts low in the back, making a bra impossible. Fortunately, the bar is warm, and my nipples aren’t perking up yet. My hair is down in waves, framing my face, where a smile plays on my lips from Mateo’s compliment. I move close to him again, and my lips linger on his neck for a moment—until I feel his pulse jump.

“That’s sweet, but you’re only saying that because you want to get into my panties.”

Mateo snickers. “I was actually hoping you weren’t wearing any.”

He orders me a dirty martini at the bar and leads me to a table, where Noah awaits—with a surprise.

“John, I thought you were hanging out with the boys tonight,” I say, unable to hide my shock. We’d discussed John coming along, but he opted not to, or so he said.

“These are my boys,” he says, clapping Noah on the shoulder. “I mean, they should be, right? I do let them fuck my wife.”

The feminist in me balks at John’s comment, but my newfound slutty side loves it, and I quiver in my core.

“You didn’t need to surprise me. We could have come together.”

I am bothered that John is making plans behind my back again. We’ve discussed this before, and John agreed to let me make my own arrangements. The first surprise was wonderful, but if we’re going to do this, I want to make my own decisions, not have sexual encounters sprung on me. I get that’s not exactly what’s happening here, but I can’t help feeling manipulated.

“Damn, you know how to bring it, Carol. Here, have a seat,” Noah says, patting the chair beside him.

Mateo pulls out my chair, and I sit to Noah’s left, shooting John a look across the little table. Mateo sits to my left. “This feels like a reunion. Maybe we should call Conner,” I suggest.

“He didn’t want to come tonight,” Mateo says. He can sense my annoyance and has the grace to sound embarrassed by leaving me out of the planning.

“What do you guys have planned for me tonight?” I ask, sounding upbeat. I sip my martini.

Here’s the thing. I’m annoyed with my husband but still excited about Noah and Mateo having their way with me. I’m not going to let John’s role in the evening dampen my mood. Maybe I’ll even be extra slutty with my guys so he can see just how much I love fucking them.

“Don’t be annoyed, Carol, honey,” Noah says, laying his hand on my thigh. I feel the heat through my black stockings. He nudges my hem up my thigh until his thumb strokes the lacy top of my thigh high. “Mmm, I was hoping those were thigh highs.”

“I know better than to wear pantyhose for an evening like this. You’d just rip through them.”

“That could be fun, too,” Noah says. “Now listen, Johnny had a good reason for surprising you tonight. He’s asked us to do something for him—and you.”

“Really?” I look at my husband, but his lips are buttoned. He doesn’t like being called Johnny but doesn’t correct Noah. It feels like Noah’s taken the lead with both of us. I can’t fathom why my husband would be deferring to Noah.

John squirms uncomfortably in his seat. Is it seeing Noah’s familiarity with me in person? He’s seen videos of me with other men, but he hasn’t experienced it since he arranged for Conner to fuck me in our bed. And John hasn’t seen Noah and Mateo thoroughly use me since all three guys were my birthday surprise that first night at the resort months ago.

“Only if you’re good with it,” Mateo says. He looks nervous, too. What the hell is this plan?

“You’re beginning to worry me.” I look at each of them, but only Noah will look me in the eyes.

“Nothing to be worried about. Here’s the thing, Carol. Johnny told us that you’ve been very bad. Very, very bad.”

“Oh.” It’s a simple comment. The stern look I give my husband conveys my real message: What the hell is going on?

“We’re going to punish you tonight,” Noah says simply, like he’s offering to take me to a movie.

“You’re what?” I ask, incredulous.

“I don’t think Johnny has the heart to really punish you the way you need it, so I told him I’d be more than willing to do the job. Mateo’s down, too,” Noah says.

“But only if you’re into this,” Mateo says. “Really. It could be cool, but only if you’re into it, Carol.”

“She’s into it, pal. We know she’s into it. Remember the bag with the sex toys?” Noah says.

Our bag of tricks. The guys saw it that first night we were together. I’d brought it on our weekend away, thinking John and I could have some fun. I had no idea he already had a plan that night. My guys didn’t get too deep into the bag, but they saw it. I was embarrassed for them to see it that night—to have my kinky side exposed. That feels so silly now, given all I’ve done with them, but those were more innocent times. I almost laugh out loud thinking it. Innocent times. I was already nude and had sucked their cocks when they found the bag of tricks. Was I really embarrassed that they saw I liked dildos and restraints?

I keep glaring at John, and he stays silent. We’ve never discussed playing those kinds of games with other people. It feels strange, wrong somehow. Giving my husband the trust to do those kinds of things to me—to dominate me—feels sacred. It’s not something I think I should share with someone else—even if it might turn me on. Okay, there’s no might about it. Even as my rational mind rejects the idea, something primal buzzes at the back of my brain. That primal part of me doesn’t care what my rational mind thinks.

It’s already quickened my heartbeat, and I feel that prickly mix of fear and excitement creeping over my flesh. I know if I looked down, I’d see my nipples hardened through my dress. My guys are not gentle with me, but they’ve never controlled me in that way. They’ve never been my masters. I know I should not let this happen. I should not give myself to another man—or men—in that way. That is only for my husband. But John wants it. I can see it written all over his face.

John’s forehead is beaded with sweat, and his breathing is heavy. He’s trying to control the signs and failing. It begs the question: if my husband doesn’t have a problem with this, why should I? John wants to give me to these men. So why am I resistant? Am I a moral hypocrite if I have reservations about anything sexual now?

I want to pull John aside and talk to him about this, but he had the chance to talk it out, didn’t he? I think he sprung it on me like this precisely because he didn’t want to talk about it. He took the easy way out and put it all on me. I tell myself, don’t do something stupid because you’re angry. Anger and excitement are a dangerous combination.

They are all waiting for me to say something. I feel it. I don’t know what to say. Noah makes it easy for me.

“Give it to me, Johnny,” he says.

My husband moves slowly, but he produces my collar. I haven’t worn that in ages. I involuntarily touch my throat as I watch John hand it to Noah.

“Are you ready, Carol, honey?” Noah asks, eyes boring into me, daring me to tell him no. He’s trying to take control already.

My mind screams, Don’t do it! I reach for the collar anyway, squeezing my thighs tight against the excitement building there. The throb that emanates outward makes me shiver.

“Put it on,” Noah instructs.

The people around us are all minding their own business and there’s enough background noise that even someone close would have to make an effort to eavesdrop. No one is staring, but I feel like everyone is. Am I really going to do this in public? It’s insanity. I squeeze my thighs tighter and almost gasp. I can feel my panties are soaked and clinging to me. The collar is a narrow black leather band with a small heart-shaped lock hanging from a ring in the front. It could pass as a fashionable choker, but anyone in the know would recognize it for what it is immediately.

My fingers tremble as I press the soft inside of the collar to my throat. The rivet holding the ring in place is warm from John’s pocket. I fluff my hair out when my hands slip to the back of my neck to ensure it’s not caught in the collar. The heavy snap at the back takes force, but I pop it into place. That sound always makes my heart pound, but never as much as tonight. My fingertips trace over the collar until I self-consciously drop my hands to my lap.

“That’s a good girl, Carol,” Noah says, smiling smugly. Mateo just stares like he can’t believe what he’s seeing. That makes two of us.

“Do you have the other thing?” Noah asks my husband.

John looks even more uncertain now. What could be worse than asking me to put on a collar in public? He looks from me to Noah and back. I see he doesn’t know if this is a good idea, which makes me even angrier that he didn’t discuss this with me first. I should get up and storm out, but at this point, we all know I’m not going to do that. The collar is having its usual effect on me. I already feel more submissive. I’d never embarrass my daddy in front of these other men, but he’ll hear about it later. Another thing, I am not calling Noah or Mateo Daddy.

I almost fall out of my chair when my husband hands over the next item. John tries to be subtle, palming it, but Noah takes it from his hand and holds it out for anyone to see. A shiny, bulb-shaped anal plug with a rose-colored gem on the base. I snatch it away, not so much because I’m eager for it, but I don’t want anyone to see it. It’s heavy and just large enough that I can’t hide it with just one hand.

“Ooo, you’re an eager one,” Noah taunts.

“You’re pushing it too far,” I warn him.

“You put on that collar, which means I can push it as far as I want. Doesn’t it, Carol?”

My mind shouts, Fuck you! No words come out of my mouth.

“Doesn’t it?” Noah asks again.

I stare defiantly at him, but then my eyes drop, and I nod. A ball tightens in the pit of my stomach, fear and excitement ratcheting up inside me.

“Now be a good girl, go to the bathroom, and put that in. Oh, and hand me your panties when you come back,” Noah says.

John shifts in his chair, looking everywhere but at me. I want him to speak. I want him to at least tell me this is what he wants me to do. I want to hear it from his lips. He can’t say it, though. My husband has surrendered me to these men with mute silence. It makes me feel less valued by him, which I know is not what this hotwife thing is supposed to be about. We’re going to have a long talk when we get home. In the meantime…

I smile sweetly for my guys and rise from my chair, slipping the anal plug into my purse.

“You might need this, babe,” John says. He presses a tube of lube into my hand when I pass him. How thoughtful.

The bathroom is through to the lobby, and I have plenty to think about on my walk to it. If I am so furious with my husband, why am I doing this? Yes, I’m insanely aroused, but that should not be cause to do something this bonkers. I’m a rational, professional, forty-year-old woman. People at work put their lives in my hands. I’m a responsible mother. Are these the actions of that kind of woman?

Submission to my husband is one thing, and I gladly do it. Publicly submitting to other men, even ones I’m fond of—like Noah and Mateo—is beyond the pale. And yet, doing so has me so weak in the knees that I can barely walk in my spiked heels. I just can’t stop myself. I realize then that I am not submitting to these men. I’m submitting to my own extreme desires. They will use me tonight, however they please, but they can never touch my real power. And it’s that realization that carries me through, even as I’m frightened by the control my desires exert over me these days. There must be a limit, doesn’t there?

The ladies’ room has no line, a relief. I take the handicapped stall without guilt. I’m going to need some room to maneuver. The lock clicks in place, and I hike up my dress, pausing just a moment to think before lowering my panties with a shimmy of my hips. It’s a shame my guys won’t see that pretty, skimpy scrap of indigo lace on my body. The panties go into my purse, and the plug comes out. It’s an expensive one. I don’t skimp on things that are going inside my body.

The high-quality aluminum alloy looks duller under the restroom's subdued lights. Most of the weight rests in the thick bulb, which connects to the gemmed cap with a thick stem. I stare at it in disbelief, wondering how I’m going to get it inside me. This thing is big, and my guys didn’t give me lube. John and I have only used it a couple of times, as anal play has never been a serious component of our bedroom play. It mostly stays in the bag of tricks waiting to be called into service again, as it has tonight.

I warm it in my hands first, recalling how cold it felt the first time John used it on me. I shrieked the first time he pressed that chilly metal to my puckered hole. That was a lesson learned. Once the plug is warmed, I hold my dress aloft with one hand and press the toy to my lips, sliding the tip up and down between them. I bite back a moan. I’m ridiculously horny even though no one’s touched me yet. I could quickly get myself off with this plug, but that’s not why I’m using it on my pussy. I’m drenched, and I hope that’s enough to lube the toy for my ass. The plug does feel great on my pussy, and I realize lubing it won’t be a problem. I slide it up and down, applying gentle pressure. My spiked heel taps on the toilet lid when I place my foot there, spreading my legs. A firm push and the plug pops right inside me.

Oh God! Dammit! The thick bulb fills my pussy, and I wonder how I’ve ever taken it in my ass. It feels too big for that but feels really good in my pussy. I tremble and brace my hand on the wall for support as my dress drapes over my busy hand. I don’t move the plug in and out but slowly twist and maneuver it inside me. Oooo god! Ohmygod!

I bite my lip, but it barely holds back my moans. I know it’s not just the toy. It’s doing something this crazy in a public restroom, and the reason I’m doing it—because my lover ordered me to. A quick, quaking orgasm rips through me, spiking in intensity when I pull the plug from my pussy. It’s literally dripping. That should be enough.

I try to steady myself, controlling my breathing, as I bend forward and pull up the back of my dress one more time. I must look absurd. I bend farther forward, trying to spread my cheeks and keep my dress from falling back down. I’m sorry, but there is nothing sexy about this. It feels so awkward that the high from my quickie orgasm fades fast. I fumble with it but manage to push the tip of the anal plug against my tight rosebud. I’ve taken it in the ass from my guys a few times over the past few months, so you’d think this would be easier. It’s not.

My anus feels as tight as ever as I press. My juices allow the plug to slide forward anyway. I whimper from the tearing sensation but push forward. I’ve learned to like anal sex quite a lot, but this does not feel the same as a cock pushing into my ass. The hard metal of the plug is unyielding. I hear someone out in the ladies’ room and pray they can’t hear my whimpering.

“Ahh!” I cry out when the plug pops inside me. My anus stings, and my ass throbs, fighting against the invader. My first instinct is to pull it right out, but I know that would only hurt more. I stay bent forward with my hands braced on the walls, trying to adjust. Thank god for yoga. A deep breathing technique I learned there helps me relax. I’ll be sure to tell my teacher how helpful her breathing exercises are for anal at the next class!

The throbbing changes. As I relax, it goes from pain to pleasure. The fullness reminds me of Mateo’s cock in my ass. All those nerve endings begin to tingle instead of screaming in pain. Yes! I stand straight, and the shifting of the plug inside me sends shocks to my pussy that weaken my legs and sends me bracing again. Okay. I take a deeper breath and understand I’ll have to get used to this. I’ve never actually tried to stand or move with the anal plug inside me. This is new.

I walk very carefully out of the stall with my dress in place. Baby steps. Even so, each step sends a throb rippling through my body as the plug shifts in my ass. Oh god! How am I going to make it back to the table? I could kill my guys for this. And yet, deep down, I’m loving it.

Another woman at the mirror gives me a nod of acknowledgment. I stop to check my makeup while I’m there. My features are strained like I’m trying to control myself, and the other woman must see it, too, because her eyes keep darting over toward me. She lingers on my collar, and I’m sure she recognizes the significance. A smile plays on her lips as she applies gloss. I get out of there as quickly as I can, which is not quick at all, with the plug shifting inside me.

I stay clenched while I walk back through the bar, terrified the anal plug will slip from me and clank on the floor. I would die! It feels like everyone is watching. Do they see something weird about my clenched little strut? My clenching it inside me just intensifies the effects, and I’m swooning by the time I reach the table and sit with my guys.

“Oh!” I cry out when I sit. I try to be careful, but the plug is squeezed inside me when I sit, throbbing out through my core.

John stares at me in disbelief. The look on my face and the flush in my cheeks must confirm for him I did it. I know tonight’s going to get wild. I hope my husband is ready for what he kicked into motion.

“I’m impressed, Carol. You never disappoint,” Noah says with a smug smile.

“You don’t want to check to make sure I did it?” I ask, a tremble in my voice.

“I can if you’d like,” he offers.

“You can take my word for it, for now.”

Noah’s voice takes an edge. “I could check if I wanted to.” He’s taking this master stuff seriously. I get a chill down my spine. His smile returns and he adds, “Wasn’t there something else you were to take care of in there?”

“Of course…sir.”

I dig into my purse and ball my panties in my hand. Noah doesn’t take them from me.

“Give them to Mateo. He deserves a souvenir of tonight.”

“Yes, sir.”

Mateo is enough of a gentleman to take my panties discreetly, although he does open the scrap lace to look at it in his lap. He can’t keep the smile from his lips, and I know he’s thinking about me sitting here without panties.

“Thanks, Mami. How does that ass feel?” Mateo says.

“It’s…strange. I don’t know how I feel about it.”

I feel incredibly filled sitting. Every little shift on the chair brings a fresh throb pulsing through me. The feeling is somewhere between pleasure and pain. I’m as turned on as much because sitting in a crowded hotel bar with an anal plug in is so dirty because of the actual sensation of it.

“You like it in the ass,” Mateo says as if it’s that simple. He would know. He’s probably been in my ass more than anyone.

“It’s not quite the same, honey.”

“We could use a new round of drinks. How about you hop up and get them for us, Carol?” Noah says.

I give him my best are you serious look.

“You could use a beer, couldn’t you, Johnny?” Noah asks my husband.

“Uh, yeah, I guess so,” John replies, draining the remainder of his glass. He watches me as he puts it down.

I feel like I’m being tested by my husband. Perhaps he thinks I won’t see this through. I have a darker thought; what if John wants to see just how slutty I can get. These men have already used me in just about every way possible, but I’ve never really submitted to them, not like this. Will this be confirmation for my husband that I really am a total slut? Is that what he wants to see?

“I could use another one, too,” Mateo says. He’s not as hard as Noah, but he’s enjoying watching me squirm.

“Don’t keep us waiting, Carol,” Noah directs.

“Of course, sir.”

Noah is thoughtful. “Sir seems too trite. Let’s try Dominus.”

“You’ve watched too much Spartacus, man,” Mateo says, laughing.

I resist the urge to stick out my tongue at him and tell Noah, “Yes, Dominus.”

“Ooo, that gave me the chills. Anyone else get the chills? Love you, babe,” Noah says.

I brace myself and stand, holding onto the table as I adjust to the plug shifting in me. When I stand straight, it’s clenched so hard between my cheeks that the throb tends more toward pain, but I push through, walking to the bar with deliberate steps. I catch the attention of a couple of men at the bar and smile when one makes eye contact. I almost want to tell him what’s going on under my dress just to see his reaction.

I shift from foot to foot as I stand at the bar waiting for our drinks. It allows me to squeeze my thighs together, crushing my mound, which sends waves of pleasure through my body. That feeling combines with the throbbing from the anal plug, and I’m swooning at the bar. My eyes open, and that guy is staring at me and smiling. He stares like he knows just how aroused I am, and he’d love to take me up to his room to help me out with it. I’d love to indulge him, but I already have more men than I can handle. He’ll have to find another night to get lucky.

The walk back to our table is easier as I begin adjusting to the sensation of walking with the anal plug inside me. It’s still as intense. I’m just getting used to acting normal with all those sensations running through me. I don’t even jump when the plug shifts when I bend over to place my guys’ drinks on the table. Noah tests me. His hand rests on my butt when I bend forward beside him. He gives a quick tap on my butt, which jolts the plug into my anus.

“Ah!” I cry, shooting upright and turning so his hand slips from my butt.

“Just making sure you’re paying attention,” Noah says, chuckling.

I refrain from a quick comeback, knowing Noah would punish me for it. I knew he was more devilish than the others, but I wouldn’t have predicted he’d take to the master role so readily. What other hidden depths does my young lover have?

Of the three, my personal connection to Noah has been the weakest. We have a strong sexual connection, but it’s been mainly about that while I’ve shared tender moments with both Conner and Mateo. I don’t fault Noah for not revealing himself to me. He might have the healthiest attitude about this. It’s difficult for me to be with these boys without forming an attachment.

I love Mateo’s sweet concern for me. Conner is beginning to feel like a boyfriend, which I know is dangerous. I struggle with having feelings for these guys when I’m a married woman. It’s not like that with Noah. Even as I crave a deeper connection with him, he’s always kept it about one thing—wild, passionate sex. It really is the safest way to do this. But seeing this new, dominant side of him is drawing me to Noah like never before.

Our small talk while we drink kills me. All I can think about is what my guys have planned for tonight. They seem content to pass the time discussing baseball, like we’re all just out having casual drinks instead of the real reason we’re here. The longer I sit there, the more I focus on the throbbing from my anal plug. My pussy is so drenched I swear I’m going to leave a wet spot on the back of my dress and the chair when I stand.

“It’s probably time we get upstairs, don’t you think?” Noah asks. He’s clearly running the show. Both guys nod in agreement. He turns to me. “Ready to go, Carol?”

“If that’s what you’d like, Dominus,” I say, words dripping with honey.

“I could get used to this. I might need to keep you, honey. Maybe we can work something out, Johnny.”

“She’s only on loan, not for sale,” my husband replies, finally declaring some possessiveness.

“I get it, man. I wouldn’t give her up either.”

Mateo offers a hand when we get up from the table, and I hold onto it, using him for balance as we walk out of the bar to the lobby. What must people be thinking, seeing me escorted to the elevators by three men? Do they assume I’m a prostitute they just picked up in the hotel bar? I don’t know that I’m dressed like a whore, even if I feel like one. We step into the elevator, and the doors close, swallowing us. My adventure is about to begin.


ten
. . .



I’m alone in the elevator with my guys, and Noah starts right in on me. He’s at my rear and mashes my butt in both his hands. It jostles the anal plug, and I whimper. It hurts so good. His fingers rub along my crack—through my dress—and when he finds the base of the plug, he taps it—hard. Over and over.

“Oooo…ohgod…oooo…please…please…” I gasp. Even I don’t know if I’m begging for him to stop or begging for more.

“Did you know your wife was so into anal, man?” Noah asks my husband, enjoying my display.

“Uh, we’ve played, y’know…nothing like this,” John replies uncomfortably.

“I bet she’s fucking soaked. Are you soaked, Carol?”

“Yeah…yes…Dom…Dominus…” I stutter through clenched teeth. My nails dig into Mateo’s hand. I hold onto my husband’s arm on the other side for support. It’s weird to be touching John while Noah is playing with my ass.

Noah teases me all the way to the 17th floor. Mateo almost has to carry me when the doors open. It’s a short walk to the room they’ve reserved. I use it to catch my breath. Mateo clasps my hand the entire time.

It’s a big single room with a king-sized bed. A chair is pushed in the corner, beside the desk, and under a stand lamp. Several of the toys from our bag of tricks are arrayed on the desk. I shiver, thinking about how my guys might use them on me. Noah walks past and sits on the edge of the bed. Mateo finally releases my hand and goes to stand beside him. John’s behind me. He’d have to push past me to get to the chair in the corner, which I assume is his post.

“You’re giving us Carol for the night, right Johnny?” Noah asks.

“Yeah,” John replies.

“And you want us to discipline her for you. You want her taught a lesson?”

“Yeah, that’s the plan, right?” John sounds impatient.

Noah is enjoying this, but my husband is not. John doesn’t want to be a part of it. I think he just wants to slink to the corner and watch my guys fuck me, but Noah wants to put on a show. He’s got something to prove to both me and my husband. I know the difference between a hotwife relationship and a cuckold one. It’s never occurred to me my husband would want the latter, but now I wonder. This all feels very strange.

“I’m just thinking that if you’re giving Carol to us, you should really give her to us. Why don’t you unwrap our present? What do you think, Mateo?”

Mateo hesitates, then answers, “Yeah, sure.”

“Unless you don’t want to, man. Don’t want this to be weird for you. You can just go sit in the corner if you want.”

John doesn’t answer, but I feel his hands on my shoulder. He gives a reassuring squeeze before drawing down my zipper. He tugs the indigo dress from my shoulders and down my body. It gathers on the floor around my heels, and I step out of it. John’s hands return possessively to my shoulders. He’s displaying me to my guys. We all feel it. I’m so exposed in my thigh highs, heels, and collar, of course. My nipples harden to dark points under their gaze.

“See that leash on the desk? Would you snap it on her, please?” Noah asks John.

Another squeeze of my shoulders and John takes the leash, a length of chrome chain. John snaps the end onto the ring attached to my collar. Shivers go down my spine, and I bite my lip. My stomach is so full of butterflies that I feel like I’m going to float away. John lifts my glasses from my face and folds them, placing them on the desk. It’s a tender gesture.

“Mateo, would you fetch Carol?” Noah says. He’s directing all of us now.

I wish I could read Mateo’s face, but it’s a blur without my glasses. I do see he hesitates before coming over to me and taking the leash from my husband’s hand. Mateo tugs the leash, and I step forward. It’s a short distance to the bed. I hardly need to be led there, but I get the symbolism. Mateo stands beside me, holding the leash. He’s close enough now that I can read his expression. He doesn’t know what to do. This is Noah’s game. Mateo is just along for the ride.

Noah takes the leash and pulls. I almost stumble, going to my knees. He wraps the leash around his fist, pulling me close. I gasp, and he leans in, kissing me hard. Noah keeps pressure on the leash. It doesn’t choke me, but it takes my breath away. I shove my tongue into his mouth and hold his head with both hands, eager to please him. I wantonly kiss him like a long-lost lover while my husband and Mateo look on. It’s like they aren’t even in the room. Noah breaks the kiss, and my lips try to chase him, but he keeps me at bay with the leash.

“I always forget how much fun it is to make out with you, Carol. It kinda gets lost in everything else. We’ll have to do more of that, honey,” he says.

“Yes, Dominus.” My voice is breathy.

He kisses me again, but briefly.

“Just wanted to get a taste of you before your mouth is spoiled by cock.” Noah chuckles, amusing himself.

“Do you want me to suck you, Dominus?” I ask. Dominus slips more easily from my lips each time I say it.

“Blow Mateo first. Poor guy looks like he’s going to explode.” Noah releases enough of the leash for me to turn from him.

I twist on my knees, knowing it’s ruining my stockings. Mateo stands like a statue while I take his cock out. He’s trying to figure out what to make of this scene. He wants passion, not submission. He’s a steamy Latin lover, and he wants to seduce. A willing sex toy who goes to her knees at a simple command is not his idea of foreplay. But he’s still a man, and seeing a nude MILF kneeling in front of him has Mateo at full staff. His thick cock curves up toward his stomach, dripping excitement. I stroke him with both hands and suck his head, cheeks hollowed as wet sounds fill the room.

“Ahh, Mami. Yeah…”

I slurp as I take him deeper and deeper. He touches the back of my throat, and I try to relax. My lips paint his shaft with red lipstick as they drag up and down him. Mateo strokes my blonde hair back from my face, and I stare up at him. I want him to see I want to please him, and this isn’t just because Noah ordered me to do it. I need him to see my passion for him.

He’s a little blurry without my glasses, but I see well enough to read that he’s still conflicted. My familiar mouth on him reminds him of the woman he knows me to be and that I’m not just this submissive slut on her knees in front of him. That first night I enthusiastically grabbed their cocks and took what I wanted. No one had to command me to do anything.

“Hold this,” Noah says. He hands Mateo my leash and goes out of view.

Mateo moves his hips toward my mouth. I suck harder, taking him deeper. I’ve become accustomed to handling larger men since I’ve met my guys. Not that my husband is small, but Conner is a giant, and Mateo is a thick handful, too. They’ve opened me in ways I haven’t felt in years. I don’t need a giant cock to get off, but lord help me, I do love the way my guys stretch me open.

It’s just me and him now. I almost forget about the leash and collar. I stare at my lover and massage his trimmed balls while I smack my lips and lick him up and down. My lips drag along his shaft as I kiss it. His balls taste strong and masculine when I suck him. His cock is hot on my cheek while I stroke it. Mateo groans my name, and his fingers tighten in my hair. I think he breathes the word magical. It only encourages me. My tongue darts deeper under his balls. The leash jingles in his hand as it trembles. I return his cock to my mouth and suck lovingly, working my tongue along him.

“Mami…Mami…yeah…yeah…Mami…”

Noah swats my ass with a leather paddle. I know which one it is because I feel the pattern of holes in it when he lands the stinging blow on my cheeks. The anal plug jostles inside me, shooting pain up into me. I’m so startled I choke and gag on Mateo’s cock. He tries to pull back and let me breathe, but Noah swats me again. The instinct to escape the stinging pushes me forward, shoving Mateo down my throat. I gag harder, but Mateo doesn’t withdraw this time. He must like my throat closing on his cockhead.

I make this weird gagging duck noise as he’s nudged into my throat. Noah swats me again, and I cry into the choking cock. Drool drips from my lips. I begin to see stars and push on Mateo’s hips until he releases me. My head hangs down, and I suck in air.

“Uh, sorry, Carol. I didn’t mean…” Mateo murmurs.

I don’t blame him. Mateo cares about me, but he is a man. His cock felt so good in my throat, he stopped thinking. I feel the same way when I’m getting a good, hard fuck. I don’t think at all. But I still need to breathe.

“Don’t let her stop, man. We’re punishing her, remember. Get that dick back in your mouth and get your ass in the air, Carol,” Noah scolds, giving me a fresh swat on the ass.

I hesitate, and Mateo pulls my leash, yanking me forward, and my face back to his cock. None of this is his idea, but that doesn’t mean he can’t get caught up in it. Power is intoxicating. Mateo pulls my leash until his cock is sliding back into my mouth.

“That’s it, man. Show her who’s in charge. Get that, honey? We own this body tonight. You’re ours, Carol. Now get that ass up!” Noah says.

He swats my ass, and I wail into my mouthful of cock. Noah doesn’t seem to understand how hard it is to elevate my butt when I’m on my knees. I do my best, hoping it will please him. The words sting and inflame me. I’m ashamed of how turned on I am. I squeeze my thighs together and feel my excitement running down my thighs.

John has never been able to go here, not this intensely. He’ll put the leash on me, and he’ll tease me, make me beg to come. But he’s always so excited by it that he jumps on me and comes quickly. Noah’s already spanked me harder with the paddle than my husband ever has. I feel my cheeks radiating heat. Each swat drives that anal plug up into me, and the needle of pain stabs right to my clit with a throb of pleasure. If Noah keeps making me feel like this, he may very well own me by the end of the night.

Mateo gets carried away by the situation. He holds the back of my head and starts pounding into my mouth. I try to keep up, hollowing my cheeks as I suck, but with Noah spanking me on nearly every other thrust, I do the best I can to hang on.

The stinging pain on my hot butt is insane. I can’t help moaning into Mateo’s cock—in between gagging, that is. Mateo can’t hold out on me. He might like it, but he’s turned on seeing me submissive like this. He shakes and moans my name, blasting his thick cream into my throat. I gag instantly and cough hard, his come flowing over my lips when he pulls out of my mouth. Mateo keeps coming, shooting across my cheek and onto my shoulder. I’m too busy catching my breath to move out of the way.

“That’s it, Mateo. Now you’re using Carol like the slut she is. This what you wanted to see, Johnny?” Noah crows.

“Sorry, sorry,” Mateo says, stepping back from me.

“Stop apologizing, man. This is what she’s here for. Go get something to clean her up. You made a mess,” Noah says.

Noah swats my butt again, and I slump forward onto my hands and knees with a grunt.

“Please, Dominus,” I pant, still catching my breath.

“Yes, Carol?”

“Mercy, please.”

I jump when Noah touches my ass, but his hand caresses instead of striking. It feels good on my tender butt. I sigh in relief. His touch is soothing, except when he taps on my anal plug, sending jolts through me. His hand dips between my thighs. I gasp when he touches my pussy from behind. He feels how slick my inner thighs are.

“You like the rough stuff, don’t you, Carol?” he asks.

“Yes, Dominus,” I admit, hanging my head. There’s no point in denying it. He can feel the proof. I’m ashamed and that shame feeds my arousal, which makes me more submissive. It’s a vicious cycle.

“Get up on the bed, Carol. Let’s see what we can do with you.”

I follow my instructions and move onto the bed, rubbing my sore knees and silently cursing the pulls in my thigh highs. I guess I won’t be wearing these again. I need a larger lingerie budget with the way my guys treat me. I roll onto my back on the bed and Noah stands over me, staring down with the paddle in his hand. He trails it down my chest, the edge drawing a line between my breasts to my belly button.

The way Noah looks at me makes me shiver at my core. This is why I’m here. It’s why I’m helpless to resist my guys. The raw lust on Noah’s face makes me want to do anything for him. I want to earn that look. I want him—and Mateo, Conner, my husband—to want me. I could go as far as to say I need it. If there’s anything I’ve discovered about myself since acquiring my little harem of men—and Lila—it’s that I love being the center of attention like this. I love being wanted.

“Look at you, Carol. So damned beautiful. You’re a fucking wet dream, you know that? A horny little MILF who can’t get enough. And, of course, you’re not some bimbo. You’re smart and fun. Dammit, I can’t stop thinking about you, honey,” Noah says. It’s almost sweet. It would be if he hadn’t just paddled my ass cherry red.

“Thank you, Dominus.”

“Tonight, you’re going to pay for that. The hold you have on me isn’t fair. Not when I can’t have you. Not really. I wonder if any man can now.”

“You’re having me right now, Dominus. I’m all yours. Mmm…”

Noah teases my nipple, flicking it with the edge of the paddle. I lick my lips and don’t fight the moans as he toys with me.

“But can any man really have you now? Even Johnny here? I think that’s why he gave you to us tonight. He knows you’re a little slut now. He can’t control you. He can’t contain you. Can he, Carol?”

“I…I…”

I look for John for the first time. He’s blurry at that distance without my glasses, but I can see enough. My husband sits in that corner chair, watching from the shadows. He doesn’t stare directly at me but watches me through his phone, which is undoubtedly recording every moment.

I don’t know if he should have video of this. No one else should see me like this. I want to make eye contact with John. I need to know if he thinks what Noah says is true. I don’t want him to believe it. I am still his. I’ll always be his. I want to reassure him, but Noah demands my attention. He flicks my nipple with the paddle. I whimper, the pain and pleasure intoxicating.

“You can’t be controlled. You love all of this. You need it. You need us all worshipping you, don’t you, Carol?” Noah asks.

“I…Noah…Dominus…please…”

Noah smacks my breast with the paddle, just hard enough to make my nipple throb. I cry out and cover myself. He pulls my hand away and swats me again. My nipple is on fire. How does Noah know how to walk that razor edge so well?

“Don’t you, Carol?”

“Yes…yes! Yes, Dominus!” I cry.

“You love every second of this,” he accuses.

“Yes…yes…Dominus…”

Noah gives my pussy a playful swat with the paddle, setting off a tiny explosion in me. I tremble on the bed.

“You fucking love this.”

“Yes, Dominus. God, yes.”

Mateo returns at the perfect time. Noah backs off for the moment. Mateo leans in close, gently wiping my face and shoulder with a warm, damp washcloth. He doesn’t look at me the way Noah was. Mateo is tender. His eyes are apologizing. I appreciate it, but feeling bad didn’t stop him from fucking my throat and coming on my face. It won’t stop him from fucking me tonight. Mateo likes this too much, even if he feels he shouldn’t, but his fighting it is sweet.

“Are you okay, Mami?”

“Yeah,” I insist. “I agreed to this, didn’t I? I put on the collar.”

Something in him changes. Mateo is shocked by my answer. Tonight is changing how he sees me, and our relationship won’t be the same.

“Just say something if it gets to be too much.”

Mateo doesn’t understand the power here. Yes, I’ve given myself to them, but I still hold the ultimate power. I can always take it all back and walk out of this room. They are punishing me because I’m allowing it.

I smile. “I can take whatever you guys can give me.”

“That was sweet, but let’s have some more fun,” Noah says.

“Yes, Dominus,” I reply, locking eyes with him.
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I look to my husband again, and although he’s blurry without my glasses, I can tell he won’t meet my gaze. He stares steadfastly at his phone. I don’t have a clue what’s going on in his head. He can’t have planned on it being like this, could he? But then, what did he expect when he handed his wife over to a couple of horny younger men to be punished? Where are we going to be after tonight?

Noah takes a pair of lined handcuffs from the desk and snaps them on my wrists. The cuffs are tight, and I whimper, but I do not resist. He stretches my arms over my head and clips the cuffs to a strap that was concealed by the pillows—part of their prep work for me. Noah pulls the strap tighter, leaving me no wiggle room. This could get uncomfortable.

“Here, put these on her ankles,” Noah says, tossing two restraining cuffs to Mateo.

Mateo looks apologetic as he takes a leg to fasten the cuff to me. I hold my other leg aloft for him. His attitude is beginning to turn me off. He’s a sweet guy, and I care about him, but a girl doesn’t want to be dominated by someone who doesn’t seem that into it—especially when it’s all in his head. When he stopped thinking about it and just reacted to his feelings, Mateo took control. It’s only in moments like this he overthinks it.

“I wondered what the hell this was for. I had to ask Johnny,” Noah says, clicking two pieces of steel together and holding it in the air. Each end has a ring attached. “He said it’s a spreader bar but that you guys never really use it. Why have toys you don’t play with, right Carol?”

“As you wish, Dominus,” I reply.

“Get her legs up, man,” Noah orders.

Mateo holds my leg aloft again, and Noah clips the cuff to the bar. As before, I hold my other leg up for my master. The spreader bar telescopes to different lengths, and Noah has it almost fully extended. My legs must spread wide for him to clip my other angle in place. My yoga classes serve me well, as I feel my thigh muscles stretch.

“Hmm, nice view,” Noah says. He holds the bar in the middle, keeping my legs elevated. The position affords him a perfect view of my spread pussy. “I bet you’d love to come, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, Dominus. Please.”

“You wanna lick that pussy, Mateo? I know that’s your thing.”

“Oh yeah.”

Noah sits on the bed beside me, pulling the spreader bar back to lever my legs toward my chest. I groan in protest, and he tells me to hush. I don’t have much experience with it, but even in videos, I’ve never seen a spreader bar used this way. Usually, the woman is standing, and the bar keeps her legs apart. Noah’s eyes are alight. He loves controlling me like I’m his doll.

I’m fully open to Mateo, and he dives right in, his tongue lapping at my slit and pushing inside me. I cry out and try to push at his face, but my position doesn’t allow for much movement. My arms strain against the cuffs over my head, and I can’t control my legs at all. Mateo’s fingers dig into my haunches, and he feasts on me.

“Mmmm…yeah…ohgod…”

My moans fill the room as Mateo provides the relief I’ve needed all night. His tongue slithers to my clit and crisscrosses it, making me buck on the bed. My cries grow louder, and I rapidly build toward my orgasm.

“Don’t get too loud, honey, or I’m going to have to grab that ball gag over there,” Noah warns gleefully.

“No…please…ohgod! Ohmygod! Mmm…”

John has used the ball gag because he loves the way I grunt through it and how wildly I come when it’s wedged in my mouth. It makes me wild because it scares me. I don’t like losing my voice like that, and I’m always afraid it’s going to choke me. It’s those fears that make it such a powerful tool and why I climax so hard when it’s used. I don’t know if I’m ready to have anyone but my husband use it on me, but I probably would have said the same about the restraints before tonight. I don’t know if I will say no to anything Noah demands tonight.

“OH…MY…GOD!” I howl.

Mateo gently presses the base of my anal plug, using it to subtly pulse my ass in rhythm with his tongue. My mind gets foggy and my entire body throbs to the rhythm. I pull hard on the cuffs, making my arms ache. Noah needs a steady hand on the bar to control my legs as I keep attempting to move and push at Mateo. And then, as a masterstroke, he pulls the plug from my ass just as he makes me orgasm.

“Oooo…oooo…ohmygod! Mat…Mat…Mateo…Ahhh!”

My butt is suddenly so empty, and the exposure almost burns. The climax tearing through me is electric. I try to force my legs down, but Noah keeps them elevated, keeping me exposed to Mateo. His tongue slips from my pussy, his thumb taking over on my clit. I quake as that tongue goes lower. That tongue pushes into my open, throbbing anus. I scream.

“No! No! It’s too much! Mateo! Ohmygod…Mateo…don’t…don’t…”

Noah laughs. “You’d think you don’t get your ass eaten every day, Carol.”

Mateo ignores my screams and his tongue exploring my anus while his thumb teases my clit makes me come twice as hard as before. I didn’t think that was possible.

Noah might need that ball gag if he doesn’t want hotel security knocking on the door. I scream in bliss, and I’m so out of it the voice doesn’t even seem like mine. I come so hard I swear I lose consciousness for a moment. My eyes flicker open, and Noah stares down at me, delighted. Beyond him, my husband watches, stunned. John doesn’t know what to make of his screaming wife.

“Please…please…mercy…I can’t…I can’t take it…Mat…mercy…Dominus…”

It’s so intense it begins to hurt. I really can’t take it, but Mateo doesn’t understand that. He loves making me scream. I think he’d keep making me come until my heart stopped.

“Mateo, man. Give her a break. I think you might actually kill her. Can you come to death?” Noah says, tapping his friend on the shoulder.

“Yeah…yeah…” I pant, barely getting the words out.

Mateo withdraws, his face glazed with me, and Noah releases the bar, letting my legs drop and bounce on the bed. Noah gently touches my pussy, and I moan weakly. Even that is too much right now.

“It’s okay, Carol. Don’t worry. We’re gonna take good care of you,” he says.

“Oh god…oh god…I need…”

I want to tell him I need a minute but can’t speak clearly yet. Besides, I doubt Noah is willing to show much mercy. He watches me closely while he undresses. He’s deciding what he wants to do with me next. His cock is long and angry, jutting up and away. He strokes it as he watches me, and I stare at it.

“I know what you need, Carol. It’s the same thing you always need. You need to be fucked, don’t you, Carol?” he asks.

“Yes,” I reply, a tremble in my voice. I do want him, even if I could use more time to pull myself together. “Yes, Dominus.”

“I’m just having trouble deciding where to fuck you. So many open, slutty holes. You’re so damn hot. I want all of you, honey.”

I know what will enflame him and drive my husband crazy. I mew, “Please fuck my ass, Dominus.”

“That what you want, Carol?” Noah’s smile is a mile wide.

“The plug got me ready for you. I’m ready for you, Dominus. Please.” I bat my eyes like I’m asking him to buy me sweets.

“How can a guy refuse an offer like that? Am I right? You’ve got some wifey here, Johnny. Does she beg you to fuck her in the ass?”

“No. Not usually,” John answers, voice flat. “But she loves to beg. She’s a dirty girl.”

I almost answer, yes, Daddy, but I bite back the response. That’s not for these men. It’s only for my husband. I may also be scared to go there in front of Noah. He’s dominating me easily enough. He doesn’t need that handle on me too.

“That she is, my man. That she is. You think she’s a dirty little girl, Mateo?” Noah asks, walking back to the desk. He takes up the tube of mint-flavored lube and generously applies it to his prick.

“She’s certainly dirty, but in the best way. You’re a force of nature, Mami.”

“Thank you, sweetie.”

Noah turns back to me, cock glistening with lube. It bounces as he walks to the head of the bed to grab some pillows, which he wedges under my butt, tilting it upward. He lifts my legs by the spreader bar, holding it out in front of his chest as he kneels in position.

“Damn, that thing opened you up, honey. I hope it didn’t ruin you,” he says, looking down at my anus. I can feel it’s still open from the anal plug, though I doubt I’m ruined.

“Will you free my hands, Dominus?”

“No,” he says simply.

His head nudges against me, and it’s the oddest feeling. I’m tense in anticipation and hold my breath as I usually do when a man takes me back there, but it’s unnecessary. It’s still a tight fit, but Noah slips into me with little resistance. He is impressively long, but he’s not thick like the others. His cock is most like my husband’s. It always pleases me well. I still cling to him as he pushes into me, but there’s none of that stinging, rendering pain. I just feel a warm throbbing.

Getting used to the anal plug was terrible, but I must admit it was worth it. I’m prepared for Noah’s cock, and it feels wonderful in my ass. I’ve learned to like anal from my guys, but part of that has always been that it feels like I’m being used and punished. I don’t feel that at all when Noah stuffs my ass.

“Oooo…Dominus…yes…mmm…”

“Damn, I love this ass,” Noah moans, driving harder inside me.

“My ass loves you, Dominus…ohgod…”

My legs bounce on the bar as Noah takes me, making my anus squeeze him with every bounce. He groans with the added pressure and rides me harder. Some of that old stinging comes back when Noah gets rough, but that only makes me moan louder. The room is silent but for the squeak of the bed springs and the squish of Noah plugging my ass. Mateo and John watch as mute witnesses to my debauching. I look at my husband and see his cock in his hand and his phone trembles in the other. This stretch of video is going to be rough. John’s mouth hangs open and he mutters something I can’t hear.

“Oh fuck…oh fuck…Carol…”

Noah pulls on the bar, stretching and extending my legs. My stretched arms burn over my head, and the cuffs bite into my wrists despite the padding. God, I feel truly used. It alters his angle into my ass. He’s so deep now, and I feel his balls slap my cheeks. The deep penetration hurts, and I whimper at his invasion, but Noah’s found heaven in my ass, and he’s not going to stop until he comes. I know how to hurry him. Men are never as in control as they think they are.

“Please…please…fuck my ass Dominus. Come in my ass! Oh god, fuck my ass!”

“Carol…Carol…fuck…”

“Yes! Yes! Oh god, yes! Like that! Fuck my ass!” I cry.

“Fuck…” Noah groans, extending the word as he unleashes in my anus.

I squeeze my butt tight around him and feel Noah pulse as he jets into my ass. I feel so full back there. I swear I’m going to burst. He’s finally got me, and I gasp and try to relax. That fullness is so unnatural. So why do I like it so much? Noah pulls free of my grasping ass and drops my legs. Sweat drips from his forehead, despite the cold air conditioning, and he looks drained. I’m pleased to leave him that way. A girl always wants to leave an impression.

“Will one of you free me? This is really beginning to hurt,” I ask. My throbbing butt feels so empty, and I strangely want something back inside it.

Mateo doesn’t ask Noah but frees me from the handcuffs. I smile in gratitude and sit up, which is awkward with my legs widened by the spreader bar. I demonstrate my flexibility by bending forward and freeing myself from the cuffs attaching me to the spreader bar and I kick it off the end of the bed. My arms and legs burn in protest, and I flex them to get the feeling back. I kick off my heels. The clips hanging from my ankle cuffs click as I move. I don’t bother to remove them.

“You don’t mind if I take this back, do you?” I ask Mateo, finding the anal plug on the bed and pressing it to my gaping anus. He’s too stunned to answer.

I grunt and push it back in. There’s quick pain when the widest part pushes past, then I grip it inside me. I feel the plug pack Noah’s load in my ass. The throbbing from ass fucking intensifies, and I lay back on the bed mewling.

Mateo is hard again, and he wants me. He kneels on the bed and leans down to kiss me. I pull him to my lips, hungry for his kiss. He slips between my legs and inside me, smooth against my thigh highs. I moan through our kiss as his thickness stretches me.

God, I love that stretch. It brings every nerve in my pussy to life. I’ve even gotten tighter around him because of the anal plug. Both my holes are impossibly stretched. It’s different than when the guys both penetrated me in the past. My ass hurts more because the plug has no give. But that throbbing pain in my butt just makes the pleasure in my pussy sharper.

I lock my legs around his waist while he churns inside me. Mateo and I are lovers now and the others in the room drop away. My husband’s only seen me like this once before, when he invited Conner to have me in our marital bed. He loved it then. Does he still feel the same way? As my husband creeps back into my mind, it’s not just me and Mateo any longer, but feeling my husband watching us just makes it hotter. I want John to see the real passion Mateo has for me. Mateo isn’t punishing me.

“Yes, baby…yes…mmm…yes…” I moan to my lover, clutching him tightly.

He whispers mami over and over as he fucks me. But it doesn’t feel like fucking. It’s closer to making love. I feel the same thing with Conner, and it scares me just a little in the same way it does with my other lover. I know Mateo sees me as more than a plaything, even if he knows he can never truly have me. It’s scary because I feel a little of that, too. Mateo is special to me because of the way he sees me. My nails dig into his back, and I tremble in his arms. I would love to spend the night like this, but Noah breaks the mood.

“Come on, turn her over, man. Don’t keep her all to yourself,” Noah complains. “You can keep fucking her, just let me get in there.”

Mateo kisses me again, and I see the reluctance as he stops and moves off me. I’m turned over, and Mateo moves behind me while Noah sits at the top of the bed, legs spread. His cock twitches with life, but he’s not hard again yet. He grabs my hair and pulls me to him, feeding me his cock. He’s wiped it off, but it still tastes vaguely of mint lube and…something else.

I suck him with gusto, wanting him hard again. I love having two cocks inside me—but this is more. I’m fuller than I’ve ever been. Mateo pushes back into my pussy, tightening me around the anal plug. God, all my holes are filled. I want to scream! It’s so strange—not something I ever thought I’d feel. I don’t even know how to really describe it. I’m just…taken. Fully taken. And my husband is sitting there watching it. It’s dirty, and it’s wrong, and yet it’s so delicious. My debauchery is now complete.

I’m used hard by both men. Mateo pounds me, not making love like before. It almost feels like he’s punishing me for sucking Noah while I’m with him. I feel his jealousy. Mateo’s never been like this before Tonight’s changed the way he sees me. Maybe I should have resisted letting him go when he was on top of me. Maybe I should have demanded he finish, but I wanted Noah too. I want both of them. I want all my men, and they must accept that. Mateo drives hard into my pussy from behind, shoving Noah’s cock down my throat, where he grows hard and gags me. The more I struggle with Noah’s cock in my throat, the harder he becomes.

I whine into Noah’s cock when Mateo spanks me, muttering under his breath. He spanks me again and again, and the anal plug punishes my ass. I come, screaming into Noah’s cock. He lets me free for a second, probably sensing I’ll pass out if he doesn’t.

“Ohmygod…ohmygod…oooo…yes…yes…ohgod…yes…”

I wail on and on, my head resting on Noah’s thigh as Mateo fucks me with all he has. My pleasure and pain throb together, and it feels like it’s never going to end. Mateo’s already come once, so he is not quick.

Noah finally shoves his hard cock back into my mouth, and I’m pinned between my guys again. Mateo holds my butt in the air and uses my pussy, while I make sloppy sucking sounds around Noah’s cock. Mateo finally holds very still, and I feel him come, his cock sheathed deep inside me. The feel of his cum pulsing inside me makes me climax again, but Noah doesn’t let me go this time. He knots his fist in my hair and uses it to fuck my mouth back and forth on his cock. Mateo is suddenly gone, and it’s all Noah.

“Come on, come on, Carol. Suck it. Suck it, honey! Show me what you’ve got!” he growls.

I’d like to say I worked my magic on him and made Noah come, but it’s about all I can do to just lock my mouth around him and suck. He’s in charge now, fucking my mouth instead of letting me suck him. It’s insane. Why do I allow myself to be used like this? Why do I love it so much?

Noah pulls my head back, still holding me by the hair, and jerks off on my face. He doesn’t have much left, but I take a couple of shots across the cheek. It’s the second time I’ve taken a facial today, but this feels so much dirtier than the first time. I roll away from him, finally free, and wipe the cum from my eye. I stare at my husband while I lick my fingers clean.

“Wow, that was something. I hope you all got what you wanted because that’s about all I’ve got,” Noah says, laughing.
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Noah is cheerful as he dresses, slapping backs and congratulating John on what a fantastic wife I am. He offers their services anytime I need a good punishing, or just anytime. I don’t know if Mateo feels the same way. There’s a cloud over him as our night together ends. He wants to say something but won’t do it in front of the others. My husband just looks numb.

I go to the bathroom to make myself presentable—or at least wash off my last facial. Only a long, hot, scrubbing shower and a good night’s sleep have a chance at making me presentable again, and there’s going to be a reckoning with my husband before that happens. My ass throbs with the absence of the anal plug after I remove it.

I’m still nude when I walk my guys to the door. Mateo gives me a silent hug. Noah hugs and kisses me so enthusiastically that I think he’s trying to start it all up again.

“You were incredible tonight, Carol. I mean it. You outdid yourself,” Noah says.

“Thank you, Dominus.” I smile sweetly. “Tonight was memorable.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed yourself, honey. I love seeing you.”

“Maybe we’ll do it again sometime,” I answer.

“You can count on that, Carol.”

“Mmm, don’t tease me like that, Dominus.”

My guys are gone, and I bolt the hotel room door before leaning back against it with a sigh. John waits for me by the bed. The butterflies are back in my stomach because I worry about what comes next. I draw myself up with a deep breath and walk back to my husband confidently, the clips on my ankle cuffs clicking with each step.

“Did you get what you wanted?” I ask my husband, confronting him with my hands on my hips.

John stands beside the bed. His pants are off, but he still wears his boxers and a polo. His boxers are fully tented. He stares at my breasts. He can’t help himself. He never can.

“Did you?” he replies. I hate it when people answer a question with a question.

“Couldn’t you tell?” I purr.

“Yeah, it looked like you had a lot of fun. Don’t know if that’s much of a punishment.”

“Oh, it was punishment. My butt is going to be sore for days. But it was good punishment, and it was exactly what you wanted to see, wasn’t it?”

“Uh, yeah, I guess so. I mean, it was hot…”

“You think I’m a disobedient slut, and you wanted to see me treated that way, didn’t you?”

“Carol…”

“It’s okay, honey. I think you’re right. I needed to be put in my place.”

John stares at me like I have three heads. I walk around the bed and stand close to him, my hand on his chest, caressing.

“You liked seeing those mean boys use me like a whore. I know you did, Daddy.” I grasp his cock through his boxers. John jumps and then settles down with a groan.

“Carol…”

“You should have asked me, but I understand why you were afraid. You didn’t know how I would react. You wanted to see them use me but thought I might freak out. But it’s really okay.”

“It is?”

“It is, really. You’re my Daddy, and you know what’s best for me.”

My hand slips inside his boxers, and I milk his cock. John quakes and pushes his boxers to the floor.

“Yeah, I do,” he says, finding his strength. “I just didn’t expect…”

“You didn’t expect me to like it so much.”

I stand up on my tiptoes and nibble his ear, giving it a lick before sitting on the edge of the bed in front of him. We’re going to have to have a reckoning, but first, I need my daddy to reclaim me. I need my husband to re-stake his claim on me. Seeing how shaken he seems to be has drained my anger anyway. I didn’t think I needed any more sex tonight, but I was wrong. I need this, too.

“No, I don’t know what I expected. Listen, Carol. We really should talk…”

“We can talk later. Right now, I need to show my daddy I’ve learned to behave. I know how to behave now. You want me to be a dirty girl, but you want me to do as I’m told. Let me prove I’ve learned my lesson, Daddy.”

I lift the tail of his polo shirt to see his cock. It’s dripping. If he came while he was watching me from the corner, he found a way to clean himself. I’m sorry to admit I don’t know what my husband did while he watched me. I was too consumed in my own drama. As I stroke him, more liquid leaks from his tip. I bathe it with my tongue and suck his head. I savor my husband’s taste. John growls while I suck him. He sheds his shirt.

John doesn’t allow me to suck him for long. He grabs me by the hair—the way Noah did—and pulls me back. My heart pounds in my chest. John doesn’t speak but pushes me back on the bed and shoves my legs apart. The bed’s height requires him to lean forward when he rams his cock inside me.

I slurp him into my pussy with no resistance and gasp when he fills me. John goes hard and fast. My juices and Mateo’s cum coat my husband’s pistoning cock and flow out of me. I grab his arms—on either side of me—and pump my hips back at him. My breasts are bouncing crazily from our hard coupling. John isn’t interested in making love right now. He wants to punish me the way he watched the other men do it. I didn’t think I had another orgasm in me tonight, but John taking me so savagely pushes me toward the stratosphere again.

My ascent is halted when John rips his cock from me. I beg, “Daddy, please don’t stop. I need…”

John stares at me, glassy-eyed, like he can’t hear me. He presses my legs farther back, and I helpfully grab them behind my knees, holding them back for him. I’m fully exposed to my husband, and he finds his new target. I can feel my anus is still gaping open. John pushes his cock inside it without rushing. He slowly fills my anal chute until his balls nudge against my cheeks.

“Ohmygod…” I gasp, that crazy, full feeling overtaking me again. I push a hand down between my legs and rub my clit, holding both legs back with one arm. This position seems to tighten my ass around his prick.

John grunts and takes my ass. It burns as he fucks me back there with abandon. The burning, full feeling mixed with the sweet pleasure from rubbing my clit turns my world upside down.

“Yeah…yeah…Daddy…fuck…fuck…my ass…ohmygod…oooo…”

My husband roars and comes in my ass, his cock pulsing its load deep inside me. I keep frantically rubbing my clit, and I manage to climax, too, while he still throbs in my ass. John stays in place, leaning over me with his eyes closed, his deflating cock filling my ass.

“Honey…John…” I whisper.

His eyes blink open like he forgot where he was. John steps away from me, his cock slithering out of my ass and dripping onto the floor. God, I am a mess! I release my legs, and they drop lifelessly. I am so tired. So sore. The night’s been a wild ride, and I don’t know if I’m ready to process everything that happened. I need some sleep.

John stumbles back into his chair in the corner, and we stare at each other, even though he’s a blur to me. I want him to say something. The longer he’s silent, the more worried I get. Everything isn’t okay just because he fucked me. I understand that.

“Did you like that?” he finally asks. “I mean tonight, with the guys.”

“I thought you said you could tell,” I reply, smiling. The smile drops away when I see how serious he is.

“You really do like it, don’t you?”

“What do you mean, John?”

“Not just being with the guys. I get that, I guess. I might feel the same if the situation was reversed. But tonight, what the guys did to you… I didn’t think…”

“You didn’t think what? That I’d like it? That was a big thing to spring on me if you didn’t think I’d like it.”

“It’s not that. Not really, Carol. It’s just you were really into it. Like, really into it. I guess I wasn’t quite prepared to see that.”

“Was it so different than the first night you watched me with them?”

“That was shocking, too, but it was different. It was just sex, y’know? This was…”

I’m becoming annoyed because I feel judged. John set all this up. He wanted to see me used and abused by my guys, and now he seems to be blaming me for liking it too much. If that’s not what he’s saying, he needs to clarify it.

“This was what, John? It was your idea. You wanted to see this, didn’t you?”

“Well, yeah.”

“But now you’re mad that I went for it?” I sit up on the bed, glaring at him.

“I’m not angry, Carol. It’s not that at all. It was just a little shocking to see. It’s weird to see them ordering you around and you just doing it. I can’t believe how far you let it go. Like the thing with the bathroom.”

“Are you mad I did it? Or are you mad I did it for them?”

“I said I’m not angry. Just surprised. Maybe it is because you did it for them. I don’t know.”

“I would do it for you anytime, honey. You’ve never asked.”

“I don’t know that I would even think of it.”

“That’s not my fault,” I tell him.

“I know. Maybe I’m just disappointed in myself. It was hot seeing you like that. Maybe I wish it was me doing those things to you.”

“I’m yours. Totally yours. You can do whatever you want with me, whenever you want to do it. Don’t be jealous of those guys. Yeah, they can fuck me, but they can’t truly have me—not the way you do.”

“I know you’re right. I trust you, Carol. I don’t know. Maybe I’m hitting some kind of limit with this. It turns me on, sure, but the feelings aren’t always positive. Maybe it’s time for us to take a break.”

My stomach drops. This is what I’ve been fearing. I respect my husband and want him to be happy, but I don’t want to stop. I’m into this. I love being with my guys. I love how sexy they make me feel. Doing all of this was not my idea, but the new, erotic side of me has become a big part of my life—one I’m not ready to give up. It’s not fair for John to introduce me to all of this only to rip it away when he gets cold feet. But life is unfair, and sometimes you must put someone else’s feelings before yours. I felt like I did nothing but sacrifice and compromise who I was while I was married to Don. Some of those old resentments come creeping in.

“Is that what you want?” I ask, fighting to keep my voice neutral.

“I’m not saying forever. We should just take some time to think about the best way to do this stuff. Maybe we need to reel it in a little. But we can still do the other stuff. I love your online posts.”

I love posting on Reddit, too, but I don’t know if that’s going to scratch my itch. I think about never being with Conner again, and all I feel is sadness. I may be too attached to him, but I don’t care. It’s not like I love him. I just like being with him. I think about the way Noah made me feel tonight, too. It was so new, and exciting, and intoxicating. I’ve only just found that feeling. I’m not ready to lose it. I don’t tell my husband any of that.

“Okay. I want us to be happy. I want you to be happy. If this stuff is going to cause problems between us, it’s not worth it.”

“I’m not worried about us, Carol. We’re strong. We’ll always be strong. It’s just a break. We’ll figure it out,” John insists.

I force myself to believe him, even as I worry all of this is over. It can’t be over. I’ll give John his break. I just hope I don’t lose my mind while I’m doing it. This can’t be the end of the road.
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I pull into the shopping center parking lot and spot Mateo’s car immediately. He said it’s a black Nissan Maxima with tinted windows. I don’t know if I’d know a Maxima from any other car, but the low, sleek sedan is easy to spot because it’s 3:30 in the morning, and the parking lot is virtually empty. I stop on the other side of the parking lot and add a coat of lipstick in the mirror. This is not a date, and I’m not all done up for him. My hair is pulled back in a ponytail. It’s just after work and I’m wearing deep indigo scrub pants with a black tank top.

I’m not doing dates right now. My husband wanted a break after that last wild night, and I reluctantly agreed. What else could I do? I didn’t want to give up my guys, but I love John, and he must come first. I’m not meeting Mateo behind John’s back. John readily agreed when I told him Mateo wanted to see me for a chat, which makes me suspect Mateo ran it past my husband first.

Mateo is in the back corner of the parking lot, away from the orange glow of the security lights on their high poles. I park the minivan next to him and move over to Mateo’s car. His car is running, and the air conditioning blasts against the sultry, humid night. I lean across the console and kiss his cheek. Mateo is stiff in the driver’s seat but softens when I kiss him.

“It’s good to see you, hon,” I tell him.

“Thanks for coming, Mami.”

“Why are you so serious?” I ask, although I suspect I already know the answer.

The last time I saw Mateo, he and his friend Noah were dominating me while my husband sat in the corner and watched. I sensed Mateo was uncomfortable with the way I was used that night, but his discomfort didn’t stop him from having his way with me. That wild night is the reason my husband and I are on a break from our extramarital activities. The things that happened shook John as much as they seem to have shaken Mateo. What does it say about me that it didn’t slow me down at all?

“You know I care about you, right, Carol?” he begins.

“Of course, honey.” I rub his arm reassuringly and place my hand over his. Mateo clasps my hand.

“I’d never want to hurt you, and I love seeing you…”

I feel the but hovering in the air between us. I don’t want to hear the but.

“But I don’t think I can keep doing this. The stuff…what we did…I’m not into that stuff. I’m not judging, Mami. It’s just not my thing.”

“That’s okay. I understand. We don’t have to do anything you’re uncomfortable with. I want this to be fun for everyone, honey.” I squeeze his hand.

“Were you comfortable with all that?”

“It was different. I’ve never done anything like that, not with John or anyone else. I guess I’ve had fantasies, like a lot of women do. I didn’t ask for it. It was John’s idea. I didn’t even know that was going to happen.”

“But you liked it?”

Mateo says he doesn’t want to judge me, but I can’t help feeling judged. He wants to hear that I didn’t enjoy myself that evening—that it was all too much. Maybe it was too much. Maybe I shouldn’t enjoy being treated like that, but I did. God, did I enjoy it. It’s all I’ve been thinking about since that night. It consumes me when I touch myself in the shower. Memories of my total submission will blip across my brain in the middle of the day, and I’ll feel myself getting wet. I haven’t confessed that to anyone—not even Lila, who’s become my sounding board. I can’t give Mateo the answer he wants because I won’t lie to him.

“I did. It was exciting. I think it gave me an excuse just to let go and do anything.”

I know what Mateo’s look means. Like you need an excuse. Given our history, I understand it. I don’t know how to explain to him that it was all the more exciting when I felt helpless. I liked feeling that I was being made to do things.

“But we don’t ever have to do anything like that again, not if it makes you uncomfortable. I want it to be good for you, honey.”

It feels weird to be reassuring Mateo when I was the one strapped down to the bed that night. He should be telling me it’s all okay.

“I just…” he says. “I just don’t know if I’m into this stuff anymore—what we’ve been doing. I love being with you. You know that, Mami. You’re beautiful and exciting and so alive. It’s amazing being around you. I do want you, but I can’t keep doing it like this.”

Mateo looks away, staring out at the blackness beyond his tinted window.

“We can change things, honey. We can make the arrangement anything we want it to be. I don’t want to lose what we have, Mateo.”

Mateo looks at me, and I see he’s wavering. He really doesn’t want to do this, but it’s just too much for him. He’s fallen too hard, and he doesn’t want to see me the way he has to—as someone else’s wife—let alone one whom he shares with his friend. We’ve never been alone, not like it is when I see Conner. Mateo is a young man. He wants love—a real relationship—and he deserves it. It’s the one thing I can’t give him. I care deeply for him, and I enjoy him, but I belong to my husband, and that’s non-negotiable.

“I need more,” he insists.

I see he still has a glimmer of hope he’ll get the answer he wants. The hope I’ll leave my husband and run off with him. I indulge the fantasy in my mind for a moment. It’s exciting and romantic. I run off with my hot younger man. I see us on a beach somewhere, spending our days in the sun and our nights in the sheets. We could build a carefree life together. That's how I feel with my guys—carefree like I can be anything—anyone. But that’s not reality.

Mateo is a romantic at heart. He’s going to want to have a real life with me like I have with my husband. Marriage. A house. Kids. He’s only in his twenties, just starting his life. I’m forty. I’m already a mother. I have a career. I already have the things he wants—and I love them. I just don’t have them with him. I’m not going to start over and have Mateo’s babies. I don’t even know if I could go back to just being one man’s wife after these past few months. It’s only been a few weeks since John and I started our break and I already feel the itch to act out.

“I can’t give you that, honey. You know that. I’m married.”

“I know.”

“Maybe you can’t understand, but I love my husband. John and the kids, they’re my life. My real life. What I have with you guys is like a vacation from that.”

“I understand, Mami. I really do. That’s my problem.”

“We could change things if that makes you happy. It could be just you and me like it is with Conner.”

Mateo weighs it. He wants this to work as much as I do—even if it can’t.

I made the offer, but I don’t honestly know if I’ll ever see any of my guys again. John and I haven’t talked about my hobby—as I’ve come to think of it—since that night when he said he needed a break. He said it would only be temporary, but I don’t know if I trust that. He was freaked out that night.

John is as wild for my hobby as I am. He watches me with other men, or at least videos of me with other men, and it feeds something primal in him. He loves that other men want me. Seeing me play the slut charges him in a way that just watching porn never could. But his feelings are complicated. I know it challenges his sense of manhood, maybe even makes him question our connection—no matter how much I reassure him he has nothing to worry about. As much as John loves my hobby, maybe he’ll decide we’re—he’s—better off without it. If he does, I’ll be crushed.

I realize I’m trying to reassure Mateo in the same way I must reassure my husband. Why do all the men in my life need me to prop them up? They all claim they love me as I am, and they want me to be happy, but when I do the things I want—that they want me to do—they turn fragile.

They love when I play the slut and become their personal pornstar, but deep down, they are jealous creatures, and they want me for themselves. It disappoints me, but it’s hard to completely fault them. I’ve considered how I would feel if John were with other people too, and I don’t like the idea. I’m consumed with jealousy when I think of any of my guys with other women.

I should let Mateo go his own way if that’s what he needs, but it’s more complicated than that. I should be more confident. I have three men and a woman who want me. I post pictures to Reddit, and tons of anonymous men tell me how sexy I am. But this feels like a rejection, and I don’t like it. I don’t want to let my Mateo go. I want all his attention. I won’t let him go without a fight.

“Mateo, honey. Look at me. We can figure this out,” I say, touching his face and turning it to me.

His eyes pierce me, and that quickens my pulse. He wants me. His emotions may be complicated, but his dick isn’t.

“Carol…Mami…” he whispers.

“I don’t want to lose you, honey. We can work this out.”

I kiss him, and Mateo’s resistance melts away. He kisses me with such hunger I can’t believe he’s ready to walk away. I lean into him and feel the center console dig into my ribs, but I don’t care. I can win him over. I can keep him in the fold.

Mateo palms my face, knocking my glasses askew. I use the flexibility earned through regular yoga classes to climb over the console and plant myself in his lap, knees bent over the console and feet dangling back onto the passenger seat.

The horn beeps when my hip checks the steering wheel, but then the driver’s seat slides back with a click. My arms go around Mateo. His fingers dig into my butt. The Maxima’s air conditioning works hard, but I feel clammy with sweat as I climb all over Mateo. I wiggle my butt in his lap and feel his cock twitch through his shorts.

“Mami,” he gasps, lips finally free. It’s a plea, but I’m not sure for what.

“Honey…you don’t want this to be over…I know you don’t…” I whisper between kisses and nibbles on his neck.

Mateo touches my tummy before his hand slides higher. He touches my breast, but I want to feel his skin on my skin. I twist awkwardly in the limited space but manage to pull the tank top over my head, knocking my glasses off in the process. I flick open the front clasp on the purple bra beneath and place his hand on my chest. Mateo’s thumb strums my hardening nipple, and I moan into his ear.

“Mmm…yes…” I coo, pulling his face to my chest.

My breasts are smothered with kisses, making me tingle all over. The real thrill comes when Mateo sucks on my nipples. The pleasure throbs straight to my pussy. I squeeze my thighs together, and the pressure makes the throbbing so much more intense. I need Mateo to touch me there, but I’m enjoying his soft, warm lips on my nipples too much to rush him. His tongue circles those thick, pink nubs, and I cry out, biting my bottom lip.

“Mmm…god…Mateo…”

“Mami,” he softly whispers while kissing my breasts.

“Mateo, please, make love to me,” I whimper. I want him inside me. I need him.

I’m breaking the rules. I know it, but sitting in Mateo’s lap and feeling him grow hard against my squirming butt, I can’t make myself care. I’ll explain it to my husband. I’ll make him understand. I’ll tell John I had to do something to keep Mateo in the fold. Deep down, I must believe John doesn’t want the fun to end.

“No, Mami,” Mateo answers.

Mateo stops kissing me, breathing heavily as he rests his face between my breasts.

“Mateo, honey…”

“No, Mami. I can’t. This isn’t good.”

He pulls back, holding my face in both hands. I see how badly he wants me. He wants to fuck me right in this car, but he’s strong—stronger than I am. For a second I think he might tell me he loves me, and I have no idea what I’d say. I can’t honestly say it back, and I wouldn’t do it just to keep him. I’m not that much of a monster.

“I’m sorry, honey. I just…”

“I understand, Mami. I do. But we have to stop.”

Tears well in my eyes. “I know. I just don’t want to.”

Disentangling myself from Mateo is far more awkward than getting on his lap. I slide back into the passenger seat with my bra hanging open. After I fix my tank top, Mateo hands me my smudged glasses. My vision is cloudy when I slip them back on. We sit in silence until I finally speak.

“I guess I’d better go,” I say.

“I’m going to miss you, Mami. You truly are incredible. I wish we met differently.”

“Me too,” I say, and part of me means it. Mateo is such a beautiful, sweet man.

Mateo pulls me into a strong hug before I can go, and then I’m back out into the humid night, slinking back to my minivan. Sweat beads on my skin before the air conditioning can cool the cabin back down. I watch Mateo go, his black car slipping into the night.

I sit in the driver’s seat crying, but I’m not even sure why. This is all supposed to be fun. It’s supposed to be sex without attachment. That’s the whole point of this hotwife thing. Hot sex on the side, and I go home to my husband, the man I really love. I do love my husband, but that doesn’t mean I’m not attached to my guys. I don’t know how to explain the way I feel about them. It’s a kind of relationship I never anticipated having, and I’m not sure how to deal with it. But losing Mateo makes me want to cling to my other guys tighter. I just need John to open up to dating again.
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I know I have to confess my behavior with Mateo to John, but I’m spared from doing it that night. He’s asleep when I arrive home. The pungent odor of whiskey wafting from the lowball glass on the nightstand lets me know he’d been drinking before he passed out. His tablet is beside him on the bed, and I can’t resist flipping it open to see what he’d been doing because I know what I’ll find.

His pin has always been our anniversary. The lock screen transitions away, and the media player is right on top. John was re-watching the video he shot the night Mateo and Noah used me.

I press play, and the video resumes with me strapped to the bed while Noah rams my pussy using the spreader bar that keeps me open for leverage. I imagine John was masturbating and stopped the video when he came.

I have so many questions. How quickly did my husband get off while he watched me being used like a whore? Is this his favorite part of the video? When I ask John what he liked about that night, he only answers with mumbled generalities. I know he has a problem with how much he liked seeing me like that and doesn’t want to talk about it.

John isn’t the only one. Weeks later, I still don’t know how to process what happened that night. It was scary and exhilarating and bizarre, all at the same time. Being submissive to my husband excites me, but he’s never pushed like Noah did. Noah relished pushing my boundaries, and I couldn’t help but rise to the challenge. I never in my wildest dreams thought I’d be strapped down to a bed and used by multiple men, but I willingly—happily—submitted to them.

Allowing men to use me like that is so hot precisely because it flies in the face of everything I was raised to believe and that I’ve embraced as a woman. Even my traditional, conservative father taught to never take shit from anyone—especially men. I’m a staunch feminist. I’d never allow a man to belittle or control me. Even as a hotwife, my husband may think he’s giving me away, but the truth is that I’m giving myself. John doesn’t own me.

My father also made sure I understood how precious I am. He wanted me to make sure I chose a man who truly deserved me. My mother was more explicit, which was about as clear as she ever got about sex. Be a good girl, she said. Guys don’t respect girls who just give it up. Keep your legs closed until you find the one. Don’t be a slut.

Of course, I didn’t keep my legs closed. I wasn’t a slut, but I liked sex too much to just say no. But I tried to be a good girl. I didn’t give it to just anyone. I suppressed my darker fantasies because I thought they were immoral. I married my first husband because he was the safe, obvious choice. The sex was good enough until it wasn’t. The entire marriage was boring.

And then I met John. He was a revelation. He gave me the confidence and love to let all of my dirtiest fantasies out. I know he loved experiencing my sexual awakening right beside me. Neither of us suspected starting down that road of sexual exploration would lead us here.

We need to figure out where here is. John needs to figure out what he wants and what he can live with. If my hobby is over, I need to know so I can mourn it and figure out what comes next. I don’t want it to end, but I’ll accept it if I have to.

This is what preoccupies my thoughts most of the time these days. But I don’t think my husband wants it to be over any more than I do. If he did, why is he home alone, jerking off to videos of me and my guys together? John wants this as much as I do. I just need to find a way to reassure him he’s not going to lose me if we keep going. It feels like our marriage is on shaky ground in this uncharted territory, but I know we can find our way.

The video draws me away from the turmoil of my thoughts. I watch myself being taken from both ends by Mateo and Noah. My scrub pants and panties are pushed down, but I don’t remember doing it. My fingers trace up and down my slick, smooth furrow. I’m still wet from my encounter in Mateo’s car—an encounter that left me unsatisfied. Time to rectify that. I find the nub of my clit and rub it in tight circles. My chest heaves. Pitched gasps are followed by low moans, then cries. My eyes are closed when I climax and listen to the cacophony of my pleasure on the video. I don’t need to see it. I perfectly recall every delicious detail. My self-inflicted orgasm is swift and powerful, and my husband lightly snores right through it.
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We spend the following evening out as a family, since it’s one of the nights John has my stepdaughter, Isabella. We have dinner at a local Italian place, and my son, Brandon, rolls his eyes when I suggest a round of mini golf afterward. Brandon is a good kid, but at fourteen, he’s at the age where he rolls his eyes at everything. My son spends all his time locked in his room playing video games—that’s what I hope he’s doing—or out with his friends doing god knows what. Spending a night with his parents and stepsister is not on his agenda. Isabella is a couple of years older but loves seeing her dad, so she’s up for anything.

It’s a sultry night for late May, and the family funplex is crowded. I count more groups of teens than I do families, but that’s okay. Brandon loosens up once we start playing but watches the crowd warily, on the lookout for any friends. I have no doubt he’ll duck his head and pull up his hoodie rather than be seen having fun with his family. He stares down at his phone between holes—impatient with the wait.

I enjoy a normal night out with the kids but can’t keep the tension out of my shoulders. I still haven’t talked to John about Mateo, and I’m afraid of his reaction. I technically broke the rules, and he’ll be justified if he’s angry. I’m confident I can bring him over to my side with some sexy persuasion, but I don’t look forward to the drama. Husband management is part of this hotwife lifestyle, but it can be a chore. It’s not all fun and games like the Reddit boards would have you believe.

At one point, John asks if there’s something on my mind. The kids are at the far side of a challenging hole involving a giant volcano that erupts with noise, steam, and garish red lighting. If he’s concerned I did something with Mateo last night, John doesn’t show it.

“Nothing,” I say, hugging his arm. “I’m just happy to be out with everyone tonight. I feel like all I do is work these days.”

“Yeah, you haven’t been around much. It’s good to have some time together,” John replies, kissing me.

I wrap my arms around my husband. John is almost six feet tall and has about half a foot on me, so I bury my face in his chest. I’ve always liked big, strong men. One of my guys, Conner, is a huge, muscular ex-Marine. I miss Conner. John is twenty years older than Conner and not as solid as my young lover, but he’s still nice to hold on to. Being in my husband’s arms makes me feel safe. I stretch up to give him a peck on the lips.

“I hope you’re not going to be too tired to have some real time together later,” I tease in a whisper. My worries about Mateo slip away for a moment.

“I’m never too tired for that, babe. It’s nice having your full attention for a change.”

And the worries about my Mateo confession are right back, sitting in the pit of my stomach like a stone. When John drops little comments like that it makes me wonder if he really is done. He could be content forever re-watching his videos of me playing the slut wife. Meanwhile, I’m aching to make new content. That’s a funny way to think about it, like I’m a porn star making content. I guess I am—for my husband. It’s not a side gig I want to give up. I feel like I’ve just discovered my inner porn star.

“Come on now, you don’t want me all to yourself, do you? I mean, what if I wandered off and some guy started flirting with me?” I drop the line to see if he’ll bite.

John’s spine stiffens. I suspect if I grabbed down below, I’d find his spine wasn’t the only thing that’s stiffened. Fire comes into his eyes. John may be unsure if he wants me to continue playing, but he still loves it when men flirt with me.

I’m in normal mom mode, a t-shirt and jeans, but I think I look cute enough to draw someone’s attention. I’m sure there’s a cute, divorced dad somewhere in the family funplex who’d love to flirt with me. I’d never do anything like that with the kids around—or where someone we know might see—but I can still tease my husband with it.

“I thought I caught someone checking out your ass,” he admits, cracking a smile.

John likes my ass—more than I do anyway. My guys seem to like it, too. It’s not the tight little ass I had at twenty, but it’s nice and round and hasn’t entirely dropped yet. It looks good in jeans. Not bad for a forty-year-old mom.

“Maybe I should go get his number,” I tease.

“Or you could drag him back to the minivan for a quickie.”

“John! I’m your wife!” It’s hard to keep from smiling during my mock outrage.

“Maybe you should sneak back to that grotto hole and snap a selfie in the cave.”

“Sounds fun, but it’s way too crowded, honey. No way I wouldn’t get caught.”

“Even better.”

“Okay, stop it, or I just might do something crazy.”

“Are you two going to quit canoodling and play the hole?” Isabella shouts from the other end.

“Stop being gross,” Brandon adds.

“Yeah, yeah. Okay,” John says. “Go ahead, Carol.”

I know he wants me to putt first so he can look at my butt now that he’s thinking about it. I drop my ball to putt, but my mind is back in that mock cave, wondering if maybe I could pull up my t-shirt and snap a quick selfie before someone walks in on me. I am wearing a cute bra under my t-shirt. My fans on Reddit would love it, and Lila would applaud my bravery. The contemplation makes me tingle all over, and I squeeze my thighs together.

Not only am I a hotwife-on-a-break, but I’ve also become quite the Reddit exhibitionist. Discovering my inner exhibitionist dovetailed nicely with my new hobby. John loves the attention just as much as I do. Some of the messages my posts incite are gross and scary—posting there is not for the faint of heart—but I just block those trolls out of my mind.

My putt rolls perfectly, directly online with the hole. I narrowly miss the hole-in-one and see Brandon is relieved he won’t be outdone by his mother. John follows, and his putt goes wide. He slams his club in a perfect imitation of a frustrated pro, and we all laugh. My turn rolls around again, and as I line up to knock my ball into the hole, John mutters Baba Booey under his breath, and I chuckle at the reference. The kids don’t get it.
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It’s the perfect family night out, and I’m sorry when it ends. Back at the house, the kids retreat to their rooms, and I finish a couple of chores before heading up to bed. I find John there, busy with his tablet. I don’t think he’s watching one of my videos because he’s been trying to hide that lately. He keeps the tablet open and glances at me over the top of it as I cross the room and to the closet. I open the door and strip down, tossing my clothes into the hamper. John’s eyes are on me, and I’m happy that he still wants to watch me undress after all these years together.

“Your latest post is blowing up,” he says. “You’ve got over five hundred likes.”

“I thought that was a good one. They like the outdoor ones.”

“They would have loved one from the mini golf place.”

“I’d have gone for it if it was less crowded, but I’m not that crazy yet.”

“Yet,” John echoes, chuckling.

I posted a picture this morning of myself in the backyard, lying nude on one of the deck loungers like I was sunning myself. I now have a tripod, and I upgraded to a phone with a stylus that acts as a remote for the camera, which has opened the possibilities when it comes to taking selfies with my camera. It still takes too many attempts to get a photo I like. I find maybe one in ten acceptable.

It’s strange to think of how many men have seen me nude. A handful of my posts have north of a thousand likes, which means many thousands of people have looked at my naked body. I’m exhilarated by it, but it’s also scary to expose myself like that even if I never include my face. I’ve been tempted to include my smile—like a lot of the other women do—but I’ve always been told I have a distinctive smile.

Still, I’m afraid someone is going to recognize something in my photos. Could someone identify that freckle pattern? Maybe someone will recognize my ever-present charm bracelet, common as it is, or the necklace I often wear. The fear of discovery is part of the excitement, but truly being discovered would wreck my life. It doesn’t stop me. Every time I post, it’s a shot of adrenaline. I fear I’ve become addicted.

“I’m going to grab a shower. Don’t fall asleep on me,” I say, peeling off my panties last and dropping them into the hamper.

“Don’t worry about that, babe. But make it a quick one,” John replies, eyes drinking me in as he smiles luridly.

The shower is as quick as I can make it. I’m eager to get to my husband because I know the sex is going to be hot, but it will only come after the angst. The Mateo confession still hangs over my head. I should feel guilty knowing I’m going to seduce John to soften the blow, but I don’t. He’ll be happy in the end.

I blow dry my hair—a step I wouldn’t ordinarily bother with before bed—and lotion my body, making sure I’m nice and smooth and smelling sweetly for John. In the past, I would have come out of the bathroom wrapped in a towel—or in my PJs—but now I confidently stride out of the bathroom in all my natural glory. John stares as I walk toward the bed. He follows the bounce of my perky breasts as I move. It’s nice to know that I’m more interesting live and in person than the version of me on his tablet. He’s stripped down to boxer briefs. I crawl onto the bed beside him, and my husband lays his tablet aside before reaching for me. I take his hand to keep him from touching me. I have to take my medicine before I can have my fun.

“John, I need to tell you something.”

“Uh-oh, that sounds ominous.”

“It’s not that bad…I don’t think it is.”

John’s face goes blank, and he says, “You saw Conner?”

“No! I wouldn’t do that without checking in first. I know we’re not doing that right now.”

He’s silent, and I see his gears working. My husband is trying to work out what my confession will be. I’m a little annoyed that he thinks I would go out and fuck Conner behind his back while we’re on a break, but I also hope that the truth will seem better in comparison to that.

“Okay, what is it, Carol?”

“Something happened…when I saw Mateo…we didn’t have sex…”

“But…”

“He wanted to talk because he doesn’t want to see me anymore. He’s not comfortable with our arrangement. Mateo’s a sweet kid. I think it’s just too out there for him.”

“It is pretty out there, Carol.”

I know John’s right, but I hate admitting it. I don’t like to think that my new hobby makes me some weird, crazy slut—or that there’s something wrong with John for liking it the way he does. I prefer to think of us as an average couple with a different kind of lifestyle. But I know it’s strange. Abnormal by any objective measure. Mateo is the normal one for being unable to handle it. So, I put my blinders on and just don’t think about it.

“Anyway, I didn’t want him to be out, and I tried to convince him.”

John’s brow goes up, but it’s his only reaction. He surely knows what I mean, and I expect him to shout and curse and call me names. I don’t expect him just to sit there and stare at me. I generally like my husband’s stoicism, but at times like these, I wish he was more expressive. I don’t know what to do with his passivity.

“How did you do that?” John asks.

“Do I have to spell it out for you?”

“Say what you have to say, Carol.”

“I kissed him. I took off my top.”

I can’t look him in the eyes when I make my confession, but the upside is that staring down means I see a reassuring twitch in his crotch. Even when I do something I really shouldn’t, John can’t help his reaction. It’s in his blood now like it’s in mine. That gives me hope that maybe this break won’t be permanent.

“You’re not angry?” I ask.

“I’m not surprised.”

“What does that mean? We were on a break. Why would you think I’d do something?”

“Because I know you, Carol. I know how you are with temptation these days. I knew something would probably happen when you went to see Mateo. I was just waiting for you to tell me about it.”

I know I’m a hypocrite, but I’m annoyed. I’m annoyed that my husband doesn’t have faith in me to control myself, even though he’s right. It’s just another sign of how this lifestyle is changing us.

“So, you think I’m some out-of-control slut?” I ask.

“I didn’t say that.” John dodges my question. “Why don’t you tell me more? Did you just kiss him?” His cock is growing in his boxer briefs. I decide to take advantage and ensure he sees things my way. I’m shameless.

I climb onto his lap, just as I did with Mateo. His erection surges against my round butt, sending a thrill through me. I kiss John and wrap my arms around him, but when I close my eyes, I’m back in that car with Mateo. I feel the heat of John’s body, but it’s Mateo I’m thinking about. My heart hammers in my chest. I grind my butt down on John, and the throbbing I feel makes me suspect he is thinking the same thing I am. John’s picturing his slutty, naughty wife climbing all over her younger lover in some dark parking lot.

“I was so naughty, Daddy,” I purr. “I had to try and keep him.”

“I bet you were. You can be very convincing,” he moans.

“Am I convincing now?”

I put his hand on my breast. John pinches my nipple a little too hard. I whimper at the sweet pleasure/pain.

“You’re doing a very good job. I can’t believe you didn’t win him over. He’s a fool.”

“Thank you, Daddy.”

“You don’t need him, babe. He’s not the only fish in the sea. We can find someone better. Someone who truly appreciates you.”

John nibbles at my neck, then my collarbone, moving lower. Hope surges through me. He’s talking about the future, not the past. I’ve never thought about being with anyone other than my guys, but it sounds like my husband has. I don’t know if we should go down that road. It feels too dangerous. But those are worries for another time. Right now, it’s about me and John. I feel a growing wet spot on his boxer briefs when I work my butt against him.

“I was such a naughty slut, Daddy. Are you going to punish me?”

“All you did was kiss?” he asks.

“I…oooo god…”

Words fail me when John lowers his lips and suckles my breast. His lips brush my puffy, pink nipple. I ache for more when he lashes it with his tongue, circling it and making me quake before sucking the tender bud between his lips. I push myself at his mouth and moan.

Years of practice have taught John how to tease me perfectly. His hungry mouth drives me wild. Teeth nip at me. His tongue slathers me. John teases until the throbbing in my nipples is almost too much to bear. My breath comes in ragged gasps, and I bite my lip to keep from screaming. It wouldn’t be appropriate with the kids down the hall. I’m about to pry his lips from my breasts when John distracts me.

“Ohmygod…John…Daddy…”

John presses his fingers between my thighs to find me drenched. They slip inside and curve, stroking that special spot, and I bury my face into his shoulder, biting, my cry barely muffled. Biting my own lip wouldn’t do it this time. He rocks his fingers in and out of me, and I tremble on his lap, losing control as the erotic sensations overtake me.

“Yes…yes…oooo god…yes…”

I climax easily on my husband’s fingers—if only he were the only one on my mind. Mateo is there, too. It’s so easy to imagine things had gone further with him—that he fingered me and made me come in the front seat of his car. I know John is thinking of it, too. He wanted my confession to be dirtier. I could have lied to him—not that I told the whole truth.

John unceremoniously shoves me off his lap, and somehow wriggles out of his boxer briefs while he climbs on top of me. It’s the fastest I’ve seen him move in years. I gasp when he drives himself inside me. My legs lock around him, and I draw his cock down into me. His animal grunting inflames me, and I gasp, “Yes…yes…yes…” as he pounds me.

“You…you couldn’t help yourself…you wanted him…wanted him to fuck you…”

“Yes, Daddy. I did. I would have done anything to keep him,” I squeal.

“Such a…such a…such a damn slut…Carol…”

“I am! I’m your slut, Daddy. I’m a slut because you love it!” I half-shout, trying to keep my voice down, praying the straining bed isn’t as loud as it sounds in my ears.

“You’re my…my…my whore…mine…fucking mine…Carol…”

“Yes, Daddy! Yours! I’m your whore, Daddy. Fuck your whore, Daddy! I want to feel you come, Daddy! Please!”

“God…fuck…Carol…Carol…”

John surges and throbs as he finishes inside me. I feel his surge, but it’s not like it used to be. I don’t like thinking about it, but I know my husband jerks off a lot watching my videos. I don’t mind—I want him to enjoy them—but it does leave him drained. Our sex life is still incredible, turbo-charged since my hobby started, but sometimes I wish John saved more of himself for me. Yes, I get the irony.

I don’t orgasm again with him because it’s so quick, but that’s okay. He already took care of me. I keep my legs locked around him and hug John tightly. I can’t let him go. I love these moments when we’re at our closest. In these moments, it’s just the two of us.

“Carol, you’ve got to let me up,” he says, laughing. “You’re crushing me.”

“Sorry. I just want you close.” I loosen my thighs’ scissor lock.

John rolls off me and I turn and snuggle into him. “You’re not letting me go, are you?” he says.

“Not ever. I love you so much. You’re the most generous, amazing husband.”

“You don’t have to butter me up, Carol. I’m not mad, not really.” He kisses the top of my head.

“I know I should have behaved. I just, I don’t know…”

“It’s really okay. I mean, you really didn’t fuck him, right?”

It annoys me he has to ask again, but I push it down. “I didn’t. I promise.”

“Mateo told me he wanted to talk to you. He wanted to run it by me since we’re on a break.”

The revelation makes me feel like a possession, and I don’t like it. It’s one thing to talk about how I belong to my daddy, but it’s not real. I’m a grown woman. I don’t belong to anyone.

“I guessed why,” John continues. “I saw how he was that night. Everyone has their limits. I also thought he might want a last hurrah.”

“It wasn’t him, honey. It was me. I just, I don’t know. I really thought I could change his mind.”

“I’m shocked you didn’t. I meant it, Carol. You’re incredible. I can’t believe he walked away. What young guy doesn’t want a hot MILF fuck buddy with no strings attached?”

“You have to say that. You’re my husband.”

“Doesn’t mean it’s not true.”

“Are we good?” I ask.

“We’re good, but this is why I wanted a break. I don’t really blame you, but it bothers me. It bothers me that you get around these guys and can’t control yourself.”

“It’s not like that, John. It’s not.” I protest, but he’s not far from the truth. “Besides, you seem to like that about me.”

“I do, Carol, but it scares me, too. It scares me that sometimes it seems like you belong to them as much as you belong to me.”

“You’re the one who gave me to them. That last night, you literally gave me to them, John. I didn’t ask for that.”

“But you loved it, Carol. I’ve never seen you like that. It was awesome to behold, but it was scary too.”

“I can’t apologize for what happened. You opened that door. I just walked through it.”

“I get that. I don’t expect you to apologize. I did open that door. I wanted it to happen, and I made it happen. I don’t know how to explain it because I don’t want to sound insecure. It was a loan—that night. It feels like whenever you see them, less of you comes back.”

“I’m a person, John. Sharing me with other men isn’t like lending a tool to Chuck. There are feelings. It has awakened something inside. But none of it changes how I feel about you. There are parts of me they can never have. It’s only my body they get. My heart belongs to you. It always will.”

“I know. I know. It seems like it’s so simple for you, but it’s not like that for me. Sorry.”

“I love you. Don’t apologize for how you feel. I don’t want to hurt you. Doing this isn’t worth that. If you really want to stop.”

“I know, Carol. And you’re not hurting me. I never said I wanted to stop. I just need to feel like I’m—we’re on solid ground.”

“Is there anything I can do?”

“Just give me a little more time. Okay?”

“Anything. Anything you need,” I agree.

It kills me to offer to stop—again—but my heart soars when John insists he doesn’t want to stop. I just must have faith and be patient that he’ll come around and hope I don’t lose my mind before he does. I need to see my guys again.

I could never tell my husband this, but I think about it all the time. He’s right about their having a piece of me. I’m just not in the same place John is. I know part of him wants to stop, but he needs his fix just as much as I do. I have to hope the videos won’t be enough forever. I don’t get that thrill from watching videos. I need the real thing.
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I slip into the locker room and turn the deadbolt on the door until it snicks into place. It’s late in the evening and mid-shift, and I shouldn’t be interrupted, but the locker room is right off the nurses’ break room, and someone could try the door. I’ll work quickly. I don’t have a good explanation ready if someone comes along.

The hospital where I work is a state-of-the-art facility built in the last few years. We’re lucky. I’ve been at plenty of hospitals and seen some terrible break areas for the employees. The break room at my last hospital—which was built in the 1970s—was little more than a large closet lined with lockers. There were no benches and two people in there at once was a crowd. This locker room is palatial by comparison. The floors are done in slate gray faux wood flooring, and the lockers are large and pretty. Long, wide benches line up in a row between the lockers, with plenty of room to maneuver. We don’t have showers, like on TV—I’ve never seen that in real life—but we do have sinks against a well-lit, mirrored wall.

I move through the center aisle and strip off my teal scrubs top. My phone is unlocked. I lean against the vanity counter, posing provocatively in the mirror. My breasts swell alluringly from the black demi bra that gave me a nice shape under my scrubs top. I can’t resist making a sultry face, even though my face will not be in the version posted on Reddit. I’ll send John that one before I crop it. I didn’t used to trust my husband with sexy photos with my face in them because I was afraid he might show his friends. Those days seem quaint when I look back.

I take a couple of snaps and boost myself onto the counter, posing with my legs bent. I suck in my tummy and stretch my arm wide to get the right angle and take another couple more photos, knowing I’m going to have to mess with these pictures before I post them because the lighting sucks. After a reflexive glance back toward the door, I pop the front clasp of my bra and shrug out of it. My pulse revs, and my thick pink nipples plump up in excitement. I contort to thrust my breasts out, hoping the guys online think they look good for a forty-year-old MILF. I maneuver the phone into different positions as I snap away.

Nerves demand I get dressed and get out of there, but Lila’s voice echoes in my head, egging me on to take bigger risks. One could argue that my new friend is a bad influence, but I feel that she’s come along at the perfect point in my life. Lila wouldn’t be in my life at all if I weren’t in this place. I would have never been in the gentleman’s club where she works if I hadn’t been meeting my guys there. I don’t know if I would have let her peel off my clothes and make me climax if I hadn’t already been so far out on that limb. Lila loves that I post images on Reddit for my adoring fans but pushes me to take them further and further.

You’re crazy. You’re crazy. You’re crazy. I keep repeating it over and over in my head, even as I kick off my sneakers and shimmy out of my scrub pants. I fix my comfy black panties and hop up to stand on a bench. As soon as I pose in the big mirror over the sinks, I know I’ll use this one online. I suck it in again, twist to best show off my boobs and butt, and my phone clicks away.

I’m breathing heavily and flushed when I hurry back into my scrubs. It’s crazy how much this stuff turns me on—shameful, really. But I’m past shame. I wish I had time to stop and touch myself, but I’ve already been gone too long. I am supposed to be working, after all.
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“You look like you’ve been up to something,” Patty comments when I return to the 5th-floor nursing station.

“I just ran down to grab a snack,” I reply.

Patty gives a harrumph. She doesn’t believe me for a second.

“You always think I’m up to no good,” I complain.

Patty leans in close so as not to be overheard.

“It’s not my fault you’ve become a shameless hussy.”

“I’m just glad I’m finally rubbing off on you. You know, the locker room is free if you want to send something to Chuck.”

We share a look and both laugh.

Patty doesn’t know about my online hobby. I’ve certainly never told her about my guys. She knows I sneak off to take sexy photos, but she thinks they’re all for my husband. My oldest friend sees me as a free spirit, and I get the feeling she’s a little jealous. If only she knew some of the things I really get up to! Patty would faint if she had any idea of half the things I’ve done.

“I’m not going there,” Patty replied with a chuckle.

“We both know you have.” I nudge her with my elbow.

“But not at work. I’m not quite the daredevil you are.”

It’s a quiet night on our floor. There are four of us on—Patty and I, and two younger women. The younger nurses tend to stick to themselves, leaving us older gals alone unless they have a question. It’s nice to know we’re still useful for our knowledge. I don’t like thinking of myself—or Patty—as older, but I’ve got over a decade on these younger nurses in their twenties, and Patty is a bit older than I am. They’re nice girls, but I notice they don’t exactly jump when one of the call buttons is triggered in a patient room. They wait to see if Patty or I are going to grab it first. I don’t mind. I need to get my steps in any way.

We do our rounds, checking vitals and doling out medications, and we fall into a lull in activity again. Visiting hours are ending, and I update charts as family members make their way to the bank of elevators. The younger nurses are somewhere on the floor, away from the nurses’ station, and Patty sidles over to me, pulling up a rolling chair.

“Y’know, Chuck still brings up that night at the bowling alley,” she says.

“Does he now?”

“I think seeing your pictures blew his mind.”

“I hope that night didn’t cause any trouble. I swear I wasn’t looking for it to go that way.”

“Nothing bad. Good trouble, maybe.” Patty blushes.

“Oh? Do you have some steamy secrets now?”

Patty smiles, buying time as she decides what she’s willing to share. We haven’t seriously discussed what happened during our double date at the bowling alley. It wasn’t major by my current standards, but I know having her nudes shared—with people around, no less—was a huge deal for Patty. She’s not exactly the wild and crazy type. It was shocking that she’d taken inspiration from me and shared nude photos with her husband at all. Patty and I have been friends for ages, and she’s viewed what she knows of my transformation with a mix of amusement and awe.

I’ve always been open with her about how John expanded my horizons in the bedroom. Patty was thrilled for me after so many years of a bland marriage to Don. She never responded with judgment. Sometimes, I suspected she wished Chuck would be open to experimenting in the bedroom, but she would never ask him for that. But I haven’t been 100% honest with Patty recently. Telling her John and I have opened our marriage and that he gets off on sharing me with other men just seems like too much to share with a normal person. Patty is my closest friend, but I doubt she’d ever look at me the same again if she knew the truth. And deep down, I think she’d be right to judge me.

“I don’t know if you’d find them steamy,” Patty teases.

“You’d better tell me, or I’ll whip you with an IV tube until you do.”

“That could be fun.” Patty laughs.

“Now I know you’re messing with me.”

“It really isn’t anything that crazy. I’ve sent Chuck more pictures. He really likes that, and it’s led to him asking for other stuff.”

“Like what?”

“He’s asked me to dress up for him a couple of times. I felt silly doing it at first, but when I saw his reaction, I have to admit, it was hot.”

“That’s my favorite part, too,” I confide. “Seeing the reaction. It’s a nice reminder that you’re still a desirable woman, not just the old wife and a mother.”

“Yeah, I get it now. I thought that stuff was just nonsense before. Chuck and I have always had a good sex life. We weren’t hanging from the rafters or anything, but it was good. It was nice. I didn’t really think about it beyond that.”

“It’s more fun when it’s not so nice,” I say.

“Maybe I’m figuring that out. Anyway, dressing up led to things. I, uh…” Patty looks around to make sure no one is near us before continuing. “I—I can’t believe I’m telling you this—but I used my toy while Chuck watched.”

It’s so cute to see how scandalized Patty is by her admission, but it’s so like her. When the dare forced her to show her photos that night at the bowling alley, I was surprised to find out that she even owned a sex toy, let alone took a photo of herself using it. She feels like an outlaw because she masturbated in front of her husband. I’m tempted to tell Patty that John’s watched me with a toy too—except my toy was another man. Patty would fall out of her chair. But this isn’t about me.

“That sounds exciting,” I comment.

“It was wild. I mean, like, I was doing it, and then Chuck started doing it too, and he started talking dirty. I mean, like, really dirty.” Patty’s cheeks flush an even deeper crimson as she divulges more details. She’s excited to admit her newfound wild side to me.

“What did he say?”

“He started talking about doing things to me…watching me do things…I had no idea he had some of those things in his head.”

“Watching you do what?”

“Things. Things to myself. Different kinds of things.”

“There are all kinds of different things, Patty. That’s not too specific.”

“Chuck just…he…he’s got some out-there fantasies, and he’s been sharing them more and more.”

I can see that Patty’s about at the limit of what she will share without a few drinks in her. I could keep pushing—I am curious—but I’m also a good friend, and I don’t want to make her uncomfortable. What does Patty consider an out-there fantasy? I’m dying to know. Does Chuck’s mind go where my John’s does? I know it’s unlikely, but it’s possible.

My mind wanders to weird places. I imagine Patty and Chuck in bed together. She’s using that little white vibrator on herself while Chuck watches and strokes his cock. Chuck is big in my perverted mind, and it distracts me. He’s cooing dirty things to his wife, telling Patty how sexy she is and how much he likes watching her come. Patty moans. She works that vibrator in circles over her clit. Chuck kneels by her head and feeds Patty his cock. It’s insanity seeing my sweet, proper friend sucking her husband. Chuck moans clichés, asking if Patty likes it, telling her how good her mouth feels—the kind of stuff I love. Patty trembles like I would. And then things turn.

“You like that, don’t you, Patty?” Chuck asks.

Patty nods as best as she can with her mouthful.

“Wouldn’t it be even better if this was two dicks instead of just your toy down there?”

Patty’s eyes go wide. Chuck pushes deeper into her mouth. She pushes the vibrator deep into her pussy and wetly squelches around it.

“Oh god, that would be so hot, wouldn’t it? Wouldn’t it, Patty?” Chuck growls.

Patty looks stunned, but she nods.

The hospital comes crashing back in around me as reality intrudes when Patty shakes my shoulder and asks, “Carol, are you okay? Carol?”

“Oh, yeah, sorry,” I stutter, shaking the forbidden scene from my brain.

“You think I’m crazy, right? That’s all just too weird.”

I feel terrible that Patty mistakes my illicit fugue for judgment. I’m the last person to judge anyone.

“No, it’s not that at all, Pat. I think it’s amazing. It’s awesome that you guys are going there. It’s great that you love and trust each other enough to be that open. Sorry, my mind just wandered for a second. I guess you triggered my own dirty thoughts.”

My brain buzzes, and I tingle, and I realize I’m on the verge of confessing my secret life to Patty. I know I shouldn’t, but it would be a massive load off my shoulders, plus I find the prospect strangely exciting. It would be fun to have Patty as a sister in kinkiness.

“Okay. For a second there, I thought I blew your mind,” Patty says.

“Maybe a little, but only because it’s you. I’m supposed to be the crazy, kinky one.”

“I guess we are as alike as everyone’s always said.”

“Could be,” I agree. “The real question is, where do you guys go from here? Do you think Chuck is serious about any of it?”

“What do you mean?”

“His fantasies. Would you ever really go there?”

Patty’s eyes dart around evasively. Her poker face has always been terrible. “Oh, I don’t know. Fantasies are just fantasies, right? I mean, I could never—we could never—I don’t know. Can’t take things too far.”

“Of course not.” I nod, thinking that I need to get my friend out for a girls’ night and get a few drinks in her to get the real scoop.
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It’s midmorning when I crawl out of bed and make a pot of coffee. John is at work. Brandon is at school. Once I’m fueled by coffee, I have errands to run, but I like easing into the day. I pop open a Greek yogurt and break my fast while catching up on social media. Facebook doesn’t hold my interest and I end up at Reddit, eager to see how my new photos are doing.

I edited and posted some of my photos before hitting the sack last night. The photo where I’m sitting on the counter and pushing my boobs out is doing the best. The comments would make a lesser woman blush, but they give me a warm glow. Seeing the things these perfect strangers want to do to me centers that warm glow between my thighs. This morning’s shower is going to be a lot more fun than I’d planned. Too bad John is at work. I swear we’re like two ships passing in the night when I’m doing nighttime 12-hour shifts. Of course, if we weren’t on a break, I could see what Conner is up to.

Conner and Noah keep texting me. They are as eager for John to end our break as I am. Conner even offers to meet up with me platonically, for lunch. I know my husband would not be thrilled, and I do not want to tempt myself like that. Lunch with Conner only ends one way—with me on my back or possibly riding him in the backseat of my minivan. Noah doesn’t bother to pretend he wants to hang out. I respect him for that. But he does want to get together and pick up where we left off that insane night at the hotel. I get shivers down my spine, and my tummy gets all squirmy when I think about it. I don’t know if it frightens or arouses me more.

I’m reading a critical comment about my ass—they aren’t all positive—when a text from Lila comes through.

Lila


whatcha doin?




Carol


just got up. Shouldn’t u be working?




Lila


can only stare at mortgage contracts for so long before I get cross-eyed




Lila is finally back at the 9-to-5 after a couple of years of exclusively dancing. Dancing was only supposed to be a bridge until she got another job in banking, but she loved it so much, and the money was so good that she stayed longer than she’d planned. I’m glad she did, or we never would have met.

Carol


I still can’t picture you working in an office




Lila sends me a picture of herself sitting at a desk. The pretty, slender brunette would look like any other Millennial professional woman if she didn’t have her tight black skirt hiked up to show me the purple thong beneath it and her blouse pulled open to expose a matching bra. I love that Lila is as nutty as I am. Well, almost as nutty anyway.

Carol


bet ur popular in the office




Lila


haha! If they only knew the real me




Carol


u need to post that on an officegonewild reddit




Lila


don’t try to draw me into ur little games




Carol


u can push me to do it but it’s not for u?




Lila


I’ll do it when u get up on stage with me. deal?




Carol


yeah. Okay.




Lila


any movement from john?




Carol


not yet. I’m going crazy. Conner texted again this morning. He wants to see me. says it can just be lunch




Lila


is that off the table?




Carol


doubt john would go for it. probably not a good idea anyway




Lila


slut!




Carol


takes one to know one




Lila


I say go for it. it’s just lunch. keep the fire lit for when john changes his mind




Carol


don’t want to tempt fate. I need to behave




Lila


for now




Carol


for now. How’s the new job?




Lila


weird being back in an office all day. I know I have to be a grown up but I miss my freedom




Carol


u can be anything u want




Lila


thanks babe. I need to see u!!!




Carol


I know. ru dancing this weekend? I think I’m free Friday night




Lila


yeah. Friday is my best night. Guys just got paid. Saturday? I’m free all day once I get up




Carol


john has golf in the am if he’s not too hungover. Lemme check




I flip over and text my husband and see if we have anything going on Saturday. Tonight is my third 12-hour shift in a row, and I’ll be off for a few days after that. I don’t know how late Lila sleeps in after she works a Friday night, but John is typically gone into the early afternoon when he goes golfing with his buddies. My tummy is full of butterflies when I think about seeing Lila again.

We’ve only seen each other once since our sensual spa day. I learned a lot about myself that day. Discovered desires I didn’t know I had. I thought it might be awkward when I saw Lila again, but when I took her out for drinks to celebrate her new job, we chatted away like old girlfriends. Lila and I just seem to click. I enjoy her edgy, youthful energy, and she’s endlessly fascinated by my hobby and how I navigate it. It was just a typical night out with a girlfriend, except for making out in the parking lot when we left the bar. We really went at it like a pair of horny teenagers at the end of a date. I suspect we would have gone further if we’d been somewhere more private.

My phone chirps with a new text while I’m pouring coffee, but it’s not John’s reply. It’s Lila again.

Lila


u should bring john to the club Friday night. We’ve been talking about it forever




Carol


that could be fun. Let me see if he’s up for it




Lila


don’t ask him. Tell him!




I want to see Lila on my own. I know that’s selfish, but I don’t care. Still, her text spurs me to action, and I text my husband: We’re going out Friday night. I made plans. John replies with a question mark, but I leave him hanging. I flip back to Lila.

Carol


okay. It’s done. We’ll see u there




Lila


I can’t wait. This is going to be so much fun!
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“Not going to lie. I expected a nicer place,” John says after we’re parked.

“I first came here with Noah and Mateo. What kind of place did you expect them to take me to? Those boys aren’t hitting an expensive gentleman’s club.”

There’s a pang in my heart at the thought of Mateo. I don’t think I’ve really accepted that I’m never going to see him again. Deep down, I expect I’ll hear from him again, but I haven’t since I threw myself at him since that night.

“Good point.”

The Squire’s parking lot is crowded at 9:30 at night, which means the club is going to be packed. I hear the music thudding before we’re even inside. Half a dozen men cluster near the door, having ducked outside for a smoke, and I hold my breath as we pass through their noxious cloud. I was always too good a girl to smoke when I was younger, and I’ve never liked being around it. John smoked in the past. He still has cigars when he golfs with his buddies, but he thinks I don’t know.

The smokers look up as I approach, and their eyes crawl all over my body as I hold my breath and pass them. My bare legs and exposed cleavage especially draw their attention. I ordinarily wouldn’t dress like this for a night out, but I figure it’s okay to be sexy when going to a strip club. I look good, but I’m not overdressed, as I was when I came here the first time with Noah and Mateo. That night, I didn’t know where I was going and dressed up for my guys.

This time, I’m in a short denim skirt with a row of off-center buttons up my hipline, instead of the typical buttons up the middle, paired with a snug red Henley bodysuit, on which I’ve conveniently left enough buttons open to show off a seductive portion of creamy, freckled cleavage. The outfit is all about buttons—easy access was on my mind—and it’s completed by knee-high black boots. John’s stare when I came into the room to fetch him at home made me suspect I’d made a good choice. The way these strange men are eye-fucking me when we walk inside the club confirms it.

“Looks like those guys like your outfit as much as I do,” John says, holding the door as I step into the dim vestibule.

“Maybe I should stay outside and hang with them.”

“Why don’t you see what the inside holds for you first?”

I pause before opening the inner door and press against my husband. I touch him through his jeans and feel his bulge pulse. Even with my boots, I still need to stand on tiptoes to kiss him.

“Thinking about the dancers in there or about me?” I ask.

“Always you, Carol.”

“That’s what I like to hear. A girl could get insecure from taking her husband into a bar full of beautiful dancers.”

John chuckles. “I don’t think you’re the insecure type.”

“Oh honey, you don’t understand women at all.”

Like most of his gender, he just doesn’t get it. I may like sexy outfits and posting myself on Reddit, but that doesn’t mean I’m not insecure. It may be a sign that I’m more insecure than the average woman that I need so much extreme affirmation. I just turned forty, after all.

John doesn’t see the time I spend poring over my photos and editing them before I make a post. He doesn’t know I tried on five outfits before leaving the house tonight and settled on this one. He looks at me and sees perfection—which is sweet—but I see the little belly I have from having kids or that my butt will never be as tight as it was even ten years ago, no matter how much yoga I do, or how many times I go to the gym. John will never understand that every time I sleep with a guy like Conner, I’m amazed that he wants me.

I pat John’s chest and lead him into the club. The mountain who sits inside the door doesn’t check our IDs, but he does take a cover charge from John. Apparently, women are exempt. I can roll with that. I’m disappointed the bouncer doesn’t undress me with his eyes the way the other men do. I guess he’s seen it all.

The Squire is much the same as when I was there with my guys last time. It’s later in the evening than my first visit, so it’s not quite that after-work crowd, but based on how they’re dressed, some men have clearly been at the club since they got off work. The Squire is more of a local, blue-collar kind of bar than a swanky gentleman’s club.

John scans the crowded room for an open seat, but there are none to be had. The bar is standing room only, and the small tables at the back of the space are all occupied. I stay pressed close to my husband, clutching his hand. The men in our immediate area all give me the once-over, eyes lingering on my boobs. Good thing I wore a nice cleavage-producing bra.

Their attention gives me an all-over tingle that comes to focus between my legs. I turn away from John just enough to give them a better look at my body. Many of the men around us are little more than half my age, but they’re all thinking dirty thoughts about this cool MILF who’s willing to come to the strip club with her husband. I’m sure they’re wishing John weren’t there with me.

I’m proud I can draw their attention from the half-naked women entertaining them, but I know it’s because I’m something of a unicorn in this place. I’m the normal or average woman—someone’s wife—who’s cool enough to go to a strip club with her husband. That gets all the men interested right off the bat. Throw in the fact that I’m attractive but not outwardly slutty, and I am like their dream girl. I’m the woman they wish they’d married. I know many of these guys will be tracking me all night to see how I interact with the dancers. They’ll lose their minds when they see me get a lap dance. And I’ll be eating up their attention all night long.

“I’m going to get us drinks, I guess. If you see a spot open, jump on it,” John says. He has to repeat himself twice before I understand what he’s saying.

I nod and tell him to get me a beer when he asks what I’m drinking.

The moment my husband leaves me alone, I feel the crowded club close in on me. The men around me were looking when John was with me, but now that I’m on my own, I feel an electricity in the air as they see me as their prey. I don’t feel any real danger—I’m not going to be attacked in the middle of the club—but I know the men no longer see me as belonging to someone. They saw me with John moments ago, but they probably figure if he’s stupid enough to leave me on my own in the club, I’m fair game, and he deserves whatever happens.

Men squeezing through the crowd find excuses to brush against me, just like the last time I was here. My butt is palmed, of course, but without a man guarding me, I feel the hand move toward the hem of my skirt before I tug it down and hold it in place. Another brushes past me in front, crushing my breasts against his chest. I can’t resist the urge to meet his eyes, and he smiles. The man is probably a decade older than me, but he’s handsome, and I feel my pulse race. His hand rests on my hip when he mouths, Excuse me, sorry. The feminist in me knows I should be outraged that these men feel they can take these liberties with my body, but I crave their attention too much to be outraged.

“You can join us if you need a seat.” The voice comes from my left, and I turn to see a handsome man in his late twenties fix me with piercing blue eyes. He gestures toward a nearby table with two other guys seated around it.

“I don’t know how my husband would feel about that,” I reply, flashing him my rings.

“He can always come and find you when he’s ready. He’ll probably appreciate us keeping you company.”

My new friend is correct, but he doesn’t know it. John would love to come back to find me hanging out with three hot young guys. The one talking to me is half my type. He’s certainly built. A black t-shirt is stretched across a gym-hardened chest that’s calling my name. He’s not tall, though. Only an inch or so taller than I am in my boots. I bet I could work with that. His friends are all similar, although taller, and I can see them all lifting at the gym together, grunting and egging each other on as they try to impress each other.

“I don’t see a free seat,” I tell him. The only open seat is the one he just left.

“There’s plenty of room on my lap, hon.”

I smile. It’s a tempting offer. I’d love the chance to tease my husband. It could be the thing he needs to convince him to end our break. Teasing these younger men isn’t the safest idea, and that’s what I love about it.

“You can call me Carol.”

“Nice meeting you, Carol,” he replies, taking my hand in both of his, even though I hadn’t offered it.

He’s about to share his name when arms wrap around me from behind. The slender arms do not belong to my husband. Neither do the breasts pressed into my back. The purr in my ear is familiar.

“Hey there, luv. Ryan here isn’t bothering you, is he?” Lila says.

“No. He seems nice.” I caress the arms holding me. Ryan looks like he just landed in his wildest fantasy. “He was offering me a seat. On his lap.”

“I don’t know, Ryan. I’m not sure you can handle Carol,” Lila teases.

“I thought you knew me better than that, Lacey. I’m willing to give it a try.” Ryan is familiar with Lila, so he must be a regular, but he only knows her dancer name, Lacey.

“I’m sure you are. It would be hot to see you try. Maybe some other time. Carol is here for me tonight.”

Ryan has no poker face. He’s imagining our clothes falling away while Lila and I tangle our bodies together.

“How ‘bout you do me a favor, Ryan?” Lila continues. “If you and your friends give Carol your table, I promise to make it extra special when you take me back for a private dance.”

“Funny how you assume I’m getting a dance tonight,” Ryan replies.

“I know you are,” Lila replies.

“Come on, guys,” Ryan says, turning to his friends. “Let’s move up to the bar.” His friends grumble, but they go with it. He’s obviously the leader of the group.

The guys move on, and Lila and I slide into their seats. It’s good to see her again, yet strange. The Lacey who sits at the small, square table with me hardly resembles my friend Lila. Both are tall and lithe, with a dancer’s athletic body, but the resemblance ends there when she’s in dancer mode.

A lacy bra peeks out from a crisp, half-buttoned white dress shirt. The tiny black skirt beneath it makes the most of her long, perfect legs and doesn’t meet the lacy tops of her thigh highs. I bet her black platform pumps push her close to six feet tall. It’s a variation on the costume Lila wore the first time I saw her perform. Her makeup is dramatic, with kohl around her eyes and blood-red lipstick. But the most significant difference between Lacey and my friend Lila is the fiery red wig with its straight-cut bangs.

“I can only sit for a minute,” she says, reaching across the table to take my hand. It feels strange to hold her hand in public like this, but I’m sure it’s okay in a strip club.

“I get it. You’re working. You need to make money.”

I think about how well Ryan is going to tip her after he gets his special private dance. Just thinking about Lila gyrating all over him gives me a strange, mixed reaction. It’s so hot that I must squeeze my thighs together as I ponder it, but I’m jealous, too. I want Lila to gyrate all over me. I feel the same way about all my lovers. I’m jealous and possessive, even though I have no right to be.

“I am doing pretty good tonight, but that’s not it. I’m due up on stage next.”

“Perfect. I love seeing you dance.”

“I’ll be doing it for you tonight, luv.”

We stare at each other, and it's electric. I know we’re totally in sync, both thinking about getting somewhere we can be alone—and naked. I’m overcome with a burning urge to kiss her, but I’m interrupted by the DJ, his voice floating over the thumping music like that of the almighty.

“Lacey to the stage next. Lacey to the stage.”

“That’s a queue. I’ll be back right afterward.”

“Can’t wait. John will be thrilled.”

Lila stands and says, “Oh, that reminds me. Blake might swing by tonight. I can’t wait for you guys to meet each other.”

“That should be fun. I know John is dying to meet you.”

Lila blows me a kiss and disappears into the crowd. My gears turn as I wonder if Lila is up to something by having her husband, Blake, swing by. Their marriage is about as interesting as ours.

“Give it up for Mercedes, gentlemen. Make sure you show your appreciation when Mercedes comes by to say hello. Dances are $25 for the next half hour, so make sure to take advantage. And coming up to the stage now is everyone’s favorite sexy secretary, Lacey!”

The music takes a hard turn from the rap and dance music that had been playing to industrial club music. Another girl, a chubby Hispanic in a neon green thong, dances at the far stage, but Lila demands all the attention from the moment she stalks onto that little stage. A woman with her talents really should be dancing at a bigger, classier club, but Lila says she likes that it’s a little dirty here.

Lila plants her heels on the stage with deliberate grace, strutting around the pole to make her claim on her audience. She stops, leaning back with her spine lined up against the shiny pole. The men around us cheer as Lila unbuttons the blouse while moving her hips to the music. It’s impressive she can keep up with the frenetic music. This performance is much more aggressive than the first one I saw. Lila only has eyes for me when she exposes herself. She focused on me the first time I saw her dance, but then I was just a stranger in the crowd. This time, it’s personal, and heat prickles the skin all over my body.

“Sorry it took so long, but I had trouble finding you sitting here,” John says, setting a beer in front of me.

“That’s okay. I only just sat. I had to charm some guys out of their seats.”

“I hope you didn’t promise too much.”

“No, you don’t.” I smile up at him. “Lila’s on stage.”

“That’s right, Lila is Lacey here.”

John sits and stares up at the stage with interest. Lila swirls around the pole with her arm out and leg hooked on it. It’s impressive that her wig doesn’t fly off. I see the way he watches her moves and jealousy spikes in me, far stronger than what I felt over Lila earlier. Like I said, I don’t like sharing what’s mine, and I don’t care if that makes me a hypocrite. I don’t know what I’ll do if John ever says he wants to play, too. Is that a price I’m willing to pay if it means I can keep playing?

Lila comes off the pole and loses her blouse, pausing from the dance to bend at the waist and place it neatly on the stage. The lines of black script tattooed on her ribcage are exposed. I strained to read it the first time I saw her. I know that it’s her life philosophy now that I’m intimately familiar with her body. The men in the club roar—my husband with them. The guys behind Lila get quite the show as her skirt rides up, exposing her ass to them. She crouches back against the pole again and scissors her legs open and closed, exposing her skimpy black thong to those of us in front of her now. It covers so little the whole club knows she’s fully shaved. I already did.

I watch John as much as I watch Lila working the stage. He’s transfixed. I understand why, but my jealousy builds. It’s like a pressure that feels like it’ll make me burst. Is he picturing us fooling around together, or is he just thinking about Lila? It’s ridiculous that it bothers me so much. Lila is a beautiful woman, and she is up there to drive the men wild. I should be proud of my friend, not angry that she’s so good at her job.

Lila hangs upside down on the pole, gripping it tightly with her thighs. She’s topless and plays with her tits, pinching her puffy pink nipples around the little silver barbells piercing them. I wish it were me playing with those nipples. It was such a turn-on when I made my friend moan. Her arms extend and she plants her hands on the stage, like she’s doing a handstand. Her strength is impressive as she lowers herself to the stage, slipping down the pole until she’s on her back with her legs opening and closing in a V in the air. She stares at me as she touches herself. I smile back at her.

The first song of her set ends and Lila is back on her feet, collecting her stray clothing before she moves onto the far stage. It’s harder to see her down there, but John’s gaze follows. A pretty, thick black woman with platinum blonde hair takes the first stage. The DJ announces her as Cherry.

“What do you think?” I ask John, leaning across the table. I nearly have to shout to be heard.

He grins like a fool. “I can see why you were powerless to resist. She could turn Mother Theresa.”

“Turn?”

“You never had any real interest in women before, right? Lila deserves some credit for bringing that out in you.”

“We’ve talked about it before. I told you I’d do it.” I don’t know why I’m defensive.

“I always got the impression you’d try it because I was into it, not because you were. It’s cool, Carol. I’m not complaining. I think it’s awesome.”

“You’re saying our break doesn’t apply to Lila?”

John gives it a moment of solid contemplation. “Definitely not if I’m there.”

I laugh. “What do you think is going to happen tonight?”

“I can’t wait to find out!”

Lila’s set ends, and the crowd goes wild, cheering and tossing dollar bills at her. John is as enthusiastic as the rest of the men. She takes a bow, beaming from the attention, and gathers up the scattered cash. The scene broadens my jealousy as I realize it’s not just about my husband. I envy Lila for all the attention. I want all those men cheering and lusting for me.

Lila’s suggested I should give dancing a try, and I always tell her it’s an insane idea, but feeling the excitement around us makes me contemplate the possibility. Could my craving for attention override other considerations?

A waitress comes around and sits in my lap when she asks if we need another round. She introduces herself as Devon. Devon knows how to work it. Her arm is around me and she plays with my hair as she works her routine, asking if we’ve been here before, how long we’ve been together, telling John how lucky he is to have me. She’s thrown for a moment when John tells her I’ve been to the club before, but he hasn’t.

“Carol came with her friends, Noah and Mateo,” he says.

“Oh? That sounds fun,” Devon replies, fumbling for a better response.

I love that we can shock a cocktail waitress in a strip club. John surprises me as well. He’s ordinarily so concerned about anyone discovering my hobby, yet he seems ready to tell Devon all about it.

“I think they wanted to shock me,” I add.

“Did they?” Devon asks, shifting to push her big boobs further into my face. They’re very distracting.

“Carol’s hard to shock these days. The three of them had a good time together,” John answers.

“You guys sound like a lot of fun,” Devon says.

“We do all right,” I reply, slipping a dollar bill into her garter.

The small talk peters out, and Devon takes our order, promising she’ll be right back.

“It’s a shame she doesn’t do dances. She seemed to like you,” John says.

“The waitresses are the smart ones. They make good money and get to keep their clothes on.”

“Unless getting naked is your thing.”

I think of Lila. She’s here as much for the thrill as she is for the money.

It takes a few minutes, but Lila finally makes her way over to us. She’s towing a tall, thin man behind her by the hand. He’s not conventionally handsome, but he’s got an appealing bad boy swagger. He reminds me of a young Nick Cave. I’m sure it’s Blake.

“Look who I found, guys. This is my husband, Blake,” Lila announces, standing in front of us.

“How ya doing?” Blake says, offering his hand to John.

“Good to meet you.” John half rises from his chair and shakes. I can tell he’s surprised, but he rolls with it.

“I’m so excited to finally meet you,” Lila says, leaning forward to hug John. He wraps his arms around her but doesn’t hug back as tightly. He’s shy about laying his hands on her in front of her husband.

“Honey, this is Carol,” she says.

I stand and offer Blake a hug. He is not shy like my husband and pulls me in tight, hand lingering on the small of my back, just above my butt. It feels good and I let him hold me as long as he likes, hoping John enjoys it.

“Lila can’t stop going on about you. You’re like a legend,” Blake says, planting a lingering kiss on my cheek.

“I don’t think I can live up to all that,” I reply.

“Oh, yes, you can,” Lila promises, overhearing us.

“Listen, guys. I have to circulate. Why don’t you hang out, and I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

“Sounds good, babe. Have fun,” Blake says.

“I always do,” Lila promises.

Blake takes the seat to my right, and I’m between him and my husband. I have a feeling the night just took an interesting turn.
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Blake’s eyes stay focused on me, but most of the conversation is between him and John. I’m content to sit back and let my husband take the lead for a change. I’m trying to work out what Lila’s plan for the evening is. I’m sure Blake is here for a reason. I track her through the crowd. She finds Ryan and sits in his lap. Devon returns with our beers, and I’m glad to have another drink in my hand.

“I hope I’m not being too bold, but I love what you guys are doing. I think it’s amazing that you're so confident in your marriage,” Blake says.

John looks like he’s been slapped. I’m not shocked that Blake knows about our situation—I’d assumed Lila told him about it—but surprised he’s so forward about bringing it up to us so casually. He’s every bit as bold as his wife.

“Uh, thanks,” John says, sounding unsure.

“It works for us,” I respond.

“I mean, I think a lot of people are up to things like we are, but scared to death someone will find out. And I bet a lot of the rest would love to do it but just don’t have the nerve to go for it,” Blake says.

“I don’t know about that,” I reply. “I think people have some truly crazy fantasies, but they know it would be dangerous to ever make them happen.”

“It’s worked out for you. It’s worked out for us,” Blake says.

I smile slyly. “I don’t know that I’m wired like everyone else.”

“What are you guys into?” John asks, finding his footing. I wish he didn’t have to be so loud to be heard. Being in the middle, I lean into each guy so they hear me.

“We have another couple we spend time with. Kayla and Russ are friends from the neighborhood. People would be shocked if they knew—especially about Russ and Kayla. They’re so normal, you know?”

“And sometimes Lila gets up to stuff here,” I add.

“Well, yeah, that’s an occupational hazard, I guess. I know that would make most guys mental, but I don’t mind. I understand that dancing gets Lila all keyed up. It’s just sex, right? It’s not like she’s going to leave me for some guy she meets at the club. And it’s not like she will ever see them again unless they come back to the club.”

“It’s hot, right? Isn’t it incredible to have a sexy wife like Lila who’s so free?” John asks.

“Yeah. That’s what drew me to her in the first place. I don’t like plain, conventional girls. I love Lila’s edge. When I found out she’d stripped back in college, it kind of blew my mind, but then it puffed my chest out. I’ve got a girl who’s sexy enough to strip. We all want that.”

“Yeah, we do. It’s even better if she’s wild enough to actually do it.”

“Totally. Guys are their own worst enemies. You’ve got to be secure enough just to let your partner be who she is. If I were scared I couldn’t keep her, I wouldn’t be with Lila in the first place.”

“Right? A lot of people are worried that playing around in their relationships will end them, but it’s not something you should do if you’re worried about that,” John says.

“It’s not for everyone, though. Most people are probably right in thinking they couldn’t handle it,” I add.

“It’s all about trust,” Blake says.

“You’d never have let Lila get up on that stage if you didn’t trust her. It’s the same with me and Carol.”

Blake laughs. “I don’t let Lila do anything. She just tells me what she’s going to do, and I go along for the ride. I’ve found our life works better that way.”

“She is a force of nature,” I agree. I’m drawn to Lila by the same things her husband loves about her. It can seem like I’m as fearless as she is, but in reality, I carefully consider every move I make—and then consider them again—before I do something wild. I might not make the safe decision, but I try to look before I leap.

“Trust works both ways. Lila gives me the same freedom I give her. I see Kayla and Russ without Lila around, and we have fun together.”

“But you don’t see other women solo?” John asks. My gut tightens as I wonder why he’s inquiring.

“I could, but I don’t. Not yet. For one thing, I don’t have the same opportunity as she does, right? Lila has her choice of playmates. What am I going to do, hop on Tinder? Besides, what Lila does is nice and self-contained. If I started trying to pick up women, it would feel more like dating. I have a wife. I’m not looking to start dating again. How about you, John? What do you do while Carol is out?”

John squirms in his seat. He and Blake are similar but not the same. He doesn’t know how to answer because what I do does feel like dating, and John isn’t always comfortable with it—no matter how much he insists he trusts me. Blake is over at their friends’ house having threesomes while Lila is dancing, but John is home jerking off to my videos and imagining what I’m doing. John doesn’t want to seem like less of a man than Blake.

“I’m not on Tinder,” John says, forcing a laugh. “Our arrangement is a little different. But if I wanted to go out and play, I’m sure Carol would support me.”

“We’ve never even gone there. I didn’t know you were interested, honey,” I reply as sweetly as I can. It’s my turn to force a smile.

“Come on, Carol. It’s hot that you’re out there doing your thing. God bless you. But guys like to fuck. Am I right, John?”

“Well, yeah. Of course,” John replies.

I’m starting to feel like Blake is pushing us in a direction I’m not prepared to go. Is he trying to set up an arrangement with me and John like he has with their neighbors? I’m flattered Blake might want to get me in bed, but thinking about John with Lila tenses every muscle in my body. I’m sure it would be great for John. But he’s mine. I’m similarly possessive of Lila, even though she’s someone else’s wife. It’s too much to think about, and a crowded, noisy strip club is not the place to do it. I sip my beer and keep my own counsel.

“It’s wild, John. When the two of you are in a room together, you’re both getting busy… I mean, there’s this energy that passes between both couples. It’s like you’re all so free. Anything can happen. Let me tell you, John. Watching Lila fuck while I’m getting my dick sucked is the most incredible thing in the world.”

I try to picture it. I really do. John and I swapping with Lila and Blake—fooling around in the same room. I see myself with Blake, and I like it. He’s not conventionally handsome, but he’s magnetic. I get what Lila sees in him. But then there’s John and Lila and I feel the jealousy crawling around inside me.

“I can imagine,” John replies. “That must be intense.”

I know I should say something, but I have no words. I’m not going to blurt out what I’m feeling. Lila saves the day by returning in the nick of time and reaching both hands for me.

“Come with me, luv. I owe Ryan that dance, and I told him you would come along for the ride,” she announces.

I know I should question what she means by along for the ride, but I’m so eager to get away from the guys that I agree. John wants to know what’s up, but I’ll explain it to him later.

“I’ll bring her right back. I promise. And then we’ll go to the private room and have some fun. Okay, honey?” she tells John. She punctuates it with a kiss on his cheek.

“Sure. Just don’t be gone too long,” John agrees.

[image: ]


Ryan waits for us by the door to the couch dance room. I know the couch dance room. It’s the first place Lila ever made me come. The room is barely lit by black lighting and the loveseats along the walls are draped off by beads like the ones hanging in the doorway, but it’s not really private. There could be someone getting a dance just a couple of feet away. It lends the illusion of privacy, but it’s dim enough that the dancers can engage in enough extracurricular activities to earn good tips.

“You don’t mind paying for Carol to come back and join us, do you?” Lila asks, trailing her fingers across his broad chest. I want to do the same.

“Yeah, no problem,” he eagerly replies. Of course, he doesn’t.

Ryan pays the bouncer standing by the door, and Lila takes both our hands, leading us into the darkness. I see indistinct shapes moving behind the beads all around the room. The music isn’t as loud here, and I hear soft, sibilant whispers over it. The room is crowded on a busy Friday night. Lila locates an open loveseat, and I’m surprised when she pushes Ryan down into it. She takes me by the hips and guides me to stand in front of him.

My heart triphammers in my chest when I realize Lila expects me to do more than lay back and let her grind on me. Ryan will be the focus of this dance, and I’m going to be a part of it. Fear and excitement creep up my spine. I don’t know if I want to run out of the room or fall onto Ryan’s lap.

“Move with me, Carol. Let yourself feel the music,” Lila whispers, teeth nipping at my ear. She guides my hips, directing me to the beat.

“I…I don’t know…Lil…Lacey…”

“You can dance, can’t you?”

“Yeah, I dance, but not like this.”

“You’re a sexy momma, Carol. Ryan’s going to love whatever you do. Just let go and move with me, luv.”

I feel silly and sexy. Okay, probably more silly than sexy, at least at first. I’m a forty-year-old mom. This kind of behavior should be totally alien to me—should be. But I love the attention, and seeing how Ryan is staring at me gets me in the mood. I close my eyes and try to channel my inner stripper. My hips loosen, and I slither to the music.

“That’s it, luv. Just move. Just feel it,” Lila whispers.

She slips my glasses from my face and nudges me forward, further between Ryan’s open legs. I brush against him and jump. My eyes flutter open, and I smile, pushing down my nerves. It may sound disingenuous to claim I’m nervous after everything I’ve done, but this is so different than any of that.

I know my guys. It’s not like I’m just with random men. And when I post my photos on Reddit, it’s anonymous. Thousands of men see me naked, but it’s not like I’m stripping in front of them. I get a thrill from men looking at me as I move through the world, but that’s not up close and personal like this. They undress me with their eyes, but I don’t undress for them. This feels dangerous. I get scared whenever I try something new, but the fright turns me on, and that drives me to cross the line. I said I like to look before I leap, and I do. But too often, I look, see the danger, and leap enthusiastically.

Ryan is silent as he watches me, his hands sliding mine down his thighs. He’s hungry for me. It charges me like adrenaline. I’m moving on my own now. Lila still touches me, but the moves are mine. I lean forward, placing my knee on the edge of the loveseat between his legs. I push my chest at him, straining the buttons on my top. He wants to touch me. I wish he would. My leg brushes the inside of his thigh, moving higher. I want to feel how much I excite him, but I’m afraid of what happens after that.

Lila reaches around and cups my breasts. She massages, and I moan, hoping Ryan hears it over the music. My clever bra creates nice cleavage, but it’s not so padded that I can’t enjoy her caress. Her fingers pluck the buttons down the front of my bodysuit, opening it almost to my belly button.

The red, lacy bra beneath is exposed, my breasts spilling from the demi cups. Ryan twitches. He really wants to touch me now. Lila pushes from behind, leaning me forward. I plant my hands on the back of the loveseat, on either side of Ryan. It’s a move Lila did to me, and it pushes my boobs right into Ryan’s face. We’re so close I feel his hot breath on my flesh. I shiver and feel my sex clench.

“You’re so sexy, Carol. You don’t work here?” Ryan says, his voice low and lusty.

“No.” It’s half-moan, half-whisper.

“That’s even hotter.”

Ryan touches me, and I feel like I might die. The rules say men are supposed to keep their hands to themselves unless they’re given permission by the dancer. I’m glad Ryan isn’t a rule follower. But he’s not doing it on his own. I glance down to see Lila’s taken his hand and put it on my leg. He strokes just below the hem of my skirt. It feels good to be touched. Lila touches me, too, massaging my breasts as they hang in Ryan’s face. Her fingers probe where my bra cups join. She wants to know if I’m wearing a front clasp bra. Of course, I am, but I don’t know if I’m ready to go that far. I want to, but I need to take this in steps.

I turn and plant my butt in Ryan’s lap. His hands land on my sides. I work the core muscles I’ve trained in yoga class and swivel my hips, grinding my soft ass down into the younger man. His grip tightens on my sides, and he lifts off the loveseat, grinding back against me. I feel his bulge surge into my butt, and my moan just escapes. Lila stands over me, looking rather pleased with herself.

Lila bends at the waist, leans forward, and pushes me back to lean against Ryan’s chest. She looks past me, asking Ryan, “This song’s almost over. Would you like another?”

“Shit, yeah,” he replies.

“This is fun, isn’t it?” she says.

“Yeah,” I answer, a tremble in my voice. I feel I’m on that edge where I can easily lose control. I think of my husband out there in the club. I remember we’re taking a break, and I know I should stop this. The devil on my shoulder argues, He knows what’s going on back here. He wants it as much as you do!

“This is the greatest dance I’ve ever had,” Ryan enthusiastically agrees.

“It’s always sexier when it’s a civilian,” Lila says.

Lila kisses me. Ryan’s face is just beside me. It’s like the three of us are sharing the kiss. She’s aggressive, her tongue snaking past my lips, and I hungrily suck it, moaning into our kiss. Ryan moans, too, grinding harder into my ass. I’ve lost the rhythm of my gyrations, but that’s okay because he’s taken over. Feeling his hard cock grinding up into me makes my pussy throb. Ryan kisses my neck. I know that’s against the rules—he must, too—but I can’t complain because I’m too busy making out with Lila.

My bra is flicked open and I’m not sure if it’s Lila or Ryan’s doing. His hands roam my body. Hands cover my breasts, and I know it’s Ryan because the hands are big, and his grasp is strong. He pinches my tingling, puffy nipples, and I jolt in his lap. A stranger is groping me, which is a new one for me. It’s another line crossed. I love it. It feels sordid and wrong, but that just makes me hotter. I know my panties are soaked. I’m behaving like a wanton slut, and I don’t care.

Lila wants to put her hand up my skirt, but the tight denim doesn’t budge. She doesn’t let that stop her. Lila pops the buttons open with practiced ease, and my skirt parts enough to allow her access to my heated thighs. The skirt is pushed up, and I really feel Ryan’s hardness shift through his pants as I grind my nearly naked ass onto him. I spread my thighs wider, and Lila touches me through the bodysuit—the only thing between me and full exposure.

“Oh god,” I cry, tearing my mouth from hers. “Ohmygod…Li…Li…mmm…”

She covers my mouth with another kiss. I bet it’s to keep me from blurting out her real name. I’m the aggressive one this time, channeling my flaring passion into the kiss. My hips are moving again, working my ass into Ryan’s lap with a wild furor. Lila presses my bodysuit between my lips, creating delicious friction on my clit, soaking the crotch. I’m shaking. Ryan’s shaking beneath me. I feel like we’re one.

If Lila unsnapped my bodysuit, he could slip right inside me, and I wouldn’t stop him. I’d beg him to fuck me. He’s mauling my breasts like he’s out of control. I’m afraid his aggressive kisses will mark my neck. It would serve me right. John wouldn’t like that.

“Come on, babe. The song’s almost over. Are you close? Are you gonna come for us? Carol wants you to come. Don’t you, luv?” Lila coos.

I nod and whimper, “Mmhm.” I don’t know if she’s teasing me or Ryan. If she slipped her fingers inside my panties, I’m sure I’d come quickly, but she doesn’t go there.

“Ohhh…ohhh…oh fuck…” Ryan grunts.

Ryan gets there. He shudders, and I feel the wetness spreading through his pants and soaking my butt. It’s warm and gooey, and if I were sane, I’d jump up, but knowing I just made this stranger come ignites me, and I nearly come too. I keep working my butt until his pants are a complete mess, and I feel him go soft. My first lap dance is a rousing success!

“Time’s up, babe, unless you want another go,” Lila says.

“He doesn’t need one,” I say with a little giggle.

“Uh, sorry,” he moans.

“Don’t worry. Carol doesn’t mind.”

“No, I think it’s cool,” I say, twisting my neck to kiss his cheek.

Lila pulls me from his lap, and I re-clasp my bra and button my top while she kneels and buttons my skirt. She leaves the bottom two open. The wet spot on my ass causes the bodysuit to stick to me, and I want to clean myself now that I’m not caught in the throes of passion. I need to sneak off to the ladies’ room.

My trembling hands have trouble with the small buttons on my bodysuit, and I leave half of them open. I guess it’s okay to have my boobs hanging out in a strip club. She slips my glasses back onto my face. They’re so smeared I can barely see through them. Ryan stands, and I can just about make out the big wet spot on the front of his dark pants. Lila and I both hug him, avoiding the mess.

Ryan produces an extra twenty for each of us, and I duplicate her move, pushing my boobs toward him so he can slip the bill between them. We each take a hand and lead him out of the couch dance room, saying our goodbyes while he settles with the bouncer at the door. Once we’re away, Lila and I turn to each other, and I giggle like a schoolgirl. She couldn’t look prouder.

“Ohmygod. I can’t believe I did that!”

“You’re a natural, Carol. I’m telling you. You need to get a job here.”

“You’re crazy.”

“Am I? Going to try to tell me you didn’t like it?”

I can only smile in reply.

“You loved it! I felt how wet you are.”

“I love lots of things I shouldn’t do.”

“And you do them anyway, luv.”

“You need to stop trying to get me into trouble,” I reply.

Lila laughs. “You don’t need me for that.”

“Good point.”

“Now, let’s go find our men and see what other trouble we can find.”
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I feel like John can see the guilt written all over my face when we return to our husbands. I would say the lap dance I just gave violates the spirit of our break, if not the intent. I didn’t fuck Ryan, but he was all over me. John let me slide on Mateo, but I don’t know how he’ll feel about this. I hope it turns him on so much that he doesn’t mind. Maybe Blake’s convinced him that anything that happens in the strip club is meaningless.

The men are deep in conversation when we come upon them, and I wonder what they have been talking about. The conversation was taking a weird turn when Lila whisked me away and I hope Blake hasn’t put any funny ideas into my husband’s head while we were gone. I don’t want John to think that it’s time for him to start hooking up, too. They see us, and John’s eyes light up. I’m disheveled enough that he can tell I’ve been up to no good. My hair is mussed from Ryan’s nuzzling, and my clothes are half unbuttoned.

“You girls were gone awhile. What kind of trouble did you find?” Blake comments.

“The best kind,” Lila answers.

“That sounds awesome. I can’t wait to hear all about it.”

I drop into the chair beside John and take his hand. I realize I’m still breathing heavily. He eyes me suspiciously. He knows I’ve been bad. He’s just wondering how bad.

“Did you have fun, hon?”

“Yeah,” I say, smiling slyly. He doesn’t look angry, So far, so good.

“Carol broke her cherry,” Lila says.

John’s brows go up.

“She gave her first lap dance,” she says.

He looks at me with a mix of wonder and wariness. Lila sits in his lap, her arm around his shoulders. It distracts him from whatever he’s thinking. The knot of jealousy returns to my tummy.

“Why don’t you guys come down to one of the VIP rooms and we’ll tell you all about it where we can have some privacy?” Lila suggests.

John doesn’t hesitate. “Yeah. Let’s go for it.”

She leans in close and nuzzles him. My jaw clenches. “You don’t mind if Blake comes along, do you? He likes to see me work,” she says.

John does pause to consider this one, but not long. I guess he and Blake have become buddies. “Why not?”

“You’re sweet,” Lila says, kissing his cheek.

We follow Lila to a doorway opposite the couch dance room. I didn’t notice it last time I was here. Like the couch dance room, it’s guarded by a large, serious Black man dressed in all black. Lila speaks to him and digs into the little change purse she carries, producing a sheath of bills. The bouncer counts through them and speaks into a mic dangling from an earpiece. He speaks to Lila again, and she leads us through the door.

“Watch it going down the steps. They’re kind of steep,” she says. “I feel like I’m going down to a dungeon every time I come down here.”

The stairway is tight and dim, and we must file down one by one. It feels like we’re going down into the basement. The music is muffled as we move away from it. I get a creepy vibe and don’t know if I would go down here if I weren’t with John and Lila. In the movies, this is the kind of place where bad things happen.

“Sorry, it’s so glum. They had a way better set up where I used to dance, but that was more of a gentleman’s club.”

“Why aren’t you there anymore?” John asks.

“Someone I knew came in and recognized me. I didn’t want to go back after that.”

The stairs end in a long, narrow corridor with doors down the left side. Lila leads us to the last one and gives a light knock before opening it. Soft light spills from the doorway.

“This is nicer than I expected,” I say.

“They did a nice job with the space they had. Sorry it’s so small, but there usually aren’t four people in here.”

“That’s okay. We’ll make do,” John says.

The room isn’t bright, but it has normal lighting, unlike the black lights of the club. Recessed fixtures in the ceiling provide soft, warm light. Two of the walls are covered in patterned velvet wallpaper, so dark it looks black. The other wall is a mirror. The mirror gives the room the illusion of being larger, but it’s tiny. There isn’t really space for the four of us to stand once we all file in, and Blake flops down onto one of the black, slouchy leather couches along two of the walls. Lila pushes John down onto the couch opposite it. The space between them is maybe three feet. The mirror is on the open wall, with a low cabinet in front of it. Lila closes the door, and I see it’s also mirrored on the inside.

“It must have been freaky to be recognized,” John says, picking up his earlier thread.

“I’m not ashamed of what I do. I just don’t want to deal with the bullshit gossip. The guy who saw me was from my old job, and I knew he told everyone we worked with I was dancing. If I’d stayed, I would have seen all those guys I worked with eventually. I didn’t fancy the idea of having to give a lap dance to the guy who laid me off.”

“Yeah, that would suck,” John says.

“You have no idea. He was such a prick. That guy used to stare down my blouse every chance he got. Seeing me dance would have been his wet dream.”

“Hard to blame the guy, though. I mean, look at you, babe,” Blake says.

“It’s okay if guys look when I want them to. I’m not an attention whore, unlike some people in this room…”

“Hey!” I protest. “I don’t always want attention. I’m not looking for it at work.”

“But you do look hot in scrubs,” John says.

“Sexiest nurse ever,” Lila agrees.

Lila comes close, hands on my hips. Her hazel eyes beckon me. I feel our husbands watching, waiting for us to kiss. I want to kiss her, but Lila seems content to just hold me. My chest is tight. I’ve missed her kisses. I crave Lila. It’s been too long. There’s always this electricity, but the men watching takes it to another level. I’m so aroused I’m almost dizzy. In the silence, I realize there’s sensual music playing softly in the background. The vibe down here is decidedly less aggressive than upstairs in the club.

“I think I may have gotten Carol into a bit of trouble, John,” she says softly. She’s speaking to my husband, but her eyes are on mine. My hands rest on her slender waist. She’s a tiny thing—about my height—but in those platform pumps, we’re about the same height.

“She’s usually the bad influence,” he replies.

Lila spares John a quick glance and a sly smile. “Carol’s only bad because you like her that way.”

It’s not the whole truth, but I don’t dispute it. John may have started me on this road, but I do this all as much for me as I do for my husband—maybe more, if I’m honest.

“She is fun when she’s bad,” John says.

“Mmm, yes, she is. Do you want to know how bad she was?”

He swallows hard and nods. “Yeah.”

“Promise not to get angry?”

John hesitates this time but nods again.

“I took Carol back with me because I needed her help with a special dance. I put her right in front of the guy—his name’s Ryan—and she started dancing for him,” she says, voice low and erotic. Lila brushes my honey-blonde hair back past my shoulders and lifts my glasses away for the second time tonight. She hands them off to Blake. He’s so quiet it’s like he’s not there, but I feel him watching us. Lila’s fingers trail down the front of my bodysuit until she begins plucking the buttons open, one by one. She takes her time for effect. “I undressed her for him. I hope you don’t mind, John.”

“Uh, uhm, no. I don’t.”

My bodysuit is open. Lila caresses all the soft, exposed skin. I whimper. It’s intensely delicious, but the tease is almost too much. I didn’t climax up in the couch dance room, and I am dying to finish. Lila tenderly kisses my neck, and my whimpers turn to moans. I’m trembling by the time she flicks open my bra.

“I moved her closer to him and exposed her just like this.”

“Oooo…god…mmm…” I moan.

Lila maneuvers me into position in front of my husband, just as she did for Ryan. She doesn’t have to push me forward this time. I lean into John, moving my body to the faint music floating from the hidden speakers. My moves are slower and seductive, keeping with the slow jam music piped into the room. I look down at his face to see John staring at me like it’s the first time he’s seen my breasts. In that moment, it’s just me and my husband in that room. He brings his hands up to my body, but I push them away.

“No touching during the dance, sir,” I tease him.

“Did you let Ryan touch you?” he asks.

“What do you think?”

I plant my knee against his crotch and feel him surge when I grind it. John groans and grips his thighs tighter, desperate to touch me. I’ll allow it, but not yet.

Lila reminds me of her presence by sliding her hand up under my skirt and finding the hot, moist spot between my thighs. Both my panties and the bodysuit are soaked through. I expect Lila to unsnap my crotch, but she doesn’t. The bodysuit and my panties are shoved aside so she can reach her hot, wet target. She finds that wonderful, spongy spot inside me and excites my G-spot. I clutch her fingers inside me. I move with her, but my rhythm falters when the heady sensations of ecstasy flood through me. Lila pushes me close to orgasm, but it’s still a tease. She could easily make me come but doesn’t.

“Oooo…oooo…oooo god…”

“What, Carol?” John whispers. He stares up at me, amazed. He can see Lila is behind me, but not what her hand is doing.

“I…I…she…”

“Your wife is so fucking wet, John. She’s literally dripping. She likes being on display and playing the slut. Don’t you, luv?” The amusement in her voice rankles me, but I love that Lila is taking control.

“Yeah?” John stares into my eyes, begging me to answer the question. Does he see the desperation there?

“Yeah, honey. Yeah…mmm…”

Lila’s fingers slip from me, and I groan with disappointment. She’s just playing me like she has all night. She likes being in control. It’s fun being toyed with—to a point. If she doesn’t give me what I need soon, I’m going to get it one way or another. Maybe I’ll get it from her husband. How would Lila feel about that? John would love it—even if it’s breaking the rules.

It’s weird to think about being with another man. I didn’t get the chance to consider it when Lila dragged me into the couch dance room to perform for Ryan, but now that it’s a real possibility, I have to. I have my hobby, and I like to tease John that I’m a slut—his slut—but I don’t really think of myself as one. At least not in any negative kind of way.

I play with my husband’s permission, and I have regular guys. It’s not like I just head out to a bar on a Saturday night and pick up some rando to pull into my bed. That sounds exciting but scary. Exciting because it’s scary. But it also feels sleazy, and I don’t see myself as sleazy. I have relationships with my guys. Blake isn’t a rando from a bar, but he’s still a virtual stranger to me, even if he’s Lila’s husband. And yet, I look over my shoulder and see him smile at me, and I think, Yeah, I probably would.

“Mmm, you feel happy,” Lila purrs.

My attention is pulled back, and my breath catches when I find Lila in my husband’s lap. She’s unbuttoning her top while she talks to him. John’s arm is around her, and he can’t tear his eyes away from her body. She asks for assistance and my husband thoughtfully helps Lila remove her blouse. Her bra follows, and she’s topless in his lap. He stares at the barbells piercing her nipples. I don’t think he’s ever seen piercings like that up close.

“You like these? Maybe Carol should get a matching set. I’d love to play with them on her. It would drive her wild.” Lila takes John’s hand and places it on her breast. “You can touch, honey. The regular rules don’t apply here. Especially not for Carol’s husband.”

I watch John grope her breasts, dumbfounded. Lila’s boobs are smaller than mine by at least a cup size, but she’s younger, and they’re perkier, with that slight upward tilt that makes her dark nipples look toward the ceiling. I’m no slouch, either. My boobs still look great. All my lovers seem to agree.

John rubs his fingers over the warm, smooth surgical steel and gives the little barbell a flick. Lila shivers and moans. I burn with jealousy. I want to yank her right off his lap and take over. If John needs a lap dance, I’ll give him one. I’ll give him a dance that makes him forget there are any other women in the world.

“How would you really like to see Carol perform? We have a perfect candidate right over there,” Lila says, nodding toward Blake.

“I…uh…sure…” John stammers, barely looking away from the boobs that mesmerize him.

“You can muster more enthusiasm than that, can’t you honey?” Lila sweetly asks, running her fingers through his hair.

“Yeah. I want to see it.”

Lila turns to me. “Put on a show, luv. John wants to see what you did for Ryan. Show John how good you are at being bad.”

I’m not asked if I want to give Blake a lap dance. I’m told to do it. John wants it, but it’s Lila who’s pulling the strings. First, she plants herself in my husband’s lap, and then she tells me what to do. I feel like I should rebel and take control of the situation. I have a submissive side, but this feels like it’s a bit much. I should take control, but I don’t. I watch Lila snuggling up to John and I decide the best revenge is to blow her husband’s mind. I’ll show that harlot, I think, only half-kidding.

I wish my bodysuit were just a top I could throw off as Lila did with her shirt, but I can work with it. I strip my bra from underneath the bodysuit in that way that always amazes guys, pulling it out of my right arm. I toss it onto Lila’s lap with a smirk. She thinks she’s putting me on the spot, but I’m ready to rise to the occasion. I turn to face Blake and try to block out the couple behind me.

Blake is pleased with the show he’s about to receive, watching me like a wolf choosing his dinner from a flock of sheep. He opens his legs, and I swish my hips as I move in close between them, working my curves in the best imitation of an erotic dancer I can muster.

My braless breasts jiggle against the tight bodysuit. My nipples look like they’re about to cut through the thin, stretchy material. Blake licks his lips, and I beam, loving the lust etched on his face. I clutch my breasts through the bodysuit and release them, giving a good bounce. His eyes follow my hands down to my skirt.

The remaining buttons closing my skirt are opened one by one until it drops to the floor behind me. John must see the stain Ryan left on my butt. Does he realize what it is? I bet it’s distracting him from Lila. I’d love to be in his head right now. I shake my butt to ensure he doesn’t miss it. I smile down at Blake and run my fingers through my hair, tossing it before I raise my arms over my head and move my body like a slow-motion go-go dancer.

“You’re sexy, Carol. You should get a job here,” Blake compliments.

“I already have a job.”

“You’d make a killing, though.”

“This is a one-night-only performance.”

“I’m pretty lucky then.”

I blow him a kiss. “You are.”

Blake opens his arms to receive me when I turn and deposit myself in his lap. His hands smooth over my bare thighs while I wiggle and grind my butt into his lap. His old, worn jeans are soft against my round cheeks, left exposed by the bodysuit and I appreciate it’s not rough like Ryan’s pants were. My butt spreads when I push into him. Blake’s fingers dig into the pliant flesh of my hips, making me grind harder. He grows harder against me, and my pulse races. I wickedly think about making him come too. I’d love for Lila and John to watch me control Blake like that.

I glance up to find Lila’s arms wrapped around my husband while she whispers in his ear and toys with his hair. The jealousy rages inside me, and the only saving grace is that they are both watching me with Blake. I track John’s hands. One is on Lila’s thigh, dangerously close to her pussy, while the other still touches her breasts. He’s not playing with her piercings any longer, but he’s massaging her tight boobs, fingers tracing her flesh like he’s trying to learn her body. Lila’s getting a treat. I know just how good John is with his hands.

I want those hands to be on me, not her, but I feel a perverse pride. It’s good that Lila learns just how good John is. Sometimes I fear that Lila suspects I engage in my extracurricular activities because of dissatisfaction with my husband. That’s not true at all. I play because of the rush it gives me—and because I can, not because of anything John is lacking. But I still don’t want her in his lap.

“This does it for you, doesn’t it?” Blake whispers from behind me. His voice is low, confident, and masculine.

I nod with an Mmhm, closing my eyes to focus on him, and try to forget John and Lila. His hands travel to my waist. I know they aren’t stopping there.

“Lila shows me your pictures on Reddit. Damn, you’re sexy, Carol. It’s so fucking hot that you have this wildcat inside you, but you’re just this ordinary soccer mom type on the outside. Your pictures make me so fucking hard, Carol. That’s why you do it, don’t you? You want us all to be hard. You want us all thinking about you, don’t you?”

His hands are higher, tugging at the bodysuit, pulling it open. I bite my lip, but the moan still escapes. Blake weighs my breasts in his hands, delicate squeezing like he’s gauging what I like. I gasp when he’s rougher. My nipples are caught between his fingers, and he rolls them. My gasp turns to a throaty moan. My grind on his lap has slowed, but I press harder, working up and down rather than gyrating in circles. His hard lump is firmly between my cheeks, pushing the bodysuit between my round cheeks while I work it. Blake groans and pinches my nipples harder. They throb with my heartbeat.

Any qualms I had about fucking Blake are gone. I want him inside me. I want to fuck him while our spouses watch. I know they’d both be into it. John more so than Lila, but she’d love the show too. I know John won’t say no. His resolve is weak—especially if he’s watching me in Blake’s lap. But I don’t want to ask. I just want to take out Blake’s cock and do it.

My attention returns to our spouses. Lila’s shifted so she can reach his crotch. His belt is undone, and his pants open, but she still rubs him through his pants. Lila isn’t watching Blake and me any longer. She’s all about my husband. They whisper to each other, and she kisses his neck between whispers.

What are they saying? I imagine Lila telling John how sexy he is and that she wants him to fuck her. He wants to. He must. Lila’s hot, and he’s just a man. Men are always weak when offered pussy. Chris Rock was right when he said a man is only as faithful as his options. I don’t want to think he’d do it without talking to me first, but if he did, it would serve me right. I don’t like to ask John for permission, do I?

I grind my teeth, watching Lila and John together. My stomach is so tight I feel like I’m going to cramp. I’m lightheaded. I’m also incredibly aroused, and it’s not just because I’m with Blake. I’m very familiar with my dark side now, but I’m not accustomed to it manifesting like this.

I’m so jealous it’s making me sick, but this new danger of watching Lila and John together is like a new high. Does some twisted part of me want to see them together, even if it makes me feel this way? My heart palpitates, and I feel clammy—almost dizzy. I’m losing my mind.

Is this what John feels when he sees me with other men? He’s never been able to truly describe it, and if it is like this, I can understand why. It’s so many things all at once. But if this is it, I don’t understand why he wants it so badly. I’m turned on but can’t say it’s entirely pleasurable. And at least Blake is touching me. John watches solo. He’s only touching himself—usually. Tonight, he has Lila on his lap.

“Do they have you a little distracted, Carol? It’s okay, it’s hot to watch. I love seeing Lila work. She’s a marvel,” Blake coos into my ear.

“I…I don’t know… It’s…”

“You’re jealous, aren’t you?” Blake gives my nipples a twist and draws them out to punctuate his point. I yelp and tremble in his arms. John’s attention—split between Lila and me before—is firmly on me now. He watches Blake play with my breasts, keenly interested. This is the John I know—a man addicted to watching me misbehave. Blake pulls my nipples until it stings, like he’s demanding an answer to his question. John eats it up.

“Yesss…” I hiss. “Yes…I’m jealous…”

“It’s okay, Carol. I get it. Everyone gets jealous. But it’s hot too, isn’t it?”

Blake is the devil on my shoulder, demanding I look into the darkness and confront my feelings. I don’t want to. I hesitate, but he won’t let up until I answer.

“Yes, dammit. Yes, it’s hot. God, it’s hot,” I gasp. I’m louder than I intend, and I hope John is too distracted to hear me despite the tight confines of the room.

I take one of Blake’s hands from my chest and place it between my legs, directly on the wet spot on my bodysuit. He presses, and I moan, pushing my butt hard into his bulge. He jacks his hips off the loveseat, grinding up into me. I’m pinned between his hand on my pussy and his throbbing cock beneath me. I unsnap my bodysuit and pull it up. Blake doesn’t need instruction. His fingers dip between my slippery lips, and I engulf them, drawing tight around them with a satisfied sigh. My mind fills with all the dirty things we could do together while our spouses watch.

Our spouses watch, but John’s attention must be divided. His cock is in Lila’s hand. She strokes his length slowly and sensuously, smiling and whispering to him. She watches us hungrily, but who is that hunger for? I know she would fuck my husband. Does she want Blake and me to fuck? I imagine Lila being the center of an orgy in the tiny room and my jealousy wars with my dark desires. It would be incredible, but I want to be the center of attention. I want that orgy focused on me. I imagine Blake fucking his wife while she goes down on me, and John uses my mouth. It’s so real in my imagination that I quiver and moan.

“You girls have John so fucking hard. He’s the luckiest man alive. He’s got a hot little wife like you, and he’s got Lila in his lap, taking care of him while he watches you. It’s perfect,” Blake says.

“Oooo…oooo god…ohmygod…mmm…”

“Tell me you love this. Tell me, Carol.”

“I love it. I love it. Oh god! I want you to fuck me. Fuck me, Blake…”

“Aren’t you on a break?” He sounds amused.

“I don’t care. I need you to fuck me.” I sound desperate, and I don’t care.

“You’re on a break, aren’t you, Carol?”

“Uhhh…yeah…but…”

“I’d love to fuck you, Carol. I want to fuck you. I want to feel you come on my cock. But you’re on a break.”

“Please…please…”

Blake changes his angle of attack. His fingers brush my clit as they slither in and out of me. I buck on his lap. So close. So very close. I need this. I’ve needed it all night. This bastard better not stop. I can’t take any more teasing.

“Please…please…”

“Please, what, Carol?”

“Please…please…”

I’m about to beg him again to fuck me, but then I get there. That crazy balloon swells inside me and bursts, and I’m filled with pleasure and light. I shake rigidly on Blake’s lap, and my toes curl in my boots. Yes! It feels so damned good. So good because I’ve waited all night for it. It feels so good because everyone is watching me. They all see how easily I come for Blake and what a slut I am, and I love it. God, I’ve missed this feeling. I need this as much as John needs to see me do it. Blake keeps touching me, hoping I’ll climax again, but I’m so sensitive down there it almost burns, and I push his hand away and squeeze my thighs tight. It feels like they’re vibrating.

My eyes flutter open to find Lila vigorously jerking my husband’s cock. She’s whispering excitedly, and John nods his head, staring at my flushed, satisfied body. He groans—it sounds like he’s in pain—and John denotates, his cum arcing up into the air and landing on Lila’s thigh. She keeps stroking him, and the rest of his load oozes out, flowing over her pumping fist like the slow escape of lava from a volcano. Lila kisses his cheek, and I swear she says, That’s a good boy.

I experience a weird, momentary sense I’m floating above the tiny room, watching everyone in various throes of sexual excitement. I’m there, spread on Blake’s lap, with his cock throbbing against my butt. But my focus is on John and Lila. I watch her stroking him, his cum coating her hand, and it doesn’t seem real. It can’t be real. I can’t process another woman’s hand on my husband’s cock. It’s so strange because while I’m angry and jealous, the blissful feeling of my orgasm tinges all of it. I can’t feel so good while I feel so disordered. The cognitive dissonance almost makes my brain shut down.

I close my eyes and focus on breathing. It brings me back into my body and calms me. I feel better until I open my eyes. My strange new reality is still there. Lila’s on John’s lap, cuddling him. His prick is deflated, but she still strokes it. Lila beckons me over, and I go to them, moving through a fog. I sit to John’s side on the loveseat.

“This is really for you, luv,” Lila says, pressing her fingers to my lips.

I act without thinking. I suck her lithe digits, hungrily licking them when I taste my husband’s cum. I watch him as I suck her fingers clean, moaning around them. I’m putting on a show for John, but I do love sucking his cum from my lover’s fingers. John has that astonished, proud/horrified look I’ve seen too many times that always fires me. It makes me hunger to misbehave.

“Good girl, Carol. Get it all. Show John how eager you are. Mmm…”

Lila’s praise makes me keep licking and sucking, even when I’ve completely cleaned her fingers. I’m like a dog who won’t give up her bone. “I have good news, luv. John wants you to start playing again. Don’t you, sweetie?”

“Yeah, Carol. Yeah, I do.”

“Seeing how hot you were with Blake reminded him of what he was missing. Isn’t that right, sweetie?”

“God, you’re hot, honey. You’re incredible.”

I can’t believe what I’m hearing. I feared John wouldn’t find the nerve to open things up again. I look at Lila and smile. I’m still jealous, but I know she engineered this. Lila brought John to the point where he couldn’t say no. I owe her. We both owe her. I can’t wait to pay her back.

“Only if you’re sure,” I reply cautiously.

“I’m sure,” he says.

Lila kisses me, and I’m disappointed when it doesn’t last longer. “Why don’t you two celebrate while I go take care of my husband?” she says.

I want to keep Lila here and play with her while John watches, but she slips away and straddles Blake. Once his cock is free, she raises up and settles down on it. Lila doesn’t ease into it but thrusts hard up and down on her husband. I watch them, captivated. I’ve been watched many times now—and I always love it—but I’ve never watched anyone else have sex. Not live right in front of me. I fixate on the little details—the way Lila’s back muscles flex as she moves and how her cute butt tightens as she thrusts. The way Blake snakes his arms around her and uses her shoulders to pull her down onto him. The fiery wig bounces with their movement, almost flowing like real hair. Lila is all quiet, breathy moans and soft cries that urge Blake to take her. The couple is fully focused on each other, even though John and I are only a few feet away.

I spare a glance at John. He watches as intensely as I do. I darkly wonder if he wishes he were under Lila. Of course, he does. It’s funny I’m jealous, considering how I wish I were the one on top of Blake. I consider what it would be like if I were fucking Blake right now while John fucked Lila. We’re watching each other, and it’s as hot as it is unsettling. I need my husband.

John is already hard when I wrap my hand around his cock. It’s an impressive recovery time for him. He gasps when I stroke him, and his eyes flick from the couple having sex across from us to me. He can’t keep the smile from his face. I realize his voyeurism isn’t just about me. My jealousy spikes, and I tamp it down.

“You really love to watch, don’t you?” I say.

“It’s hot. You know it is, Carol.”

I answer him by pushing his thighs apart and climbing between. I settle my ass down against him while holding his cock and fitting it to my dripping cleft. I moan, Oooo god, and settle onto him, sheathing his length inside me. Yes! This is what I truly needed. I wanted to experience Blake’s cock, but no one quite feels like John. His familiar girth inside me is both enthralling and comforting. I feel differently with each of my guys, but only my husband feels like home.

I grip just above his knees and steady myself as I ripple my muscles around him. John groans and grabs me just above the waist. He moves beneath me as if he can penetrate deeper, but I have him all. He wants me to ride him, but he deserves a bit of a tease. My butt moves in a circular motion, and he stirs inside me. John feels so good that it’s difficult to maintain the tease. His hands slide up my ribcage, and he cups my breasts. Fingertips flutter across my nipples. It’s too much. I begin to move on him.

“Come on, Carol. Fuck me,” he hisses.

“Yes, Daddy,” I whimper.

Lila is all about Blake, riding him hard, but he watches us over her shoulder. He watches me. Blake stares while I rock on John, my breasts jiggling when I lean forward for leverage and build momentum. It probably looks like I’m twerking on John’s lap. My husband’s hands are lower now, right on my waist, and he grips tightly, thrusting up to meet me.

“Oooo god. Oooo god. Ohmygod! Yeah…yeah…” I cry.

Fuck him, Blake mouths, eyes locked into mine. His intensity gives me chills. He’s fucking his wife, but he wants me. He wants Lila, too—he wants us both—but he really wants me. I feel it.

“Mmm…Daddy…yeah…yeah…ohmygod…”

It’s embarrassing to call John Daddy in front of others, but I can’t control myself. I’m past caring anyway. I’m going to climax again, and it’s going to be intense. John wraps my honey-blonde hair around his fingers and pulls back. That does it. I wail and shake, my pussy locking around John’s shaft.

“Oooo god! Yeah…yeah…ohmygod!”

I lean back against John’s chest. He paws my breasts frantically and grunts in my ear as he thrusts up into me.

“Fuck…fuck…Carol…oh fuck…”

Lila cries out, experiencing her orgasm while John swells and pops inside me. It’s his second time tonight, so his load is diminished, but I still feel him flood me. He wraps his arms around me, and we both tremble while he gradually shrinks inside me and finally slips out.

“Fuck baby…fuck baby…fuck…” Lila sighs as she slows. When she’s finally still, she kisses Blake and says, “Fuck, that was good, baby.”

“You’re the best, babe. Always the best,” Blake replies, running his hands up and down her back.

I slide off John’s lap, groaning when my sore thigh muscles protest. I’m in good shape, but they got quite the workout tonight. I pull the bodysuit back into place over the gooey mess between my legs and snap it closed. It’s going to need a long, hot soak in the washing machine after tonight. John swiftly moves to cover himself. Lila is more languid in her movements, peeling away from Blake and casually fixing her outfit as if it’s the most normal thing in the world that we all just fucked in front of each other. She smiles and pulls me into a long, sensual kiss. Of course, I don’t resist.

“Tonight was hot, wasn’t it, luv?” she says.

“It always seems to get that way when I’m around you,” I reply.

“I’m just a fun girl.” She laughs.

“Yes, you are.”

“Almost as much fun as you, luv.” She kisses me again. “I’d love to stay in here with you guys all night, but we only had the room for a half hour, and I’m sure we’re over that now.”

“Do we have to?” I pout, even though I’m ready to go. I don’t want to seem ungrateful. The tiny room feels claustrophobic now that we’re done with it. It smells of humid bodies and sex, and I’m dying for fresh air.

“We’ll party again soon. I promise,” Lila assures me.

I know it’s true, but I can’t think of what could top this.
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Blake asks if we want to have a drink before we leave, but both John and I want to get out of there. We’re both stunned by where the night went. I don’t know what I expected to happen when I agreed to bring John to the club, but this wasn’t it. We’re polite when we say our goodnights, but we’re obviously in a hurry.

It’s strange to be back out in the noisy, crowded club after the quiet confines of the VIP room. It’s all just too much. John leads me by the hand, navigating toward the door as we move through the mass of guys.

My bra is in my purse, and my breasts bounce freely as we move, attracting even more attention than when we arrived. My hair is messy, and my glasses are so smudged I can hardly see where I’m going. It’s painfully clear that someone has just fucked me. The men around us leer as they try to picture what I’ve been up to. It sends a dark chill down my spine. I usually crave this kind of attention, but the walk of shame is clouded by my mood. I’m out of sorts as I try to process what happened in that VIP room.

The cool air I suck in when we burst through the door is bracing, even if it’s corrupted by the smokers congregated near the entrance. John wordlessly holds the door to his Charger when I slide into the passenger seat. We don’t speak until we’re on the road and headed home.

“Did you mean what you said?” I ask. I start because I know John won’t.

“Which thing? I feel like a lot of things were said tonight.” John’s tone is light, but I can tell it’s forced.

I watch the lights strobe past and feel the heated seat warming my backside. I love the heated seats in his car. ELO plays on the classic rock station on satellite radio. I hesitate because I don’t want him to feel like I’m pushing him, but I need to know. Even with everything that happened tonight, my mind is still on the future and seeing my guys again. I feel guilty for not staying in the moment, but that’s not who I am now.

Careful, pragmatic Carol, who took one thing at a time, doesn’t live here anymore. New Carol loves the adrenaline thrill of risk and is always chasing her next high. Even when I’m doing something completely innocuous, my dirty fun time is always in the back of my mind.

“You said our break was over. Do you mean it? Can I go back to seeing the guys? I understand if it’s just something you said in the heat of the moment. I don’t want you to feel pushed into anything.”

John chuckles, mostly to himself.

“What?” I ask.

“You’re awfully eager. Everything that happened tonight, that’s the thing that’s at the front of your mind.”

“That’s not fair,” I complain. I’m annoyed by his accusation—even if it’s true.

“It’s okay, Carol. I meant it. You can go back to your boys.”

I almost thank him, but I don’t want to give the impression I belong to him—even if I’m his wife. The closest I can come is, “Only if you’re sure.”

“You’re not trying to talk me out of it, are you?”

“No.” The word is past my lips before I even think about it.

John smiles, nodding to himself.

“Thanks,” I finally say, realizing I do need his permission to have sex with other men. I am his wife, and I really should act like it. I just don’t want this situation to make John feel like he can control me. We’re quiet again after that, and I return to watching the passing lights. There’s so much more to say, but I’m content to enjoy what I’ve gained for now.
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I’m exhausted when we get home. Not so much because the lap dancing was such a workout, but because the weight of our misbehavior has left me drained. I’m almost as shell-shocked as after that first night John surprised me with the guys for my fortieth birthday. John, however, is energized. He goes right to the bar and pours himself a whiskey. I stand in the doorway of the living room, watching him. I realize I’m too wrung out to get into anything tonight. I just want to take a shower and go to bed.

“I’m going to head on up,” I say, bending to unzip a boot. I pull it off, and the sock goes with it. I move to the other one, stopping when John tells me to wait. I look up at him, still bent at the waist.

“Don’t stop,” he says, staring at me while he sips his whiskey. I give him a what? look, and he adds, “Keep undressing.”

I don’t know if I’m ready for any more sex tonight—and I’d be amazed if John could get it up a third time—but I don’t want to disappoint him, and I unzip and strip off my other boot.

“You haven’t seen enough of me tonight?” I ask, unbuttoning my skirt.

“I never get enough of you. You should know that. Neither can anyone else.”

“Is that so?”

I let the skirt drop to the floor and unbutton my bodysuit. It’s not a sexy striptease. Definitely don’t have that in me. I’m just undressing.

“Don’t tell me you didn’t notice how those guys were looking at you when we left the club.”

I laugh. “That’s just because they thought I’m the kind of slut who fucks in a strip club. They hoped they could get lucky, too.”

“You should have let them.”

“Are you disappointed I didn’t? Did you want to see me fuck Blake?”

John doesn’t answer right away but watches me peel the bodysuit down and step out of it. I’m nude in the living room. Now what?

“Did you want to?” he asks.

“What do you think?

“I know you did, Carol. It was written all over you. Lila saw it, too. She thought it would be hot if we watched you two do it,” John says. My jealousy ticks up. That light in his eyes isn’t just about me this time. I hate sharing the spotlight.

John sets down his lowball glass and comes close enough to touch. I tense in anticipation. As exhausted as I am, I still want him. I feed on his desire. I can’t control my reaction to my husband. My sex drive has a mind of its own and doesn’t care what the rest of me wants. My body has its own needs. John touches my side, and I sigh. His fingers flutter up my back before curving around to the front again and caressing my breast with a featherlight touch.

“You’re thinking about Blake touching me, aren’t you?”

John nods. “Yeah, that other guy, too.”

“Ryan,” I remind him.

“Yeah, Ryan. I wish I’d been back there to see it.”

“Sorry.”

“It’s okay. Lila told me all about it. It was hot hearing her tell it,” John says. The mention of Lila inflames me. Why do I feel like she could replace me?

It doesn’t feel like he’s touching me to turn me on, but more like he wants to feel that I’m real. That I’m still his wife. I could be some mirage that took the real Carol’s place. A trampy illusion of the woman he once knew. My nipple puckers to a dark pink from his touch. I take a long, satisfying deep breath. I want John to touch me. I want him to want me. If he wants to fuck me again tonight, I’ll let him.

I open his pants and fish out his cock. John is at half-mast, and I feel him pulsing like he’s willing himself to get hard again against his spent body’s wishes.

“What else did Lila say to you?” I ask, gripping him firmly.

“We...ahh…mostly talked about you. She kept telling me that she got it. Lila said it’s hot to see you fuck. Ahh, Carol, babe…”

I slowly sink to my knees, staring up at him the entire time. John’s cool blue eyes are fixed on me. “Sounds like you both like watching me. I guess you two have a lot in common.”

“I guess…”

“Tell me the rest. Tell me everything, Daddy,” I coo, sucking him into my mouth.

“Carol…babe…you don’t have to…ahh…shit…”

I suck and John grows in my mouth, but it’s still semi-soft. His prick isn’t surging like earlier in the night. I want to make him hard and get him off. I’ve forgotten about just going to bed. I know it’s jealousy driving me. It’s silly to be so competitive with Lila. I’m a grown woman and should be above that. I’m not.

“She…she said…she knows I miss it…seeing you…” John’s having trouble getting his words out as my tongue snaking around his cock has him huffing like he just ran a mile. “She told me I don’t need to worry…said you love me…said it’s stupid to be afraid…said she knows…she knows…ahh Carol…knows I…damn babe…knows I need it…”

Lila knew how to work John perfectly. I guess her job has taught her exactly how to twist men around her finger. I should be thanking her, not jealous. Lila got me exactly what I wanted. I need to focus on that and not envy. Is letting her jerk off my husband too high a price to pay? It did turn me on, as hard as that is to admit. I should take Lila’s words to heart, too: don’t be afraid. Just enjoy it.

“Carol,” John gasps, easing me back. “It’s okay. I don’t think it’s going to happen again tonight.”

I’m so in my head that I don’t realize how hard I’m sucking him. I’m like a crazed Hoover, bobbing wildly on him. John steps away, and his prick, still not hard, pops from my lips and dangles there. I know it’s not my fault he’s not hard—not after he came twice at the club—but it still feels like a rejection. Lila got him hard, my catty mind insists.

“Are you sure, Daddy? I can keep trying. I want to.”

John helps me to my feet. “Really, Carol. It’s been a long night. Let’s just go on upstairs. I promise I’ll be more than ready for you tomorrow.”

“You’d better be.” I kiss him. “I really do love you. You know that, right?”

“Of course, I know it. I love you too, Carol. Go get your shower. I’ll take care of things down here.”
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“Why don’t you look as exhausted as I do?” Patty asks when I find her in the locker room. “You look like you could go out and party.”

“I’m tired. Trust me. This shift was a grind.”

“You don’t look it, hon. Come to think of it, you’ve had a spring in your step all night. What gives? Do you have a hot date tonight? Is John waiting up for you with a pair of handcuffs and your favorite toy?”

“Something like that,” I answer, wondering, Am I that obvious?

“I don’t know how you two do it. Chuck will be dead asleep when I get home. I could pounce on him naked, and he won’t stir.” Patty laughs.

“I don’t believe that. Why don’t you try it and find out?”

Patty smiles. “Maybe I will.”

“Break out one of the outfits he likes. That will get his attention.”

“I should have never told you about that.” Her cheeks flush crimson. “You can’t hold that over my head.”

“I’m not holding it over your head. I think it’s cool. I told you that.”

“So, what kind of hot date do you and John have planned at 3 a.m.?”

“I’m probably just going to walk in, strip, and wake him up. That’s about all it takes. He’s still horny as a teenager. That’s not a criticism, by the way. I think I am, too. It doesn’t always have to be a big production.”

Patty looks disappointed. “That sounds too vanilla for you.”

“I’ll get him to spank me if that makes you feel better. Do you want pictures of that, too?”

“Chuck would like to see those.”

Patty looks scandalized by her admission, and I realize the words slipped out of her mouth before she could stop them. My first instinct is to probe and find out exactly what Patty meant by that, but she’s ready to clam up. She looks like she wants to stuff herself into her locker and disappear. I’m fascinated by my strait-laced friend’s burgeoning kinkiness. I know I’ve been a big influence, and so I have a right to know all about it. I’m not going to push her, but I also can’t just let it go. I want the juicy details.

“Would he now?”

“You saw the way he looked at those pictures of you. You know how he feels.”

“Are you jealous?”

“Of course not. It’s you. You’re not a threat. Even if you are a terrible slut. Chuck can have his crush. I know you’re not going to steal my husband.”

“I don’t know. I’ve always thought he was kinda cute.”

“Well, if you borrow him, you have to give him back at some point. I mean, it would be nice to have him out of my hair for a little while, but I do love the old fool. I wouldn’t want him gone for good. Who would mow the lawn?”

“Very funny,” I chuckle. A weird look flits across her face. “You’re really not jealous? I don’t know if I’d be so good with it.”

“Did you get weirded out when John saw my pictures?”

“No. It didn’t mean anything. Like you said, I know you’re not trying to steal my husband. There was no reason to be jealous.” It’s not the whole truth. I was hot with jealousy when John looked at those nude photos of Patty. I was all over him the moment we were alone, eager to re-establish that he belongs to me. I wasn’t exactly like I was marking my territory, but close enough.

I was the same way that night with Lila, except it was worse because I actually saw my husband with another woman. For a crazy moment, I wonder how I would feel if I saw John fool around with Patty like he did with Lila. No question I can trust her. Patty and I have been friends forever. Would I feel the same explosion of jealousy? I don’t know. My musings lead to a moment of candor. “I don’t know if I’m up for lending John out, though.”

“Not even to me?” Patty chuckles, but it sounds forced. “You can trust me. I’m not going to steal your husband.”

My laugh sounds even more forced than hers did. We somehow ended up in a weird space. I’ve gotten used to being in awkward positions, but not with Patty. “I know that! This whole conversation is nuts. Are we swingers now?”

Patty gives me a hmm and says, “I didn’t peg you for the jealous type.” It annoys me because it’s true.

“I don’t think I’m overly jealous. How about we swap out husbands this weekend and see who feels weirder afterward?”

Patty turns deadly serious like she’s about to tell me I have six weeks to live. My breath seizes in my chest. Is she about to suggest we really do it? How far into the Twilight Zone have I strayed? Patty’s been my safe space until now. She’s my anchor to normal. I can’t handle her coming out onto my kinky limb. I know it’ll snap off beneath us from the strain. I’m completely disoriented—until Patty starts laughing. She laughs so hard that I can’t help joining in—once I start breathing again.

“You really thought I was going to agree to swap husbands! You should have seen the look on your face,” she says, wiping away tears.

“No, of course not,” I protest. But she’s right. My world has gotten so weird that I thought my oldest friend, strait-laced Patty, was going to propose swapping husbands.

“I don’t know. You looked scared. It’s okay, Carol. No swapping husbands this weekend.” She pulls me into a hug and whispers to me. “I love you like a sister. But just so you know, if Chuck and I were ever going to consider something like that, you guys are the only ones we’d trust to try it with.”

Huh?
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I wasn’t totally lying to Patty when she asked if I had a hot date after work. I do. It’s just not with my husband. I just let her assume that it was, as she naturally would. Who else’s bed would I be crawling into in the middle of the night? Patty knows I’m crazy. She just doesn’t know how deep it goes. Even if she suspected I’m leading some kind of a double life before, I’m sure my extreme reaction to her teasing about swapping shut that down.

The door to Conner’s apartment is unlocked, as he promised it would be. I silently ease it closed behind me. I want to surprise him in bed. The short hallway leads to his small living room, with a door to the left leading to a tiny galley kitchen. His apartment always leaves me nostalgic. It reminds me of the apartment I shared with my first husband when we got together. It was just enough room for two. I have no idea how I ever functioned in a kitchen that small. I could hardly prepare eggs in that little space now.

Orange light streams into the living room through the slatted blinds over the patio doors. Industrial sodium lights illuminate the small courtyard below the garden apartment. I’ve never been on that balcony. I’ve spent most of my time at Conner’s in the bedroom. I deposit my purse on the couch, removing my phone and the little stand I bought for it online. I kick off my sneakers, and my scrubs are quickly shed and placed neatly on the back of the couch.

I make sure my sexy, lace-trimmed boy shorts are in place and tug at my bra so it plumps up my breasts in just the right way. The lingerie I wore under my scrubs is more cute than sexy—with little pink hearts on the white satin—but I think Conner will like it. I love sexy lingerie, but I can’t be running around in tiny, see-through panties and a crazy push-up bra while I’m working. I’m not going to suffer that discomfort for twelve hours.

I carefully fold my glasses and place them on top of my purse. I can see well enough to find the bedroom without them. I’m fluffing my hair and turning toward the bedroom when Conner’s voice booms in the quiet, making me leap out of my skin. “Hey, I thought I heard you come in,” he says.

“You could give a girl some warning. I almost had a heart attack.” My heart is racing.

Conner smiles that lop-sided grin that’s somehow boyish and incredibly sexy at the same time. “I’d think you’d expect me to be in my own apartment.”

“I just thought you’d be in bed.”

My focus doesn’t stay on his grin for long. Conner is nude but for maroon boxer briefs, which cling to his package like a second skin. My eyes trace every contour of that big, beautiful manhood I know so well. It’s almost more alluring in its covering, but I want it exposed so I can play with it. God, I missed his amazing cock.

“I couldn’t sleep knowing you were coming over. It’s been so long since we’ve seen each other. Too long.”

“The longest weeks of my life.”

“It felt longer than weeks,” he says, sliding into my space. He’s nearly a foot taller than I am. I love how big he is.

“I’m here now.” I look up, regarding him in the half-light, and my breath catches.

He’s so ruggedly handsome he could adorn the cover of a romance novel, except he’s not perfect like a Fabio. His face is lived-in for someone who’s only twenty-eight. There’s the small scar on his strong chin, the product of a fall from a tall tree in his childhood backyard he was determined to climb. He’s never been one to back down from a challenge.

There’s his crooked nose, broken while he served in Afghanistan. Conner wouldn’t share the story behind that. His nearly black eyes stared into the distance, and his face clouded over when I asked about that. He doesn’t talk much about his time in the Marines, except to share some extracurricular hijinks he shared with his comrades—guys he always describes as the best.

Conner cradles my face in his hands, brushing back my hair. His stormy eyes testify to how much he’s missed me. He seems to want to pour his heart out but only says, “God, I missed you, Carol.” Those five words carry immense weight.

“I missed you too, sweetheart. I was dying to get back to you. I would have come sooner if I could have.”

“I know. I understand your situation and what this is. I just hated you being gone for so long.”

“I’m ready to make it up to you,” I say, tongue moistening my lips as I await his kiss.

“I’ve missed you an awful lot. I’ve built up a lot of energy for you. I don’t know if you’re up to it.”

“You should know better than that, sweetheart.”

I can’t wait any longer. I stretch up and grab Conner behind the neck, pulling his lips down to mine. His dark stubble is sandpapery on my cheek. I love it. My hunger for him pours into the kiss, and I whimper with need. His tattooed arms encircle me, effortlessly lifting me. I don’t wrap my legs around his waist to help. Conner doesn’t need it. I love his strength. I love being crushed against his broad, hard chest. His power is such an aphrodisiac. I greedily suck at his tongue when it’s offered to me.

“Take me to bed,” I breathlessly plead.

“You can ask nicer than that.”

My eyes sparkle, and my voice turns sticky sweet. “Please take me to bed and fuck me, Conner.”

Conner spins and carries me toward his bedroom, but I tell him to wait, reaching out toward the couch to grab my phone and the tiny tripod. This is the first time I’ve been out since John lifted the embargo, and I can’t disappoint him. I’ve done that too many times. If my husband can’t be there, he expects video of my encounters.

I like being his personal porn star, but sometimes I’m just so swept up in whatever is happening that I forget to record it. I can’t always convenient to bring everything to a halt to find somewhere to prop up my phone and hit record. And there are times with Conner when I want it just to be the two of us. That might not be fair to John, but Conner and I share something deeper than just being fuckbuddies, and I value that. It can’t just be about sex all the time. I need more than that. I don’t expect John to understand that.

I don’t let Conner toss me onto his bed, instead directing him to lie down while I snap my phone into its tripod and place it atop a dresser. I bend and turn it until it’s a nice shot—looking at the foot of the bed from an angle—and hit record. The room is too dark, and I turn on the bedside lamp. Perfect.

Conner is stretched out in the middle of the bed with his hands behind his head. He looks amused, watching me prepare things for my husband. He doesn’t understand John’s fetish. I don’t expect him to. He just needs to honor our rules. I know there’s no way Conner would share me with other men if he were my husband. I’m sure I’d be happy just being his woman. I could spend the rest of my life climbing all over that perfect body.

I kneel on the bed beside him—half-turned to the camera—and trail my painted nails down Conner’s chest. The fine, dark hair highlights, rather than conceals, his perfection. I’m perfectly happy with my husband, but damn if these chiseled pecks and that tight six-pack don’t just do it for me.

Caressing Conner tightens me in all the right places, and I feel I’m getting wet. I actually lick my lips as I look at him like I’m in a bad movie. I follow the trails between muscles down his torso until my fingers hook in the waistband of his boxer briefs. He helpfully lifts his hips so I can tug them down. His beautiful, muscular cock springs into view, smacking my cheek while I lean over him to pull his underwear down his legs.

“Sorry,” he says insincerely.

“Never apologize for that.” I rub my soft cheek along his softer head, feeling the dripping moisture smearing my skin.

My fingers can’t quite close around his girth. I used to think size didn’t matter and that a big guy would just hurt because the large guys I had in college had no finesse. Conner has changed all that for me. Just like how a baseball bat is just a bat until it gets into the hands of someone like Mike Trout, a big cock is just a piece of meat until it’s attached to a man who knows how to use it. And boy, does Conner know how to use it. I’ve missed seeing Noah, too, but I didn’t long for him like I’ve longed for Conner.

He smells fresh and clean when I bend lower to softly kiss his balls. His legs tense, and I suck, my tongue darting down the center of his sac. Conner is clean-shaven down there, which makes using my mouth on him a pleasure. His shaft still caresses my cheek while I kiss and lick him. His fluid must be smearing my hair. It’s a shame my phone camera won’t pick up that little detail for my husband.

Conner groans while I enjoy his balls. His thighs part so I can get lower, and my tongue darts beneath his sac before I come up again and suck one of those big balls into my mouth. Conner moves my hand and handles himself, aggressively rubbing his cock all over my face. It makes me feel dirty. I love how slutty I must look to him. The throbbing grows between my thighs. I want to suck Conner. I want to make him happy, but I need him inside me. I drag my tongue up his shaft and stretch my lips around the big plumb head, sucking hard.

“Ahh…Carol…those lips…”

My tongue slathers his head, consuming the salty nectar it leaks. He continues to hold himself while I suck like he’s presenting it to me. I brush the hair back from my face and keep sucking, eyes briefly flicking to the dresser, where my phone records every moment. What will John think when he sees how badly I want Conner? Will it make him hard to watch his wife suck her younger stud?

“Now, do you know how much I missed you?” I ask, sucking in a deep breath when I pull my mouth from him.

“I might need a little more convincing.” He gently presses on the back of my head.

“Your wish is my command.”

The words are barely out before he’s back in my mouth. He presses me deeper than I went before, stretching my mouth wide and testing my limits. I’d gotten pretty good at managing his big cock, but I’m out of practice, and I must work to breathe through my nose while I slaver over his mouth-filling prick.

I felt in control—for just a second—when I was sucking his balls, and he moaned my name—but that’s gone as Conner guides me up and down on his shaft. He lovingly strokes my hair, encouraging me to take him deeper. I always want to impress him when he’s in my mouth, and tonight is no exception. My cheeks hollow while I suck, and muffled whimpers escape when he hits the back of my throat. I relax, but he just won’t fit. Saliva runs from my lips to his fist, which pumps the large portion of him that I just can’t take. Conner only eases back when I run out of air and start to gag on him.

“Mmm…pretty Carol…so good…you can do it, you’re just out of practice. Suck it, honey…that’s it…suck it, Carol…god, that’s good…yeah…yeah…Carol…suck it…”

I suck harder, take him deeper. The encouragement drives me, even as I feel lightheaded from the clogging mouthful. My blue eyes flare, and even I don’t know if I am begging for reprieve or for him to fuck my mouth harder. That cock might choke me until I pass out, but the scary thing is that I think I’d be okay with that if it meant he spilled his seed down my throat. The way I lose control whenever I’m around any of my guys is frightening. I understand why John needed the break. It can’t be easy seeing me like this.

Conner pulls me off his cock, and I cough, gasping and smacking my lips. I stare down at him, and I only want him to put it back in my mouth. I stretch my tongue down to the tip, but he pulls me back, denying me.

“Too much more of that, and I’m going to lose it,” he says.

“Is that a problem, sweetheart?” I smile. I can only imagine how ruined my lipstick is.

“I have other plans for you tonight.”

I reach for him and take over stroking it. I can’t believe I haven’t touched it until now, but Conner hasn’t let me. “I’m not worried. A young man like you is good for more than one shot.”

“Yeah, no doubt. But I’m going to make every shot count tonight, Carol.”

He’s still in control and guides me by the head, pulling me up his body, so I’m on top of him. We kiss. His big hands maul my round butt, pinning me in place. He grinds up into me, and I wish my panties would disappear. Maybe it’s time I stopped wearing them. Being on top, feeling his body, kissing him—it’s everything. I want this perfect moment to go on forever.

“You’re so beautiful,” he says between kisses. Conner says it all the time. I never tire of hearing it. I still can’t quite believe that this sexy younger man is interested in some suburban soccer mom like me.

Hands slide up my back, and my bra is unclasped with a simple snap of his fingers. He has the move perfected. Conner turns us, slipping on top of me smoothly as a seal sliding onto a rock. I touch those granite arms as he holds himself over me, tracing the lines of the colorful tattoo sleeves that adorn both arms. Most are Marine-themed, with several skulls and sexy women thrown in there. Conner is very much un-PC. He leans in to kiss me, and I chase his tongue when he pulls back. I stroke the dark brown brush of his crew cut, trying to pull him back to my lips, but even on one arm, he’s too strong. His free hand plucks the bra from my chest and flings it away. Another quick kiss, and he moves lower.

I crave for him to be inside me, but when he begins worshipping my breasts, I decide I can wait a little longer. He sculpts them with his hands while his lips move back and forth, sucking and kissing. The pink buds of my nipples darken and swell, pulsing when he sucks them deep into his mouth and lashes with his tongue. It’s a direct line to my pussy. My hips lift off the bed, seeking him. I grind against his abs, knowing he can feel the gushing of my desire.

“Conner…sweetheart…yeah…mmm…”

Once I’m a quivering, panting mess, he goes lower, pausing to kiss the fake emerald at my belly before lifting a thigh over his shoulder. I’m spread open and he feasts on me. My clit swells, seeking attention. Conner provides it, his tongue slashing while he works a fat thumb up inside me.

I screech, my climax immediate, my muscles working around his thumb as if it’s the thing I really yearn for. My hips move in crazy circles, fucking his mouth and thumb, promising what he can enjoy when he gives me what I truly seek. Conner sucks my sopping sex, making my clit bloom and extends my orgasm. I cry his name over and over, kicking my heel against his muscular back.

“Please…please…”

“Please what, Carol?” He glances up from between my thighs, mouth glazed, eyes shining with pride. He loves making me come like this.

“Please…I…I need…” I pant so hard the words are almost impossible.

“Tell me what you need, babe.”

I laugh musically. It’s somewhere between joy and frustration. “Are you going to make me beg?”

“Too proud?” he challenges.

“Fuck me!” I demand. He stares. He really wants me to beg. “Fuck me!” I demand once more. Conner flicks my clit with his tongue, and I shiver. He has me. I pull out the voice I usually reserve for my Daddy at home. “Please, fuck me,” I beg. “I’ve waited so long. Oooo…fuck me, sweetheart.”

“I can’t resist that!”

Conner is on me in a flash. I grab behind my knees and hold my legs open for him. His head rubs my slick furrow, and my belly quivers in anticipation. He sheathes himself inside me with a grunt. Conner took his time when we started together because he knew I had to get used to his size. We got past that before, but it’s been a while now, and it hurts just a little when he stretches me open. I whimper, but it’s a sweet pain. It feels so good.

“Oooo…oooo…my…god…”

“Fuck, I almost forgot how good this feels.”

“Oooo…sweetheart…I’ve missed this…god did I miss this…”

“Yeah? Tell me, Carol. Tell me what you missed.”

He throbs inside me. I’m so tight around him. Stretched to the breaking point. My muscles ripple around him, and he groans. I love doing that. I love the sound it brings from him, like he can’t believe what my pussy can do. He slowly withdraws, and it’s my turn to groan. I hate it when he teases me like this. I love it, but I hate it.

“I missed your big dick. Give it to me, Conner.”

He rams it deep.

“Oooo god! Yes! Mmm…yes! Ohmygod!”

Conner gives me another deep, hard thrust. I wail and hook my heels behind his knees.

“That what you want, Carol? Is that it?” he taunts.

“Yes! I love your big fucking dick! Fuck me, sweetheart! Please, fuck me!”

I close my eyes and concentrate on just feeling him. Conner churns his cock inside me, and my hips flex up from the stiff mattress to meet him. I’m truly full. Every ripple inside me, every nerve, feels him. I can’t stress it enough—a huge cock on a man who knows how to use it is a wondrous thing.

Wild, animal sounds escape my throat as Conner takes me. What will my husband think when he watches this video? How will he feel to see my lover master me so fully? I behaved like an animal when Noah and Mateo used and abused me that last time, but this is just me with one man. This is wild and passionate. It’s as close to making love as I can come with another man. I can’t help that feeling even though I know that’s dangerous.

“So goddam sexy…fucking hot, Carol…fuck…”

Conner is close. I know his body well now and I can read his changes. He’s pounding down into me, losing control. I open my eyes so I can see the wild look in his. His forehead is beaded with sweat. He grunts with every thrust, powering me toward my orgasm. I’m close, closer than him. Seeing that look in his eyes is enough to push me over. I wail and writhe beneath him, digging my nails into his shoulders when my pussy spasms around his shaft. The climax is like lightning crackling through me, and it intensifies with every thrust.

“Yeah…yeah…fuck me…fuck me sweetheart…come with me…ohmygod…come with me, Conner!” I scream, with no thought for how late it is.

“Damn…damn…yeah…yeah…fuck…fuck, Carol…fuck!”

He jams deep inside me and swells. His thick load fills me. I wail, my orgasm flaring one last time while I feel his essence throb out of him and into me. My legs lock around his waist so I can keep him trapped inside me. I don’t want to let him go.

“Oh, sweetheart,” I moan, pulling him into a kiss. He grinds down, stirring his cock inside me. He doesn’t go soft—not fully.

“Damn, you’re beautiful, babe. I’ve fucking missed you so much.”

“I’ve missed you too, sweetheart. I’ve missed you so much.”

Our hearts thump together when I squeeze him to me.
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Hours later, I’m snuggled into his side as the sun comes up. Conner took me four times tonight. The last time, he pounded me from behind until I begged for mercy. I thought I might die if I came again. Conner knelt over me and finished himself all over my tits. That final load was small, but I still loved watching him shoot it onto my chest. After cleaning up, I snuggled to his side and haven’t moved since. I’m exhausted, but I never slept. I want to savor every moment I have with him.

Conner hasn’t slept either. He caresses me, and we enjoy an easy, comfortable silence. His hand keeps straying to my butt, and I think he wants to start up again, but he’s just enjoying my soft body. We haven’t talked much. The things between us don’t need to be said. We both understand. But it is late—or early, depending on your point of view—and I need to get home. I can explain away my absence to Brandon if he notices my car isn’t in the driveway—I’ll say I was hung up at work—but John won’t be happy to wake and find I’m not beside him. I squeeze Conner and kiss his chest.

“I really need to go,” I sigh.

“What if I won’t let you go?”

“That’s tempting, but real life will call at some point. We do need to eat after all.”

“We can eat in bed.”

“You can’t keep me here forever, sweetheart, unless you plan on tying me down.”

“That’s not my thing,” Conner replies sourly.

It’s not his thing. It’s something I’ve shared with his friends, though, and I’m sure he knows about it. Conner accepts this situation, but he doesn’t love it. I think sharing me with my husband is something he can live with because he understands I’m married, and if he wants me, it’s a necessary evil. But he wishes he were my only other man.

“What if I really wanted it?” I ask. “You wouldn’t deny me, would you?”

I stroke the meat that lies along his thigh for emphasis. It twitches at my touch. His stamina is impressive.

“I wouldn’t know what to do.”

“I’m confident you’d figure it out. Or I could always tie you down. I’ve never tried that. Could be fun.”

“Sure, if that’s what you want. I just don’t think it’s my thing.”

“I bet I could make it your thing.” I grip him tighter, and he grows in my grasp.

“You could convince me of anything, Carol.” He glances down where I stroke him. “You’d better stop that if you really want to get out of here.”

I ease up, but I don’t stop. “I really do need to go home. My husband is waiting for me.”

Conner palms my breast, and I hiss when he rolls my nipple between his fingers. A tinge of excitement speeds from my nipple straight down to my pussy like an express train.

“Are you sure?”

“You do make a convincing argument,” I moan, biting my bottom lip.

I squirm against him, grinding my shaved mound on his thigh. He grows harder in my hand. I know I must stop if I really want to leave—I won’t leave him like this—but I just can’t stop stroking his cock. It’s a problem for me, like an addiction. If I’m around Conner’s dick, I just can’t keep my hands off it—unless it’s inside me.

“It’s up to you, babe. I’m not going to make you stay,” he says, his other hand sliding down over my butt and dipping between my legs from behind. I part for him, and he finds me slick. I’m sore when he touches me, but the warm pleasure swamps that feeling.

“Oooo…you’re not? That’s not what it feels like.”

“You’re free to go if you want to,” he says with a huge, knowing grin.

I purr and roll on top of him, slipping my wet lips up and down his shaft. He throbs to full strength while we make out. I’m breathless when I raise my hips and whisper, “Put it in me.”

I groan and tremble when he stuffs his meat inside me. I stretch wide as I push down onto him, sitting up and looking down at that terribly handsome face. He’s fully sheathed in me, and I swear I feel it everywhere. Conner holds my breasts and massages them. I begin to move.

“Oooo…my…god…”
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My heart sinks when I see John’s car in the driveway. He should be at work. Last time I checked in, he was fine, which means he’s not home sick. He’s home because he’s waiting for me. I can feel it. I steel myself before walking inside.

I come in through the kitchen as I always do. Seeing the kitchen table reminds me of how Conner threw me onto it and made me come over and over again with his tongue in my pussy and a finger in my ass. It was the first time I saw him after that night John gave me to the three contractors together. Conner is the only one I’ve fucked in our house—in our martial bed. I think of it often, but this morning, the memory is so vivid because I still feel Conner all over me. I still feel his cum inside me.

I’m so lost in memory that I forget for a moment my husband is waiting for me. He could be so excited about the report of my night with Conner that he stayed home. I have plenty of video for him. My phone recorded Conner and me until the battery died. But I know that’s not why John is here. I feel it in my bones. He’s not happy I stayed with Conner all night. That’s too intimate for him.

Expectations are the biggest conflict between John and me. He wants me just to be a whore who finds a man, swoops in and fucks, and moves on without feeling anything but orgasms. I’m not built that way, and I’d like to think he wouldn’t love me if I were. I need some kind of intimacy. I need it to be more than just a one-night stand. Even Noah isn’t just a dick to me. We have a connection. It’s just a very different connection than the one I share with Conner. It’s also why I didn’t want to let Mateo go. He meant something to me. All my guys do.

John waits in the living room. The bright sunshine through the window gives the illusion of a pleasant morning. John doesn’t look pleasant. He looks as exhausted as I feel. He’s dressed for work, like he planned on going and changed his mind. He looks up warily when he senses my presence. Fear stabs my stomach when I see that look on his face. This is not a man excitedly waiting to hear about his wife’s sexy night out. He looks like a parent waiting to catch their kid returning home well past curfew. I resent that I’m the child in this scenario, but I plaster a smile on my face. I sit beside him on the couch and lay my phone on the coffee table in front of us. He’s stiff as a cadaver when I kiss his cheek.

“I charged it on the way home, so you should have enough battery to pull the video off my phone,” I say, my cheerfulness sounding forced even to me. It’s like I can make the situation what I want it to be.

John stares at my phone but doesn’t reach for it. “I guess you had fun with Conner last night.”

“It was great. It always is. Thank you for opening things up again.” I don’t like having to thank him—like he’s in charge—but I hope I can get him to chill out by pouring on the sweetness.

“We need to talk about that, Carol.”

“Is this about Conner?” I try but can’t keep the annoyance out of my voice.

“Not really. Well, I guess it is, but not just about him. Listen, Carol…”

I physically brace myself, stiffening like he’s about to slap me. John would never strike me, but I know what he’s going to say, and I’d almost rather he did smack me. “Nothing good ever starts that way,” I say, adding a nervous chuckle.

“This isn’t working for me. I want it to. I also want it to work for you, but it’s not working.”

I move away on the couch and turn to confront him. Anger, confusion, and hurt all war within me, but I don’t want to explode at him. I know that’s not the right approach. I take a calming breath before responding.

“What isn’t working? It seems to work for you when you’re watching my videos. I know how much you watch the videos, John.”

“You’re mad because I jerk off? You go out and fuck other guys.”

“Because you want me to!”

“We both know that’s not true. Listen, you’re right, okay? I do get off on your videos and the things you do. But it’s not just about that, is it? It’s not good for me. I don’t think it’s good for us.”

“Why do you get to decide what’s good for us?”

“I’m not trying to fight with you, Carol. I’m trying to tell you how I feel. Shouldn’t I be able to do that? This is part of the problem. We’re doing this crazy thing, but we don’t talk about it. Not really.”

“I’ve been after you to talk about your feelings from the beginning. You always shut me down.”

“Because I didn’t know how to explain how this all makes me feel. I didn’t really understand all of it. But I needed to, so I started seeing someone.”

I stare at him, mouth hanging open. He reads my mind and shakes his head. John continues, “Not like that. I started seeing a therapist.”

“You’re seeing a therapist?” I’m incredulous.

“Yeah. I needed to get a handle on all this.”

“You go, and you talk to someone about this? About the things we—the things I do? You can’t discuss it with me, but you can talk to a stranger about it?”

“If I could discuss it with you, I wouldn’t need the therapist, would I?”

“But you can talk to this other person? This guy? Or is it a woman?”

“Her name is Sheila. She specializes in this kind of thing.”

“What kind of thing?”

“Couples in the Lifestyle. That’s what they call it, the Lifestyle. Most of the people she sees are traditional swingers, but she sees couples who do what we do, too.”

I stop. I have to stop. I’m too heated. I’m angry and defensive. I feel justified in my anger but know it’s not helping. I need to stay rational. John’s right. It’s not just about me, as much as I might want it to be. And I know I’m coming unhinged because the first thing I thought when John said his therapist is a woman was, Is she attractive? I take deep breaths and try to center myself as I practice in yoga.

“I don’t blame you for anything. I don’t want it to seem like that. I’m as responsible for all this as you are,” he says.

“That’s big of you, John. You start all this by bringing in three guys to fuck me while you watch and jerk off, and you’re not blaming me for that. Thanks.”

“Hey, you need to calm down before you say something you can’t take back. Why is this even something we’re fighting about? You’re pissed because I’m not okay with you fucking other guys? I’d say that’s a pretty normal fucking response, Carol.”

“You started this! It wasn’t just that night! It was over after that. Months passed! And then you sent Conner over here to fuck me again. You pushed me to see Noah and Mateo when I was happy with just Conner, too. Do you forget that? Do you forget that I wasn’t the one who sought this out, but you’re the one who pursued this?”

John stares at his lap. “I know.”

“And now what? You’re pissed because I enjoy it too much? What’s the right amount for me to like it? How many times am I allowed to come, John? If I just lay there and take it, will that be better?”

“It’s consumed you, Carol. This just proves I’m right. You don’t give a damn how I feel about this. Do you?”

“That’s not true,” I stammer.

“You’re angry because you don’t want to stop fucking Conner. Have you seen Noah again yet? Has he tied you down and fucked your throat?”

“You loved that! You probably loved it more than I did!”

John shakes his head. “I don’t think that’s possible. Listen, I can’t do this, Carol. I just can’t fucking do it.”

What are you doing? I think. I’m the one on my back. But I manage to rein it in. John’s right. If I don’t, this will go somewhere so ugly we won’t come back from it. I ask, “What changed for you?”

“It’s not one thing, Carol. It’s always been this internal struggle for me. Yeah, I like knowing other men think you’re hot. I always have. And I like to watch you with men. It’s like this insane, powerful, all-consuming thrill. I watch you having sex, and I’m all hard and crazed and sick at the same time. I haven’t been able to explain it to you because nothing about it makes sense. A person shouldn’t feel all those things at once. It feels like my brain’s going to short-circuit when I watch you.”

“You like it, but you don’t?”

“I guess that’s a simple way to put it, but it feels way more fucked up than that. I don’t know if I’m coming or going. One second, I feel like I’m going to throw up. The next, I’m jerking off and coming, and it’s so intense sometimes I think my heart is just going to seize up and stop.”

“I’ve read about…men like you. On those message boards. It sounds like that’s what they like about it.”

“Some guys do. I guess they can handle it. That last night, with Noah and Mateo, it was so strong I swear I thought I was going to have a heart attack. I thought I’d slump over in the corner, and no one would notice until they were done fucking you.”

“I would have noticed.” I offer a weak smile.

“Afterward, after I watch you, I don’t feel good about myself. I don’t like what being into this says about me.”

“It doesn’t say anything about you, John. You’re still the man I fell in love with. You’re still the man who helped me discover who I was after a lifetime of just plodding along.”

“You just don’t get it. I don’t think a woman can. If I’m there, watching you, I feel like everyone in the room is judging me. I feel like the guys are laughing at me. Look at this chump whoring his wife out. She loves it. He must not get the job done at home.”

“I don’t feel that way. The guys don’t either. They’ve never said anything like that.”

“It doesn’t matter, Carol. I feel it anyway. And it’s almost worse when I’m alone. You go out to see them, and I sit at home, watching videos of you having sex. I’m there alone, getting drunk and jerking off, while my wife is out fucking other men. You should be home with me. I should be the one doing all those things to you.”

“You do, John. I’m not seeing them because of something we’re missing.”

His face is set. He’s not convinced. “I just don’t believe that. I can’t. I know I’m the one who started this. I should have never opened that door.”

“Why did you?”

“I don’t know. I didn’t even think about it that deeply if you can believe it. It was something we’d talked about and fantasized about in bed. It always really got you going.”

“But those were fantasies. We never talked about doing it for real. It wasn’t something I ever thought would happen. I didn’t think I’d ever do anything like that. I didn’t think I could.”

John finally smiles. “You were a different woman then.”

I don’t want to admit it, but he’s right again.

“I love you, Carol. I totally trusted you, so I never worried that some kind of sexual adventure could come between us. I didn’t think it was something I could lose you over. I guess I’m crazy, but it didn’t seem like that big of a deal. Sex is just sex, right? It can be fun and meaningless. I just thought, maybe this is something we’ll try one time, and then we’ll talk about it forever.

“Hell, even when I approached the guys, I had no idea what would happen. You’re so sexy, I never doubted they would want to do it, but I had no idea how you’d react. And I was okay with however you reacted. At a minimum, I thought it would be a fun, flirty night. You might dance with them, let them cop a feel on the dance floor—maybe even make out with one or two of them. I guess I never confronted the possibility of it going any further. I didn’t conceive of all that really happening.”

I almost say that was naïve, but was it? Why would John think his wife was open to fucking three young studs while he watched? How could he know I had an inner slut dying to come out and play? I didn’t even know. The girl I was growing up would think I deserve to be burned at the stake for my behavior. Now I think that girl was uptight and lame. I can’t believe I was so square. I’m different now because John opened my eyes. He loved me enough to trust me to explore my needs and desires, but it didn’t work out how he expected—at least not for him.

“But it did happen. A lot happened that night,” I say.

I smile, thinking about that incredible night. Everything was so new then. It was so thrilling because I couldn’t believe it was happening. It was like I was having this filthy dream and could do whatever I wanted. It was total freedom. As amazing as my experiences have been since then, it’s never been the same as that first time. I think I’ve been chasing that thrill ever since that night.

“It did,” he agrees. “The impossible happened, and it blew my mind.”

“Both our minds.”

“Yeah, both our minds. I know you were just as shocked as I was. That night was the first time I felt any of those strange, conflicting feelings. It was a high like no other. And in the weeks afterward, it was all I could think about.”

“Me too, John.”

“And I thought, why not make it happen again? Carol loved it. I loved it. We’re solid. It won’t risk anything because nothing could come between us.”

“That’s true, and it hasn’t changed. You must know that.”

John looks unsure. “I know that’s what you think. But I see how you are with them. I see how you are with Conner.”

“Conner is never going to steal me from you.” I squeeze his hand.

“I know you don’t want that. But things happen. We can’t control how we feel. If things keep going, that could change. There’s a real connection between you and Conner.”

“But it’s not like that,” I protest. “You have to trust me.”

“I do trust you, Carol. I trust your intentions. But you know what they say about intentions.”

I look away. I don’t want to hear what he’s saying. I am sure I’d never leave him, but there is a connection there with Conner. I purposely avoid thinking about what it could mean.

“It’s not just him, Carol. The way you are around Noah… You just give yourself over. You get this look in your eyes. You could get lost in that and not come back.”

“Don’t forget, you gave me to him—to them—last time. You wanted them to punish me.”

“You’re right. I did. And I shouldn’t have. That’s just more proof of how fucked up this stuff makes my head. I was angry, and it got all mixed up with the other stuff floating around in there. I don’t know what I was thinking. If I thought it would teach you a lesson, that was insane. You don’t need that kind of lesson. That night… Oh god, that night. You were…”

I still can’t look at him. The night happening at all is John’s fault, but I can’t blame him for how I reacted to it. I can’t blame him for how fully I took to being under Noah’s control. I did give myself to Noah, fully and completely. Deep down, I know I would have done anything he wanted. It scares the hell out of me, and yet I crave it. I want to feel it again. It’s so dangerous, and I think that’s why I want it. It’s proof that John is probably right about ending this, but I don’t want to hear it. I push that down.

“Nothing like that ever has to happen again,” I tell him.

“Do you understand what I’m saying now? Do you understand how I feel? And we don’t know that we won’t have another night like that. Who would have guessed we’d ever have a night like that to begin with? It’s like an addiction, and addicts keep seeking new and bigger highs.”

“What, are we sex junkies now?” I snort.

“Sheila says what we’re doing looks a lot like sex addiction. For me, it’s about watching and getting that feeling. For you…”

“Don’t tell me about me. I’ve never talked to this woman. She only knows what you’ve told her. She knows nothing about me.”

“You could talk to her.”

“No thank you.”

We’re on a precipice. I feel it. I know what John wants, and I get what he’s saying, but I can’t hear it. I don’t want what he wants. I don’t want to be told I’m a sex addict—even if I’ve had some fears of that. I don’t want to end my marriage or destroy what we have, but it’s not just about what John wants.

What about what I want? We’re both in this marriage and whatever decisions we make must be what’s best for both of us. I see dangers, sure, but not the ones he sees. I try to sort it all out in my brain and I just don’t land in the same place John does. To me, it’s a matter of trust, and it feels like, deep down, he just doesn’t trust me. If he did, none of this would be a problem. He’d have nothing to be afraid of.

“You said you trust me.”

“I do. I’ve explained this, Carol. It’s not about trust.”

“I feel that it is. You should believe me when I tell you there’s nothing to be afraid of with all this. We’re having fun.”

“That’s just it. It’s not so fun for me anymore.”

“But it is for me. I have to stop doing something I love because you don’t like it anymore. I don’t ask you to stop doing your things.”

“Something you love? Do you hear yourself, Carol?”

I brush past that. It doesn’t mean what he thinks it does. “I’m done, John. I’ve been up all night after working a 12-hour shift. I need to sleep. I need time to think.”

“What’s there to think about? I don’t want to do this anymore.”

“And you get to decide that? I need some time to myself, John. I think it would be better if we spent some time apart, just to let tempers cool.”

John stares at me like I just sprouted a second head. He wants to say something. His lips even start moving. But he closes them and just shakes his head.

“Whatever,” he says. He looks sad when he leaves the room.
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I end up at The Squire that night, Lila’s club. Is it a good idea? Of course, it’s not a good idea. It might be the worst idea. But I need to get out of the stifling quiet of the house. John left after our argument and didn’t come back. I hardly saw Brandon. It used to bother me that my son spent all his time in his room or out with his friends, but it’s a blessing now. I don’t feel like myself, and I’m afraid I wouldn’t be able to act normally around him. I feel like if he looked at me, he’d see it—my Scarlett Letter. He’d see his mother is a whore. I blame John for that. He put all these negative thoughts in my head.

When I can’t take the accusing silence pressing in on me any longer, I throw on some clothes, jump into the minivan, and take off. I go to a local park first to kill time. I try to still my thoughts as I explore the trails, but my troubles are never far from my mind. They hover at the periphery, waiting to pounce the moment my guard slips and they have an in. It’s hard to remain mindful when it feels like your world is crashing down around you. This behavior has been my life for only a few months, but it feels like forever. I stay at the park until the early evening, waiting for Lila’s shift at The Squire to start.

I can’t believe I’m going to a strip club to seek solace, but I need to talk to someone, but there is only a small coterie of people I can talk to about my unique problems. I’m not going to any of my guys—I know how that will go—so I text Lila. She’s working, and that’s where I go, like a heat-seeking missile.

Seeing Lila is a bad idea because I know where it’s likely to go, but I tell myself we don’t have to go there. We can just sit and talk. We’re friends, no matter what else we do together, so seeing her is not like seeing one of my guys. And even if something does happen—I tell myself—John won’t mind anyway. His objections are about the guys. He’s shown nothing but enthusiasm about me seeing Lila. I head into the club full of justifications for my behavior.

The club isn’t as raucous on a Saturday evening as on our last visit. Happy Hour on Friday was full of wired men with fresh paychecks and looking for action. They had the money in their pockets to buy a few drinks and a few dances. It felt more dangerous. Early Saturday evening has a different vibe. The club is less crowded, and the guys who are there are more laid back. Baseball is on the TVs, and some guys are paying as much attention to the games as they are to the girls. The early evening girls have less energy, too. The girls up on stage when I walk in are going through the motions, only bothering to make eye contact with the men they believe are likely to spend. It’s a reminder that no matter how hard the girls work to make it seem intimate, every relationship in the club is transactional.

Eyes follow me around the club as I seek Lila. I soak in the attention like a plant in the sun. With the club being less crowded, more men can watch me. I don’t see any other civilian women in the club, which means they’re all watching me—even though I’m quite dressed down compared to the last time I visited the club. I get a different vibe from the men as an unaccompanied woman than I did when I came in with men before.

The men thought I was just a cool wife or girlfriend then. They may have even fantasized I was really into girls. Coming in on my own is different. I’m sure some of the men watching flat-out wonder if I’m a lesbian. I don’t think my look screams lesbian, but it’s prejudiced to make that assumption based on looks. Some of them probably wonder if I’m a pissed-off wife looking for my drunk, horny husband. And some surely are thinking I’m a cougar on the prowl, seeking a quick, hot one-night stand. What better place to look for a man ready to go than a strip club? For all those reasons, I have the focus of most of the men in the club. Lila tells me that it irks the dancers when an outsider like me draws attention away from them.

I don’t find her on my first circuit of the club. There are almost half a dozen dancers working the room, but none of them are my friend. Lila could be in the back giving a private dance or in one of the VIP rooms giving—something else. I settle down at the bar and order a beer while I wait to spot her.

“Is this your regular watering hole?” asks the stranger to my right. He only makes the briefest pretense of looking into my eyes before his eyes flick back down to my breasts. Luckily for him, I don’t mind. My ribbed, cap-sleeved knit top shows them off pretty well. The laced V-neck, with big, steel grommets, is a tease, promising cleavage without actually showing it.

“It’s not my first time,” I reply casually, sparing him a quick glance. He’s handsome but rough around the edges. His thinning brown hair is in retreat and hard lines at the corners of his eyes suggest he’s lived a lot of life.

“That’s fun. What brings a gal like you into a place like this?”

I smile. “Really? That’s the best you can do? How long have you been trotting that line out?” He smirks when I fix him with my clear, blue eyes.

“I think it’s a legit question when a pretty soccer mom like you comes into a strip club alone for a beer.”

“Soccer mom? I think I should be insulted.”

“I did say pretty, didn’t I? I’m Sal.”

My smile warms—slightly. “You did say pretty. But I don’t think I want to be considered a soccer mom. I’m Carol.”

“Why not? There’s a whole category of online porn dedicated to soccer moms. You’d make a pretty penny there, Carol.”

“You’re not the first person to tell me something like that. Do you watch a lot of porn, Sal?”

“Don’t really need to.”

“I wouldn’t think so. Not with lines like those.”

Sal drains his cocktail—looks like a Jack and Coke—and makes a show of sweeping his eyes over my figure. I can’t help myself and sit straighter on my stool, pushing my chest out toward him.

“I do okay,” he answers. “I bet you do, too.”

“I’m a married woman. I’ve done well for myself.” I flash my ring.

“So, you’re here looking for your husband?”

“I never said that.”

“Looking for something else then?”

“I’m always looking for something interesting.”

I smile and sip my beer, leaving him time to think about it. I don’t know why I’m flirting with Sal. It’s not like I’m going to go back to his place. Flirting is just second nature now. If a guy shows me attention and I think he’s cute, I flirt. Sal isn’t exactly my type, but he’s not bad. If I were in the market for a one-night stand, he wouldn’t be a bad candidate. He doesn’t seem like the clingy type.

Sal moves closer and our knees are touching. His hand lands just above my knee, and the warmth spreads through me, igniting a tingle between my thighs. I’m not going to jump him there in the bar, but my interest is ignited. I just can’t help myself. Maybe I should go home with him, I vindictively ponder, thinking about the things John said to me. He nicely implied I’m a whore, didn’t he? Isn’t that what a sex addict is? I should live down to his expectations. I could let Sal here take me home. John might be pissed at first, but I’m sure if I bring him a hot video, he’ll forgive me. Isn’t that how this hotwife thing works?

“I see girls in here from time to time, even alone, but they usually aren’t like you, Carol.”

“I’m a woman, not a girl, Sal. And we’ve been talking for a couple of minutes. You have no idea what I’m like. You’re making assumptions because my hair is nice, and I’m not dressed like a slut, but you have no idea what’s going on in my brain. I’m not what you think.”

“Tell me something surprising then.”

His hand slides further up my leg, fingers splaying across my hip while his thumb traces a circle on top of my leg. He’s a forward one. A decent married woman would push him away. I’m not feeling like a decent married woman tonight. I drain my beer. Sal signals the pretty bartender to bring me another one without looking away from me. He’s smooth in his own way.

“What if I told you I’m here to meet my lover, who’s one of the dancers?” I challenge.

“I’d say that’s fucking hot, Carol. Does your husband know?”

“Does that matter?”

“Not to me. Which one is she?”

“I haven’t seen her yet. She must be in the back.”

A second beer arrives, and I drain half of it in a single draw. I feel like I’m playing a role, and I like it. I carry all these secrets around, but I never really think about the weight of leading a double life. I purposely try not to think about who the real Carol is now. Is she the respected nurse, or is it the woman who allows a stranger in a strip club to put his hands on her? Am I the responsible mother and wife or the sultry woman who wore a butt plug in a hotel bar?

I’ve believed I can be both if I keep a clear, bright line between the two, but John seems to think that’s impossible. He wants me to choose. How do I choose when I no longer know who the real me is? Sitting here with Sal feels just as real as when I’m being Brandon’s mother and doing a mountain of laundry. I’m proud to be that woman, but I feel more vital here with Sal. I want to be both women. I don’t want to accept that I can’t be.

“That means I get you to myself for a while longer,” Sal says.

I lean closer this time and put my hand on his leg. His jeans are well-worn, faded, and soft to the touch. My fingers drift inward, stopping just short of where I’m sure he wants them. “Is that all you want, Sal? Just a little longer?”

“Is more on offer? If it is, I’m sure I can give you something your girlfriend can’t.”

“You think so?”

“I know so.”

“Aren’t you going to ask about my husband again?”

His grin is wolfish. “You don’t seem concerned about that, so why should I be?”

I feel hot, and my heart thumps in my chest as I move into the danger zone. I should stop now if I’m not serious. But I’m angry and confused and a couple of beers into the night. “Still think I’m just a soccer mom?”

“You were right. You are surprising, Carol.”

I beckon him closer with a crooked finger. We lean so close together that our cheeks brush. He needs to shave. “Would it surprise you if I told you that the last time I was here without my husband, I left with two guys and went right to the motel across the street?”

“Yeah?” It’s a raspy, ragged breath.

“They fucked me all night, Sal. They took turns and spit-roasted me. They both had my ass.”

His mouth is dry, and he croaks out his words. “I won’t need any help when I take you out of here, Carol.”

“That’s a bold promise, Sal.”

“Let’s get the fuck out of here, Carol.”

My heart’s pounding so hard I feel dizzy. It’s a place I never thought I’d be, but every time I cross another line, I think the same thing. I never thought I’d spend Valentine’s Day being shared by three younger studs. I did it. Didn’t think I’d pull a lover into a quiet corner of my hospital and fuck him. Done. Didn’t expect to have another man in my marital bed. Check. There doesn’t seem to be a line I won’t cross. Maybe John and his bitch of a therapist are right about me. Maybe I am a sex addict.

Right now, I really want to prove them right. I want to leave with Sal, but my last thread of decency holds me back. My lips open, and I honestly don’t know what will come out when I spot them. Back at one of the corner tables I see Lila sitting in Noah’s lap. I recognize him first. Lila isn’t in her usual slutty office attire costume and looks like a different woman. What the…

“Maybe next time, but I just spotted the person I’m here for.”

I pull back and look Sal in the eyes. He’s pissed. He thinks I’ve been screwing with him, and he doesn’t like it. I don’t blame him. The anger seems to slip from him as quickly as it came. Sal is a cool customer. He won’t let some soccer mom get the best of him.

“Go on, then. Don’t let me slow you down,” he says like he’s already past it.

“This was fun. If I see you in here again, we’ll pick up where we left off.”

“Yeah,” he says, with a shake of his head.

I grab Sal and kiss him hard, my tongue slithering into his stunned mouth. His hand grips my leg and I give him the hottest minute I can manage in a kiss. The shocked look on his face is worth it when I pull back.

“I mean it, babe. Hope to see you again,” I promise, hopping off the stool and heading for the corner.
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Noah sees me first, which makes sense as Lila is in close to him, nuzzling and whispering to him. Her arm is around him, and a hand rests on his, which is on her thigh. Lila has swapped her typical dancing outfit for a retro goth look. Her usual long, coppery red wig is swapped for one in a black cherry color cut in a bob, closer to her natural hair length. Makeup has her looking pale, with heavy eye liner and dark lipstick that matches the purple-red shade of her wig. Her tiny black dress is so short I see the lacy tops of her black stockings adorned with skulls and crossbones.

“This is the last place I thought I’d run into you,” he says. His voice is raised over the hip-hop song thumping from the sound system. “I guess you liked your first taste. Cool.”

“I’m here to see someone,” I reply.

Lila looks up from him and smiles broadly. “Hey, luv. Nice to see you.” She kisses Noah’s cheek, leaving a dark lip print, and pries herself on his lap. The stacked heels on her shiny combat boots have Lila towering over me when she embraces me. Her kiss is a quick peck on the lips. “Is John with you?”

The excitement in her eyes when she mentions my husband stokes the jealousy I already feel finding her in Noah’s lap. I remind myself that Lila is always up to party, but it doesn’t help. I’m torn between taking her place in Noah’s lap to stake my claim and showing them both by returning to Sal and dragging him out of the club. He doesn’t even have to take me home. He can just do me in his truck in the parking lot. I just assume he’s the type of guy who drives a big truck.

“He’s not with me,” I answer.

“You two remember each other?” Noah says. “Awesome.”

It occurs to me that I’ve never discussed Lila with Noah, but it’s not like Noah and I talk a lot. He thinks this is the first time I’ve seen her since that night he and Mateo brought me to the club. It alleviates my jealousy a bit.

“Carol and I know each other very well,” Lila says. She looks at Noah more closely. “Oh, right! You’re one of the guys she came into the club with that night. We went into the back for a couple of dances. You’re that Noah. I didn’t put it together.”

“Yeah. You and Carol are pals? You’ve been holding out on me, babe. Going to have to punish you for that,” Noah says.

A thrill runs through me, but I push it aside. I’m not here for Noah. I should not be seeing Noah. Hanging out with him is only going to complicate my situation.

“Since we’re all friends here, why don’t we get some drinks and hang out?” Noah continues.

“That’s a great idea. I’ll run over to the bar and take care of it. Be right back,” Lila replies before I can object.

“Have a seat, babe,” Noah says, patting a chair beside him.

I watch Lila going to the bar and want to follow, but habit takes over, and I sit with Noah. His arm goes right around me like he owns me. Noah kisses me, and I return it, although with less enthusiasm than usual. He doesn’t appear to notice.

“You and Lacey have been spending time together, huh? I bet that’s pretty hot. You should have invited me to those parties.”

“It’s not like that. We’re friends.” I protest.

His skeptical look says he sees right through me. “Just friends?”

“I don’t fuck everyone I know. I have normal friends.” I’m defensive, maybe because it feels like I actually do fuck everyone I know. Even my relationship with Patty, my oldest friend, has become weirdly sexualized. It dawns on me that John may be right. I might have a problem.

“You don’t have to be uptight with me, Carol. I know who you are, and I don’t judge. I didn’t know you were into chicks, but if you are, that’s totally cool. I dig it. I’d love to see it sometime.”

Noah pulls me into a cuddle and flashes that sly, charming smile I know so well. It says everything is going to be okay if I just go along with him. It takes me in because I want it to take me in.

“What do you want to see? When we have our white wine and do our book club?”

He looks to where Lila gathers our drinks at the bar. “Yeah, I’m sure you’re getting all Oprah with each other. I know you, Carol. I bet I know you better than anyone…”

“Better than my husband?”

I didn’t think it was possible for us to get closer, but Noah wraps himself around me. I feel the heat of his body through his t-shirt, his breath on my cheek. His hand slides to my butt, and he squeezes. He smells masculine. His lips brush my ear when he speaks, and I get the shivers.

“Yeah, babe. I think I know you better than anyone, even Johnny. I saw how he was looking at you that night we were together. That dude’s got no idea who he’s married to, but he’s starting to figure it out. He’s getting the picture. I bet he’s wondering if he should have ever let you off the leash.”

Or handed the leash to you, I think. Noah knows both John and me too well. He thinks he’s got us all figured out, and it makes him cocky. It bothers me because he’s mostly right about us. He brushes my hair back and softly kisses my neck. My eyes close, and I sigh. I don’t even think about stopping him. I go back to that night when my husband gave me to Noah and realize it truly changed our lives. Part of me belongs to Noah now, as wrong as that is. I wonder if my life will ever be normal again.

“I know you better than Conner, too. That dude’s smitten. He has this idea of you, but it’s not who you are. He pretends it’s different between you and him, but we know the truth, don’t we, babe?”

“What truth?” It’s half-spoken, half-moaned. I want Noah to kiss me. I want him to touch me. I’ve gone from zero to sixty in ten seconds.

“That you’re down to party whenever, wherever. There’s nothing special about Conner. Only thing special about me is I got you figured out. But I bet I could point you at any guy in this place, and you’d fuck him if I told you to. Wouldn’t you, Carol?”

I tremble in his arms because I’m afraid he’s right. Part of me knows he’s right. I feel like I have something different with Conner, but I don’t know if it’s true. The way I’ve been acting lately, it seems like I’m willing to screw just about any good-looking guy who pays me attention. I’m about to answer him with a weak, obedient Yes! when Lila returns, saving me from myself.

“You guys didn’t start without me, did you?” Lila says, bending low to hand us our drinks. The front of her dress is unzipped, and her breasts spill forward. She hands Noah a beer and has a vodka and cranberry for me, matching hers. I sip the cocktail and recoil. It’s almost all vodka, with just a splash of cranberry for color. Lila is trying to get me drunk.

“Nah, it’s not a party until we’re all here,” Noah says, chinking his beer against Lila’s glass.

There are only two chairs at our little table in the corner. Lila sits back in Noah’s lap, with her legs across mine. I caress her smooth, stockinged legs. It’s soothing. Noah has an arm around both of us and looks like he’s the king of the castle. Lila’s arm is around him, but she’s playing with my hair behind his back. We’re a naughty threesome, and I like the way it feels. It’s so easy to slip into this role and forget about the troubles I left at home.

“So, you’re one of Carol’s boys?” Lila asks.

“Guilty as charged.”

“I’ve heard quite a lot about you.”

“Hope it’s all good.”

“That’s one word for it. I like an adventurous man. It sounds like you’re up for just about anything.”

“I like to go with the flow, but I’ve got to give Carol here some credit. She’s got me doing things I never thought I’d be into.”

“There seems to be a lot of that going around,” Lila agrees.

“I think you’re being too modest. You make me sound like some kind of seductress, Noah,” I say. “I don’t remember you needing any convincing for anything.”

“That’s true. When Johnny came to us and asked the three of us to fuck you at that hotel, I thought he was punking us. It couldn’t be true. Yeah, I noticed you around the house when we were working there, and yeah, you were fine, but you didn’t seem like the type.”

“The type? Too much of a soccer mom?”

Noah laughs. “Sexy soccer mom, but yeah, I guess so. Something like that. Don’t get me wrong, I wanted it. I noticed the way you filled out a tight set of scrubs. I just didn’t think it would ever happen. But then, there you were that night. I could see in your eyes right away that you wanted it. I thought you’d walk away, but no, you were ready, babe.”

“It wasn’t as simple as that,” I argue.

“You should have seen our girl,” he says to Lila. “I mean fuck, she went right for it—on her knees—sucking the three of us. When Mat and I wanted to DP her, Carol rolled with that, too. She was on fire.”

“Oh, I know how Carol can be. I haven’t seen her quite like you have—yet—but I’ve seen enough. You’re a firecracker waiting to be lit, luv.”

I laugh nervously. “You guys are talking about me like I’m out of control. It’s not like that.” I’m not sure my husband John believes that, though.

“Losing control feels good sometimes,” Lila says.

“I don’t think you’re out of control, babe. I think you know exactly what you’re doing. You’re going for what you want, and that’s the hottest thing of all,” Noah says.

“He’s right. Too many people are too afraid to go for it, and they miss out on getting what they really want,” Lila says.

“You’re not like that,” I offer.

“No, and neither are you. That’s why we fit together so well.”

“I bet all three of us would fit together perfectly. We should get out of here and start the real party,” Noah suggests.

“It’s slow this evening. I can probably duck out early, but I need to go up on stage at least one more time. And I need to make a call first.”

“Do what you need to do, baby,” Noah says.

“I don’t know. That’s not really why I came here tonight,” I say.

“You never did say what brought you here,” Lila says.

“I wanted to catch up and talk,” I reply.

I shoot Lila a look, hoping to convey my meaning without saying it. The moment goes too long, and Noah notices. “Hey, what?” he says.

“I think Carol wants some girl time, buddy,” Lila says, enlightening him.

“I thought the three of us were partying together,” he protests.

“We will, honey. We will, but girls need time to talk, too. You can’t argue against that. Carol, why don’t you come into the back with me while I freshen up before my next slot on stage? We can talk back there.”

“Sounds like a plan,” I agree.

I’m relieved to get away from Noah because the longer I’m in his embrace, the weaker my willpower becomes. I know if he pushes leaving with him, I’ll do it. My reasons are tangled and fucked up, but I know I won’t make the right choice.

[image: ]


Noah reluctantly lets us go. I follow Lila down a narrow hallway off the main room into a squalid, narrow back room. A wall of lockers on the wall and makeup tables on the side make it even smaller. The music is mercifully muffled back here. Two other girls are already back there—a Hispanic girl in neon hot pants and a tiny string bikini top that can’t contain her big, sagging breasts and a very dark Black woman in a white sheath that looks painted on. They both greet Lila, while giving me a what’s she doing back here look. Lila squeezes into a spot at the table and begins working on her makeup. I stand behind her.

“What’s going on, luv? You don’t look happy.”

“It’s John. We had a huge fight.”

“It wasn’t about bills, was it?”

“No. He wants us to stop. He says he doesn’t want it anymore.”

“I know you don’t want to.”

“I don’t. And I don’t think he should get to decide what I do with my body.”

“Don’t let no man tell you what to do,” the Black girl says, looking back at me through the mirror. “He don’t own you.”

“I thought I got him to come around the other night,” Lila says. “He looked happy when you guys left.”

I feel weird discussing this in front of the other dancers, but they don’t know who I am, and they’re hardly going to judge me. “He was thinking with his dick then. That’s his problem. He wants it. When he doesn’t get all in his head, he wants it. But then he starts overthinking it, and it gets him all crazy, and he thinks it’s something we shouldn’t be doing.”

“If you both like it, why shouldn’t you be doing it? It seems to me that you’re both getting something out of it.”

“We are. It’s John. He doesn’t want to listen to reason.”

“What are you going to do? Are you ready to stop?” Lila works a feathery brush to touch up her pale foundation but focuses on me.

“I don’t know. I don’t want to, but shouldn’t I? If he’s giving me an ultimatum, what else can I do?”

“You can do what the fuck you want. No man lays down the law with me, honey.” It’s the Hispanic girl offering her opinion. “You said it’s your body. I’ve had guys try to tell me to stop dancing. They say they’re okay with it. They get their hooks in you, then they got a fucking problem. Don’t make your problems my fucking problem. You need to tell that man that if he wants you, he got to take you as you are. And if he can’t, he can go fuck himself.”

“Damn right,” the Black girl agrees.

Do these women think I’m a dancer, too, and my husband wants me to stop? I’m flattered in a weird way. I guess it’s similar to what the Hispanic girl just said, but not quite.

“If you give in to him, will you resent him? He wants you to stop. You don’t want to. Can you go back to your old life, luv?” I hear the unsaid part—boring life. “What if the old you isn’t there anymore? You can’t just be Suzy Soccer Mom anymore, can you?”

There it is. Lila’s laid bare my biggest fear. What if I try to go back to what our life was like before, and I can’t? I do feel truly changed. John wants the old Carol back. I don’t think I can be her. And if I can’t, what does that mean for my marriage? Lila doesn’t have any answers, but she’s clarified things.

“Lacey to the stage. Lacey to the stage next,” intones the DJ over the sound system.

“Shit, that’s me. Sorry to cut this short, luv,” Lila says. She hops up, turns around, and embraces me. “You’ll figure this out. You’re a smart cookie, Carol.”

“I guess,” I reply, lacking her confidence.

“Go back and sit with Noah. He’s pretty cute, by the way. Relax and forget your problems.”

“Haha. He’s part of my problems.”

“Only if you let it be a problem, luv. Do what you need to do. If John really loves you, he’s going to accept who you are. Blake would never ask me to be something I’m not.”

“And if he can’t accept me? The new me?”

“Then maybe that’s your answer, Carol. You wouldn’t ask him to be someone he’s not, would you? I really have to go, luv. We’ll keep talking later.”

I walk back into the club and see Noah waiting across the room. I look at him, and my head fills with nothing but dirty thoughts. I want to go to him and give him control. If he’s in control, he takes the choice out of my hands. I can do all the things I want to do and tell myself Noah made me do them. I can even blame John. He gave me to Noah.

What did John think would happen after that? It reminds me that John said he didn’t think I’d really do it that first night he set me up with my guys. He seems to want to put me into these situations and then absolve himself from whatever follows. I’m the whore. It’s not because my husband wanted to whore me out.

My anger at John and my yearning to give in to Noah take over my decision-making. I know I’m going to do terrible things tonight, and in that moment I don’t care. It’s a relief to push the warring feelings aside and make a simple decision. I’m going to be who I want to be tonight. And I’m going to make it count because it might be my final hurrah.


eleven
. . .



I awake to someone stroking my pussy. My lips are sore, but I stir and gasp when those fingers find my clit. I’m already soaked. I’m on my side, and my legs are parted, and a nice, thick cock slides inside me from behind. Someone is lovingly sucking my nipples and kissing my breasts.

My eyes flutter open, and it’s Lila in front of me. I’m in a strange bed and realize it must be hers. The curtains were never fully closed the night before, and morning light slants through the windows. I lean harder against the man behind me and realize it’s not Noah. Who is inside me? I rock my hips back against him, finding the rhythm.

“Oooo…oooo…” I moan, closing my eyes and enjoying the touches. My whole pussy is sore, but the shaft penetrating me still feels good.

“That’s it, Carol. That’s it, honey,” the man soothes. “Yeah…”

He brushes my hair aside and kisses the back of my neck. I bite my lip and reach back to grab his butt. A name comes to me. It’s Blake. I remember his voice from that night at the club. I pant his name.

Lila glides up my body and presses to me, sandwiching me between her lithe body and her husband’s behind me. Her fingers wiggle between us. She strokes my clit while he strokes inside me.

“Oooo god…mmm…”

“Come on, luv. We want you to come. We want you to wake up right,” she coos.

“Yeah…yeah…”

I’m silenced when she kisses me. Our breasts mash together. I hold the back of her neck, forcing my tongue deep into her mouth. The early morning sex and the passions it enflames in me scramble my brain, but last night begins to come into focus.

I remember Blake coming home at one point and joining us. I was far gone by then, Noah and Lila having used me for their pleasure for quite a while before that. I remember drama at some point, too, but that part remains unfocused. I can’t think clearly with Blake’s nice cock thrust up into me as he spoons me, the smooth head dragging along my G-spot with every thrust. It’s the perfect angle to make me climax as hard as possible. I tremble between the married couple, rocking back against Blake harder as he takes me.

“Oooo god…oooo god…yeah…yeah…mmm…” I cry, tearing my mouth from Lila’s

“That’s it, luv. That’s it. Feels so good, doesn’t it? You love Blake fucking you.”

“Yeah…yeah…oooo god…yeah…”

Blake forces a hand between me and his wife. He’s rough with my breasts, pulling my nipples until I whimper. He’s taking me so hard now I hear our flesh slapping together. “You want to come, Carol?” he hisses in my ear.

“Yeah…yes…oooo god yes!”

“Beg me, honey. Beg, Carol,” he demands.

“Yeah, ask nicely, luv. Tell us how bad you want it,” Lila encourages.

“Please…please…I want to come! Ohmygod…I need to come! Please!”

“Don’t! Don’t come until I say you can, Carol,” Blake says.

“Ohmygod! Ohmygod! Please! Please!” I grovel.

I’m so close my thoughts are going fuzzy. Blake couldn’t stop my orgasm if he wanted to. Even if he pulled out, I’d still come. The train is almost in the station.

“Yeah…yeah…that’s it, Carol. Come for us. Fucking come, honey!”

“Oooo…my...GOD! Yes! Oooo…”

I go stiff and curl my toes, burying my face in Lila’s shoulder as the sweet pleasure of my climax throbs through me. Blake doesn’t stop fucking me but goes at it harder, drawing out my orgasm and making me wail into Lila’s shoulder. I love being in that fuzzy-minded place where my orgasm takes me, and I want to stay there as long as possible.

Blake rolls me onto my tummy and tilts my butt so he can keep thrusting into me. His weight presses me into the mattress. I love the submission. He takes my arms, holding them out and pinning them down. I groan, wiggling my butt for him. Another orgasm is already on my horizon.

“Do you want me to come inside you, Carol?” he growls in my ear.

“Yes…please…come inside me…”

“You’re incredible, Carol. Lila was so right about you. I can’t believe I haven’t had you sooner, honey.”

“Oooo god…yeah…don’t stop…come inside me…please!”

Blake suddenly stops, grinding down onto my butt with his cock buried inside me. He begins to quake. “Oh shit…oh fuck…Lila…Lila…don’t you dare…fuck baby!”

“Ohmygod…yes!” I cry, coming a second time when I feel his load pulse inside me. A satisfying warmth spreads throughout my body, and I find his limp weight on top of me comforting.

“A finger in the ass does it every time,” Lila giggles.

Blake pries himself from me, and Lila flips me onto my back while I’m still recovering from two strong, back-to-back climaxes. She smiles and strokes the hair away from my face. “You didn’t forget about me, did you, luv?”

Lila straddles my face, holding onto the headboard as she lowers herself to my lips. I get a flash of this happening last night too, but that time someone was fucking me. I grab her butt and pull her into me. She’s so wet her pussy slides all over my face before I lock her in and slither my tongue against her clit. She screeches my name and grinds down, smothering me. I struggle to breathe, but I don’t stop licking her. I slurp away at her sweet pinkness, and she’s so wet it feels like I’m being waterboarded.

Her screeching grows louder and louder until she shouts my name, and the real flood comes. I lap at her juices as best I can, but my mouth and chin are utterly glazed like I lost a battle with a particularly ripe peach. I lick my lips, savoring her tangy taste. I’ve grown to quite like the taste of another woman—at least Lila’s taste.

I snuggle together with Lila, while Blake leaves to use the bathroom. I try brushing my hair back and find it’s stiff with dried cum. What the hell did I do last night? I feel warm and safe in Lila’s arms, so I try not to think about it until I’m forced to.

“You were amazing last night, luv. Truly remarkable. I mean, we’ve had fun before, but seeing you with Noah revealed a whole new side of you. I’ve seen some wild stuff, but nothing like that, Carol.”

“God, what did I do?” Reality is creeping back in, whether I want it to or not. That last conversation with John plays in my head, and I realize that I proved him right last night. Everything he said about me is true.

“You did what you wanted, luv. You were the Carol you’re meant to be.”

“Or I was an id run wild. God, how am I going to face John now?”

“What is wrong with doing what you like? No one got hurt. No one was offended. You enjoyed yourself.”

“Except I’m married, so it’s not just about me. I didn’t see that before because I didn’t want to. You must get it. What would you do if Blake said to stop what you do?”

“He would never do that. He understands who he married.”

“But this isn’t who John married. John married a woman who follows the rules and takes care of her family and always does the responsible thing. Not a woman who spends the night with other men or disappears for an all-night coke party. Shit, there was coke last night, wasn’t there?”

More of the night is returning to me, like puzzle pieces dropping from the sky and falling into place. They don’t form a flattering picture.

“A little, just enough to get the party going, but you didn’t do any if that makes you feel better.”

“I guess?”

“Maybe you aren’t the Carol that John married, but people change over the course of a marriage, right? And wasn’t John the one who encouraged you to explore your sexuality? He can’t open those doors for you and then slam them closed because he doesn’t like where they go.”

“I know, that makes sense, but it’s a balance. John shouldn’t limit me, and I don’t want to limit him. But if he were doing something that hurt me, I’d want him to stop. If this stuff truly hurts him, I should make the sacrifice because I love him.”

“Or if he really loves you, he wouldn’t ask you to give up part of who you are.”

I suspect Lila has selfish reasons for encouraging my bad behavior. I swear she enjoys my exploits almost as much as I do. I think she gets off on seeing me lose control. She is the devil on my shoulder. But that doesn’t mean she’s wrong.

John shouldn’t ask me to give up who I am any more than I should ask that of him. I pull at the fragments of last night and wonder, Is that who I really am? Is it who I really want to be? I’ve come a long way from a one-off wild night celebrating my fortieth birthday just a few short months ago. I have to make a decision. That much is clear.

“What am I going to tell John? He already hates it when I’m gone all night. But when he finds out I did this…”

“He, uh, kinda already knows. Not the details, but he knows where you are, luv.”

“What? How? Oh god.” My stomach hollows and I think I’m going to be sick.

“I found his number in your phone and called him last night, after you passed out. I thought he might be worried, and I thought he might want to come and get you.”

“What did you tell him? What did he say?”

“I just said we were partying, and you had a little too much to drink, and that maybe he should come and take you home,” Lila says. I stare at her, forcing her to continue. “He said no. He said you should stay here and finish your party.”

Lila sees my face fall and pulls me into her arms. Tears well up in my eyes, and I start to sob. “It’s okay, luv,” she says. “We can get him to understand. Guys like him always come around. They can’t help themselves.”

“He’s not like that. You don’t understand. He hates this as much as he likes it. And I don’t want him to have to come around. I don’t want him to be that guy.” I sob uncontrollably

For the first time, I start to see it clearly. I’ve been thinking of it the way Lila said because I’ve thought of John as being like all those other cuckold husbands I read about on the internet—even if I didn’t want to admit it. I knew his fetish was strong, and I could use it to get John to let me run around and play as I pleased.

But I don’t want a husband who’s that weak. I don’t want a husband who lets me run around because he thinks it has to be that way for him to keep me. I want John on this journey with me, not dragged along. And if I have to drag him along, it’s not worth it.

As much as I’ve loved my hobby and seeing my guys these past few months, I don’t want it if John’s not a part of it—a willing participant. I’m afraid my epiphany is too late. John wouldn’t come get me last night. Will he see me now?

Blake returns and stops dead in the doorway. “Jeez, what’s going on in here?”

“Carol’s just having a moment. It’s going to be okay,” Lila says to Blake, rocking me as I cry. “Go down and start a pot of coffee, sweetheart. I’m going to get Carol in the shower. Come on, luv. You’ll feel much better after you’ve had a shower.”

I don’t know if that’s true, but I nod and allow Lila to lead me to the shower.

[image: ]


Lila is great in the shower. She doesn’t try to get me riled up again but lovingly washes and caresses me. I love the sensation of her washing my hair. I just want to cuddle into her. Even though Lila seems to easily behave herself, I force myself to do the same. Her touch turns me on, even though it’s not her intent. I just can’t help it. But I manage to behave myself. My current state of mind helps. It feels good to prove that I can be aroused and keep my hands to myself.

I have to dress in last night’s clothing—once I find it in the great room, where I apparently undressed. I find my glasses there, too, after stumbling half-blind around Lila’s house while trying to keep a too-small towel wrapped around me. My bra reeks of tequila, so I don’t put that on. It joins my panties in my purse. I can’t bring myself to wear yesterday’s underwear.

I wiggle back into my tight jeans and pull on my top. It’s obvious I’m braless, but who will see me? I brush out my hair, put my earrings and other jewelry back on, and borrow a touch of lipstick from Lila. I feel somewhat human when I finish, but the smell of coffee from the kitchen brings me back to myself.

Blake pours fresh mugs for Lila and me. We’re gathered around the island that divides their kitchen from the great room. The light pouring in from the patio doors is much too bright. My headache is only a dull throbbing—I can handle it—but I’m decidedly hungover. I add creamer and a dash of sugar to the brew. We sip our coffee in awkward silence.

I’ve never felt awkward around Lila before, and it feels strange. I suspect they are afraid to set me off on another crying jag, but they needn’t worry. I’m all cried out. I’ve never been one to sit around and feel sorry for myself. I’m not about to start doing it now. It’s time to solve my problems, not dwell on them. But before I return to John, I need to know what happened last night. I can only recall bits and pieces. The big picture eludes me.

“So…last night,” I begin. “What exactly happened?”

Blake can’t help himself. He looks excited to get into this. He’s just a man. I don’t blame him. Lila is more circumspect. “What do you remember?” she asks.

“I remember leaving the club. I remember fooling around in the back of the Uber. I was between you guys. We were all over each other. Your hands were inside my clothes. I think I blew Noah?”

Lila laughs. “That driver got quite a show. We probably didn’t need to tip him after that.”

I blush. It’s nice to know I’m still capable of it. I may be chastened by my behavior, but that dark part of me still hopes our Uber driver enjoyed what he saw. I hope he went home and jerked off thinking about me. “Okay, that sounds like me. It gets fuzzier when we got into the house.”

I recall arriving and half stumbling up the front walkway. I had enough of my wits about me to be surprised by how normal Lila’s house looked. It was a typical large, 1990s-era McMansion in a typical suburban subdivision. I don’t know where I pictured her living, but it wasn’t that. I guess I was expecting a downtown loft with a lot of exposed brick or something else edgy.

We went through to the great room, and I sat on the sectional while Lila fetched us drinks. I didn’t want to drink more. I was lit enough to be fun and daring, and I didn’t want to crossover into sloppy and annoying. I was already drunk enough to give myself an excuse for my behavior. I look over now and remember Noah was on me on the couch, pulling at my clothes.

“We were over there, right?” I say, gesturing toward the couch.

“Yep. I brought over a bottle of tequila and three shot glasses,” Lila says.

It’s my turn to laugh, and it hurts. “That would explain why things are fuzzy. Did you get me to do tequila shots?”

“I didn’t have to make you, luv,” Lila replies.

“That’s not how I remember it.”

“No? You poured the first shots.”

“That doesn’t sound like me.”

“You pushed Noah off you and grabbed the bottle from me. It was definitely you, luv.”

“Okay…”

“You poured shots, and Noah fed yours to you. He pressed it to your lips, and you tilted your head back. Most of it got in your mouth. I came over and licked the rest off you.”

I recall Lila bending over, pushing me back on the couch, and licking my chin, kissing my neck. We both giggled like mad. Noah took another of the shots and did the same with Lila. She knocked it right back, but instead of swallowing it, she held the shot and kissed Noah, feeding it to him. My jealousy sizzled. I pulled off my top and nestled the last shot between my breasts. Half of it soaked my lacy bra, but that wasn’t a worry at the time.

“I put the shot between my boobs,” I say, looking for confirmation.

“Right,” Lila agrees. “You set up a titty shot. I don’t know who it was for, but Noah was right there. I think more of the tequila ended up on you than in his mouth, but that was okay because after that, he just grabbed the bottle...”

“And he poured it over me. Yeah, I remember. It gets really fuzzy after that, though.”

Lila crosses the kitchen and retrieves my phone from where it’s been plugged into a charger. She lays it down on the island and gently pushes it toward me. “Lucky for you—I think—I grabbed your phone and started recording. I got just about everything, although I can’t vouch for the camera work. I thought you would want it for John. I thought it might smooth things over.”

If only… Unfortunately, I think John and I are past the point where I can hand him a video of my slutty behavior, and he’ll forget all his misgivings. When I presented him the last video of me with Conner, he didn’t pick it up. I suspect he watched it—my phone was moved when I found it—but if he did, it didn’t send him running in to apologize for being so hard on me. I’m afraid if John watches this video, it might just be the thing that breaks us. I stare at the phone, unsure what I should do.

“Are you going to watch it?” Blake asks. He’s been silently absorbing the details of our night before he arrived. Blake had been with their friends Kayla and Russ the night before. I don’t remember exactly when he returned home and joined our party.

“Should I?”

“Do you want to know what happened? Or maybe you should wait and watch it with John,” Lila says.

“I don’t think that’s in the cards.”

“He might surprise you,” Lila suggests.

“Yeah, when I talked to John that night, he seemed pretty into it,” Blake adds.

“Trust me, last time we talked, he was not into it. But maybe you’re right. Maybe it’s better if I watch it with him. Or maybe it’s better if I don’t know. It gives me plausible deniability.”

“Point taken,” Lila says. “What are you going to do, luv?”

I stare at the phone and ponder my choices.
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Lila gives me a ride back to my minivan at the club. We part with an embrace, and she wishes me luck. I’m in a deep, deep hole. I need all the help I can get. I stall by sitting in the minivan for a while, but eventually, I have to go home and face the music. Besides, the nearly empty parking lot of a strip club on a Sunday morning is a strange place to be. The club just feels dirty and seedy under the cold light of day. The daylight emphasizes just how rundown the area is and I realize it’s not a place I should linger. I say a little prayer, start the minivan and head home.

Driving home by myself on a Sunday morning, wearing the clothes I left home in the day before, has me out of sorts as much as the hangover does. It’s a time I might be driving home from church—if we hadn’t been out too late the night before. The contrast of doing a walk of shame rather than coming home from church drives home just how bizarre my life has become.

I grip the steering wheel harder to keep my hands from shaking. I stop in front of our house, consider pulling away, and never returning. John’s car is not parked at the top of the driveway, as it should be on a Sunday morning. I don’t have the first clue where he would be, except that he wants to be anywhere but home. I park in the driveway, ashamed that I’m so relieved my husband isn’t home.

No one is home. Brandon is at his father’s and Isabella is with her mother. I go straight to the bedroom and throw off my clothes, changing into a comfy pair of black leggings and a purple tank. Once changed, I’m at loose ends. I’d geared myself up for this big confrontation with John and he’s not here. I don’t know what to do with that. I don’t know what to do with myself.

I try to meditate but can’t keep my mind off the maelstrom of emotions churning inside me. I work hard to convince myself that I have no reason to feel guilty, going through all the convenient excuses. John started this…I’m my own woman…there’s nothing wrong with chasing my desires. Deep down, I know that’s mostly bullshit.

Yes, I am my own woman, but I am also a married woman, and a mom, which means I have accountability to someone else and responsibilities to those young children. I may have the right to chase my desires, but I don’t have the right to be selfish. I thought I did. After a lifetime of taking care of everyone else, I thought I had the right to take some time and do as I please. But I never had the right just to disregard John’s feelings.

Most of the afternoon is spent twisting in the wind, waiting for John to come home. I want to crack open a bottle of wine and make my wait easier, but I resist. My troubles last night started with drinking too much, and I need my wits about me when John finally comes home. I turn on a home shopping channel and lie on the couch. I doze fitfully for a couple of hours, recovering some of the energy spent during last night’s activities. I awake late afternoon, and John still has not returned home.

Sudden fear grips my heart, and I dart upstairs to our bedroom. I throw open the doors to John’s closet, and relief hits me like a strong wind, making me sag against the door frame. His clothes are still here. He hasn’t left me. I’m only heartened for a moment. He hasn’t left me yet, but that doesn’t mean that he won’t. I close the doors and collapse onto our bed. Taking up my phone, I tap out a message to my husband: Where are you?

The room is perfectly still, and I swear I don’t even breathe in the minutes I await his reply. When he replies, the soft chirp of my phone comes like a gong ringing out in the quiet bedroom, and I jump at it.

John


r u home?




Carol


yes. You’re not. Where are you?




John doesn’t answer straightaway but makes me wait several excruciating minutes.

John


I needed time to think. Can u meet me?




Carol


of course




John


I’m at Tall Pines




Carol


on my way
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Tall Pines. Part of me can’t believe he’s hanging out at the mall, and yet it makes perfect sense. John and I first met in Tall Pines Mall after a long online courtship.

I didn’t date much in the aftermath of my divorce from Don. I was worn down from years of being in an unfulfilling marriage and didn’t want another man in my life. Besides, I was raising a young son who was heavily involved in sports. That didn’t leave much time for dating or thinking about men. The closest I got to a social life was single dads flirting with me at Brandon’s sports practices and games.

That was fun, and it gradually rekindled my interest in men. I even had an aborted date with one of those single sports dads, which almost snuffed out that rekindled interest. His rushed groping and uninspired flirting had me thinking I was right to avoid men after all.

Patty was the one who pushed me to get back on the horse. She opened an online dating account and forced me to sit and fill it out. I’d never felt sillier. Was I supposed to browse for men like I was shopping online? And what if I found one I liked? Except for that underwhelming date with the single sports dad, I hadn’t been out with a man I wasn’t married to since college. I let Patty push me into it anyway.

I was glad Patty pushed me. Turned out, my fears of having to browse for men were unfounded. My inbox was flooded with messages the moment my profile went up. This was my first inkling, years ago, that I enjoy men’s attention. Years of being married to a boring man who did little to make me feel attractive had left me in a funk.

Suddenly, I had more men than I could handle telling me how pretty I was, and how funny I sounded, and how much they wanted to take me out to dinner. My head swelled quickly, and checking my messages became a new addiction.

Most of the messages went right into the trash bin. At the start, I tried to respond to everyone with a polite no thank you, but it just wasn’t practical. Besides, some of my polite no-thank-yous brought some ugly, nasty responses. And then there were the other guys. I called them the DTF guys because they led with either a graphic come-on, a dick pic, or both. I mostly laughed those guys off, but I can’t lie. I enjoyed some of those responses. I weeded through a lot of chaff before I finally met my John.

We exchanged messages online for weeks before talking on the phone. I was gun shy at first, and then I was afraid to talk to John because he seemed too good to be true. He was smart and funny and open—open in a way my first husband Don never was. I always sensed a secret inner life that Don would never be comfortable sharing—or maybe I just hoped there was because otherwise, I had to accept he was just dull.

John, on the other hand, didn’t hold anything back. He was upfront about where he thought his first marriage failed and what he wanted in his next relationship. John never asked me anything he wasn’t prepared to answer himself. He was flirty in a way that made me comfortable to open up to my sexuality for the first time and share that part of myself without fear of rejection. I didn’t realize it as it happened, but John had me so relaxed that sooner than expected, I was confessing my long-held fantasies, and I was excited to be doing it.

The first time John and I had phone sex—the first time I ever had phone sex—he had me touching myself and confessing what I wanted without thinking. I knew then that unless this man had some deep, dark secret, I was going to sleep with him.

I chose to meet for lunch in a public place because I knew that would slow things down. Meeting for dinner was too dangerous because we could end up back at his place. Meeting for lunch on a weekday meant he had to go back to work. I didn’t want to come across as too eager despite the phone sex and my intimate confessions. John suggested we meet at the food court at the mall near his office because it was the safest, least sexy place he could think of.

John was early, but I was earlier. I set up on a bench near a Charlotte Russe store, looking in on the food court. When I wasn’t looking up and down the long straightaways for John, I regarded the slutty little dresses on the mannequins in the windows, wondering which dresses John might like to see me in—if I could work up the nerve to wear them. I laugh when I think about how different I was then. That Carol couldn’t have ever conceived of the things I’ve done, let alone actually do them.

I saw John coming and breathed a deep sigh of relief that he matched the photos in his profile. I was terrified they were ten years old and fifty pounds ago. But John was handsome, in a non-threatening way. No one else walking through that mall would have guessed this guy was capable of the sexy things he’d whispered to me in that low, breathy voice that could make me wet over the phone.

I think about those conversations as I drive to meet him now and realize how much I miss that phase of our relationship when everything was a discovery and we did such wild, daring things on our own. Our relationship isn’t just about us anymore.

The mall has changed a lot in the last fourteen years. Many stores have come and gone in that time. The Charlotte Russe near the food court is long gone. They say malls are dying, which makes me sad. I didn’t only meet my husband at the mall, but some of my best teenage memories revolve around the mall.

The crowd is light early on a Sunday afternoon as I walk through the mall from the north end. The food court is virtually empty. John isn’t there. I fear he’s playing a cruel joke on me before my eureka moment. He’s not waiting in the food court, but where the more memorable part of our first date occurred.

That day when we first met, John greeted me with a kiss, as he promised he would. I still remember the butterflies I felt when he touched my hip and moved in to kiss me. His lips were warm and dry, but he kissed me like he meant it, and it had been so long since a man kissed me like that.

The heat spread from our lips through my body, and I melted into him. My heart trip- hammered and in that moment, I wished I’d met him for dinner so he could have taken me back to his place. He smiled confidently when the kiss ended like he knew how it affected me, and it made me want him even more.

John had stir fry from one of those food court Japanese places and I had a salad because I was trying to be demure—even though I was starving. We spoke but were mostly silent. We’d said so much in our hours-long phone calls that it wasn’t like a typical first date. I enjoyed just being able to look at him while I heard his voice. He offered to walk me to my car after lunch. I tried to play it cool, but my yes came out as an excited chirp.

We kissed beside my car, John pressing me back until I was molded to the side of it. I tingled all over, and it made me squirmy against his body. I felt him grow hard through his pants and rubbed him. I don’t remember whose idea it was, but we ended up in my car. I would have done anything he wanted in that car—even though I hadn’t had sex in a backseat in high school, but John was focused on me.

The short, navy shirt dress with the long row of buttons down the front came in handy. I ended up on my back, my dress fully open. I rubbed his cock, but not well. I was too distracted. My bra was pushed aside, and my panties were off. John made me climax with his fingers—another feat my ex-husband was incapable of when we were together. I was left breathless but still insisted I took care of him.

John refused my offer and said there’d be time for that later. When he refused to return my panties, I knew he was truly different from any other guy I’d been with. He watched me button my dress and sent me on my way, dying to see him again.
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When I don’t find John in the food court, I head for the corner of the parking garage where I’d left my car that day fourteen years ago. His Charger is parked there, and the slap of my sandals on the concrete echoes through the empty, cool, dim space. His window slides down when I arrive, and he directs me into the passenger seat. It’s warm in the car, with the windows up, and I wonder how long he’s been sitting there.

“I was waiting a long time for you to come home,” I begin. I start to reach for his hand but stop short.

“Now you know the feeling.” His voice is flat. I’m getting used to hearing him like that. I hate it.

I want to defend myself—or apologize. I don’t know which. “About last night…”

“This isn’t just about last night. You know that.”

“I do know that, but I feel like I have to explain what happened last night. I didn’t go out looking for anything to happen. It just sorta happened.”

He looks at me. Even in the poor lighting, I see his skepticism. “Aren’t you always kind of looking for something to happen, Carol?”

“That’s not fair.”

Silence until he says, “What do you want to explain?”

“I wanted to talk to Lila. I needed someone to talk to. She was working, so I went over to the club. I figured we could talk between her sets. That’s all I wanted, to talk, really.”

“You went to a strip club, and you thought nothing would happen?”

“I wasn’t planning on it,” I weakly offer.

John harrumphs in disbelief.

“Anyway, I went over there, and one thing led to another, and we ended up back at her place. How much did she tell you on the phone?”

“She just said you guys were hanging out and partying, and you’d had too much to drink. I read between the lines to guess the rest. Did you fuck Blake?”

Normally, I might be mad at John for assuming the worst, but since he isn’t wrong, that’s not a position I can take. If I were smart, I’d edit the night's details to avoid getting into more trouble, but if we’re going to go forward, we must do it honestly. I wrap my hand around my phone in my purse. The light sliver of tech feels like a brick right now. It carries the entire weight of the future of my marriage.

“I don’t know everything that happened last night. I’m not implying anyone made me do anything I didn’t want to. I’m just saying I drank a lot and let go, and it all got fuzzy,” I explain. John stares at me because I didn’t actually answer his question. “Yes, I did. I know that much.”

John looks away from me, struggling to control his reaction. I know sleeping with a new guy without running it past him first would have been a huge deal, even before the situation we’re currently dealing with. I don’t apologize. I know it would be meaningless. Instead, I go the other way, ripping off the band-aid.

“Noah was there, too. He was at the club with Lila when I got there. Things started snowballing out of control right away.”

John gapes at me. He looks like he wants to scream, and I wish he would. I have to hope that he’d feel better if he just let it all out. He doesn’t scream. He just stares, his face a mix of disappointment and resignation.

“It made me realize you’re right. I can’t control it like I thought I could.”

“You realize that’s an excuse, right? You’re a grown woman, Carol. You’re responsible for what you do.”

“I didn’t say I wasn’t responsible. It’s just, I don’t know, it’s just like things start happening, and I stop thinking, and next thing I know…”

“Sounds like the way an alcoholic talks about drinking.”

“I don’t think I’m a sex addict, John.”

“I relate, Carol. I’m addicted, too. I can’t stop watching those videos, even when I hate the way they make me feel. I know it’s not healthy, but I still watch.”

“Did you watch that last video? The one I made with Conner?”

He looks away again. “I’ve watched it.”

“You liked it, didn’t you?”

“That’s not the point, Carol.”

“But you liked it.”

“Yeah, it was hot,” he says turning on me, eyes blazing with anger. “Is that what you want to hear? Is it what you need to hear? I watch you behave like a whore, and it turns me on.”

“You shouldn’t feel bad about that,” I argue.

“You don’t get to tell me how I should feel.”

“You’re right. Sorry. I know that’s not fair. I want to understand it. I do. I guess I just can’t.”

“That’s how it’s an addiction. I know it’s bad for me. I know when the high is over, I’m going to feel like shit, but I still go for it. I can’t help myself any more than you can. The difference between us is that I know it’s bad and want to stop it. And you don’t.”

“I don’t know it’s bad.” Or at least I didn’t. That part is left unsaid.

“Looks at us. Look at us right now. Look at the place we’re in. How can you tell me you don’t know it’s bad?”

“I guess I just don’t think it has to be this way. I don’t want to hurt you. I love you, John. But I also don’t want to give up what we’ve been doing. There must be a middle ground.”

“You don’t want to hurt me, but you don’t want to stop. You admitted you’re out of control. How can you want to live like that?”

“I don’t know. Just like I can’t understand how you feel, I don’t think you understand how I feel. You don’t understand what I get out of this.”

John snorts. “I think I understand what you’re getting, Carol.”

“That’s a cheap shot.”

“You’re right, sorry. You can’t understand me. I can’t understand you. Where does that leave us? What if you have to choose?”

I don’t answer. I can’t answer because deep down, I know he’s right, and I just don’t want to admit it. I don’t want to choose. I came here to meet him, ready to choose. I thought I was ready to tell him he’s right and we should end it. But now that I’m confronted with doing it, I can’t bring myself to make it happen. I sidestep again.

“Do you really want to know what happened last night?”

“I thought you said it was fuzzy.”

I pull my phone from my purse. “I have it all on video, or that’s what Lila told me. I haven’t watched it.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t know. I’m afraid, I guess. If I watched it, I’d have to tell you what I did. Right now, neither of us knows, and we can keep it that way if you want to.”

“Where does that leave us, Carol?”

“I don’t know. What if you know what I did, and it changes everything?”

John chuckles. “What could it change? We’re at an impasse, Carol. We want different things. One of us will have to bend, or we’re lost.”

“I don’t want to lose you,” I say.

“I don’t want to lose you either, but I don’t think I can live this way. Think about it, Carol. Our marriage was hanging in the balance, and you still went out and did…whatever you did.”

“I know.”

“Can you honestly tell me you think any of this is healthy for us?” he asks.

I stare straight ahead. I’m cornered. I realize now I can’t have everything I want. I must choose. The part of me that’s still sane knows the choice should be easy. Sadly, it’s not.

“I guess I should just erase this then.” I hold out my phone. “If this isn’t going to change anything, there’s no reason to keep it. I can delete the video, and we can try to move on. I don’t want to lose you, so I’ll do what you want.”

John should tell me to erase it. He’s getting what he says he wants, but he hesitates. He stares at my phone, and his mouth opens, but he doesn’t speak.

“Are you sure you don’t want to see what went on last night? I woke up this morning naked in bed between Lila and Blake. Blake fucked me awake. I don’t know how I got there, but I was sore, and there was cum in my hair. It must have been a wild night. But we probably shouldn’t know just how wild it was. We should just let it go and move on. That would be for the best.”

John’s still staring at the phone. He licks his dry lips.

“Or we could watch it to make sure we really want to give all this up,” I say.

I don’t wait any longer for him to answer. I hit play on my phone.


thirteen
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The image on my phone looks like it was shot during an earthquake. It’s a bouncing shot of Lila’s great room. Noah and I are on the couch, but it isn’t easy to see what we’re doing. Off camera, Lila says, “Hey, don’t destroy my couch.”

“Tell him! I’m not the one pouring tequila all over the place,” I shout, laughing. My bubbly tone signals I’m in that happy drunk phase, over the edge and up for just about anything. It’s a fun place to be but dangerous.

“Noah!” Lila complains.

The camera steadies and Noah is swinging me from the couch to lay me on top of a low, wide, glass-topped coffee table. My glasses are already gone. He holds me there with one hand and tilts the tequila bottle high above me, sprinkling the amber liquid down onto my torso. My bra is soaked and clings to my breasts. He leans in and laps the booze from my chest. Lila comes closer to capture my nipples, standing at attention as Noah sucks the nibbles through my soaked, translucent bra. I arch my back, pushing my breasts at him, and moan. Noah slams the bottle to the table, and both his hands go behind my back, lifting me toward him. Lila moves around us with the camera. I’m an eager participant, clutching Noah to my chest.

“You’re not going to hog her for yourself, are you?” Lila asks from behind the camera.

Noah is busy slurping away at my tequila-slick flesh and takes a moment to answer. He looks up at Lila, his smile glazed. “Of course not,” he says. He takes my phone from Lila, and they change places.

Lila straddles me instead of leaning from the side and kisses me rather than going right for my boobs. She cradles my face in both hands and kisses me deeply. The video rekindles the memory, and I tingle as I watch, recalling what an amazing kisser Lila is. It’s the kind of kiss you feel all the way down to your toes.

“Damn! Fuck yeah!” Noah marvels, watching us kiss. He mumbles a few more incoherent things before being rendered speechless. I know he’s rock-hard watching us. It makes me proud. More than proud, it turns me on, and the tingle between my thighs grows more intense. I glance over to John, who raptly watches the video, his breathing shallow. He’s just as impressed as Noah.

The camera pans down from our faces, and my arms are wrapped around Lila. I even have a leg hooked behind hers. I’m pulling at her clothes. She changed out of her costume before leaving the club and is wearing a tight, black warm-up suit. I get a hand between us, pull the zipper down her jacket, and rip it back from her shoulders. Lila shrugs it off without ever breaking our kiss. I go right to work on her bra, unhooking it and pulling it away from her. Her small, nude breasts mash into my soaked, covered ones.

“You girls are fucking hot. Jesus, this is going to be the hottest fucking video ever,” Noah says.

He’s right. The video is hot. I have trouble watching these videos of myself sometimes. I’m critical of my body from the wrong angles, and it can be hard to see how I behave. We don’t always remember things exactly as they happened. Mostly, John watches them on his own. But I can’t deny how sexy it is to watch myself making out with Lila.

“You’re extra delicious tonight, luv,” Lila says, moving down my body and flicking open the front clasp of my bra, which falls to each side.

I’m briefly exposed before Lila moves in, scooping my breasts into both hands and feasting on them. My fingers raked through her short, dark hair. The wig from the club came off with her costume. The wet sounds of her kissing, licking, and sucking compete with my moans and Noah’s heavy breathing. It’s so strange to watch myself doing things I hardly remember.

Lila kisses down my—mostly—flat tummy and pops open my jeans. There’s an awkward moment when she tosses away my wedge-heeled sandals and struggles to tug my tight jeans down my legs. We all laugh, and Noah offers to help. Lila assures him she has it covered. My panties are dragged down with my jeans, and Noah hovers the phone over me to get a beautiful shot of me in all my naked glory. My boobs spill to my sides and shine from the tequila and mouths that have been attacking me. My tummy quivers when Lila touches my thighs and bends my legs up so she can kiss them. My navel piercing catches the light and twinkles when I move. She pushes my thighs wider apart, and my slick lips part, revealing the glistening pink between them, but only for a moment. Lila dive bombs the exposed target.

I cry out in the video, head lolling back and forth while Lila feasts on me. One hand holds the back of her head, pressing her face to me, while the other grips the table's edge. My hips move in a tight circle. The image shifts as Noah moves around me with the phone. He stops at an awkward angle when he moves in to grab one of my quivering breasts. He rolls my nipple before pinching it, bringing a sharp cry from my throat.

“You like that, Carol?” he taunts.

“Yeah…yeah…oooo god yeah…”

“Lacey’s gonna make you come, isn’t she? You fucking love it!”

I guess we never told Noah Lila’s real name—or at least we hadn’t at that point. I really don’t recall. Strange that Noah would have sex with someone and never know their real name, but I suppose that’s only strange to me. To some, it’s probably common.

A side glance at John finds him fully focused on the phone in my hand. His hand sits in his lap, and he’s absent-mindedly rubbing himself through his jeans. I can’t blame him. Watching the video has me just as horny. I want to touch him, but I don’t want to break the spell. I feel like if I remind John I’m sitting beside him, he’ll fall back into anger and recrimination. It’s best to leave the moment alone.

I climax in the video, crying out and twisting my body on the coffee table. Noah falls back and sweeps the camera from my body to my face, capturing my tight expression at the peak of my orgasm—eyes shut tight, mouth wide in a scream, my laugh lines drawn tight. I don’t find my O-face flattering. It looks like I’m in pain, but John groans next to me. He loves watching other people make me come. It’s surreal for me and I begin to disassociate from the version of me in the video. I choose to think of her as Vid-Carol.

Lila sits back on her heels, and Vid-Carol pushes up from the coffee table, grabbing and kissing Lila with fire in her eyes. Watching the video, I lick my lips, thinking of tasting myself as I make out with my lover. Lila and Vid-Carol are panting when the kiss ceases.

“Let’s take this upstairs,” Lila suggests.

The video is a jumble of images while Noah carries my phone upstairs. I catch glimpses of Lila and I holding hands as we walk. The video goes dark until a light is flicked on. The camera is still adjusting while I comment on how nice the bedroom is. The image shifts and bounces while Noah tries to prop my phone up on the dresser at the opposite end of the bed. After several tries, he gets it right, and the camera is still, with a shot of the bed from the foot. Lila and Vid-Carol are beside the bed, kissing, while the former sheds the rest of her clothes. Noah is nude, too, when he walks into the frame.

“You don’t remember any of this?” John asks beside me. It’s the first he’s spoken since the video began, and his voice startles me. He sounds skeptical.

“I get pretty wild on tequila. You know that. It looks like Noah poured a lot of it down my throat. Bits and pieces are coming back as I see this, but I don’t quite remember everything, no.”

I can’t tell if he believes me, but it really is the truth. I remember being on my back on the coffee table downstairs, but I don’t remember details. And now that I see us in the bedroom, I recall what came next, but I don’t remember getting to the bedroom or how we all ended up naked in bed, which is what’s unfolding in the video. Lila pulls me onto the bed with her, and I follow, with Noah right behind.

We’re a tangle of bodies on the bed, and the camera isn’t at the best angle to capture exactly what we’re doing. I recall it being hot and confusing. I couldn’t quite keep track of whose hands were where or who was doing what. The video doesn’t make it much clearer. I can’t quite convey what it’s like to be in a scrum of bodies like that. It must be experienced. Hands and mouths are everywhere, touching, caressing, teasing. It feels like every inch of your body is alive like you’re one oversized sex organ. I try to give as good as I get, but when my breasts are being caressed, and someone is rubbing my clit, and I’m being kissed at the same time, my brain short circuits, and the pleasure just throbs through me.

I’m the center of attention in the video. Vid-Carol kisses Noah, and then Lila demands her turn. They’re both teasing Vid-Carol’s breasts, fingers all over her nipples, and her muffled moans testify that they had me out of my mind at that moment. Noah’s hand is between my thighs. I recall him rubbing my clit and waiting until I was dripping before pushing fingers inside me. When I see my hips move rhythmically, I know he’s fingering me. Vid-Carol pumps him with one hand while her other is all over Lila’s body like she can’t decide which part of her she wants to feel first.

None of this is in my memory. Lila takes my hand and guides it between her legs. Watching how I turn myself over to my lovers with abandon ignites burning shame. I truly have no limits. But it also makes my pussy pulse. I’m dying to touch myself while I watch Vid-Carol perform. I look to John. He’s rubbing himself harder through his jeans. Is he thinking I’m a total slut, even as he enjoys watching me? Is he as ashamed of my lack of self-control as I am?

When I’m not the center of attention, jealousy boils in the pit of my stomach. I watch Noah pull Lila across Vid-Carol so he can kiss her. I’m still in the middle, so they are both practically on top of me. I remember wanting to take control and pumping Noah’s cock harder. It got his attention, and he pushed my head down there.

Vid-Carol goes right for his cock, swallowing it deeply. Lila and Noah keep going at it. I remember my surging anger then, and I tried to pull away, but Noah didn’t let me. He held my head fast and pumped his shaft into my mouth. Vid-Carol gags on him. John’s eyes light up at that. He loves to see me used like a cheap whore. The part of him that resents all of this wants to see me punished.

I’m shocked when I see Lila holding my head, too. Lila presses Vid-Carol toward Noah, jamming her throat onto his cock while she kisses him. I remember feeling like I was going to black out while Noah used my throat. Held firmly in place, I had no escape. They used me like I was their toy. It makes me feel cheap. My cheeks heat watching it happen. My shame deepens when I realize feeling cheap arouses me even more.

Lila releases Vid-Carol, who coughs violently and struggles to catch her breath. While she recovers, Lila lies beside her. Noah rolls onto his back. I vividly remember this because my competitive side kicked in like a sprinter who sees the finish line. I was determined to show Lila up. The two of us fight over Noah’s dick. The camera angle is terrible, and John doesn’t see much but our butts facing the camera, our heads moving around, and Noah’s shit-eating grin.

“Don’t fight, ladies. There’s plenty of me to go around,” Noah says.

“We were both slobbering all over his cock,” I tell my husband. I want him to have the full experience.

“Lucky guy. I’m jealous,” he murmurs.

“I don’t know. We were fighting over him. It might’ve hurt.”

It doesn’t sound like it hurt Noah. The sounds he makes in the video suggest he’s living his greatest fantasy. His hands are on both our heads, stroking our hair while we compete for his cock. Watching this on video and recalling my behavior makes me feel silly, like some kind of drunk college girl competing for a boy’s attention at a campus bar.

John loves it. He’s glued to the video. He must be imagining the parts he can’t see. I twist in my seat and reach across the center console, moving his hand aside so I can rub him through his jeans. Our situation is beyond weird at the moment, but I’m still proud to feel how hard my video makes him.

“We were all over him, baby. Lila went down while I sucked his balls, and then we switched, kissing around his dick while we swapped places,” I tell him, providing a breathy play-by-play.

“Damn…Carol…”

“I sucked him so hard, Daddy. I didn’t want him to think she was better than me. I wanted to be his main girl.”

“You are the best, babe. You’re a perfect little slut.”

“Thank you, Daddy. I’m your perfect little slut.” I grip him harder.

“It looks like you were Noah’s slut last night. Lila’s too. You did all of it for you, Carol.” He sounds both angry and horny.

“I was a bad girl, Daddy. I couldn’t help myself.”

“I know, babe. I know.”

“Do you hate me?”

“I could never hate you, Carol. Tell me more.”

Through all this, I’m still touching him, and we’re still watching the video. I don’t think anything could tear John away from the video now. He shifts his position in his seat and opens his jeans. I help tug them down with his underwear. His cock springs out, proud and strong, and I grip it. I want to lean over and suck him, but John wants me to tell him more, and I only want to please my daddy right now.

“I wanted to be the one to make him come. I wanted him to come right in my mouth so I could have my reward for being a good slut.”

Noah’s cries draw my attention back to the video. He’s holding our heads as he exclaims, “Fuck…fuck…oh fuck!”

“He came for me, Daddy. He came right down my throat,” I coo.

It’s a lie. Or it could be true. I don’t remember that part, and the video doesn’t reveal it. It sounds like me moaning and swallowing on the video, but I can’t be sure I’m the one who got it. Lila and I kiss directly afterward, sharing Noah’s load. We both got a taste, but I hope I’m the one who made him pop his cork.

“Of course, he did, Carol. How could he resist?” John groans. He begins to tremble, and I back off, holding his cock without stroking it. I don’t want him to come yet. I want him to enjoy every moment of this video.

[image: ]


Noah sits back while he recovers, and it’s all Lila and Vid-Carol. It’s disappointing I’m blank on this part of the evening because it’s stunning to watch. Sultry heat prickles my body when I watch Lila pull Vid-Carol into a 69 position on the video. I reflexively lick my lips as I watch, like I taste her. It’s the first time I did that with a woman, making it even more regrettable I don’t remember it. I’ve never been a fan of doing that with men, but it looks amazing with another woman. Lila is on top, of course. She begins by grinding her pussy down on my face while moaning orders at me.

“Mmm, like that, luv. Just like that. Just like that. Yesss! Mmm…Carol…luv…”

The camera angle isn’t the best, leaving plenty to the imagination. Our bodies are at an angle from it, visibly pressed together and undulating as one. Lila’s tight little butt moves as she grinds down to Vid-Carol, whose face is hidden between Lila’s thighs. She rubs my mound, but she’s too busy encouraging me to lick it. Her cries grow in pitch until she finally plunges her face between my thighs.

The next few minutes of the video pass with our bodies moving together while muffled moans and wet sounds drift from the tinny speakers of my phone. Noah is just behind us on the bed, his face creeping closer and closer to where Lila grinds her pussy into my face. He gets up on his knees, spreading his arms wide like he’s about to take flight. His fingers get busy at both ends, pushing inside Lila and Vid-Carol. We both start bucking on his fingers. “Come on, girls. Wanna see you two come!”

Vid-Carol climaxes first. A loud, keening cry escapes from where her face is hidden between Lila’s thighs. Vid-Carol shakes beneath Lila and digs her nails into the dancer’s little butt. Lila is close behind, shouting, “Fuck…fuck…oh fuck, luv…fuck!”

Noah just about shoves Lila aside to get to Vid-Carol. I’m not sure Lila and I were even done. He presses fingers into Vid-Carol’s mouth, and she shamelessly sucks them. Vid-Carol also sucks Lila’s fingers clean, like she can’t get enough of her own tang. Noah follows with his lips, kissing Vid-Carol with such heat she goes tense like she’s trying to hold onto a shred of control. I don’t remember this either, but I can easily imagine my state of mind then. I’m sure I was past the point of rational thought and just reacting, driven by uncut desire.

John’s cock twitches in my slowly pumping fist while he watches me kiss Noah. His reaction to me kissing Noah is more intense than watching me with Lila. I stop pumping and squeeze to keep his orgasm at bay.

“Not yet, Daddy. I think there’s a lot more to come,” I whisper.

John responds with nothing but a groan. My attention returns to the video.

“Let’s see you fuck her, stud. I know Carol wants it. Don’t you, luv?” Lila urges in the video.

“Yeah…” Vid-Carol moans. I nearly moan in real-time, too. Watching myself with Noah makes me want him. It’s a physical craving I can’t deny.

Noah kneels between Vid-Carol’s legs and throws them up over his shoulders. She tilts her hips to give him the perfect angle and sighs contentedly when he pushes inside. He grips her haunches and goes slow, savoring the feeling of her pussy.

“Oh fuck, yeah. That’s what I missed. I missed that sweet pussy, Carol,” he grunts.

“Mmm…yes…yes…baby…”

“Not baby. You know what to call me, Carol,” he growls. My hip jiggles with his hard slap.

“Dominus. Please…please…fuck me…Dominus!”

“Ooo, this is a fun game,” Lila chimes in.

“What was that, Carol? I didn’t hear you,” Noah taunts.

“Please, Dominus. Please, oooo god…I need it,” Vid-Carol pleads.

“Need what?”

Lila moves, and Vid-Carol is mostly blocked from the camera’s view, but I can see Noah still thrusting. I don’t need to see my face in the video to know it’s painted with a mask of desperation. My voice is thick with it.

My shame burns anew hearing myself like that. It’s so hard to watch this video. I still haven’t looked at any video from that last night with Noah and Mateo. I imagine my husband is very familiar with this behavior from me. How many times has he watched that video? Beside me, John’s breath catches while he watches me debase myself for my new master. He grabs my wrist and stops me from pumping his prick. He’s trying to save himself.

“Your cock…I need your cock, Dominus,” Vid-Carol stutters. “Please.”

Noah stops, then delivers a hard thrust inside me. I cry out. “That, slut?”

“Yes! Fuck yes!” Vid-Carol howls.

“This?” he does it again, this time slapping her hip. The crack is so loud I feel it now. How don’t I remember this? Did I block it out? How far gone was I then? But I wasn’t passed out. No one forced me to do any of this.

“Yes! Please, Dominus! Fuck me, please!”

Noah is finished being gentle. He doesn’t make me keep begging. He ruthlessly fucks me, taunting me the entire time. Vid-Carol rises to each taunt, begging her dominus to fuck her, use her, do whatever he likes to her. Now it’s a relief that I can’t really see myself in the video. I don’t have to watch my debasement. Lila participates, touching, but I can’t see what her hands are doing. She’s probably teasing my breasts, the same way she verbally teases me while Noah fucks me.

“That’s it, luv. Give yourself over. Give yourself to us. You love the cock. We all know it. Give in to it,” Lila coos. My only replies are variations on yes, yeah, ohmygod yes!

Vid-Carol screams through an orgasm, and Noah pauses. He must be close to coming too and wants to save himself. I’m sure he planned on screwing both Lila and me. He had to pace himself to take full advantage of the situation. Lila jumps off the bed and moves out of view. Noah sits back on his heels, rubbing my pussy as I tremble on the bed.

“Don’t worry, Carol. I’m not done with you yet, babe,” he reassures me.

“I…I…” Vid-Carol stammers, never getting out what she wants to say.

Lila struts back into the frame, and I think I must be hallucinating. A thick, black cock hangs from between her legs. It bobs as she moves, hanging slightly.

“Oh, shit,” John murmurs beside me.

“I hope you’re not planning on using that thing on me,” Noah chuckles.

“Only if you want me to, luv,” she replies, blowing him a kiss.

“Not my bag.”

“Did she?” John asks.

“I don’t remember,” I reply, but I know the truth. I know I didn’t stop Lila. I won’t stop anyone, will I? How much more can I humiliate myself?

I see the harness when my shock wears off. It’s black leather with chrome fittings. I can’t even speculate why she has that lying around. Lila looks like a dom goddess. The straps go up over her hips, under her toned butt, and between her legs. The attachment is large. Larger than any man I’ve ever been with—even Conner. It’s shiny black, so it’s unrealistic despite the molded testicles where the base attaches to the harness. A shiver of fear goes down my spine when I think about her putting that thing inside me. And yet, I’m incredibly aroused. My heart pounds in my throat, and my hand is in my lap as I watch Lila climb onto the bed.

Vid-Carol finally takes notice, but I only see her shocked expression for a moment before Lila blocks the view. “Let me show you how it’s really done, luv,” Lila says.

“By all means,” Noah replies, moving out of the way.

“Lila…I don’t know,” Vid-Carol stammers as Lila takes Noah’s place between her legs. He stays by my side, pulling my legs back toward my chest while spreading them wide. My pelvis is tilted up at the perfect angle for Lila to invade me.

“You trust me, don’t you, luv?” Lila says.

“Yeah, but…”

Lila moves close enough to rub the bulbous head of the thick phallus against Vid-Carol’s sex. Vid-Carol shakes and bites her lip, moaning. Lila nudges forward, and while I can’t see it in the video, I know she’s pushed that head past my lips. All I can think while watching it is, that thing must’ve hurt!

“I’m not asking, luv. I’m going to fuck you, and you’re going to beg me for more.” Lila’s tone is sweet, even if her words are not. She reaches down and lovingly cups my breast—before cruelly pinching my nipple. “Do you understand, luv?”

“Yea…oooo god…yea…” Vid-Carol pants. The Vid-Carol conceit makes watching this easier.

“You can call me Domina, luv.”

“Yea…yea…Domina…”

Lila thrusts forward, and Vid-Carol screeches. “Tsk, tsk, that’s not even half of it, Carol.”

“She can take it. Can’t you, Carol?” Noah says.

“I…I…I…” It comes out as a pleading gasp.

“I know you can take it, luv,” Lila purrs. “You’re going to get all of this big, black cock!”

“Oooo god!” Vid-Carol cries, stiffening when Lila pushes more of that thing inside her. I even stiffen watching the video. My heart hammers so hard that I feel dizzy. My hand is tight around John’s cock, but I’m not jerking him off. I’m too mesmerized by the video. My other hand, however, rubs my mound in a tight circle, and I’ve soaked through my black leggings.

“Relax, luv. Relax and enjoy it. I know how to fuck you just right,” Lila encourages.

“Oooo…Oooo…Oooo god…” Vid-Carol moans.

Lila proceeds to back up her words. She begins with a languid pace, slipping that plastic phallus in and out of Vid-Carol, making sure she can feel every fake vein and ripple along the shaft. I moan, watching in the car, my fingers slipping over my slick, soaked leggings as I press onto my clit. John glances at me, momentarily distracted from the spectacle on the screen.

“How do you forget something like that?” he asks.

“I don’t know.”

“I mean, shit, Carol.”

I watch Lila fuck Vid-Carol harder, and my control slips away in the present as it did in that video. I lift my butt from the seat, wiggling it while I pull my leggings and panties down to get at my pussy. My deep, satisfied moan is so loud in the confines of the car, mingling with my tinnier moans coming from my phone. I would normally close my eyes to get into touching myself, but I can’t stop watching the screen.

Lila’s slender figure pumps faster as she thrusts her plastic cock deep into Vid-Carol’s pussy. I can’t see it, but I’m sure she’s fucking me with the whole thing now. She doesn’t look like she’s holding anything back. Vid-Carol’s moans and cries are desperate. Someone who overheard might have called the police, thinking she was being murdered. Noah cackles with delight while he watches, his now-fully-hard prick bouncing between his legs when the bed rocks with Lila’s powerful fucking motion.

“Now that is the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen,” he shouts.

“You keep saying that, luv, but I think you’re right this time. Sweet Carol here is magnificent,” Lila agrees.

“You’re fucking hot too, Lacey.”

Noah releases Vid-Carol’s legs and reaches for Lila. It looks like he’s going for her boobs, but I can’t see from the camera’s angle. He kisses her, too. Jealousy burns when I see it. I can only imagine what I felt seeing it live. I want them to be all about me! It only lasts a moment, though, before Lila nudges Noah away, telling him, “Can’t you see I’m fucking here?”

“Uh, yeah, sorry,” he mumbles.

“I need to give Carol my undivided attention. I need to make her come with my big, black dick. You want that, right, luv?”

“Yeah! Yeah. Ohmygod! Yeah!” Vid-Carol howls in the video.

“You want my big, black dick, Carol?”

“Yeah! Oooo yeah, Domina. Please!”

“Come on, luv. You can do better. John’s watching, too, remember? He needs to hear it. Your hubby needs to hear how much you want my big, black dick.”

It would almost be comical to hear slender, pale Lila taunting me like that—if she wasn’t actually fucking me. It’s absurd, but it’s hot. God, is it hot. It feels like it’s a thousand degrees in the car. I want to pull off the rest of my clothes. My hand is busy on my pussy, wet sucking sounds coming from my fingers, mashing my pink flesh.

“I want it! I want it! God help me, Domina! I want it! I’m sorry, John! I’m sorry! I need her to fuck me! Please, Domina! Please fuck me!” Vid-Carol screams on video.

“You love this, don’t you? You love surrendering like that,” John says beside me.

“Yeah…yeah…I’m sorry…I do…” I moan-whine in reply.

John replaces my hand with his own. Two fingers jam deep inside me. I wail in the car when he adds a third. He aggressively fingers me. I hunker down in the seat to push back at him.

“Don’t apologize, baby. Just come for me. Come for daddy, my beautiful little slut.”

“Oooo god…John…oooo…Daddy…”

Vid-Carol screeches on video and climaxes just as I come on my husband’s fingers. It’s strange to have a simultaneous orgasm with yourself. I flood John’s fingers and wet the seat as I shake and buck, locking my thighs around his hand. He holds still, allowing me to move my pussy on his hand as I need to. My eyes flutter closed and my brain drifts into a blissful fog, and I’m only distantly aware of the sounds coming from the video, which still plays.
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I’m brought out of my euphoria by a familiar male voice on the video. Blake says, “I hope I’m not too late to the party.” I return my attention to the video.

“You’re just in time, darling. I’m showing Carol here what a real fucking is,” Lila says brightly, pausing from pumping me. She never stopped when I climaxed, and my screams went on and on.

“She didn’t need you for that,” Noah petulantly says. “I’m more than capable of giving Carol what she needs. Who are you?”

“I’m Lila’s husband, Blake. You are?”

Noah looks confused. “Lila?”

“Oops, darling. I never told Noah my real name. I’m Lila. Nice to meet you.”

“Yeah, I get it. Obviously, Lacey isn’t your real name. Guess I didn’t think about it.”

Lila reaches for his painfully erect cock and gives it a squeeze, “You were pretty distracted, to be fair.”

“You guys don’t need to stop on account of me. I don’t want to interrupt the fun,” Blake says, still out of view.

“You should join us, darling. Let’s show Carol how well we work together.”

“If Carol doesn’t mind.”

“You don’t mind, do you luv? The more the merrier, right?”

Lila leans down to kiss Vid-Carol, who moans when the huge strap-on phallus shifts inside her. Lila never pulled it out, and video-me squirmed on it the entire time. When Vid-Carol doesn’t answer, Lila pushes her hips, jamming the dildo deeper into her. Vid-Carol whimpers.

“Right, Carol luv?” she intones.

“Yes, Domina,” Vid-Carol stutters.

John’s fingers are still inside me, gently massaging, keeping my arousal high. “He’s going to fuck you, isn’t he?” He’s both eager and angry. How must it be to feel both things at once? I’ve had a taste, being jealous and aroused at the same time, but I think my feelings are a pale reflection of his. I don’t answer. I can’t answer because I still don’t remember any of this part. It’s frightening that all of this happened, and I recall nothing. I’m beginning to suspect Noah may have slipped me something last night, but I have no proof, and I don’t honestly believe I’d have behaved any differently if I’d been stone-cold sober.

Blake comes into the frame, throwing off his clothes. If he’s shy about being nude in front of another man, it doesn’t show. His erection stands out proud and strong when he frees it. How long he did stand there watching his wife fuck me with the strap-on before speaking up? Excitement crawls over my flesh like a marching army of ants when I think about him watching us together. I wished I’d known while it was happening. That would have made an incredible moment spectacular. He stands beside the bed, stroking himself, his cock near Vid-Carol’s head. Noah stands his ground, kneels on the bed on her other side, and she’s crowded in by the three of them. Blake takes her hand and puts it on his cock. Vid-Carol starts stroking him. Noah does the same, and now she has cocks in both hands.

“Don’t be competitive, boys. Carol can handle it all,” Lila says confidently. She’s fully in charge now. I get the feeling Noah doesn’t like it. He’s always been in the driver’s seat with me—even when Mateo and my husband were there.

“Oh, I know she can. You haven’t seen Carol do the things I have. She loves being stuffed with as much cock as she can get. Don’t you, babe?” Noah says.

“Yes, Dominus,” Vid-Carol meekly answers. Her voice is dreamy, like she’s having an out-of-body experience. I know that overwhelmed feeling. I’ve had it enough times when Noah and Mateo used me as their personal sex toy.

“I’m feeling left out. It seems like everyone has nicknames,” Blake chuckles.

“What should we do with you now, luv? How should we use your delicious body?” Lila asks.

Vid-Carol whispers her reply. I barely hear it.

“Anything that pleases you, Domina.”

Lila gets busy directing traffic. At first, Noah is left on the sideline. Vid-Carol is turned up onto her hands and knees, and Blake sits on the bed in front of her, his back on the headboard. He brushes her hair back from her face as he pulls her toward his cock.

I’m frustrated by the static camera angle. I mostly see Lila’s back, Noah on my side, and my blonde hair as I begin bobbing on Blake’s cock. Lila lines up behind Vid-Carol and jams the fake cock back inside her. Vid-Carol howls, and it’s muffled by her mouthful.

Vid-Carol collapses from the force of Lila taking her from behind and pushing her face right into Blake’s crotch. Lila boosts Vid-Carol’s round butt into the air. Noah spins off the bed and is off camera. I wonder if he was tired of being left out and headed for the door, but then the camera moves. Noah’s decided to turn director.

John moans beside me, watching the husband and wife team double-team me. His fingers begin moving in earnest again, stroking in and out of me, making my body throb.

“Daddy…”

“I knew you wanted Blake. I saw it that night,” John murmurs, recalling our night at the club.

“You know I can’t help it, Daddy.” I feel like a broken record, but it’s the truth, isn’t it? if an attractive man shows me attention, I’m putty in his hands.

“I know you’re going to fuck him,” John says.

I don’t remember that, but it’s inevitable. My pussy tightens around his fingers in anticipation of seeing it. I reach for his cock again. “Do you want to fuck me, Daddy?”

“I want to see how dirty you get.”

Noah has the phone camera right beside us on the bed. Blake holds both sides of my face and jacks his hips off the bed to use my mouth. The mic picks up the weird, gulping, swallowing sounds of Blake thrusting into my throat. My eyes are squeezed shut, and I hold onto Blake’s hips. My body shakes each time Lila pounds me from behind.

“That’s what she fucking loves. Carol loves getting it from both ends. She’s a fuck machine,” Noah narrates, a nasty edge in his voice.

His tone stings, but the objectification turns me on. Of course, with my husband fingering me while I watch, it’s hard to keep a clear head. I try to return the favor, jerking him off, but it’s a weak effort. I’m too into the video to think of anything else. John grunts excitedly anyway, confirming how much he loves seeing me play the wanton slut. I realize my husband no longer sees me as he did before we started down this road.

“Take that dick, Carol! Take all that fucking dick!” Noah says, sweeping the view down along my body to show the way my butt jiggles with Lila’s thrusts. He pans up her body, too. Her small boobs bounce appealingly while she fucks me. John watches her body move and I see he wants to fuck her. The jealousy makes me moan louder to pull his attention back to me.

“Do you like watching her fuck me, Daddy? Isn’t it so hot?” I whimper.

“Yeah, Carol. You two are perfect together. Goddam!”

“Should I invite her over so you can watch her fuck me, Daddy?”

John groans and looks faint in reply.

Lila’s face is dappled with sweat, and her hair sticks to her forehead. She stares into the camera and past it. She looks annoyed that Noah is there. I guess she and Blake prefer to work alone. Why did she even let Noah come back with us? Was Lila as carried away last night as I was? She grins when she thinks of the real audience for this video.

“We’re fucking your wife so good, John. We’re going to use her all night. My big black cock here never stops. We’re going to send Carol back to you walking funny. She belongs to us tonight. Don’t you, luv?” Lila stops to laugh and looks right through the camera to John. “Oh yeah, she can’t answer. Her mouth is full of Blake’s cock. Hope you don’t mind, John. I know she doesn’t.”

John groans and it’s a rumble from deep in his chest. Although I only cradle him in my hand—not jerking him off—he swells in my grip, and his seed pulses out and up onto the steering wheel, shooting out in powerful jets. The last bit of him oozes out over my fingers. His whole body deflates into the seat. He trembles, murmuring, “Oh shit…oh shit…” Lila has his number. His fingers have stopped moving in me, and I push myself at him.

“Let’s see Carol ride that thing. That’ll be fun, right?” Noah suggests in the video.

“I’d fucking love to see that,” Blake agrees.

Lila rolls her eyes. “Typical men. You want to see a woman do all the work.”

We disentangle from each other on the bed. Vid-Carol’s eyes are dazed as she sits off to the side, chest heaving while she catches her breath. Noah sweeps the phone around, moving from me to Lila lying on her back, that fake cock standing tall like a jet pillar. He doesn’t show Blake at all, as if he wants to pretend the other man isn’t there.

Lila looks incredible, long and lean, her pale skin rosy and sweat-slicked from her exertions. She extends a hand and pulls Vid-Carol to her. Noah gets right on top of them while they kiss. I love to be watched, but it feels like a weird invasion of an intimate moment. Lila positions Vid-Carol while they kiss.

Vid-Carol straddles her with that ridiculous phallus standing between them. She must rise high to get its fat tip inside her. She bites her lip when it spreads her open again. Noah must be beside Lila because the camera view is close to her point of view, looking up at me. Vid-Carol is sweaty and has red marks all over her, but she looks good. I look like a sex goddess in that moment. Is this how everyone else sees me? Or do they just see me as the slut I have become?

Blake moves in behind video-me, hands on my sides, and he guides me down onto Lila’s false cock. My mouth hangs open as that thing spears me, spreading me, piercing me to the core. When I hesitate, Blake keeps guiding me down, fingers pressing into my flesh.

“That’s it…that’s it… take it all, honey. Take it all,” Blake coos. It’s almost more creepy than sexy, but I don’t resist in the video, settling onto the big, fake cock.

I push my husband’s hand away from my pussy. His fingers are inside me, but he’s too stunned by what he’s watching to rub me. I press my clit firmly, rubbing that stiff, slick little bud in tight circles, watching myself gyrate on that giant, fake dick in the video.

Deep, guttural sounds emanate from my throat. It sounds nothing like me but like a sex-crazed demon has possessed me and is driving my body. But I know it’s not a demon. I’m the demon. I’m the sex-crazed one. I am solely responsible for my slutty behavior.

Blake controls Vid-Carol like a puppet. He works her body up and down, his arms straining as he makes her screw his wife’s false phallus. She places her hands over his and leans back against him—not to stop him, but to encourage him. Her head rests back on his shoulder. He kisses her, and they make out while she rides his wife.

“Feels good, doesn’t it, Carol? It’s so hot to fuck Lila,” Blake encourages.

“Yeah…yeah…ohmygod yes!” I cry.

Lila plays with Vid-Carol’s bouncing boobs, pinching and rolling her dark, swollen nipples. I pinch my nipple through my bra and shirt in the car. I want those things out of the way. Without even thinking, I pull my top over my head and pull half my bra down. I grope myself and moan, staring at me fucking on video. John gapes at me from the side. It’s like he doesn’t recognize me. I understand his feeling. I don’t recognize myself.

“Fuck me! Fuck me, Carol! Ride that big, black cock, luv!” Lila shouts.

Vid-Carol rides harder and harder. Blake is still with her, but she’s taken control. She’s the one fucking her friend. She grasps Blake’s hands for leverage, pushing to ride Lila even harder. Her cries are loud and sharp. I know by my rising pitch I’m close to coming again in the video. I rub my clit harder and faster in the car. I want to come now too. I need it.

“Yeah, babe. Yeah, babe. You’re gonna fucking pop, aren’t you? Fucking come, Carol,” Noah growls from behind the camera. He sounds like a sleazy porn director. Was he always like that, and I just didn’t notice?

Vid-Carol screeches and goes rigid, jammed down on Lila’s fake dick. Her body seems to ripple when she climaxes. I bite my lip when the spectacle makes me climax in the car, but I’m still quite loud. I bend forward and try to curl into a ball while I ride my orgasm. The inside of John’s Charger suddenly feels suffocating, tight, and hot.

“Careful, hon. You’re going to pass out,” John says, sounding amused. It’s a good sign.

“Sorry, couldn’t help myself.” I force out the words between huffing breaths and smile.

“Don’t apologize, Carol. You know I love it.”

I know he does—but he doesn’t, does he?

“Put it in her ass, dude. Bend her over and fuck her ass,” Noah says. My chest still heaves as I pant in the video. Blake’s arms are wrapped around me, supporting me.

“I think maybe Carol needs a minute,” Blake says. He looks as annoyed by Noah’s intrusion as his wife. Noah seems to be wearing out his welcome. This couple wants me all to themselves.

“Do it,” Lila says. The camera swings around to her. Her eyes are alight. Her grin is evil. “Fuck her in the ass, baby. You want it, don’t you, luv?”

Vid-Carol moans, but it’s neither affirmative nor negative. Lila caresses her breasts, nails flicking her nipples. She presses, “Don’t you, luv?” Vid-Carol nods, eyes closed.

“Yes, Domina. Anything, Domina,” she whimpers.

“You want it in the ass?” she asks.

“Yes, Domina…yes…I want it…in my ass…please…”

“Do it, baby. I want us to fuck her together. It’s what we’ve been dreaming about, baby,” Lila encourages.

Noah keeps the camera on Lila when Blake pushes me forward. I kiss Lila like I’m starved for her. The camera sweeps along my body, following the line over my back and up the swell of my butt. Blake is back there, rock hard. Noah doesn’t linger there, moving around to get a better angle of Blake spreading my cheeks. I see where Lila’s plastic dick is inside me, stretching me obscenely wide open.

“That’s the fucking view. That’s fucking incredible. Wait ‘til Johnny sees this, Carol. He’s going to blow his load in two seconds,” Noah taunts.

Vid-Carol moans in response. In the car, I look at John. I thought I was used to his strange, conflicted look by now, but I’m still jarred by what I see. I know he’s thinking things about me that a husband should never think about his wife. And yet, his cock is pulsing back to life. It’s a testament to how much John loves me like this. Pushing fifty, my husband doesn’t ordinarily have this kind of recovery time.

Blake pushes into my tight brown sphincter, and it grudgingly opens. He fists his cock as he feeds it into my ass, forcing it into the narrow space. Vid-Carol groans, then shrieks, as Blake takes her ass.

“She can take it, dude. Don’t stop. Carol will take it all,” Noah says, getting the camera even closer to my anal invasion.

“Fuck that’s tight. Oh fuck, it’s tight,” Blake grunts.

“Relax, luv. Relax. Get nice and full for us, Carol,” Lila coos at my other end. I can only imagine my expression at that moment—right in her face—was a rictus of pain and shock.

Blake puts both hands on my butt, pushing me down, and starts to drill my ass. My sphincter clings to his shaft when he withdraws and pushes it back inside me. My moans are a constant soundtrack to the action. I loosen up with time, and Blake goes faster. It takes a couple of minutes, but soon he’s fully fucking my ass.

“Oh my god,” I gasp in the car, watching myself. I’ve been double penetrated before, but neither Noah nor Mateo are as large as that thing in my pussy. Nor have I ever seen how obscenely I’m stretched when two cocks fill my holes.

Blake elevates my hips, giving his wife the room to start using her big, fake dick on me from below. She’s got a tight space to work with, but Lila finds the rhythm, and the married couple starts fucking me from both sides. Noah keeps the camera tightly on my rear end, showing the shafts invading me. Off camera, Vid-Carol grunts, matching the pace of the fucking—at first. Soon, those grunts devolve into crazed, animalistic noises torn from my throat, like I’m being ripped apart. The only sound I don’t make is the word no. I’m a willing participant in my despoiling. Not just willing, but eager. I knew at that moment I wanted to be used by everyone in that room.

Noah pans up my body. Lila holds my back, holding me against her while she and her husband share me. My head is on her shoulder, and her face is hidden by my hair. Vid-Carol is eyes-closed, with her mouth hanging open. She’s just along for the ride. Noah reaches into the frame and grabs me by the hair. My eyes fly open, wild and unfocused. Noah is not gentle when he pulls my head up and twists it to the side. He maneuvers his cock into my open mouth.

“Suck it, Carol. You’ve got it in you, baby. This is your dream! All three holes at once! Fucking blow me, Carol!” Noah grunts.

Vid-Carol doesn’t really suck him. I doubt I was capable. But Noah is happy just to use my mouth. I drool while he plugs his prick into my mouth over and over again. It’s shocking to watch. The whole thing is shocking. How did I come to this? It all started with flirting with three young studs in a bar and taking them back to our hotel room.

Even then, even after they all shared me that night, I never thought I was capable of this. That night was a lark. A night of wild, debauched fun that was meant to be a once-in-a-lifetime event. But it unlocked something in me. I knew it even before my husband engineered that second encounter with Conner.

I threw myself into every insane, sexy challenge with gusto after that. Fucking other men went from a fun little side hobby to something I needed. I was miserable without it. I can see now that it was inevitable I ended up in that bed with the three of them—even after my husband wanted me to stop. And even now that I see how out of control I am, I’m still not sure I want to stop or can stop.

“Fuck…that ass…fuck it’s good, baby. So fucking good. Goddam!” Blake exclaims.

“Come in her ass, baby. She wants it. Fuck her harder. You’re grinding that thing right into me. I feel it, too, baby. You’re gonna make me come too!” Lila cries.

“Yeah?” Blake grunts.

“Yeah, baby…yeah. Do it! Do it! Fuck her ass! Fuck Carol with me!”

“You two are fucking wild!” Noah says. “You’re a crazy couple. I love it!”

It’s a weird moment when everything just seems to stop. Blake comes first. He starts coming in my ass but pulls out and blasts the rest onto my red, jiggling butt. Lila wails like she’s coming and shoves me off her. The dildo pulls from me with a loud plop. Noah is barely able to move aside when I roll onto my back.

I stare up at him with glazed eyes while he jacks himself, painting my boobs and my face and hair. Noah grunts and drops the phone, and everything goes dark. John and I are left in the car with nothing but the sounds of heavy breathing and gleeful laughing. The video stays like that for a couple of minutes. When I fast forward, I see that goes on for another ten minutes before the video just ends. I don’t pause to hear whatever audio it captured. Does it matter?

John and I are silent in the car. I’m afraid to look at him again. I’m afraid to even speak to him. In my mind, this is the worst he’s ever seen me, but that could be because I saw my behavior this time. I had the same front-row seat John usually has for my antics. I was wild and out of control that last night with Mateo and Noah. That could have been worse. But this could be worse because John wasn’t there for it. I went out on my own, without his permission, and sexually debased myself. The charged atmosphere in the car reinforces this is worse. That last time, John gave me away to the men. This time, I handed over control myself. Add in the fact that Lila’s husband, Blake, is essentially an outsider, and I decide that this must be worse.

I finally work up the nerve to look over at John and he turns those cool blue eyes on me. They’re stormy, and I know I’m in trouble.


fifteen
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John grabs me and roughly hauls me over the center console. I bang my head on the driver’s side door armrest and curse, but he ignores it. His hand comes down so hard on my round butt it sounds like the crack of a rifle in the quiet car. I yelp, and he swats me again. I squirm to get away from him, my honey-blonde hair flying everywhere. It’s been wild, with loose curls all day, because all I did was towel dry it. Of course, John has spanked me in the past, and I usually like it, but this is so sudden and angry that I instinctively react to get away. But John is a big man who has no trouble keeping me in place. I also have no leverage, as I’m awkwardly thrown over the center console of his Charger. The cool, cushioned leather presses against my thighs. John spanks me again—even harder this time—and I stop struggling. Deep down, I know I deserve whatever punishment my husband imposes.

“You dirty little whore! You filthy slut!” he shouts, his palm slapping down on my stinging, reddening cheeks again and again. My whole body—not just my butt—jiggles with the force.

“I am, Daddy. I’m a whore! I’m out of control!” I confess. The line has blurred, and I don’t know what’s role-playing or genuine anger from my husband.

“The second I left you alone, you ran for that bastard. You couldn’t fucking stay away.” Swat!

I don’t bother to correct him. It’s not important right now.

“I know I was bad, Daddy. I should have stayed away. I couldn’t help myself,” I whine.

“I gave you time to think, and you grabbed the first cock you could get your hands on!” Swat!

“I…I…”

Swat! Swat!

I shriek from the searing pain burning through my buttocks and grit my teeth. The shriek twists into a yelp when John jams three fingers inside me with an audible squish. I jump, bumping my head on the door again, but that hardly enters my mind because John’s pistoning fingers drive me to distraction.

“John…Daddy…” I cry

Swat! Swat!

“Fucking whore!”

“Oooo…ohmygod…ohmygod!”

The spanking blended with his fingers churning inside me are a potent mix, carrying me to a swift, overwhelming climax. I wail and thrash on his lap, feeling his stiff cock bobbing against my belly as I move.

Swat! Swat!

“Daddy…ohgod…please…”

“I love it when you come, Carol. God, do I love it. Damn,” he groans.

My hand fumbles between the door and his seat until I find the controls. John is surprised when his seat begins buzzing back, and I use it to my advantage, pulling off his lap once he’s reclined. I’m right back on him, straddling John in the driver’s seat. My yoga flexibility comes in handy, but my butt still bumps the steering wheel, sounding the horn. I slip down onto John’s cock in one fluid move. John gasps and surges up at me.

“Daddy, I know I’m bad. I know I can’t control myself, but I know you still love me. I know you still want me,” I moan.

“Carol…”

“Tell me you want me, Daddy…”

“Carol…”

“Tell me! I need to hear it! Tell me you want me, John!”

“I want you, Carol! Goddam it! I want you! Damn it, Carol! I want you! I love you!”

“I love you too! I love you so much!”

The close confines of the driver’s seat mean I’m doing all the work, sliding on my husband, grinding down onto his cock. I grip him inside me, willing him to come and fill me. I want to feel him come. I need the affirmation. I lean in, my hair falling in curly waves around our faces.

“I need you to come, Daddy,” I whimper right into his ear. He shivers from my breath on his neck and surges inside me. John pumps his load up into my thrusting pussy, and I shout and come right along with him, clenching his shaft tightly inside me. I milk him until the last of his seed pulses inside me. I snuggle onto his chest, and John enfolds me in his arms, nearly squeezing the breath out of me. I’m content to stay that way, with his deflated cock pinned inside me all night. I don’t care that we’re in the mall parking garage.

“Can you forgive me?” I ask when my words return.

“It’s not as simple as that, is it? This is a both of us problem. It’s not just about me forgiving you.”

“But last night…”

“Last night was inevitable. I know that. I wish it hadn’t happened, but you were being true to your nature. I opened this door for you—for us—and then I tried to slam it when you weren’t ready. I might wish you were different, Carol, but I can’t make you be different. I can only accept you as you are or not.”

“Can you?”

John doesn’t answer, and I’m relieved I don’t have to face an answer I don’t want to hear. But I still need to know. I need to know if my marriage is over. “John?” I prompt.

“It’s kind of hard to think clearly with my dick inside you and that body against mine.” I hear the smile in his voice.

I reluctantly peel away from him and sit back in the passenger seat. I don’t dress, playing every card I have. I pull a leg up to my chest, knee bent, and wrap my arms around it. The air conditioning in the Charger is chugging out cool air, and I’m chilly now that I’m not exerting myself.

“You say I must be true to my nature, but I don’t know that this is who I am. I don’t know that it’s who I want to be.”

“Only you can know that, Carol.”

“What I do know is that this wasn’t me for the first forty years of my life. I never acted out like this. Hell, I’m not sure I ever even had a truly good sex life until I met you.” John smiles at that. “I didn’t even know behavior like this existed when I was with Don. And if I learned about it, I think I would have had the normal reaction anyone else would—it’s insane and immoral.”

“Are you saying I changed all that?”

“Of course not. You’re not responsible for anything I do. But you did show me that sex didn’t have to be something you only do once every couple of weeks, in the missionary position in the dark. You taught me that you don’t only blow your husband on his birthday.”

“That would be awful.”

“It was! I like giving blow jobs. I love blowing you.”

John chuckles. “I’ve noticed.”

“Yeah, maybe I like it a little too much. But that’s kind of my point, John. You’re the one who finally gave me the freedom to discover what I like.”

“And now you like fucking other men.”

“It sounds terrible when you put it like that. I like the attention. I like knowing men want me, and yes, I guess I like fucking them. It’s like once I feel their desire, it overwhelms me. No woman wants to think of themselves as easy, but I must admit I am. I was never that way before, but now, I swear, it’s like all a cute guy has to do is check me out, and I’m ready to jump him. And I know that’s not healthy. I know it’s not good for our marriage. But I don’t know how to put the genie back in the bottle.”

“I’m glad that you at least understand we have a problem now. And like I said, it’s our problem. I like it when you get attention, too. I like it that men want to fuck you. I like it too much, which is my problem. I get that overwhelming feeling, too, and that leads me to make unhealthy decisions, like encouraging you to do these things. My issue is all the strange, bad feelings it stirs up. That’s why I started seeing the counselor. I didn’t go to her looking for a way to stop all this. I wanted to find a way to enjoy the charge I get out of it without the negative feelings. But she doesn’t think that’s possible.”

“And I don’t want to make you feel bad, John. That’s the last thing I want.”

“I know you don’t want to hurt me, Carol.”

“I guess I finally see it. I was so caught up in how I feel when I’m out with my guys and getting that attention that I was blind to the negatives. Sure, sometimes I feel dirty the morning after. I know I should be able to control myself. But I’ve just reasoned all that away because the high I get from it is so great.”

“Is the high worth the destruction it could cause? And not just in our marriage, but our lives. We’ve tried to be discreet, but what if we are found out? What if someone sees you while you’re out on a date? Anyone could have walked in that night you fucked Conner at the hospital. Can you imagine what people would have said when word got around? You would have lost your job.”

“I know, John. I know. It’s gotten out of hand. We can’t keep doing it like this.”

“Should we keep doing it at all?”

“I don’t know. I just know that it’s going to hurt to give it up. I will if I have to, but I don’t want to, even knowing all the dangers. There must be a safe, healthy way for us to do this. Doesn’t there?”

“I don’t know, Carol. I know I can’t handle you building relationships with other men. I trust you, but I know things happen that people don’t intend. I know people can’t control their feelings. I’ve tried and just can’t help seeing that as a threat.”

“I understand. I get that I can say all the right things, but that won’t stop something bad from happening. And I don’t know that I want just to go out and pick up random men and fuck them. I can’t lie. That could be exciting. It was hot when I gave that guy the lap dance in the club.”

“And really, you don’t know Blake.”

“That’s fair. But I prefer being with a lover I know. It’s so much better when someone knows your body. No one knows how to please me the way you do, John. And that’s because you know my body.”

“But it’s never just about the body when you build that relationship. And that’s where the danger creeps in, Carol.” I realize that he is referring to my feelings about Conner.

I bite my lip, trying to stop myself from saying it, but the words come anyway. “Maybe we could go see your therapist together. Maybe she can help us navigate this and find a way to do it that makes us both feel happy and safe.”

“I don’t know, Carol. What if it’s not possible?”

“Then we stop.” Even though I mean it when I say it, I still feel my stomach knot considering it. I know this hobby is destructive, yet I still want it.

“And we have to stop in the meantime. We stop now until we see where we are, Carol?”

“Yes.” My tone is low, like a petulant child being disciplined. I don’t know how I’ll handle going cold turkey. I hated it last time.

“You still have Reddit as an outlet. You can get all the attention you can handle there.”

I laugh. “That’ll probably make it worse! I’ll get all the attention without the outlet for the feelings.”

“Don’t worry, Carol. I’ll make sure you’re well taken care of, babe.”

I manage a smile. “You’d better. You’re going to have to start working out to keep up!”

“Whatever it takes, babe.”


epilogue
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Eighteen months later…

I’ve forgotten this feeling, the weird flitter of anticipation that’s goosebumps all over my flesh and a creepy-crawly feeling in my stomach. It almost makes me lightheaded, and I have to pause and steady myself with a hand on the vanity as I finish my make-up. I get a taste of it from my online activity, but digital misbehavior doesn’t come close to how the real thing feels.

A deep breath settles my nerves—for the moment—and I run my fingers through my hair, giving it one last tease before leaving the bathroom. I wear it much longer now, at John’s suggestion, and rarely bother to blow it straight anymore. My natural, wavy curls look good. I slip my glasses on for one last visual inspection before leaving the bathroom to face the night.

John paces in the kitchen. He’s as nervous as I am. A lot of honest discussion and planning got us here, but we’re both afraid it could blow up in our faces. We don’t want to go back to where we were. I feel like if tonight goes badly, all the work we did on our marriage will have been for nothing. John gives me the once-over, followed by a wolfish grin.

“Damn, woman. You’re hot. Is that a new dress?”

I favor him with a spin, making the short, lightweight dress float up above my thighs, and pose. The blue dress is tailored enough to drape my curves alluringly, and the bold paisley print almost camouflages my lack of a bra. John grabs his phone and snaps a few photos. They will be going up on Reddit if I approve them. I know I look good, so no doubt I will.

“Yes, I thought the occasion warranted it. It’s not too much, is it? I don’t want it to be weird when we see them since it’s usually pretty casual when we hang out.”

“No, I think it’s perfect. Chuck is going to eat you up.”

“Sounds like you’re more excited than I am.”

“Maybe. I’ve been re-watching your old videos all week. I’m primed for tonight.”

In the beginning, our therapist made us go cold turkey on everything. Not only no dates for me, but that meant John couldn’t watch videos of me playing either. It’s catty, but it made me feel better that the video ban was just as hard for him as ending my hobby was for me. I caught him cheating a couple of times early on, coming into the bedroom unannounced to find John on his tablet, reliving my greatest hits. I had to put aside how excited that made me and chastise him for it.

John wasn’t the only one tempted. I was to delete all my guys from my phone, but I cheated. I switched Conner to another name in my phone contacts. I would sit there and stare at the contact, fighting the urge to at least text and ask how he was doing. I broke things off rather abruptly, with just a text that I couldn’t see him anymore. Conner texted several times, asking what was wrong, but he was too proud to keep chasing me. It broke my heart to do that to him, but I had no choice. Of all my hobbies, Conner was the one I had feelings about that sometimes scared me.

I had similar misgivings about cutting off Lila. I felt like we were truly friends, but after watching that video of our final night together, I knew that wasn’t the whole truth. Lila was just as interested in using me as a sexual plaything as any of the guys I was with. We had a special connection as women, but without the sex, I don’t doubt our friendship would have been over.

Noah was the easiest to drop. Seeing his behavior toward me that night—and the way I responded—just drove home how toxic my relationship with him was. Deep down, I loved every second he spent using me like his personal sex toy, but that was the problem. Playing as a hotwife is one thing, but being that in thrall to anyone besides my husband is just wrong. It’s something I learned in therapy. I worked hard to learn that something could feel good and be harmful. My head always knew it, of course. My heart was tougher to convince.

“Did watching those videos make you miss the old days?” I ask.

“Truth? Yeah, a little. That old high came right back and gave me some dark thoughts. But I remember the other feelings, too. And I know this will be just as good and hopefully not as bad.”

“Are you sure? We shouldn’t do this if you’re not one hundred percent sure.”

“I’m sure. This feels—I don’t know—right. And yeah, I know how crazy that sounds, but this doesn’t feel dangerous like it did with those guys. We’ve worked up to this. The baby steps were a smart way to do it.”

I quirk a smile. “The baby steps have been driving me insane!”

“I know. But won’t that make tonight so much better?”

“I’m not into denying myself like you are, dear.” I laugh.

“You’re sure, right? I know this is going to be really different for you. It’s not all you this time.”

“I’m getting used to it. It’s…weird. I think I finally get what you felt before, being crazed with jealousy but so turned on. But it hasn’t weighed on me afterward like it did for you.”

“Remember, it’s only been baby steps, Carol.”

“And that’s where my nerves come in. But I know I can handle it. It’ll be good. I know it.”

John checks his watch. “We’d better get going, or they’re going to think we chickened out.”

“We don’t want that.” I grab my purse.
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The nerves return on the walkway to their front door. I clutch John’s hand in a death grip and feel his calm flow into me. I don’t know how he’s so relaxed. Probably because he’s going to get lucky with another woman—truly lucky—for the first time in a decade. I’m swarmed with jealousy for a second, and a fresh wave of vertigo washes over me just as I feel my pussy tighten and dampen in anticipatory excitement.

I feel like any neighbors who may be looking outside and seeing us know why we’re here. They know we’re here to swing. It’s a suburban scandal. It’s funny how fear of scandal or being labeled a slut didn’t stop me from taking Conner into my bed, or in an imaging suite at the hospital where I work, or fooling around with my guys in parking lots… The list could go on forever.

The front door opens before we reach it. Was Chuck waiting by the door? He sees us in, giving John a hearty handshake and a clap on the back. It seems very manly like both men are trying to make a point. Is this how men assert themselves when they’re about to fuck each other’s wives? Chuck greets me with a tight embrace, a hand on my butt, and a lingering kiss—as he always does now. John stands to the side in the foyer, watching hungrily. This is his drug.

“Great to see you guys. Patty’s back in the kitchen,” Chuck says.

I take the bottle of wine from John’s hands and say, “I’ll go back to see her and let you guys do whatever it is you do.” I give Chuck another kiss before going back. That one is for John.

Patty is arranging a crudités platter on the middle island. I stifle a little laugh, thinking I was concerned about being overdressed for the evening. Her navy-and-white striped sundress is tiny, flimsy, and makes it quite obvious Patty is not wearing a bra either. I wonder if I’ve ever seen my old friend go braless before—except for our recent game nights when she was instructed to remove it. I don’t believe so. Her nipples are perfect dents in the thin cotton dress. I see them plainly when Patty leans forward and her low neckline exposes her completely. Patty looks up when she sees me and smiles brightly. It only takes a second to look past me, looking for my husband.

“No John?” she asks.

I laugh. “Happy to see you too.”

Patty’s cheeks flush, and she smiles, too. “Sorry, of course, I’m happy to see you, hon.”

I show her the bottle of wine we’ve brought and set it on the island, coming around to hug her. Our embrace lingers—as they do now—as does the kiss we share. We don’t fall into making out—the way I always did with Lila—but the kiss is decidedly more than friendly.

“You doing okay, hon?” Patty asks.

“Yeah. I’m excited for tonight. We both are.”

Patty knows the full history of my secret hotwife life now. I came clean with her when I finally worked up the nerve to broach the subject of swinging with her and Chuck. I thought she might be receptive. She’d been dropping subtle hints forever, but you never know how those things might go.

I told Patty all of it, even how out of control I was at the end. It was a painful conversation, but if there’s anyone I can bare my soul to, it’s Patty. I think she was relieved that I finally opened up to her. She knew something was going on. She didn’t judge me and did an admirable job of hiding her shock. Patty did less well hiding her excitement when I shared my stories. My friend hung on every word when I told her of wild nights with my guys.

“Good. This has been the only thing I’ve thought about for days.”

“A little excited?”

“Maybe just a little,” Patty says with a laugh. “Is it wrong to be too excited? I mean, I don’t want to seem too eager to Chuck, but I know he’s even more excited than I am. These games we’ve been playing have been driving him crazy. I swear, he’d never let me out of bed if he could get away with it.”

“I’m probably the wrong person to ask about being too excited,” I admit, giving her another squeeze before letting go.

“This isn’t going to be anything like before, hon. We all care about each other. This is safe for us.”

I smile and nod, knowing we can’t be entirely sure about that. I still fear losing control the way I did before, but at least now I’ll be with people who love me and will keep me in check.

“Let’s get this wine open. You sound like you need a glass or three.”

Patty finds her corkscrew in a drawer, and I fetch glasses from the cabinet. She uncorks the wine like a pro and pours, asking, “What do you think the boys are talking about out there?”

“I don’t know. What kind of small talk do you have before screwing each other’s wife?”

We both laugh at that.

“It’s either high fives or they are promising to respect each other’s wife. Maybe over-compensating by talking about how hot we each are?” Patty suggests, after some consideration.

I give her a look and say, “I don’t get the feeling Chuck plans to respect me, not after that last game of Couplicious. And I’m okay with that!”

“That was a fun night. The game definitely broke the ice. I felt silly at first, but then, oh wow!”

“Should we break it out again tonight?” I ask. We know where we expect to end up, but there’s no plan on how to get there.

“I don’t know. Do you think we need it?”

I examine Patty closer. She’s flushed, and her pupils are wide. She keeps smiling nervously. She can’t wait to bed my husband. Jealousy cuts through me once more, but I remind myself how exciting it will be to see—and that I’ll be fucking her husband while she’s with mine.

“Maybe not. You seem ready to go. Let’s see what the guys think.”

Patty carries the crudités tray, and I bring the wine. The boys are already into Chuck’s aged bourbon. John isn’t shy about looking down Patty’s dress when she leans over to set down her tray. She catches him looking and is very pleased with herself. “Hey you,” she says, going around the table to him.

“You’re looking hot, Patty,” John says, holding his arms open for her.

“Right back at ya, big guy,” she says, throwing herself into his embrace.

It’s not the first time I’ve seen it, but it’s still startling to see my husband kissing another woman like that. I feel like all the oxygen is sucked out of the room, and I can’t stop staring at them. Patty looks like she’s trying to climb John, and he helps by taking her butt in both hands and boosting her higher.

For a moment, I think she’s going to jump up and wrap her legs around his waist. My heart races and my mouth is dry, but my pussy dampens and tightens. I know this strange feeling is what John used to struggle to describe. I shiver as I try to shake off the feeling of ants marching all over my flesh.

Chuck wraps his arms around me from behind. I lean back, enjoying the heat of his body. He leans down and nuzzles my hair aside to kiss the side of my neck. I have a new reason to shiver. My arms go over his, and I hold his hands. We watch our spouses making out with no signs of slowing down.

“Still weird to watch. Does that ever change?” Chuck whispers.

“Not according to John. I haven’t experienced this much. Do you like it?” I ask. His erection poking the small of my back suggests yes.

“I think so? Yeah, I’m turned on, but I don’t know…”

“Maybe don’t overthink it, honey. How about I give you something else to think about?”

I guide Chuck’s hands higher, and he kneads my breasts, pushing a moan from my throat. I’m almost ashamed to admit how good it feels to have another man grope me. The first time Chuck kissed me, during a game of strip Truth or Dare, I swear I just about came.

It was the first time in well over a year that I did anything with another man, and my body craved it. I love Chuck. He’s a sweet guy. But he doesn’t have the finesse or aggression of my guys from the past. He certainly isn’t built like Conner, but that didn’t really matter. I just needed the thrill of stepping out of the routine and doing something illicit. I feel it again when he massages my breasts and kisses my neck. It pushes all the right buttons. Watching Patty and John together while it happens makes it all so much more intense.

John fumbles with the straps of Patty’s dress, and she obliges him by pulling them from her shoulders. The dress drops to the living room floor, and Patty is nude beneath it. I gasp, and it breaks the mood—for the moment.

Patty turns from John, deep red and smiling. Her thick, dark nipples stare at me. Her boobs are small—smaller than mine—but they’re super perky. I’m a little jealous of that. “You need to keep up,” she says.

“I didn’t know we’d be off to such a quick start,” I say, giggling. Chuck still manhandles me.

“I’ll help, hon.”

I separate from Chuck enough for Patty to pull my dress over my head. I’m not nude under it like she was, and now I feel like I should have left the navy blue panties at home. She kisses me softly and says, “And you thought we might need the game.”

“Silly, huh?” I reply.

“Let’s take this party upstairs. I have the bedroom all ready,” she says. “Any objections?”

“Lead the way!” John enthuses. My jealousy burns, but my arousal is brighter.

The four of us go up together, John’s arm around Patty, me holding Chuck’s hand. I don’t know what tonight will hold, but I know it will be exciting and loving. It’s a new chapter for John and me—for all of us. It doesn’t feel like the unhealthy obsession I had with my guys. It feels perfectly natural. I can’t wait to see what this new chapter holds for us!
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I couldn’t just keep it as a simple, fun, feel-good story. Carol became real for me, and I couldn’t escape how all these adventures would impact her life and marriage, just like they would in real life. I wanted this couple to wrestle with the consequences of their actions.
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picking forbidden fruit
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Lauren Curry is a skilled massage therapist who finds joy in relieving her clients’ pains. If anything, she's too giving, putting her clients first whenever she can. When a longtime family friend, Dylan, injures himself working for his father during college summer break, Lauren offers to treat him without hesitation.

Lauren is always the consummate professional, even when an attractive man is on her table—not that she sees Dylan as attractive. He's just a family friend. She’s known the young man for ages. But once she gets her hands on the college athlete's body, Lauren discovers just how sculpted it is. Lauren admires his physique with professional detachment until Dylan turns over, and she discovers that he's enjoying her treatment a little too much.

Can Lauren do the right thing and keep it professional? Or will a hot college baseball player help this suburban wife find her inner cougar? Dylan is a family friend. He’s forbidden fruit. Can she resist picking it?


good wives, bad behavior
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From the mind of one of hotwife erotica’s most loved writers comes this bestselling collection of 5 sultry stories featuring sexy suburban couples exploring their sexuality with their friends and neighbors. These very good wives behaving very badly could be the woman you see at the grocery store or the president of your local PTA. Kirsten McCurran specializes in pulling back the curtain on everyday couples’ most forbidden desires.

ORDER NOW!


hannah surrenders to the landlords
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Newly separated Hannah Peterson thinks she’s found the perfect little apartment to start her new life. She loves its unusual character and her landlords, who live right downstairs, are cool and very friendly. Paige and Nate Rawlings are everything Hannah wants to be in her new life: edgy, trendy, and arty. They are also deeply in love, as Hannah hears every night through the heating vents.

Overhearing her landlords’ active love life has Hannah longing to jump-start her own. Dating for the first time in decades and navigating the apps has been a nightmare. She doesn’t know how many more mediocre men she can take. It’s almost enough to send her running back to her husband, Tom, who’d take her back in a heartbeat.

Hannah longs for what Paige and Nate have but is torn when she realizes they’re willing to open their bedroom and share it. That sort of thing just isn’t done in the suburbs where Hannah’s spent most of her life. The Rawlings offer forbidden temptations but accepting them just feels wrong. When the landlords finally seduce the proper suburban wife, she can’t help but surrender.

BUY THE SERIES NOW!


sam surrenders to the neighbors
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Corey and Sam Matthews thought they'd found their new best friends when they met their neighbors, Hank and Tina DeSimone. The couples got along so well...a little too well.

Corey can't help feeling jealous when Hank begins flirting with Sam, especially when his wife eats up the attention. He knows Sam liked older men in the past, but he won't believe Hank's attention is dangerous. Everything changes when Tina makes Hank's intentions clear. Hank means to have Sam for himself, and Tina couldn't be more thrilled!

Sam willingly—enthusiastically—gives herself to Hank that first night and Corey feels something he never expected. Watching his wife taken by a powerful man makes him harder than he’s ever been in his life. Sam isn’t the only one who gets something she didn’t know she needed that night.

Corey hopes that night is a one-off experience, and they can return to their normal lives, but it’s not that easy. Sam is a sexy wife and Hank wants more. She doesn’t want to hurt her husband, but she can’t resist their hung neighbor. A day out on the bay provides the perfect chance for Hank to enjoy Sam at his leisure and it seals the deal. Sam’s body will belong to the neighbor as long as he wants her. Corey must sort out his feelings and stop it or learn to truly enjoy it.

Sam Surrenders to the Neighbors is a scorching new trilogy from one of hotwife erotica’s most popular authors that explores what happens to a marriage when the wife just can’t say no to another man and the husband can’t stop watching her do it.

ORDER NOW!


sasha’s vacation surrender


[image: Book cover]


The Wagners began their vacation as a typical suburban couple looking to have fun during a long weekend getaway. The tropical resort seemed like the perfect place to get a little bit naughty and re-ignite the flame that was flicking after twenty-five years together. They could not have anticipated the kind of fun they found.

So many lines are crossed when Max learns he loves other men wanting his wife. Sasha discovers she also loves that attention. Attention turns to action, and Sasha learns something else about herself—she has an inner bad girl dying to get out and play. With her husband’s encouragement, she lets that bad girl run wild.

But how much is too much? Sasha never dreamed she would be with another man when she took her vows, but she sees potential lovers everywhere. Max watches with horror and excitement as men do as they please with his wife. He begins to wonder if she has any limits.

Can their marriage be the same after Sasha surrenders to the untamed desires of the men who surround her?

ORDER NOW!


hot dates: the complete trilogy
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Most women would throw something at their husband if he asked them to sleep with other men. But Dana Richardson is NOT most women. After a history of adventurous, kinky fun, Dana isn’t intimidated when Dave confesses his long-held secret fantasy. After some careful thought, she agrees to give it a try, with no promises on how far she’ll go. Discovering the thrill of meeting new men and their attraction to her proves an incredible aphrodisiac, so Dana throws caution to the wind as her husband drives her to abandon all limits.

But when a dangerous new lover emerges to push Dana to her sensual extremes, can their marriage survive her new cravings and Dave’s powerful obsession?

ORDER NOW!


sexy tumbles
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Goody-two-shoes Kris finds her dormant naughty side ignited when she discovers an old couples’ sex game while helping to clean out the neighbors’ garage. Everyone is shocked when Kris is the one to suggest they give Sexy Tumbles a try, but her husband and their best friends are all in. Long-simmering crushes and secret desires explode out into the open when these two couples place themselves at the mercy of the erotic game.

ORDER NOW!


about the author


“Kirsten McCurran” is the pen name of a wife and husband team exploring the sexy secrets of middle-class, suburban couples. This couple has their own dirty little secret: they have lots of fantasies about what all their friends and neighbors are up to behind closed doors, and they turn those sexy fantasies into the stories they love to share with the world. The Mrs. could be the sweet mom you see in the stands at the soccer game or the pretty woman at the supermarket you wonder about as she's squeezing the melons. The Mr. could be your kid’s little league coach.

Most of their stories are about married women looking to bust out and explore their wild side, often with the encouragement of their husbands—and sometimes without it. The strength of the couple behind Kirsten McCurran is that husband and wife writing together can uniquely capture the feelings of both partners in their couples as they explore their most forbidden desires. The Mrs. is all about exploring stories of daring women of a certain age exploring their sexuality, and the Mr. captures the feelings of the men who love them.

Kirsten McCurran has written over 60 ebooks, which can be found at major booksellers. You can reach Ms. McCurran by email at kmccurran@gmail.com.

If you’d like other ways to support Kirsten McCurran’s writing, visit her website for links, books.kirstenmccurran.com.
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