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

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

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

      I certainly don’t want nude pictures floating around out there, but a shiver of excitement shoots through me at the prospect of John sharing my pictures with someone. I didn’t just learn new things about my husband on that trip to the casino resort. I also learned quite a bit about myself, including that I like to be the center of attention. It’s good to learn new things about yourself at 40—I think.

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

      I get on my knees and lean forward, sucking it in. I like to think I’m in pretty great shape at 40, but I’ve still had a kid. I’ll never have the perfectly toned belly of a 25-year-old again. I really don’t mind. I’ve even taken to wearing my belly piercing again—a little pink jewel—after that weekend at the resort. I’m proud of the body I’ve earned. A lot of yoga and spin classes go into keeping it as tight as it is. Pleased with my pose, I take a few more photos.

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

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

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

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

      We returned to our normal lives—working and parenting, all the real life stuff—after our adventure at the casino resort, but I’ve felt like a different woman ever since. It’s hard to have sex with three young studs and go back to your life as if nothing happened. John planned that night perfectly, arranging for the contractors from our home project to meet us in the club and gift them to me—or was I the gift? It’s hard to be sure. I’ve asked John why he thought I’d go for it, but I haven’t gotten a real answer from him. But to be fair, whenever we talk about it, our clothes come off pretty quickly.

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

      Sandy gives me a strange look when I return.

      “What?” I ask.

      “You seem different.” Sandy narrows her eyes.

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

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

      “Are you up to something?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “I hope so.”

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

      “Really?” Sandy looks shocked, holds a hand to her mouth.

      “I even sent him a picture or two.”

      “From here? Let me see!”

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

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

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

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

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

      “He would die! You forget, you and John have only been married half as long as Pete and I.”

      “You should do it anyway and see what happens.”

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

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

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

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

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

      “I just want to know your secret!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “I can’t wait. Uhn…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “Mmm…you love showing me off…”

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

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

      “You’re so bad.”

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

      “That’s…not…mmm…fair…”

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

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

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

      “Ohhh…god…”

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

      “Uhn…yeah…”

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

      “Yeah…yeah…please…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      I come from the stereotypical average suburban background. I always colored inside the lines and did what was expected of me—good grades, girl scouts, church choir, sang in school musicals. I wasn’t a saint. I knew how to have fun, but I mostly played it safe. I knew how much I liked sex from an early age, even as I was told it was wrong and I had to save myself. My high school boyfriend didn’t have to work hard to get in my pants, but I dated the safe, expected boys. I think a couple of them were scandalized by how easily I gave it up! Those safe boys led seamlessly to a safe man, my first husband. I was so busy building my family and career that it took too long for me to realize I was missing something. Part of me knew that sex was supposed to be more exciting, and lord knows I tried to spice things up for him. Lingerie left him unmoved. Toys were a non-starter. Sex only occurred in the bedroom. Boring sex didn’t end our marriage, but it made my final decision easier. Given that background, I’m probably the last woman you’d expect to celebrate her 40th birthday by being taken by three younger studs. Thank god for my husband!

      When I finally looked in the mirror critically and wondered what I’d done, I did see a slut looking back at me, but she made me smile. I really did it, didn’t I? Where did I get the confidence to undress in front of three fit, younger studs? I work out hard, but still… I’m not 20 anymore. I’m not even 30. It’s a good thing I didn’t stop to think about it or I never would have done it! Those boys made me feel like the sexiest woman they’d ever seen. All the morals I’d been raised with screamed it was so very wrong, but I didn’t cheat. My husband was right there. I didn’t ignore my morals completely, but that nagging feeling it was wrong made it hotter. The forbidden is always sexier.

      My husband was good with our little orgy. I was okay with it. The only question that left was, what comes next? That conversation didn’t come as easily, because I think we were both afraid to come off as too eager or of disappointing the other. I know I wasn’t rushing to ask my husband for another orgy. As much as I enjoyed the first one, I wasn’t even sure if I wanted another one. It was one thing to have it sprung on me and make a snap decision. It would be altogether different to have it offered up beforehand and really have to think it through. John and I had our first conversation about it while out one night for dinner. It was a weekend where we didn’t have the kids. I brought it up because I wanted to know where we were with it. Part of me kept waiting for John to make it happen again. I don’t know whether the thought of it was more exciting or scary.

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

      John laughed nervously. “That sounds ominous.”

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

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

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

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

      I felt the heat in my cheeks and felt silly. How was it I could have sex with three men with wild abandon, but discussing it later made me blush? “I still have trouble wrapping my head around it, but yes, I’m still happy about it.” We both had a nosh and I kept going. “I’ve been wondering…”

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

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

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

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

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

      “Maybe? I don’t know.”

      “Do you want us to be swingers?”

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

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

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

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

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

      “Would we be doing it in the same room?”

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

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

      John just smiled.

      “Do you want to be with another woman?”

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

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

      “You’re all I need, babe.”

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

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

      “Could be.”

      We both laughed.

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

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

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

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

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

      “Stop it.”

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

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

      “Do you want to do that again?”

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

      “The sexiest woman on the planet.”

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

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

      “Jeez, John!”

      “Have you told anyone?”

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

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

      “Really?”

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

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

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

      Excitement lit up his eyes and seeing it got me excited too. I suddenly wanted to get out of there and tear off his clothes. “Will do,” he said.

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

      “I said maybe,” I specified.

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

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

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

      “Really?”

      “I can show you.”

      “Yes! Please!”

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

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

      [Mateo] john how r u guys

      [John] good. Keeping busy

      [Mateo] does Carol miss us yet

      [Noah] we miss her!

      [Conner] say that again!

      [John] you guys are on her mind

      [Noah] ur so fucking lucky man

      [Mateo] u guys thought about hanging out again

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

      [Conner] of course not. Only if she’s into it

      [Noah] seemed like she had fun

      [John] you could say that 😊

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

      [John] nice to know you can make time to fuck my wife

      [Noah] anytime. U name the place!

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

      [Conner] just keep us in mind

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

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

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

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

      “Let’s not get crazy.”

      “What do you think?”

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

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

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

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

      That conversation left me feeling I may have agreed to something, but nothing’s happened since then. There have been a couple times I thought John was going to spring something on me, only to spend a normal night out together. John was right about one thing. I do get too much into my head. Even now, as I touch myself and think about my guys, I’m on the fence about actually doing it again. My entire body buzzes right along with my clit as I rub it and I spread my legs into a wide V, with my knees bent. My lips are parted, and breathy moans fill the semi-dark bedroom. Eyes closed, I recall being between Conner and Mateo back and front, both ends stuffed full of their cocks. The boys took complete control of my body. I wanted to scream as Conner slammed me from behind, but I could hardly breathe with Mateo fucking my mouth. Being their plaything was perfect, and as I visualize it, I come so hard my toes curl. My fingers are soaked by the flood between my thighs.

      I’m left panting alone on the bed, wishing desperately that John—or someone—was here with me. Perhaps it’s time to tell my husband I’m ready. If I wait for him to surprise me again, it might never happen. I laugh aloud. Even I’m frustrated by my indecision!
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      I check reddit in the dead of night. John posted our story like he wanted to and sent me a link afterward. It was to a message board—or subreddit, as they’re known—called Hotwife. His telling of that night is exciting, and I get to see it in a new way. In John’s version of the night I’m this insane vixen who can’t get enough of the young cock offered to me. I’m all over the guys the moment I see them and practically begging for it. He says he was shocked by how quickly I jumped in, but he found it hot. I don’t remember things going down that way. I remember being unsure and overwhelmed, but to be fair, I guess I did kind of go for it. John describes everything I did with my guys in vivid detail, making me wonder how many times he’s watched the video he shot of the action that night. He was sure I was going to stop it when Noah tried to fuck my ass while I was riding Mateo. I’m still embarrassed I let them do that, and now John telling the world about it—even anonymously—brings a fresh flush to my cheeks. That couldn’t have been me, I think.

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

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

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

      I explore other sexy corners of reddit and find I’m intrigued by the boards where seemingly ordinary women like me post photos of themselves in various states of undress. There seems to be a “gone wild” group for everything—from sundresses to scrubs—but the ones for “the mom next door” and women over 30 seem especially popular. I drop into them periodically and browse. I’ve never seriously considered being with another woman, but seeing the other mature, fit bodies is arousing. I create my own reddit account, so I can post encouragement to my sisters. Deep down, I probably know what I’m doing—working up the courage to post pictures of myself. Tonight, I finally do it.

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

      Posting to reddit becomes a new distraction. I find myself constantly checking it on my phone to see the reactions to my post. The likes rack up quickly, which is exciting, as do the comments. I’d braced myself for trolls, but they’re all positive. There are a lot of “sexy”, “hot”, “beautiful” posts. Some posters tell me what they’d like to do to me and I read those with particular interest. Others beg me to show more. I’ve never felt so desired, so sexy, except for that night with my guys. I’d love to say I don’t know what’s gotten into me, but that’s not true. Those three young studs got into me and I came away changed. Those men on the hotwife subreddit are right. The genie has been let out of the bottle and although I’m afraid where all this might lead, I don’t want to put it back in the bottle—not yet. I want to post some more photos right away, but decide it would be more fun to have John take them for me.

      I spend the day resting while John is at work and the kids are at school, so I’m fresh and ready that night. I can’t wait for him to come home to find me in lingerie, as I’d like to, but instead I wear some sexy underwear beneath a nice, tight V-neck shirt and tight yoga pants that show off my plump, fit butt to perfection. I’m wearing a touch of make-up, a rarity for hanging around the house, and I’m pleased John notices. He realizes I’m up to something, and neither of us can wait for some time alone. The kids disappear behind closed doors in their rooms around 9:30 and John and I can finally do the same. I lock the bedroom door behind me and lean back against it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “I posted some pictures on a reddit board.”

      I look at him expectantly.

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

      “Why don’t you look for yourself?”

      I cross the room and produce my phone where it was hidden, tucked into the waistband of my yoga pants. I look over the tops of my glasses to read my phone and unlock it. I navigate to my pose of reddit and hand the phone to my husband. He scoots over on the bed when I bump him with my hip. His prick is already stirring in his underwear when I touch him.

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

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

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

      “Why’s that?”

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

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

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

      “Maybe,” I concede.

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

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

      “Okay, gross.” I laugh.

      “They really are great tits, babe.”

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

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

      “I’ve got some ideas,” he replies.

      John pulls my shirt over my head and then his hands are on my waist, raising me up and rolling me onto my back on the bed. My nipples strain at the pink lace demi cups of my bra and John frees them with a simple flick of the front clasp. He appreciates me in lingerie, but he’s always eager to get it out of his way. He rolls my yoga pants down, taking the pink thong beneath with them, and that fast he has me naked, wearing nothing but my glasses. John hops off the bed, but I don’t feel abandoned. I play dumb when he returns with our bag of tricks.

      “What’s that for?” I ask.

      “You’ve been naughty, haven’t you?”

      “I have.” I nod.

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

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

      “I know just what you need, babe.”

      I’m filled with excitement as I anticipate what he’s going to pull from the bag. We’d had the bag of bedroom toys on our trip with us, but with my guys there we never took it out. I realize that we’ve been replaying that night in our minds since then, so it’s been a long while since we played with our toys. I usually play coy when John gets them, acting like I don’t want them, but I’m too excited to play those games tonight.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      Cool leather presses to my neck and my eyes snap open. John brushes my honey-blonde hair aside and buckles the collar in place. A shiny metal ring hangs from the front, waiting for the leash, but he doesn’t attach it. It doesn’t matter. Just the feel of the collar around my neck makes my heart pound. I look up at John and I know the helplessness in my eyes turns him on. He snaps a handcuff on my right wrist next, pulling it up toward the headboard. The intricate wrought-iron bars of our headboard make for the perfect place to secure the handcuffs with my arms raised over my head. Locked in place, I pull against the handcuffs, but they have no give.

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

      “John…honey…” I whimper.

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

      “John! No!”

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

      “Honey, you can’t…”

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

      “You wouldn’t…”

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

      “No, Daddy, please,” I beg him, saying what I know he wants to hear. I can just imagine his cock surging when I call him daddy. It’s not as creepy as it sounds—maybe it is—but it’s about power, not the other thing. It turns me on, so I try not to think about it too much—a 40-year-old professional woman calling her husband daddy.

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

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

      “Oooo…god…hon…please…”

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

      “Please…touch me…Daddy…”

      “I am touching you, babe.”

      “My…my…pussy…touch me…”

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

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

      “God…yes…” I moan.

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

      “Because you’re driving me crazy. You need to take care of me, Daddy.”

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

      “No…you can’t…”

      “Why not?”

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

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

      “They would love to see you like this.”

      “But…”

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

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

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

      “Yes,” I whimper.

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

      “Daddy…”

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

      “Oh god…I didn’t, Daddy…”

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

      I remember vividly, but I don’t tell him that. John pushes my thighs apart and starts working me with the toy again. He starts slow and gentle as before, but he’s built a head of steam and soon he’s fucking me hard again. I gasp and pant and moan and I’m about to bury my face in the pillow again to stifle my cries when he grabs me and turns me toward him. John kneels right next to my head and feeds me his cock. I open wide, happy to pleasure him, but my husband isn’t looking for any finesse. He pushes his cock deep into my mouth and grabs a handful of my hair. He’s awkward at first, trying to find a rhythm for using the toy and my mouth together, but he soon gets the hang of it and then I lose my mind.

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

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

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

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

      I laugh. “That would be nice too, but I still like the romance in being taken by you like this.”

      “Is there romance with the other guys?”

      “There could be, I guess. That night wasn’t very romantic, but it could be like that. It still wouldn’t ever be the same as it is with you, though. Would that bother you?”

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

      “Will we?”

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

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

      “Maybe not anything.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

      The side door off our driveway leads into a mudroom—where I hang my yoga mat on a hook—and then go into the kitchen. I’m surprised to find John left the lights on when I walk into it. He’s usually all over me about turning out the lights when I leave a room. I flick the lights out as I pass through.

      “Hey! I’m trying to work.”

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

      “It’s me. I’m fixing the sink.”

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

      “Who’s me?”

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

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

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

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

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

      “Great, thanks. That’s awesome.”

      Conner stares at me and I feel those dark eyes undressing me. I feel his hunger for me, but I also realize I just came from the gym and I must look awful. I don’t want any of my guys seeing me like this—drained, hair in a tight ponytail, no make-up. I probably look every second of 40, and then some. I back away, as if that will help.

      “I just came back from the gym. I really need to clean up,” I say.

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

      “I’m going to jump in the shower.”

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

      “Okay, then.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “I’ll be down in a minute.”

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

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

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

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

      “Am I supposed to pay you?”

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

      “John did say you’d take care of me.”

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

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

      “I don’t?”

      “You know you don’t.”

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

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

      “What do you need?” I ask dumbly.

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

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

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

      It’s my turn to smile and I touch his muscular arm, tracing a tattoo with a fingernail. Conner’s arms are both covered in colorful sleeves of intricate designs. It makes him look rough and tough. I know that’s how he likes to appear to the outside world. I saw another side of him that night we shared with his friends. I like that tender side, and I’m honored that he shared it with me.

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

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

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

      “You guys are an interesting couple.”

      “I’ll take that as a compliment.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      I melt. That boy knows the perfect thing to say. He’s somewhere in his 20s, so while I’m not quite old enough to be his mother, maybe I’m like a cool aunt or a much older sister. I feel dirty messing around with a guy so much younger—and I love it.

      “Sometimes they look.” I smile.

      “But you don’t let them touch?”

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

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

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

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

      “You and your friends are special. I don’t do this all the time, or with just anyone. You understand that, right?”

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

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

      “Only you, Carol. Only you.”

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

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

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

      “Yess…” I hiss.

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

      He hunches down, and his mouth is all over my tits. Conner doesn’t bother to remove my babydoll, so maybe he’s the type who likes lingerie. I file that away for next time. It’s such sweet torture having him licking and sucking and nibbling my breasts through the lace mesh that covers them. Conner worships my tits like he’s starving for them, and it makes me want to fuck him even more. I have great breasts for 40, but they aren’t girls his own age. Conner makes me feel sexier than I ever did in my 20s. I smile and try not to think about how old he was back then. My gasps and moans fill the kitchen and my nails dig deep into his crew cut. My nipples throb, and the rest of my body does too. When he finally touches my pussy, my panties are soaked and my lips squish around him. He yanks the panties out of his way and buries two fingers into me.

      “Ohmygod…ooooo…ohmygod…”

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

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

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

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

      “Ooooo…god…Con…ooooo…”

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

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

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

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

      My eyes flicker open when I feel his hands on my thighs, opening them and lifting my legs. There’s his giant cock, standing in all its glory, pointing straight at my defenseless pussy. He steps forward, and the head drags across my lips before it settles on top of my tummy. I reach for him, and he’s so thick my fingers don’t even close around him. Conner isn’t just taller and more muscular than his friends—he’s bigger in every way. The first time I saw his impressive cock, my eyes widened and I wondered how I could possibly take him inside me. I relished the challenge, and now that I’ve had him, I can’t wait to have him inside me again. I’m not a size queen, and some big guys just hurt inside you, but when a guy knows how to use his oversized equipment, it’s magical. Conner is a master with his tool.

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

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

      “You want it, don’t you, Carol?”

      “Yeah, I do. You know I do.”

      “Tell me.”

      “Fuck me, Conner.”

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

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

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

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

      “Oooo, honey. Ooooo…god…”

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

      “You okay?” Conner asks.

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

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

      “I just really like your big cock.”

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

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

      “Just showing my appreciation.”

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

      “Could be that, too.”

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

      “Fuck me,” I plead. “Fuck me, honey!”

      “I don’t want to hurt you.”

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

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

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

      “Please, fuck me! Ohmygod fuck me!”

      “Yeah?”

      “Yeah,” I pant.

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

      “Yeah? That what you want?”

      “Yes!”

      “You want it hard?”

      “Yes!”

      “You want this big fucking cock, Carol?”

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

      “Ohmygod…yes…YES!” I cry.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      Of course, my husband was watching out for me.

      “Did you like that? Coming on me?”

      “Yeah, it’s sort of hot. I mean…”

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

      “Yeah?”

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

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

      “No?”

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

      I search his eyes and I see it there. Conner has a legitimate crush. It’s sweet to see a big, stoic guy like him showing that vulnerability. I love that inherent sweetness. Conner’s the whole package—sweet, strong, hot. I could see myself falling for him, if I weren’t already married. But I can have a little crush too, can’t I? I caress his cheek and gaze up at him.

      “You’re so sweet, honey. I wish I could just keep you here and pull you out any time I need a boost.”

      “Whatever you need, Carol.”

      I feel like I should warn him against developing any real feelings, but I don’t want to ruin the moment. He’s a big boy. He can take care of himself. I reach for his cock and it twitches in my hand.

      “Right now, I need you to take me upstairs, honey. Take me upstairs and fuck me, Conner.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Five

          

        

      

    

    
      I flash my blue eyes at Conner, a wild hunger in them. He’s on his back in the middle of my marital bed and I kneel beside him—nude—my lips stretched around his girthy cock. My cheek bulges out as I press deeper onto him and seeing it, he smiles. My hand is wrapped around his base, slowly stroking him, but I really need two hands to take care of him. My other hand, however, is busy massaging his balls. Conner keeps growing as I suck, making my job harder.

      Conner is nicely groomed down there, and I like how his smooth, heavy balls feel in my hand. I give them a little squeeze and he grunts, surging into my mouth. My teeth scrape him, but I can’t help it. Has Conner ever found a woman who can truly take all of him in her mouth? Even if I could deep throat him, I won’t swallow it all. He brushes my hair back from my face to watch me and moans while I suck. I can tell he likes watching me suck him. The way he looks at me makes me want to be the best. I want to be the sexiest woman he’s ever had. It’s funny that it matters so much, because I’m just getting to know Conner, but I want to impress him. I want his approval.

      “Ohmygod…” I whisper, strings of saliva dripping from my lips when I let him slip from my mouth. I’m so hungry for him.

      That first time, when he shared me with his friends, my attention was everywhere. I loved the wildness of it, but it feels special to have this time alone with Conner. I’m excited to have him all to myself and be able to give myself fully to him. I love the way he touches me. His hands are so large, strong and calloused, but he’s gentle as he roves my body, learning my curves and how I like to be touched. My breasts hang beneath me and he cups one, tickling my nipple. I moan while lapping at his shaft, working my way downward. I slurp and suck hard where his shaft joins his balls, tongue darting out. I’m making love to his cock and balls like they’re my world. I can only guess what Conner is thinking about this wife and mother worshipping his cock like she’s starving for it. Guessing at his dirty thoughts about me makes me shiver.

      “Carol…so sexy…damn…” Conner moans. “You’re incredible, babe.”

      I feast on his big balls and I hear my slurping as I suck and lick them. They’re musky and masculine, with a faint scent of soap, and of course the smell of me. I taste myself all over him and it’s intoxicating. When I came downstairs, I poured myself all over him. I go lower and lower, my tongue darting down to his taint. I’ve never done this for my husband, but I’m driven to be a dirty slut for Conner, just to show him how completely his I am.

      “Damn…babe…damn…Carol…ohhh…babe…”

      Conner spreads his legs and my tongue is darting down into his taint, his warm, wet balls resting on my cheek. It’s driving him crazy. I feel him shake, hear him moan my name, and I feel so sexy. His fingers lace in my hair, pulling my face from that dark, musky place. His cock is in his other hand and Conner plugs it into my mouth. I set to sucking him right away, but it’s clear he’s in charge. I’m not going down on him anymore—he’s using my mouth. Yes! Use me! I think. I’d tell him if my mouth was free. Conner isn’t too rough. He’s not trying to choke or abuse me, he’s just taking what he wants. He steadily pulls my mouth up and down his cock, and I do all I can to keep up. I do gag when he hits the back of my throat, but he pulls back. He’s just so big it happens. He hits there again, and I relax, taking him deep. It’s challenging to breathe while he uses my mouth like that, but I’m proud to let him do it.

      “Love watching you suck that cock, Carol. Been thinking about it all this time. Thinking about those lips, that pretty face. Yeah…”

      It’s difficult to keep my composure and continue to suck when his fingers find my pussy. He alternates between rubbing my clit and lazily fingering me, and I’m grunting into my mouthful, pushing back at his hand. It’s harder now to find that breathing rhythm, but Conner doesn’t slow down this time. He likes seeing me out of control. He uses my mouth and plays with my pussy until I’m a trembling, drooling mess. It’s only then he releases me and I collapse onto him, face in his lap, wet cock slapping my face.

      “Ohmygod…ohmygod…ohmygod…”

      “Damn, you’re hot, Carol.” It’s like he can’t stop saying it. I’ll never tire of hearing it.

      “You bring it out in me, honey. I’m not myself around you.”

      Conner laughs. “Or this is who you really want to be.”

      “If I didn’t have to work, raise my kids…maybe,” I admit, surprising even me.

      “Get up here and show me how much you want it, babe.”

      Conner lifts me like a feather, pulling me on top of him. It’s clear what he wants, and I move to help him. He’s so big I have to squat to get him inside me, rather than just slide onto him. The yoga comes in handy once again! He holds that monster up and I tease him with my slick slit, sliding back and forth.

      “Come on, Carol, don’t tease…”

      “You want it?”

      “Yeah…”

      “Really want it?” I like a man to be in charge, but it’s fun to turn the tables sometimes—just for a moment.

      “Carol…yeah…yeah…”

      “Just making sure.” I laugh.

      The laugher is short lived, becoming a long, low moan when I settle down and he spreads me open. He feels so much larger than he did when I was on my back. I sink lower and lower and open wider and wider, my sheath clinging to him. The feeling is overwhelming, and I’m thankful for Conner’s hands under my butt guiding me because I’m afraid my quivering knees might give out. I don’t allow myself to bottom out, but flex my muscles and pull up. A cleansing breath and I sink down again, taking him deeper inside me.

      “Oooo…” I close my eyes and savor how the quiver spreads through my entire body. My pussy is alive and the delicious tingle spreads from there through my body, following the quiver.

      Conner merely supports me, letting me set the pace. I savor the feeling of riding him slowly, but the more sparks his wonderful cock sets off inside me, the faster I want to move. I want to create that sweet, sweet friction that will bring my climax.

      “Goddam, Carol…that’s so damn good…shit…babe…”

      “Yeah, you like that?” I tease, trying to sound in control, even with a quiver in my voice.

      “That pussy…damn…”

      “Ooooo…Mmmm…”

      I finally bottom out on him and close my eyes. He’s throbbing inside me. I feel every inch, every vein, all of him. I had no idea I could ever feel so filled. Double penetration was like that, but in a completely different way. And Conner did fuck me that night—so much—but it was never really him and me. I never had the chance to truly admire what his cock could do. How did I take all of that? I work my hips while I squat on him, work my muscles inside, but it’s tough when he’s stretched me so wide. Every motion brings a fresh tremor of pleasure, and that makes it difficult to pleasure him the way I want to. For the first time, I understand how truly remarkable a big cock can feel. I understand size queens.

      “So damn sexy…ohhh…Carol…just like that, babe…”

      Conner runs his hands up my body, running his fingers through my hair and pushing them into my mouth, I wantonly suck his digits and give him my best sultry stare. His dark eyes are wide with wonder. Conner uses those wet fingers to tease my nipples as he massages my breasts. I come instantly. It’s almost embarrassing how easily he makes me come. It’s just too much. As I gush all over him, I start to move. I slide easily on that piece of meat—maybe too easily. For a moment, I wonder if Conner’s ruined me for other men. I’m going to have to see his friends again to find out.

      “Oooo…mmmm…Oooo…ohmygodohmygodohmygod…fuck me…” I cry.

      “Yeah…yeah…that’s it…yeah…”

      I ride him hard and it hurts a little when he slams home deep inside me, but I like it. It feels like he’s punishing me, and boy do I deserve to be punished for my dirty thoughts and filthier behavior. My tits bounce until Conner grabs them again and pinches my nipples. I wail and lean forward, placing my hands on his chest, which lets me work my hips even harder. My mind is a blur. In seconds, I’m coming again, shouting his name and I stop moving with Conner fully impaled inside me. My world turns upside down and I’m in such a fog that I’m totally pliant when my young lover spins me onto my back. Somehow, his huge cock stays inside me.

      Conner’s over me, slowly driving his cock in and out of me. My legs go around his waist by instinct, drawing him into me. He leans down, kissing me through my moans. I hold onto his muscular back, and it feels amazing as his body flexes with the motion of fucking me. He feels so good it’s like I never stop coming. Our bodies come together as one, and it feels much closer to making love than anything I’ve done with these other men so far. It frightens and thrills me. It’s wrong to feel this close to a man who’s not my husband, but it makes the sex so much more intense. I cling to Conner like I want to pull him inside me.

      “Carol…babe…ohhh…perfect…”

      “Honey…yes…Conner…ohmygod…”

      “So sexy…so beautiful…so fucking hot…I love it…”

      “Yes…yes honey…so good…”

      “Want you so bad…”

      “Yes…honey…yes…”

      “Carol…”

      “That’s it…that’s it honey…godyesgodyes…fuck me…come for me honey…wanna feel it…”

      “Yeah, Carol…”

      “Come inside me, Conner…please…wanna feel you come inside me…”

      “Yeah…yeah…Carol…yeah…”

      “That’s it…mmmm…oooo…ohmygod…Conner…ohmygod…”

      “Fuck…” he cries, drawing out the word.

      Conner slams it home one last time and I feel him expand in me just before he comes. He shoots deep inside me and I feel every gush. Illicit sex…a strange man coming inside me…it’s so deliciously slutty and I’m coming yet again, right along with Conner. I cling to him and kiss him feverishly, wishing the moment will never end. Even when he’s drained, Conner remains thick inside me, and I keep him in my arms, refusing to let him go. He hugs me so hard it crushes me, and I bury my face against his chest, inhaling his strong, masculine scent. It all feels so perfect that I can’t help feeling guilty for experiencing this with another man. But it doesn’t make me let him go.
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      Conner and I lay on the bed, covers thrown off the foot. I’m normally chilly, but the afterglow and his hot body keep me warm. My legs are tangled in his and my head rests on his chest. His heartbeat soothes me, makes me feel closer to him. I realize how attached I am to him now. Not in a way that threatens my marriage—I don’t think—but it’s still not appropriate by the normal rules of marriage. John and I are past the normal rules now. Are there rules for where we are, or do we make them up as we go along?

      He strokes my hair and I snuggle closer. I trace my fingers over his six-pack and it stirs something inside me. I feel like my hunger for Conner is insatiable. My hand strays toward his spent, slick cock, but my rings catch the light, gleaming like a beacon, and it stops me—for the moment. I’m in no hurry to push him out of my bed. I don’t know when this chance will come around again, and I’m prepared to keep Conner as long as he’ll stay. John will be home at some point, but he knows, so it’s okay, right? Maybe I should kick Conner out, so my husband doesn’t come home to find me in bed with another man. John and I are going to have to discuss these things at some point.

      “Do you want anything?” I ask. I have no desire to leave this bed, but I should try to be a good hostess.

      Conner squeezes me. “I have everything I need. Do you want anything?”

      “I’m perfect. Besides, it’s my house. It’s my job to take care of you, not the other way around.”

      “I feel very well taken care of.” I hear the smile in his voice.

      “Me too.”

      “I am curious, though. Do you mind if I ask you something?”

      “Anything, honey. I’m all yours.” I hastily add, “For now.”

      “That’s part of it, I guess. I mean, like, we’re together now and it’s awesome. It feels real good.”

      “It does,” I agree, kissing his chest.

      “But then you’ll go back to John and what? You’ll go on like this never happened?”

      “It’s not quite like that. It’s not like my husband is allowing me to be serviced because he’s got other things to do. It might sound funny to you, but we’re in this together, even if he isn’t here this time. Actually, I’m honestly surprised he sent you over when he wasn’t here.”

      “He wants to make sure it doesn’t get out of hand?”

      I laugh. “I think he hopes I do get out of hand. It’s not about that. John trusts me. But this isn’t just for me. John gets something out of this too. He loves me. He’s proud of me and he likes to show me off. This is just an extension of that.”

      “This was a little more than sharing a naked picture.”

      “It was, but my husband likes that other men want me. He always has, now that I think about it. And I guess that feeling has evolved. John likes other men having me.”

      “I’ll be honest. I really don’t get it.”

      “John likes to see me go wild, I think.”

      “But he didn’t see this.”

      “I don’t think I really totally get it either, but as long as he and I are okay with it, that’s all that matters. I’m not going to complain. Are you?”

      “Are you kidding, Carol? I feel like I should be paying you guys!”

      I prop up on my elbows and fix him with a stern glare. “That would make me a whore, not a slut.”

      “Uh, sorry,” he mumbles.

      “I’m messing with you, Conner.” I grip his cock. It pulses in my hand. “Besides, I’m very well taken care of. I don’t need your money. But if you want to give me something more, I’d love to see what you’ve got.”

      “Damn, you don’t quit, do you, Carol?”

      “Not with you boys.”

      I kiss him, tongue tangling with his, and my pulse quickens. His cock throbs harder in my hand and I feel it awakening. I’m sure I could stroke him back to full hardness, but I’m enjoying getting to know Conner. It can’t be all about sex, can it?

      “My turn to ask you a question,” I purr, lips still brushing his. It’s so hard to stop kissing him. I force myself out of kissing range, but stay pressed to his side, propped up on my elbows, hands under my chin

      “Go for it. I’m not nearly as interesting as you guys, though.”

      “Does having an open marriage make us interesting?”

      Conner chuckles. “More interesting than any of the other people on this block, I’m sure. Suburbia isn’t supposed to be this wild.”

      “Careful. I might take that as a challenge.”

      I love the wild, playful side Conner brings out in me, but if I don’t rein it in, I’m going to jump right on top of him again.

      “Anyway, how does this work with you guys? We didn’t really have a lot of time to talk that first night.”

      “I’m not sure what you mean. We don’t have a club or something.”

      “I know. Mateo mentioned that night that you hadn’t done anything like this before. Is that true?”

      “I can only speak for myself. I’ve never done anything like that. Mateo and Noah are a little tighter, but they’ve never mentioned tag teaming a chick before. Uh, sorry…”

      “It’s okay, honey. Stop being so worried about offending me. You’ve been a perfect gentleman so far, given the circumstances.”

      “Thanks, babe. That means a lot coming from you.”

      Conner brushes a hair back from my cheek and his smile melts me.

      “How did you guys decide to do it then? Is this something guys really do outside of porn?”

      “John invited us out for drinks. He said it was a thank you for doing such a good job on the renovations. That was a new one, but he was really insistent, so we did it. He said you were at work that night. Anyway, we’re sitting on the deck, having some beers and he tried to ease into it, but at least I could tell he was beating around the bush about something. He starts talking about you and it sounds like he’s fishing for compliments.”

      “Thank god I wasn’t there. I would have died. But is there an easy way to go about this?”

      “I dunno. So we take the bait. We all thought you were hot. We talked about it when we were working. It’s what we do when we work on a house with a MILF in it.”

      “I’m learning to like being called a MILF.”

      “It is a compliment, Carol.”

      “It’s also reductionist and kind of sexist, but coming from the hot younger guy who just made me come over and over again, I’ll allow it. So you told John you think I’m a MILF.”

      “All of us, yeah. Then he asks if we’ve been with one—a MILF, y’know. I don’t know if the other guys were telling the truth, but we all said we had. It’s kind of my thing, honestly.”

      “Mommy issues?”

      Conner screws up his face. “Ew, no. You’re nothing like my mom.”

      “I’m sure you hope that!”

      “Stop. Gross!”

      Conner may have been protesting, but I take a quick glance downward and see he’s still at half mast and twitching. I don’t want to think my boy toy is with me because he has an Oedipal Complex, so I move on.

      “So sensitive. Chill out, honey. I know you don’t see me as your mother. Did John keep beating around the bush or did he come out with it?”

      “He starts asking if we’d fuck you if we had the chance. We all started getting really uncomfortable. Like, you don’t usually tell a guy stuff like that, but Noah’s all cocky. He’s like, ‘yeah, I’d fuck her in a second. I’d make her scream all night. Is she a screamer?’ He turns it back on John. He told me later he’d figured out where John was going.”

      I feel bad for John. He was trying to set this thing up for me, but had no idea how to go about it. I can imagine him there, fumbling around with the guys. John isn’t shy, but how do you ask a bunch of younger guys to come over and fuck your wife? Aren’t they going to think you’re a cuckold and start walking all over you? I already knew what a big thing John did for me, but for the first time I really understand the sacrifice he’s made to give this to me. I’m going to pay him back big time. Nothing is off the table.

      “What did John say about me? Did he tell you I’m a screamer?” I can’t help it. I’m curious what my husband said about me while trying to lure these young men to my bed.

      “It’s funny, he said you’re not a screamer, which obviously was a lie.”

      “No, it’s not. I don’t scream all the time. I have to keep it quiet a lot anyway when the kids are home.”

      “I love making you scream, Carol.”

      “I love it too, Conner. It’s just about my favorite thing. What else did John say?”

      “He said you’re up for anything. He said you’re the hottest woman he’s ever been with. He said you’re a lot of fun. He said you suck dick really, really good.”

      I’m glowing. John really sold me to these guys. Nice to know what he says about me when I’m not around, although I wonder who else he’s bragged to about my oral skills.

      “Do I?”

      “Suck good dick? Babe, you’re fucking incredible. I love your lips wrapped around my dick.”

      I slid down his body, take that monster cock in both hands and stroke it. As I pump him, precum leaks from the tip and I lavishly lick it away. “You’re such a charmer. How can a girl resist a compliment like that?”

      “Damn, Carol…”

      “Don’t stop, honey. Tell me more.”

      “Noah finally asks him, ‘Do you want us to fuck your wife? You guys got some kinky thing going on?’ After that, John came out with all of it, how he had this plan for your birthday. I was shocked you were turning 40.”

      I laugh and kiss his cock. “I’m already stroking your dick. You don’t have to keep laying it on, Conner.”

      “Seriously, Carol. You’re so damn beautiful. So pretty.”

      I give him a good slow, hard suck that leaves him panting, then tell him to continue. Playing with his cock is getting me wet again and if he doesn’t finish telling the story soon, I’m going to be too horny to let him.

      “Did you guys just say yes?”

      “We had to talk about it. I wasn’t sure I wanted to fuck in a room full of dudes. I mean, I have no problem with gay guys, but being around other dicks isn’t my thing.”

      “Boys are so funny. John wasn’t asking you to screw each other.”

      “Still, not my thing. Anyway, John went in the house to let us talk.  Ohhh…”

      “Something wrong, honey?” I innocently ask.

      “You’re making it really hard to think, Carol.”

      “Good. I want it really hard.”

      “Yeah? You like it hard?”

      “Mmm, yeah, Conner. I do,” I reply in my best sex kitten voice.

      Conner swats my ass hard. It’s out of the blue and I jump.

      “Ow!”

      “Sorry, just teasing.”

      I smile wickedly, his cock pressed to my lips, and purr, “I didn’t say I didn’t like it.”

      “Yeah?”

      Conner spanks me again, and the sharp sting lights me up. I moan and suck his cock. He gently caresses my warm, red butt before spanking me another time. I almost choke on his cock. His hand slides between my thighs and he finds me dripping. Conner must think I’m always wet. I think I am when I’m around him.

      “Come here,” he moans.

      I happily let Conner put me on my back and he tests my flexibility, pressing my legs all the way back, the crooks of my knees on his forearms. I know I’m spread open obscenely wide, which is perfect for a cock like his. Conner spears me again, and I cry out. He presses harder on my body, his prick fully embedded in my pussy, and kisses me.

      “I almost said no that night,” he whispers between kisses.

      “God…why…” I moan. I think how awful it would have been if I’d missed out on this.

      “Told you, wasn’t really my scene. But I wanted you so bad I said yes anyway.”

      “Mmm…thank god…”

      “But I was secretly hoping for this. Having you all to myself is so much better.”

      “Yesss…honey…yes…”

      “You’re mine now.”

      We kiss, and it’s amazing, but a warning light goes on in the back of my mind. I whimper, “No…my husband…”

      Conner smiles down at me.

      “Okay, Carol. You’re mine right now.”

      I know I shouldn’t encourage his attachment, but he drills his cock into me and I moan, “Yes, darling! Yes!”

      Our conversation is over after that. Conner seems determined to see how rough I really like it. It feels like he’s trying to pound me through the bed, and I love it. Making love is great, but sometimes a girl just needs to be pounded, and as much as I love my husband, he just can’t match Conner when it comes to that. It’s all physical for my young lover. He doesn’t use dirty talk like his friends or try to get too kinky—except for screwing another man’s wife—but it’s just straightforward amazing sex. I climax quickly and just keep coming. I have no sense of the passage of time, so I don’t know how long Conner fucks me before I hear my husband speak.

      “You guys going to go all day?” John asks, amusement in his voice.

      Conner stops in his tracks, his cock deep inside my throbbing pussy.

      “Sorry, man, should I…” Conner says.

      “No, don’t mind me. I’ll just be over here.”

      John grabs the big armchair in the corner where I usually curl up and read and drags it closer to the bed. It’s crazy—because he’s my husband—but I’m suddenly self-conscious with John just sitting right there watching us. He’s close enough that I can see him clearly without my glasses. That first night I was too distracted to really think about John being there, and when I finally sought him out, I was so turned on that I was into him watching. Now that it’s just Conner and I, it feels more intimate. I look away from my husband and try to block him out for the moment. I touch Conner’s handsome face.

      “Please, honey. Don’t stop. Fuck me, Conner,” I whisper to my lover, knowing the words will inflame my husband. Conner begins moving inside me again. “Oooo…yes…Oooo…”

      I stare up into Conner’s dark eyes, but I feel John watching us. I swear I can hear his breathing. I can’t stop the thoughts flying through my head: What is he thinking? Is he jealous? Is this hot enough? Should I put on a show? Will he hate me? Am I really a slut? If I was doing this with anyone else I might stop, but Conner is so good, so hot, that he’s able to draw my attention back to him, and gradually I stop worrying about my husband and focus on my lover.

      “Damn, Carol…ohhh…damn that’s good…” Conner moans.

      “Ohmygod…honey…that’s it…”

      “Love when you come for me…”

      “Yes, honey…can’t help it…I love it…” I gasp.

      Conner pulls out and I groan. He didn’t come, and I want to make him come again. I hope he’s not stopping because John is here. I got over it, and I don’t want Conner to be weird about it. His thick, slick meat slaps against my hot thighs. He puts me on my side, facing my husband, and slips into me from behind. His cock brushes my g-spot as he does, and I shiver and moan. His cock truly is perfect. I feel I’m getting sore, but I still don’t want Conner to stop.

      “How’s this?” Conner asks. He’s not asking me.

      John licks dry lips, his voice breathy. “Yeah, man. That’s fucking hot.”

      “She feels so fucking good, man. I’ve been fucking her all day,” Conner groans, slowly fucking me from behind, his hand rested on my hip.

      “She can take it. She loves to fuck.” John’s voice is gravelly. He sounds like a stranger. I can now see he’s so into this. Seeing his arousal ignites something fresh in me. I moan softly.

      “Yeah, she can. Carol feels so damn good on my cock. Nice and wet and tight.”

      Conner’s voice is strained, and I know he’s putting on a performance for my husband. He wasn’t talking to me like this when John wasn’t there. It’s a little weird, but I can’t lie. I love being the center of attention for my men. It takes a couple minutes of watching, but John gives in to his need and takes out his cock. I’m transfixed watching him stroke it.

      “Fuck me, honey. Ohmygod your cock is so big…so good…mmm…just like that honey…” I moan.

      “You fucking love it,” John accuses, stroking his cock faster.

      “I do, baby. I do. I love his cock.”

      I lock my eyes on John’s and what I find there is so strange. He’s crazed with lust, but he also looks pained. I don’t understand it. What is my husband feeling as he watches me fuck?

      “You fucking need it, Carol!”

      “I do! I do, baby. I need his big cock inside me.”

      I don’t know if I could say that without laughing if I weren’t so turned on.

      “Fuck…Carol…” John groans.

      Conner cups my breast, teases my nipple. I cry out. John’s eyes are wide, watching my lover use me. He watches Conner lightly tug my nipples, watches that big cock slide in and out of me. It felt strange at first, but now I feed on it. John watching us makes it so much hotter.

      “Oh god…ohmygod…ooooo…I’m gonna come…ohmygod…” I whine.

      John’s had enough, and he stands abruptly, leaning over the side of the bed. It doesn’t take much effort to tilt my head forward and let him feed me his cock. He didn’t ask to join, and I’m proud of my man for just taking me. John is aggressive, fucking my mouth hard. I can’t help gagging on it, and as I struggle to breathe, I orgasm. I’m lightheaded and I swear I see stars as the pleasure rips through me. I scream onto my husband’s cock, which makes him come right along with me. John blasts his load deep into my throat and I choke on it, letting it run from my lips when he flops back into his chair like a fish back into water.

      Conner takes control again. He turns me facedown and lifts my butt. Properly positioned, my young lover pounds me hard for a punishing couple more minutes until he comes inside me. His cock pulses in my pussy and I groan his name, pushing my butt at him. Conner slowly pulls out, like he’s showing off how big he is, and then sits on the bed beside me. I snuggle my face into my pillow and sigh, perfectly content.
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      We still don’t really know how to navigate this lifestyle, so things turn awkward once the sex is finished. It was free and easy when it was just Conner and me alone, but the dynamic is so different with John there. It makes me wonder which I prefer, having Conner alone or having my husband there to watch me. Both are thrilling. The guys tried to engage in small talk, but it evolved into a conversation about how good I am in bed, which was weird for me. I was relieved when Conner said he had somewhere to be and got dressed. I pulled on my robe to see him to the door, while John remained behind in our bedroom.

      “Thanks for coming over,” I said, feeling foolish. It’s what you say after your child finishes a playdate.

      “It was my pleasure, believe me.” Conner pulls me in against him for a long, sultry kiss. I melt into him once more and fight the urge to drag him back upstairs.

      “This afternoon was incredible. Thank you,” I reply, adjusting my glasses.

      “We’ll have to do it again sometime. If you want to…”

      “How can you have any doubt about that?”

      “Just making sure. Hopefully it won’t take a few months this time.”

      “Can you come back tomorrow?” I add a nervous laugh, unsure how serious I really am.

      “Get my number from John and let me know, unless everything goes through him. Don’t want to overstep. Don’t know how you guys handle this stuff. I still don’t know how you guys do this at all.”

      “One of us will reach out.”

      Conner tugs on the belt, and my robe falls open. It’s how this day started between us. I stand tall, letting him look. I’m getting used to being seen. “Just wanted one more look to remember you by. I’m going to miss you, Carol.”

      “I’ll miss you too, honey.” I pull him down for another kiss.

      My robe still hangs open when he leaves through the front door. Part of me hopes I’ll scandalize the neighbors. I smile, and I’m so happy that I practically skip back up the stairs to my husband.

      John is on the bed and I drop my robe on the chair and join him, forming myself to his warm, naked body. His hand rests possessively on my butt.

      “You surprised me again. I didn’t know that was the plan.”

      “Are you complaining?” John looks at me, amused.

      “No, I got what I wanted, but you didn’t have to surprise me with it. You could have let me know Conner was coming over.”

      “I know how you can get. I didn’t want you to twist yourself in knots and talk yourself out of it.”

      I laugh. “Oh, I’m not talking myself out this. That’s not happening.”

      “You liked it that much?”

      “Is that a problem? If you’re not okay…”

      “Relax, babe. I’m okay with it. Couldn’t you tell by the way I came down your throat?”

      “Okay, I’ll give you that.”

      “I wasn’t too rough, was I?”

      “I’m not sure what is too rough anymore. But I’m asking, because you had this weird look on your face while you were watching us, even though you were jerking off.”

      “I told you before, this raises complicated feelings. It’s not as simple as it just turns me on. I mean, it does, but it’s more than that. It feels dangerous. It feels wrong.”

      “I feel those same things,” I admit, caressing his chest.

      “And it turns you on the same way it does me, doesn’t it?”

      “It does. I think I like being bad.”

      John runs his fingers through my hair. “And I like you being bad.”

      “Good.”

      We’re quiet for a moment and it’s nice just to lay there and cuddle with John. He’s still soft from when I sucked him, but if he wanted to make love I would, of course—even though the soreness from Conner is setting in. I’m going to be walking funny for a day or two. It’s so worth it.

      “I’m surprised you set up a date without being here,” I say.

      “Are we calling these dates now?”

      “What would you call it? I think even whores call them dates—the high-end ones anyway.”

      “Why not? I have a confession to make, Carol.”

      “Uh oh. What?” A thousand things race through my mind, including that John is just as turned on by Conner as I am. I don’t know what I would do with that.

      “It’s not that bad, I hope. The thing is, I was here, sort of. I put a camera up so I could watch.”

      John points to the television mounted on the wall across from our bed and I see a little cube sitting on top of it. My temper flares, even though I feel that I have no right to be angry. I did just fuck another man, but I wasn’t sneaking around. I try to stay calm and let him explain himself. He’s lucky I’m still aglow from my afternoon with Conner.

      “Why would you do that?” I ask. “You know you can watch. I like you here. It’s turns me on, and you’re like a safety blanket.”

      “I wanted to see what you were like when I’m not watching. I thought you might be a little inhibited if I was here. I wanted to see you really cut loose.”

      I try to stifle a laugh. I don’t want to laugh at my husband. “Did I seem at all inhibited that night at the hotel?”

      “That was different, Carol. The guys came in and kind of took over. I know you could have stopped them from doing something you didn’t like, but you pretty much gave yourself to them. The same way I gave you to them. You didn’t have time to think. I thought you might see one-on-one with a guy as different, and I didn’t want you to feel like you had to hold back because I was here.”

      “Did you just ask Conner over because you wanted to see me one-on-one?” I ask.

      “I’ve talked to Conner the most. He’s made it pretty clear he’d rather have you on his own. He’d do it with the other guys, but if we were open to it, he preferred you on his own. It was only after that, that I really started thinking about you being alone with one man, and then I really wanted to see how you’d handle that.”

      John has a point. I felt totally open to being Conner’s lover when we were alone. I thought of my husband here and there, but mostly it was all about my lover. And when John came in, I did feel strange about it—at least at first. Would I have been so open with Conner the whole time if I knew John was watching us? I don’t know. That night with all the guys, John really was my safety blanket, but today—alone with Conner—I didn’t feel like I needed a safety blanket. All I needed was Conner. My anger drains away.

      “What did you think? Did you watch the whole thing?

      “I came in the house when you guys went upstairs, and watched on my tablet.”

      “And?”

      “I’m not sure I can even accurately describe it. I love being in the room with you. I came up because I couldn’t just sit back and watch anymore, but watching you like that, thinking it was just you two, it was breathtaking. It was like I was seeing the real you, the Carol who could do whatever you wanted with him.”

      “You see the real me every day, John. I’m not that complicated.”

      “You’re more complicated than you think, babe. I don’t think I’m explaining this very well. I don’t know if I even can. But it was wild. I felt like I’d done a line of coke. It was that kind of rush.”

      “I’m glad you enjoyed it. Did Conner know you were watching?”

      “No. I didn’t want him to feel self-conscious either.”

      “We can’t do that again. I don’t want to keep secrets from him.”

      “Okay.”

      I can see John feels a certain way about that, but I’m not going to let John film me with Conner without his permission. I care about Conner too much for that, whether John likes it or not.

      “Spying on me is only going to work once. Now that I know about your little camera…”

      “I know. But I still think you might be different without me in the room, even if you know I’m watching remotely.”

      “Maybe. Is that how you want to do this now?”

      John grins. “So we’re going to keep doing this? You didn’t get it out of your system today?”

      “Is that what you were hoping?”

      “Teasing, Carol.”

      “Right. Sorry.” For a moment there, I thought my husband might want to stop, and I didn’t like it. “I’d stop if you wanted to. You know that, right John?”

      John gives me an appraising look. “I know. I know you love me, and I don’t think those boys can steal you. But I also know you wouldn’t be happy if I asked you to stop. You like it too much.”

      “Sorry. I wouldn’t resent you or anything…”

      “Not forever.”

      “No, not forever, but yeah, I’d feel like I was giving something up. You opened this Pandora’s Box, and I don’t want to close it. I’m sorry if that hurts you, but I want to be honest.”

      John squeezes me. “It’s an interesting wrinkle. I’m not going to lie, either. It feels weird that you want to be with other men so much, but I’m still in for the ride.”

      “If anything changes, you have to tell me.”

      “You have to do the same, Carol.”

      “I promise.”

      “So how do we go forward?”

      “Do the other guys know I saw Conner today?”

      “Yeah. I think they’re feeling a little left out.”

      “We should do something about that,” I suggest.

      “I thought you might say that. Maybe I should send them some pictures.”

      “About that. It’s a little weird for me that you keep setting up my dates. It really does feel like you’re pimping me out. That might be a fun game to play sometime, but…”

      “I get what you’re saying, Carol. But I like being included. It would definitely be weird for me if I was cut out like that.”

      I can see where John is coming from. I can’t help but feel there’s a trust issue there, but he’s already gone so far, I can’t fault him for that. I think of a compromise.

      “How about we do a group text? You get to be a fly on the wall, like today, but I get to talk directly to the guys.”

      “That could work,” John agrees. “It could even be pretty hot.”

      “I promise, you’ll always be looped in. You’re my number one. I love you.”

      “Love you, too. I like it, Carol. Should we start now?”

      “No. Right now, it’s just about you and me. And I want you to show me just how much all this turns you on.”

      As we’ve been talking, John’s cock has come back to life. It’s slowly inflating, but I’m not patient enough for that. I stroke him and lightly draw my nails over his balls. John moans and his fingers tighten in my hair, directing me down to his cock. I dutifully take him in my mouth, like a good little slut. A good little slut wife.

      I lick his shaft up and down, stroking it and playing with his balls. I love feeling the life pulse back into his cock.

      “You like it when I’m bad?” I coo.

      “Yeah…” It comes out as a groan.

      “Was I bad today? Was I a bad little wife?”

      “Yeah…you brought him up to our bed…”

      “That’s only after he fucked me on the kitchen table. Was that bad…Daddy…”

      “Fuck…Carol…”

      John’s hard enough for me now. I straddle him and slip him inside me. I’m sore, but it’s okay. I’d be lying if I didn’t admit I felt the difference between my husband and my lover right away. I love John’s cock, but he doesn’t fill me nearly as much as Conner. John must also be able to feel the difference, after the way Conner opened me up. I slowly rock on him. John holds my hips and stares up at me. I swear he’s looking at me like it’s the first time he’s seeing me.

      “I dropped to my knees right in our kitchen and I sucked him. I couldn’t help myself. I wanted him so bad.”

      “You needed him.”

      “I needed him. I needed his big cock, Daddy.”

      “You love that, don’t you, Carol?”

      “Yesss…I love how big he is. Can you feel how much he opened me up?”

      “Yeah…fuck yeah…”

      “You like the feel of my used pussy.”

      “Yeah…oh fuck…”

      I rock harder on him. I’m surprised to feel my own orgasm building so quickly. This role playing is really turning me on! I like playing the slut and teasing my husband. There are so many layers to this new thing we’re doing!

      “After he made me come, I told him to bring me upstairs. I wanted him to fuck me in our bed. That was sooo bad, Daddy.”

      “Uhnn…so bad…so slutty…”

      I lean down over him, my hips and pussy muscles doing all the work. It hurts to work those muscles after Conner, but it’s worth some pain to see the look on John’s face.

      “I’m a slut, Daddy. I’m a slut wife, and you love it,” I whisper.

      “Yeah…yeah…Carol…”

      “Tell me, Daddy. Tell me what a slut I am.”

      “You’re…you’re…you’re a fucking slut, Carol. Fuck! You’re a fucking slut!”

      “I’m your slut, John. Your personal little slut wife. I’ll be as slutty as you want me to be.”

      “Fuck…Carol…”

      “Wanna see me get gangbanged again, Daddy?”

      “Yeah…”

      “Bet you can’t wait to tell all the guys on reddit.”

      “Yeah…”

      “Maybe some of them live nearby. They could come over.”

      “Fuck…”

      “Want to see some strangers fuck me, Daddy?”

      “Carol…fuck…Carol…”

      John sounds desperate, like he’s losing his mind. He has my hips in a death grip and is thrusting up from the bed like a madman. I thought he’d go longer after coming in my mouth, but I’m pushing all his buttons. I want him to have just as much fun as I did.

      “Fuck…god…damn…it!

      I keep working my pussy when he stops, and John comes inside me. God, how much come is inside me after today? Thank god for birth control. I keep thrusting on him as he comes, and it only takes a few more moments for me to climax right along with him. I moan his name and embrace him as my final orgasm sweeps through me. I feel like I’ve had a month of orgasms in a single day. I’m truly exhausted.

      “That was amazing, Carol. You’re amazing.”

      “I just want to deserve all this. I want you to know you’re first, and always will be.”

      “You don’t have to keep telling me that, babe.”

      “I do. I love you, and I love telling you how much I do.”

      John sighs. “I think I finally get the big deal about reclamation sex.”

      “Yeah?”

      “That was intense.”

      “Too intense?” I wonder if I went too far. A lot of what I said was only to turn him on. I honestly didn’t think about taking Conner in our marital bed at all. I just wanted to be comfortable, but in retrospect it was crazy.

      “No, not at all. It was…it was…wow! You’re an incredible woman, Carol. We’ve been together all these years and I feel like I’m still peeling back the layers and discovering you.”

      “Thank god for you, honey. I’m lucky to have a man who’s interested in that. I didn’t even know I had any layers until I met you. You’ve opened up my world.”

      John laughs. “In the bedroom, at least.”

      “Well yeah, but not just that. You’ve truly opened my world.”

      “You deserve it. You deserve it all. I can’t wait to see what other trouble we’re going to get into it.”

      “Trouble?”

      “Good trouble. Sexy trouble.”

      “Mmm, I can’t wait to find out either.”
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