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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 must find a 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 ten-year 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 him.

      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 to 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. Not that sex is on my mind, I really want it—even if a couple hours in the spa sounds absolutely 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 and place 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 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. 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 have to 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 background music. Natalia folds the sheet down past my ass but I hardly notice, and I don’t mind. 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 travelling higher and higher inside my thighs, touching places that start to make me tingle. I will myself not to 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 makes the decision 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 asks. 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 I never even saw that friend again. It was nice from what I remember. I’ve always been curious 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 as 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 felt a bit like a cliché—the married woman who gets off during her massage—but that didn’t bother me. If anything, it made me smile. I knew other people out in the world were up to wild times, and now I was one of them. It made me rue the time I wasted with my first husband when I was young and could have really had some fun. Well, I wasn’t 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 think about 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, but I don’t see how he would have known to ask for that without the risk of giving offense. 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 me 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 I can think of, but John isn’t anywhere. I text him and he says he’s back at our room, so I make my way 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? Is that you?”

      It’s definitely him, 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,” I inform him, wondering why he seems nervous, and whether his gambling buddies are the guys from work. Is it wrong that I hope it’s the guys from work?

      When the contractor 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 checked them out 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. 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 started 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 others. You’re lucky our room wasn’t unoccupied.” 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? 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 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 that woman. 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.

      I laugh. “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.
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      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 really dig into it.

      It’s the weekend before Valentine’s Day and the restaurant is filled with other couples enjoying their own 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 fifty, 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 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 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.
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      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 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 is 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, 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 sandy 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 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. Apparently, 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 really 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 with 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 have to explain myself, Mateo materializes out of nowhere, placing a hand on my back just above Noah’s. He lightly massages my bare back. 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, 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 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 it feels to have their hands on me. It gets hotter when Noah and Mateo squeeze me between them. Conner is the 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 gives them a squeeze and I absolutely do 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 don’t mind as much when 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 bad 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. 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 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, kissing 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 really accidentally? 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.
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      We must show the keycard to our suite to take the elevator to our floor 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’s happening. 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 the thought he would set something like this up without consulting me first. It’s one thing to share a fantasy in the bedroom—in the heat of passion—it’s another to set me up 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.

      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.

      “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 hiked 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. 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.”

      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 to do 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. I stare down at the diamond and wedding bands on my finger. I never pictured being in a position like this back when John put those on me. 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 it 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 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 reign 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 my skirt up. 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 all the 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 drop 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 skirt down and the dress 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 and rubs me there.

      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 left of the doors. 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 is supposed to be kept out 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 have to 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 take 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 now 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 then. 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 head 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. 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 flat 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, flickers over my clit like a candle flame. I was already so aroused by the boys that Mateo has 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 says, 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. They’re 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 isn’t done. While he’s bent over me, he 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. 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 loved 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 brought 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 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 I feel like I’m going to split in two.

      “Ohhh…god…ohmygod…yes…YES!” I cry.

      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’m pretty busy—so it takes me 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. 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 has to 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 and 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 inside me 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 tell him bravely.

      “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, but 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 done that 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 was given another short break and pushed 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 casually fondles my breasts as he sits in the bed beside him. It feels great and I love that he just assumes he can.

      “What do you have in mind?” I ask, eyes sparkling, wondering what he could possibly have in mind. 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 the 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. Don’t hold back, darling. Make me yours.”

      “If that’s what you want, Carol…”

      “You don’t think less of me, 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 Mateo. It’s like they 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 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 laying 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…”

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

      Noah’s cock replaces his fingers. It’s much bigger, and he has to 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 the 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, 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 laying 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 alter 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 like 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 onetime 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?

      “Sounds like you do want it again. You liked your boytoys,” 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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