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      My phone is blowing up in my purse as I wait at the door. I can guess who it is. Noah started texting me on my drive over and hasn’t stopped, even after I told him I was on a mom errand. His reply: it’s so hot when u get all maternal like that. makes me want u to get dirty. My response: just stop. I do not need Noah equating my normal life with whatever it is we have going on the side. But I must admit, the intrusion of my secret life into my everyday life does give me a tingle. My thoughts are pulled away from Noah and my dirty extracurricular activities when the door in front of me opens.

      “Hey, Carol. Come on in,” Sue says, holding open the door.

      “Sure. Sorry about the interruption.” I’d hoped to make this a quick trip, but Sue can be a talker. It doesn’t look like I’ll be just grabbing the textbook at the door and going.

      Sue and Don have a lovely home, even if Sue and I don’t share the same sense of style. It’s funny. I don’t think Don could have found two more different women to marry, but maybe that’s why his second marriage has lasted much longer than ours did. I follow Sue through to the open-plan kitchen, which is just off the great room at the back of the house. This is where we tend to congregate in the suburbs, although John and I live in an older Cape Cod with a traditional kitchen, not a more modern McMansion. We don’t need 5000 square feet, and I have no idea how I’d clean the cobwebs from cathedral ceilings.

      “How are John and Isabella?” Sue asks.

      “Good. Everyone is good. And you guys?”

      “Things are great! Hayden’s squad just won a cheerleading award and we’re pretty sure Charlie’s about to be accepted to the gifted program, just like his dad.”

      “Brandon always says how smart Charlie is,” I reply.

      “He’s such a great big brother. You and Don are great parents.”

      “You’re a part of that too, Sue. Don’t forget it.” I know Sue is groping for a compliment and looking to be included, and I don’t mind biting on it. She means well, and she is good to Brandon.

      Sue and I have a good relationship, as good as can be expected, I think. I know some women become good friends with their ex’s new wives and maybe that would be possible if Sue and I weren’t so different—being blonde is our only similarity. We got off to a rocky start. Sue was chilly to me in the beginning. John thinks it was because she felt threatened by me, which always gives me a laugh. I’m the last woman on Earth she has to worry about when it comes to Don. Besides, he’s too dull to cheat.

      I must admit, I wonder sometimes if Sue is as boring as Don is, or if she’s silently suffering like I did. I’m not suggesting everyone should be having threesomes or tying each other up, but my ex-husband really was a missionary position in the dark kind of guy most of the time. If we even started fooling around in the living room, he’d want to move it up to the bedroom before things went too far. He liked it when I went down on him, but he’d never ask for it and I eventually stopped doing it because he came so damn fast when I did, which left me high and dry. Don didn’t return the favor. Could Sue be as lame in bed as Don? As I watch my ex’s perky, cheery second wife, I wonder if she has an inner freak. Is she secretly dying for Don to take her like a dominant man? Does she have a vibrator hidden in the back of her sweater drawer that he’d never guess about? Maybe she’s fucking the landscaper behind his back. Probably not, Sue just doesn’t seem that interesting. But then, how can one really say what people get up to in their private lives? Would anyone in my life guess the crazy things I do in private? I smile, thinking how I was just up to one of those things this afternoon.

      I’ve been thinking a lot more about these things ever since my husband offered me up for a wild threesome as my 40th birthday present. Did I react with shock or horror? Did I smack him and leave like a normal woman would? No, I jumped right in. I let those boys have their way with me and loved every second of it. I don’t think anyone would guess I’m that kind of girl. Sue could very well have some hidden freak I know nothing about, and maybe she’s the woman to bring out Don’s inner freak, just like John unleashed the wild woman in me. But looking around Sue and Don’s perfectly decorated, Martha Stewart accessorized home, I sort of doubt any of that is going on. I doubt there’s ever a set of handcuffs latched to their headboard.

      “Did you find Brandon’s math book?” I ask, trying to keep on subject. I’m too easily distracted these days.

      “Sorry, I didn’t get a chance to look yet. I only just got home from work. Don should be home any minute now, too. He’s getting the kids from aftercare.”

      “Awesome. Yeah, I really need to get back too, so Brandon can finish his homework.”

      “Right. I thought maybe you were going out. You look so nice,” Sue says.

      “Nope. Just on my way home.”

      “Let me go up and look in his room. I’ll be right back.”

      Just on my way home from my boytoy’s place, I think as she leaves me alone in her kitchen. I do look nice. I don’t look too slutty because Conner and I had lunch before going back to his place, which meant I had to look acceptable for public consumption. But there’d been a few less buttons done up on my green cardigan when I was with him, and I’d been wearing heels with my tight jeans, not flats. A quick shower afterward when Conner was done with me returned me to my normal suburban mom condition, although if Sue got close enough, she might smell my lover’s cum on my lips. I couldn’t get out his door without blowing him one last time. I don’t know if I ever would have left if Brandon hadn’t started texting me about his textbook. Dinner could have taken care of itself. John and the kids could always order out.

      My phone starts pinging again and I take it out of my purse. It’s Noah, in the group text we share with his friend Mateo, Conner and my husband, John. Conner also has a separate group text with John and me.

      [Noah] all hot and bothered over here thinking about u. throw a guy a bone and text something sexy. Did u have fun with Conner today?

      He’s feeling jealous. I get it. I haven’t seen Noah or Mateo even once since that night at the resort a couple months ago, but I’ve seen Conner twice now. Twice in about a week. I close my eyes and I can still feel Conner’s big arms around me. I feel his thick cock spreading me open and driving me to a heavenly climax. If he didn’t leave me so tired and sore, I might be tempted to rush right back into Conner’s arms. I’m a little tempted anyway. I shoot a message back to the guys.

      [Me] we had fun. I need a nap now

      [Noah] me too! Need a cuddle buddy?

      [Me] don’t think I’d get to nap if u were there

      [Noah] maybe not

      [Me] don’t worry. I’ll see u guys soon

      [Mateo] u keep saying that. we miss u baby

      I’m surprised to see Mateo jump in, but I shouldn’t be. I’m still getting used to group sexting—not that John and I have done a ton of one-on-one sexting. We’re responsible adults!

      [Me] aww that’s sweet honey. Miss u guys too. Promise it’ll be soon

      [Noah] give us a taste. Show us u mean it

      I look toward the hallway and can’t believe I’m even considering it. It shows how much I’ve changed since that night of my birthday surprise. I’ve never been a prude, but I’d never have considered sneaking a sexy selfie at my ex-husband’s house. It’s reckless and crazy and I absolutely shouldn’t go there, but the second the thought enters my head, I know I’m going to do it. My heart starts pounding and I realize the danger of it excites me as much as the act itself.

      After a quick look down the hallway to make sure Sue isn’t coming, I scoot into the great room and make my way to the corner of their enormous sectional couch. It’s dull beige leather—Don’s choice, I’m sure, but I must admit it’s supremely comfortable. I sink into the buttery leather and unbutton my cardigan, pulling it wide open. The green bra beneath is edged with black lace. Conner appreciated that my whole outfit matched. My honey blonde hair is up in a ponytail, which makes me look more cute than sexy, but I put it up wet and can’t take it down now. I snap a few quick photos, hoping I got something good. I bite my lip and look directly into the camera, my blue eyes twinkling behind my glasses. It’s a new level of recklessness. Until now, I’ve been careful to keep my face out of sexy selfies. A deep breath precedes a nervous look over my shoulder, and I scoop my boobs out of the bra. They look great pushed up like that, and I snap a couple more photos. I’m barely done clicking when I hear Sue’s kitten heels on the hardwood of the hallway.

      “Carol?” Sue calls.

      “In here. I decided to have a seat.”

      Sue comes into view just as I finish buttoning my sweater. I heave myself out of the enveloping couch and nearly topple over. It would be funny if I wasn’t so tense.

      “You don’t have to jump up.”

      “I really do need to get home. It’s just that it’s been a long day and I wanted a second to get off my feet.”

      “Sure. Okay. Here’s Brandon’s book. It was under a pile of his laundry.”

      “I’ve spoken to him about that. I’ll do it again. If you want to grab it, I’ll take it with me and make him do it.”

      “Oh, I don’t mind taking care of it. I have a ton of laundry to do anyway.”

      “You’re too nice,” I say.

      “Everyone says that, but it’s not really true. I’m just like anyone else. I get cranky.”

      “But you are very sweet.”

      “I have a dark side, too. Get a few drinks in me…”

      “Oh? Do tell?” I move closer, encouraging her to think of me as a confidant.

      I don’t know why I care about her secrets, maybe an ex is never truly out of your system, or maybe if I uncover Sue’s deep, dark secrets it’ll make me feel a little better about mine. I’m not entirely unconflicted about my new sideline.

      Sue looks at me like she’s trying to decide whether she should confess her secrets. Her indecision makes me think this must be something big, and now she’s really got my interest. What could it be? I imagine Sue having a torrid affair with some guy from down the hall at work. They might meet in the copy room for their trysts. As her lips start to move, we both hear the front door open and there’s Don with their kids. Sue immediately shuts down and I know I’ve missed my window. She turns away from me and becomes Suzy Sunshine once again as she greets her husband and kids. Don looks surprised to see me.

      “Hey, Carol,” he says.

      “Don. Just picking something up for Brandon.” I wave the textbook as proof. I feel a small measure of guilt for defiling their great room and almost feel like Don can see it on my face. He’s looking at me funny and when his eyes flick down, I realize that not only is my sweater mis-buttoned, but I’m showing an indecent amount of cleavage. Indecent for my ex-husband’s suburban great room anyway. Was Sue too polite to say something, or is looking at my breasts still the first thing Don does? I sense his struggle to keep his eyes directed at mine.

      “That kid has got to start being more responsible,” he says.

      “He’ll get it figured out.” We’re out of conversation that quickly and I say, “I’d better get going.”

      “I’ll see you out,” Don says.

      Don follows me down the hallway and I swear now he’s staring at my butt. It looks really good in these jeans, which is why I wore them for Conner. Is Don eating his heart out? If he’d shown this much interest all those years ago, we might still be married. We pause at the door and we both pretend my sweater is buttoned normally. But Don’s eyes keep flicking down and I can’t help pushing out my chest. I really have become terrible.

      “It’s nice to see you. You look good.” Don says, eyes madly flickering up and down. I’m tempted to tell him it’s okay if he stares.

      “You too. I’ll drop Brandon off Friday night.”

      “Do you guys have big weekend plans?”

      “Nothing yet, but I like to go with the breeze and see where it takes me. John’s pretty loose too.”

      “Yeah, I think he gets you.”

      You have no idea, I think. “He does. It’s why I love him so much. Sue’s great, too.”

      “Yeah, she really is. Great mother.”

      We share another awkward silence and I get out of there. Don and I get along, but I’ve always felt he hasn’t quite forgiven me for leaving. It might be just my ego, but I think he might think of me as the one that got away. I know he loves Sue, but maybe he looks at me and sees a different life, one he would have had if he could have broken out of his shell.

      I’m laughing as I slide into my minivan and fix my sweater. God, what an amateurish mistake! I should stick to flashing in my scrubs—much less complicated. I know John will get a kick out of it when I tell him the story, especially the part about Don helplessly staring.

      I don’t want to linger in front of their house, so I park around the corner before pulling out my phone again and going through the photos. I really like the one where I’m looking into the camera, but I chicken out and only send the guys ones without my face. I send one with my bra containing me and another with my tits pushed out of it. I send the face photo to my husband. I stash the phone back in my purse and hear it blowing up as I drive home. I can’t wait to read my guys’ responses.
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      “Those boys are getting impatient,” John says, coming into the bedroom. He sets his iPad on the nightstand and continues through to the en suite bathroom to brush his teeth. I’m on the bed, doing my end-of-the-day lotion routine.

      It takes me a second to figure out what he means. He’s talking about Noah and Mateo. The reaction to my photos was everything I could have hoped for. Noah told me what an awesome, daring slut I am—after I disclosed where the photos were taken—while Mateo told me all the things he would do to me, sharing that he’d be happy to do them right on that very couch. I think one of the things the guys like most about me—besides being a fit blonde—is that I’m this normal-seeming suburban mom. It makes my kinky side stand out all the crazier. John’s reaction to the photos was slightly different. He couldn’t believe I’d taken the risk either, but I got the impression he was more concerned than impressed.

      “I know, but it’s not like I can just drop everything to go see them. I have a life.”

      “I know,” John mumbles through his brushing.

      “I want to see them. You know that. Our schedule is just so busy.”

      I continue to lotion my legs as I talk to him and he watches from the corner of his eye. John likes to watch me lotion myself.

      “We can find the time if you want to,” John says, after rinsing.

      “I want to see them. I really do,” I insist. “You don’t think I want to see them?”

      “I didn’t say that. It’s just, we probably could have set something up for this weekend.”

      “We have plans with Sandy and Chuck. It’s blues night at the winery.”

      “That’s Saturday. We could make plans for Friday, too.”

      “John, I start three 12 hour shifts tomorrow. I’m not going to be up to go out on Friday night. I’ll be all off and exhausted.”

      “Okay. No need to get defensive.”

      “I’m not defensive. The timing just hasn’t been right.”

      “Okay.”

      “If you’re trying to say something, just spit it out, John.”

      I was feeling sexy, and despite my being sore from Conner, John was sure to get lucky tonight, but now I’m getting annoyed. I was all horny from texting with my guys, but now my husband’s kind of ruining it.

      “I know we’re busy. We’re always busy, Carol. I just think that if it’s something you really want, you’ll find the time. You found time for Conner today.”

      “I was off work today.”

      “Weren’t you complaining last night about how much you had to get done before going back?”

      I glare at John. “Are you mad I saw Conner today? I sent you video…”

      “I’m not mad. And that video was hot, by the way. I more than appreciate it. You were incredible.”

      I’d propped my phone against the lamp on Conner’s nightstand while I rode him in his bed. I hoped my husband would like it. His compliment takes the edge off my annoyance, but I don’t like what he’s getting at.

      “Then what?” I ask.

      “I’m not really saying anything. I could be totally wrong. But it seems to me you really like toying with the boys, but you don’t seem to be in any hurry to close the deal. I just wonder why.”

      “I am not toying with them!”

      John just gives me a look.

      “Okay, maybe I’m toying a little bit, but it’s sooo much fun. I don’t think you quite get how it makes me feel. Here I am, this 40-year-old woman and I have these guys in their 20s chasing after me. It feels so good. It’s exciting. I probably shouldn’t enjoy it as much as I do, but I can’t help it. Does that make me a terrible person?”

      “There’s nothing terrible about you, Carol.” He leans over and kisses me. “You’re one of the sweetest, most giving people I know.”

      I think about how Sue objected to being called sweet. I’m happy my husband still sees me that way after everything that’s gone down. I love being able to explore my sexuality, and I’m so happy John gives me the space to do as I please, but deep down those old morals still tug at me, no matter how much I try to ignore them.

      I still remember my mother telling me to keep my knees closed until there was a ring on my finger. She’d already missed the boat on that one by a couple of years when she finally gave me that speech. Not that I was a high school slut, but when a hot guy wanted to show me what the birds and the bees were really about, I didn’t put up a fight. I was mostly a good girl growing up, which meant there was always a struggle between the morals I was taught and what my body wanted me to do. I tended to play it safe and listen to my morals, which was how I ended up in my lackluster marriage with Don. John was the one who taught me it was okay to explore my naughtier feelings. The last 10 years have been amazing and eye-opening. I’ve discovered so much about myself, but all those experiences were ensconced safely within the sanctity of marriage. My playing with other men is a new thing for us. It was John’s idea, but I’ve certainly run with it. When I stop to think, though, my feelings are a little more complicated than I want to admit.

      Am I a whore because I fuck other men? What kind of woman lets three extramarital men have their way with her? I didn’t deny those guys anything, and I loved every second of it. Rationally, I know that as a 40-year-old woman I’m free to do anything I please as long as my husband is okay with it. I shouldn’t worry what others might think, but it’s not that simple. Lying in bed with Conner that afternoon felt so right, and that concerns me. It’s beginning to feel like it could be about more than sex with Conner, and that’s not right. I would never leave John for Conner, but a married woman should not have a boyfriend, and that’s what it’s beginning to feel like. But I don’t want to give him up, and John isn’t asking me to.

      My concerns about seeing the other guys are different. I remember how it felt when I was the center of all their attention. I was wanton and free, and I was theirs in every way possible. If I go down that rabbit hole with them again, will I lose part of myself? It scares me and that’s why I’m hesitant to see them again. But I want that high again. I’m not scared enough to keep away. But how do I explain all of that to my husband without sounding crazy?

      “There’s nothing sweet about how I feel when I think about those guys,” I tell John.

      “I didn’t think so.” John grins.

      “It was so wild, so out of control. It scares me.”

      “You don’t have to do anything, Carol. I thought you liked it, but if you didn’t…”

      I smile sheepishly. “I didn’t say that. The problem is that I think I liked it too much. If I can let go as much as that, is there anything I won’t do?”

      “Probably not.”

      “And that’s a problem for me. It’s one thing to be a hotwife and see Conner or someone else, but to give myself over to be used like that again, it’s just so out there. It’s so extreme. What if I start to want it too much?”

      “I’m not afraid of that, and you shouldn’t be either. You’re one of the most grounded people I know, Carol. No matter what you do with any of these boys, you’ll always be you. You’ll always be the woman I love.”

      “Thanks, hon. I needed to hear that.”

      “I look at it this way. If you want to do it, then go for it. If you really don’t, that’s fine too. I understand your internal struggle a little bit because I feel some of that too—like we’re playing with fire. But I’m not so conflicted that I question whether I want it. I guess I just accept whatever comes.”

      I laugh. “You’re such a guy, and that’s why I love you. One of us has to be the rock. Things aren’t so straightforward for women, though. Most of us can’t just do something like this and then just accept it and move on.”

      “Try it, you might like it.”

      “We’ll see,” I say skeptically.

      I’d stopped lotioning myself as I got lost in my thoughts and go back to it, now rubbing lotion into my upper chest. I don’t love all the freckles there, even though John says he does. I wish I’d been more careful about the sun when I was younger. John watches the way my breasts jiggle inside my top. I like how he’s watching me, and I slow down, reaching deeper into my top and lotioning my breasts. My nipples pop through my top.

      “Where was all this caution when you stripped down in Don and Sue’s house?” he asks.

      “I didn’t think. I just did it.”

      “Still can’t believe it.”

      “So you said. Do you like having such a crazy wife?”

      “I think I do.”

      “I’m not too reckless for you?”

      “If you get there, I’ll let you know.”

      “It’s reckless to see Noah and Mateo again. Anything could happen.”

      “I’m okay with that.”

      “We’ll see if you still feel that way afterward.”

      “Can’t wait to find out.”

      I wish I was as certain as my husband.

      “What would you have done if Sue walked in on you?”

      “I figured I had enough time to cover up.”

      “But what if you didn’t?”

      “Maybe I would have asked her to hold the camera.”

      “She would have passed out.”

      I pull up my top to expose my belly and lotion it. My piercing twinkles there. I’ve only just put it back in, years after taking it out because I’d felt that time had passed in my life. I don’t have the toned belly I had in my 20s, before my son. I’m good for 40, but I won’t be running around in any of those crop tops that have come back into style. Still not sure it’s appropriate, but I like being inappropriate. Besides, people only see it if I want them to.

      “You don’t know that. If all this has taught me anything, it’s that there’s no telling what people get up to in their bedrooms.”

      “Good point. Maybe Sue’s been waiting for you to get naked in their family room.”

      I laugh. “That might be a stretch.”

      “She could have helped pose you…take more off…”

      “Now you’re really getting out there, hon.”

      “She could have gotten in the pictures with you…”

      “Yeah? You’d like that?” I ask. The tent in his boxers provides my answer.

      “Why not? If we’re getting crazy, why not go all the way?”

      “You think we should seduce our friends into our depraved lifestyle?”

      “It would be fun with Sue, because she’s so buttoned up. Can you imagine?”

      I smile, getting into it now. My husband is getting hard thinking about me and my ex-husband’s current wife. Just thinking that makes my head hurt. Does John have some untapped aggression toward Don?

      “I really can’t, but I’ll roll with you. Do you think Sue is sexy?”

      “I don’t know. I guess. She’s not bad. She’s cute, in an average kind of way.”

      “You don’t have to spare my feelings. I’m not competing with Sue.”

      “It’s no competition, babe. I think it’s just that she’s so buttoned up and perky and perfect. The thought of her getting dirtied up is hot.”

      “That’s how the guys see me, I think. I’m their MILF fantasy.”

      “Yeah, that’s part of it. It helps that you’re also smokin’ hot. You’re a true MILF.”

      “Aww, you say the sweetest things, hon.”

      I put the lotion aside and reach into his boxers. My hand is slick enough that it glides smoothly up and down his hard shaft. John has a nice cock. It’s not giant like Conner’s, but it’s more than enough for me. My being with other men has nothing to do with dissatisfaction with my husband.

      “How do you see Sue getting dirtied up? What are we doing together on that couch?”

      The focus is off me for a change, and I like feeling like I’m indulging John’s other fantasies. Sometimes I think all of this is too much about me. John should feel free to explore as much as I do, although he hasn’t asked for permission to play. I’m not sure how I’d respond. I have a jealous streak and I don’t know if I could ever watch him the way he watches me. Toying with a Sue fantasy is safe, because it would never, ever happen.

      “I don’t know…I want you to corrupt her…” John’s voice is husky. He groans and thrusts his cock into my hand.

      “Maybe you could come over when I start sending you those pictures. I’d love for you to join us, hon.”

      I slow my stroking of his cock. I don’t want him to come too fast, I’m having fun. He’s breathing heavily, and his eyes are closed. I’d love to see what he’s picturing. I get closer so I can whisper in his ear.

      “What’s your fantasy, John? I want to make it come true, hon.”

      “Your boys see the pictures and they come over…they want to corrupt you both…”

      “Yeah, is that what you want, baby? You want the guys to join us?”

      “Yeah…”

      “Right there in their big family room…where anyone could catch us…”

      “Yeah…ohhh…Carol…”

      Corrupting Sue is John’s thing, but I’m turned on by seeing him turned on. Now that he’s brought my guys into it, though… I can see us all there in that great room. It’s so perfect and ordered and bland. It’s perfect for a couple young studs to corrupt a couple of MILFs. I didn’t think it would get to me, but John’s debauched fantasy is turning me on.

      “Tell me…what are they doing to us…”

      “They’re…they’re making you kiss…holding you together…”

      “Mmm…hot…”

      “Bending you two over the couch…taking turns…uhnn…Carol…”

      “Yeah…sounds sexy honey…yeah…mmm…”

      John’s wild fantasy is getting to me. While one hand is busy with his cock, the other dips into my sleep shorts to rub my smooth mound. In my mind it’s Mateo behind me, while Noah takes Sue. Noah’s the one with the filthy mouth and I can see him telling Sue what a dirty MILF she is. Mateo likes to talk too, but he’s more focused on giving me what I need. I try to imagine looking over and seeing Sue beside me, bent over, her tits hanging beneath her as Noah uses her. It’s not easy. It’s not a place I’ve ever considered going before. She’s in decent shape, but she’s not as gym-fit as I am. Rather than focusing on her, I just think about the general scene and that gets me hotter. It’s not my husband I imagine being there, but I see Don walking in on us and he’s dumbstruck. That’s my thrill, I realize. Letting Don see what a slut I’ve become and turning his sweet Sue into someone like me. He’d probably pass out in real life, but in my mind he pulls out his dick and strokes it.

      “John…please…fuck me…” I pant, rolling onto my back and pulling him with me.

      I wriggle out of my shorts while John sheds his boxers. He doesn’t bother pulling my top off, but shoves his hot, ready cock right inside me. I gasp with the thrill I always experience when a man first thrusts into me. It sends a thrill straight to my soul and always has. I pull my legs back and spread them wide. John doesn’t pretend we’re making love and he doesn’t take it easy. I’m still sore from Conner, but my husband’s sick fantasy has me going again and I don’t care if it hurts a little. John holds himself over me and hammers down, eyes closed. God knows what he’s picturing. Probably something I couldn’t.

      “They…they twist you around…you’re on the couch…”

      “Mmm…I love to be on my back honey…”

      “Mateo fucks your mouth…Noah…he…he makes Sue…go…down…lick you…”

      “Ooooo…John…oh god…”

      “He fucks her while she licks you…Mateo fucks your mouth…”

      “Ohmygod…ohmygod…hon…oooo…”

      It’s not that I want Sue to go down on me, but the scene my husband describes is so out there, so depraved, it sucks me in. The dirtier something is, the wickeder, the more it gets me. In that moment I want what John wants, every bit of it. I want the guys to debase us and I don’t even care if it’s Sue going down on me. What is wrong with me?

      “Carol…she’s making you come…Carol…fuck…fuck…”

      John shivers and stops, and I feel him come inside me. It’s the third time I’ve felt that today. He doesn’t explode in quite the same way Conner does, but it still feeds my lust and I moan his name and climax right after he does. John collapses onto me with a crushing hug. I cling to my husband and start laughing when the absurdity of what he described really hits me.

      “What the hell is wrong with us?” I ask, gasping air between giggles.

      “We’re out there, that’s for sure,” he agrees.

      “We? I’m not the one who wants Sue seduced and gangbanged with me!”

      “No, you just want to spend your days with Conner on top of you.”

      “That’s fair,” I say. Comments like that make me wonder if he’s as okay with all of this as he claims. I can only take his word for it. “You know that will never, ever happen, right?”

      John laughs. “I thought you learned to never say never.”

      “I can’t imagine any circumstance where I’d fool around with Sue. Sorry if that bursts your bubble, hon.”

      “Not even to stick it to Don?”

      I pull a face like I’m thinking about it and say, “Maybe I’d make out with her if I knew he was watching, but that’s it. And only for his benefit. Sue’s not really my type.”

      “You’re funny.”

      I jump out of bed to go clean up and consider it. The last time—the only time—I kissed another woman, it was in front of Don and he freaked out. If he couldn’t handle me drunkenly kissing one of my friends on a dare, how would he react to me making out with his wife? It might be worth it, just to see how they’d both react.

      “So, who is your type?” John asks as I walk into the bathroom.

      “I don’t know if I have a type. I haven’t really thought about it.”

      “There was that girl at the resort,” he reminds me.

      “Natalia was hot, but that was easy, I just had to lay there. I don’t know about returning the favor.”

      I’ve always been curious what being with another woman might be like, but not enough to pursue it. I know John would love it, but he’s never pressed it. Maybe it’s time to revisit that. John’s certainly earned a treat.

      I close the bathroom door, get a wicked thought and re-open it and duck my head out.

      “Not Sue, but who knows what I’m into now, right?” I stick my tongue out at him.

      “God, I love you, woman.”

      I blow him a kiss and close the door.
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      The house is quiet in the morning before I go to work. I don’t have to be in until three, so I have time to kill. After brewing a fresh pot of coffee, I sit down with my laptop and jump on reddit. It’s become part of my morning ritual when I have the morning to myself.

      I’m pleased by the reaction to the photos I uploaded yesterday. I took the photos I made for my guys and uploaded them to a couple different subreddits dedicated to women like me. One is just for women over 30 who’ve gone wild, while another is for “the mom next door.” I like these subreddits because the women really do look like real women, with many body types. I see women like me who work hard to keep it together and look good, but don’t have the perfect, seamless bodies they had in their 20s before the kids came. The fittest, sexiest women get the most upvotes and compliments, of course, but it’s still a body positive environment for everyone, where trolls aren’t tolerated.

      Reddit is a funny place. Much of it is a cesspool, but it’s also a useful learning tool if you’re looking for things outside of the mainstream. I’ve been doing a lot of educating myself recently. You just need a strong constitution to take some of the stuff you’re going to see. I’ve dipped my toe into some communities that made me feel like I needed a shower. Some of them I couldn’t get out of fast enough. Even in groups where the men claim they worship women, misogyny runs rampant. Beware where you click!

      John’s go-to subreddits are about the hotwife lifestyle and as I’ve followed him there, I’ve learned a lot. He goes there to share stories about my exploits, and he basks in the compliments about how hot and perfect I am. I must admit, I enjoy that positive feedback too. The constant stream of adoration encourages me to push my boundaries—even if it may not be healthy.

      I feel a growing tingling in my pussy as I read the comments on John’s posts and my own pictures. I hate to sound like a cliché, but it’s been a journey of self-discovery since John gave me the selfless present of a small orgy for my birthday. I knew my sex drive was probably higher than normal, and that I was open to a lot of things in the bedroom, but I never acknowledged how much I enjoy attention. I’ve always tried to look nice, but I didn’t crave attention in the past the way I do now. I love what I get from my guys, I’ve also started to notice when men give me a second look out in public. I love it when I catch someone checking me out—looking for just a moment too long—and when I know a guy who’s just passed me turns to check out my butt. I’ve changed the way I dress in subtle ways, but thus far I’ve resisted the urge to go too far and slut it up. I suspect John wouldn’t mind if I did.

      The other thing reddit has done for me is give me a place I can vent and share what I’m up to. I’m not about to open up to my friends about my husband sharing me, or about sneaking out to meet my younger lover. We attend an open and affirming church, but they aren’t that open. The other ladies in my women’s group would faint if I even hinted at my secret life. Even my close friends are too used to good-girl Carol to accept new, slutty Carol. It’s one thing to laugh about sex or share vibrator tips over wine, but it’s quite another to brag to your best friend from when you were in nursing school together about how big your lover’s cock is. I can’t expect them to understand, when I can hardly understand my behavior myself. So, I’ve found a new group of girlfriends on reddit.

      That confessional subreddit has been a godsend. It’s moderated by all women and it’s private, so there’s no slut shaming. It’s a mix of women with secrets. A lot of the women are cheating—physically or emotionally—some are hotwives and swingers, and some just wish they were doing something other than being bored in dead-bedroom marriages.

      The women in the group know me now and I post freely, but I held my breath after I made my first post about that night with Conner, Noah and Mateo. I hadn’t seen anyone post about anything that extreme. To my surprise I got a lot of go girl! comments, a few concerned comments that struggled to be nonjudgmental, and a flood of questions. The questions were great, because they made me really think through how I felt about what I’d done. The support of my ladies gives me the confidence to move forward with whatever it is John and I are doing. This is my latest post:

      I think I’m losing it. I had maybe two minutes alone in my ex’s house and I used it to take a topless pic to send to my lovers. I almost got caught and I thought I was going to die! The risk was such a huge turn on! My heart was pounding, and I was so wet!  The ex came home and I know he knew I was up to something and the strangest part is that I loved he suspected something. It was like we had a moment with his current wife standing right there. It’s not like I want him or would even consider going there, but the tease felt incredible. This is all on the heels of sneaking off during work to take pics for my husband. I’ve got to get a grip. I can’t let this stuff spill over into my real life.

      The responses to my post were great, as always. I appreciated the women who said that yes, I need to take a step back before I do something I regret. A couple women commented that I should just do what I feel, and I should be proud that I was able to stick it to Don. But it’s the women who relate who make me feel better. A sampling:

      “Perfect. Love it when I can make the ex eat his heart out. I say go further!”

      “You’re living your best life. Be bold. No regrets!”

      “I used to love flirting with my ex when I dropped off the kids. Turned into sleeping with him again. We’re both married to other people now, but we still sneak off and screw each other. We get along better than ever. Sure you don’t want to go there again?”

      “The new wife probably hates you. Nothing wrong with getting a little payback.”

      My favorite response is from Swingteach77:

      “Totally get what you’re feeling. When hubby and I started swinging I couldn’t get enough. I loved all of it. Loved taking photos for our profile and got off on thinking about the guys who’d see them. And I wanted to go back to the club every weekend. Enjoy every bit of it while it’s all fun but be careful because pushing the envelope can get addictive. Try to think before you act, even when it’s not easy. Or go wild and figure it out later! :) If you ever want to chat pm me.”

      Swingteach77 makes me feel it’s okay to lose myself a little bit and enjoy it all. I can tell she gets it, and I’m tempted to send her a private message. I really should just have my fun and not worry so much. John is encouraging me. My guys would love it. After 40 years of being the daughter and wife and mother, maybe I deserve to be irresponsible and have my fun for once.

      My reddit time today leaves me feeling energized when I go for a run. Some days I have to push myself to work out—it just keeps getting harder with time—but today I bounce out of the house. Fitness has always been part of my life, but knowing I’ll be naked for guys more than a decade younger than me is great motivation to push myself hard on my run. The cardio lets me keep drinking wine and beer, while yoga keeps me flexible and tight. My guys do love to test my flexibility.

      My guys come to mind in the shower, as I think about how much they want to see me again. It’s been a couple days since John encouraged me to stop teasing them, but I haven’t made a move to see them again yet. I’ve flirted back and forth with Noah and Mateo by text, promising I’ll see them soon. The possibilities of that potential date flash in my mind, and the temptation becomes too much.

      The tile is cool against my back as I hold the shower massage wand in my hand and twist the ring to the pulse setting. Eyes closed, I imagine their hands all over me. That first night they took charge and there was no turning back. Noah and Mateo undressed me together, sat me down and presented their cocks to me. That was only the appetizer. As soon as they had me on the bed, I had one of them in my mouth, the other in my pussy. I direct the warm jets of the shower massage at my mound, just above my slit. I jump and gasp as vibrations proceed down through my sex. The shower massage is powerful, which is why I don’t use it too often. A girl could get addicted. I rub my slit as I direct the water jets in a tight circle, moving lower. I’m steadily moaning, imagining strong hands holding onto my hips and my head. Mateo’s dirty encouragement rings through my mind: Look up at me, baby. So beautiful. That’s it, Carol, suck it like that!

      My fingers act as a shield from the water jets, but their power transmits down, sending those good vibrations right down to my clit. My sharp cry sounds so loud in the echoey bathroom, even with the water running. I climax hard and fast, yelping like a surprised animal. My clit throbs so hard it’s almost painful and I have to direct the water away, letting the shower massage wand dangle on its hose, crazily spraying water around the shower. I don’t stop rubbing my clit, but I redouble my assault on the little nub. I roll a thick, pink nipple between my fingers and double over forward on shaky legs as I climax a second time. I kneel, crushing my hand between my thighs. The humid shower air seems too thick to breathe, and for a second it feels like I might pass out. That would be an embarrassing way to be found, passed out in the shower from masturbation. It wouldn’t do at all.

      I slowly catch my breath, wondering how I’ve become such a sex fiend. It seems that all I do is think about sex anymore. If I’m not teasing my guys or making love to my husband, I’m messing around on reddit. I think about Swingteach77’s warning that this could all become addictive. Perhaps she’s right. But if she is, there are worse ways to go.
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      Work is a blur. I don’t stop moving from the time I arrive until well after the dinner break. Some of my co-workers gripe, but I like to keep busy. It makes the time pass faster. I genuinely like interacting with the patients as well and doing what I can to make their stay more comfortable. Some people are a pain, but I don’t let them get me down. The nastier someone gets, the more I smile, but not necessarily to do them a favor. They don’t know what to do when you kill them with kindness. I get backed up sometimes when I spend too much time in a patient’s room, but there’s always time to catch up. I miss that busyness on the late shifts. Time just drags after 9 or so. Every tick of the clock is an eternity.

      I pass the time-sharing flirty texts with my boys. Mateo works hard to convince me to change my weekend plans so we can all meet up, and I tell him I can’t, but promise once again that it’ll be worth the wait. Noah pushes for more sexy pictures, or even better, he wants me to sneak away to a quiet corner of the hospital for a dirty video call. God, it’s tempting, and a thrill shoots right down my spine to my pussy when I consider doing it. I’m finally accepting my new self and I’m not as shocked to be considering it as I should be. I text my husband on the side, asking: Should I do it?

      [John] will you get caught?

      John’s concern for my safety was nice, but that wasn’t the reaction I was looking for. I wanted to know if he wanted me to do this!

      [Me] yes. U know there are lots of spaces in a hospital. Should i?

      [John] go for it

      I wanted him to show more enthusiasm, make me feel sexy, but John has trouble with that. I think he’s still afraid to show too much excitement around me being with other men—except when we’re in bed fantasizing about it. But I don’t need my husband’s permission to do this. It scares me how much I want to, which makes me want to say no. I really need to draw a line between my normal life and my burgeoning kinky life, and the episode at Sue and Don’s proves that. Before I can give him my answer, another text chimes through on my phone.

      [Conner] I’m downstairs. Can u sneak away?

      I stare at my phone. Conner isn’t in this text group, so he couldn’t know what Noah was proposing, unless they’re backchanneling me. It’s like the world is conspiring against me. Fate doesn’t want me to behave and be the good girl. Clearly the universe wants me to be the kind of irresponsible slut who sneaks away from work to fuck her hot, younger lover.

      [Me] I don’t know. Probably not a good idea

      [Conner] u must get breaks

      [Me] they aren’t long enough for that!

      [Conner] I promise to be quick

      That’s the last thing I want! Conner means long, sweaty, leisurely afternoons in bed, not a quickie in a backseat or a utility closet. His frame is so big I don’t even know if he’d fit in a utility closet, although… I was just telling John about all the places to sneak away to in the hospital. Real life isn’t quite Grey’s Anatomy, but there is plenty of hanky panky going on between the doctors and us nurses—and the techs…and everyone else.

      I usually struggle with the temptation to play with my guys over a video call from work. There is no struggle when it comes to Conner. I dampen just thinking about him. I turn to the other two women working the floor with me.

      “Do you guys mind if I sneak off and take my next break early?”

      “Just keep your phone on,” Dolores says. We’ve worked together for years, and nothing fazes her. I wouldn’t say we’re friends—not outside of work anyway—but we always get along. The key to Dolores is knowing she doesn’t tolerate bullshit.

      “Sure. Nothing’s going on here,” Inez adds. I don’t know her as well as Dolores, but she’s always nice. When she’s not working, her head is buried in her phone. That used to bother me, but now I’m just the same.

      “Thanks, girls.”

      I slip around the corner and text Conner that I’ll be right down. He can’t just walk into the hospital at this hour without a justification, so I have to meet him at security. Technically they shouldn’t let him in without a very good reason, but I’ve been bribing Andre downstairs with baked goods for years. He hasn’t batted an eye in the past when I snuck John in for “coffee.” Conner isn’t my husband, but Andre won’t give me a problem. But before I go downstairs, I make a pitstop in the locker room and dig my make-up out of my purse. I only wear minimal make-up to work, and while Conner has seen me right after yoga—sweaty and depleted—I want to present him with a certain image, so the make-up gets re-done and I take my hair out of its twist and brush it out. It just goes to show that men have no idea how much effort we put into preparing for them when they think they can just show up whenever.

      Conner waits at the security desk and I pause just to drink him in. This is what guys do with us, isn’t it? His blue plaid shirt is tight enough to show off how muscular he is, and the bulge in his jeans promises the toe-curling orgasm I’ve been craving since the last time I was with him. His dark eyes—so dark they look black from a distance—dart around as he impatiently waits for me.

      I feel heat rise to my cheeks when I arrive at the security desk to collect my lover, as if Andre knows why Conner is there. This is a problem for me. I love this new side of myself I’ve discovered, but I don’t know how to own it seamlessly yet.

      “Hey, Andre. How’s it going tonight?” I ask.

      “Quiet. Not much ever happens here.” The guard looks from me to Conner and I swear he’s judging me.

      “This is my cousin, Conner. He’s in town visiting for a while.”

      Conner gives him a nod.

      “Nice to meet you,” Andre says. He’s not a small man himself, but he’s got to look up to Conner while sitting in his chair.

      “We’re just going to grab a cup of coffee in the cafeteria while I’m on break. Can I grab you anything while we’re down there?”

      “Nah, I’m good.”

      I’m relieved Andre doesn’t want anything, as we won’t be going anywhere near the cafeteria. I snag Conner’s arm and pull him past the security desk before Andre makes him sign in. Luckily Andre isn’t always strict about procedure.

      “We’ll see you later then,” I say, already leading Conner away.

      “Tell John I said hey. I haven’t seen him around in a long time,” Andre calls after us.

      “Will do,” I reply, my heart in my throat.

      He knows! Andre thinks I’m cheating on my husband! Ohmygod! What if he gossips? I should take Conner to the cafeteria, just have coffee, and send him home. Someone would see us, even at this hour. It would look like an innocent coffee date—nothing to gossip over. But I don’t do that. With many glances over my shoulder to be sure we’re not being watched and probably looking guilty as hell, I lead Conner in the opposite direction, toward Radiology/Imaging. The hallway is dim and deserted at this time of night. Unless the ER sends someone up for a scan, the department is mostly empty at night. The most likely destinations for ER patients are X-ray and CT, so I know we’ll have some privacy down in the ultrasound suite at the end of the hallway.

      I lead him through the small waiting room and back into one of the scanning rooms, clicking the door closed behind us. It’s a small room, dominated by equipment and a padded exam table next to the scanner. A big, comfy chair sits off to the side. The only light is the glow of dormant machines with their blank, faint screens and indicator LEDs, and it’s silent except for the hum of exhaust fans. The room has an eerie, still feeling I’ve never felt while there for official business. I turn and slide right into his thick, muscular arms.

      “You really shouldn’t be here. We shouldn’t be here,” I whisper, barely louder than the sleeping machines.

      “You could have sent me away.” His answer is matter-of-fact.

      “I know. I didn’t want to.”

      Conner is ruggedly handsome, with imperfect features—a crooked nose, surely broken in a fight, a small scar on his wide, stubbled chin—that add up to perfection for me. I can appreciate the male model type too, but I prefer men like Conner who just ooze masculinity.

      “I hoped you wouldn’t want to.” He gives me a small, lop-sided grin, which makes my heart flutter like a hummingbird’s wings. He’s not the smiley type, so when he does favor you with a smile, it melts you.

      “This can’t become a thing,” I warn him. The words sound impotent even to me.

      “Anything you want, babe. I’ll take you any way I can, Carol.”

      “You’re going to be the death of me,” I sigh, pulling his lips down to mine.

      My body comes alive when our lips meet, like an electric charge running through me. His big hands massage my back before drifting down to grab my butt and pull me tighter against him, nearly lifting me off my feet to make our kiss easier. He’s a big man—a foot taller than I am. I’ve said I was never the hard-to-get type, but it’s almost embarrassing how easily Conner affects me. My nipples stiffen in my bra and my pussy dampens just from being in his arms and kissing him. He kneads my curvy butt, and it makes me wish he’d rip my scrub pants right off.

      Conner backs me toward the exam table, and the stool skitters across the floor when I bang into it. He lifts me onto the table, crinkling the paper cover, and I pull at his shirt, rewarded by the little clicks of its snaps coming loose. My fingers trace the lines of his tattoos, forming sleeves on both arms. They are vivid and colorful, mostly Marine-themed images, but they blend together in the semi-darkness of the ultrasound suite. Bold tattoos like that aren’t my thing at all, but they’re one of the things that draw me to Conner. I love that he’s so different from any man I’ve ever been with. It’s like I’ve been waiting my whole life for my chance with a stud built like him.

      I discard my glasses onto the bed and kiss Conner’s nearly-hairless chest, my lips following the curves of his hard pecs and six-pack. His body is incredible. Being pressed against him is like being held against granite. I kiss his pecs and he shudders when my tongue flicks across his nipples. He hisses and gently holds my head, thumbs delicately stroking my cheeks. His moan is like a purr when I suckle his nipples, and he gasps when I give one a nibble.

      “Carol…babe…”

      I learned during our previous afternoon together how much Conner loves his nipples teased, and I’m eager to please him. While my lips tease, I reach low and rub him through his jeans. His big member feels like it’s ready to tear itself free. I open his belt and jeans like an expert—maybe I’ve been doing this too much lately—and reach inside his tight boxer-briefs to grab his hot cock. He fills my hand and then some. Conner grunts when I stroke him and pushes his jeans down to give his snake some breathing room. It springs free and I stroke it, unable to close my fingers around it. Both of my hands don’t cover it. I don’t need a ruler to tell me he’s huge—bigger than any other guy I’ve been with—and I love every inch of it. For the first time in my life I understand size queens. I don’t need someone as big as Conner to be satisfied, but he gets it done in a way like no other.

      “Damn…Carol…damn…” His voice is a low moan. He gets the need to be quiet. I hope I can be as disciplined when the time comes.

      “I want you, baby. I want you, Conner,” I breathe, pressing my face to his chest.

      “Come here, babe.”

      He bends down. We kiss. He pulls my scrub top over my head, breaking our kiss for an agonizing moment. Conner palms my breasts through my bra and I still feel his strength, even through the padding. I push at his hands, once again trying to will away the clothes that keep my skin from his. He steps closer and his cock presses up along my stomach, almost reaching between my cleavage. Conner frees my breasts and pulls at my pants, as impatient as I am, making my phone drop onto the exam table from where it’s tucked into my waistband. I lift myself off the bed and he yanks them down my legs, dragging my panties halfway off my butt. I pull them off the rest of the way. I’m glad the underwear I picked for work is as cute as it’s functional. We both laugh when my pants and panties hang up on my sneakers. Conner holds my legs up and rips my sneakers off, tossing them over his shoulder to thud against the door. I shouldn’t be stripping down like this in the hospital. I’ll never be able to cover up if we’re interrupted, but I need him and I’m not thinking clearly.

      I hold his cock with both hands as he moves in close between my legs and puts his hands on my hips. We share brief kisses, but mostly we stare at each other, Conner’s dark eyes smoldering down into mine. The emotion I see there is a little scary. I’m another man’s wife, Conner cannot fall for me. He says he understands, but does he really? He wants me all to himself. Conner knows he’s still sharing me with his friends—he says that doesn’t bother him either—but he’d prefer our time to be one-on-one. I could deny him. Tell him it’s the group or nothing, but the truth is that I want this too. The emotion I see in his eyes is scary because I too feel some of it. I don’t feel like I’d leave my husband for Conner, but it’s wrong even to feel anything like this for another man. I know for this all to be as safe as possible it should just be about fun and sex, but I don’t know if I can do it that way—not entirely.

      “Put it in,” he tells me, voice husky and thick with desire.

      “Yeah? You wanna fuck me?”

      “You know it, Carol. All goddam night.”

      “Mmm, I wish. But not here, baby. We don’t have all night.”

      Conner slaps the exam table beneath me and smiles.

      “This is kind of like doing it in a doctor’s office. I like it.”

      “Is that one of your fantasies?”

      “I dunno. It’s just fun. I guess so.”

      “Then let me fulfill your fantasy, baby,” I coo.

      “Prepare my probe, Nurse Carol.”

      “My pleasure, Dr. Conner.”

      I rub his cock against my labia, getting it nice and slick. The head bumps my clit and I moan as little flames of pleasure lick up inside me. Teasing my clit like this is great fun and it’s tempting to get myself off like this, but Conner isn’t that patient. It’s a tease to him too, and I see him tense as I rub his oh-so-sensitive head on my clit. He hikes my legs over his arms and tightens his grip on my hips.

      “Don’t be a tease, Nurse,” he warns.

      “Sorry. Will you punish me, Dr. Conner?”

      “We’ll see.”

      I direct his cock lower toward my hole and Conner pushes forward, half-burying his cock inside me.

      “Oooo…yesss…” I cry. I love that sensation of when he first opens me up and I’ll never get used to it.

      “Ugh…there we go, Nurse. Just what I needed.”

      He pushes deeper. I’m drenched, but it still hurts a little at first, like it always does. Conner might be as thick as my wrist. I’m snugly, fully wrapped around his shaft. With every move he makes, every nerve ending inside me lights up. I try to squeeze him while he’s inside me—one of John’s favorite tricks—but it’s difficult with a man so large. I lean back on the exam table, which is tilted at a 45° angle, and close my eyes, enjoying the throbbing pleasure of Conner inside me.

      Conner takes his time feeding me the rest of it. He establishes a slow rhythm, pushing a little deeper each time, until he’s bottomed out inside me. I can’t stop moaning and my mouth hangs open, ready to be used if one of his friends—or my husband—were here. I grip the sides of the exam table tightly as Conner plows me harder, pulling my butt right to the edge of the table. My entire body jolts when he slams home, and I yelp aloud. I bite my bottom lip, but it’s too hard to remain quiet when I have Conner’s amazing cock inside me. I’m helpless when I’m with him.

      “Uhnn…yeah…uhnn…Carol…babe…”

      “Yeah…yeah…god…baby…yeah…”

      The exam table is creaking loudly beneath us and I hear the side drawers rattling as we shake the equipment inside them. Surely someone would hear us if they passed by in the hallway. Fear sizzles through me as I think about being caught, but despite the risks, it just turns me on some more. I whimper harder to Conner, like I want us to make even more noise. He leans into me for more leverage and drives it home even harder. It feels like he’s going to turn me inside out, and I love it. I literally squeal with delight! Conner’s watching my tits bounce as he fucks me and I must admit, they look pretty good rebounding in the padded teal bra with a lace overlay. As he leans in more and more, my legs are pushed further back and spread wider. Good thing I’m so flexible.

      “Ooo…god…oooo god…baby…baby…ohmygod…ohmygod…Conn…yes…yes…”

      “Carol…Carol…uhnn…”

      “Oooo…yeah…yeah…baby please…oooo baby…yeah…just like that…Conn…”

      And there it is. My climax hits me hard, like a smack in the face—sudden and sharp—and I wail, kicking my feet in the air as my toes curl. I come so hard I arch my back away from the table and I throw myself at Conner, wrapping my arms around him. It changes the angle of entry and now his shaft really hits my clit with every thrust. I wail louder as my orgasm whirs into another gear.

      “I love when you come, Carol. So damn hot…”

      “Oooo…god…ohmygod…ohmygod…oooo…baby…”

      “That’s it babe, come for me. Yeah…”

      “I…I want you to come too, baby. Come inside me…please…”

      “You want it, Carol?”

      “Yeah! Please, baby!”

      “Mmm, I like it when you beg.”

      “Please…please…please, Conner…oh god…please…”

      Conner pushes me onto my back again and smiles down at me with such intensity I swoon. This man wants me, and that makes me want to do anything for him. He pumps those powerful hips a few more times and announces he’s ready. This is dirtier, kinkier than it’s been the last couple of times. I like it.

      I have a sudden thought and grope around on the table until I find my phone under the small of my back. I turn on the video camera and hand it to Conner. He smiles.

      “Damn, Carol…I’m ready…”

      “Yes…please…”

      “Tell me, Carol…”

      “Please, baby…you made me come so hard…come for me…come inside me…I fucking want it, baby...”

      “Yeah, Carol…”

      “Conner, please!”

      I play it up for the camera, but I mean it too, and I come again, moaning and twisting on the table, the begging for the camera having its effect on me. Conner’s dark eyes widen as he stares down at me. I know his body now and I know his cues. I know he’s ready. Conner grunts, buries his shaft in me, and pumps me full of his young, hot seed. He grinds on me as his cock pulses and gives me what I begged for. Thank god for IUDs, because I love this moment—my hung lover bareback, coming inside me—and I wouldn’t give it up for anything. I shiver and finally manage to tighten my muscles around him, desperate to keep him inside me. I stare up at my phone, knowing how slutty I look, and I know my husband John is going to love this video. I might even share it with the others if he approves.

      Conner withdraws and I feel empty. He’s just come and he’s still half hard. We could go again if I had the time, and I wish I did. But I need to get him out of here and get back to my floor. I clean up as best I can with the tissues in the ultra sound suite while Conner dresses. My glasses are gone, but thankfully Conner finds them on the floor and hands them to me with a kiss. It’s a sweet moment. Once we’re dressed, I lean into him and we cling to each other. He’s warm and strong and I want to be in his arms all night, but I find the willpower to push him away.

      “You need to go,” I whisper.

      “I guess so.”

      “I don’t want you to, but you do.”

      “Thanks for tonight,” he tells me, and I can’t help but giggle.

      “I should be thanking you. That was…something.”

      “Every time I get to see you is amazing. You never have to thank me, Carol. I love being with you.”

      “Me too, baby.”

      I see Conner back to the entrance and this time I’m sure Andre knows what we were up to. I feel like I’m glowing. Andre would have to be blind to miss it. I can’t make eye contact with him because I don’t want to see how he’s looking at me. I tell Conner good night like he’s my cousin and we just had coffee and hope I do a decent job of selling it. If I don’t, I hope Andre is discreet. I have a dark moment in the elevator where I picture Andre blackmailing me and I have to take him back to the ultrasound suite. It makes me shiver and bite my lip. I really am losing it.
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      “I didn’t know you were expecting Conner to visit you at work,” John says. He tries to sound nonchalant, but I hear the tension in his voice.

      “I wasn’t. He just sort of showed up and I figured since he was there…”

      “You didn’t mind that he just popped up out of nowhere? I mean, it’s awfully presumptuous.”

      “I guess. Maybe? I didn’t mind. It was kind of sweet, actually. He missed me. Are you mad I saw him again?”

      “No, you’re free to do what you want.”

      “If you want me to get your permission before I see him, that’s okay, but we hadn’t talked about that.”

      “You don’t need my permission, Carol. I’m not your daddy.”

      I roll to my side and press against him, stroking his spent cock, which is slick with my juices. We’ve just had morning sex after John woke me from a dead sleep by rubbing my clit. He usually lets me sleep in after a late shift, but I understand why he woke me. He found my video with Conner when he woke. He told me what a bad girl I was, and I told his Daddy persona I couldn’t help myself. John was crazed and went hard and fast. I didn’t get to come, but it was okay. It still felt great, and I loved reliving being with Conner.

      “That’s not what you said a few minutes ago,” I coo.

      “Very funny. But seriously, you don’t need my permission to do what you do. It’s your body.”

      I’m wide awake and in a playful mood and I’m annoyed John doesn’t share it. I’m aglow from making love to John, and from Conner last night. John is ticked off at me, but he won’t admit it. I don’t want to hear it’s your body from him. As much as I appreciate my freedom, I am still his wife, and I don’t want to lose sight of that.

      “It’s my body, but I’m your wife. We took vows. I’m not free to do as I please. At least I shouldn’t be.”

      John sighs. “I know. You’re right, Carol. This is still all a little weird to me. It was one thing when I arranged something—and even that was bizarre to me, as much as I liked it. And even the second time, I arranged for Conner to be there for you. And then you saw Conner again, which is cool, but like you told me first.”

      “I ran it past you. I’m fine with doing that if you need it.”

      “I appreciate that you did. I like a heads up, I guess, but I know it’s not always possible, like last night.”

      “I can make sure it happens, John. You need to speak up about what you want.”

      “What if I’m not sure what I want? I think this works best, it’s hottest, if you’re just free to do as you like. That turns me on. But it also makes me uneasy, if that makes sense.”

      I stop stroking his cock. He’s not going to get hard again, and the mood has passed. I stay snuggled against him and play with his chest hair.

      “You feel like you’re not in control, and that’s scary,” I say, trying to read his mind.

      “Yeah, that’s it exactly. It’s not your fault, and I don’t want it to dampen your fun, but it’s something I have to sort through if we’re doing this.”

      “We don’t have to do this, you know.”

      “But I think I want to. And I know you want to.”

      “You don’t know anything,” I laugh.

      “Right. You forget, I’ve seen you in action.”

      “I want to, but I don’t have to. You come first, John.”

      Even as the words come out of my mouth, I question them. Okay, maybe I don’t have to fool around with my guys, but I really, really want to, and I’d be crushed if John wanted me to stop. I would, and I’d do my best not to resent him, but it would bother me that he’d introduced all of this and then yanked it away. But he’s saying he doesn’t want that. I take him at his word, but I don’t want his complicated feelings to hurt him—or our marriage.

      “I know that, Carol. And I love you for it. Just don’t worry about me so much and have fun.”

      “I will, and I’ll make sure I tell you all about it when I do.”

      “Perfect.” John looks at the bedside clock. “Shit. I need to get in the shower.”

      “So, you wake me up and then you leave?”

      John grins. “I’m sure you’d have no trouble finding someone to take my place in bed.”

      “I just might do that, just to show you.”

      “The operators Noah and Mateo are waiting for your call.”

      I was thinking of Conner, but it could be fun to invite the other guys over and have a whole day to ourselves. But no, I want John there, just in case things get out of hand. I don’t want to be naked and alone with the two of them—not yet. But I don’t tell my husband that.

      “I’ll make sure I set up a camera for you. Maybe we’ll Skype you at work.”

      “Okay. I’ll pass my phone around to the guys.”

      “You wouldn’t dare,” I reply, watching him, wondering if he would. No, I tell myself, but deep down I suspect he wants to, just as much as I want to be shown off.

      “I’m really getting out of bed.”

      John grunts as he levers his middle-aged body to its feet. He’s still in good shape for a guy in his late 40s. John tries to stay fit, so he’s not too deep into dad-bod territory yet, and I appreciate it. His head is shaved in concession to hair loss and he’s got a goatee. I like his look, but I’m biased. I still find my husband sexy. It’s not dissatisfaction that sends me into Conner’s arms—or anyone else’s. It’s just that variety is fun.

      “Love you,” he says.

      “Love you, honey.”
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      I was ready to sleep for a week after working my three 12s—especially since John had cut my sleep short on one of those days. I stayed in bed as late as I could, and then spent the day catching up on laundry and doing things around the house. I hit the gym and did my core routine, followed by a few miles around the upstairs track. I really don’t like running inside, but on gym days it’s easier to knock it out while I’m there than motivate myself to go home and do it after working out.

      I shower at the gym and change into a light cotton tunic over black leggings. The tunic is just barely long enough to cover my butt. The cupboards are bare at home, which means I have to stop at the grocery store on the way home. The lot attendant calls me ma’am when he hands me a cart, which leaves me disheartened. He’s only a couple years younger than my guys. Their attention is going to my head if I’m expecting every twentysomething to lust after my middle-aged bod. But then the kid checks out my butt when I pass him, restoring my faith in myself and putting a smile on my face. Suddenly, all those squats are worthwhile again. I’m pushing the cart around the store when my phone chimes with a text from Noah.

      [Noah] we wrapped up early today. What r u up to?

      [Me] grocery shopping

      [Noah] need me to swing over and check those melons for you?

      [Me] you really need better lines

      I give a little giggle anyway.

      [Noah] found any space in ur schedule?

      [Me] one day when you have an adult life you’ll understand that I can’t just drop everything to have fun

      [Mateo] maybe we should surprise u at work

      Sounds like Conner was talking at work. I suppose there’s no reason for him to keep things secret since I’m involved with all of them, but my time with Conner feels more intimate. The guys are all contractors together. I’ve only thought about it in passing, but now I wonder how much they discuss me while going about their work. Did Conner come in gloating about how I dragged him into a quiet corner of the hospital and couldn’t get him out of his clothes fast enough? I’m feeling a bit ashamed as I think about my guys hanging out and discussing what a slut I am. But it’s not just shame I feel. It’s so wrong, but I’m also proud that three sexy younger guys might be spending their days discussing what they did and want to do with me.

      [Me] what would you do if you did?

      [Noah] strap u down to 1 of those exam tables and play doctor

      [Me] why strap me down?

      [Noah] more fun that way

      I picture his scenario and it makes me shiver. My husband must be telling tales. The guys did see our toy bag that night we were all together, but that doesn’t mean they’d know I like being restrained. What else do the guys know? Has John spilled all my secrets?

      [Me] as long as you know what you’re doing

      [Mateo] I think we’ve proved that

      [Me] I may need a reminder

      [Noah] come out this weekend

      [Mateo] u must have time for a drink at least

      [Me] just a drink?

      [Mateo] it’s a start. Maybe you’ll want more

      I know I’ll want more, but what if it’s too much? It’s crazy, but I consider meeting the guys for a drink. The plan for tonight was to stay in and watch a movie with Brandon, maybe Isabella, and John, of course. We haven’t had a family movie night in a while. I was perfectly content to spend a quiet evening in with the kids, but temptation tugs at me. I feel John’s not-so-subtle pressure to meet up with Noah and Mateo, plus my own desire to see them again. A drink could be good, I tell myself. If we’re out somewhere in public, I’ll be safe from temptation—if I don’t let them whisk me away to somewhere private. I reason that If I meet them early, that’s less likely. I’ll tell them I need to be home for movie night—no time for craziness. I shoot John a quick text, asking if he’s free after work.

      [John] no dice, babe. I’ll be here late. You should go see them anyway

      [Me] are you sure? Feels risky.

      [John] it’s a drink. In a bar. They aren’t going to attack you. Nothing will happen if you don’t want it to. and I’ll be there next time you see them

      [Me] you want something to happen

      [John] I’m just along for the ride. It’s all about what you want babe

      I feel that mild annoyance again that John won’t just tell me what to do. I hate it in real life, but he knows I want it in these situations. I take another stab.

      [Me] what does daddy want me to do?

      [John] daddy wants you to be as naughty as you like. If you’re really bad I’ll take care of you later

      [Me] ok daddy

      I smile wickedly and squeeze my thighs together as I consider this. I guiltily glance around and there is a woman standing just beside me in the cereal aisle. Her sour look makes me think she was reading the texts over my shoulder. My cheeks go red, but I want to defiantly stick my tongue out at her or something. I’m not that brave, so I push my cart rapidly down the aisle, where I almost ram another one turning the corner. The man pushing it smiles and we stumble over ourselves apologizing to each other. His apology might be more meaningful if he wasn’t staring at my chest. My cheeks flush more deeply when I notice my nipples are plainly showing through my tunic. Having this stranger stare at my tits—even though he’s not my type—arouses me some more and I swear my nipples get harder. He finally looks me in the eye as we disengage our carts. I smile awkwardly.

      “Nice running into you. I’m Dave,” he says.

      “That’s okay. I’m Carol.”

      “You should let me make it up to you.”

      “Sorry, Dave,” I reply, waving my wedding rings at him.

      “Doesn’t mean you can’t have a coffee,” he says, and shows off his own ring.

      A lunchtime quickie with this married man flashes through my mind—a sweaty encounter in a cheap motel room where I slink away afterward with my eyes cast downward—and I grip the handle of my shopping cart more tightly, pushing the tempting scenario away from my mind. It’s not about Dave, but the situation, the chance to misbehave. Luckily, I don’t have to go to those extremes because my husband allows me to be as slutty as I want to be. No sneaking around for me. I doubt Dave’s wife feels the same.

      “Can I bring my husband?” I ask.

      Dave cracks a smile. “If that’s his thing.”

      If only you knew, buddy, I think. “And your wife?”

      “Not her thing.”

      “Sorry, Dave. But it was nice running into you.”

      I leave him in the dust, certain in the knowledge he’s staring at my ass in my tight black leggings. I pause to give him a longer look and text my guys, telling them I’ll meet them for happy hour, stressing it’s just happy hour.
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      I make the guys pick the place because I sure as hell wasn’t going to meet them at one of the brew pubs John and I regularly haunt. I also insist it must be out of the way so there was no chance I’d run into anyone we know. I have no idea how I would explain to our friends why I was meeting two fit, younger men for drinks while my husband was nowhere to be found. They send me the address for a place called The Squire, promising there is no chance I’d run into anyone I knew there.

      After I put the groceries away, I draw myself a steaming bath and freshen up my grooming. No, the guys won’t be seeing it—at least not this evening—but I enjoy the ritual of preparing myself before I see them. I used to keep a neat, slender landing strip down there, but I shaved it bare for John for an anniversary—the night he first shared me with the guys. I’ve kept it smooth and clean since then, like somehow I always knew I’d be seeing the guys again.

      All this attention to my pussy gets me pretty worked up, and I close my eyes and think about Dave from the supermarket, who had the audacity to flirt with me even though we’re both married. I think about the cart boy checking me out, and then I think about the evening to come and I bring myself to an easy, gasping, moaning orgasm. I could slip off and take a nap in the tub after that, but I need to get ready. The bar where the guys want to meet is about forty-five minutes away, and I still need to make myself pretty.

      I want to look good for the guys, but I don’t want to be obvious, and I don’t want to look like I want them to take me home. I also don’t know what kind of bar this is, so I try to keep it tame. The sleeveless, white mock turtle neck is clingy and flatters my figure without highlighting my flaws, while the right bra makes sure I have all the right curves. The top is paired nicely with a black A-line skirt. I’d normally wear tights with the skirt—it’s not slutty short, but it doesn’t reach my knees—but I skip that for the boys and pull a pair of black suede over-the-knee boots from the back of my closet. I love them, but never have an excuse to wear them. A thin belt at the waist, a chunky silver pendant on a black ribbon, and a sweater complete the outfit. I brush out my honey blonde hair and leave it down. A turn in front of the mirror makes me smile. I look good, but not like I’m going out to score. I hope my guys will agree. I scoot out of the house just before the kids arrive home from school.

      I shake my head when I pull the family minivan into the parking lot of The Squire. Noah was honest when he said I won’t run into anyone I know here. He neglected to mention that’s because Squires is a gentleman’s club, at least that’s what I infer from the two silhouettes of women on their sign and an announcement posted for an upcoming Amateur Night. I also note that it’s Ladies Night. Did Noah know or is it a lucky coincidence? I almost back out of my parking space as soon as I’m in it and turn around for home. This isn’t what I bargained for. It’s not my first time at a gentlemen’s club, but it has been a very long time. The last time may have been John’s 40th birthday. We went a couple times before that when we were dating, and he was trying to help push my boundaries. It was always fun, but I felt protected with John on my arm. I don’t know that I’ll feel as safe with Noah and Mateo as my companions. I’m already nervous about seeing them again, and now I’m expected to do it at a gentleman’s club. I text my husband: Did you know this place is a strip joint? I nervously tap the steering wheel as I wait for a reply.

      [John] no but that’s awesome!

      [Me] is it?

      [John] yes?

      [Me] not so sure about this

      [John] you’re a big girl. You can handle yourself

      [Me] I’m daddy’s big girl

      [John] yes you are. And don’t forget it. Daddy wants a full report when you get home

      My texting with my husband is interrupted by one from Noah, reading: We’re here. I look over toward the front door and see my guys waiting for me—minus Conner. I wish he was here. I’m comfortable with Conner now, and he’d be the next best thing to having my husband with us. But as I look at them, I see Noah and Mateo also look anxious. That relaxes me. I don’t really have anything to worry about, do I? They were perfectly behaved the last time I saw them—given the circumstances. John is right, they aren’t going to push me into anything. We’re just going to have a drink or two, chat, flirt, and I’ll be out of there. Besides, I’m sure they’ll be distracted by all the half-naked girls walking around. I need to school these guys that having lots of other women around doesn’t make a girl feel special. I pull my sweater on, firm up my resolve, and hop out of the minivan to meet my guys.

      The guys see me and smile and wave. It doesn’t relax me any further. My ease upon seeing them is evaporating with each step I take closer to them, and my stomach floats higher into my rib cage. I realize I barely know these guys. I’ve gotten to know Conner by spending time with him, but that’s not the case with Noah and Mateo. They surprised me in a club, we chatted briefly, danced, and went back to our suite. There was very little talking after that, they kept my mouth quite busy. Our texting has mostly been flirting. I want to get to know them the way I know Conner. Lusting after them is fine, but it’s more fun if I like them, too.

      Noah is on the right, lanky, but as tall as his friends, with blond hair pulled back into a ponytail. He gives me a goofy smile that makes me think he’s stoned, but he’s looked that way every time I’ve seen him. I used to be scared about his using power tools when they were all working on our house. Mateo, beside him, is his polar opposite. Mateo is taller, stocky and dark, with olive skin and thick, black hair shaved on the sides and gelled back on top. He’s so handsome he’s almost pretty, with padded, sensual lips. Those lips felt incredible on my body—and seeing them—I want to feel them again. Much like Conner, I imagine Mateo could rock my world one-on-one, but he’s still impressive working with his friends.

      “Are you guys serious?” I ask, standing back from the guys. It feels safer to keep my distance.

      “What? You said you wanted to go somewhere no one would recognize you. Are you a regular here?” Noah says. “What time do you go on?”

      “Haha,” I reply.

      Mateo elbows Noah and says, “I told him you’re too classy for a strip club. This isn’t your kind of place. We can take you somewhere else.”

      “I didn’t say I’m too classy, but it’s not the kind of place I usually hang out.”

      “Have you been to a strip club before?” Noah asks.

      I smile. “Maybe. Not ready to give all my secrets up yet.”

      “Damn, Mamá. You look sexy as hell,” Mateo says, nakedly eyeing me up and down.

      “How do you always look so fucking hot?” Noah asks.

      “You guys are just saying that to get into my pants.”

      Mateo closes the gap between us and slips an arm around me. He plants a slow, warm kiss on my cheek and breathes, “I want to get into your pants because you’re sexy as hell, Mamá.”

      I catch my breath and kiss him back, my lips lingering on his neck.

      “You’d like to go in then?” Mateo asks.

      “Sure, let’s get a drink.”

      Mateo lets me go and I give Noah a hug and kiss, so he doesn’t feel left out. I think of how I’ll have to balance my attention between both of them for the night and wonder if I’ve got it in me.

      I walk inside the club between the boys. It’s not a dive, but it’s definitely a local bar, not one of those big, fancy gentlemen’s clubs, like John took me to. It looked larger from the outside and the circumference of the bar takes up most of the space, ringing a stage. The bar is crowded with men just off from work and we have to squeeze through along one wall to reach the back, where there’s some open space. I’m overdressed for the place. It’s a lot of guys in their work clothes, like my guys, who are wearing well-worn sweatshirts and jeans. Every man in the bar eyes me hungrily as I pass them and the braver ones cop cheap feels, brushing against my butt or forcing my breasts against them as I squeeze through. Tables are set up in the back, but they’re all taken. Mateo finds an open space at the bar and uses his bulk to part the crowd and gets us there. The bartender, a pretty girl with jet black hair and a nose ring, in a see-through top, comes right over and Noah orders us three beers.

      The bar is dimly lit except for the stage, so it takes several moments for my eyes to adjust. I finally see I’m not the only woman in the bar who isn’t working, but there are only three of us, and the other two look like they’re a couple. Most of the guys who aren’t looking at the girls onstage or are milling around, are looking at me, not them. All this attention gives me chills, and I know this is a dangerous environment for a woman who likes attention as much as I do.

      “Look at you,” Noah says. “You’re glowing.”

      “I guess I am. You guys must have that effect on me.”

      Noah is right. My top, under my black sweater, is glowing like a beacon. Splashes of white paint on Noah’s sweatshirt are doing the same. I recall my husband telling me strip clubs use black lights because they help hide the dancers’ flaws. One of the girls onstage is wearing a fluorescent bikini, and that thing glows even more brightly against her dark, tattooed skin.

      “You guys work hard today?” I ask, grasping for small talk. I have to be loud to be heard over the dancers’ thumping soundtrack. It feels odd to try and build a rapport with these guys after they’ve already fucked me.

      “We were finishing a kitchen remodel, that’s why we finished early. There wasn’t much left to do,” Noah says.

      “Yeah, don’t mind getting off early on a Friday,” Mateo adds. “You were off?”

      I answer, but Mateo has trouble hearing me, so I must press my face close to his and repeat myself. He smells masculine, with a hint of sawdust, and I remember how much I enjoyed watching him work. Mateo isn’t rock hard like Conner, but he knows his way around a power tool, which is sexy.

      “I usually work one or two twelve hour shifts and then have a couple days off. I just did three twelves, so I’m off until after the weekend. I’m used to the long shifts after all these years and I like the extended time off.”

      “So, you do have some free time? You’ve been avoiding us?”

      “It’s not that easy, Mateo. I have a lot of responsibilities. It’s difficult.”

      “I think we could make it easy for you, Mamá.”

      “I hear you and Conner have been having fun,” Noah chimes in from my other side.

      “I’ve seen him a couple times.” I give him a discerning look. “I wouldn’t have pegged you for the jealous type.”

      His arm goes around my back and he pulls me closer to him. I have to adjust myself on the stool and I pull my skirt lower, lest I flash too much thigh. His hand caresses my side through my sweater and my top, and it feels nice.

      “I’m not jealous. Have all the fun you want with Conner, as long as I get to have fun, too.”

      “But there are two of you. I need twice the time to see you and Mateo.”

      “You can see me alone if you like,” Noah says.

      “I should just jump from bed to bed to bed? I couldn’t keep up with that.”

      “I’ve seen you in action, Carol. I know you could.”

      I try to picture what my life would be like if I did as all these guys wanted. Would I be able to work, or would I be kept too busy as their concubine? How slutty would it be to jump from Conner’s bed to Noah’s to Mateo’s? And John’s too, of course. We’d have to work out some kind of schedule, so I’d know where to be when. There are worse lives. I wouldn’t mind being a kept woman, pampered by the four men in my life, but that assumes they’d all be equal, which they can never be.

      “Well, we’re starting with a drink, and we’ll see how that goes.”

      On cue, the girl brings our beers and I hold mine in both hands, sipping it as I turn my attention to the girl onstage closest to us. The stage is actually two stages, with a short runway in between, like a compressed barbell. The girl near us is short but jacked up by insanely high Lucite heels. I envy her ability to dance in those things. I’d break an ankle if I tried to move like that in stripper heels. I’ve got some nice heels in my closet, but nowhere to wear them. Maybe I need to go onstage. Ha!

      The dancer is Hispanic and thick, but she knows how to move those curves. Like many of the girls, she has a lot of tattoos, which seem animated on her smooth body as she moves. She grasps the pole in the center of her small stage and spins violently on it, her hair a dark cloud around her head. I’m afraid she’s going to land in our laps, but the men around me cheer. She locks her thick, muscular thighs around the pole and hangs upside down, her hair cascading to the stage. She holds her arms out and the men cheer again. I can’t believe how long she hangs there by her thighs. I do yoga and hit the gym several times a week, and there’s no way I could do that. I remember when stripper pole dancing workouts were a thing. I didn’t have the nerve back then, but now I feel like I missed out. The dancer unhooks her bra while hanging upside down, and lets it fall to the stage. Her breasts are huge, and they hang down. She cups them and pulls her nipples. The men around me are throwing money at her, and I reach into my purse to find some singles. She’s earned it. I’m impressed. When she sees me throw her a crumpled-up bill, the dancer gives me an upside-down wink and blows me a kiss. I’m glad people can’t see my flushed cheeks in the dim lighting. She plants her hands on the stage, releases the pole, and swings her legs down to stand. Impressive.

      “Think you could do something like that?” Noah asks.

      “I’m pretty flexible, but I don’t think so.”

      “You’d be hot up there,” he continues.

      “Haha. No one wants to see a 40-year-old mother up there, believe me.”

      “You forget, I’ve seen every inch of you, Carol. I think these guys would love to see a real woman like you, up there getting down.”

      “I’ll keep that in mind,” I reply, patting his leg and taking up my beer.

      The song ends and the onstage girls cycle. The girl at the other end of the stage steps down while our dancer moves to that end. A new girl, a skinny blonde who looks barely legal, steps onto the stage in front of us. She waves to all the guys watching her but saves her biggest smile for me. Obviously, women get all the attention here. I recall also being very popular when John took me to that gentleman’s club.

      My attention is pulled away from the stage when a hand brushes across my shoulders. I know right away it’s not one of my guys. I turn on the barstool to find a tall, African American dancer with heavy, pendulous breasts swaying freely under a loose camisole top. She’s pretty, but she looks tired. I can tell her smile is forced, and I wonder if I’m better at seeing through her act because I’m a woman. I can see she just wants to get her tips and move on. Noah and Mateo on either side of me don’t seem to see it.

      “Hey, Sugar, what’s your name?” the dancer asks, putting her hands on my hips under my sweater.

      “I’m Carol, who are you?”

      “Ginger. What are you doing with these guys, sugar?”

      I’m unsure what to say, and Noah chimes in.

      “Carol’s our boss. She took us out for doing such a good job this week.”

      “She picked this place?” Ginger looks skeptical.

      “She let us pick,” Noah answers.

      “Last time I do that,” I say, laughing.

      “You’re too classy for these boys, sugar. Make them take you someplace nice next time.”

      “I will, Ginger. I’ll be sure of it.”

      Ginger pushes my legs apart and steps between them, pushing my skirt back. I keep the heels of my boots anchored on the rail around the bottom of the stool. Her hands slide from my hips and up my back. She’s massaging me inside my sweater, pressing firmly through the thin material of my mock turtleneck. I feel the heat coming off her body before she presses into me. For a moment I think she might kiss me, and I don’t know what to do, but then she buries her face in my hair and her breath is on my neck, giving me chills. Ginger rocks her body, rubbing against me. I’m aware of every man around us watching us and I freeze up—so much for my brave attention seeking.

      “Relax, Sugar. Give your boys a little thrill,” Ginger whispers breathily to me. I take a deep, cleansing breath and relax into her, our boobs pressing together. She takes my hands and puts them on her waist and resumes touching me. Her hands drift to my butt, but no one can see it inside my sweater. I feel Ginger’s soft curves and close my eyes. It’s almost like we’re slow dancing, except that I’m sitting.

      “Feels good, doesn’t it, Sugar?”

      “Mmhm,” I sigh.

      Ginger isn’t really doing much for me but being the center of attention of the dozen or so guys around us has my pulse racing. It’s much more visceral than posting on reddit. I’m removed from the attention there—except for the comments—and I must imagine what men might be doing while looking at my pictures. I was excited to post a picture in my date outfit—minus the sweater—before I left. This is different. I swear I can now feel the weight of all the attention focused on me. Noah and Mateo are the tip of the iceberg. I can feel how much all the other men want me, too.

      Ginger’s hands slide forward to massage the sides of my breasts. Her hands are under my sweater, but now the guys next to me can see what she’s doing. I gasp. It no longer matters that Ginger isn’t my type. I’m so turned on that I feel myself moving into the reckless zone.

      “How about you get one of your boys to take us to the back room and we can have some real fun, Sugar? They’ll eat that shit up.”

      It’s tempting, but I don’t want to go there, not after only half a beer. I’m still telling myself this is just a drink to get to know my guys better.

      “Sorry, I’m not ready yet. Maybe later?”

      “Sure, I’ll come back around, Sugar.”

      Ginger steps back from me and leans forward, her breasts spilling almost completely out of her loose camisole. Mateo presses a single into my hand and I tentatively hold it out to Ginger.

      “Come on, feel those tits. They look nice,” Noah encourages.

      I press the dollar into her cleavage, and she pushes her tits—they really are tits, not breasts—together around my hand. She’s warm and soft, so different from touching a man. Ginger turns and offers me her hip and I slide another single into the waistband of her hot pants. The guys also tip her, their hands lingering longer than mine did.

      “You should have gotten a dance,” Noah says, once Ginger moves on.

      “Is that why you brought me here? You want to see me get a lap dance?”

      “It’s all part of the fun.”

      “How do you know I’d be into that?”

      “Oh, I think you’re into just about anything, Carol.” Noah grins.

      “Don’t think you know everything about me because of one night. I’d never done anything like that before. It wasn’t even my idea.”

      “Maybe. John seemed pretty sure you’d be into it.”

      I smile. I can’t deny his point. “A husband does know his wife, I suppose.”

      “Anything else you’ve never done before that you’d like to try?”

      Noah swivels me to face him and steps between my legs like Ginger had, and I pull my skirt down to keep from flashing him. Now behind me, Mateo puts his big hands on my shoulders and massages them. It feels incredible and I fade back into him. His grip is firm, but he doesn’t hurt me. Mateo’s massage is just what I need after a long week of work. Noah puts his hands on my thighs, and I place mine over his, restraining him from moving closer. I sip from my beer, making a point of holding it between us. The boy needs to slow his roll a little.

      “I don’t know. Not sure what there is left to try after that night,” I answer.

      “I can think of a few things, Carol,” Noah says

      “Mmm…you’ll have to surprise me…sometime.”

      “I can’t wait,” I answer, honestly.

      Mateo is close behind me and he whispers in my ear, just loud enough to be heard over the music, “Don’t worry, Mamá. We’ll take good care of you. You won’t have to do anything you don’t like.”

      The way he’s massaging me, I fully believe Mateo knows how to take care of me. “Thanks, babe,” I coo.

      “It would be awesome to see you get a dance,” he says, adding, “If you want to.”

      Mateo is motivating me to make him happy, and I reply, “I didn’t say no. Just not yet.”

      “That’s my girl.”

      I’m turned back to face the bar and find a fresh beer, accompanied by three shot glasses of a clear liquid—Mateo’s doing.

      “I cannot get drunk. I have to drive.”

      “I’m sure John would come and pick you up,” Noah assures me.

      He’s right. My husband would probably love to pick me up at Noah’s place even more, but that isn’t going to happen, not tonight. It’s a promise I made to myself, and I plan to stick to it. But I stare at the shot and feel the temptation creeping in. We only just got here. We’re not leaving right away, so I have time to do one shot and sober up before I have to leave. I know I’m too old to be downing shots at a strip club, but it’ll go a long way to taking the edge off. I give Noah a skeptical look.

      “Just one shot. And John isn’t going to need to pick me up. I’m not an amateur.”

      “That’s what I like to hear,” Noah says.

      The guys and I toast and we down the drinks. I’m not sure what the hell Noah ordered. It burns like Everclear, but do they even still sell that? The burning spreads out from my chest and makes me tingle everywhere. The shot does its job. I’m suddenly wide awake and less tense. I look up at the girl dancing in front of us and holler.

      The girls cycle through onstage, and then they each come around behind us, looking for their tips. The girls are all younger than me of course, but I feel like I’m prettier than most of them—even at 40. Some of them seem into their jobs, and some are clearly just going through the motions with dead eyes. I feel sorry for those ones and wish I could sweep them up and carry them out of the bar. I spend most of the time asking the guys about themselves, which makes the interruptions from the girls something of an annoyance. The girls work me extra-hard, but I resist all their charms, passing them their tips and letting them move on.

      I learn that Mateo is doing construction to work his way through school, taking night classes in electrical engineering. He’s bright, and I can see him working hard to get ahead. He doesn’t have any local family, having followed a girl to town. The girl is gone and he’s still here. He’s sweet when he talks about his family and says he wants one of his own. I’m rooting for him, but I must ask the obvious question.

      “If you’re just looking for a sweet girl, what are you doing messing around with this stuff?”

      “You mean this thing with you and your husband and Noah?”

      “Yeah. I’m not the girl you’re going to settle down with. I’ve made my nest already, babe.” I put my hand over his on the bar, and he curls his strong fingers around mine. Noah is momentarily distracted by the girl dancing above us.

      “You’re the kind of woman I’d like to settle down with, Mamá.”

      “Come on, now. You don’t even know me that well.”

      “I know that you’re a good wife to your man. I know you take care of your family. You’re not running out like this every night like a lot of women would, given the chance.”

      I don’t want to disappoint Mateo and tell him how tempted I am to do just that, but he’s right—family comes first. “That’s so sweet, babe. If I knew someone, I’d totally hook you up.”

      “She’d have to be as much fun as you are.”

      “Good luck,” I reply. “Why are you doing this? I’m sorry, I have to ask. Is it a thing you’re into?”

      “No, Mamá. I prefer my women one-on-one. Never had a desire to be near another naked man. But John threw it out there and I had to think about it, right? I mean, you’re so sexy and it seemed like a once-in-a-lifetime chance. How often does a man ask you to fuck his wife?”

      I laugh. “Probably not often.”

      “I’m not shy either,” Mateo continues. “I don’t mind Noah or Conner being there. I can take care of my business. And, y’know, you see stuff in porn, I thought why not try it. And it was loco! I mean, sweet Jesus. That night…”

      “And you’re not like Conner? You don’t just want me to yourself?”

      “I’d love you all to myself, Mamá. But that doesn’t seem to be what you want—or what John wants. I have to respect your man.”

      “That’s the right answer, Mateo.” I lean in and we kiss.

      After getting to know Mateo, I think I’d like a night alone with him, but I can’t take that on right now. Besides, he’s right. I do want him and Noah. I’m a whore to admit it, but I want what I felt that night. I want to be overwhelmed and used. And I’m more confident that I want it to happen with Mateo, now that I know him. I know I can trust him to respect my boundaries. Can I say the same about Noah? I need to find out. I turn my stool to him, wondering how much of my chat with Mateo he overheard. I sip my beer and see he’s utterly focused on the girl coming onto the stage. I can’t help but look myself, and when I do, I see why he’s so transfixed.
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      The suddenly overly-enthusiastic announcer calls the dancer Lacey—surely not her real name. Lacey takes the stage with a confident strut the other girls couldn’t match. As I’d noticed, most of them were faking it, and a lot of the other ones just poured it on too strong, like they were trying to seduce every guy in the bar all at once. Lacey isn’t like that. She has a haughtiness that says she’s up there for herself. Anyone else around was welcome to watch, but Lacey would decide if any of them were worth her attention. And the moment Lacey sets her blue eyes on me, she decides I was worth her attention.

      She is dressed in the stripper version of professional attire, a tight fitted jacket over a white blouse, and a skirt so short and tight it rides up her ass with every step she takes in her six-inch platform heels, leaving the lacy tops of her thigh-highs exposed. Those shoes wouldn’t be appropriate for the office! Neither would the blouse, which is mostly unbuttoned, exposing a black, push-up bra underneath it. Lacey is tall and slender, with an athletic body. She moves like a natural dancer and I wonder if she’s had real dance training. She’s very pretty, with dramatic, almost goth make-up. Her long, ginger hair—with its straight-edge bangs—is surely a wig. She carries herself with a class the other dancers here don’t, and I wonder why she’s even working here. She’d fit right in at an upscale gentleman’s club. I hate to sound catty, but she’s just way hotter than the other dancers here. I can see that, and girls aren’t even my thing—not really.

      The music switches to Short Skirt Long Jacket, by Cake. It works with Lacey’s outfit, even if her jacket isn’t particularly long. She loses the jacket quickly, laying it carefully on the stage like she doesn’t want to wrinkle it. The neat freak in me appreciates the gesture. She stalks the stage to the music, loosening the rest of the buttons on her blouse, but she leaves it on when she takes to the pole. The blouse flaps open and I see a flash of a tattoo, black script on her ribcage.

      “Looks like you’re really into her,” Noah comments.

      “Aren’t you? She’s hot.” I reply.

      “Yeah, she’s hot. I like ‘em a little curvier, like you, but she’s hot.”

      “I wish I could move like her.”

      “Oh, you know how to move, Carol.”

      I give him a quick wink, reluctant to take my eyes off Lacey. She’s at the top of the pole and finally loses her shirt, letting it flutter to the floor. She winks at me—like I just did to Noah—and slides down the pole.

      “So, you’re into girls then?”

      “Not really.”

      Noah snickers. “Could have fooled me. Have you ever gone there?”

      “Sorta, not really. I drunkenly made out with someone a long time ago, but who hasn’t done that?”

      “It’s still hot. That’s all?”

      “I had a massage just a little while ago.” I don’t know why I don’t tell him it was the same day I hooked up with him and the others, but I keep that to myself. “It was…extensive.”

      “Really? Happy Ending? And it was another woman?”

      Happy ending makes me snicker. It makes me think of guys getting jerked off, but I guess it applies to me too.

      “You could say that,” I reply. I can’t keep the smile from my lips as I think about Natalia. I love big, strong hands like Conner’s and Mateo’s, but there was something special about the way the pretty Russian girl touched me that day. The orgasm she gave me was sharp and intense. The experience still seems like a dream.

      “You’ve got layers, Carol. And I bet no one around you has any idea. That’s why you’re the perfect MILF.”

      “You say the sweetest things, babe.”

      Noah is so different from Conner or Mateo, but he’s got his own goofy charm. I turn my attention back to Lacey on the stage.

      Lacey stares directly at me when she unhooks her bra. She holds it against her chest as she sways, wringing every last ounce of anticipation from the moment before she lets it drop. Her breasts are small, but so perky. I was never that small, but I remember what it was like to be perky like that. I’d guess she’s somewhere in her late 20s, but the make-up might make her look older. Her puffy pink nipples are pierced by little silver barbells. I think ouch when I see them, but the piercings are perfect for her. Lacey crawls around on the little stage before turning on her back and opening her legs wide. She thrusts her narrow hips skyward, her tiny g-string barely covering her. Lacey is shaved clean just like I am.

      The song changes and I’m disappointed that Lacey must move onto the far stage. I’d love to watch her continue dancing. Lacey has me tingling down below, and I guess that if I have a type when it comes to women, it’s her. My husband had that strange fantasy about me and Sue that will never happen, but if he could get me Lacey’s number, he might have a chance.

      A blonde with very large, very fake boobs is working Mateo hard, and I find I’m oddly jealous. He’s mine, honey. Move on, I think. My competitive instinct kicks in, and I act without thinking. I hop off my stool and put my arms around his arm, snuggling up to him.

      “I’m Destiny. You must be Carol,” the blonde says from the stage. She sounds like a high-pitched cartoon character.

      “I am. Hi, Destiny. You’re pretty,” I reply. She is pretty, in an average way, but that’s obscured by her comically huge boobs. Mateo can’t look away from them, and now I want all his attention on me.

      “Aw, thanks. I hope I stay as pretty as you. Mateo told me you’re his boss.”

      “Something like that.” I rest a hand on his thigh, showing it’s definitely more than that. Noah watches from the side, amused.

      Destiny smiles like she gets it. “I thought so. I was just telling Mateo how much fun the three of us could have in the back. We could really reward him for his hard work.”

      “I don’t know, Destiny. I don’t know if I like to share.”

      “I can show both of you a good time, if you’re into that,” Destiny says, brushing back my hair from my cheek. “You’re so pretty, Carol.”

      I can’t lie. I’m tempted. Lacey is still on my mind and Destiny could be a substitute to work that out, even if she’s Lacey’s polar opposite. If Mateo wants to go back with her, I’m game.

      “Not tonight,” Mateo says, slipping a dollar between Destiny’s boobs. “I’ve already got my hands full with this one. I don’t think I could handle you both.”

      “Sorry, honey. Maybe next time,” I add, hugging Mateo possessively. His arm slides around me and his hand lands on my butt, which he gives a healthy squeeze.

      Destiny doesn’t hide her disappointment. I guess she spent some time working Mateo while I was focused on Lacey. I do feel sorry for her because she’s working hard, but I’m happy to keep my boys to myself.

      “I hope I didn’t ruin your good time,” I tell Mateo, caressing his chest.

      “If you’re not into it, I’m not either, Mamá.”

      “Is she your normal type?”

      “You know my type.”

      “Do I?”

      Mateo takes my hand on his thigh and puts it right on his cock. I feel his girth through his jeans and I instinctively grasp it. My heart races as I massage it.

      “How do I know this is for me? There are a lot of women in here.”

      Hs fingers run through my hair and he holds me in place. I feel like he’s about to kiss me. I want him to kiss me.

      “I could take you into the bathroom and show you, Mamá.”

      I’m so tempted. I didn’t realize until this moment how wet I am. Has it been building all evening? My pulse is pounding in my ears. It would be so easy. Mateo could push me against the wall and hike up my skirt. Noah could guard the door and then come in and take his turn. Oh god! I don’t say yes. I try to hold onto a shred of dignity. I squeeze his shaft and tell him, “What kind of a girl do you think I am?”

      “I know exactly what kind, Mamá.” His smile says he sees right through me.

      “Maybe we should get out of here,” Noah suggests over my shoulder. He brushes my hair aside and kisses the side of my neck. I feel the goosebumps everywhere.

      This is exactly what I feared. The temptation is strong, and really, there’s no reason to resist it. We’re all grownups, my husband approves. The guys want to fuck me, and I want them. I can’t hang my hat on morality anymore—not after I’ve been screwing Conner every chance I get. It’s just my silly fears, my fear of completely losing control with these guys and not having my husband there to rein me back. But that shot warmed me up and watching Lacey dance got me really heated. Losing control sounds good right about now. You promised yourself not to, the little angel on my shoulder reminds me. I want to tell her to buzz off.

      “It’s really warm in here, isn’t it?” I ask, sliding out from between the two guys.

      I do a little hip sway of my own to the music and strip my long sweater off, fully revealing my tight, sleeveless top beneath. I hand the sweater to Mateo, who folds it and puts it on my stool. I take my beer from the bar and down the rest of it. Was that beer number two or number three? I’ve lost count, because I’ve got a nice buzz going now. Time to switch to water if I really want to drive home. I keep swaying to the music.

      “Take it off, baby,” Noah encourages.

      “Yeah, do it, honey.” That’s from one of the other guys around us.

      Am I a cliché or what? Middle-aged woman gets a little drunk at the strip club and wants to jump in? I really am better than that, even if it’s fun to pretend I’m not for just a minute. Noah and Mateo stare at the mock turtleneck hugging my breasts as I move, and they aren’t the only ones. I grab at the hem, tugging it up just enough to flash a band of pale flesh above the skirt. My tummy is not my favorite part of my anatomy—I’ve had a kid!—but these black lights are supposed to work magic, right? Mateo plays it cool, but Noah looks like he’s about to fall off his stool. My top goes no higher. Instead I step between my guys and slap them both on the chest. A fresh beer is waiting for me on the bar, and although I know I shouldn’t, I snatch it up and take a long draw on it. It hits the spot, and the hand holding it stops trembling. I pulled back, I tell myself. See, I’m still in control. I’m disappointed John isn’t with us. He’d love my behavior tonight. I can’t wait to get home and tell him. My husband will take good care of me, giving me some of what I desperately want from my guys.

      “You’re such a tease,” Noah says.

      “You didn’t really think I was going to take off my top in the middle of a bar, did you? I’m not that crazy.”

      “I think he was just hoping,” Mateo says, laughing.

      I’m barely back on my stool when hands on my shoulders turn me outward to face away from the bar. Standing there in all her glory, is Lacey. Her skirt is back in place, brushing the tops of her thigh highs, and her bra is back on with her top, but the blouse is left unbuttoned. She must have put her jacket away.

      “You need to come back with me for a dance,” Lacey says. Her voice is sensual, like golden honey.

      I just stare at her. She’s even prettier up close, and now I can tell she’s at least in her mid-20s, like my guys. She’s done a great cat’s eye with her make-up, accentuating the natural feline tilt of her glacial-blue eyes, which are even more startling up close. Lacey did not ask me if I wanted a dance. She told me I needed one. She just might be right, but I can’t answer because I seem to have lost my voice.

      “What’s your name?” she asks.

      “Carol,” I rasp, and then repeat it more loudly, realizing she couldn’t hear me over the music.

      “Are you coming back or what, Carol?”

      Lacey takes my hand and pulls me off the barstool and I don’t resist. I guess that’s my yes. She looks to my guys—who’ve been watching, mesmerized—and says, “Whichever of you pays can come back with us, but only one of you.”

      My guys scramble for their money. Mateo goes for his wallet, while Noah digs into his pocket and pulls out a wad of bills that flies everywhere. He snatches a twenty out of the air and holds it out to Lacey triumphantly. She regards him with amusement.

      “Okay, you’ll do,” she says.
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      Lacey leads me away by the hand, leaving Noah to follow us. She cuts through the crowd like an icebreaker to where a very large bouncer waits behind a little podium. Beyond him waits a doorway draped with strands of beads. Lacey turns to Noah, “It’s usually twenty-five a dance, but it’s forty for both of you to come back. Pay the man.”

      The price sounds high to me, but Noah doesn’t hesitate, forking over the cash to the bouncer. The bouncer sweeps the beads aside and we pass him into the back room.

      My hand tightens on Lacey’s because the room seems pitch black to me, except for my white sweater, which glows like the moon. Black light is the only light back here, and it’s so dim it’s more like a suggestion of lighting than actual light. Lacey confidently leads me forward and as my eyes adjust, I can make out details in the faint light. The middle of the room is empty, and the sides are draped with beads like the door. Lacey sweeps another curtain of beads aside, revealing a loveseat behind them, where she gently directs me to sit. Noah tries to sit down beside me, but Lacey directs him to sit on the slouching armrest. Lacey needs room to perform.

      She waits for a new song to begin, pushing my knees apart so she can dance between them. I sink deep into the loveseat and she looms large over me, like a goddess descending from the heavens to seduce me. I realize I’m holding my breath, looking up and down Lacey’s lean body the same way I crave men to look at me. She strips off her shirt and lays it beside me.

      “Have you had a couch dance before, Carol?” she asks.

      “With my husband,” I answer, nodding.

      Lacey shoots Noah a quick look. He’s obviously not my husband, but she doesn’t comment. Instead she starts moving to a new song. She moves sinuously to the music—some R&B song I don’t recognize—and I follow the curves her body creates like she’s hypnotizing me. I don’t know why I’m so nervous. This really isn’t my first couch dance. I did a couple with John when he took me to the gentleman’s club. Those were sexy and the girls were very good, but I knew the girls were putting on a show with me for my husband. Lacey feels more dangerous. I know she’s doing this for me—but also for herself. Noah is just along for the ride—and his money. Lacey turns and shakes her butt at me while sliding her skirt over her petite hips. She’s got a cute little butt. At forty and after a kid, I could never have a butt like that, no matter how long I spent at the gym. But I don’t envy her as much as admire her. I’m sure much different thoughts go through men’s minds when they’re receiving a dance.

      Lacey is a vision in her black bra, matching thong, thigh highs and heels. I can see a second tattoo now, a tiny hummingbird at her bikini line. I wonder what John would think if I came home with a tattoo, something small and discreet like Lacey’s. I sneak a peek at Noah, worried he’s distracted, but the boy deserves credit. He’s watching me. Noah’s more interested in my reactions than in the dancer in front of me. I smile and blow him a kiss. He’ll be rewarded for his attentiveness later.

      My attention is drawn back to Lacey when she comes closer, leaning over me, with a hand braced against the back of the loveseat on either side of me. She bends deep at the waist and curves her torso up, sweeping her breasts close to my face. She smells like vanilla and baby powder, and heat rolls off her exposed body in waves. She climbs onto the loveseat with me, knees precariously perched on the edge, straddling one of my legs.

      “You’re allowed to touch me,” she whispers. “The rules are different for girls here.”

      I remember that from my couch dances with John. Those dancers encouraged me to touch them everywhere. I wasn’t brave enough to go all the way then, but I’m a new woman now. I tentatively touch her flat, taut tummy as if I’m afraid it’s going to burn my fingers. Her skin is hot all right, but it feels nice. I’m a little envious of her toned body, but I bet she hasn’t had kids yet. I slide my hands up her smooth skin and touch the lace at the bottom of her bra, tracing the underwire. It’s a very nice bra, but heavily padded. I have one pretty similar. Lacey unhooks it and slides it off.

      “Do you like my tits?” she asks, brushing back the long, copper hair that covers them. her nipples are dark and excited, pierced with little silver barbells. All I can think is, that must have hurt. Lacey leans further forward and my hands slide over them.

      “They’re great. Really nice,” I reply.

      I cup her breasts—her tits—and massage them. They’re much smaller than mine, but a nice handful for my smaller, feminine hands. And god are they firm! I remember when mine were like that. It’s fun touching them, and I like the way Lacey presses them into my hands.

      “Mmm, I love having my tits played with. Your hands are so nice, Carol,” Lacey moans.

      “I love how they feel. They really are great.” I finger one of her piercings. “Did these hurt?”

      Lacey laughs. “Yeah, can’t lie, but it was worth it. Feels great when they’re played with. Here, don’t be shy.”

      She puts her hand over mine and rubs my thumb over her nipple, flicking the barbell. Lacey hisses and makes me do it again. Her nipple stiffens further, like a stubby eraser, and I keep teasing the barbell on my own, getting off on how much she likes it. I was afraid to hurt her, but Lacey seems to like it a bit rough. I’m so focused on her now that it’s like Noah isn’t even here, but I doubt he minds. He must be loving the show.

      “Mmm…yes…girl touches are so much better, aren’t they?” Lacey coos. I know it’s her job to sell it, but she’s convincing me she’s really into it.

      “I don’t have a lot of experience with that,” I confess.

      “Could have fooled me.”

      Lacey presses closer and her tits are in my face, her pussy against my thigh, pushing my skirt higher. She grinds on my thigh and I feel her wetness through her skimpy thong. Feeling her arousal feeds my own, and I’m suddenly aware my heart feels like it’s going to pound out of my chest. Her hand slides under the curtain of my hair, fingers running through it and her sharp fingernails tickling the back of my neck. I gasp as goosebumps run down my spine. I pinch her nipples in response, and Lacey digs her nails into my flesh. It stings just a bit, and I like it.

      “You’re so beautiful, Carol. You remind me of a friend of mine,” Lacey whispers, bringing her lips down close to my ear.

      “A good friend?”

      “Kayla and I are very close.”

      “As close as this?” I ask.

      “Sometimes. Not often enough.”

      Lacey presses her pussy tighter against my thigh and I moan. Her thong scratches across my skin and her wetness smears onto me. I don’t recall the lap dance I had with my husband being like this. I don’t remember the dancer being so into me, and I certainly wasn’t this into her. Lacey is seducing me, and I’m happy to go along. She lifts my glasses off and hands them to Noah, asking, “Can you look after these?”

      “Anything for you,” he replies, grinning like an idiot.

      “This song’s about over. You want me to keep going, don’t you?”

      “Yeah, oh yeah.”

      “You really want me to take care of Carol here, don’t you?”

      “Absolutely, Lacey.”

      “I could really give you guys a good time upstairs in one of the private rooms.”

      Noah looks uncertain. I bet he’s calculating how much money he has. I’m having a good time, but I don’t want to bankrupt the poor guy. I let him off the hook.

      “I don’t know. Let’s stay here,” I say hesitantly, even though part of me is dying to know what would happen with Lacey in a private room. I’m so damned dirty!

      “It’s okay. I can take care of you here, too. Like I said, the rules are different for girls.”

      Lacey turns around and plants her tight butt right in my lap, leaning back against me. She puts both my hands on her tits and grinds her butt against me, pushing my skirt almost to my waist. I know what this is supposed to do for guys, but I don’t have the same equipment. But Lacey knows how to make it spicy. Her head is back on my shoulder and her hot breath on my cheek gives me all the feels. She brushes her cheeks against mine and our soft skin together is divine. I massage her tits and finger her nipples and her breath gets heavy. Lacey also remembers to keep Noah looped in. She reaches out and rubs his thigh, just beside his bulge.

      “He’s not your husband, is he?” Lacey whispers, her lips brushing my ear.

      “No,” I whimper, feeling control slipping away. This dancer is perfectly pushing all my buttons. I don’t know why I told her the truth, but I couldn’t help myself.

      “Don’t worry, I don’t judge. I think it’s hot you’re taking care of yourself,” she remarks.

      I feel the need to explain myself to Lacey and tell her I’m not a cheater, but I don’t know how to do that without our sounding like freaks. Before I can put the words together, she changes the subject by dragging her lips across my neck and nibbling on my earlobe. I shiver and my hands drop to her hips as I lay back and enjoy the rising heat Lacey’s stirring in my body.

      Lacey slides down out of my lap and I whimper in disappointment. She squats on her heels, kneeling between my thighs and staring up at me from under the copper bangs of her wig. Her hands are on my thighs, massaging and pushing them apart. My skirt’s hiked all the way up at this point and she slides her hands up and down, dragging her long nails along my flesh. Lacey has my heart racing, just like Natalia did during my massage. Could I be into women and not know it for all these years? Or maybe I’m just so slutty now that anyone can seduce me.

      “I love your boots. I have a pair just like them,” she coos. Turning to Noah, “Do you like Carol’s boots?”

      “Yeah, they’re fucking sexy.”

      “Bet you want to feel them wrapped around you.”

      “That’s the plan.”

      “Don’t worry. She won’t be able to resist you by the time I’m done with her.”

      Lacey rubs her silky cheek across my thigh and plants a soft kiss so high she must feel the moist heat rising from my pussy. My panties are a scrap of black lace that hide nothing. I brace myself as she showers little kisses on my thighs. She’s going to kiss my cunt, I know she is. God, I want her to. But she’s teasing me and skips right past there and eases my top up to kiss my belly. I’m self-conscious after staring at her perfect body, but Lacey melts that away with her soft, worshipful lips. Her tongue teases my belly piercing, flicking at the jewel there, and she smiles at me with her eyes.

      “Very nice. I wouldn’t have guessed. You seem too respectable,” Lacey says.

      I struggle, but I manage to find my voice. “Not too respectable to come to a strip club without my husband.”

      “Touché. Do your other friends know how much fun you are?”

      “Mmm…no. They’d die if they found out.”

      “I like it. Only a couple close friends know that I dance. It’s sexy, having a secret life.”

      Lacey keeps pushing my top higher, playfully rubbing her soft skin against mine like a kitty scent-marking me. She stops just below my breasts and climbs onto the loveseat, kneeling between my spread thighs. She stares down at me seductively and brushes my hair back with both hands, holding my head like she’s going to kiss me My lips part and my eyes close as she moves in close. The kiss doesn’t come—not on my lips anyway. Lacey nuzzles into my hair, draws her tongue along the rim of my ear. My whole body is on edge. I feel this anticipation, like when I desperately want a man to fuck me. I want Lacey. I know she’s doing her job, but she’s got me on the hook. I’m as seduced as any guy she’s ever had in this loveseat.

      “Can I touch you, honey?” Lacey breathes into my ear.

      “It’s a little late to ask that.” I laugh.

      Her laugh in return is like warm honey. “I haven’t even started.”

      “Ohhh…” I sigh.

      Lacey slides her knee between my legs, pressing it right into my pussy. She’s right on target, and I swear I can hear the squish of my labia on her knee, despite the music. Pleasure surges through me and I instinctively push back against her knee, rubbing myself on it.

      “Mmm, that’s good Carol, honey. I love feeling how wet I made you,” she coos.

      “Ooo…you have no idea…” My voice is shaky.

      “Good. I love dancing for you. It’s so much more fun than with the guys who come in here.”

      “Yeah?”

      My head swims when she nibbles on my neck. I work my hips to get her knee in exactly the right spot, and when it’s perfect, I cry out with a start. It feels so wanton to be grinding on a stripper’s knee in the back of a strip club, but I love it. It’s dirty and sexy and I’m so damned horny. I’m riding the wave of arousal and don’t react when Lacey pulls my top over my breasts. My black push-up bra is heavily padded, making it less fun when she gropes me, but being a girl, she understands that and finds the clasp at my back. What comes next is an advantage of being with a woman. Lacey deftly helps me strip off my bra without taking off my top, pulling it out of my sleeve after some quick maneuvers. I must admit the operation is easier with help. Lacey hands my bra to Noah, who looks like he just won a prize.

      Lacey’s hands go right back under my top, finding my breasts and teasing them with a touch only another woman can understand. She starts softly but reads me and keeps going until she’s pinching and rolling my nipples. I’m going crazy, grinding into her knee, and just as I’m right on the edge of climax. Lacey reads that too and pulls her knee back right before I come.

      “Not yet, Carol. I’m still having fun with you,” she whispers, nibbling my ear in that maddening way.

      “Please,” I gasp.

      She laughs and does as she pleases with me. I realize she’s probably drawing this out to get the maximum cash out of Noah. Is this our third or fourth song? At this point I don’t care if he goes broke. I want to come. Lacey’s face hovers in front of mine, watching me as she plays with my tits. My nipples throb from her attention and I stare back at her helplessly. An overwhelming impulse grips me and I kiss her. Lacey slips her tongue into my mouth as if she’s been waiting to do it all night. I’m not going to say it was special because of her soft lips or because she’s a woman. She’s just a damned good kisser, woman or not, and I make out with her like a love-starved teenager. My fingers go through her “hair” and she has to stop me when I pull her wig askew. Lacey moves my hands back to her tits and I attack them with a vengeance, pleased when she moans into my kiss. We’re both moaning, all over each other, and if Noah isn’t enjoying watching this, he’s just not a man!

      “You’re so fucking sexy, Carol. This guy has no idea how lucky he is,” Lacey breathes, her forehead pressed to mine, ripe lips there to be kissed again.

      “I might show him later,” I moan.

      “Show him now. After all, he’s paying for all this. He deserves a treat.”

      Lacey pulls one of my hands away from her and puts it right on Noah’s crotch. He’s rock hard when I grip him through his pants. Lacey keeps her hand on mine and together we rub his cock.

      “How’s that, honey?” Lacey asks him.

      “Oh, fuck…” he moans.

      “Don’t blow your load here if you can’t get it up again later. My girl is going to need to be taken care of.”

      “Don’t worry about me, baby,” Noah boasts. His confidence isn’t misplaced. I know very well how long he can go.

      “Take care of your man,” she whispers, kissing me once more before sliding down to kneel in front of me again.

      I look over at Noah and see he’s in heaven. He’s so into watching Lacey between my legs he doesn’t even realize I’m watching him. The naked lust in his eyes makes me want to straddle him and fuck him right here. I shove my hand inside his jeans—my charm bracelet briefly catching on his waistband—and grasp his warm cock. He doesn’t have a monster like his friend Conner, but Noah has nothing to apologize about. He’s nice and long and more than a handful. It’s a tough position, and I don’t have a lot of room to work, but I figure out a way to jerk him off in his jeans.

      “Oooo…yeah…” I cry, biting my lip. It barely quiets me.

      Lacey isn’t going down on me exactly, but she is rubbing her face against my flimsy panties, her chin perfectly placed on my clit. She’s also massaging my entire slit with her knuckles. It’s incredible and I lose it quickly, seeing stars as the dancer pushes me right to the brink of a powerful orgasm.

      “Oooo…ohmygod…ohmygod…ohmygod…”

      Even with the loud music, the others in the couch dance room must hear me. We’re all behind the beaded curtains, but when I look to my right and left, I just see the shadowy figures of men receiving their own couch dances. But they aren’t focused on their girls. They’re watching me, with my tits out while a dancer makes me come and I’m jerking off one of my boyfriends. Ohmygod! Feeling the weight of their attention instantly brings my climax.

      I cry out, grinding my pussy into Lacey’s face and twisting on the loveseat. I swear I see stars and Lacey keeps my orgasm going and going. I’m afraid I might rip poor Noah’s cock off, but I feel sticky warmth spread around my hand and I know he’s having a good time. The sensations in my cunt are overwhelming, and I have to push Lacey away and curl into a ball for a second. My whole body is throbbing. The several men are still watching me, I know it, and it gives life to wild thoughts in my mind. What if they came over? What if they touched me? What if…

      Lacey’s hugging me now and stroking my hair. She asks, “Are you okay, honey?”

      “Yeah, that was just…something,” I reply, hugging her back.

      “Good.”

      We pull ourselves together and file out of the couch dance room. Noah smudged my glasses badly, but I can see well enough. The bouncer by the door gives Lacey a strange look, then smiles at me. I’m appalled by the amount of money Noah hands over, but I’m pleased he tips Lacey generously. I take his hand, and as I lead him back to the table I ask, “Where’s my tip?”

      “Let’s go into the bathroom and I’ll show you.”

      “Haha.”

      Mateo waits for us at the bar. It feels like forever since we’ve seen him, and I feel bad he wasn’t with us in the back. I promise myself I’ll make it up to him and greet him with a deep, long kiss, letting him maul my butt with his hands. He notices my braless tits pressed into his chest.

      “You lost your bra,” he says, amused.

      Noah didn’t hand me back my bra when we left the couch dance room and he doesn’t seem to have it now. That bra wasn’t cheap, but I’m not going back there to get it. Some dancer will probably keep it. I hope she gets good use out of it. Or some guy will grab it, and he’ll use it his way.

      Mateo notes the stain on Noah’s jeans, but doesn’t say anything.

      “I think it’s time for us to get out of here,” Noah says. He’s not asking hopefully, like he did before. It sounds more like a command.

      I know what I promised myself before I went out. I know what I told my husband. I know my fears about John not being with us. All of that is still in my mind, but my pussy is also soaked and I’m feeling sexy and dirty and I really want to be manhandled by my two studs.

      “Sure, let’s do it,” I agree.
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      I tell my guys that I need a minute before we leave. Mateo waits for me, while Noah disappears into the package store attached to the bar. I have to be directed back to the ladies’ room used by the dancers. It’s crowded and I feel awkward surrounded by the ladies in their various states of undress. I tuck back into a corner and text my husband.

      [Me] the guys want me to go back with them

      [John] thought you didn’t want that

      [Me] probably not thinking clearly right now. Tell u all about it later :)

      [John] go if you want to. I can cover with the kids

      [Me] I feel guilty missing movie night

      [John] it’s fine. I’ll explain. Have fun

      [Me] you’re the best

      [John] I know

      [Me] love u

      I tuck my phone away and feel guilt bubbling up. I really do feel guilty about missing family movie night. I don’t see Isabella and Brandon enough as it is, due to my work schedule. And seeing my lovers is the worst excuse to neglect my family. I don’t put up much of a struggle, though. Selfishness wins too easily. I want this. I tell myself, I need this.

      I fix my hair and make-up in the mirror. The dancers are friendly and flirty. I’m happy to flirt back. With their encouragement, I lay the slutty red lipstick on heavy. I straighten my back and tug my top down. It’s obvious I’m braless, but no one who sees me is going to complain. I run into Lacey on my way out.

      “I’m glad I caught you before you left,” she says, holding me in the doorway.

      “How did you know I was leaving?”

      “I had a feeling. You have that look.”

      “That look?”

      She leans close, lips brushing my ear that way that makes me shiver. “Like you need to get fucked,” she purrs intimately. “Which one is the lucky guy?”

      “What if I said both of them?” I’m so pleased with myself that my smile hurts.

      “I’d say right on.”

      “Thanks. Maybe we’ll be back sometime. I hope you’re here if we do.”

      “I do too, but in case I’m not, here…”

      Lacey kisses me and presses a piece of paper into my hand. She pushes past me, and she’s gone. I sway on my heels as I walk, and I look down to find a cocktail napkin with Lacey’s number written on it—except it says Lila. I just stare at it for a moment before folding the napkin and tucking it into my purse. Wait until I tell John I got picked up by a stripper!

      I don’t want to go far with my guys. Noah angles for us go back to his place, but there’s a dive motel directly across the road from the bar. It looks like the type of place that rents by the hour, and I’m sure they see plenty of traffic from the strip bar. Going into a sleezy motel with my guys appeals to the part of me that revels in slutty behavior. Mateo goes into the office to rent a room while Noah and I stand out of sight in the shadow of a loud-humming vending machine. Noah offers me a cigarette. I haven’t smoked in years and I cough, but once it hits me, that old rush kicks in. He cracks open the pint bottle in the paper bag he carries, takes a pull, and offers it to me. It’s an awful, cheap whiskey, but I drink it anyway. I even take a second pull before handing it back to Noah. I need the liquid courage.

      Mateo appears, dangling an old-school key on a plastic, diamond-shaped key chain. I didn’t know they still had actual key locks anymore. We troop upstairs and I drop the remainder of the cigarette outside the door to room 302, stubbing it out with the toe of my boot.

      The room is what you’d expect. Small, dimly lit by a lamp hanging over a tiny sitting area beside the window. The walls are done in busy wallpaper that was standard in the 90s, and the duvet on the supposedly king-sized bed is a different busy pattern. The only nod to the passage of time is a small LED television in the room. But we’re not here to watch TV, and I barely have time to take all that in before my guys are all over me. Noah pulls my sweater off while Mateo holds my face and kisses me. They both guide me toward the bed. Noah spins me and now I’m kissing him while Mateo feels my ass. It’s a whirlwind.

      I stop them from pushing me down on the bed. I am not getting on top of that dodgy duvet. The sheets probably aren’t much better, but I’ll live with those. I throw the duvet, blanket and sheets back and place my folded glasses on the nightstand, next to the ancient clock radio. The guys watch me, waiting for my next move. I smile and pull the mock turtleneck over my head, untangling it from my chunky necklace. I put a foot up on the bed to unzip my boot.

      “Leave those on,” Noah instructs me.

      “If you insist,” I reply, flashing a sweet smile. “What are you two still doing dressed?”

      My guys are off to the races. They shed all their clothes in the time it takes me to unzip my skirt and get it past my boots. I leave the tiny panties on, but I know the guys won’t. I crawl onto the bed and kneeling upright, meet them at the foot. They’re to either side of me and I go back and forth kissing them while they both touch me. Mateo caresses my breasts while Noah massages my butt. Mateo’s kisses are more sensual. Noah’s kisses just scream, I need to fuck you. I love both. They bump hands reaching for my pussy and I don’t know who wins, but someone’s fingers explore my parted labia and I jump when they brush my clit. Noah kisses me while Mateo nibbles on my neck. I’m already horny as hell from Lacey, so the guys don’t need to do much to get me going. My wet cunt sucks at the fingers teasing me, needing to be filled.

      I grab their cocks, pleased they’re hard before I even touch them. Mateo is thicker—almost as thick as Conner—but not as lengthy as Noah. Noah’s not a skinny dick, he’s just not thick like the others. He’s more like my husband, and I love John’s cock. I stroke them both, thinking how variety is the spice of life. It feels powerful to have a cock in each hand, like I have these men at my command.

      Mateo’s lips and tongue feel so good on my breast, but I pull away from him as I bend down to take his cock in my mouth. His sharp intake of breath is my stripper music as I eagerly suck him, stretching my lips around his girth, leaving streaks of slutty red lipstick on him. He gathers my hair back into a ponytail in his hand and I feel him watching me as I suck, eyes closed in concentration.

      Noah won’t allow himself to be left out. He moves behind me, yanks my panties down and pulls my thighs apart. The panties are stretched to the breaking point just above my knees, cutting into my flesh. He spreads my thighs and buries his face between them from behind, his tongue snaking into me. My startled cry is muffled by a mouthful of cock. Noah sucks on my lips and dashes his tongue up at my clit. I shake and my moans vibrate up Mateo’s shaft. My head spins and already I’m overwhelmed by having two lovers. I’d forgotten how consuming it is. Mateo takes charge and thrusts into my mouth. My cheeks hollow as I suck as hard as I can while moaning.

      “These need to go,” Noah states, ripping my panties away.

      I’m annoyed. I don’t wear cheap lingerie. I’m thinking he’ll have to pay for them when both hands grab my hips and pull me downward. He must be lying on his back between my boot-clad legs—I can’t twist to look with Mateo in my mouth—because he pulls my cunt down onto his hungry mouth. Noah’s tongue snakes deep inside me and it’s a maddening, wonderful tease. I grab Mateo’s hips for balance, and he thrusts harder into my mouth.

      “Look at me, Mamá. Open your eyes. Look at me while you suck, Mamá,” Mateo orders.

      I blink my eyes open and stare up at him. He’s smiling, like he couldn’t be more pleased. It’s a possessive smile, but I don’t mind. Right now, my mouth does belong to him. He’s pushing deeper and it’s a good thing I’ve been practicing on Conner, because he’d have me choking if I hadn’t been. I hope he’s impressed. But he’s just using my mouth. Noah licking my pussy has me so distracted that all I can do is suck. All my little tricks are out the window. My muffled, garbled moans sound crazy to my ears, but I can tell Mateo likes them. It’s part of using my mouth.

      “So beautiful, Mamá. So perfect like this. Perfect little mouth,” Mateo coos.

      “Mmm…mghmm…” I grunt, drool dripping from my lips.

      He’s not rough, but he’s relentless, and I sneak my breaths in where I can. I plead for a break with my eyes and push on his hips. He rests the dripping tip of his cock on my lips, and it bounces over my cheeks as I squirm, riding Noah’s face.

      “Oooo…ohmygod…mmm…”

      “Sweet, beautiful Carol. Such a sweet, perfect little slut for us, aren’t you, Mamá?”

      “Yesss…ohmygod…yesss…Oh!”

      Noah presses three fingers up into my cunt and sucks my clit. I come immediately, flooding his face and he slurps away, giving no quarter. My vision swims and I’m giddy with pleasure. I might topple over if not for Mateo steadying me.

      “So beautiful when you come, Carol. I love it.”

      “I…I…I…”

      I don’t even know what I want to say, and words fail me. My stuttering turns into a shriek when Noah shifts me and presses his tongue to the tight rosebud of my asshole. He spreads my cheeks and works his tongue like an expert, pushing at my rosebud until it gives, and his tongue slips past. These boys love to eat ass. It’s peculiar. I’m not as tight back there as the first time I was with my guys. Conner likes to tease me with his finger, and John’s brought the anal beads out once or twice since then, but neither feels like a tongue back there. The tongue excites me in a special way, like I’m being tickled or teased—not just taken—and the tingling pleasure spreads outward through me until I’m moaning and gasping so hard it’s almost hard to breathe. Noah works his tongue into my ass and rubs my clit with his thumb and I’m in heaven. I’d do anything for a man who can make me feel like that, and I bet Noah knows it.

      “Yeah, Mamá, yeah you love it, don’t you? Show me, beautiful Carol, show me on my cock, Mamá.”

      Mateo pushes his cock past my lips without asking. I’m not ready, not with the way I’m gasping, but I have to adjust. He pushes that thick cock deeply right into my throat, my nose nestled against his neatly trimmed pubes. My eyes water and I’m dizzy and Noah has me coming and it’s so intense I try to scream, but I can’t with no breath and a cock stuffed in my throat. My vision narrows and my climax is so intense it’s like it’s sizzling through every single nerve in my body. I seriously feel like I’m going to black out by the time Mateo pulls out of my throat. I suck in a deep breath. The world is alive with color, and I swear the busy wallpaper is moving. I’ve never felt an orgasm like this. I do scream and Mateo hugs me to his chest and as I cling to him, Noah keeps tonguing my ass and rubbing my clit and I beg him to stop.

      “Ohmygod…please…ohmygod…please…” I whimper.

      Mateo lifts me off Noah’s face and lays me on the bed. I’m still a little dazed and could use a minute, but that’s not how these guys roll. He wraps my legs around his waist and slips that fat cock into me. I love how he stretches me. I really, really do love a thick cock. He leans down and kisses me as he bottoms out in my cunt. I run my fingers through his thick black hair—it’s long on top—and kiss him like we’ve been lovers for ages. I think I’m still feeling that last orgasm, because my pussy twitches around Mateo as it clings to him. He takes me with slow, delicious deep strokes and I tear my mouth from his to moan, “Yes…yes…yes…”

      “Damn, Mamá. So sexy…so beautiful…pussy feels so good…”

      “Yes…yes…yes…”

      “You love that cock, Mamá. You need it, sweet Carol…”

      “Yes…yes…ohGODyes…”

      Our bodies rock together, me lifting my hips from the bed to grind against Mateo with every thrust. Now I can’t believe I put off seeing my guys. Being with them is amazing! Mateo is an incredible lover. He’s thick like Conner, but he has this finesse. I can’t quite put my finger on it, but there’s just something about the way Mateo moves his cock in me. I guess there’s something to the cliché about Latin lovers.

      “You’re going to come for me, aren’t you, Mamá?”

      “Yes…god…don’t stop…don’t stop baby…”

      “Damn, Mamá! I can’t. You’re so damn hot…”

      “Come…come inside me, baby…please…I want to feel you…”

      Mateo leans close and kisses me, then whispers, “Not yet, Mamá. We’re not done with you yet.”

      He shifts, slightly adjusting his angle of entry, his girth dragging against my clit. Now it’s stratospheric rather than just amazing. I’m coming again and slamming my cunt back at him, trying to make him come with me, but Mateo pulls out and leaves me writhing on the bed. I feel like such a slut being so desperate for him to come in me, but I want to please him. I want to be his perfect lover. Just like with Noah, I’ll do anything for him. I know how I look to these two younger guys, some horny, out-of-her-mind middle-aged woman begging her young lovers, but I don’t care in that moment. I want them to know I’m theirs. Being with two men taps deeply into my submissive side, and that’s what I was afraid of. I know no limits when I get like this. It’s my drug.

      “Come here, baby, it’s my turn to get some of that MILF pussy,” Noah says.

      “Yeah? You want me to fuck you, baby?” I coo and roll onto my side. But I freeze when I see him holding his phone up. I’m scared of what a guy like Noah will do with video like this. I’m even more frightened that the fear excites me.

      “I didn’t say you could record me, baby,” I say, trying to keep my voice light.

      “I’m not recording, Carol.”

      I shoot him a look, draping my arm across my breasts, trying to make it look casual.

      “I’m not recording. This is live, babe. You’re live on Skype and your loving hubby is on the other end.”

      “John?” Fear stabs through me. It felt so intimate with Mateo I’d forgotten Noah was even here. I don’t know if my husband should see me like this.

      “Yeah, honey. You’re fucking hot tonight,” John replies, his voice tinny coming from Noah’s phone.

      “He just watched Mateo fuck the hell out of you, and now he’s going to watch you fuck me, Carol. Get on over here.”

      “Do you like it, baby? John?”

      “You’re a goddess. Do what you’re told, honey.”

      John’s order brings a deep throb to the pit of my stomach—and to my pussy. You’ll never understand the complex feelings of your loving husband ordering you to fuck another man until it happens. I straddle Noah and grasp his long cock. He points his phone at my hand, and I stroke him fast before lowering onto him. Ohmygod! John is watching Noah’s cock slide into me! He can see how wet and red I am! He sees my cunt being used! The thoughts swirl through my brain and I ride Noah hard.

      “Fuck, you’re a hot MILF! What’s gotten into you, Carol?” Noah groans.

      My hands are white-knuckling on the headboard, my hips thrusting violently. The phone is pointed at my bouncing tits and my red, determined face.

      “Fuck…ooooo…mmmm…fuck…fuck…fuck me…” I cry.

      “Ride that cock! Fuck me, Carol! Fuck me, yeah!”

      “Yes…yes…yesyesyes…ohmygod…Fuck…”

      I’m shouting and the headboard is banging the wall behind us. They must be able to hear us fucking across the street at the bar. I hear John groaning through the phone, saying my name. It’s low, but from the phone I swear I can hear, “Ohhh…fuck…Carol…fuck…goddam!”

      “Fuck me, you fucking hot MILF! Fuck me hard!” Noah grunts.

      I wish I could see John. I want to see him jerking off while he watches me. I want to see how much I turn him on. I picture it. I picture him so hard it hurts, beating his cock, and coming so hard his jizz shoots through the phone and all over my tits.

      The scenario lights my fuse and I climax while violently fucking Noah. I jam that long cock deep inside me and sag forward, trembling on top of him. I’ve come so many times now that it almost hurts. My entire body is like one raw nerve, and all the guys have to do is touch me to set me off. They must think I’m like this all the time, coming at the drop of a hat. They must think I’m such a complete slut. Yes! I am!

      Mateo moves behind me while I’m trembling on top of Noah. I’m not surprised this time, except their roles were reversed last time. I was on top of Mateo when Noah slipped into my ass. I’m weak and need a break, but Noah’s cock still throbs inside me, like a beacon of pleasure, keeping me going. Noah was in my ass last time and Mateo is much thicker. This is going to hurt. I should tell them no. I let Mateo bend me forward and press me tighter onto Noah’s prick. Noah’s so deep inside me, and it shoots a thrill through me. The fat head of Mateo’s cock squeezes against my rosebud, but I don’t give way. He presses again and it grudgingly opens, but I yelp with the sting.

      “Relax, Mamá. We know you can do this. We know you love it. Just relax and take it, Carol,” Mateo encourages.

      “Just go slow, honey. You’re so big,” I whimper.

      I’m laying on Noah’s chest and he rubs my back encouragingly. “That’s it, Carol baby, just relax. You know you want that big dick in your ass. You’re our slutty little MILF.”

      “Yeah…” I pant.

      Mateo presses harder and pops past my sphincter. I howl and shift, which jams me harder onto Noah, and I grip him inside me.

      “Damn, Carol. Fuck me, that’s good,” Noah moans.

      “That’s it, Mamá. That’s it, just relax. Relax and enjoy it,” Mateo says, his voice strained. I’m sure my ass is crushing his cock.

      “Oooo…god…so big…too big…”

      “No, Mamá. You can take it.”

      “I don’t know…oooo…I don’t know…”

      “Should I stop?”

      I know he will if I tell him to. The burning in my ass makes me want to say stop, but I don’t because my cunt is also throbbing—throbbing around Noah’s prick. Mateo pushes deeper and I’m getting that full feeling I had last time. It’s a feeling of being utterly, deeply possessed by two men. I go into a haze and I can’t tell where they end and where I begin. It’s indescribable. I can describe the physical—the stretching and pulling and thrusting—but the feelings deep within me are beyond reach or words. It hurts—god does it hurt—but I like the hurt. The hurt mixes with the pleasure throbbing from my pussy, and it fills me to the brim. I don’t want Mateo to stop, and I shake my head while biting my bottom lip.

      “No, Mamá?”

      “No,” I gasp, feeling so small between my guys.

      “You don’t want us to stop, do you, Carol?” Noah asks, mirth in his voice.

      “No…don’t stop…mmmm…”

      “You like that cock in your ass.” Noah again.

      “Yeah…oooo…god…yeah…”

      “You’re a dirty little MILF who likes to get double teamed.”

      “Yeah…yeah…oh god…ohmygod…yes!”

      The guys are moving now, finding the secret rhythm they need so they can both fuck me at the same time. Mateo goes oh-so-slow and I swear it drags out the pain. Noah moves by using the little bit of give the crappy motel mattress gives him. And I’m pinned between them, motionless and moaning, a vehicle for their pleasure.

      I don’t think about my submissiveness much. I just know I enjoy it when John ties me down or spanks me or uses the toys on me. I know it turns me on to call him Daddy and be his good little slut. But is there a more complete expression of submission than letting two men sandwich you between them and use both your holes? I’m fully pliant between them and they’re taking their pleasure from me. The thing is, I love it. I love how the pleasure and pain twist together inside me like some warped, sexual DNA. I love Noah calling me a dirty little MILF. I want to be their dirty little MILF. I want to be these guys’ ultimate fantasy. Maybe I’m their friend’s mom they always wanted to fuck, or the teacher they once had a crush on. I want them to do all of those dirty things to me they always wanted to do to those women.

      “Ohmygod…ohmygod…oooo…mmmm…yes…”

      “Fuck, you’re incredible, Carol. You hear that, John? Your incredible wife is taking both our cocks again. She fucking loves it in the ass,” Noah says.

      “Yeah…yeah…fuck me…in the ass…mmm…”

      I forgot about John on the phone. Where is that phone now? We’re all pressed together. How is Noah holding it? Is it discarded on the bed and John is just listening?

      Mateo holds my hips and uses them to move me between them. It’s so intense—like being skewered on one long cock. I slide up onto Mateo’s cock and Noah slides out then I slide back down onto Noah.

      “Your ass is so tight, Mamá. Can’t take it…so damn tight…mmm…” Mateo groans, his fingers tightening on my hips.

      “Yeah…yeah…mmm…Mateo…fuck me…fuck…my…ass…”

      “Hear her begging, Johnny? Hear that little slut MILF begging for it? Bet you love that. You love your slut to be used. Don’t worry, we’re gonna use her, man,” Noah grunts, pushing up into me.

      I hear a tinny grunt and turn my head to the side. Noah’s holding the phone in one hand and it’s pointed at us. It’s shaky, but John can see everything. He can see the look of rapture on my face. God, what does he think? How can he see me as his wife after this? More grunts come from the phone. My husband must be jerking off. Noah’s right. He likes it. John wants me to be used.

      “Oooo…fuck me…please…ohmygod…fuck me…like…the slut…I…am…”

      “Damn…Mamá…Carol…”

      Mateo groans and freezes with his cock buried deep in my ass. I feel him pulse as he unloads, jet after jet of cum deep in my bowels. Feeling it triggers something in me and a strong orgasm shoots out of that soup of pleasure and pain. It grips me and I scream—scream like they’re killing me. Someone bangs on the wall from the next room, but I keep coming and screaming. My ass clamps down on Mateo’s shaft, squeezing every last drop out of him, while Noah pounds up at me from underneath. My cunt is locked in on him too. He’s moaning, saying something filthy, but I’m in too much of a haze to follow.

      I’m still in that haze when Mateo slithers out of my ass and Noah rolls me onto my back. He pulls one of my legs up, holding it by the ankle. His phone is in his other hand and he pounds me from a kneeling position. I stare into the camera on the phone, knowing I’m staring at my husband. I grab my bouncing boobs and pull on my nipples. I don’t know if I’m coming again or if it’s just all one long, hazy experience. I only know I’m still yelling and Noah’s fucking me hard, and when he’s just about worn me out, he pulls out and comes, blasting up onto my tummy and my tits. I close my eyes and try to get a handle on myself.

      “Guys…guys…I need a break,” I pant.

      Mercifully, they give me one.
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      My guys give me a break, but that’s all. Mateo disappears into the bathroom to clean up and Noah offers me a cigarette, which I accept. It calms and steadies me, making me wonder why I ever gave up smoking in the first place. I quit when I learned I was pregnant with Brandon and just never went back to it, like some women do. I’m lucky that way, I guess. Sucking the hot, acrid smoke into my lungs, it feels like I’d never quit. Noah and I chit-chat like we’re just hanging out, which is weird when we’re both naked and his cum is drying on my chest. Mateo reappears and I go into the cramped bathroom to clean up. The washcloth is suspect, but I use it anyway.

      A knot of worry forms in my stomach while I’m cleaning up and I think of my husband, waiting for me at home. Noah cut the Skype call when we paused, telling John, “Don’t worry, we’ll send her home eventually.” What must my husband be thinking? Is he sitting at home second guessing why we ever started this? I really don’t understand how he can be completely okay with seeing me like that, no matter how much it turns him on. I should hurry right home and see him. I should let him reclaim me as soon as possible. But instead I’m going to go out there naked and the guys aren’t going to want me to leave, and I know I won’t resist them. I’ll just have to take John at his word right now that this is what he wants.

      They’re passing a joint when I come out of the bathroom, and I decline when they offer it to me. I was too much of a goody-two-shoes in college to get high. I tried it a couple times with John when we first started dating and it was fun, but it wasn’t my thing. I do, however, avail myself of the pint Noah bought while they waited for me at the bar. The cheap whiskey burns my throat going down, but it’s what I need to unwind the knot in my stomach. I almost tell them I should go, but Mateo pulls me into his lap, and I am his.

      Sweet lord, it’s a wild night! My guys use my body until they can’t get it up again. We fuck in about every position and combination possible for the next couple hours. After they’ve each come a couple times, it seems they can go forever. They pass me between them—taking turns—and they share me together. I like it best when they team up on me. I’m in heaven on my knees, one of them behind me, the other using my mouth. Noah takes a turn with my ass too, and after having Mateo’s thick tool back there, I take him like a pro. I’m relieved when Noah comes for the third and final time, blasting his load on my tits as he did earlier—it must be his thing—and falling back with a roar. Mateo’s already dressed by then and he helps me collect my clothes. I take a quick shower in the disgusting motel bathroom, rinsing my hair without washing it. My guys walk me back across the street to my minivan and kiss me goodnight. It’s like we’ve all been on the weirdest, most perfect date.
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      It feels later than it is when I creep through the front door, but it’s only about midnight. The night had gotten an early start. A light is on in the kitchen and I’m relieved when I don’t run into anyone there. I grab a bottle of water and shut off the lights before creeping upstairs. I hear Brandon playing some videogame as I sneak past his closed bedroom door and will myself to move silently down a hallway that tends to creak. I’m sure he’ll take one look at me and see what a whore his mother is and be scarred for life. Isabella’s room is dark and quiet. Where is she at this hour? I see a crack of light under our bedroom door and I brace myself before opening it.

      John is on our bed, wearing boxers and a t-shirt, his standard bedtime attire. There’s a bottle of Jack and a lowball glass on the nightstand beside him. Is that good or bad? He looks up and I stop, my back pressed against the closed bedroom door. He stares at me but doesn’t show what he’s thinking.

      “Say something,” I half-whisper, knowing Brandon is awake at the other end of the hallway.

      John keeps staring, finally saying, “Take off your sweater.”

      I do, dropping it on the floor beside me. I feel like we should talk before we do anything else, but I’ll do whatever my husband wants.

      “You’re not wearing a bra,” he says. His voice is low, gravelly. He’s drunk.

      “I lost it at the strip club.”

      “Sounds like you were a bad girl.”

      “You know I was a bad girl. You saw some of it.”

      “I did. You were begging them to fuck you.”

      I move further into the bedroom, so John keeps his voice down, and I stop at the end of the bed.

      “I was. Was that bad?”

      He appears to think it over. “Daddy approves.”

      We’re playing that game, I think. That’s okay. Anything Daddy wants. A chill goes down my spine. It feels like I’ve been submissive all night.

      “Do you, Daddy? I was so bad.”

      “Show me.”

      I strip off my top and wiggle out of my skirt. My breasts are covered with red marks. My body is covered with red marks where the guys handled me. My cunt is red and puffy. The pounding I took is obvious. I slip out of my boots too and climb onto the bed, kneeling obediently beside Daddy. He looks me over, gently touches the red marks. I rub him through his boxers and feel him slowly coming to life.

      “God, they really had their way with you, Carol.”

      “I couldn’t stop them.”

      “You didn’t want to.”

      “No, I didn’t want to, Daddy.”

      “You’re their MILF dream.”

      “And you’re my daddy. I belong to you.”

      “I know. I just let you go out and play, but you always come home to me.”

      “I do. I love you, Daddy.”

      John touches my pussy and I wince. I haven’t been this sore since the last time all the guys had me, but that time John had let me rest afterwards. I doubt he will this time. I don’t want him to. I’m still wet and he smears my juices over my mound, making it shiny.

      “You’re always ready to fuck, aren’t you, Carol?”

      “Yes,” I moan, closing my eyes.

      His fingers slide back, touching my rosebud. I jump, but John ignores it. His finger easily slides into my ass. I groan and push down on it. I’m learning to love anal. As sore as I am, being touched there makes me tingle all over. I wiggle my butt, slowly moving on his finger. He adds a second and I push down, taking them deeper. My eyes flicker open. My husband is looking at me like he’s never seen me before.

      “Do you still love me?” The words just slip from my lips.

      “Of course, Carol. I’ll always love you.”

      “Even though I’m a terrible slut?”

      “Do you think you’re a slut?”

      “Yeah…aren’t I? Mmm…”

      “Someone might think that. I think you’re hot.”

      “I’m a hotwife.”

      “You’re damned sexy, Carol. Sexier than I ever could have guessed.”

      I brush my honey blonde hair back behind my ears and lean forward and kiss him. It tightens my ass around his fingers, and I moan into the kiss. I pull him out of his boxers. He’s mostly hard.

      “You’re okay with my slutty behavior? I was such a whore tonight, Daddy.” I pant.

      “I encouraged it, didn’t I?”

      “But I went so far…”

      “And I want to hear all about it, Carol.”

      “God, I was a whore…”

      “You’re my whore, honey.”

      “Oooo…god…yes I am…fuck my ass, Daddy…”

      “Carol, I don’t…”

      “Please, I need you to.”

      I don’t ask again, but straddle him, facing away. John still isn’t at full steel yet, but he’s hard enough. With one hand I spread my cheeks, and with the other I maneuver him inside me. What does he think when he sees how stretched out I am? It’s awkward, but yoga has made me flexible. I grip him with my ass and rock on him.

      “Oooo…god…” I realize I’m getting too loud and try to tone it down.

      “Carol…” John groans helplessly.

      “You feel so good, Daddy. I love you in my ass.”

      “Carol…”

      I rub my clit and ride him harder. It’s tough when he’s not fully erect, but I keep him in there. I milk his cock with my ass and rub my clit and I feel a climax coming on. I’m amazed I have another one in me, but I want to come for my husband.

      “Carol…”

      “Ohmygod…baby…come in my ass…come in my ass Daddy…ohmygod…”

      “Carol…”

      “Yes…ohmygod…yes…YES!” The last shout is too loud, but it’s so hard to control myself.

      I come and squeeze John hard in my ass and he comes, but it’s weak. I don’t really mind. I’m just pleased that I made him come. I work my ass on him until he’s too soft to remain there. He slips free and I snuggle contentedly against him.

      “That felt so good, Daddy. You’re the best.”

      John gives a little snort.

      “Really,” I insist.

      “I know that wasn’t great, Carol. Sorry, but I guess I jerked off a lot earlier, and I’ve been drinking. I can take care of you better tomorrow.”

      “You were great, Daddy.”

      “Really, Carol. Come on, I heard how you screamed for them. I know that wasn’t your best of the night.”

      “It was the best because it’s you.”

      I reach for his spent prick, but he brushes my hand away.

      “It’s really fine, Carol. Really. I don’t need to be that alpha male. I just want you taken care of,” John says.

      I want to tell him he always takes care of me, but it seems he’s getting annoyed, so I don’t. But I do wonder if he’s really as fine with everything as he insists. I don’t understand why he’s okay with these other men making me scream and doesn’t have to re-establish his dominance. That was fun, but it didn’t feel like reclamation sex as I understand it. We’ll have to talk about it, but tonight might not be the best time.

      “The boys gave me lots of videos and pictures for you,” I say.

      “Now you’re talking. Perfect. Are you going to post any?”

      “I don’t know, John. That’s going a little too far, don’t you think?”

      “I think your fans would love it as much as I do.”

      “And you’d be cool with that?”

      “If you are.”

      I can’t see myself posting pictures of me fucking on reddit, but then I’ve done a lot of things I could never see myself doing. I’ll see how I feel when I sleep on it, but it seems a bridge too far. I’m shocked John’s so good with it.

      “Christ, I’m exhausted,” he says.

      “Me too, baby. We can talk some more tomorrow.”

      “Good, because I need to hear how you lost your bra at a strip club.”

      “I think you’ll like the story. It ends with a hot dancer giving me her number.”

      “Jeez, Carol. You really are amazing.”

      “Not as amazing as you. I love you so much. You’re so good to me.”

      “Love you, Carol. I’ve never loved you more.”

      

      To be continued…
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        It was a birthday surprise Carol didn’t ask for, but she would never forget. Carol had a feeling things wouldn’t be the same after that magical night her husband, John, shared her with three sexy, younger men. She just couldn’t anticipate all the ways it would change her. At 40, she feels like a new woman, with powerful new desires.

      

      

      
        
        Luckily, Carol’s young studs, Conner, Noah and Matteo, are ready and willing to help her explore those new desires. But the young men each have desires and kinks of their own. Conner, the sensitive ex-Marine wants Carol all to himself, a condition she’s more than happy to oblige. Noah and Matteo like to share, but Noah is all about pushing Carol’s boundaries, while Mateo is a sultry Latin lover who wants to seduce the horny MILF. And don’t forget her husband, John! Can Carol balance her “real” life and keep all the men in her orbit happy? She’s not sure, but excited to try.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Stephanie’s Hotwife Seduction

          

          By Kirsten McCurran

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Stephanie is on a rare date night with her husband Andy when they spy a curious sight. Her coworker Dez, an attractive younger black man, is out with an older white couple. Curiosity gets the better of her and Stephanie asks Dez what his deal is. Dez explains he's a Bull and a whole new world is opened to Stephanie and Andy.

        Stephanie can't help but be tempted by the hotwife lifestyle...and her handsome coworker. Will Stephanie lose herself to her new lifestyle or can Andy reel her back in and keep the woman he feel in love with?

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Shoot the Messenger
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        A favor to his wife Haley turns Matt's life upside down. Matt is fixing her computer when an instant message comes through from an old flame, Travis, her college boyfriend. Haley and Travis had a wild, crazy time together, and their affair burned so hot, it had to burn out. It's a time in her life that Matt has always been obsessed with, so seeing Travis pop up in their lives again sends Matt into a tailspin.

      

      

      
        
        Matt watches in fascinated horror as Travis digitally seduces Haley. The old Haley, up for anything, comes out again, and Matt feels that old obsession return. Thoughts of Haley being with Travis again drive arouse and tear him apart. And Travis will get a chance to have his way when they all attend a wedding together. Can Haley resist her ultimate temptation? And will Matt stand by and let her go through with it just to satisfy his own twisted fantasies?

      

      

      

      
        
        These and other titles are available wherever ebooks are sold.
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      Kirsten McCurran is the nom de plume of an average suburban mom and wife with a dirty mind and the drive to share her vivid fantasies. She is especially interested in tales of women like her, who are tempted by the forbidden and give in—only to discover the complications that can cause. Like many of her characters, Kirsten tries to balance the demands of being a wife and mother with a career, so she understands how difficult it might be for one of her characters to balance a real life with her erotic adventures. Her neighbors may be scandalized to discover what is going on in her head, but Kirsten’s husband fully approves, and even lends a hand in the creative process where he can.

      Kirsten is the author of over 30 ebooks. She loves to hear from her fans and can be reached on Twitter @kirstenmccurran or by email at kmccurran@gmail.com. Checkout all of her books at her website, kirstenmccurran.com.
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