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		One

		

		“Have fun,” John said, when I was on my way out the door.

		“Don’t get your hopes up. It’s coffee,” I replied, chuckling.

		My husband gave me a knowing mmhmm, which I ignored. I really am just going for coffee, but I’m sure his sex-crazed brain is spinning all kinds of wild scenarios where I end up naked and on my back. It seems like that’s what’s on John’s mind most of the time these days. I can’t lie. It’s on my mind a lot too—probably too much. My current preoccupation with sex scares me because sometimes I think it’s going to consume me and I’ll lose my tether to a normal life.

		But it hasn’t happened yet. I still go to work, take care of my kids, volunteer at church. Maybe I do some of those things less now that I have my new hobby—as I’ve come to think of it—but I am making a real effort to keep my life in balance. It’s just tough sometimes because the pull to meet my lovers is so incredibly strong.

		I think I understand my preoccupation more easily than I do John’s. I mean, I get it, he’s explained it to me, but I don’t know if I truly understand it on an emotional level. I know my husband gets off on me sleeping with other men, but I don’t think I’ll ever fully understand how he can be so okay with it. John’s more than okay. he’s been actively encouraging me to do it every chance I get!

		Coffee is not a date, I tell myself. Lila first suggested we meet for drinks sometime, but I countered with coffee. It felt safer. That seems to be my MO these days. I go for the safe path first, before throwing all caution to the wind and losing my mind.

		Lila is a pretty cool chick and I’m glad we’ve become friends, even though we’re so wildly different, at least on the outside. For one thing, I don’t have any close friends so much younger than me. I’d guess she’s about 30, but it was difficult to judge under the circumstances we met. We’ve only texted so far, which is one of the reasons I’m nervous about hanging out with her. I don’t want her to think I’m a boring, middle-aged mom once she gets to know me.

		The coffee shop is about 45 minutes away, in a suburb on the other side of town. I’m relieved we’re not meeting in my neck of the woods, which I know is silly. We’re just two women having coffee, but I feel like people will look at us and know everything. The outdoor tables are full, but I don’t see anyone there I think is Lila. It strikes me that I may not recognize her. We hardly met under normal circumstances.

		I head inside and look around, clearly seeking someone. I hear, “Carol,” and turn my head to see a tall, slender woman with raven hair hop up from a table by the window and come my way. She gives me a warm hug, which is cool. I’m a hugger too, but somehow this one feels illicit.

		“I hope I didn’t keep you waiting,” I say.

		“I’ve only been here a couple minutes. I just got my order and sat down,” Lila replies.

		“Great. Let me order and join you.”

		“Try the skinny mocha latte. They’re great here.”

		Lila sits and I wait in line to order. I peek toward her, hoping not to be caught, thinking I would never have recognized her on my own. Last time I saw Lila, she was stripped down to nothing but a thong and a long, copper-colored wig. Today she looks just like any other on-trend Millennial, wearing a tight black tank top and black leggings with flip flops. Her real hair is jet black and worn in a trendy bob. Her green eyes popped with the aid of a dark cat’s eye look. I liked it, though I would never try to pull off anything so dramatic. No, Lila didn’t look anything like the stripper Lacey I met at the club with Noah and Mateo that night, but she still exuded a confident sexuality. I’m in a red v-neck shirt and jeans. I wonder if I should have tried harder. But it’s just coffee, right? I fetch my drink and sit across the small table from her.

		Lila gives me a knowing smile and says, “You didn’t recognize me, did you?”

		“God, was it that obvious?” I feel my freckled cheeks blushing.

		“I’m not offended. Lila and Lacey are not the same person—not really. I think of it as playing a role when I go to work.”

		“It really is an incredible transformation,” I agree.

		“I mean, it’s not a complete secret—what I do—but I like to choose who I share it with.”

		“I can understand that. We all have our secrets.”

		“Do a lot of people know yours?”

		“God, no! I would die if word got out.”

		Lila has a general idea about what I’ve come to call my hobby, but I haven’t shared any specifics. She just knows I’m married and have lovers.

		“All the other moms in the pick-up line would slap a scarlet letter on you?”

		“Something like that.”

		“It’s the same with me, except I don’t have any children. Still, everyone in my neighborhood seems to know everyone else, and they can’t help themselves when it comes to gossip. I’ve tried my best to be discreet, but I know there are whispers. My friend Kayla has confirmed that,” Lila says.

		I consider it, and I might almost rather have people think I’m stripping than know what I’m really doing. At least stripping is something people understand, even if they judge it. I don’t think there’s any explaining the arrangement John and I have with my guys.

		“How does that make you feel?”

		“I don’t know. I’m not ashamed of what I do, or I wouldn’t be doing it. Dancing is a job, just like any other. I didn’t keep it a secret when I did it back in college. I just don’t want the hassle of explaining myself to people. I’m making an honest living. In some ways, I think it’s a more honest living than when I worked in banking. At least I’m not screwing anyone—at least not behind their backs.” Lila winks.

		“I admire you for just doing what you want and having the confidence to get on that stage. I don’t know that I could do it, even if I was twenty years younger.”

		“I don’t think you’d need to be twenty years younger,” Lila shares, with a sly smile.

		“Funny.”

		“You’re a sexy momma, Carol. Don’t short change yourself.”

		“Thanks, but no one’s paying to see me get on a stage and strut my stuff. Maybe if I had your moves…”

		“I don’t know about that. Guys really love the MILF thing, and you’re hot like I said. You’d clean up if you played up the MILF angle.

		I laugh. “I’ll keep that in mind if the nursing thing doesn’t work out.”

		“We have amateur nights,” Lila offers.

		“Let me check with my husband,” I reply, knowing damn well John would love it. “Your husband doesn’t have any issues with you dancing?”

		“When we met, I told him I’d danced in college. Honestly, I think Blake thought having a stripper girlfriend was hot—not that I was dancing then. Blake and I had a long talk before I went back to it. He wanted to lay down some boundaries, make sure I wasn’t going to be turning tricks in the back room, like some of the girls. He trusts me, or it wouldn’t work. And between you and me, he really likes all those men lusting after me.”

		“I can relate to that. John would definitely be into that aspect of it.”

		“I guess so. What is your deal, anyway? Are you and John swingers?”

		Lila is refreshingly direct, which is nice. I pause a moment, formulating an explanation for what exactly it is John and I are doing. I don’t want to throw around any of the lingo I’ve learned online, like hotwife, but explain it in a way that doesn’t make John sound weird—or make me sound like a whore.

		“Not really swingers, no.”

		“But he doesn’t mind you hanging out with a couple guys at a strip club?”

		I grin. “John encourages it, actually.”

		“And after the club?”

		“You know that motel across the street from the club?” I feel my cheeks burning.

		“Oh my god! Really? That place is a dive!” Lila realizes she’s getting loud and quiets down before adding, “I hope you didn’t touch anything in there”

		“I tried touching as little of the room as I could. It sounds like you know the place. What about your boundaries?”

		“That place has a reputation at the club, but also, I may have been there once or twice. Our boundaries have expanded a little since I first went back to dancing. Some offers are just too good to refuse. Blake gets that.”

		I ponder that for a moment. Is Lila admitting she sleeps with guys for money sometimes? I still have enough of my old morals to be surprised, but I choose not to judge. Is she doing anything worse than I am? I’m sure my guys would give me money if I asked. I smile to myself, thinking that maybe I should.

		“And they have to be good looking. I don’t do it for the money,” Lila adds.

		“I get that Blake doesn’t mind, but is he, like, into it?”

		“Do you mean…”

		I nod.

		“I mean, yeah, I guess so. We’ve talked about it. It seems to turn him on. But I don’t know if he’s that into it. Like, he’d never push me into it or anything. We’re just pretty open about this stuff these days. It started with me stripping again and it’s turned into a thing, I guess. We have a couple close friends in our neighborhood who we get together with from time to time. Sometimes Blake sees them on his own if I’m working and he’s home alone.”

		“So, you guys are swingers?”

		“You could say that, but we’re not going to clubs or anything. It’s really just our friends, Kayla and Russ.” Lila gave me a penetrating look. “I don’t think this is idle speculation, is it? We’ve talked enough about me. What about you, and those guys, and your husband?”

		“Where do I begin?” I ask, sipping my coffee. I can’t help glancing around to make sure no one is eavesdropping. “Okay, John, my husband, and I have this arrangement.”

		“He lets you fuck other guys,” Lila says, matter-of-factly.

		“Uh, yeah, I guess so. You could sum it up like that.”

		“Like, anywhere, anytime you want?”

		“I don’t know. I guess so? We didn’t really go into this with a lot of planning, so we’re still kind of feeling our way through it. But there’s a couple of guys—three of them—and from time to time I see them for fun.”

		“It’s so cute,” Lila comments.

		“What?”

		“The way you kinda blush and whisper when you talk about this. You’re bold enough to do it, but you’re a little shy talking about it.”

		Lila’s comment makes me blush an even deeper shade of red. “I don’t have any experience talking to anyone else about this, besides John. It’s not like I’m going to bring it up to my friends.”

		“Why not?”

		“You must have way more liberal friends than I do,” I say, laughing. “I love my friends, but they just wouldn’t get it. I don’t expect them to. If roles were reversed, and my friend Patty came to me with this story, I’d probably think she lost her mind.”

		“I was surprised by my friend Kayla’s reaction when she found out I was dancing. Not only didn’t she judge me, she wanted to come to the club and see me dance. Her husband, Russ, was pretty excited about it, too, but he’s always given me the eye when he thought no one would see. Guys just can’t help themselves. The funny thing is, they think they’re slick. Anyway, my point is maybe you should give your friend Patty a chance and confide in her. She might surprise you.”

		“Maybe,” I reply, knowing there’s no way I’ll do that.

		“Okay, Carol. So how do you start screwing other guys without planning for it?”

		I laugh. “Maybe we should have met for drinks instead of coffee. This conversation would be much easier.”

		Lila reaches across the table and takes my hand. It’s a warm gesture and endears her to me. “We’re friends, I hope. You don’t have to be embarrassed to tell me anything. I’d tell you anything, Carol. Just ask.”

		She gives my hand a squeeze and strokes the back of it with her thumb. In a heartbeat, it feels more intimate than warm and friendly and I get goosebumps, recalling how Lila made me feel that night in the club. That night has been on my mind since I started texting with her, even though I keep telling myself we’re just girlfriends. I squeeze her hand back.

		“I guess it was sort of planned, just not by me. My husband knew I was crushing hard on these three contractors who were doing work at our house. They were all younger, hot guys. You saw two of them at the club,” I say, and Lila nods knowingly. “Months passed, but when my birthday rolled around John shocked me by having the three of them surprise me at a hotel, where he told me I could do whatever I pleased with them.”

		Lila’s eyes go wide. “Wow, that’s some birthday present. You’re a lucky girl. My husband needs to talk to yours! And he knew you’d be into it?”

		“You could say we’ve always been adventurous in bed. It’s one of the things I love about John—how open he is. It may have come up once or twice, in fantasy. I guess he thought I’d go for it.”

		“And I guess he was right.”

		“Oh my god. It was wild. I can’t even begin to describe it. It was just hands and lips and tongues…everywhere. It was overwhelming, and I couldn’t get enough of it. Those guys rode me hard and put me up wet. I’ve never felt so used, but in a good way, if that makes sense.”

		I can’t help sounding excited as I talk about my guys and I hope I don’t come off as a nymphomaniac.

		“It makes total sense. I know the feeling well. I never had a bunch of guys at once, but I know what it’s like to have fun with a bunch of people and be overwhelmed. As I said before, Blake and I have become very close with my friend Kayla and her husband. I know that’s not the same, but it’s fun.”

		“I don’t know if I could play with another couple, honestly. It sounds fun, but I’ve got a jealous streak,” I admit. “I don’t know how I would feel seeing John with someone. That’s totally not fair, given what I’ve been up to, but I can’t help how I feel.”

		“Is that a problem for John?”

		“Not so far, but I wonder sometimes. And if John wants to go off and play too, how can I tell him no?”

		“Hey, people have to do what works for them. John wouldn’t have set you up with those guys if he wasn’t okay with it. We’re both lucky in that regard, that our husbands aren’t jealous,” Lila says.

		“It’s a little more than just not being jealous for John. He’s more into it than it sounds like Blake is, if you know what I mean.”

		“Ohh…”

		“Do you think that’s weird? I love John, I always will, but I don’t entirely know what to make of it,” I confess.

		“I’ve heard of it. We get a lot of guys into the club who like to watch their women get lap dances—like your friends.” Lila smirks. “But that’s obviously different than watching them with guys. I’ve heard of what you’re describing, though. I don’t think it’s weird. Lots of people like that watch. And if you’re into that, it’s probably hotter to watch your wife or your girlfriend, right?”

		“It is a thing. They call it hotwife. I’ve read about it on reddit. I understand it, but I don’t fully get it. As long as John’s into it, though, it’s all good.”

		“And that’s the right attitude. People worry way too much about what they should do instead of just living their lives. Really, Carol, I admire you for just going for it. You’re afraid your friends would judge you for what you do, but how many of them would take your place if given the chance? I bet a lot of them would love to be taken by a young stud or two.”

		Or three, I think, smiling. Lila’s right, and her free-spirited attitude is what I aspire to. I want to be as cool with what I’m doing as she is. I think about my friends. I just can’t see Patty welcoming Noah and Mateo into her bed. I think she’d die if they offered her a threesome. Being seduced by Conner is more likely, but Patty is so sweet, so together, I just can’t see it. Then there’s the scenario John pitched a while back, when he was fantasizing about me fooling around with my ex’s new wife, Sue. I know what she’s getting in bed. Sue would probably jump at the chance for a good fucking from Conner, if she got drunk enough to loosen up enough.

		“Maybe,” I concede.

		“I think a lot of people are capable of a lot more than they’d ever think, if put in the right circumstance. You know what they say in church, the flesh is weak.”

		“You’ve got me there,” I agree, thinking of how hard it is to resist when my guys call. Conner’s taken to calling me regularly, and whenever I can I flock to him like a moth to a flame.

		“I’m trying to imagine it, having two guys at my beck and call to take care of me. Blake takes care of me, but variety is the spice of life.”

		“It’s actually three. Noah and Mateo are the guys you met. Their friend is Conner.”

		“Three! You are wild, Carol!”

		“Keep it down,” I say, hushing Lila. “Everyone doesn’t need to know.”

		“Sorry, it’s just crazy. You really are a hot momma. Three guys! Where was Conner that night?”

		“Conner likes to see me one-on-one. He’s not the sharing type.”

		“But he’s sharing you with the others…”

		“He’s okay with that, as long as he gets me to himself when we see each other.”

		“Okay, so sometimes you see Conner, and sometimes you see the other two guys together…”

		“That’s the sum of it.”

		“When do you sleep, woman?”

		We both laugh. It is insane when I think about it, and I don’t know how it will work if it goes on long term. It’s only been a few weeks since we started all this up, and while I’ve seen Conner a few times, I’ve only seen Noah and Mateo once so far. I don’t know how I’ll balance dates with all the guys and working and taking care of the family and giving John the attention he deserves. But it’s fun trying!

		Our coffee is finished, but we keep talking. I finally turn the tables back to Lila, tired of talking about myself. I ask how long she plans to dance, if she and Blake want children. Lila doesn’t meet the cliché of being a stripper at all. She’s smart and clearheaded about what she wants. She’s definitely not an aimless millennial.

		“I know I’m going to have to get a real job again at some point. Let’s be real. I’m not in my 20s anymore. I know dancing isn’t a long-term career. I float my resumé out there. I wouldn’t turn down a great offer, but it would really have to be great. I’m happy with what I’m doing right now, and the money’s great. It would have to be worth my while to go back into an office setting. Until I have to make that decision, I guess I won’t without the perfect situation.”

		We talk in that coffee shop until the afternoon has passed us by and Lila announces she has to get home to spend some time with Blake before she heads to work for the night. She says I should stop by tonight and bring John, but we already have plans. I know John would love it, though, and I tell her we’ll do it soon. We leave the coffee shop together and Lila walks me back to my minivan.

		“This was great. We’ll have to do it again sometime,” Lila says, taking my hand.

		It feels strangely like the end of a date and I recognize that old, familiar feeling of anticipating a first kiss. It wouldn’t really be our first, but this is different than being in the club. It’s funny I can still feel this way after all the things I’ve done. It gives me faith that I haven’t lost myself yet.

		“For sure,” I agree. “Maybe with wine next time.”

		“Sounds like a plan,” Lila agrees.

		Lila doesn’t drag it out. She leans in and kisses me, and I close my eyes and part my lips while butterflies in my stomach take flight. Fear buzzes in the back of my mind because we’re in the middle of a busy parking lot, with only the minivan for cover, but I can’t resist returning her warm, sensual kiss. My hand goes to her slim hip and I step into her as my tongue flicks back at hers. Lila strokes my cheek with her fingers then runs them through my honey blonde hair. We kiss until our glasses click together and we pull apart, both laughing.

		“Until next time,” Lila says, giving me one last peck on the lips.

		“Until then,” I agree, smiling.

		Lila walks away with a confident swing to her hips and I can’t tear my eyes away from her. This is an unexpected wrinkle in my new hobby, but I’m excited for it. I can’t wait to see Lila again.

		

	
		

		Two

		

		Coffee with Lila leaves me horny and restless. I could go home and see John, but my stepdaughter Isabella is with us this weekend, so I don’t know if I can just pull him into our bedroom and lock the door. I also don’t know if I can wait until later tonight, when we get home from seeing Patty and her husband. Conner pops right into my mind. What’s he doing on this warm afternoon? I feel a little guilty for thinking of Conner over my husband, but it doesn’t stop me from texting my lover. He says he’ll be home from the gym soon and tells me to come over.

		It’s not my first time at Conner’s and I wonder if his neighbors have noticed and what they think. Conner is in his late 20s. I’m 40. I feel like they know I’m a married woman having a tryst just by looking at me. I don’t know that my wedding rings are that obvious if you’re not looking. It could be the way I furtively look around when I’m going up to his apartment.

		I text John from the minivan and tell him I’m stopping to see Conner. There was I time when I would have asked, but that doesn’t even occur to me. I just tell him I’m seeing Conner and I’ll be home in time to go out tonight. I wait a few minutes for his reply, but it doesn’t come until I’m standing outside Conner’s door. John says: have fun.

		Conner opens the door wearing nothing but a towel and beads of water. He grins when he sees me and doesn’t move aside, making me wait in the hallway as he looks me over. His dark eyes sweeping over me still makes me blush. My cheeks aren’t the only part of my body that heat up being so close to Conner. Seeing him shirtless like this makes me want to pounce. His muscles—fresh from the gym—are jacked. His arms, thick and powerful, are covered with tattoo sleeves. My eyes trail down that incredible chest to the towel tied at his waist. I want to drop to my eyes and rip it off. I’m so wanton around Conner!

		“This is a nice surprise,” he says.

		“I was thinking of you. I hope you don’t mind my dropping by,” I reply coyly.

		“You’re welcome any time.”

		“I wouldn’t want to interrupt if you had a friend over.”

		Conner and I don’t discuss it, but obviously we’re not exclusive. Not only am I married, but I have other lovers. I hate the thought of him being with other women, but I know he’s not mine. Not like that. I couldn’t ask him to save himself for me. I don’t know how long our thing will go on, but I know there’s always a danger he’ll meet someone and move on before I’m ready to move on.

		“No one comes before you, Carol. Or, you could always join us.” He adds the second part with a smile.

		“I don’t know if I’m the sharing type.”

		Conner laughs. “Funny.”

		“Are you going to invite me in or have me wait in the hallway all day?”

		I step closer and push my hand inside his towel, grasping him. Conner is thick, even flaccid, and twitches in my hand. He closes his eyes and utters a low moan. He’s a few inches over six feet and has about a foot on me—I’m wearing sandals with only a slight heel—so I have to stand on my tip toes to get close enough to whisper to him. I hold his cock like it’s a handle to boost me higher. I swear it’s strong enough.

		“Or do you want me to blow you right here in your doorway?”

		His eyes pop open, he smiles, and drops his towel to the floor. My mouth falls open. Does he really want me to? Conner doesn’t move. Do I dare? I see the challenge in his eyes. Why is it all my guys want to push my boundaries? It’s like they are competing to see who can take me the furthest. The thing is, I don’t say no. I smile and drop my purse, going to my knees. My honey blonde hair falls just past my shoulders, flowing forward in the front, and I push it back away from my face. His cock stares at me and I grab that thick piece of meat with both hands, milking it until a clear drop forms at the tip. My clear blue eyes flash up at Conner from behind my glasses and I kiss the tip, softly suckling it. Conner’s eyes roll back, and he groans.

		I’ve never considered myself a size queen. My only previous experience with a really big guy—back in college—hurt, but since I’ve met Conner my eyes have been opened. Size isn’t the most important thing. A guy needs to know how to use what he has. But when you find a guy who is not only big, but also knows how to use it, it makes for a perfect storm of orgasmic bliss. Conner is one of those guys, and that’s why just seeing his cock gives me chills. I know how he’s going to feel inside me, so when I see it my knees go weak and I want to take him in my mouth and worship his wonderful cock. My husband has seen Conner’s prick and he’s asked how different it is. I can’t bring myself to tell John the whole truth. I don’t want to hurt his feelings.

		Conner nudges his hips forward and I suck him deeper. My cheeks hollow as I eagerly suck him, stretching my lips around his girth. It was a difficult task in the beginning, but I’ve gotten quite good at sucking my lover. I know he’s impressed by how deep I can take him now. I slurp at him as he presses to the back of my throat. One hand grips his cock, while the other massages his big, manscaped balls. I gag when he plugs the back of my throat and Conner holds it there, forcing me to relax and let him push deeper. He thoughtfully pulls back and I gasp for breath, his length laying against my lips.

		I jump at every little noise in the apartment building. Someone is going to come out of their apartment—or out of the stairs—at any minute and see me playing the slut on my knees, pleasuring my younger lover. The danger makes my heart race and my pussy throb. I squeeze my thighs together. My lips smack as I kiss and lick and suck on his big balls, stroking his spit-slick shaft. God, I love worshipping Conner’s cock.

		“Carol…damn…that’s…sooo…good…”

		His fingers coil in my hair—not rough, but insistent—and Conner brings my mouth back to his cock. His words inflame me, and I suck even harder this time. He’s getting overwhelmed by my oral skills. I know the signs. Conner holds me by the hair and he’s fucking my mouth as much as I’m sucking him. It’s okay. I love it when he takes control, and he knows it. I feel my hoop earrings bouncing as I bob on him. He’s really pushing it, thrusting deep into my throat, and even though I struggle to breathe I don’t stop sucking, holding onto the doorframe for balance as my gagging noises fill the hallway. Drool runs down my chin and I feel lightheaded.

		“Carol…Carol…I’m…I’m…goddam!” Conner cries, gripping my hair tightly.

		I cough hard when his first spurt shoots down my throat, taking me by surprise. Conner pulls back, filling my mouth with jism, but I’m still coughing and can’t swallow. His jism bubbles from my lips and drips from my chin. He finally pulls out completely, painting my lips with the last of his load. I keep my lips closed and get control, swallowing what’s in my mouth, allowing me to take a deep breath.

		“Jeez, Carol. Are you okay?” he asks.

		“Yeah, I’m good. Sorry about that,” I reply, panting and red faced. I know I’m a mess. Hardly the sexy MILF I want to be in front of Conner.

		“Hey, I’m sorry. I should have warned you. You’re just too damned good at that.”

		I laugh, wiping at my chin. His cum has dripped down onto my chest, into my V-neck. I have globs on my necklace, three intertwined gold rings on a thin chain. “I’ll take the compliment.”

		Conner snatches his towel from the floor and offers me a hand. I grab my purse and just as he’s pulling me into his apartment a couple comes out of the apartment three doors down. I hustle and slam the door closed behind me.

		“You’re terrible!” I exclaim.

		“I didn’t think you’d really do it.”

		I press close and pull him down to softly kiss his cheek. His cock bobs against me. He’s still semi-erect. I’m constantly amazed by his ability to stay hard. It’s made for some amazing, but exhausting afternoons.

		“When do I ever tell you no?” I whisper.

		He grins in that cocky way I love. “I guess I shouldn’t be surprised after what I heard about that strip club,” he says.

		“Oh yeah? What exactly did you hear?”

		The boys talk behind my back. I’m occasionally reminded by a comment here or there, and it always makes me feel funny. I know they’re friends and it’s only natural they compare notes, but it’s still strange to know that these three guys in their 20s are talking about fucking me. I also wonder how roped into these conversations my husband is, but I never ask John. I know showing me off is part of his fun in sharing me and letting him enjoy it and brag is the least I can do—as long as he keeps it within the boundaries.

		“Just that you had some fun with a dancer in the back room, and there were plenty of people watching.”

		I consider telling him I just saw Lila—or Lacey as the guys know her—but chose to keep that as my little secret. “And did they tell you about the motel afterward?”

		“They told me enough.” Conner turns serious. “I don’t really need to know all the details of what you do with Noah and Mateo.”

		“You’re jealous, aren’t you?”

		“No. I’m not crazy,” he replies. He’s a bad liar. “I just don’t need to hear about it.”

		“It’s okay, sweetheart, as long as you remember the rules.”

		“I know. I know you’re married.”

		“Good. You also need to know that when we’re together I’m yours. It’s just you and me.”

		We look at each other and a moment of deep emotion passes between us. It isn’t just all fun, as much as I pretend it is. More than any of the others, Conner and I have a connection. Even if he didn’t insist on having me alone, I’d want it that way too. Conner is sweet and strong, and I know he’s deeply emotional under that rough, ex-Marine exterior. If I told him I wanted to leave John, I suspect Conner would jump at the chance. But that will never happen. It really is him and me when we’re together, but whatever connection I feel with Conner, he isn’t my husband, and I love John. John and I have built a life together, and I can’t let anything threaten that. I feel drawn to Conner, but I can manage that. Looking into his soulful dark eyes, I feel that pull. I want Conner to take me to bed. I was horny when I arrived. My panties are positively drenched now. I also feel the seriousness sapping the fun out of the afternoon. I step back and smile.

		“Give me a minute to get cleaned up, okay?” I say.

		“Carol, you don’t have to. Let’s just…”

		“A girl wants to look her best. Just give me a minute, and then you can do what you want with me.”

		After a quick wash-up, mouthwash gargle, and make-up touch up, I toss off my clothes and stride out of the bathroom in my lacy matching bra and panty set. Sexy underwear is a vice and I don’t skimp on it. Even when I’m working a 12-hour shift at the hospital, I make sure I have something cute on under my scrubs. I never know when I might want to send out some spontaneous photos to my admirers. One thing all of this has taught me is that I really do like showing off. It’s such a rush to know that I’m desired. I even have my own reddit following on some of the MILF and women-over-30 forums. Don’t worry, I never show my face.

		Conner is not in the living room, but I find him lying in the middle of his bed, cock standing out and waiting for me. This seems to be his favorite pose for me. Conner works hard on his body, he knows it’s impressive, and he likes showing it off. It works. I love looking at it.

		“Damn, Carol. You look hot. Is that for me?” he says.

		I dressed knowing I was meeting Lila—it was only coffee!—but Conner can think it’s all for him if he wants. I’m in my finest red Victoria’s Secret, my boobs plumped up by a shelf bra and gives me the hint of cleavage in my V-neck shirt. I think I have great, perky tits for being 40 and having a kid—and my guys seem to agree—but a little boost always helps. I don’t work quite as hard on my body as Conner, but I do a ton of yoga and running, so I’m confident as I stride across the bedroom toward my young lover in a couple scraps of satin and lace. I fold my glasses and place them on the nightstand.

		“I love that thing,” Conner says, fingering the tiny purple gem dangling from my belly button.

		The belly piercing is a relic from my younger days. I’d stopped wearing it years ago, thinking it inappropriate for a mom—especially since I don’t have the toned tummy I had before my son. But I still have a flat-ish stomach, and my guys have given me the confidence to wear it again.

		“Is that the only thing you see you like?”

		“I like everything I see. You’ve got a hot body, Carol, and I think you know it,” Conner says, eyes sweeping up and down my body.

		I allow a smile. “Maybe, but a girl still likes to hear it.”

		“I think you can tell how hot I think you are,” he says, indicating his turgid cock.

		I sit on the bed beside him and stroke his cock with one hand, while playing with his balls with the other. My hand looks so small on his cock. My fingers barely close around it and he grows even bigger as I play with it. Conner moans and reaches for me, hand landing on my thigh before he caresses up my side and cups my breast. He’s gentle, softly rubbing through the satin and lace of my bra until my nipple presents itself, pressing through the lace guarding it. Conner lightly pinches then rolls my nipple and the bolts of pleasure that shoot right to my pussy tighten my grip on his shaft. I pause stroking him only long enough to lose my bra. The moment my breasts spill out he reaches for them. I’m not huge up top, so I don’t fill his big, calloused hands, but I’m more than a handful for my husband and Conner seems to love what I have. He massages my tits, paying the special attention to my thick, pink nipples that drives me mad.

		“Conner…baby…” I moan, feeling that tingling spreading through my body. I’m getting into that zone where I’m completely his, where I’ll do anything for him.

		“You’re perfect with my cock, Carol. Damn, don’t make me come again so soon,” Conner pants.

		“You’re perfect…Conner…I love your body…it’s perfect, baby…”

		I lean forward, kissing his six-pack, tracing it with my tongue. I really do love his body. Conner is a gym rat in his prime and I can’t get enough of his twenty-something body. Sorry, but even guys my age who keep themselves fit can’t compare to a younger man like Conner. I’d say I like feeling like I corrupt him, but if anything it’s the other way around. I lick my way up his torso, stretching my arm to keep stroking his cock. Conner’s arms go around me and he’s kneading my butt while pulling down my panties. I lick his nipples and swing a leg to mount him, trapping his cock between us. Conner gathers my hair in both his hands as I lick and suck his nipples ardently. My soaked labia slides up and down his shaft, teasing us both.

		“Fuck…” he gasps.

		“I want you, baby,” I whisper, clear blue eyes locked onto his dark ones.

		“Damn, Carol. I want you so bad.”

		“Yeah? I can feel it. You’re so big sweetheart.”

		“Do it, Carol. Damn it, do it.”

		I kiss him hard, trying to shove all my passion for him into that one kiss, but its impossible. I could kiss Conner all day and never do that. I reach between us, raise my hips. He’s poking again me, fat head splitting me open. God, I love that feeling! I love when he first pushes inside me and opens me wide. My other guys are big too, but not Conner big. I slowly slide onto him, savoring it. I’m so wet that it doesn’t hurt at all this time. P.S., I like the hurt a little. It’s a good hurt that tells me Conner is making me his. When he’s fully impaled in me, I grind on him, fucking his mouth with my tongue like I’m fucking his cock.

		“Conner…” I gasp, staring down at him, my mouth hanging open. He’s cradling my face. Fingers still in my hair, massaging my scalp. He still takes my breath away, every time.

		“I feel it, Carol.”

		“Oh god…ohmygod…baby…”

		I swear I feel him throbbing inside me. I’m so stretched around him. The only time I feel fuller is when Noah and Mateo both take me.

		“Come on, babe…fuck me…fuck me, Carol…”

		“Yeah…I’ll fuck you, baby…I’ll fuck you…”

		It starts in my hips. I work them while laying on top of Conner, fucking him with just my hips and my pussy. It’s easy to squeeze him inside me when I’m already stretched around him. I put my hands on his chest and level my body up, putting more force into riding him. My tits jut forward and Conner massages them, pinching both my nipples at the same time.

		“Oh god! Baby…ohmygod…ohmygod…yesss…”

		“Uhnn…Carol…babe…that’s it…”

		“Yeah? Yeah?”

		“Fuck me, babe. Fuck me.” Conner urges.

		I sit straight up on him, tossing my head back and arching toward him. Grinding…grinding so hard. He’s so deep inside me. Impossibly deep. It’s like he’s trying to tear through me. Conner takes my hands, spreads my arms. I take the cue. His strong arms are the perfect platform to push on. He gives me perfect balance and I thank Conner by riding him hard. I slam down so forcefully I feel everything on me jiggle. Conner watches my bouncing tits. It’s a good thing I do upper body workouts at the gym. My arms burn, but I don’t care. Every time I slam down on Conner pleasure bolts through me like thunderbolts.

		“Yes! Yes!” I scream. “Ohmygod! Ohmygod…ohmygod…ohmygod…”

		“Ugn…Carol…Carol…fuck me…fuck me, babe…”

		“Yeah…yeah…oh god yeah!”

		I’m so turned on, so filled with passion for him that my orgasm hits me out of the blue, shocking me. I cry Conner’s name as it rips through me. I’m rigid on him for I don’t know how long before going limp while the pleasure still courses through me. I fall onto him, and Conner catches me. He takes over, holding my ass and rocking his cock up into me, hitting my g-spot with every stroke. I swear my orgasm goes on and on and on.

		“Yeah…yeah…ohmygod…Conner…”

		Conner hammers my pussy relentlessly and it feels like forever because it seems like I’m endlessly coming. But then he buries it deep inside me—so deep—and I feel him throb and blast, filling me with his seed. It’s a good thing I’m on birth control, because Conner surely would have bred me by now if I wasn’t. I love how it feels when he comes inside me. I’d never make him pull out.

		“Yesss…god it’s so good…come inside me, baby…”

		“Damn, babe…I love…I love…” Conner moans, shaking.

		“Yes, baby…yes, sweetheart. I love it when you come inside me. I love it, sweetheart. Oh, yes. Oh, yes…” I coo.

		My face is nestled against him while he clutches me to him with those powerful arms. His cock still throbs inside me as it softens. It’s exactly where I want to be.

		

	
		

		Three

		

		John was annoyed when I got home so late. He didn’t say anything, but he was pissy and rushed me out the door. I knew he had a point, but it felt like he was angry because I’d been with Conner at all, and that bothered me. John couldn’t open this door and then be angry that I walked through it. I even texted him before I went. But the reality was that we had plans and I got home with hardly enough time to walk in the door and walk right back out again. John hates to be late. It’s a major pet peeve for him.

		I didn’t plan on being with Conner into the evening. I thought it would be just a quick fuck and I’d run home with plenty of time, but that was naïve. The only time I can think of Conner fucking me once was when he surprised me at work, and we snuck off to a quiet corner of the hospital. Conner can keep going and going and doesn’t let me go until the last possible second.

		Today, I snuggled up against Conner and we chatted for a long while in bed. It was nice. It almost felt like we were a real couple. But being naked in bed with Conner, it wasn’t going to stay conversational for long. He started touching me again, and before I knew it he was taking me with long, slow, deep strokes, while I wrapped my arms and legs around him and begged him to go faster. I don’t know how many times I came before Conner finally did, but I was exhausted and fell asleep in his arms. I was panicked when I awoke and saw the clock. I ran out of there after the quickest of showers.

		John relaxes once we get to the place—with a minute to spare—and we see Patty and Chuck. It’s not really a bowling alley, but one of those new, trendy places that’s more a club and restaurant—with good craft brews—than it is a stodgy old bowling alley. We plan to eat first and take a table out on the patio. We put our names in for a lane early, as the queue can be quite long on a Saturday night. After we order drinks, Chuck and John get deep into baseball talk, and it seems like my husband’s forgotten he’s annoyed with me. Patty seems to have sensed something was off with us because she shoots me a look, but I shake my head, signaling her to not bring it up.

		Patty is one of my oldest friends. We met in nursing school and have managed to work together ever since. She was with me through the worst of the dark days with my first marriage. Patty was the one who convinced me that it wasn’t worth it to stay with Don, and that I’d be okay on my own. She raised her eyebrows when she saw the changes John brought out in me, but I reassured her that it was all good. I even tried to encourage her to get more adventurous with her husband Chuck, but she’s always been more buttoned up than I am.

		I ask Patty to catch me up on the latest work gossip. Mostly, I’m concerned that word got out about Conner’s surprise visit, but I couldn’t come out and ask that. Patty can be blunt and wouldn’t shy away from asking me about it, but she hasn’t said a word. I think I got away with one.

		Dinner arrives and Patty jumps in on an argument over our team’s prospects this year. She’s just as much a baseball fan as the guys. I’m no slouch either, and I join in with Patty. The beers flow and we’re all in a good mood when it’s time to head to the bowling alley. Patty, always a ball of energy, jumps right up and is down the stairs to the alleys. John, always boisterous when he has a few beers in him, is right on her heels. Chuck and I follow behind.

		“I just wanted to say thank you,” Chuck says, as we make our way down the open stairs.

		“I don’t know what I did, but you’re welcome.”

		“Y’know, for encouraging Patty. I’ve got to say, I was shocked, but it was awesome.”

		“Chuck, I’m confused now. What are you talking about?”

		Now Chuck looks confused, and perhaps a little guilty. “Sorry, I thought she would have said something to you. I thought you girls shared everything.”

		“Just about,” I confirm.

		Patty and I are very close, but I can’t tell her everything. I’ve considered confessing my hobby to her. I wish I had someone besides reddit to talk to, but I’m afraid she wouldn’t understand. I can just imagine her looking at me differently afterward, and I couldn’t live with that. Is that some residual shame I’m feeling? Could be.

		“Oh… well, never mind,” Chuck says, still confused.

		“Nope. Now you’ve got to tell me, or I’m going to ask Patty anyway,” I say, grabbing the sleeve of his polo shirt. We pause at the bottom of the steps. Our spouses haven’t noticed we’re not with them yet.

		“Okay,” he replies in a hushed voice. “Remember, a little while back you encouraged Patty to turn it up a notch…with me?”

		“I guess, yeah.”

		“You showed her some pictures you took for John at work and said she should try it. Well, she did, and it was awesome!”

		“Really? I can’t believe it.”

		“I couldn’t either. Imagine my surprise when I get a text from Patty and it’s a picture of her…you get the idea.”

		“At work?” I can’t keep the shock out of my voice.

		“No, she didn’t go that far. But it was still great.”

		“That is. Lucky you.”

		It seems that maybe my old friend Patty is wilder than I gave her credit for. One night I snuck away at work and snapped some racy pictures for John in an unoccupied room at the hospital. They ended up going to my guys too—and posted on reddit—but Patty didn’t know anything about that. I confessed to Patty what I was doing because she wouldn’t stop needling me and—I confess—I wanted to brag a little. I was feeling myself. Patty was surprisingly cool about it. She knows John and I like to get a crazy in our sex lives. She just doesn’t know how crazy. When she rolled with it, I suggested she send Chuck some sexy pictures of her own. She swore she’d never do that, but I guess it stuck in her mind. I was proud of my old friend! I couldn’t wait to tease her about it.

		“So, thanks for egging her on. It’s been a lot of fun,” Chuck finishes.

		“Is there more to this story?” I pry.

		“You’re gonna have to get that out of her.”

		We start to join the others, but I grab his sleeve again.

		“What else has Patty told you about me?”

		Chuck sticks his tongue out at me. “Wouldn’t you like to know?”

		Our spouses are waiting for us by the shoe rental and Chuck goes to join them. I follow, watching Chuck and Patty interact, wondering just how racy Patty’s pictures were and how crazy things got after that. I don’t think they invited other guys into their bedroom—like me and John—but I’m curious. It a good reminder than anyone can surprise you at any time.

		“What was that all about?” Patty asks.

		“Oh, nothing. Chuck was just telling me about some pictures and thanking me,” I say, sounding casual as I take a pair of maroon and beige shoes from the attendant.

		“Pictures? Thanking you?” Patty’s only confused for a second, and then her eyes go wide.

		“Yes, those pictures. Just like mine, apparently,” I confirm.

		“They weren’t just like yours,” she says, trying to whisper under all the noise. The bowling area is a huge, loud open room, with music blaring and a noisy crowd all around us.

		“What’s this about pictures?” John asks, overhearing.

		“Nothing. Nothing to see here,” Patty says quickly, her pale cheeks going red.

		“Apparently, Patty sent Chuck some pictures just like mine,” I answer for her.

		John freezes for a moment and I know just what’s going through his mind. He thinks I’ve been telling Patty everything, and now she and Chuck know what we’ve been up to with my guys and reddit and everything else. John is very into everything we’re doing, but I know he has mixed feelings on some level. He’s just as concerned with being judged as I am, but for very different reasons. No one on the outside would understand a man sharing with wife with other men, let alone getting off on it. I look at Chuck and doubt if such a fantasy ever crossed his mind. Could Chuck sit back and watch Patty being pleasured by a couple guys? No way!

		“She did?” John slowly replies.

		“She did. It was hot,” Chuck confirms.

		“Sounds like Patty can get crazy too,” I say, trying to signal my husband with my eyes. He needs to get it’s nothing more than pictures before he says something and really does spill the beans.

		“Not too crazy, guys. And you don’t need to talk about me like I’m not standing here. I can’t believe you told them that, Chuck,” Patty says, swatting her husband in the chest.

		“Hey, I thought you would’ve told her,” Chuck complains.

		“Are we going to see these pictures?” John asks, keeping the focus on Patty.

		“In your dreams,” Patty replies.

		“It’s only fair, if I inspired you, isn’t it?” I say, piling on. I’m enjoying seeing Patty embarrassed. She’s normally so unflappable.

		We move our little party over to our bowling lane and I watch Patty trying to guess what kind of photos she might have sent Chuck. I have to admit I’m more than a little curious and I’d love to see Patty’s photos if given the chance. Is that weird? Early on, people called Patty and I the Bobbsey Twins because not only were we so close, but we were so similar looking. We’re both blonde and about the same height. We both have blue eyes. We’ve become different over the years, but I think we could still be mistaken for sisters. Patty has stayed in good shape as well, but she’s a bit more pear-shaped. Her hair is a short bob, just reaching her shoulders and darker these days. Mine is honey blonde and reaches a few inches past my shoulders. Patty hardly has a wrinkle on her face, despite being a couple years older than I am, and usually goes without make-up. I’m jealous of that. But my boobs are bigger than hers. It’s another sign of my strange new world that after all these years I’m wondering what my friend might look like without her clothes.

		Patty fixes me with a stubborn look. “Tell you what. You show Chuck yours; I’ll show you guys mine.”

		The guys look at me expectantly. I know John will get a buzz out of it if Chuck sees my photos, and the look on Chuck’s face says he’s dying to see what I’ve got. Patty’s already seen the photos I took at the hospital. I’ve shared pictures on several boards on reddit—never with my face—and I have to confess to the intense thrill it gives me, but those are anonymous. I’ve never considered sharing those pictures with anyone I know. I was hesitant to text John any sexy pictures at all in the past, worried he might be tempted to share them with his buddies. I know how guys are.

		Chuck is already picturing me naked. He’s trying not to be obvious, but I can tell by the way he’s looking at me. I’ve become very attuned to that kind of attention from men. I hope it doesn’t get him in trouble with Patty. I don’t blame him. Again, I know how guys are. I think Patty gets it too. I’m tempted. My heart’s beating faster and that familiar, excited, scared tingle is spreading through my body. Will Chuck ever look at me the same again? Will Patty be angry? I’m sure she only challenged me because she never thought I’d do it. But she doesn’t understand the new me. Not yet. The new Carol is bad with temptation. It feels like I always give in. I’m always chasing that illicit thrill.

		“You don’t think I’ll call your bluff, do you?” I taunt Patty.

		“Do what you need to,” she replies. I see it in her eyes. She’s realizing she miscalculated. I start to feel guilty.

		“This is silly,” I say.

		“I knew one of you would back out,” Chuck says.

		“I’m not backing out,” Patty says, turning to her husband. “I get the feeling you want me to do this.”

		Chuck looks caught. Is it because he wants to show off his wife, or because he wants to see my pictures? “I think you’re hot. I don’t mind if you show that off.”

		“I am not chickening out,” Patty declares.

		“I’m not either,” I agree, pulling my phone out of the small purse I brought along for the evening.

		“This evening is already better than I expected,” John declares.

		“Hope I don’t disappoint,” Patty tells him.

		“Oh, I’m not worried about that, Patty,” he answers.

		I have a lot of pictures on my phone and it’s going to take a minute to find something I’ll show our friends. As I said, I like posting pictures to reddit. The mom-next-door and gone-wild-over-30 are my favorite communities, although there’s even a Scrubs Gone Wild community, and some of my photos fit that bill. I never show my face, and I started with just flashes of me in my lingerie, which was good for the Gone Mild community. I stayed mild for a while, and I still like that one a lot, but like any other risky sexy behavior, posting photos online is addictive and I’ve found I’m constantly pushing my boundaries as I get more comments and guys online request that I show more. I show my boobs now and I’ve done some suggestive nudity, but nothing too graphic or close-ups of my privates. No one needs to see that.

		John wants me to get more explicit on reddit. I think he’s more into the idea of guys on the internet jerking off to me than I am. I should clarify. I do not sit there and imagine guys jerking off to me—that’s gross. I just like the idea they are. John’s suggested posting parts of the videos I make with the guys for him, or at least some stills from them, but I’m not brave enough to go that far—not yet. John hasn’t pushed, but he has offered to post the images or video for me in the reddit Hotwife community he’s involved in. He loves to share stories of exploits there and how the other men pat him on the back for having such a cool wife. I love all their compliments, too. But John hasn’t pushed it, which I appreciate.

		I scroll far enough back in my phone gallery that I find the pictures I took in the hospital that night and showed Patty. They really are tame compared to my more recent stuff. Most of the photos from that night aren’t even nude. I took a few laying on the bed with my scrubs top off. The bra I wore that night—red with little black hearts—was super cute and made my books look awesome. I showed a flash of red panties in one of those photos. I can definitely show Chuck those. He’s seen me in more than one two-piece swimsuit over the years. But I was topless in the last photo I took. Is that too far? I tingle all over as I think about Chuck looking at it and getting hard. Will Patty be okay if I show her husband a topless picture? I could be wrong, but I don’t think any of hers are nude.

		“Here you go,” I announce, holding out my phone for all to see.

		The others gather around and I’m thankful no one else will be able to see what is on my screen. I am not so thankful when Chuck snags my phone out of my hand and starts scrolling. His eyes widen as he sees the various pictures I took that night. He stops in his tracks when he reaches my topless photo. So much for keeping that one to myself.

		“Carol…wow…” he says, with a low whistle.

		“Chuck!” I complain. “Gimme that!”

		I reach for my phone, but Chuck smacks my hands away without even taking his eyes off my topless picture. I make a serious attempt for it, but this time it’s John who swats my hand away. My eyes shoot daggers at him, but my husband can’t keep the smile from his face. He’s loving this on so many levels. First, I know this is turning him on as much as it is me—as wrong as that is. Second, John just loves seeing me squirm and this is the perfect situation for that.

		Patty is right next to Chuck, looking at my phone. She looks at her husband, looks at my picture, then looks back to Chuck. She’s seen these photos before, so she’s not shocked by them. But what’s running through her mind as Chuck stares at me? I feel awkward energy move through our little group and I start thinking this was all a big mistake. I know I’ve been crazy with my hobby lately, but I do not want to ruin my oldest friendship. I’m all for chasing a thrill, but no thrill is worth that.

		“Are you going to give her back her phone or stare at her boobs all night?” Patty asks.

		“I don’t know. They are pretty nice,” Chuck replies, looking at me topless on the phone, and then me standing right in front of him, like he’s comparing me to my photo. I feel guilty, but I can’t help myself. I hope he likes what he sees.

		“They are,” my husband agrees.

		“They are,” Patty concurs. “But you don’t need to stare all night. It’s not like they’re the first boobs you’ve seen.”

		Chuck hands me the phone and turns to Patty. “Don’t you have something to show now?”

		“A deal is a deal,” Patty says, sounding less-than-thrilled.

		Patty digs in her purse for her phone and goes through it, finding what she’ll show us before turning around. I’m oddly excited. She holds her phone against her chest when she turns to face us. “You guys shouldn’t feel the need to say anything,” she admonishes.

		“You’re sexy, babe. Relax,” Chuck says, rubbing her back.

		I take the phone when Patty holds it out, rather than letting John take control. A picture of Patty on her back in bed, holding her phone above her, is on the display. She’s topless and wearing black boy shorts. Patty looks fantastic. Her boobs look almost nonexistent on her back, but she has nice, puffy dark nipples and her chest is covered with a spray of freckles. Patty loves the sun. She’s nice and toned through, maybe more toned than I am. Her hips flare out wider than mine, but I think she looks great. It’s probably Lila’s influence, but I find I’m reacting to seeing my friend nude and it’s confusing.

		“You look great, girl,” I tell Patty. “I’m jealous.”

		“Oh, stop it,” she says.

		“No, Patty. You look really good,” John agrees, and I feel a spike of jealousy.

		“There are more,” Patty says.

		John doesn’t wait for me but reaches over and flicks the touchscreen. Both our eyes go wide at the next one. Patty is fully nude, posing in front of a bedroom mirror. She’s almost clean down below, with just a narrow landing strip of brown hair above tight lips. Her breasts look better standing. They’re still small, just about a b-cup I’d guess, but they are super perky and look like the boobs of a twenty-something. John lingers on that picture for a moment and I feel his excitement, like vibrations coming off of him. I’m excited too, but I’m jealous that Patty is so obviously turning him on. It’s not easy to admit, but I want all the attention. John flicks the screen again and it’s a picture of Patty back in bed, but this time her legs are open, and she has a small, white vibrator pressed to her clit hood.

		I’m so shocked I almost drop the phone. Patty reads my face and rips her phone from my hand, saying, “That’s enough.”

		“Patty, honey,” John says, moving closer to her and putting an arm around her waist. “I’m impressed. I always knew you were attractive, but you’re a hot little number.”

		“What? Did you think I was boring?” she replies, leaning into him and placing a hand on his chest. “I’m not like Carol here, but I can be exciting.”

		“I bet you can, honey. We need to spend more time together,” John says.

		“Yeah? What do you think? I’m going to put on a show?” Patty asks.

		John’s eyes light up. “That would be incredible!”

		“Sorry, hon, not happening,” Patty says.

		“Maybe he thinks we should swap or something,” Chuck says. Everyone turns to stare at him.

		“Really? That’s where your mind went?” Patty asks, shooting her husband a look.

		“I’m just kidding,” Chuck quickly adds. Everyone keeps staring at him. “Really, I’m kidding.”

		I saw how Chuck was looking at my photos and wonder how much he’s kidding. I think I know guys, and if he was given permission, I think my old pal Chuck would jump at the chance. Not that Patty would ever give that permission. Patty might be a little more adventurous than I’d thought, but no way she’s going for that. Not that I would either. I love Patty, and if I was going to trust anyone with my husband it would be her, but I do not think I could handle John being with another woman. I’m jealous when he’s just looking at pictures of Patty. But I can’t stop my mind from going to dark places and I’m suddenly looking at Chuck with new eyes. In all the years I’ve known him and Patty I’ve never thought of him that way, but if the situation came up, would I?

		Chuck is a handsome guy. He’s right around fifty, very tall and skinny. He’s a runner, so he’s stayed in shape. Chuck is handsome in a sort of bland kind of way—short hair going gray, nice green eyes. I don’t know if he would turn my head in a bar, but knowing him and knowing he’s funny and good natured, I think he could probably lure me into bed. But again, that will never happen. No way Patty is looking to become a swinger, and besides, John and I aren’t on that road either—I don’t think. John didn’t seem to react when Chuck made his tongue-in-cheek suggestion. Is my husband already thinking about how Patty would be in bed?

		“Are we going to bowl or what?” I ask, trying to end the awkward moment.

		“Yeah, that’s why we’re here,” Patty says. She turns to Chuck. “Listen, we can swap partners for teams. How’s that, honey? Will that make you happy?”

		Chuck grins like a kid with a new puppy. He likes hearing swapping, but he’s thinking about anything but bowling.

		Once we’re back to bowling and drinking, things calm down and go back to normal. Mostly. I know Chuck is looking at my ass and stealing glances at my body when I bowl. I feel the weight of his attention. My worn, vintage scoop neck Phillies t-shirt fits nicely and might even give away a sneak peek if Chuck catches me at the right moment. I enjoy his attention far more than I should, but I’m distracted. I keep an eye on John and Patty. I swear they’re flirting, and I feel the jealousy creeping through me as I watch them. I feel so crazy. Didn’t I just spend several hours in bed with my young stud lover? Can I really be mad because I think my husband and best friend might be flirting? Yes, I can. I never claimed to be perfect, and John going after other women is not part of our arrangement. John’s not really going after Patty. I know that in my head, but after too many beers I’m not thinking clearly. I make sure I give Chuck his chances to get good peeks at me as we play. It seems to me like everyone is getting what they want and should be happy. But I’m not.

		We call it after Patty and John win two games straight. Chuck and I came close the second time, but I think trying to look down my shirt threw Chuck off his game. It’s getting late anyway, and I’m eager to get John out of there. I sense he’s as eager as I am. Crazily, being jealous has only made me hornier. I’ve got something to prove now. We head for the door, but Patty and I stop to use the ladies’ room.

		I’m itching to talk to Patty about what happened tonight, but the line for the restroom is long and I don’t want to discuss anything with so many people around. I finish in the bathroom first and wait outside in the hallway, away from the line.

		“Are you ready to go?” Patty asks.

		“Yeah. Tonight got a little nutty, didn’t it?”

		“I keep forgetting Chuck hasn’t learned his manners yet. I can’t take him anywhere. Sorry for all that.”

		“It’s okay with me. I just feel bad if you felt pushed into anything.”

		“I’ll give Chuck a little talk about keeping things to himself, but I’m okay. I guess I wish you guys didn’t see that last picture, but I guess you’re not going to judge me. This is why I can’t get wild like you. Chuck doesn’t know how to be cool the way John does.”

		It felt like Patty might be taking a shot, but that was probably just paranoia. She’s not like that. I told her, “Cut the guy a break. He’s just super excited. You just need to do that stuff more, so he gets used to it.”

		Patty laughs. “Maybe.”

		“We’re good. There’s no weirdness, right?”

		“No, don’t be silly. Why would there be weirdness?”

		We leave it there and return to our husbands. Patty says everything is cool, but I can’t help feeling something has changed. I’m just going to have to give it time and see how it all shakes out. We say our goodbyes in the parking lot and John takes my arm to lead me back to his car. I feel the electricity between us. We’re both thinking the same thing. The only question is if I can wait to get home before I tear his clothes off.

		

	
		

		Four

		

		The atmosphere in John’s Charger is electric as he guides it out of the parking lot. I think I’m beginning to understand his feelings on my hobby for the first time. I’m undoubtably jealous of the way he looked at Patty, but that unease only makes me want him more. I couldn’t go as far as John does—I don’t think I could handle seeing him with someone else—but the jealousy is fueling me. I reach over the console and place my hand on his thigh. His stiff shaft is plain along the leg of his jeans. The poor thing. It must be painful. I should probably help him with that.

		“Bet you didn’t think tonight would go that way,” I offer.

		“Yeah, right. Patty. Who’d have thought? I wonder if that’s just the tip of the iceberg.”

		“What do you mean?”

		“Maybe it’s not just pictures. Like, they have no idea what you’re up to, right?”

		It strikes me that John says what you’re up to and not what we’re up to. I thought we’re doing this together.

		“You don’t think they’re doing anything like we are, do you? That’s insane. No way.”

		“You never know,” he insists.

		“There is no way Patty is going out and screwing other guys. It’s not her.”

		“And she would say the same thing about you, Carol.”

		Would she? I wonder. Patty does think I’m a little crazy. How crazy does she think I am?

		“It sounds like you want it to be true,” I suggest. I tighten my fingers on his clothed shaft for emphasis and feel him twitch.

		“I don’t know. Patty’s pretty, but she’s not sexy like you, Carol. It’s not really about that. It’s just fun to think about a woman like Patty, or you, losing control and letting your inner slut out. It’s hot to know that you’re capable of anything.”

		John shifts in his seat for comfort as his cock grows.

		“Do you really think I’m capable of anything? Like, anything?”

		“I don’t know. What do you think?”

		It’s a good question and I can’t answer it. I won’t tell my husband that. I really don’t know how far I might go with my guys if they push me, and that scares me—a lot. It was why I was scared to see Noah and Mateo again and why I feel a little dizzy when I think about them. Conner tests my boundaries, but not like the other boys. They really want to see me slut out completely.

		“I think you love the idea that I might do anything with the boys. You love to think about it.”

		I unclick my seatbelt and the pinging from the Charger is so annoying I lock it again behind my back as I turn in the passenger seat to face John. His cock is leaking so much from my attention that a wet spot forms on the leg of his jeans. John watches me from the corner of his eye—trying to pay attention to the road—but he sees enough to figure out where I’m going. He works the control to move his seat, easing back from the steering wheel and reclining to help me get to his belt.

		“I think about it, yeah. You know I like it,” he admits. “I love this new side of you, babe.”

		I have his jeans open and I push them out. It’s difficult with John seated like this. It’s been a long time, but I’m no stranger to road head. I remember it being easier. The waistband of his briefs gives way to my pulling and I’m able to free my husband’s cock. I love the familiar weight of him in my hand. I know this cock so well and it will always be my favorite. He takes care of me so well. Playing with my guys has never been about dissatisfaction at home. John’s not huge like Conner—or as thick as Mateo—but his cock is beautiful, and I love it the best because I love the man it’s attached to.

		“I think I like the new me, too. It almost feels like I’ve been missing out on something my whole life,” I confess, stroking his erection.

		“Yeah? That’s hot, Carol. I love how sexy and confident you’ve gotten. It’s amazing. I love seeing you like this.”

		“What do you like to see? You like seeing me being a little whore?”

		A shudder goes through John’s body and he answers with a breathy, “Yeah…”

		“I love being a whore for you, John. And I was such a whore today. The second I got to Conner’s I was on my knees, baby. Your whore wife sucked his cock right in the doorway. Anyone could have seen me.”

		“Fuck, Carol. Mmm…”

		“I just wanted him. I didn’t care about being caught.”

		I squeeze his cock harder, slowly stroking.

		“I…I can’t wait to see…”

		A pang of guilt twists my stomach. I was so distracted earlier I didn’t think to record any of my time with Conner. Part of our deal is that if John isn’t there, I bring home video of my adventures for his collection. I should have told him earlier, but we were in such a rush. He’ll be angry, but I think I know how to bring him back on my side.

		“Baby, I’m sorry. I didn’t get any video today.” My voice is pouty, almost like a young girl’s.

		John’s eyes narrow and I’m not sure if he’s more angry or disappointed. I hate disappointing him. “Did your phone die?”

		I bend over and swirl my tongue around his tip, licking up the sticky, salty precum dripping there. “No, Daddy. I am a bad girl. I just didn’t get it.”

		“Damn it, Carol.” He’s angry. I hear it now. I suck his head gently and he shivers and moans. Can he stay mad at me if his cock is in my mouth?

		“You know I’m a bad girl, Daddy.”

		The age play turns us both on. We don’t get into it as much anymore, but I love being a naughty girl to my strict Daddy. It’s really more about submission than anything else. Saying Daddy just makes it feel dirtier. John is the man who taught me how much I enjoy being submissive.

		“How can I make it up to you, Daddy?” I ask, smacking my lips when I take them off his cock.

		“Carol, you know you’re supposed to…”

		His words cut off with a whimper when my lips lock around him again. I bob deep, taking him to the back of my throat, and just beyond. As I’ve gotten accustomed to Conner’s monster cock, my oral skills have greatly improved. I can deep throat my husband’s smaller cock with ease now. I prove it by holding him in my mouth, nose buried in his crotch, while I suck and work my tongue on his shaft. John shakes and moans and I wonder if it’s just because of the blowjob, or is he thinking about me doing this to Conner in his doorway earlier?

		“Mmm…Carol…yeah…”

		I pull back when I have to breathe and bang the back of my head on the steering wheel. John barely gives me a chance to breathe, pushing hips up from the seat. I’m caught between the wheel and his lap and he jams his cock into my mouth. I gag, but John doesn’t stop. He jams himself deep into my throat. He’s not usually this aggressive. I can’t breathe, but I like it. It reminds me of my other guys. John keeps jacking his hips upward, fucking my mouth as best his can in our uncomfortable position. He’s moaning the entire time and murmuring my name—until he hits the breaks hard. I twist forward at an awkward angle and his cock is jammed hard down my throat. I cough hard, spit dripping from my lips, and he finally backs off.

		“Don’t get us killed,” I cough, wiping my lips on the back of my hand.

		“Then don’t suck my dick so good. I can’t think straight when you do that.” He laughs.

		“Good,” I tease, before swallowing him again.

		I’m giving fast, hard-sucking head now. John puts his hand behind my head to cushion it after I keep banging it on the steering wheel. I hold his base with one hand and unbutton my jeans with the other, slipping it down inside my panties. I’m soaked. I quake when I stroke my clit, and my mind ping-pongs between staying in the moment and sucking Conner in his doorway earlier. It was so dirty and so wrong. I bet Patty would never do that—not even to Chuck. A weird flip occurs in my brain and suddenly I see Patty on her knees, lips wrapped around my husband’s cock. Jealousy spikes through me and dread creeps up my spine. I don’t like it at all, but my clit throbs with sudden urgency and I’m crying and moaning into my mouthful as I experience a swift climax.

		“Carol…goddam…babe…” John gasps.

		John comes in my mouth and with my own moaning orgasm I can’t handle it. I cough when I try to swallow and his jizz bubbles from my lips running down his shaft and my chin. I pull back as far as I can—which isn’t much—and he blasts across my cheek as the back of my head rests against the steering wheel. Luckily my husband doesn’t have a giant load like my other guys, or my face would be painted. I fall back into my seat and John looks at me. The lust in his eyes says he likes seeing me so messy—and I like turning him on. I leave his cum on my face.

		“Sorry I didn’t get you any video or pictures today.”

		“It’s okay, this time. I guess I can let it slide since you just blew me in the car.”

		“Gee, thanks, honey.”

		“And of course, I’ll have to paddle you when we get home.”

		I light up. He hasn’t used the leather paddle on me in so long. “You do that, it might encourage me to be bad.”

		“Then maybe I won’t.”

		“Please spank me, Daddy,” I say, biting my bottom lip.

		“We’ll see.”

		John’s teasing me, but I know he will. And I’ll love it. He doesn’t seem mad about my mistake anymore, just as I suspected he wouldn’t be.

		We race straight to the bedroom when we get home and I’m thankful the kids are not home because John paddles me hard, and my cries ring through the house. Maybe he didn’t let the video thing go. I beg and he fucks me with my ass glowing fiery red. It’s going to be tough to sit on that hard wooden pew at church in the morning, but it’s worth it. Besides, maybe that’s my penance.

		

	
		

		Five

		

		My schedule for the next couple weeks is a real tough one. We’re short-handed at the hospital and I have to work extra shifts. The overtime will be nice, but it leaves me little time to do anything else. I can barely keep the household running and have to lean heavily on John. He’s always been a good sport about doing his share of the chores, but I still feel guilty when I can’t do it all like we’re taught we should when we’re little girls. I try to make sure my stepdaughter Isabella understands she needs to put herself first.

		Household chores aren’t the only things that suffer during this stretch. If it’s difficult to find time with my husband and my family, it’s nearly impossible to find time for my hobby. My guys text every day, asking when I’ll be free, and I have to tell them I’ll get back to them. I feel like I’m letting them down too, and I promise myself I’ll be extra slutty for them when we get together again. Noah and Mateo are disappointed, but they take it in stride.

		Conner is more persistent, and as usual, I cannot deny him. I don’t like to play favorites with my guys, but Conner really is my go-to guy. It’s not right, but if I go too long without seeing him, I miss him. I meet Conner for a lunch quickie that week, but it’s not enough. It only makes me crave him more. A couple nights later, I go to his place right after work. Conner doesn’t care how late it is. He leaves the door unlocked and I throw off my scrubs and slip into bed with him, waking him with my mouth. We enjoy each other until the sun is coming up, when I reluctantly creep home to be there before anyone wakes up. John is awake when I get home and seems grumpy when I tell him I spent the night with Conner. I didn’t give my husband a heads-up first because I didn’t want to wake him. I tell John I have lots of video for him this time and that brightens his mood.

		Patty and I see each other at work, but we don’t talk about sharing our pictures at all. We’re always on the go and it’s difficult to find time to talk without other ears around. I also get the feeling Patty wants to pretend it never happened. I’ll drop it if that’s what she wants, but I do have so many questions.

		If Patty is closed down, Lila is an open book. We text a lot when we’re both working at night and I feel closer to her every day. Her easygoing, screw-what-people-think attitude continues to inspire me. She’s fascinated with my arrangement with John and eats up every detail I’m willing to provide. I tell her how I spent the afternoon with Conner after our coffee date and she cheers me on and wants the blow-by-blow account. Lila says she wants a boytoy of her own and even suggests—jokingly she claims—that we should team up and blow Conner’s mind together. I like Lila a lot, but the thought of sharing Conner with her twists my stomach with jealousy.

		We promise each other we’ll get together again soon—I just need to find the time. Lila insists she’ll hold me to that, and I soon learn that she’s just as persistent as Conner.
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		I’m on the couch hoping to catch up on my DVR’d television shows. Loads are running in the washer and dryer and the dishwasher is mid-cycle. It’s been a busy morning and I need a break before I jump into the rest of the housework. John’s at work, the kids are at school, and the house is silent. I’m glad for the time to catch up on everything, but I miss my family. If I wasn’t so busy I would have tried to convince John to play hooky and have a day date with me, but I just have too much to do.

		The doorbell rings and I ignore it. If it’s an Amazon delivery they’ll just leave it. We have a video doorbell, so I’m not worried about porch pirates. The doorbell rings again and I will whoever it is to go away. It rings a third time and I finally pry myself off the couch and answer it.

		“Hey! I started to think maybe you stayed in bed this morning,” Lila says brightly, standing on the other side of the door.

		“I was tempted to,” I reply uncertainly. This is quite a surprise, especially as I don’t know how she knows where I live. “Uh, come in.”

		I step aside and Lila sweeps into our house, looking around. “You have a beautiful home. It’s nice out here.”

		“Thanks.” I lead her back into our family room and try not to sound confrontational when I say, “I’m happy to see you, but how did you end up here?”

		“I wanted to surprise you, so I looked up your address on the internet. I hope that’s not too stalky.”

		It feels a little stalky and—not for the first time—I start to question my recent life choices. Maybe befriending a stripper I met while out one wild night wasn’t a great idea. I feel close to Lila and it seems like I know her, but I didn’t do any checking, like she apparently did. Everything she’s told me could be a lie. But she’s smiling and she looks cute in a short, white skater dress with navy stripes and I want to like her. I don’t think she’s wearing a bra.

		“No, it’s okay,” I reply, trying to sound confident. She looks cute and I feel like a mess, wearing an old t-shirt and baggy shorts. Her makeup is perfect and dramatic once again, and I’m not wearing any. Why do I care?

		“Are you busy?”

		“Just with a mountain of laundry and housework. Want to chip in?”

		Lila laughs. It’s earthy and warm. “That’s tempting, but I have a better idea.”

		“I’d love to go out and do something, but I really have a ton of things to do around the house.”

		“It’ll all still be here when you get back. Life can’t be all work, Carol.”

		“I know, and I want to have fun, but there’s so much to do.”

		“You’ve been running on all cylinders. It’s time to pamper yourself.”

		“Really? What do you have in mind?”

		“Go get changed. We’re having a spa day.”

		“What? We can’t…I can’t…that’s very nice, Lila.”

		“I’m not taking no for an answer. I’ll kidnap you if I have to, Carol.”

		I continue to protest as Lila takes a hold of me and steers me toward the steps. “We’re going upstairs and you’re going to get changed and then we’re getting out of here. I already made the appointment.

		“Do we have time to stop for coffee?” I ask, realizing resistance is futile.

		“If you’re good.”

		Lila waits not-so-patiently while I get ready. I throw on a pair of shorts with a soft red Henley top first, but then think they look too much like mom shorts and take them off. I have a denim skirt with big buttons down the front and a ragged hem that almost reaches my knees and wear that instead. It looks cute with the top and a pair of sandals. I put more effort into my makeup than I usually would to go out during the day. Am I feeling competitive with Lila, or trying to impress her?

		I text John before we go, apprising him of my change of plans. I bet he’s surprised it’s Lila I’m seeing and that I’m not running out to see Conner. I might be, if I didn’t know he was working. John’s response: Good, you girls need to spend more time together. I know what’s running through his dirty mind and I don’t spoil it by telling him were just going out to do girly stuff.

		Lila drives, and I do get my coffee. We make it to the spa in the nick of time and we’re shown right back by a pretty Asian woman. The spa is located in an old, converted industrial building and the lobby has a high ceiling and a lot of exposed brick, but once we’re shown to the back it’s strangely quiet and serene, like we’ve stepped through a portal. The hallways are painted pretty muted colors and the lighting is low. The doors off the hallway have large panes of frosted glass, but are opaque so I can’t see into the rooms. Lila and I are shown through a door and directed to change into fluffy pink robes hanging on hooks. It takes a moment for me to realize that we’ll be changing in the same room.

		“I booked a couples package so we could hang out together. I hope that’s okay,” Lila says.

		“That sounds great,” I reply.

		I’ve changed in rooms with girlfriends before, and we have a nurses’ locker room at work, but I’m shy about changing in front of Lila. Deep down, I know the energy between us isn’t just friends, but I’m not ready to acknowledge that yet. It’s silly, given everything I’ve done these last few months, but I think I’m resistant because she’s a woman. Do I want to knock down every taboo?

		Lila does not share my reservations and whips the skater dress over her head. I was correct, she is not wearing a bra. Only the barbells through her puffy, dark nipples and a skimpy thong separate her from nudity. The thong is gone in a flash. It’s not the first time I’ve seen her naked, of course, but this feels very different that watching her strip in a club. Her lean, athletic body is as alluring as ever, and she moves with a natural, feline grace. I try to read the lines of script tattooed on her side, but she’s moving too much and I’m too shy to ask her to hold still.

		I’m still fully dressed as Lila walks around the room nude, in no hurry to don her robe. She’s so comfortable I feel silly and prudish and unbutton my skirt, placing it in my designated locker. My shirt follows.

		“You have the prettiest underwear,” Lila says, coming close enough to finger my split bra strap. It’s red, with an inlaid floral pattern and held together by a golden clasp in the front. My boyshorts match.

		“Thanks. It’s my indulgence. I know the guys probably think I do it for them, but I wear it for me.” Am I blushing? She’s standing so close.

		“I’m glad, because there are no guys here and I still get to see it. We’re going to have to go shopping together.”

		“Sure, that would be fun.”

		I wait a beat, half-expecting she’s going to unclasp my bra for me, and I realize I’m holding my breath. She must feel my tension. I swear it’s coming off me in waves. I step back and finish undressing. My robe goes right on, with its matching slippers. A soft knock on the door is followed by a feminine voice asking if we’re ready.

		Our first stop is a steam room. The attendant explains this is to prepare our skin for our sugar scrub. A sugar scrub? Sounds exciting and exotic. I enjoy a good exfoliating facial scrub, but I’ve never thought to do it with sugar. All all-over body scrub sounds wonderful, and I excitedly take a towel from the attendant as she holds the door open to the steam room and promises to return for us. I follow Lila into a small, dimly-lit room done in coral pink tile. Thick, humid steam swirls through the air. A long, tiled bench is built into the back wall and might fit four people if they were close together.

		Lila sheds her robe without a second thought, hanging it on a hook. She sees me hesitate and asks, “Do you need some help with that?”

		“What?” I say dumbly.

		“Your robe. You need to take it off.”

		Before I can answer, Lila uses a finger to tug the belt free and my robe falls open, just obscuring my breasts. Her dark eyes lock onto me as she slowly spreads my robe apart.

		“You have beautiful breasts, Carol. I wish my tits were that nice.”

		Lila pushes my robe open completely and examines my boobs. Her fingers just brush my flesh as she holds the robe. My heart trip-hammers in my chest. I’m sweating, but it’s not because of the steam room. My nipples plump up and stiffen and I pray she doesn’t notice. I tell myself to stop being so self-conscious around Lila. She’s already played with my tits and made me come and did it in a room full of people. But it was dim, and I was drunk, and so horny I wasn’t thinking straight. I’m sober but getting aroused. If Lila wants to have her way with me, I know I won’t stop her.

		“Thanks, but yours are pretty perfect.” I fight the urge to touch her. Lila looks incredible naked, with her slim hips and small, perky boobs. Her nipples are puffing and pulling the barbells piercing them.

		“I hope mine are still that perky when I’m…”

		“When you’re my age?” I laugh, and it breaks the tension. “Don’t worry, I’m not offended. I’m pretty lucky, I guess. The girls are holding up well.”

		“They’re so tempting. Your guys must go crazy.” She winks and brushes my boobs with a quick caress.

		I close my eyes and bite my bottom lip. “They seem to like the girls. They enjoy them.”

		“I can see why.”

		Her hands are gone just like that. My eyes flicker open and Lila is moving away through the swirling steam. I’m trembling as I hang my robe on the hook and follow her. We spread our towels on the slick tile and sit. Lila isn’t subtle. She scoots closer to me and watches me with lusty intent. I squeeze my thighs together self-consciously as her eyes sweep down to my lap.

		“This is fun,” Lila says.

		“Yeah. Thanks for making me go out today. I’m not usually excited about sweating, but this feels good. Do you do a lot of spa days?”

		“Not since a bachelorette party a few years ago, and god I needed that. Did a dry sauna that time and it was fabulous. Had to sweat all those toxins out.”

		“I can’t remember my last bachelorette party,” I say. “I think it was a girl from work, but there was no spa day. Just a lot of champagne, some bar hopping, and a few skeevy strippers. Oh, sorry, no offense.”

		Lila laughs. “None taken. All of the male dancers I’ve met are either sleezy or gay. I can’t believe some girls actually fuck them. If they’re willing to fuck you, they’re probably going to give you something.”

		“That’s a pleasant thought,” I say, laughing. “I’ll make a note to never fuck a stripper.”

		“At least no male ones,” Lila helpfully adds.

		“No male ones,” I agree.

		“You know, you’ve talked a lot about your guys. You haven’t talked much about girls,” Lila says.

		“I’m not sure what you mean.”

		“You said you think you’re too jealous to share your husband with another girl, but what if it’s just you? Does your husband feel the same way about you and other girls as he does about you being with guys?”

		I smile. “I think so. Is this just idle interest?”

		“That depends on you. What do you want, Carol?”

		I smile and drum up the courage to look her in the eyes. “I’m not really sure. I know this sounds like a cop out, but I don’t always know I want something until it happens. I guess I’m just open to whatever happens.”

		“You know, we’re not just a couple girls hanging out. I like hanging out with you, Carol, but it’s not just about coffee and spa days. I think you’re hot.”

		I’d be blushing if I wasn’t already heated up by the stream room.

		“You’re hotter,” I say.

		Lila brushes a stray hair back from my face and begins caressing my neck. It gives me the tingles all over. “Thanks. Have you been with another woman before?”

		“We had that time in the club. Don’t you remember, Lila?”

		“That was fun, but it was the tip of the iceberg. That’s it?”

		“I had a massage a couple months ago with a happy ending. I didn’t ask for it. It just happened.”

		Lila laughs and puts her other hand on my thigh. I relax at her touch, opening her path higher. She scoots closer and our hips are touching. She’s a beautiful woman and staring at her, all I want to do is kiss her. I feel like it’s written all over my face and wonder what she’s waiting for. I could just kiss her, but something holds me back.

		“Seems like a lot of things just happen to you.”

		“It feels like that these days,” I agree, with a laugh.

		My breath catches as her nails trace up my sensitive flesh, just short of touching my sex. I squirm on the seat impatiently, waiting for Lila to make her move. She really is toying with me and the twinkle in her eye says she’s enjoying it.

		“Don’t you want to kiss me, Carol?”

		“Yes.” It’s almost a whisper. Lila’s fingers brush my lips below and I gasp.

		“Then what are you waiting for? Kiss me, Carol.”

		I do as I’m told. My lips crash into hers as my excitement overtakes me. Lila’s nails dig into the back of my neck and her tongue thrusts into my mouth. She’s in control. We both feel it. I moan into our kiss and reach for her. Her toned body is hot to touch and slick. I imagine I can feel the tattoo on her ribcage under my fingertips, but that’s silly. My hand slides forward, brushing her nipple. I tease the barbell there and Lila groans. When I played with her tits in the couch dance room, she told me she likes having her piercings teased.

		Lila nudges her fingers between my lips, stroking the slick furrow between them. Warm pleasure flows from my pussy and as I moan Lila breaks our kiss, nibbling on my bottom lip and drawing it out. Her fingers sweep upward and brush my clit while she kisses my neck just below my ear. Sharp teeth draw on my earlobe and I hiss. It stings, and I like it.

		“Mmm, you’re already so wet, Carol,” she whispers. “I’ve hardly touched you.”

		“Lila…ohh…”

		“I’ve been thinking about fucking you since the night we met. I think you have, too.”

		My answer is a soft moan. Lila nibbles on my neck and expertly brushes her fingers along my slit. She brushes and teases my clit, but never directly attacks it. Lila isn’t like a guy, desperate to prove himself and get me off as quickly as possible. She’s enjoying making me squirm and moan. Lila is as in control as any guy I’ve been with—maybe more so. Her nibbling on my neck is driving me insane and when I can’t take it anymore, I pull her back into an intense kiss. My hands worship her breasts, tugging and flicking her nipple piercings until Lila is trembling in my arms. She’s not the only one who can tease.

		“Mmm…baby…you’ve got the perfect touch,” Lila murmurs between kisses.

		I can’t speak to reply. I feel short of breath as I gasp in the humid steamy air. Lila pays more and more attention to my clit and she’s got me ascending towards a strong climax. My hips jerk all over the place, but Lila manages to keep her fingers right where they need to be. My cries grow louder and I fear someone might hear us from outside the steam room, but it’s so difficult to control myself. I’m panting and moaning Lila’s name.

		A knock at the door pulls me back into myself and I push Lila’s hand out of my lap, pulling as far away as the bench will allow. The door opens a crack and a woman says, “It’s time for your scrubs.”

		“Okay,” I pant. I shoot Lila a look, as if it’s her fault we almost got caught. We both laugh, and the woman at the door must think we’re insane, unless she heard me moaning from the hallway. She plays it cool, if she did.

		

	
		

		Six

		

		We’re shown to a humid, tiled room with two massage tables in it. A shower stall occupies one corner and a big sink another. The woman, pleasant and trim, a few years older than me, hands us each a pair of bland, white cotton panties and directs us to undress and lie on the table. The woman leaves us, and Lila holds out the panties, laughing.

		“I guess these aren’t your usual speed,” she says, grinning.

		“My period panties are nicer than these,” I agree, joining in.

		“They’re typical for the body wrap.”

		“I’ve had spa panties before, but they also gave me a throwaway bra, too,” I say.

		“Guess they don’t do that here. It would be a crime to cover those up anyway.”

		“Stop it!”

		I’m so frustrated from my orgasm denied that I’m trembling. Every nerve in my body feels on fire, as if Lila could finish the job and make me come if she just comes over and brushes against me. Lord, do I want her to! That, and so much more. I’d be willing to forgo the remainder of the spa day if Lila and I could go somewhere and be alone. I’m not ready to show her how eager I am, though, so I try to play it cool.

		We shed our robes and we’re naked together again. I’m getting used to it. We step into our spa granny panties and hop onto the tables, which are just far enough apart for someone to walk between. I want to jump her on that table, but for now we just share lusty glances.

		Two women join us, pushing carts with their supplies.

		“How are you? I’m Marcia, and this is Cinthia. We’re going to be taking care of you two today.” The taller of the women speaks. They both have black hair and look Hispanic. They are dressed in polo shirts and slacks and seem very professional.

		“I’m Lila, this is Carol.” She rolls onto her side, unconcerned with flashing her breasts to the women.

		“Is this your first time here?” It’s the shorter woman, Cinthia. She doesn’t have an accent at all.

		“It’s mine. Carol?” Lila says.

		“Nope, never been here before. It seems lovely,” I reply.

		“You two are scheduled for our mojito sugar scrub, followed by our mojito wrap and a massage. Do you have any questions?” Marcia asks.

		“Sounds delicious,” Lila replies.

		“It sounds like it’s going to get us drunk,” I say.

		“No amount of alcohol will make you as relaxed as we will. I promise,” Cinthia says.

		The treatment begins with a vigorous cleaning. I can’t speak for Lila, but I have never been so thoroughly scrubbed by another human being. Marcia turns me this way and that and makes sure I’m clean everywhere. She must notice my thick, engorged nipples, but she doesn’t comment. I bite back moans because while the washing isn’t intended to turn me on, I can’t help my reaction after what Lila just did to me in the steam room. I can’t even look Marcia in the eye. Once we’re fresh and clean, the actual treatment takes place.

		The women open their jars and a powerful scent of mint fills the air, accompanied by undertones of sweetness. Lila makes appreciative sounds as Cinthia begins work on her. Marcia massages scented oil into my skin, hands firmly kneading my flesh as she works the oil into my back and then down my legs. Her fingers swipe the insides of my thighs and I flash back to Natalia’s intimate touch during my last massage. My heart beats faster, as Lila already has me incredibly aroused, but I don’t think Marcia is going to go there with me—not with two other women in the room. I wonder if I’ll ever be able to get another massage without the anticipation of a happy ending.

		Once I am thoroughly oiled, the scrub begins, and I’m not sure how much I’m going to like this. Marcia wears a mitt and uses a firm hand working the mint-scented sugar scrub into my skin. It’s not really painful, but I can feel my dead cells being scoured away by Marcia’s strong strokes. She finishes with my back and works down over my butt, which makes me jump when she exfoliates that sensitive area. Marcia does the backs of my legs and I brace myself when she goes for my inner thighs. Beside me, I hear little ooos and ahhs from Lila, making me think she’s quite enjoying this treatment. By the time Marcia’s working on my calves, I get it. The skin left in her wake feels alive and awake. It feels like every pore on my back is open and breathing. I’m feeling enthusiastic about the scrub when Marcia instructs me to turn over.

		Marcia isn’t shy about where she touches when she oils my front. She starts with my belly—which tickles and has me squirming—and moved right to my breasts. Her touch isn’t sexual at all, but her slippery, massaging hands feel amazing. My thick, pink nipples go dark and extend, responding to her touch. Marcia massages my nipples too and I tremble, barely biting back a moan. It’s embarrassing, but I’m sure Marcia’s seen it all before and she doesn’t bat an eye. Lila has no embarrassment at all, and I hear her openly cooing and moaning as Cinthia works on her. I sneak a glance to my side and see Lila’s slender figure laid out on the table. Cinthia’s hands are everywhere and I wish it was me exploring Lila’s body with my hands.

		The fun ends when Marcia begins the scrub again. She has my full attention when she rubs my sensitive areas. My tender breasts are not spared, nor are my inner thighs. She’s expert at moving my body and manipulating it so she gets everywhere without ever touching where she shouldn’t. I don’t know if I would say the scrub is relaxing while it happens, but it leaves me feeling invigorated. My entire body is aware now. I swear I feel the stir of the air moving over me.

		Marcia and Cinthia pack up their wares and instruct us to use the shower in the corner to rinse our bodies of the remaining scrub and oils. I remain lying on the table to pull myself together, but Lila hops right up and wiggles out of her spa panties, coming to the side of my table.

		“Amazing, wasn’t it?” she asks.

		“I feel so alive. I want to run and find a yoga class.”

		“That could be fun. So could other things.” Lila’s eyes sweep up and down my nearly-nude body.

		“They could,” I agree.

		I finally have my chance and nudge Lila’s arm aside to read her tattoo. I am not a big fan of script tattoos like that, but she pulls it off. The words are just large enough to read without being so large as to be ostentatious. It seems more personal than a look at me gesture. In three lines, the tattoo reads, Our happiness depends on ourselves. So true.

		“What inspired your tattoo?” I ask, tracing the words with my fingers. The black script feels slightly raised under my touch.

		“It’s something I heard a long time ago and I always think of it during tough times. Too many people look for their happiness in other people or things. It’s always important to remember your happiness truly does depend on you and only you,” Lila answers.

		“That’s beautiful, and I couldn’t agree more. I think I spent too many years looking to other people for my happiness. It’s why I stayed too long in my first marriage.”

		“I know it sounds selfish, Carol, but always remember, It’s all about me!”

		Those words strike me with a particular resonance. Isn’t that what I’m doing with my guys? When I’m with them it is all about me and I love it. And with John, it’s made my marriage all about me and my pleasure. John gets off on what I’m doing, but I’m not doing it for him. I see my guys because I want to and because of the way it makes me feel. To be blunt: John’s enjoyment of my hobby is a pleasant side effect of what I do, not the reason. I know he understands that, but it feels cold to put it so starkly. Maybe I should have Lila’s tattoo.

		Lila makes her point by trailing her fingers down between my tits and tickles my bellybutton, but only for a moment. Her fingers continue their downward journey. Fingernails trace over my mound, making me shake. Her nails dance on my inner thighs and I squirm and moan. Lila brushes my lips and I whimper from her teasing.

		“Lila…what are you doing…”

		“Making it all about you, Carol,” she smiles down at me and nudges fingers between my lips, opening me.

		“I…I…” I have trouble forming words.

		Her fingers move in little circles, working toward my clit. She touches my clit and I cry out, biting my bottom lip. It doesn’t keep me quiet.

		“We were in the middle of something back in the steam room, weren’t we? I hope we’re not interrupted this time,” Lila says.

		“Oooo…mmm…”

		“Relax, Carol. Let me take care of you. That’s it, just relax and go with it, Carol…”

		Lila makes it easy. Her manipulation of my clit is expert. Her other hand gathers one of my breasts to massage. She pinches my thick nipple, giving it a tiny twist and pulling.

		“Yess…” I hiss, arching my back off the table. “Ooo god…Lila…yesss…”

		“You like a little pain. Good to know, babe,” Lila taunts.

		“Ahh…I…I…” I can’t answer.

		My orgasm approaches quickly, like a runaway train, and Lila stands over me, watching, studying my every reaction to her touch. I twist and turn on the table. The pleasure from her stroking my clit is almost too much, and my instinct is to escape, but her fingers stay on my slippery clit and it feels like she controls me by pinching my nipple. I helplessly moan her name over and over, my tone growing louder and plaintive. I want Lila to make me come. I need her to. She seems to sense this and I know she’s drawing it out, flicking and rolling my clit, but backing off before I can climax.

		I cannot let it be all about me—as much fun as that would be. I want to learn Lila’s body, too. I reach for her, trembling hand only steadied when I grasp her. I’m shy no longer. I push my hand right between her thighs. Lila is just as wet as I am, and my fingers slide up inside her. I mean to tease her clit too, but I can’t focus that much when she’s rubbing my pussy, so I slip my fingers right inside her. I feel like a clumsy guy, but Lila seems to like it.

		“Mmm…fuck yeah, Carol. Like this, babe.”

		Lila takes hold of my hand—freeing my nipple—and guides it. It’s more like she has me massaging her pussy instead of fucking her with my fingers. Her hips get moving and I see the same fluidity she uses on stage. It’s like she’s using my fingers to get off, rather than having me do the work. But she only enjoys it for a moment. Lila moves and my fingers slip out of her.

		“Oh!” I exclaim, when she pulls my legs apart, lifting one leg over her shoulder and turning my hips toward her.

		The position is more awkward than if Lila went to the end of the table and pulled me down, but we’re both flexible enough to make it work. We won’t have to hold the position long anyway. Lila dips her face between my legs, spreading me open with both hands. Her tongue darts at my pussy, tasting me. I can’t reach her pussy any longer, so I grab her butt and dig my nails in when her tongue tap dances on my clit.

		“Ohmygod…ohmygod…yesss…yesss…Oh!” I cry.

		Lila slurps at my pussy and sucks on my clit, darting her tongue across it. Fingers slip inside me, curling to find my g-spot. It’s all enough to light my fuse. It’s a short fuse and Lila has me coming in moments.

		“Yes! Yes! Ohmygod! Oh…my…god!”

		I curl into the fetal position, trapping her face against my pussy. She keeps sucking on my clit and a second orgasm rumbles through me. That proves too much, and I push her away. I fear I’ll pass out if I don’t. Oh my god, does that woman know how to lick pussy! Lila leans back against the other table, watching me again. She looks oh-so-pleased with herself.

		“Ohhh…” I sigh, trying to get my trembling under control.

		“That was fun. I’m going to grab a shower and rinse off while you hang out there,” Lila says, blowing me a kiss and heading for the shower stall in the corner.

		I have no intention of letting Lila shower alone. I’m weak in the knees when I hop off the table and have to grab its edge for balance. My skin is so sensitive from the scrub that it feels strange to move. I tell myself that sensitivity is why I came so hard for Lila. Sure, that’s the reason. She has the water on when I reach her and she faces inward, rinsing her breasts. The stall is just large enough for two and I squeeze in there with her.

		“Mmm, I was hoping you wouldn’t just lay there,” she says.

		I wrap my arms around Lila, cupping her breasts, while mashing mine against her back. There is no shower head above us, but there are three down the walls on either side of us, spraying our entire bodies with warm water. Lila places her hands over mine, encouraging me to play with her breasts. I tease her nipples and can’t resist playing with the barbell piercings. She coos and rubs back against me.

		“I love the way you play with my tits, Carol. You’ve got the perfect touch,” she says.

		“I’m just guessing. This is all so new to me,” I reply, turning my face from the spraying water.

		I hold my breath and turn back to nibble and suck on the side of her neck. She tastes of mint and sugar from the body scrub. Lila moans appreciatively. She guides one of my hands down to her pussy, pressing my fingers into her cleft. It’s all the guidance I need, and I begin rubbing her slit the way I like it, hoping she’ll like it too. All the times I’ve played with myself in the shower, I never thought I’d be doing it to another woman.

		“Yeah…yeah…Carol…yeah…do that…mmm…”

		Lila writhes back against me, slippery with water. I steal breaths when I can, kissing anywhere my lips can reach otherwise. She turns in my arms and we’re kissing. It feels like everything is moving so fast and I go on instinct. With water spraying from all sides, Lila guides me to her breasts to suckle her. My teeth click against her piercings when I nibble on her. She cries out, twisting her fingers in my hair, which is now soaked. I think we’re only supposed to be rinsing our bodies, but now I’m drenched. I don’t care. Let the attendants think what they will. Lila nudges me downward and I go with it until I’m kneeling on the tile in front of her.

		“Mmm…Carol…I love your mouth…”

		Faced with her smooth, shaved pussy, I go for it. Lila spreads her lips for me and I slide my tongue in there, trying to fake the confidence I lack. I’ve tasted myself, both on lovers’ fingers and their cocks, so her taste is not alien. Pussy is not sweet, like erotica would have one believe. It’s tangy, maybe even a little tart. I don’t easily admit it to my lovers, but I like tasting myself and I discover I like Lila’s taste even more. It’s diluted by the water streaming down her body, but that only makes me push my tongue deeper to taste her. I hold her hips and press my mouth tightly to her. I try to breathe through my nose, but it’s difficult with all the water spray. I think the lack of oxygen makes me dizzy because I attack Lila’s pussy with a crazy single-mindedness. My tongue is all over her clit, covering it like delicious ice cream.

		“Yeah…yeah…Carol…fuck…do it…do it…like that…oh fuck…Carol…”

		Lila’s moans drive me to lick and suck, almost like I’m trying to get inside her. My tongue lashes her clit over and over. She holds my head with one hand, and I hear her slap the wall with the other. Her cries get higher and higher in pitch until she yelps so loudly it echoes in the shower.

		“Yes! Fuck! Carol!” Lila shouts.

		Her nectar floods my mouth and I lap it up until I know I’m going to pass out if I don’t pull away to breathe. I have to fight against her grasp and I almost panic when I run out of air, but she finally releases me, and I fall back unceremoniously onto my butt. I suck in a deep gasp of oxygen and hear Lila giggling.

		“Do you need a hand up?” she asks.

		“You almost killed me!” I answer, laughing and accepting her hand.

		“There are worse ways to go.”

		Lila pulls me into her arms, and we kiss passionately. It feels so natural now. I love how her nude curves feel against mine. It’s so different from being with my guys.

		“We’d better get cleaned up or we’re definitely gonna get caught,” she says.

		“You didn’t seem so worried about that a minute ago.”

		“You had me a little distracted. Damn, Carol. Are you sure you’ve never done that before?”

		“I guess I’m just a natural.”

		We both laugh and get to the actual purpose of the shower, cleaning ourselves of the remaining body scrub. Feeling Lila’s hands all over me gets me going all over again, but it can’t go any further because the attendant knocks on the door asking if we’re ready for our massages. Laughing, we tell her one minute. The look on her face when we emerge tells me she heard us earlier and while the old me would have turned red with shame, I actually enjoy her judgment. I can never come to this spa again, but it was worth it!

		

	
		

		Seven

		

		My spa day with Lila was perfect, and while it did leave me relaxed, it also left me incredibly horny. I love the way she touched me and how she made me come so hard, but when she dropped me off at home I was as horny as ever. I spent the rest of the afternoon wrestling with whether I’m bi now, or if I’m just experimenting. I’ve come to the conclusion that it would be dishonest to deny that I find other women sexy. I want to explore more with Lila. At the same time, I know I still love men more and as great as those orgasms were, I know I still need cock. Specifically, I need my husband to fuck me as soon as I can get him alone.

		It’s a normal family evening at home. I prepare dinner and the kids work on their homework. John splits custody with his ex, and after dinner Isabella is picked up by her mother. Brandon indulges us with a late evening Scrabble game. I know he thinks he’s just humoring his mom, who thinks we need to spend more time together, but I know Brandon enjoys spending time with us. He’s fourteen and can be surly like any kid, but he’s really a sweet kid. Brandon helps me clean up the tiles after John trounces us both and clears out to the family room, throwing on his headphones to join in on some online gaming. It’s early, but I tell John I’m going to head up to bed, hoping he’ll take the hint.

		“Hey, close that door,” I tell John.

		I’m changing when he comes into the bedroom. It’s a warm evening and we’re trying to be smart about money, so the air is off. I slip into a thin cotton, shorty nightgown with lacy trim. I don’t bother with panties because I’m hoping they wouldn’t stay on anyway.

		“Your day of housework and relaxing must have agreed with you. You’re positively glowing, Carol.”

		I smile and sit up on the bed, not bothering to adjust the nightgown when it rides up on my lap.

		“I didn’t quite get as many chores done as I’d planned. I had an unexpected visitor.”

		“Really? Doesn’t Conner work anymore?” John asks, a cloud passing over his features.

		“No, not Conner,” I reply, annoyed. I’m almost annoyed enough to deny him the story of my adventure today, but I really do need to get laid.

		John’s been showing more jealousy of Conner lately, but when I ask him about it, he always puts me off, saying it’s all in my head. He always has an excuse for it: either it’s because I forgot to take video and pictures, or it’s because I didn’t tell him ahead of time that I planned to see Conner. I can see John’s point, but it still bothers me. I thought we were past the point where I have to check in with him and ask permission. John is my husband but asking his permission rubs me the wrong way. And I do feel bad when I don’t bring home a video for him, but John’s got to understand that’s not always practical. Sometimes when I see Conner it’s just a quickie and sometimes I just get so carried away that I forget. Isn’t that what John says he wants? He wants me losing myself in my sexuality, he says. That’s great, but he needs to realize that can’t always be controlled.

		“The other boys?” he asks.

		That possibility doesn’t seem to bother him as much, telling me his issue is with Conner. Sure, Conner and I have grown closer, but it’s not how John thinks. Conner is no threat to him. I’m tempted to get into it with my husband but choose to stay focused. I want sex.

		“Nope. I’m assuming they were at work with Conner. Lila surprised me with a spa day.”

		“Oh?” John perks up now. “How did that go?”

		“Come closer and I’ll tell you all about it, Daddy.”

		I know calling him daddy will hook him deep. It’s about dominance, not anything creepy, unless you think a 40-year-old professional woman calling her husband daddy is creepy. Okay, maybe it is a little creepy, but it turns us on. John and I only used to play the daddy game when he had a collar on me or tied me up—which was occasionally—but since we’ve started with my hobby, we’ve been doing it a lot more often, and not when John is explicitly my master. I think it helps him get back some of the sense of control he might lose by sharing me. If he’s still my daddy and in control, it emphasizes that I’m still his and he’s only lending me to my guys—and now Lila. Plus, pleasing my daddy really does turn me on.

		John sits beside me, half turned to face me. He’s eager to hear about my day with Lila, and I wager if I reached into his shorts, I’d find he’s already getting hard. I lay my hand casually on his leg, but don’t go for the goods.

		“I hope you’re not mad that I went out with Lila without asking.”

		“No, you can see her any time you want. You need more friends like her.”

		“I’m sure she has more friends she could introduce me to,” I tease, thinking of her friend Kayla. Thinking of Kayla, however, makes me jealous.

		“Was it all mani-pedis and facials?” he asks.

		“We had a nice steam and body wraps and massages. It was nice and relaxing.”

		“Sounds like it. I could use a massage. So that’s it? You had your treatments and came home?”

		“We had our treatments and came home.”

		John looks disappointed. He was hoping for a juicier story. I know I shouldn’t tease him, but the Conner thing has me annoyed. I let him stew for a minute and finally admit, “We might have misbehaved at the spa.”

		“Really? How did that happen?” John’s smile is back, wider than ever.

		“You know how it is when we girls get together. It’s just like how sleepovers lead to pillow fights. Lila and I were naked in the stream room together and I guess we just couldn’t help ourselves. She’s so sexy and you know what a slut I’ve become, Daddy. Are you mad that I misbehaved?”

		“Well, I won’t know what kind of punishment is appropriate without knowing what happened.” John’s voice drips with excitement.

		“I tried to be good, Daddy, but Lila wouldn’t let me. We were sitting and talking, and she just started touching me. Lila’s so sexy I didn’t want her to stop.”

		“You got wet, didn’t you, Carol?”

		I nod and bite my bottom lip, hoping it gives off an innocent vibe. I turn on the bed to face him more and my nightie pulls higher. My lap is exposed, and I part my thighs for emphasis, just in case John isn’t paying attention, but I needn’t have worried. His eyes are drawn right down to my pretty little slit. I like that he doesn’t try to hide it. One of the great things about being married for so long is that John and I don’t have to be coy or play games.

		“You’re wet now, I bet.”

		My thighs part further as I rise up on my knees on the bed. The nightie drops into place to cover me, but John doesn’t need to see his target to reach it. His hand slides smooth as silk between my soft thighs and my slick lips yield to his fingers, exposing my excited heat to him. John rubs his fingers along my slit, and I close my eyes, moaning when he pays special attention to my clit.

		“Did Lila touch you like this?”

		“Mmm, sort of. But it felt different,” I moan.

		“Gentle-like? Delicate?”

		“Something like that,” I agree, letting him go with the stereotype.

		John pushes two thick fingers deep inside me. I gasp and tighten around them. He keeps them still inside me and waits. I take the bait, unable to help myself. I begin rocking on his fingers, tilting my hips so the tip of his thumb presses into the flesh above my clit when I move. John watches me keenly. He’s always loved watching me like this. Maybe that’s where I get my exhibitionist streak from. I’ve just expanded from an audience of one.

		“What did you do, Carol? Did you sit there and let her get you off?”

		“No,” I reply, shaking my head and closing my eyes. “There wasn’t time. But I touched Lila. I wanted to make her feel good too.”

		“You wanted to lick her pussy, didn’t you, Carol, you naughty girl?”

		“Yes, Daddy. I wanted to taste her.”

		John utters a strangled sound, like he can’t handle the feelings pinging around inside him. “My little slut,” he moans.

		“Yes, Daddy. I’m your little slut. Mmm…”

		I’m so wet his fingers move easily inside of me and my juices run down his hand.

		“It was so frustrating when we ran out of time. I wanted to scream.”

		“Did you take care of each other in the changing room?”

		“No…ahhh…no, Daddy. After our…after our wraps…she touched me…licked me…oh god, Daddy…”

		The closer I get to climax, the harder it is to talk. My eyes flutter open and I see John’s pulled out his cock with his free hand and he’s stroking it. I push his hand out of the way, taking over. Forget his fingers, I want that cock inside me.

		“Daddy…please…fuck me…”

		“You want me to fuck you, Carol? Didn’t you come enough today?” John is playing with me, but his voice is thick with lust. He wants it just as much as me. Maybe more.

		“Yes…Daddy…please…I need you…”

		“I’ll tell you what, Carol. You can fuck me instead.”

		John lays back on the bed, his head propped up by pillows and I pull his shorts and underwear down. I don’t bother with his t-shirt—it’s not in my way. I straddle him—with a tight grip on his cock—and fit him inside me. I love that feeling when a cock first enters me. There’s always that ripple of excitement and anticipation—that shiver of pure pleasure that goes through me. It can be more intense, depending on the person, but it always makes my heart skip a beat.

		I settle right down onto John, grinding as my hips do all the work. His hands go right to my hips subtly guiding my motion. I pull my nightie up over my head and toss it away. John’s forearms make for convenient handholds and I grip them tightly as I begin to slide and thrust myself onto him.

		“She…uhnn…she made you come…” John grunts.

		“Yeah…yeah…Lila went down one me…right on the table…mmmm…”

		“That’s so damn hot, Carol. You’re so damn hot…”

		“And I…I…in the shower…I…ohmygod…I licked her…pussy…”

		“Fuck…Carol…”

		“Oh god…oh god…”

		“You’re so…so slutty…”

		“You love it, Daddy!”

		“I do. I love my slutty girl!”

		“Oh god…oh Daddy…ohmygod…”

		John’s fingers dig into my hips. He’s thrusting off the bed, driving up into me. I lean back, holding onto his arms, my hair swinging behind me as I ride him harder. The mattress creaks beneath us and I hear myself squishing around him. This is what I needed. This is what I needed all day.

		“Oh…ohhh…uhnn…”

		I feel my husband explode inside me and he stops moving, his cock pulsing as it unloads deep inside. I work my hips faster, determined to come on his cock before it deflates. I’m so close, and suddenly I’m there, crying out at the ceiling and arching my back to jam my pussy down onto him. I pulse around him, like I’m trying to milk every last drop out of him. I tremble, and then weak as a kitten, I fall onto John, sighing when his arms envelop me. We’re both sweaty and stick together, but I don’t care. I can take another shower before bed. His flaccid cock remains partially inside me, and my pussy flutters around it with each aftershock.

		“God, that was so good, babe. You have no idea how much I needed that,” I sigh.

		“Even after your day with Lila?” John sounds surprised.

		“It was awesome with Lila, don’t get me wrong, but I need you, babe.”

		John squeezes me tighter. “You really are insatiable, Carol.”

		“I hope that’s not a problem.” I laugh.

		“I love it. You’re incredible, Carol.”

		“So, you don’t mind my dates at all?”

		“You know I don’t.”

		“Really? Sometimes I wonder. If it all gets to be too much, you need to say something. I can’t read your mind.”

		“It’s really fine, Carol. You know I’m on board. But I guess…”

		“Yes?”

		“I guess I just want to be more in the loop. It feels weird sometimes when I find out you’ve been doing something after the fact.”

		“I can do that. I want you to enjoy this just as much as I do.”

		John laughs. “I don’t know if that’s possible.”

		“Maybe not,” I concede. “But I want it to be good for you, too.”

		“And if you slip up, I’ll just have to punish you.”

		“Mmm, that might make me slip up. Do you still want to punish me for today, Daddy?”

		I feel his cock twitch inside me when I say daddy.

		“I’ll think of something, Carol.”

		“I can’t wait, Daddy.”

		

	
		

		Eight

		

		Days pass and I go back to work without John “punishing” me and it slips from my mind. I was hoping he would bring out my collar again, or at least tie me down to our bed, but nothing comes and I decide it was just idle pillow talk—a sexy threat made in the afterglow of our lovemaking that sounded sexy at the time, but had no intent behind it. It’s a shame. When I think about my husband taking control of me, one of the things about being shared that arouses me the most is thinking about how he has the right to share me because I belong to my husband.

		The days are not event free. I see Conner one day, both before and after work. I am sure to text John and let him know—keeping him advised on my activity without asking his permission. He doesn’t object, and he’s thrilled with the video I provide him later. It’s difficult to hold my phone in a good position while Conner is fucking me in the minivan, but I figure it out because it’s important to John.

		Noah and Mateo keep in touch, but we can’t find time to hook up with each other. I can’t explain it, but I feel I have to schedule a date with those two instead of spontaneously meeting them the way I often do with Conner. Quickie dates with Conner feel fun and naughty, like a bite-sized escape from everyday life. Seeing Noah and Mateo is like a marathon. I know they are going to take me and use me until they’re done and it will be hours. It’s physically and emotionally exhausting—not something I can sneak out and do and get back to my day. I want to see them again, but I have to find the time to do it.

		Lila is quickly becoming one of my favorite people because she’s so chill. I’m dying to see her again, but she gets it because she’s busy too. We always have time to share sexy texts and pictures, though. My heart beats a little faster every time my phone chimes with a new text message in hopes it’s from Lila. She’s also become my sounding board before I share something to reddit and I’m not sure if that’s a good thing or not. Lila pushes me to take more risks and expose myself more. What started as a fun hobby has turned into something of an obsession. My problem is that I like it when Lila pushes me to be daring. The way it makes my heart race and dampens my pussy rivals when I think about my guys.

		I take a picture of what’s under my scrubs every time I work now. It would be so easy to slip into the ladies’ room and snap a quick picture with my scrubs pulled up or down, but Lila forbids it. That’s not daring enough, she insists. I’m to find a new hidden corner of the hospital for each new photo and something has to come off for each one. I snuck into the X-ray room one night and snapped a photo in nothing but my panties one night and was nearly caught. My hands were shaking as I scurried away and secreted myself in a supply closet until I calmed down. Lila told me what a brave girl I was and said I needed a reward. She video called me and praised me while I shoved a hand into my panties, and with Lila’s encouragement I came in record time. I know the downside of such risky behavior, but I can’t seem to help myself.

		My reddit fans love the new riskier, more explicit photos. Lila knows what guys like. The number of likes my photos receive in my MILF and Gone Wild subreds has skyrocketed. All those likes, and the comments that come with them, only push me to push my boundaries, as if I need the encouragement.

		John loves it when I post new photos. I think he follows my likes and comments as closely as I do. I truly don’t understand how he is so excited to share me with thousands of strangers, yet he’s jealous when I see Conner. Lila suggests I recruit John to help me with my photos and I plan a bedroom photoshoot. My husband takes to it immediately, directing poses and gradually encouraging me to strip out of my lingerie. I see his cock standing out in his shorts while I roll around nude in the middle of our bed. In the back of my mind, I think, He’d better have locked that door!

		“You’re not getting my face in any of these, right?” I ask. I’m laying on my stomach, legs bent at the knees with ankles crossed in the air.

		“No, you’re good. If I slip up, you can crop it out anyway.” John is behind me with my phone, snapping photos. I self-consciously brush my honey blonde hair over the side of my face to make sure he won’t get it. “Roll onto your back,” he orders.

		“You’re enjoying this too much.”

		I comply, rolling over and putting my hands behind my head.

		“Smile, Carol.”

		“You’re not getting my face,” I remind him.

		“Just your smile. It’s hot when the girls show their smiles, but not the rest of their faces. No one will know you from your smile.” When I hesitate, John adds, “Come on, do it.”

		I smile, wondering just how distinctive my mouth and chin are. I tilt my head because I can feel the skin under my chin bunching, and I don’t like it—not a concern I ever had when I was younger.

		“You really are so fucking hot, babe.”

		“Glad you still think so.” My smile goes wider.

		“Everyone thinks so, Carol. The boys can’t get enough of you. The guys on reddit go crazy for you. I think you missed your calling.”

		“Yeah?”

		“You could have made a fortune in porn.”

		“Really?” I push up and lean back on my elbows behind me. It presents my breasts alluringly, and John snaps away. “I don’t know how I feel about that.”

		“I meant it as a compliment.”

		“I know, but I’m worth more than making my living on my back.”

		I know it’s judgy, but I can’t help thinking of women who do porn as women without other options. I’m smart and capable. I don’t need to fuck for money to make my way in the world. I know my husband means well, but I don’t think a man can understand how that’s not really a compliment.

		“I know, Carol. I’m just saying that when you’re that good at something you should get paid for it.”

		“How would you feel if I fucked for money? I could go pro. You said it yourself, everyone wants to fuck me.”

		John looks confused. “I don’t know. I never thought about. I wasn’t saying you really should be a prostitute or do porn.”

		“But you suggested it. You said I should get paid for it. Is that how you see me now? Do you see me as a prostitute because I’m screwing other men?”

		“You know I don’t, Carol.”

		“Maybe I don’t. Maybe you do see me differently now.”

		“Listen. If you’re a porn star, you’re my porn star.”

		“You like that. I see it in your eyes.”

		I really do. I know that man, and I know he’s thinking about it now. His eyes are glazing over, and his breathing is getting heavy. If John keeps going like this he’s going to come in his shorts. I’m not really angry with him, but I am piqued. It taps into my greatest fear, that John will never see me the same way again after all this. I know I am behaving like a whore, but I don’t want my husband to see me that way—not really.

		“You know I like watching you…” His words trail off.

		“Watching me fuck?”

		“Yeah, Carol. I like watching you fuck. And you like being watched, don’t you?”

		The heat between us is causing heat between my thighs. I flex my thighs together, the pressure bringing ripples of pleasure.

		“Yes,” I admit, my voice going lower.

		“I like watching you be a whore because you love being a whore. Don’t you, Carol?”

		“John…”

		“Open your legs.”

		I hesitate. I don’t usually take photos that graphic.

		“Do it, Carol. I want to see how wet showing off makes you. I want everyone to see.”

		The dominant edge in his voice quickens my pulse.

		“Okay…Daddy…”

		“That’s it. Show us. Show us how wet you are.”

		I not only part my legs, but I touch myself, opening my petals to show my glistening pink. I stare right at the camera as I do, and I imagine all those men out there, looking at my pictures on their phones and getting hard. John doesn’t have to tell me to touch myself. My slender fingers trail up and down my slit. I quake and gasp.

		“You’re my porn star because you love showing off that body, Carol.”

		“Yes…Daddy…”

		“You want us to want you.”

		“Yesss…”

		“You want us to fuck you.”

		“Yesss…Daddy…god…”

		“You love being a whore, Carol.”

		“Yesss…ohgod…yesss…Daddy…”

		“You can’t help yourself. You have to fuck Conner. You let Noah and Mateo fuck you in that cheap motel room.”

		“Ohhh…ohmygod…Daddy…I’m a whore…I’m sorry…”

		“Don’t tell me you’re sorry. I love my little whore.”

		“Oh god…”

		“I’m making a video for reddit. Now everyone will know.”

		“No! D…d…daddy…John…”

		“Don’t tell me no. You belong to me!” John is stern, almost angry.

		My pulse pounds wildly. The crazy jolts of pleasure shooting through my body rule me. I have to stop, but I can’t. I need to come. John—my daddy—is right. I am a whore!

		“Oh god! Ohmygod! Ohmygod! Mmm…”

		I come and I howl, locking my thighs around my soaked hand. I’m stiff and trembling. John rushes me while I’m coming, dropping his shorts. His cock points at me accusingly. John drags me to the side of the bed and shoves his cock at my face. It bounces all over my face when I don’t open my mouth, leaving trails of sticky precum. My phone is still in his hand, and all I can think is that he’s going to post this on reddit, too. I’m wild with fear, but I’m also so aroused I can’t think. John presses his cock to my mouth, and it opens.

		“That’s right, open up. Open up and take it like a good little whore. You can’t deny me, Carol. You suck their cocks, you can suck mine!”

		I try to protest, but it comes out muffled by my mouthful. John thrusts into my mouth, grabbing the back of my head, holding the phone in his other hand. I stare up at him helplessly, then at the camera. I think about all those men seeing me used like this. Ohmygod. My hand is back on my pussy and I suck him hard as I can. But John is in control. He’s using my mouth. He pushes into my throat, and I gag, and he fucks my mouth harder. John’s never been like this before, not even when I’ve been tied down. It’s always been more about teasing punishment, not just using me. Even when he’s spanked me, it’s been to tease. John is as out of control as I am.

		“You’ll do what you’re told, or you’ll be punished! You’ll suck me. You’ll suck me. You’ll learn to behave, Carol.”

		Yes, Daddy! Oh god, yes! I think.

		John explodes down my throat and I cough it up. He comes in my mouth and it bubbles between my lips and runs down my chin. I suck until I have every last drop and John stumbles away from me. He looks as shocked as I feel by what just happened. In a daze, I wipe my mouth and stare at the camera as I lick my fingers clean. I shudder with a fresh orgasm.

		We’re silent after that. I go to the bathroom and clean up, snatching my phone away from him. I don’t think he’ll post any of that without my permission, but I’m not taking chances. When I return, John is on the bed and I can’t read him.

		“You don’t really think we’re posting any of that, do you?” I ask.

		“Not the blowjob,” he agrees.

		“Any of it.”

		“A lot of women post those gif videos. Guys love them. Your face isn’t in that part.”

		“I’ve never done that,” I protest.

		John smiles, and says, “There’s a lot of things you’d never done, until you did.”

		“I don’t know, John.”

		I realize we’re talking about the video because we don’t want to talk about how weird things just got. I crawl into bed with him and snuggle against him. I don’t know which bothers me more, how aggressive John got, or how much I liked it. I don’t know what to think.

		“Let’s sleep on it. I think it would be cool.”

		“It’s not your body getting put out there,” I say, realizing I was just telling him the opposite. I think about John punishing me if I refuse. Why does that make me want to refuse?

		“Just think about it,” he presses.

		“I’ll think about it. I don’t want to disappoint you, Daddy.”
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		I post a short clip of me touching myself, but only after letting John twist in the wind. The thing is, the more I thought about it, the more I wanted to do it, but I didn’t want John to know that. He promises punishment for making him wait and I smile and tell him I’m looking forward to it. I don’t believe he’ll follow through, not after the last empty threat. We still don’t talk about it, but I know he’s shaken by how things got between us that night. He overcompensates with kindness afterward. John won’t be worked up like that again. I wish he would. I like him making me feel like a toy, the way Noah and Mateo do. It pushes me to make plans with them again.

		The guys are thrilled when I tell them I want to see them soon. But it’s strange. They don’t seem surprised to hear from me. I don’t dwell on that. I’m too excited about our date. I tell John about my plans, and he’s thrilled too.

		“That’s a great idea. Are you guys going to get a room or come here?”

		“I don’t know. I think we should get a room. I don’t know if I want to do it here. I know Conner’s been here but bringing Noah and Mateo over feels different. What I do with them feels different. That’s silly, isn’t it?”

		“I don’t think so. I’m all for whatever makes you feel comfortable,” John says.

		I give him a big hug. “I’m such a lucky girl to have a man who’s so generous with me.”

		“That’s me. Mr. Generous. Where are you guys going?”

		“We don’t have that worked out yet. Do you, uh, want to come?”

		“I don’t know, Carol. I don’t want to cramp your style.”

		“I want you there, honey, but only if you want to be. If not, I promise I’ll bring you good videos.”

		“I know. I trust you, Carol. Maybe I will come. It might be fun. Besides, the boys probably need a reminder that you still have a husband.” He laughs.

		“I tell them every time, honey. Don’t worry about that. They know I’m not really available.”

		

	
		

		Nine

		

		My stomach is so filled with butterflies as I walk into the hotel bar that I felt all squirmy. It’s reassuring that after all these months I haven’t become so accustomed to seeing other men that it doesn’t affect me. I’m positively giddy, standing by the bar and scanning for Noah and Mateo. It’s crowded enough that they don’t jump out to me right away. The bar itself is curved, with a light wood border and a lit, Lucite top, while the room beyond it is occupied by low tables surrounded by comfy, high-backed chairs. Muted music plays in the background. I spy Mateo beyond the curve of the bar and give him a little wave and a smile and sway toward him, throwing an extra swish into my hips.

		“You look amazing, Mami,” Mateo says, stepping away from the bar.

		I step close for a hug and his hand rests on the small of my back, just above the curve of my butt. We share a quick, soft kiss and the masculine scent of his cologne makes me tingle.

		“Is this outfit what you guys had in mind?”

		Mateo steps back and takes me in, a grin pasted on his sensual lips. My guys told me they wanted me dressed sexy for our date and I replied that I would do it if they did. Mateo is wearing a nice, black silk shirt that flows over his broad chest. I see it has a subtle pattern when I look closer. The shirt is paired with snug black slacks. Mateo certainly fits the bill. He looks like a present waiting to be unwrapped. I look forward to getting him upstairs.

		“It’s perfect. You’re perfect, Mami.”

		John picked my dress, a snug little indigo number with a black lace overlay. The front reveals a deep slice of my décolletage behind a lace panel. A deep V cuts low in the back, making a bra impossible. Fortunately, the bar is warm and my nipples aren’t perking up yet. My honey blonde hair is down in waves, framing my face, where a smile plays on my lips from Mateo’s compliment. I move close to him again and my lips linger on his neck for a moment—until I feel his pulse jump.

		“That’s sweet, but you’re only saying that because you want to get into my panties.”

		Mateo snickers. “I was actually hoping you weren’t wearing any.”

		He orders me a dirty martini at the bar and leads me to a table, where Noah awaits—with a surprise.

		“John, I thought you were hanging out with the boys tonight,” I say, unable to hide my shock.

		“These are my boys,” he says, clapping Noah on the shoulder. “I mean, they should be, right? I do let them fuck my wife.”

		The feminist in me balks at John’s comment, but my newfound slutty side loves it and I quiver in my core.

		“You didn’t need to surprise me. We could have come together.”

		I am bothered that John is making plans behind my back again. We’ve discussed this before, and John agreed to let me make my own arrangements. The first surprise was wonderful, but if we’re going to do this I want to make my own decisions, not have sexual encounters sprung on me. I get that’s not exactly what’s happening here, but I can’t help feeling manipulated.

		“Damn, you know how to bring it, Carol. Here, have a seat,” Noah says, patting the chair beside him.

		Mateo pulls out my chair and I sit to Noah’s left, shooting John a look across the little table. Mateo sits to my left. “This feels like a reunion. Maybe we should call Conner,” I suggest.

		“He didn’t want to come tonight,” Mateo says. He can sense my annoyance and has the grace to sound embarrassed by leaving me out of the planning.

		“What do you guys have planned for me tonight?” I ask, sounding upbeat. I sip my martini.

		Here’s the thing, I am annoyed with my husband, but I’m still excited about Noah and Mateo having their way with me. I’m not going to let John’s role in the evening dampen my mood. Maybe I’ll even be extra slutty with my guys so he can see just how much I love fucking them.

		“Don’t be annoyed, Carol, honey,” Noah says, laying his hand on my thigh. I feel the heat through my black stockings. He nudges my hem up my thigh until his thumb strokes the lacy top of my thigh high. “Mmm, I was hoping those were thigh highs.”

		“I know better than to wear pantyhose for an evening like this. You’d just rip through them.”

		“That could be fun, too,” Noah says. “Now listen, Johnny had a good reason for surprising you tonight. He’s asked us to do something for him—and you.”

		“Really?” I look to my husband, but his lips are buttoned. He doesn’t like being called Johnny, but he doesn’t correct Noah. It feels like Noah’s taken the lead with both of us. I can’t fathom why my husband would be deferring to Noah.

		John squirms uncomfortably in his seat. Is it seeing Noah’s familiarity with me in person? He’s seen video of me with other men, but he hasn’t experienced it since he arranged for Conner to fuck me in our bed. And John hasn’t seen Noah and Mateo thoroughly use me since all three guys were my birthday surprise that first night at the resort.

		“Only if you’re good with it,” Mateo says. He’s looking nervous, too. What the hell is this plan?

		“You’re beginning to make me nervous.” I look to each of them, but only Noah will look me in the eyes.

		“Nothing to be nervous about. Here’s the thing, Carol. Johnny told us that you’ve been very bad. Very, very bad.”

		“Oh.” It’s a simple comment. The hard look I give my husband conveys my real message: What the hell is going on?

		“We’re going to punish you tonight,” Noah says simply, like he’s offering to take me to a movie.

		“You’re what?” I ask, incredulous.

		“I don’t think Johnny has the heart to really punish you the way you need it, so I told him I’d be more than willing to do the job. Mateo’s down, too,” Noah says.

		“But only if you’re into this,” Mateo says. “Really. It could be cool, but only if you’re into it, Carol.”

		“She’s into it, pal. We know she’s into it. Remember the bag with the sex toys?” Noah says.

		Our bag of tricks. The guys saw it that first night we were together. I’d brought it on our weekend away thinking John and I could have some fun. I had no idea he already had a plan that night. My guys didn’t get too deep into the bag, but they saw it. I was embarrassed for them to see it that night—to have my kinky side exposed. That feels so silly now, given all I’ve done with them, but those were more innocent times. I almost laugh out loud thinking it. Innocent times. I was already nude and had sucked their cocks when they found the bag of tricks. Was I really embarrassed that they saw I liked dildos and restraints?

		I keep glaring at John and he stays silent. We’ve never discussed playing those kinds of games with other people. It feels strange, wrong somehow. Giving my husband the trust to do those kinds of things to me—to dominate me—feels sacred. It’s not something I think I should share with someone else—even if I think it might turn me on. Okay, there’s no might about it. Even as my rational mind rejects the idea, something primal buzzes at the back of my brain. That primal part of me doesn’t care what my rational mind thinks. It’s already quickened my heartbeat and I feel that prickly mix of fear and excitement creeping over my flesh. I know if I looked down, I’d see my nipples are hardened through my dress. My guys are not gentle with me, but they’ve never controlled me in that way. They’ve never been my masters. I know I should not let this happen. I should not give myself to another man—or men—in that way. But John wants it. I can see it written all over his face. His forehead is beaded with sweat and his breathing is heavy. He’s trying to control the signs and failing. It begs the question: if my husband doesn’t have a problem with this, why should I? John wants to give me to these men. So why am I resistant? Am I a moral hypocrite to have reservations about anything sexual now? I want to pull John aside and talk to him about this, but he had the chance to talk it out, didn’t he? I think he sprung it on me like this exactly because he didn’t want to talk about it. He took the easy way out and put it all on me. I tell myself, don’t so something stupid because you’re angry. Anger and excitement are a dangerous combination.

		They are all waiting for me to say something. I feel it. I don’t know what to say. Noah makes it easy for me.

		“Give it to me, Johnny,” he says.

		My husband moves slowly, but he produces my collar. I haven’t worn that in ages. I involuntarily touch my throat as I watch John hand it to Noah.

		“Are you ready, Carol, honey?” Noah asks, eyes boring into me, daring me to tell him no. He’s trying to take control already.

		My mind screams, Don’t do it! I reach for the collar anyway, squeezing my thighs tight against the excitement building there. The throb that emanates outward makes me shiver.

		“Put it on,” Noah instructs.

		The people around us are all minding their own business and there’s enough background noise that even someone close would have to make an effort to eavesdrop. No one is staring, but I feel like everyone is. Am I really going to do this in public? It’s insanity. I squeeze my thighs tighter and almost gasp. I can feel my panties are soaked and clinging to me. The collar is a narrow black leather band, with a small heart-shaped lock hanging from a ring in the front. It could pass as a fashionable choker, but anyone in the know would recognize it for what it is immediately.

		My fingers tremble as I press the soft inside of the collar to my throat. The rivet holding the ring in place is warm from John’s pocket. I fluff my hair out when my hands slip to the back of my neck to insure it’s not caught in the collar. The heavy snap at the back takes force, but I pop it into place. That sound always makes my heart pound, but never as much as tonight. My fingertips trace over the collar until I self consciously drop my hands to my lap.

		“That’s a good girl, Carol,” Noah says, smiling smugly. Mateo just stares, like he can’t believe what he’s seeing. That makes two of us.

		“Do you have the other thing?” Noah asks my husband.

		John looks even more unsure now. What could be worse than asking me to put on a collar in public? He looks from me to Noah and back. I can see he doesn’t know if this is a good idea, which makes me even angrier he didn’t discuss this with me first. I should get up and storm out, but at this point we all know I’m not going to do that. The collar is having its usual effect on me. I already feel more submissive. I’d never embarrass my daddy in front of these other men, but he’ll hear about it later. Another thing, I am not calling Noah or Mateo Daddy.

		I almost fall out of my chair when my husband hands over the next item. John tries to be subtle, palming it, but Noah takes it from his hand and holds it out for anyone to see. A shiny, bulb-shaped anal plug, with a rose-colored gem on the base. I snatch it away, not so much because I’m eager for it, but I don’t want anyone to see it. It’s heavy and just large enough that I can’t hide it with just one hand.

		“Ooo, you’re an eager one,” Noah taunts.

		“You’re pushing it too far,” I warn him.

		“You put on that collar, which means I can push it as far as I want. Doesn’t it, Carol?”

		My mind shouts, Fuck you! No words come out of my mouth.

		“Doesn’t it?” Noah asks again.

		I stare defiance at him, but then my eyes drop and I nod. A ball tightens in the pit of my stomach, fear and excitement ratcheting up inside me.

		“Now be a good girl and go to the bathroom and put that in. Oh, and hand me your panties when you come back,” Noah says.

		John shifts in his chair, looking everywhere but at me. I want him to speak. I want him to at least tell me this is what he wants me to do. I want to hear it from his lips. He can’t say it, though. My husband has surrendered me to these men with mute silence. It makes me feel less valued by him, which I know is not what this hotwife thing is supposed to be about. We’re going to have a long talk when we get home. In the meantime…

		I smile sweetly for my guys and rise from my chair, slipping the anal plug into my purse. The bathroom is through to the lobby and I have plenty to think about on my walk to it. If I am so furious with my husband, why am I doing this? Yes, I’m insanely aroused, but that should not be cause to do something this bonkers. I’m a rational, professional, 40-year-old woman. People at work put their lives in my hands. I’m a responsible mother. Are these the actions of that kind of woman? Submission to my husband is one thing, and I gladly do it. Publicly submitting to other men, even ones I’m fond of—like Noah and Mateo—is beyond the pale. And yet, doing so has me so weak in the knees that I can barely walk in my spiked heels. I just can’t stop myself. I realize then that I am not submitting to these men. I’m submitting to my own extreme desires. They will use me tonight, however they please, but they can never touch my real power. And it’s that realization that carries me through, even as I’m frightened by the control my desires exert over me these days. There has to be a limit, doesn’t there?

		The ladies’ room has no line, a relief. I take the handicapped stall without guilt. I’m going to need some room to maneuver. The lock clicks in place and I hike up my dress, pausing just a moment to think before lowering my panties with a shimmy of my hips. It’s a shame my guys won’t see that pretty, skimpy scrap of indigo lace on my body. The panties go into my purse and the plug comes out. It’s an expensive one. I don’t skimp on things that are going inside my body.

		The high-quality aluminum alloy looks duller under the subdued lights of the restroom. Most of the weight rests with the thick bulb of it, which connects to the gemmed cap with a thick stem. I stare at it in disbelief, wondering how I’m going to get it inside me. Noah did not give me lube with it. John and I have only used it a couple times, as anal play has never been a serious component of my bedroom play with my husband. It mostly stays in the bag of tricks waiting to be called into service again, as it has tonight.

		I warm it in my hands first, recalling how cold it felt the first time John used it on me. I shrieked the first time he pressed that chilly metal to my puckered hole. That was a lesson learned. Once the plug is warmed, I hold my dress aloft with one hand and press the toy to my lips, sliding the tip up and down between them. I bite back a moan. I’m ridiculously horny even though no one’s touched me yet. I could easily get myself off with this plug, but that’s not why I’m using it on my pussy. I’m drenched, and I hope that’s enough to lube the toy for my ass. The plug does feel great on my pussy and I realize lubing it won’t be a problem. I slide it up and down, applying gentle pressure. My spiked heel taps on the toilet lid when I place my foot up there, spreading my legs. A firm push and the plug pops right inside me.

		Oh God! Dammit! The thick bulb fills my pussy and I wonder how I’ve ever taken it in my ass. It feels too big. And it feels really good. I tremble and brace my hand on the wall for support as my dress drapes over my busy hand. I don’t move the plug in and out, but slowly twist and maneuver it inside me. Oh god! Ohmygod! I bite my lip, but it barely holds back my moans. I know it’s not just the toy. It’s doing something this crazy in a public restroom, and the reason I’m doing it—because my lover ordered me to. A quick, quaking orgasm rips through me, spiking in intensity when I pull the plug from my pussy. It’s literally dripping. That should be enough.

		I try and steady myself, controlling my breathing, as I bend forward and pull up the back of my dress. I must look absurd. I bend farther forward, trying to spread my cheeks and keep my dress from falling back down. I’m sorry, but there is nothing sexy about this. It feels so awkward that the high from my quickie orgasm fades fast. I fumble with it but manage to push the tip of the anal plug against my tight rosebud. I’ve taken it in the ass from my guys a few times over the past few months, so you’d think this would be easier. It’s not. My anus feels as tight as ever as I press. My juices allow the plug to slide forward anyway. I whimper from the tearing sensation but push forward. I’ve learned to like anal sex quite a lot, but this does not feel the same as a cock pushing into my ass. The hard metal of the plug has no give. I hear someone out in the ladies’ room and pray they can’t hear my whimpering.

		“Ahh!” I cry out when the plug pops inside me. My anus stings and my ass throbs, fighting against the invader. My first instinct is to pull it right out, but I know that would only hurt more. I stay bent forward with my hands braced on the walls, trying to adjust. Thank god for yoga. A deep breathing technique I learned there helps me relax. I’ll be sure to tell my teacher how helpful her breathing exercises are for anal at the next class!

		The throbbing changes. As I relax, it goes from pain to pleasure. The fullness reminds me of Mateo’s cock in my ass. All those nerve endings begin to tingle instead of screaming in pain. Yes! I stand straight and the shifting of the plug inside me sends shocks to my pussy that weaken my legs and sends me bracing again. Okay. I take a deeper breath and understand I’ll have to get used to this. I’ve never actually tried to stand or move with the anal plug inside me. This is new.

		I walk very carefully out of the stall with my dress in place. Baby steps. Even so, each step sends a throb rippling through my body as the plug shifts in my ass. Oh god! How am I going to make it back to the table? I could kill my guys for this. And yet, deep down I’m loving it. Another woman at the mirror gives me a nod of acknowledgment. I stop to check my makeup while I’m there. My features are strained like I’m trying to control myself, and the other woman must see it too, because her eyes keep darting over toward me. She lingers on my collar, and I’m sure she recognizes the significance. A smile plays on her lips as she applies gloss. I get out of there as quickly as I can, which is not quick at all with the plug shifting inside me.

		I stay clenched as I walk back through the bar, terrified the anal plug will slip from me and clank on the floor. I would die! It feels like everyone is watching. Do they see something weird about my clenched little strut? My clenching it inside me just intensifies the effects, and I’m swooning by the time I reach the table and sit with my guys.

		“Oh!” I cry out when I sit. I try to be careful, but the plug is squeezed inside me when I sit, throbbing out through my core.

		John stares at me in disbelief. The look on my face and the flush in my cheeks must confirm for him I actually did it. I know tonight’s going to get wild. I hope my husband is ready for what he kicked into motion.

		“I’m impressed, Carol. You never disappoint,” Noah says with a smug smile.

		“You don’t want to check to make sure I did it?” I ask, a tremble in my voice.

		“I can if you’d like,” he offers.

		“You can take my word for it now.”

		Noah’s voice takes an edge. “I could check if I wanted to.” He’s taking this master stuff seriously. I get a chill down my spine. His smile returns and he adds, “Wasn’t there something else you were to take care of in there?”

		“Of course…sir.”

		I dig into my purse and ball my panties in my hand. Noah doesn’t take them from me.

		“Give them to Mateo. He deserves a souvenir of tonight.”

		“Yes, sir.”

		Mateo is enough of a gentleman to take my panties discreetly, although he does open up the scrap lace to look at it in his lap. He can’t keep the smile from his lips, and I know he’s thinking about me sitting here without panties.

		“Thanks, Mami. How does that ass feel?” Mateo says.

		“It’s…strange. I don’t know how I feel about it.”

		I feel incredibly filled sitting. Every little shift on the chair brings a fresh throb pulsing through me. The feeling is somewhere between pleasure and pain. I’m as turned on as much because sitting in a crowded hotel bar with an anal plug in is so dirty because of the actual sensation of it.

		“You like it in the ass,” Mateo says, as if it’s that simple. He would know. He’s probably been in my ass more than anyone.

		“It’s not quite the same, honey.”

		“We could use a new round of drinks. How about you hop up and get them for us, Carol?” Noah says.

		I give him my best are you serious look.

		“You could use a beer, couldn’t you, Johnny?” Noah asks my husband.

		“Uh, yeah, I guess so,” John replies, draining the remainder of his glass. He watches me as he puts it down.

		I feel like I’m being tested by my husband. Perhaps he thinks I won’t see this through. I have a darker thought; what if John wants to see just how slutty I can get. These men have already used me in just about every way possible, but I’ve never really submitted to them, not like this. Will this be confirmation for my husband that I really am a total slut? Is that what he wants to see?

		“I could use another one too,” Mateo says. He’s not as hard as Noah, but he’s enjoying watching me squirm.

		“Don’t keep us waiting, Carol,” Noah directs.

		“Of course, sir.”

		Noah is thoughtful. “Sir seems too trite. Let’s try dominus.”

		“You’ve watched too much Spartacus man,” Mateo says, laughing.

		I resist the urge to stick out my tongue at him and tell Noah, “Yes, dominus.”

		“Ooo, that gave me the chills. Anyone else get the chills? Love you, babe,” Noah says.

		I brace myself and stand, holding onto the table as I adjust to the plug shifting in me. When I stand straight, it’s clenched so hard between my cheeks the throb tends more toward pain, but I push through, walking to the bar with deliberate steps. I catch the attention of a couple men at the bar and smile when one makes eye contact. I almost want to tell him what’s going on under my dress just to see his reaction.

		I shift from foot to foot as I stand at the bar waiting for our drinks. It allows me to squeeze my thighs together, crushing my mound, which sends waves of pleasure through my body. That feeling combines with the throbbing from the anal plug and I’m swooning at the bar. My eyes open and that guy is staring at me and smiling. He’s staring like he knows just how aroused I am, and he’d love to take me up to his room to help me out with it. I’d love to indulge him, but I already have more men than I can handle. He’ll have to find another night to get lucky.

		The walk back to our table is easier as I begin adjusting to the sensation of walking with the anal plug inside me. It’s still as intense. I’m just getting used to acting normal with all those sensations running through me. I don’t even jump when the plug shifts as I bend over to place my guys’ drinks on the table. Noah decides to test me. His hand rests on my butt when I bend forward beside him. He gives a quick tap on my butt, which jolts the plug into my anus.

		“Ah!” I cry, shooting upright and turning, so his hand slips from my butt.

		“Just making sure you’re paying attention,” Noah says, chuckling.

		I refrain from a quick comeback, knowing Noah would punish me for it. I knew he was more devilish than the others, but I wouldn’t have predicted he’d take to the master role so easily. What other hidden depths does my young lover have? Of the three, my personal connection to Noah has been the weakest. We have a strong sexual connection, but it’s been mostly about that, while I’ve shared tender moments with both Conner and Mateo. I don’t fault Noah for not revealing himself to me. He might have the healthiest attitude about this. It’s difficult for me to be with these boys without forming an attachment. I love Mateo’s sweet concern for me. Conner is beginning to feel like a boyfriend, which I know is dangerous. I struggle with having feelings for these guys when I’m a married woman. It’s not like that with Noah. Even as I crave a deeper connection with him, he’s always kept it about one thing—wild, passionate sex. It really is the safest way to do this. But seeing this new, dominant side of him is drawing me to Noah like never before.

		Our small talk while we drink kills me. All I can think about is what my guys have planned for me. They seem content to pass the time discussing baseball, like we’re all just out having casual drinks instead of the real reason we’re here. The longer I sit there, the more I focus on the throbbing from my anal plug. My pussy is so drenched I swear I’m going to leave a wet spot when I stand.

		“It’s probably time we get upstairs, don’t you think?” Noah asks. He’s clearly running the show. Both guys nod in agreement. He turns to me. “Ready to go, Carol?”

		“If that’s what you’d like, dominus,” I say, words dripping with honey.

		“I could get used to this. I might need to keep you, honey. Maybe we can work something out, Johnny.”

		“She’s only on loan, not for sale,” my husband replies, finally declaring some possessiveness.

		“I get it, man. I wouldn’t give her up either.”

		Mateo offers a hand when we get up from the table, and I hold onto it, using him for balance as we walk out of the bar to the lobby. What must people be thinking, seeing me escorted to the elevators by three men. Do they assume I’m a prostitute they just picked up in the hotel bar? I don’t know that I’m dressed like a whore, even if I feel like one. We step into the elevator and the doors close, swallowing us. My adventure is about to begin.

		

	
		

		Ten

		

		I’m alone in the elevator with my guys and Noah starts right in on me. He’s behind me and mashes my butt in both his hands. It jostles the anal plug inside me, and I whimper. It hurts so good. His fingers rub along my crack—through my dress—and when he finds the base of the plug, he taps it—hard. Over and over.

		“Ohhh…ohgod…ohhh…please…please…” I gasp. Even I don’t know if I’m begging for him to stop or begging for more.

		“Did you know your wife was so into anal, man?” Noah asks my husband, enjoying my display.

		“Uh, we’ve played, y’know…nothing like this,” John replies, uncomfortably.

		“I bet she’s fucking soaked. Are you soaked, Carol?”

		“Yeah…yes…dom…dominus…” I stutter through clenched teeth. My nails dig into Mateo’s hand. I hold onto my husband’s arm on the other side for support. It’s weird to be touching John while Noah is playing with my ass.

		Noah teases me all the way to the 17 th floor. Mateo almost has to carry me when the doors open. It’s a short walk to the room they’ve reserved. I use it to catch my breath. Mateo clasps my hand the entire time.

		It’s a big single room, with a king-sized bed in the middle. A chair is pushed in the corner, beside the desk and under a stand lamp. Several of the toys from our bag of tricks are arrayed on the desk. I shiver thinking about how my guys might use them on me. Noah walks past and sits on the edge of the bed. Mateo finally releases my hand and goes to stand beside him. John’s behind me. He’d have to push past me to get to the chair in the corner, which I assume is his post.

		“You’re giving us Carol for the night, right Johnny?” Noah asks.

		“Yeah,” John replies.

		“And you want us to discipline her for you. You want her taught a lesson?”

		“Yeah, that’s the plan, right?” John sounds impatient.

		Noah is enjoying this, but my husband is not. I think he just wants to slink to the corner and watch my guys fuck me, but Noah wants to put on a show. He’s got something to prove to both me and my husband. I know the difference between a hotwife relationship and a cuckold one. It’s never occurred to me my husband would want the latter, but now I’m wondering. This all feels very strange.

		“I’m just thinking that if you’re giving Carol to us, you should really give her to us. Why don’t you unwrap our present? What do you think, Mateo?”

		Mateo hesitates, then answers, “Yeah, sure.”

		“Unless you don’t want to, man. Don’t want this to be weird for you. You can just go sit down, if you want.”

		John doesn’t answer, but I feel his hands on my shoulder. He gives me a reassuring squeeze before drawing down my zipper. He tugs the indigo dress from my shoulders and down my body. It gathers on the floor around my heels, and I step out of it. John’s hands return possessively to my shoulders. He’s displaying me to my guys. We all feel it. I’m so exposed in just my thigh highs and heels, and collar, of course. My nipples harden to dark points under their gaze.

		“See that leash on the desk? Would you snap it on her, please?” Noah asks John.

		Another squeeze of my shoulders and John takes the leash, a length of chrome chain. John snaps the end onto the ring attached to my collar. Shivers go down my spine and I bite my lip. My stomach is so full of butterflies I feel like I’m going to float away. John lifts my glasses from my face and folds them, placing them on the desk. It’s a tender gesture.

		“Mateo, would you fetch Carol?” Noah says. He’s directing all of us now.

		I wish I could read Mateo’s face, but it’s a blur without my glasses. I do see he hesitates before coming over to me and taking the leash from my husband’s hand. Mateo tugs the leash and I step forward. It’s a short distance to the bed. I hardly need to be led there, but I get the symbolism. Mateo stands beside me holding the leash. He’s close enough now that I can read his expression. He doesn’t know what to do. This is Noah’s game. Mateo is just along for the ride.

		Noah takes the leash and pulls. I almost stumble going to my knees. He wraps the leash around his fist, pulling me close. I gasp and he leans in, kissing me hard. Noah keeps pressure on the leash. It doesn’t choke me, but it takes my breath away. I shove my tongue into his mouth and hold his head with both hands, eager to please him. I wantonly kiss him like a long-lost lover while my husband and Mateo look on. It’s like they aren’t even in the room. Noah breaks the kiss and my lips try to chase him, but he keeps me at bay with the leash.

		“I always forget how much fun it is to make out with you, Carol. It kinda gets lost in everything else. We’ll have to do more of that, honey,” he says.

		“Yes, dominus.” My voice is breathy.

		He kisses me again, but briefly.

		“Just wanted to get a taste of you before your mouth is spoiled by cock.” Noah chuckles, amused by himself.

		“Do you want me to suck you, dominus?” I ask. Dominus slips more easily from my lips each time I say it.

		“Blow Mateo first. Poor guy looks like he’s going to explode.” Noah releases enough of the leash for me to turn from him.

		I turn on my knees, knowing it’s ruining my stockings. Mateo stands like a statue while I take his cock out. He’s trying to figure out what to make of this scene. He wants passion, not submission. He’s a steamy Latin lover and he wants to seduce. A willing sex toy who goes to her knees at a simple command is not his idea of foreplay. But he’s still a man and seeing a nude MILF kneeling in front of him has Mateo at full staff. His thick cock curves up toward his stomach, dripping excitement. I stroke him with both hands and suck his head, cheeks hollowed as wet sounds fill the room.

		“Ahh, Mami. Yeah…”

		I slurp as I take him deeper and deeper. He touches the back of my throat and I try to relax. My lips paint his shaft with red lipstick as they drag up and down him. Mateo strokes my blonde hair back from my face and I stare up at him. I want him to see I want to please him, and this isn’t just because Noah ordered me to do it. I need him to see my passion for him. He’s a little blurry without my glasses, but I see well enough to see that he’s still conflicted. My familiar mouth on him reminds him of the woman he knows me to be and that I’m not just this submissive slut on her knees in front of him. That first night I enthusiastically grabbed their cocks and took what I wanted. No one had to command me to do anything.

		“Hold this,” Noah says. He hands Mateo my leash and goes out of view.

		Mateo moves his hips toward my mouth. I suck harder, taking him deeper. I’ve become accustomed to handling larger men since I’ve met my guys. Not that my husband is small, but Conner is a giant, and Mateo is a thick handful too. They’ve opened me in ways I haven’t felt in years. I don’t need a giant cock to get off, but lord help me, I do love the way my guys stretch me open.

		It’s just me and him now. I almost forget about the leash and collar. I stare at my lover and massage his trimmed balls as I smack my lips and lick him up and down. My lips drag along his shaft as I kiss it. His balls taste strong and masculine when I suck him, his cock hot on my cheek while I stroke it. Mateo groans my name and his fingers tighten in my hair. I think he breathes the word magical. It only encourages me. My tongue darts deeper under his balls. The leash jingles in his hand as it trembles. I return his cock to my mouth and suck lovingly, working my tongue along him.

		“Mami…Mami…yeah…yeah…Mami…”

		Noah swats my ass with a leather paddle. I know which one it is because I feel the pattern of holes in it when he lands the stinging blow on my cheeks. The anal plug jostles inside me, shooting pain up into me. I’m so startled I choke and gag on Mateo’s cock. He tries to pull back and let me breathe, but Noah swats me again. The instinct to escape the stinging pushes me forward, shoving Mateo down my throat. I gag harder, but Mateo doesn’t withdraw this time. He must like my throat closing on his cockhead. I make this weird gagging duck noise as he nudged into my throat. Noah swats me again and I cry into the choking cock. Drool drips from my lips. I begin to see stars and push on Mateo’s hips until he releases me. My head hangs down and I suck in air.

		“Uh, sorry, Carol. I didn’t mean…” Mateo murmurs.

		I don’t blame him. Mateo cares about me, but he is a man. His cock felt so good in my mouth he stopped thinking. I feel the same way when I’m getting a good, hard fuck. I don’t think at all. But I still need to breathe.

		“Don’t let her stop, man. We’re punishing her, remember. Get that dick back in your mouth and get your ass in the air, Carol,” Noah scolds, giving me a fresh swat on the ass.

		I hesitate, and Mateo pulls my leash, pulling me forward and my face back to his cock. None of this is his idea, but that doesn’t mean he can’t get caught up in it. Power is intoxicating. Mateo pulls my leash until his cock is sliding back into my mouth.

		“That’s it, man. Show her who’s in charge. Get that, honey? We own this body tonight. You’re ours, Carol. Now get that ass up!” Noah says.

		He swats my ass and I wail into my mouthful of cock. Noah doesn’t seem to understand how hard it is to elevate my butt when I’m on my knees. I do my best, hoping it will please him.

		The words sting and inflame me. I’m ashamed by how turned on I am. I squeeze my thighs together and feel my excitement running down my thighs. John has never been able to go here, not this intensely. He’ll put the leash on me, and he’ll tease me, make me beg to come. But he’s always so excited by it he jumps on me and comes quickly. Noah’s already spanked me harder with the paddle than my husband ever has. I feel my cheeks radiating heat. Each swat drives that anal plug up into me and the needle of pain stabs right to my clit with a throb of pleasure. If Noah keeps making me feel like this, he may very well own me by the end of the night.

		Mateo gets carried away by the situation. He holds the back of my head and starts thrusting into my mouth. I try to keep up, hollowing my cheeks as I suck, but with Noah spanking me on nearly every other thrust, I do the best I can to hang on. The stinging pain on my hot butt is insane. I can’t help moaning into Mateo’s cock—in between gagging that is. Mateo can’t hold out on me. He might like it, but he’s turned on seeing me submissive like this. He shakes and moans my name, blasting his thick cream into my throat. I gag instantly and cough hard, his come flowing over my lips as he pulls out of my mouth. Mateo keeps coming, shooting across my cheek and onto my shoulder. I’m too busy catching my breath to move out of the way.

		“That’s it, Mateo. Now you’re using Carol like the slut she is. This what you wanted to see, Johnny?” Noah crows.

		“Sorry, sorry,” Mateo says, stepping back from me.

		“Stop apologizing, man. This is what she’s here for. Go get something to clean her up. You made a mess,” Noah says.

		Noah swats my butt again, and I slump forward onto my hands and knees with a grunt.

		“Please, dominus,” I pant, still catching my breath.

		“Yes, Carol?”

		“Mercy, please.”

		I jump when Noah touches my ass, but his hand caresses instead of striking. It feels good on my tender butt. I sigh in relief. His touch is soothing, except when he taps on my anal plug, sending jolts through me. His hand dips between my thighs. I gasp when he touches my pussy from behind. He feels how slick my inner thighs are.

		“You like the rough stuff, don’t you, Carol?” he asks.

		“Yes, dominus,” I admit, hanging my head. There’s no point in denying it. He can feel the proof.

		“Get up on the bed, Carol. Let’s see what we can do with you.”

		I follow my instructions and move onto the bed, rubbing my sore knees and silently cursing the pulls in my thigh highs. I guess I won’t be wearing these again. I need a larger lingerie budget with the way my guys treat me. I roll onto my back on the bed and Noah stands over me, staring down with the paddle in his hand. He trails it down my chest, the edge drawing a line between my breasts to my belly button.

		The way Noah looks at me makes me shiver at my core. This is why I’m here. It’s why I’m helpless to resist my guys. The raw lust on Noah’s face makes me want to do anything for him. I want to earn that look. I want him—and Mateo, Conner, my husband—to want me. I could go as far as to say I need it. If there’s anything I’ve discovered about myself since acquiring my little harem of men—and Lila—it’s that I love being the center of attention like this. I love being wanted.

		“Look at you, Carol. So damned beautiful. You’re a fucking wet dream, you know that? A horny little MILF who can’t get enough. And of course, you’re not some bimbo. You’re smart and fun. Dammit, I can’t stop thinking about you, honey,” Noah says. It’s almost sweet. It would be if he hadn’t just paddled my ass cherry red.

		“Thank you, dominus.”

		“Tonight, you’re going to pay for that. The hold you have on me isn’t fair. Not when I can’t have you. Not really. I wonder if any man can now.”

		“You’re having me right now, dominus. I’m all yours. Mmm…”

		Noah teases my nipple, flicking it with the edge of the paddle. I lick my lips and don’t fight the moans as he toys with me.

		“But can any man really have you now? Even Johnny here? I think that’s why he gave you to us tonight. He knows you’re a little slut now. He can’t control you. He can’t contain you. Can he, Carol?”

		“I…I…”

		I look for John for the first time. He’s blurry at that distance without my glasses, but I can see enough. My husband sits in that corner chair, watching from the shadows. He doesn’t stare directly at me, but watches me through his phone, which is surely recording every moment. I don’t know if he should have video of this. No one else should see me like this. I want to make eye contact with John. I need to know if he thinks what Noah says is true. I don’t want him to believe it. I am still his. I’ll always be his. I want to reassure him, but Noah demands my attention. He flicks my nipple with the paddle. I whimper, the pain and pleasure intoxicating.

		“You can’t be controlled. You love all of this. You need it. You need us all worshipping you, don’t you, Carol?” Noah asks.

		“I…Noah…dominus…please…”

		Noah smacks my breast with the paddle, just hard enough to make my nipple throb. I cry out and cover myself. He pulls my hand away and swats me again. My nipple is on fire. How does Noah know how to walk that razor edge so well?

		“Don’t you, Carol?”

		“Yes…yes! Yes, dominus!” I cry.

		“You love every second of this,” he accuses.

		“Yes…yes…dominus…”

		Noah gives my pussy a playful swat with the paddle, setting off a tiny explosion in me. I tremble on the bed.

		“You fucking love this.”

		“Yes, dominus. God, yes.”

		Mateo returns at the perfect time. Noah backs off, for the moment. Mateo leans in close, gently wiping my face and shoulder with a warm, damp washcloth. He doesn’t look at me the way Noah was. Mateo is tender. His eyes are apologizing. I appreciate it, but feeling bad didn’t stop him from fucking my throat and coming on my face. It won’t stop him from fucking me tonight. Mateo likes this too much, even if he feels he shouldn’t, but his fighting it is sweet.

		“Are you okay, Mami?”

		“Yeah,” I insist. “I agreed to this, didn’t I? I put on the collar.”

		Something in him changes. Mateo is shocked by my answer. Tonight is changing how he sees me. Our relationship won’t be the same.

		“Just say something if it gets to be too much.”

		Mateo doesn’t understand the power here. Yes, I’ve given myself to them, but I still hold the ultimate power here. I can always take it all back and walk out of this room. They are punishing me because I’m allowing it.

		I smile. “I can take whatever you guys can give me.”

		“That was sweet, but let’s have some more fun,” Noah says.

		“Yes, dominus,’ I reply, locking eyes with him.

		

	
		

		Eleven

		

		I look to my husband again, and although he’s blurry without my glasses, I can tell he won’t meet my gaze. He stares steadfastly at his phone. I don’t have a clue what’s going on in his head. He can’t have planned on it being like this, could he? But then, what did he expect when he handed his wife over to a couple of horny young men to be punished? Where are we going to be after tonight?

		Noah takes a pair of lined handcuffs from the desk and snaps them on my wrists. The cuffs are tight and I whimper, but I do not resist. He stretches my arms over my head and clips the cuffs to a strap that was concealed by the pillows—part of their prep work for me. Noah pulls the strap tighter, leaving me no wiggle room. This could get uncomfortable.

		“Here, put these on her ankles,” Noah says, tossing two restraining cuffs to Mateo.

		Mateo looks apologetic as he takes a leg to fasten the cuff to me. I hold my other leg aloft for him. His attitude is beginning to turn me off. He’s a sweet guy, and I care about him, but a girl doesn’t want to be dominated by someone who doesn’t seem that into it—especially when it’s all in his head. When he stopped thinking about it and just reacted to his feelings, Mateo took control. It’s only in moments like this he overthinks it.

		“I wondered what the hell this was for. I had to ask Johnny,” Noah says, clicking two pieces of steel together and holding it in the air. Each end has a ring attached. “He said it’s a spreader bar, but that you guys never really use it. Why have toys you don’t play with, right Carol?”

		“As you wish, dominus,” I reply.

		“Get her legs up, man,” Noah orders.

		Mateo holds my leg aloft again and Noah clips the cuff to the bar. As before, I hold my other leg up for my master. The spreader bar telescopes to different lengths and Noah has it almost fully extended, so I have to really spread my legs for him to clip my other angle in place. My yoga classes serve me well, as I feel my thigh muscles stretch.

		“Hmm, nice view,” Noah says. He holds the bar in the middle, keeping my legs elevated. The position affords him a perfect view of my spread pussy. “I bet you’d love to come, wouldn’t you?”

		“Yes, dominus. Please.”

		“You wanna lick that pussy, Mateo? I know that’s your thing.”

		“Oh yeah.”

		Noah sits on the bed beside me, pulling the spreader bar back to level my legs toward my chest. I groan in protest and he tells me to hush. I don’t have much experience with it, but even in videos I’ve never seen a spreader bar used this way. Usually, the woman is standing, and the bar keeps her legs apart. I see fire in Noah’s eyes. He likes controlling me.

		I’m fully open to Mateo and he dives right in, his tongue lapping at my slit and pushing inside me. I cry out and try to push at his face, but my position doesn’t allow for much movement. My arms strain against the cuffs over my head and I can’t control my legs at all. Mateo’s fingers dig into my haunches and he feasts on me.

		“Mmmm…yeah…ohgod…”

		My moans fill the room as Mateo provides the relief I’ve needed all night. His tongue slithers to my clit and crisscrosses it, making me buck on the bed. My cries grow louder and I rapidly build toward my orgasm.

		“Don’t get too loud, honey, or I’m going to have to grab that ball gag over there,” Noah warns gleefully.

		“No…please…ohgod! Ohmygod! Mmm…”

		John has used the ball gag because he loves the way I grunt through it and how wildly I come when it’s wedged in my mouth. It makes me wild, because it scares me. I don’t like losing my voice like that, and I’m always afraid it’s going to choke me. It’s those fears that make it such a powerful tool and why I climax so hard when it’s used. I don’t know if I’m ready to have anyone but my husband use it on me, but I probably would have said the same about the restraints before tonight. I don’t know if I would say no to anything Noah demands tonight.

		“OH…MY…GOD!” I howl.

		Mateo gently presses the base of my anal plug, using it to subtly pulse my ass in rhythm with his tongue. My mind goes foggy as my entire body throbs to the rhythm. I pull hard on the cuffs, making my arms ache. Noah needs a steady hand on the bar to control my legs as I keep attempting to move and push at Mateo. And then as a masterstroke, he pulls the plug from my ass just as he makes me orgasm.

		“Ohh…ohh…ohmygod! Mat…Mat…Mateo…Ahhh!”

		My butt is suddenly so empty and the exposure almost burns. The climax tearing through me is electric. I try to force my legs down, but Noah keeps them elevated, keeps me exposed to Mateo. His tongue slips from my pussy, his thumb taking over on my clit. I quake as that tongue goes lower. That tongue pushes into my open, throbbing anus and I scream.

		“No! No! It’s too much! Mateo! Ohmygod…Mateo…don’t…don’t…”

		Mateo ignores my screams and his tongue exploring my anus while his thumb teases my clit makes me come twice as hard as before. I didn’t think it was possible. Noah might need that ball gag if he doesn’t want hotel security knocking on the door. I scream in bliss and I’m so out of it the voice doesn’t even seem like mine. I come so hard I swear I lose consciousness for a brief moment. My eyes flicker open and Noah stares down at me, delighted. Beyond him, my husband watches, stunned. John doesn’t know what to make of his screaming wife.

		“Please…please…mercy…I can’t…I can’t take it…Mat…mercy…dominus…”

		It’s so intense it sort of hurts. I really can’t take it, but Mateo doesn’t understand that. He loves making me scream. I think he’d keep making me come until my heart stops.

		“Mateo, man. Give her a break. I think you might actually kill her. Can you come to death?” Noah says, tapping his friend on the shoulder.

		“Yeah…yeah…” I pant, barely getting the words out.

		Mateo withdraws, his face glazed with me, and Noah releases the bar, letting my legs drop and bounce on the bed. Noah gently touches my pussy and I moan weakly. Even that is too much right now.

		“It’s okay, Carol. Don’t worry. We’re gonna take good care of you,” he says.

		“Oh god…oh god…I need…”

		I want to tell him I need a minute but can’t speak clearly yet. Besides, I doubt Noah is willing to show too much mercy. He watches me closely as he undresses. He’s deciding what he wants to do to me next. His cock is long and angry, jutting up and away. He strokes it as he watches me, and I stare at it.

		“I know what you need, Carol. It’s the same thing you always need. You need to be fucked, don’t you, Carol?” he asks.

		“Yes,” I reply, a tremble in my voice. I do want him, even if I could use more time to pull myself together. “Yes, dominus.”

		“I’m just having trouble deciding where to fuck you. You’re so damn hot. I want all of you, honey.”

		I know what will enflame him and drive my husband crazy. I mew, “Please fuck my ass, dominus.”

		“That what you want, Carol?” Noah’s smile is a mile wide.

		“The plug got me ready for you. I’m ready for you, dominus. Please.” I bat my eyes like I’m asking him to buy me sweets.

		“How can a guy refuse an offer like that? Am I right? You’ve got some wifey here, Johnny. Does she beg you to fuck her in the ass?”

		“No. Not usually,” John answers, voice flat. “But she loves to beg. She’s a dirty little girl.”

		I almost answer, yes, daddy, but I bite back the response. That’s not for these men. It’s only for my husband. I may also be scared to go there in front of Noah. He’s dominating me easily enough. He doesn’t need that handle on me too.

		“That she is, my man. That she is. You think she’s a dirty little girl, Mateo?” Noah asks, walking back to the desk. He takes up the tube of mint flavored lube and generously applies it to his prick.

		“She’s certainly dirty, but in the best way. You’re a force of nature, Mami.”

		“Thank you, sweetie.”

		Noah turns back to me, cock glistening with lube. It bounces as he walks to the head of the bed to grab some pillows, which he wedges under my butt, tilting it upward. He lifts my legs by the spreader bar, holding it out in front of his chest as he kneels in position.

		“Damn, that thing opened you up, honey. I hope it didn’t ruin you,” he says, looking down at my anus. I can feel it’s still open from the anal plug, though I doubt I’m ruined.

		“Will you free my hands, dominus?”

		“No,” he says simply.

		His head nudges against me and it’s the oddest feeling. I’m tense in anticipation and hold my breath as I usually do when a man takes me back there, but it’s unnecessary. It’s still a tight fit, but Noah slips into me with little resistance. Noah is impressively long, but he’s not thick like the others. His cock is most like my husband’s. It always pleases me well. I still cling to him as he pushes into me, but there’s none of that stinging, rendering pain. I just feel a warm throbbing. Getting used to the anal plug was terrible, but I have to say it was worth it. I’m prepared for Noah’s cock and it feels wonderful in my ass. I’ve learned to like anal from my guys, but part of that has always been that it feels like I’m being used and punished. I don’t feel that at all as Noah stuffs my ass.

		“Oooo…dominus…yes…mmm…”

		“Damn, I love this ass,” Noah moans, driving harder inside me.

		“It loves you, dominus…ohgod…”

		My legs bounce on the bar as Noah takes me, making my anus squeeze him with every bounce. He groans with the added pressure and rides me harder. Some of that old stinging comes back as Noah gets rough, but that only makes me moan louder. The room is silent, but for the squeak of the bed springs and the squish of Noah plugging my ass. Mateo and John watch as mute witnesses to my debauching. I look at my husband and see his cock is in his hand and his phone trembles in the other. This stretch of video is going to be rough. John’s mouth hangs open as he mutters something I can’t hear.

		“Oh fuck…oh fuck…Carol…”

		Noah pulls on the bar, stretching and extending my legs. My stretched arms burn over my head and the cuffs bite into my wrists despite the padding. God, I feel truly used. It alters his angle into my ass. He’s so deep now and I feel his balls slap my cheeks. The deep penetration hurts and I whimper at his invasion, but Noah’s found heaven in my ass and he’s not going to stop until he comes. I know how to hurry him.

		“Please…please….fuck my ass dominus. Come in my ass! Oh god, fuck my ass!”

		“Carol…Carol…fuck…”

		“Yes! Yes! Oh god, yes! Like that! Fuck my ass!” I cry.

		“Fuck…” Noah groans, extending the word as he unleashes in my anus.

		I squeeze my butt tight around him and feel Noah pulse as he jets into my ass. I feel so full back there I swear I’m going to burst. He’s finally got me and I gasp as I try to relax. That fullness is so unnatural. So why do I like it so much? Noah pulls free of my grasping ass and drops my legs Sweat drips from his forehead, despite the cold air conditioning, and he looks drained. I’m pleased to leave him that way. A girl always wants to leave an impression.

		“Will one of you free me? This is really beginning to hurt,” I ask. My throbbing butt feels so empty and I strangely want something back inside it.

		Mateo doesn’t ask Noah but frees me from the handcuffs. I smile in gratitude and sit up, which is awkward with my legs widened by the spreader bar. I demonstrate my flexibility by bending forward and freeing myself from the cuffs attaching me to the spreader bar and I kick it off the end of the bed. My arms and legs burn in protest as I flex them to get the feeling back. I kick off my heels as I move. The clips hanging from my ankle cuffs click as I move. I don’t bother to remove them.

		“You don’t mind if I take this back, do you?” I ask Mateo, finding the anal plug on the bed and pressing it to my gaping anus. He’s too stunned to answer. I grunt as I push it back in. There’s quick pain when the widest part pushes past then I grip it inside me. The throbbing from ass fucking intensifies and I lay back on the bed mewling.

		Mateo is hard again and he wants me. He kneels on the bed and leans down to kiss me. I pull him to me, hungry for him. He slips between my legs and inside me, smooth against my thigh highs. I moan through our kiss as his thickness stretches me. God, I love that stretch. My favorite thing is when a man first fills me. It brings every nerve in my pussy to life. I’ve even gotten tighter around him because of the anal plug. Both my holes are impossibly stretched. It’s different than when the guys both penetrated me in the past. My ass hurts more because the plug has no give. But that throbbing pain in my butt just makes the pleasure in my pussy sharper.

		I lock my legs around his waist as he churns inside me. Mateo and I are lovers now and the others in the room drop away. My husband’s only seen me like this once before, when he invited Conner to have me in our marital bed. He loved it then. Does he still feel the same way? As my husband creeps back into my mind it’s not just me and Mateo any longer, but feeling my husband watching us just makes it hotter. I want John to see the real passion Mateo has for me. Mateo isn’t punishing me.

		“Yes, baby…yes…mmm…yes…” I moan to my lover, clutching him tightly.

		He whispers mami over and over as he fucks me. But it doesn’t feel like fucking. It’s closer to making love. I feel the same thing with Conner and it scares me just a little in the same way it does with my other lover. I know Mateo sees me as more than a plaything, even if he knows he can never truly have me. It’s scary because I feel a little of that too. Mateo is special to me because of the way he sees me. My nails dig into his back and I tremor in his arms. I would love to spend the night like this, but Noah breaks the mood.

		“Come on, turn her over, man. Don’t keep her all to yourself,” Noah complains. “You can keep fucking her, just let me get in there.”

		Mateo kisses me again, and I see the reluctance as he stops and moves off me. I’m turned over and Mateo moves behind me while Noah sits at the top of the bed, legs spread. His cock twitches with life, but he’s not hard again yet. He grabs my honey blonde hair and pulls me to him, feeding me his cock. He’s wiped it off, but it still tastes vaguely of mint lube and…something else. I suck him with gusto, wanting him hard again. I love having two cocks inside me—but this is more. I’m fuller than I’ve ever been. Mateo pushes back into my pussy, tightening me around the anal plug. God, all my holes are filled. I want to scream! It’s so strange—not something I ever thought I’d feel. I don’t even know how to really describe it. I’m just…taken. Fully taken. And my husband is sitting there watching it. It’s dirty and it’s wrong and yet it’s so delicious. My debauchery is now complete.

		I’m used hard by both men. Mateo rides me hard, not making love to me like before. It almost feels like he’s punishing me for sucking Noah while I’m with him. I feel his jealousy. Mateo’s never been like this before and I realize that tonight’s changed the way he sees me. Maybe I should have resisted letting him go when he was on top of me. Maybe I should have demanded he finish, but I wanted Noah too. I want both of them. I want all my men, and they have to accept that. Mateo drives hard into my pussy from behind, shoving Noah’s cock down my throat, where he grows hard and gags me. The more I struggle with Noah’s cock in my throat, the harder he becomes.

		I whine into Noah’s cock when Mateo spanks me, muttering under his breath. He spanks me again and again, and the anal plug punishes my ass. I come, screaming into Noah’s cock. He lets me free for a second, probably sensing I’ll pass out if he doesn’t.

		“Ohmygod…ohmygod…ohhh…yes…yes…ohgod…yes…”

		I wail on and on, my head resting on Noah’s thigh as Mateo fucks me with all he has. My pleasure and pain throb together and it feels like it’s never going to end. Mateo’s already come once, so he is not quick.

		Noah finally shoves his hard cock back into my mouth and I’m pinned between my guys again. Mateo holds my butt in the air and uses my pussy, while I make sloppy sucking sounds around Noah’s cock. Mateo finally holds very still and I feel him come, his cock sheathed deep inside me. The feel of his cum pulsing inside me makes me climax again, but Noah doesn’t let me go this time. He knots his fist in my hair and uses it to fuck my mouth back and forth on his cock. Mateo is suddenly gone, and it’s all Noah.

		“Come on, come on, Carol. Suck it. Suck it, honey! Show me what you’ve got!” he growls.

		I’d like to say I worked my magic on him and made Noah come, but it’s about all I can do to just lock my mouth around him and suck. He’s in charge now, fucking my mouth instead of letting me suck him. It’s insane. Why do I allow myself to be used like this? Why do I love it so much?

		Noah pulls my head back, still holding me by the hair and jerks off on my face. He doesn’t have much left, but I take a couple shots across the cheek. It’s the second time today I’ve taken a facial, but this feels so much dirtier than the first time. I roll away from him, finally free, and wipe the cum from my eye. I stare at my husband while I lick my fingers clean.

		“Wow, that was something. I hope you all got what you wanted, because that’s about all I’ve got,” Noah says, laughing.

		

	
		

		Twelve

		

		Noah is cheerful as he dresses, slapping backs and congratulating John on what an amazing wife I am. He offers their services anytime I need a good punishing, or just anytime. I don’t know if Mateo feels the same way. There’s a cloud over him as our night together ends. He wants to say something, but he won’t do it in front of the others. My husband just looks numb.

		I go to the bathroom to make myself presentable—or at least wash off my last facial. Only a long, hot, scrubbing shower and a good night’s sleep has a chance at making me presentable again, and there’s going to be a reckoning with my husband before that happens. My ass throbs with the absence of the anal plug after I remove it.

		I’m still nude when I walk my guys to the door. Mateo gives me a silent hug. Noah hugs and kisses me so enthusiastically I think he’s trying to start it all up again.

		“You were incredible tonight, Carol. I mean it. You outdid yourself,” Noah says.

		“Thank you, dominus.” I smile sweetly. “Tonight was memorable.”

		“I’m glad you enjoyed yourself, honey. I love seeing you.”

		“Maybe we’ll do it again sometime,” I answer.

		“You can count on that, Carol.”

		“Mmm, don’t tease me like that, dominus.”

		My guys are gone and I bolt the hotel room door before leaning back against it with a sigh. John waits for me by the bed. The butterflies are back in my stomach as I worry what comes next. I draw myself up with a deep breath and walk back to my husband confidently, clips on my ankle cuffs clicking with each step.

		“Did you get what you wanted?” I ask my husband, confronting him with hands on my hips.

		John stands beside the bed. His pants are off, but he still wears his boxers and a polo. His boxers are fully tented. He stares at my breasts. He can’t help himself. He never can.

		“Did you?” he replies. I hate it when people answer a question with a question.

		“Couldn’t you tell?” I purr.

		“Yeah, it looked like you had a lot of fun. Don’t know if that’s much of a punishment.”

		“Oh, it was punishment. My butt is going to be sore for days. But it was good punishment, and it was exactly what you wanted to see, wasn’t it?”

		“Uh, yeah, I guess so. I mean, it was hot…”

		“You think I’m a disobedient slut and you wanted to see me treated that way, didn’t you?”

		“Carol…”

		“It’s okay, honey. I think you’re right. I needed to be put in my place.”

		John stares at me like I have three heads. I walk around the bed and stand close to him, my hand on his chest, caressing.

		“You liked seeing those mean boys use me like a whore. I know you did, Daddy.” I grasp his cock through his boxers. John jumps then settles down with a groan.

		“Carol…”

		“You should have asked me, but I understand why you were afraid. You didn’t know how I would react. You wanted to see them use me, but you thought I might freak out. But it’s really okay.”

		“It is?”

		“It is, really. You’re my Daddy and you know what’s best for me.”

		My hand slips inside his boxers and I milk his cock. John quakes and pushes his boxers to the floor.

		“Yeah, I do,” he says, finding his strength. “I just didn’t expect…”

		“You didn’t expect me to like it so much.”

		I stand up on my tiptoes and nibble his ear, giving it a lick before sitting on the edge of the bed in front of him. We’re going to have to have a reckoning, but first I need my daddy to reclaim me. I need my husband to re-stake his claim on me. Seeing how shaken he seems to be has drained my anger anyway. I didn’t think I needed any more sex tonight, but I was wrong. I need this too.

		“No, I don’t know what I expected. Listen, Carol. We really should talk…”

		“We can talk later. Right now I need to show my daddy that I’ve learned how to behave. I know how to behave now. You want me to be a dirty girl, but you want me to do as I’m told. Let me prove I’ve learned my lesson, Daddy.”

		I lift the tail of his polo shirt to see his cock. It’s dripping. If he came while he was watching me from the corner, he found a way to clean himself. I’m sorry to admit I don’t know what my husband did while he watched me. I was too consumed in my own drama. As I stroke him, more liquid leaks from his tip. I bathe it with my tongue and suck his head. I savor my husband’s taste. John growls as I begin to suck him. He sheds his shirt.

		John doesn’t allow me to suck him for long. He grabs me by the hair—the way Noah did—and pulls me back. My heart pounds in my chest. John doesn’t speak but pushes me back on the bed and shoves my legs apart. The bed’s height requires him to lean forward as he rams his cock inside me. I slurp him into my pussy with no resistance. I gasp when I feel him fill me. John goes hard and fast. My juices and Mateo’s cum coat my husband’s pistoning cock and flow out of me. I grab his arms—on either side of me—and pump my hips back at him, but my breasts are bouncing crazily from our hard coupling. John isn’t interested in making love right now. He wants to punish me the way he watched the other men do it. I didn’t think I had another orgasm in me tonight, but John taking me so savagely pushes me toward the stratosphere again.

		My ascent is halted when John rips his cock from me. I beg, “Daddy, please don’t stop. I need…”

		John stares at me, glassy-eyed, like he can’t hear me. He presses my legs farther back and I helpfully grab them behind my knees, pulling them back for him. I’m fully exposed to my husband and he finds his new target. I can feel my anus is still gaping open. John pushes his cock inside it without rushing. He slowly fills my anal chute until his balls nudge against my cheeks.

		“Ohmygod,” I gasp, that crazy full feeling overtaking me again. I push a hand down between my legs and rub my clit. I hold both legs back with one arm. This position seems to tighten my ass around his prick.

		John grunts as he takes my ass. It burns as he fucks me back there with abandon. The burning, full feeling mixed with the sweet pleasure from rubbing my clit turns my world upside down.

		“Yeah…yeah…Daddy…fuck…fuck…my ass…ohmygod…ohh…”

		My husband roars and comes in my ass, his cock pulsing its load deep inside me. I keep frantically rubbing my clit and I manage to climax too, while he still throbs in my ass. John stays in place, leaning over me with his eyes closed, his deflating cock filling my ass.

		“Honey…John…” I whisper.

		His eyes blink open like he forgot where he was. John steps away from me, his cock slithering out of my ass and dripping onto the floor. God, I am a mess! I release my legs and they drop lifelessly. I am so tired. So sore. The night’s been a wild ride and I don’t know if I’m ready to process everything that happened. I need some sleep.

		John stumbles back into his chair in the corner and we stare at each other, even though he’s a blur to me. I want him to say something. The longer he’s silent the more worried I get. Everything isn’t okay just because he fucked me. I understand that.

		“Did you like that?” he finally asks. “I mean tonight, with the guys.”

		“I thought you said you could tell,” I reply, smiling. The smile drops away when I see how serious he is.

		“You really do like it, don’t you?”

		“What do you mean, John?”

		“Not just being with the guys. I get that, I guess. I might feel the same if the situation was reversed. But tonight, what the guys did to you… I didn’t think…”

		“You didn’t think what? That I’d like it? That was a big thing to spring on me if you didn’t think I’d like it.”

		“It’s not that. Not really, Carol. It’s just, you were really into it. Like, really into it. I guess I wasn’t quite prepared to see that.”

		“Was it so different than the first night you watched me with them?”

		“That was shocking too, but it was different. It was just sex, y’know? This was…”

		I feel myself becoming annoyed because I feel judged. John set all this up. He wanted to see me used and abused by my guys, and now he seems to be blaming me for liking it too much. If that’s not what he’s saying, he needs to clarify it.

		“This was what, John? It was your idea. You wanted to see this, didn’t you?”

		“Well, yeah.”

		“But now you’re mad that I went for it?” I sit up on the bed, glaring at him.

		“I’m not angry, Carol. It’s not that at all. It was just a little shocking to see. It’s weird to see them ordering you around and you just doing it. I can’t believe how far you let it go. Like the thing with the bathroom.”

		“Are you mad I did it? Or are you mad I did it for them?”

		“I said I’m not angry. Just surprised. Maybe it is because you did it for them. I don’t know.”

		“I would do it for you anytime, honey. You’ve never asked.”

		“I don’t know that I would even think of it.”

		“That’s not my fault,” I tell him.

		“I know. Maybe I’m just disappointed at myself. It was hot seeing you like that. Maybe I wish it was me doing those things to you.”

		“I’m yours. Totally yours. You can do whatever you want with me, whenever you want to do it. Don’t be jealous of those guys. Yeah, they can fuck me, but they can’t truly have me—not the way you do.”

		“I know you’re right. I trust you, Carol. I don’t know. Maybe I’m hitting some kind of limit with this. It turns me on, sure, but the feelings aren’t always positive. Maybe it’s time for us to take a break.”

		My stomach drops. This is what I’ve been fearing. I respect my husband and I want him to be happy, but I don’t want to stop. I’m into this. I love being with my guys. I love how sexy they make me feel. Doing all of this was not my idea, but the new, erotic side of me has become a big part of my life—one I’m not ready to give up. It’s not fair for John to introduce me to all of this only to rip it away when he gets cold feet. But life is not fair, and sometimes you have to put someone else’s feelings before yours. I felt like I did nothing but sacrifice and compromise who I was while I was married to Don. Some of those old resentments come creeping in.

		“Is that what you want?” I ask, fighting to keep my voice neutral.

		“I’m not saying forever. We should just take some time to think about the best way to do this stuff. Maybe we need to reel it in a little. But we can still do the other stuff. I love your online posts.”

		I love posting on reddit, too. But I don’t know if that’s going to scratch my itch. I think about never being with Conner again and all I feel is sadness. I may be too attached to him, but I don’t care. It’s not like I love him. I just like being with him. I think about the way Noah made me feel tonight too. It was so new, and exciting, and intoxicating. I’ve only just found that feeling. I’m not ready to lose it. I don’t tell my husband any of that.

		“Okay. I want us to be happy. I want you to be happy. If this stuff is going to cause problems between us, it’s not worth it.”

		“I’m not worried about us, Carol. We’re strong. We’ll always be strong. It’s just a break. We’ll figure it out,” John insists.

		I force myself to believe him, even as I worry all of this is over. It can’t be over. I’ll give John his break. I just hope I don’t lose my mind while I’m doing it. This can’t be the end of the road.

		

	
		

		Excerpt from Carol’s Trinity 5

		

		I pull into the shopping center parking lot and spot Mateo’s car immediately. He said it’s a black Nissan Maxima with tinted windows. I don’t know if I’d know a Maxima from any other car, but the low, sleek sedan is easy to spot because it’s 3:30 in the morning and the parking lot is virtually empty. I stop away from him and add a coat of lipstick in the mirror. This is not a date and I’m not all done up for him. My honey blonde hair is pulled back in a ponytail. I’m coming from work and wearing deep indigo scrub pants with a black tank top. I’m not doing dates right now. My husband wanted a break after that last wild night and I reluctantly agreed. What else could I do? I didn’t want to give up my guys, but I love John and he has to come first. I am not meeting Mateo behind John’s back. John readily agreed when I told him Mateo wanted to see me for a chat, which makes me suspect Mateo ran it past my husband first.

		Mateo is in a back corner of the parking lot, away from the orange glow of the lights on their high poles. I park the minivan next to him and move over to Mateo’s car. The car is running, and the air is blasting against the sultry, humid night. I lean across the console and kiss his cheek. Mateo is stiff, but he softens when I kiss him.

		“It’s good to see you, hon,” I tell him.

		“Thanks for coming, mami,” he says.

		“Why are you so serious?” I ask, although I suspect I already know the answer.

		The last time I saw Mateo, he and his friend Noah were dominating me while my husband sat in the corner and watched. It wasn’t the first time I was with them, but it was the first time it went to a place like that. I sensed Mateo was uncomfortable with it all that night, but his discomfort didn’t stop him from having his way with me. That wild night is the reason my husband and I are on a break from our extramarital activities. The things that happened shook John as much as they seem to have shaken Mateo.

		“You know I care about you, right, Carol?” he begins.

		“Of course, honey.” I rub his arm reassuringly and place my hand over his. Mateo clasps my hand.

		“I’d never want to hurt you, and I love seeing you…”

		I feel the but hovering in the air between us. I don’t want to hear the but.

		“But I don’t think I can keep doing this. This stuff…what we did…I’m not into that stuff. I’m not judging, mami, it’s just not my thing.”

		“That’s okay. I understand. We don’t have to do anything you’re uncomfortable with. I want this to be fun for everyone, honey.” I squeeze his hand.

		“Were you comfortable with all that?”

		“It was different. I’ve never done anything like that, not with John, or anyone else. I guess I’ve had fantasies, like a lot of women do. I didn’t ask for it. It was John’s idea. I didn’t even know that was going to happen.”

		“But you liked it?”

		Mateo says he doesn’t want to judge me, but I can’t help feeling judged. He wants to hear that I didn’t enjoy myself that evening—that it was all too much. Maybe it was too much. Maybe I shouldn’t enjoy being treated like that, but I did. God, did I enjoy it. It’s about all I’ve been thinking about since that night. It consumes me when I touch myself in the shower. Memories of that night will blip across my brain in the middle of the day and I’ll feel myself getting wet. I haven’t confessed that to anyone—not even Lila, who’s become my sounding board. I can’t give Mateo the answer he wants because I won’t lie to him.

		“I did. It was exciting. I think it gives me an excuse to just let go and do anything.”

		I know what Mateo’s look means. Like you need an excuse. Given our history, I understand it. I don’t know how to explain to him that it was all more exciting when I felt helpless. I liked feeling that I was being made to do things.

		“But we don’t ever have to do anything like that again, not if it makes you uncomfortable. I want it to be good for you, honey.”

		It feels weird to be reassuring Mateo when I was the one strapped down to the bed that night. He should be telling me it’s all okay.

		“I just…” he says. “I just don’t know if I’m into this stuff anymore. I love being with you, you know that, mami. You’re beautiful and exciting, and so alive. It’s amazing being around you. I do want you, but I can’t keep doing it like this.” Mateo looks away, staring out at the blackness beyond his tinted window.

		“We can change things, honey. We can make the arrangement anything we want it to be. I don’t want to lose what we have, Mateo.”

		Mateo looks at me and I can see he’s wavering. He really doesn’t want to do this, but it’s just too much for him. He’s fallen too hard and he doesn’t want to see me the way he has too—as someone else’s wife, who he shares with his friend. Mateo is a young man. He wants love—a real relationship—and he deserves it. It’s the one thing I can’t give him. I care deeply for him, and I enjoy him, but I belong to my husband, and I always will.

		“I need more,” he insists.

		He shows a glimmer of hope. The hope I’ll leave my husband and run off with him. I indulge the fantasy in my mind for a moment. It’s exciting and romantic. I run off with my hot younger man. I see us on a beach somewhere, spending our days under the sun and our nights in the sheets. We could build a carefree life together. That how I feel with my guys—carefree, like I can be anything—anyone. But that’s not reality. Mateo is a romantic at heart. He’s going to want to have a real life with me, like I have with my husband. Marriage. A house. Kids. He’s only in his 20s, just starting his life. I’m 40. I’m a mother and a nurse. I have those things—and I love them. I just don’t have them with him. I’m not going to start over and have Mateo’s babies. I don’t even know if I could go back to just being one man’s wife. It’s only been a week or so since John and I started our break and I already feel the itch to act out.

		“I can’t give you that, honey. You know that. I’m married.”

		“I know.”

		“Maybe you can’t understand, but I love my husband. John and the kids, they’re my life. My real life. What I have with you guys is like a vacation from that.”

		“I understand, mami. I really do. That’s my problem.”

		“We could change things, if that makes you happy. It could be just you and me, like it is with Conner.”

		Mateo weighs it. He wants this to work as much as I do—even if it can’t.

		I made the offer, but I don’t honestly know if I’ll ever see any of my guys again. John and I haven’t talked about my hobby—as I’ve come to think of it—since that night when he said he needed a break. He said it would only be temporary, but I don’t know if I trust that.

		John is as wild for my hobby as I am. He watches me with other men, or at least videos of me with other men, and it feeds something primal in him. He loves that other men want me. Seeing me play the slut charges him in a way just watching porn never could. But his feelings are complicated. I know it challenges his sense of manhood, maybe even makes him question our connection—no matter how much I reassure him. So, as much as John loves my hobby, maybe he’ll decide we’re—he’s—better off without out. If he does, I’ll be crushed.

		I realize I’m trying to reassure Mateo in the same way I have to reassure my husband. Why do all the men in my life need me to prop them up? They all claim they love me as I am and they want me to be happy, but when I do the things I want—that they want me to do—they turn fragile. They love when I play the slut and become their personal pornstar, but deep down they are jealous creatures and they want me for themselves. It disappoints me, but it’s hard to completely fault them. I’ve considered how I would feel if John was with other people too, and I don’t like the idea. I am jealous if I think of my guys with other women.

		I should let Mateo go his own way if that’s what he needs, but it’s more complicated than that. I should be more confident. I have three men and a woman who want me. I post pictures to reddit and tons of anonymous men tell me how sexy I am. But this feels like a rejection, and I don’t like it. I don’t want to let my Mateo go. I want all his attention. I won’t let him go without a fight.

		“Mateo, honey. Look at me. We can figure this out,” I say, touching his face and turning him to look at me.

		His eyes pierce into me and the way he looks at me quickens my pulse. He wants me. His emotions may be complicated, but his dick isn’t.

		“Carol…mami…” he whispers.

		“I don’t want to lose you, honey. We can work this out.”

		I kiss him and Mateo’s resistance melts away. He kisses me with such hunger I can’t believe he’s ready to walk away. I lean into him and feel the center console dig into my ribs, but I don’t care. I am not letting him go without a fight.

		Mateo palms my face, knocking my glasses askew. I use the flexibility earned through regular yoga classes to climb over the console and plant myself in his lap, feet dangling back onto the passenger seat. The horn beeps when my hip checks the steering wheel, but then the driver’s seat slides back with a click. My arms go around Mateo. His fingers dig into my butt. The Maxima’s air conditioning works hard, but I feel clammy with sweat as I climb all over Mateo. I wiggle my butt in his lap and feel his cock twitch through his shorts.

		“Mami,” he gasps, lips finally free. It’s a plea, but I’m not sure for what.

		“Honey…you don’t want this to be over…I know you don’t…” I whisper, between kisses and nibbles on his neck.

		Mateo touches my tummy before his hand slides higher. He touches my breast, but I want to feel his skin on my skin. I twist awkwardly in the limited space but manage to pull the tank top over my head, knocking my glasses off in the process. I flick open the front clasp on the purple bra beneath and place his hand on my chest. Mateo’s thumb strums my hardening nipple and I moan into his ear.

		“Mmm…yes…” I coo, pulling his face to my chest.

		My breasts are smothering with kisses, making me tingle all over, but the real thrill comes when Mateo sucks on my nipples. The pleasure throbs straight to my pussy. I squeeze my thighs together, and the pressure makes the throbbing so much more intense. I need Mateo to touch me there, but I’m enjoying his soft, warm lips on my nipples too much to rush him. His tongue circles those thick, pink nubs and I cry out, biting my bottom lip.

		“Mmm…god…Mateo…”

		“Mami,” he softly whispers while kissing my breasts.

		“Mateo, please, make love to me,” I whimper. I want him inside me. I need him.

		I’m breaking the rules. I know it, but sitting in Mateo’s lap and feeling him grow hard against my squirming butt, I can’t make myself care. I’ll explain it to my husband. I’ll make him understand. I’ll tell John I had to do something to keep Mateo in the fold. Deep down, I have to believe John doesn’t want the fun to end.

		“No, mami,” Mateo answers.

		Mateo stops kissing me, breathing heavily as he rests his face between my breasts.

		“Mateo, honey…”

		“No, mami. I can’t. This isn’t good.”

		He pulls back, holding my face in both hands. I see how badly he wants me. He wants to fuck me right in this car, but he’s strong—stronger than I am. For a second I think he might tell me he loves me, and I have no idea what I’d say. I can’t honestly say it back, and I wouldn’t do it just to keep him. I’m not that much of a monster.

		“I’m sorry, honey. I just…”

		“I understand, mami. I do. But we have to stop.”

		Tears well in my eyes. “I know. I just don’t want to.”

		Disentangling myself from Mateo is far more awkward than getting on his lap was. I slide back into the passenger seat with my bra hanging open. My tank top goes back on after I fix it, and Mateo hands me my smudged glasses. We sit in silence until I finally speak.

		“I guess I’d better go,” I say.

		“I’m going to miss you, mami. You truly are incredible. I wish we met differently.”

		“Me too,” I say, and part of me means it. Mateo is such a beautiful, sweet man.

		Mateo pulls me into a strong hug before I can go, and then I’m back out into the humid night, slinking back to my minivan. Sweat beads on my skin before the air conditioning can cool the cabin back down. I watch Mateo go, his black car slipping into the night.

		I sit in the driver’s seat crying, not even sure why I’m doing it. This is all supposed to be fun. It’s supposed to be sex without attachment. That’s the whole point of this hotwife thing. Hot sex on the side and I go home to my husband, the man I really love. I do love my husband, but that doesn’t mean I’m not attached to my guys. I don’t know how to explain the way I feel about them. It’s a kind of relationship I never anticipated having and I’m not sure how to deal with. But losing Mateo makes me want to cling to my other guys tighter. I just need John to open up to dating again.

		

	
		

		Carol’s Trinity: A Hotwife Reverse Harem Series

		

		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.

		

		Conner, Noah and Matteo are never far from her mind in the months afterward, but Carol doesn’t quite know how to tell her husband she wants another round with “her guys”. Was her 40 th birthday present a onetime thing? Isn’t it safer if it’s left that way? She doesn’t want to hurt John’s feelings, and she doesn’t to come off as a wanton woman. But after a moment of honesty with John, Carol comes home from a morning of yoga to find an incredible surprise waiting for her!

		

	
		

		Stephanie’s Hotwife Seduction

		

		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

		

		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 at online booksellers.
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