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		One

		 

		I pull into the shopping center parking lot and spot Mateo’s car immediately. He said it’s a black Nissan Maxima with tinted windows. I don’t know if I’d know a Maxima from any other car, but the low, sleek sedan is easy to spot because it’s 3:30 in the morning and the parking lot is virtually empty. I stop on the other side of the parking lot and add a coat of lipstick in the mirror. This is not a date and I’m not all done up for him. My honey blonde hair is pulled back in a ponytail. It’s just after 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’m not meeting Mateo behind John’s back. John readily agreed when I told him Mateo wanted to see me for a chat, which makes me suspect Mateo ran it past my husband first.

		Mateo is in a back corner of the parking lot, away from the orange glow of the security lights on their high poles. I park the minivan next to him and move over to Mateo’s car. The car is running, and the air conditioning is blasting against the sultry, humid night. I lean across the console and kiss his cheek. Mateo is stiff in the driver’s seat, but he softens when I kiss him.

		“It’s good to see you, hon,” I tell him.

		“Thanks for coming, Mami.”

		“Why are you so serious?” I ask, although I suspect I already know the answer.

		The last time I saw Mateo, he and his friend Noah were dominating me while my husband sat in the corner and watched us. It wasn’t the first time I was with them—or the first time my husband watched us together—but it was the first time it went to a place like that. I sensed Mateo was uncomfortable with what was going down 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. What does it say about me that it didn’t slow me down at all?

		“You know I care about you, right, Carol?” he begins.

		“Of course, honey.” I rub his arm reassuringly and place my hand over his. Mateo clasps my hand.

		“I’d never want to hurt you, and I love seeing you…”

		I feel the but hovering in the air between us. I don’t want to hear the but.

		“But I don’t think I can keep doing this. The stuff…what we did…I’m not into that stuff. I’m not judging, Mami, it’s just not my thing.”

		“That’s okay. I understand. We don’t have to do anything you’re uncomfortable with. I want this to be fun for everyone, honey.” I squeeze his hand.

		“Were you comfortable with all that?”

		“It was different. I’ve never done anything like that, not with John, or anyone else. I guess I’ve had fantasies, like a lot of women do. I didn’t ask for it. It was John’s idea. I didn’t even know that was going to happen.”

		“But you liked it?”

		Mateo says he doesn’t want to judge me, but I can’t help feeling judged. He wants to hear that I didn’t enjoy myself that evening—that it was all too much. Maybe it was too much. Maybe I shouldn’t enjoy being treated like that, but I did. God, did I enjoy it. It’s 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 gave 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—what we’ve been doing. I love being with you, you know that, Mami. You’re beautiful and exciting, and so alive. It’s amazing being around you. I do want you, but I can’t keep doing it like this.”

		Mateo looks away, staring out at the blackness beyond his tinted window.

		“We can change things, honey. We can make the arrangement anything we want it to be. I don’t want to lose what we have, Mateo.”

		Mateo looks at me and I 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—let alone one who he shares with his friend. We’ve never been alone, not like it is when I see Conner. Mateo is a young man. He wants love—a real relationship—and he deserves it. It’s the one thing I can’t give him. I care deeply for him, and I enjoy him, but I belong to my husband, and I always will.

		“I need more,” he insists.

		I see he still has a glimmer of hope he’ll get the answer he wants. The hope I’ll leave my husband and run off with him. I indulge the fantasy in my mind for a moment. It’s exciting and romantic. I run off with my hot younger man. I see us on a beach somewhere, spending our days 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 after these past few months. 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. As much as John loves my hobby, maybe he’ll decide we’re—he’s—better off without it. If he does, I’ll be crushed.

		I realize I’m trying to reassure Mateo in the same way I 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 were with other people too, and I don’t like the idea. I am jealous if I think of any of my guys with other women.

		I should let Mateo go his own way if that’s what he needs, but it’s more complicated than that. I should be more confident. I have three men and a woman who want me. I post pictures to Reddit and tons of anonymous men tell me how sexy I am. But this feels like a rejection, and I don’t like it. I don’t want to let my Mateo go. I want all his attention. I won’t let him go without a fight.

		“Mateo, honey. Look at me. We can figure this out,” I say, touching his face and turning it to me.

		His eyes pierce 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 can win him over. I can keep him in the fold.

		Mateo palms my face, knocking my glasses askew. I use the flexibility earned through regular yoga classes to climb over the console and plant myself in his lap, knees bent over the console and feet dangling back onto the passenger seat. The horn beeps when my hip checks the steering wheel, but then the driver’s seat slides back with a click. My arms go around Mateo. His fingers dig into my butt. The Maxima’s air conditioning works hard, but I feel clammy with sweat as I climb all over Mateo. I wiggle my butt in his lap and feel his cock twitch through his shorts.

		“Mami,” he gasps, lips finally free. It’s a plea, but I’m not sure for what.

		“Honey…you don’t want this to be over…I know you don’t…” I whisper, between kisses and nibbles on his neck.

		Mateo touches my tummy before his hand slides higher. He touches my breast, but I want to feel his skin on my skin. I twist awkwardly in the limited space but manage to pull the tank top over my head, knocking my glasses off in the process. I flick open the front clasp on the purple bra beneath and place his hand on my chest. Mateo’s thumb strums my hardening nipple and I moan into his ear.

		“Mmm…yes…” I coo, pulling his face to my chest.

		My breasts are smothered with kisses, making me tingle all over, 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. My vision is cloudy when I put them back on my face. 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 it. But losing Mateo makes me want to cling to my other guys tighter. I just need John to open up to dating again.

		

	
		 

		Two

		 

		I know I have to confess my behavior to John, but I’m spared from doing it that night. He is asleep when I arrive home from seeing Mateo. The strong odor of whiskey wafting from the lowball glass on the nightstand lets me know he’d been drinking before he passed out. His tablet is beside him on the bed and I can’t resist flipping it open to see what he’d been doing.

		His pin is our anniversary, and I’ve known it for years. The lock screen transitions away, and video player is right on top. John was re-watching the video he shot the night I was with Mateo and Noah. I press play in the middle of the video and see he was on the part of the video where I was strapped to the bed and Noah stood over me, holding my legs aloft by a spreader bar while he fucked me. I imagine John was masturbating and stopped the video when he came. I’m left with questions. Did my husband come quickly watching me being used like a whore? Is this his favorite part of the video? When I ask John what he liked about that night, he only answers with mumbled generalities. I know he has a problem with how much he liked seeing me like that and doesn’t want to talk about it.

		John isn’t the only one. Weeks later, I still don’t know how to process what happened that night. It was scary and exhilarating and bizarre, all at the same time. Being submissive to my husband excites me, but he’s never pushed it too far in the past. It was so different with my guys—Noah and Mateo. Noah relished pushing my boundaries and I couldn’t help but rise to the challenge. I never in my wildest dreams thought I’d be strapped down to a bed and used by multiple men, but I willingly—happily—submitted to them.

		I can’t lie. Being such a submissive slut flies in the face of everything I was taught to believe. It’s not who I thought I was. My mother raised me to be a strong, confident woman. My father taught me that I should never take crap from anyone—especially men. I was raised with traditional, conservative morals. I was to keep my legs closed until I met the one, and even then, I should remain demure and proper. I believed it—and lived it—despite those darker fantasies gnawing at the fringes of my mind. Being the good girl led me to an unfulfilling marriage to my first husband, Don. When I met John, it was a revelation—for both of us. I felt like I was learning who I was for the first time. Neither of us suspected starting down that road of sexual exploration would lead us here.

		We need to figure out where here is. John needs to figure out what he wants and what he can live with. If my hobby is over, I need to know so I can mourn it and figure out what comes next. I don’t want it to end, but I’ll accept it if I have to. This is what preoccupies my thoughts most of the time these days. But I don’t think my husband wants it to be over any more than I do. If he did, why is he home alone, jerking off to videos of me and my guys together? John wants this as much as I do, I just need to find a way to reassure him he’s not going to lose me. It feels like our marriage is on shaky ground in this uncharted territory, but I know we can find our way.

		The video draws me away from the turmoil of my thoughts. I watch myself being taken from both ends by Mateo and Noah. My scrub pants and panties are pushed down, but I don’t remember doing it. My fingers trace up and down my slick, smooth furrow. I’m still wet from my encounter in Mateo’s car—an encounter that left me unsatisfied. Time to rectify that. I find the nub of my clit and rub it in tight circles. My chest heaves. Pitched gasps are followed by low moans, then cries. My eyes are closed when I climax and listen to the cacophony of my pleasure on the video. I don’t need to see it. I perfectly recall every delicious detail. My self-inflicted orgasm is swift and powerful, and my husband lightly snores right through it.
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		We spend the following evening out as a family, since it’s one of the nights John has my stepdaughter, Isabella. We have dinner at a local Italian place and my son Brandon rolls his eyes when I suggest a round of mini golf afterward. Brandon is a good kid, but at 14 he’s at the age where he rolls his eyes at everything. My son spends all his time locked in his room playing videogames—that’s what I hope he’s doing—or out with his friends doing god knows what. Spending a night with his parents and stepsister is not on his agenda. Isabella is a couple years older, but she loves seeing her dad, so she’s up for anything.

		It’s a warm night for late April and the family funplex is crowded. I count more groups of teens than I do families, but that’s okay. Brandon loosens up once we start playing, but watches the crowd warily, on the lookout for any friends. I have no doubt he’ll duck his head and pull up his hoodie rather than be seen having fun with his family. He stares down at his phone between holes—impatient with the wait.

		I enjoy a normal night out with the kids, but I can’t keep the tension out of my shoulders. I still haven’t talked to John about Mateo and I’m afraid of his reaction. I technically broke the rules and he’ll be justified if he’s angry. I’m confident I can bring him over to my side with some sexy persuasion, but I don’t look forward to the drama. Husband management is part of this hotwife lifestyle, but it can be a chore. It’s not all fun and games like the Reddit boards would have you believe.

		At one point, John asks if there’s something on my mind. The kids are at the far side of a challenging hole involving a giant volcano that erupts with noise, steam and garish red lighting. If he’s concerned I did something with Mateo last night, John doesn’t show it.

		“Nothing,” I say, hugging his arm. “I’m just happy to be out with everyone tonight. I feel like all I do is work these days.”

		“Yeah, you haven’t been around much. It’s good to have some time together,” John replies, kissing me.

		I wrap my arms around my husband. John is almost 6 feet tall and has about half a foot on me, so I bury my face in his chest. I’ve always liked big, strong men. One of my guys, Conner, is a huge, muscular ex-Marine. I miss Conner. John is 20 years older than Conner and not as solid as my young lover, but he’s still nice to hold on to. Being in my husband’s arms makes me feel safe. I lean up to give him a peck on the lips.

		“I hope you’re not going to be too tired to have some real time together later,” I tease in a whisper. My worries about Mateo slip away for a moment.

		“I’m never too tired for that, babe. It’s nice having your full attention for a change.”

		And the worries about my Mateo confession are right back, sitting in the pit of my stomach like a stone. When John drops little comments like that it makes me wonder if he really is done. He could be content forever re-watching his videos of me playing the slut wife. Meanwhile, I’m aching to make new content. That’s a funny way to think about it, like I’m a porn star making content. I guess I am—for my husband. I just enjoy my work too much.

		“Come on now, you don’t want me all to yourself, do you? I mean, what if I wandered off and some guy started flirting with me?” I drop the line to see if he’ll bite.

		John’s spine stiffens. I suspect if I grabbed down below, I’d find his spine wasn’t the only thing that’s stiffened. Fire comes into his eyes. John may be unsure if he wants me to continue playing, but he still loves it when men flirt with me. I’m in normal mom mode, a t-shirt and jeans, but I think I look cute enough to draw someone’s attention. I’m sure there’s a cute, divorced dad somewhere in the family funplex who’d love to flirt with me. I’d never do anything like that with the kids around—or where someone we know might see—but I can still tease my husband with it.

		“I thought I caught someone checking out your ass,” he admits, cracking a smile.

		John likes my ass—more than I do anyway. My guys seem to like it too. It’s not the tight little ass I had at 20, but it’s nice and round and hasn’t fully dropped yet. It looks good in jeans. Not bad for a 40-year-old mom.

		“Maybe I should go get his number,” I tease.

		“Or you could drag him back to the minivan for a quickie.”

		“John! I’m your wife!” It’s hard to keep from smiling during my mock outrage.

		“Maybe you should sneak back to that grotto hole and snap a selfie in the cave.”

		“Sounds fun, but it’s way too crowded, honey. No way I wouldn’t get caught.”

		“Even better.”

		“Okay, stop it, or I just might do something crazy.”

		“Are you two going to quit canoodling and play the hole?” Isabella shouts from the other end.

		“Stop being gross,” Brandon adds.

		“Yeah, yeah. Okay,” John says. “Go ahead, Carol.”

		I know he wants me to putt first so he can look at my butt, now that he’s thinking about it. I drop my ball to putt, but my mind is back in that mock cave, wondering if maybe I could pull up my t-shirt and snap a quick selfie before someone walks in on me. I am wearing a cute bra under my t-shirt. My fans on Reddit would love it, and Lila would applaud my bravery. The contemplation makes me tingle all over and I squeeze my thighs together.

		Not only am I a hotwife-on-a-break, I’ve become quite the Reddit exhibitionist. I started slowly—sharing a topless photo I’d sent to John—on a Mom Next Door subreddit. My face wasn’t in the shot, of course, but I still barely worked up the courage to post it. The likes started rolling in and I read the comments on my photos and I was hooked. I went from hesitant to posting every day, constantly thinking of new poses and places to snap photos. Discovering my inner exhibitionist dovetailed nicely with my new hobby. John loves the attention just as much as I do. Some of the messages my posts incite are gross and scary—posting there is not for the faint of heart—but I just block those trolls out of my mind.

		My putt rolls perfectly, directly online with the hole. I narrowly miss the hole-in-one and see Brandon is relieved he won’t be outdone by his mother. John follows and his putt goes wide. He slams his putter in a perfect imitation of a frustrated pro and we all laugh. My turn rolls around again and as I line up to knock my ball into the hole, John mutters Baba Booey under his breath and I chuckle at the reference. The kids don’t get it.
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		It’s the perfect family night out and I’m sorry when it ends. Back at the house, the kids retreat to their rooms and I finish a couple chores before heading up to bed. I find John there, busy with his tablet. I don’t think he’s watching one of my videos, because he’s been trying to hide that lately. He keeps the tablet open and glances at me over the top of it as I cross the room and to the closet. I open the door and strip down, tossing my clothes into the hamper. John’s eyes are on me, and I’m happy that he still wants to watch me undress after all these years together.

		“Your latest post is blowing up,” he says. “You’ve got over 500 likes.”

		“I thought that was a good one. They like the outdoor ones.”

		“They would have loved one from the mini golf place.”

		“I’d have gone for it if it was less crowded, but I’m not that crazy yet.”

		“Yet,” John echoes, chuckling.

		I posted a picture this morning of me, nude, in the backyard, laying on one of the deck loungers like I was sunning myself. I have a tripod now and I upgraded to a phone with a stylus that acts as a remote for the camera, which has opened up the possibilities when it comes to taking selfies with my camera. It still takes many attempts to get a photo I like. I find maybe one in ten acceptable.

		It’s strange to think of how many men have seen me nude. A handful of my posts have north of 1000 likes, which means many thousands of people have looked at my naked body. I’m exhilarated by it, but it’s also scary to expose myself like that. I never include my face. I’ve been tempted to include my smile—like a lot of the other women do—but I’ve always been told I have a distinctive smile. Still, I’m afraid someone is going to recognize something about me. Would someone know that freckle pattern? Maybe someone will recognize my charm bracelet, common as it is. I know the fear of discovery is part of the excitement, but I know truly being discovered would wreck my life. And it doesn’t stop me. Every time I post it’s a shot of adrenaline. I fear I’ve become addicted.

		“I’m going to grab a shower. Don’t fall asleep on me,” I say, peeling off my panties last and dropping them into the hamper.

		“Don’t worry about that, babe. But make it a quick one,” John replies, eyes drinking me in as he smiles luridly.

		The shower is as quick as I can make it. I’m eager to get to my husband because I know the sex is going to be hot, but it will only come after the angst. The Mateo confession still hangs over my head. I should feel guilty knowing I’m going to seduce John to soften the blow, but I don’t. He’ll be happy in the end.

		I blow dry my hair—a step I wouldn’t ordinarily bother with before bed—and lotion my body, making sure I’m nice and smooth and smelling sweetly for John. In the past I would have come out of the bathroom wrapped in a towel—or in my pjs—but now I confidently stride out of the bathroom in all my natural glory. John stares as I walk toward the bed. He follows the little bounce of my perky breasts as I move. It’s nice to know that I’m more interesting live and in person than the version of me on his tablet. He’s stripped down to boxer-briefs. I crawl onto the bed beside him and my husband lays his tablet aside before reaching for me. I take his hand to keep him from touching me. I have to take my medicine before I can have my fun.

		“John, I need to tell you something.”

		“Uh-oh, that sounds ominous.”

		“It’s not that bad…I don’t think it is.”

		John’s face goes blank and he says, “You saw Conner?”

		“No! I wouldn’t do that without checking in first. I know we’re not doing that right now.”

		He’s silent and I see the gears working in his head. My husband is trying to work out what my confession will be. I’m a little annoyed that he thinks I would go out and fuck Conner behind his back while we’re on a break, but I also hope that the truth will seem better in comparison to that.

		“Okay, what is it, Carol?”

		“Something happened…when I saw Mateo…we didn’t have sex…”

		“But…”

		“He wanted to see me because he doesn’t want to see me anymore. He’s not comfortable with our arrangement. Mateo’s a sweet kid. I think it’s just too out there for him.”

		“It is pretty out there, Carol.”

		I know John’s right, but I hate admitting it. I don’t like to think that my new hobby makes me some weird, crazy slut—or that there’s something wrong with John for liking it the way he does. I prefer to think of us as a normal couple with a different kind of lifestyle. But I know it’s strange, abnormal by any objective measure. Mateo is the normal one for being unable to handle it. So I put my blinders on and just don’t think about it.

		“Anyway, I didn’t want him to be out and I tried to convince him.”

		John’s brow goes up, but it’s his only reaction. He surely knows what I mean, and I expected him to shout and curse, call me names. I didn’t expect him to just sit there and stare at me. I generally like my husband’s stoicism, but at times like these I wish he was more expressive. I don’t know what to do with his passivity.

		“How did you do that?” John asks.

		“Do I have to spell it out for you?”

		“Say what you have to say, Carol.”

		“I kissed him. I took off my top.”

		I can’t look him in the eyes when I make my confession, but the upside is that I’m staring right at his crotch. The twitch I see there is reassuring. Even when I do something I really shouldn’t, John can’t help his reaction. It’s in his blood now, like it’s in mine. That gives me hope that maybe this break won’t be permanent.

		“You’re not angry?” I ask.

		“I’m not surprised.”

		“What does that mean? We were on a break. Why would you think I’d do something?”

		“Because I know you, Carol. I know how you are with temptation these days. I knew something would probably happen when you went to see Mateo. I was just waiting for you to tell me about it.”

		I know I’m a hypocrite, but I’m annoyed. I’m annoyed that my husband doesn’t have faith in me, even though he’s right. It’s just another sign of how this lifestyle is changing us.

		“So you think I’m some out of control slut?” I ask.

		“I didn’t say that.” John dodges my question. “Why don’t you tell me more? Did you just kiss him?”

		John’s cock is growing in his boxer-briefs and I decide to take advantage and ensure he sees things my way. I’m shameless. I climb onto his lap, just as I did with Mateo. His erection surges against my round butt, sending a thrill through me. I kiss John and wrap my arms around him, but when I close my eyes I’m back into that car with Mateo. I feel the heat of John’s body, but it’s Mateo I’m thinking about. My heart hammers in my chest. I grind my butt down on John and the throbbing I feel makes me suspect he is thinking the same thing I am. John’s picturing his slutty, naughty wife climbing all over her younger lover in some dark parking lot.

		“I was so naughty, Daddy,” I purr. “I had to try and keep him.”

		“I bet you were. You can be very convincing,” he moans.

		“Am I convincing now?”

		I take his hand and put it on my breast. John rolls my nipple, pinching it a little too hard. I whimper at the sweet pleasure/pain.

		“You’re doing a very good job. I can’t believe you didn’t win him over. He’s a fool.”

		“Thank you, Daddy.”

		“You don’t need him, babe. He’s not the only fish in the sea. We can find someone better. Someone who truly appreciates you.”

		John nibbles at my neck, then my collarbone, moving lower. Hope surges through me. He’s talking about the future, not the past. I’ve never thought about being with anyone other than my guys, but it sounds like my husband has. I don’t know if we should go down that road. It feels too dangerous. But those are worries for another time. Right now, it’s about me and John. I feel a growing wet spot on his boxer-briefs as I work my butt against him.

		“I was such a naughty slut, Daddy. Are you going to punish me?”

		“All you did was kiss?” he asks.

		“I…oh god…”

		Words fail me when John lowers his lips and suckles my breast. His lips brush my puffy, pink nipple. I ache for more when he lashes it with his tongue, circling it and making me quake before sucking the tender bud between his lips. I push myself at his mouth and moan. Years of practice have taught John how to tease me perfectly. His hungry mouth drives me wild. Teeth nip at me. His tongue slathers me. John teases until the throbbing in my nipples is almost too much to bear. My breath comes in ragged gasps and I bite my lip to keep from screaming. It wouldn’t be appropriate with the kids down the hall. I’m about to pry his lips from my breasts when John distracts me.

		“Ohmygod…John…Daddy…”

		John presses his fingers between my thighs to find me drenched. They slip inside and curve, stroking that special spot and I bury my face into his shoulder, biting, my cry barely muffled. Biting my own lip wouldn’t do it this time. He rocks his fingers in and out of me and I tremble on his lap, losing control as the erotic sensations overtake me.

		“Yes…yes…oh god…yes…”

		I climax easily on my husband’s fingers—if only he was the only one on my mind. Mateo is there, too. It’s so easy to imagine things had gone further with him—that he fingered me and made me come in the front seat of his car. I know John is thinking of it too. He wanted my confession to be dirtier. I could have lied to him—not that I told the whole truth.

		John unceremoniously shoves me off his lap and somehow wriggles out of his boxer-briefs and climbs on top of me in one swift motion. It’s the fastest I’ve seen him move in years. I gasp when he drives himself inside me. My legs lock around him and I draw his cock down into me. His animal grunting inflames me and I gasp, “Yes…yes…yes…” as he pounds me.

		“You…you couldn’t help yourself…you wanted him…wanted him to fuck you…”

		“Yes, Daddy. I did. I would have done anything to keep him,” I squeal.

		“Such a…such a…such a damn slut…Carol…”

		“I am! I’m your slut, Daddy. I’m a slut because you love it!” I half-shout, trying to keep my voice down, praying the straining bed isn’t as loud as it sounds in my ears.

		“You’re my…my…my whore…mine…fucking mine…Carol…”

		“Yes, Daddy! Yours! I’m your whore, Daddy. Fuck your whore, Daddy! I want to feel you come, Daddy! Please!”

		“God…fuck…Carol…Carol…”

		John surges and throbs as he finishes inside me. I feel his surge, but it’s not like it used to be. I don’t like thinking about it, but I know my husband jerks off a lot watching my videos. I don’t mind—I want him to enjoy them—but it does leave him drained. Our sex life is still incredible, turbo charged since my hobby started, but sometimes I wish John saved more of himself for me. Yes, I get the irony.

		I don’t orgasm again with him, but that’s okay. He already took care of me. I keep my legs locked around him and hug John tight. I can’t let him go. I love these moments when were at our closest. In these moments, it’s just the two of us.

		“Carol, you’ve got to let me up,” he says, laughing. “You’re crushing me.”

		“Sorry. I just want you close.”

		John rolls off me and I turn and snuggle into him. “You’re not letting me go, are you?” he says.

		“Not ever. I love you so much. You’re the most generous, amazing husband.”

		“You don’t have to butter me up, Carol. I’m not mad, not really.” He kisses the top of my head.

		“I know I should have behaved. I just, I don’t know…”

		“It’s really okay. I mean, you really didn’t fuck him, right?”

		It annoys me he has to ask again, but I push it down. “I didn’t. I promise.”

		“Mateo told me he wanted to talk to you. He wanted to run it by me since we’re on a break.”

		The revelation makes me feel like a possession and I don’t like it. It’s one thing to talk about how I belong to my daddy, but it’s not real. I’m a grown woman. I don’t belong to anyone.

		“I guessed why,” John continues. “I saw how he was that night. I guess everyone has their limits. I also thought he might want a last hurrah.”

		“It wasn’t him, honey. It was me. I just, I don’t know. I really thought I could change his mind.”

		“I’m shocked you didn’t. I meant it, Carol. You’re incredible. I can’t believe he walked away. What young guy doesn’t want a hot MILF fuck buddy with no strings attached?”

		“You have to say that. You’re my husband.”

		“Doesn’t mean it’s not true.”

		“Are we good?” I ask.

		“We’re good, but this is why I wanted a break. I don’t really blame you, but it bothers me. It bothers me that you get around these guys and you can’t control yourself.”

		“It’s not like that, John. It’s not.” I protest, but he’s not far from the truth. “Besides, you seem to like that about me.”

		“I do, Carol, but it scares me, too. It scares me that sometimes it seems like you belong to them as much as you belong to me.”

		“You’re the one who gave me to them. That last night, you literally gave me to them, John. I didn’t ask for that.”

		“But you loved it, Carol. I’ve never seen you like that. It was awesome to behold, but it was scary too.”

		“I can’t apologize for what happened. You opened that door. I just walked through it.”

		“I get that. I don’t expect you to apologize. I did open that door. I wanted it to happen and I made it happen. I don’t know how to explain it because I don’t want to sound insecure. It was a loan—that night. It feels like whenever you see them less of you comes back.”

		“I’m a person, John. Sharing me with other men isn’t like lending a tool to Chuck. There are feelings. It has awakened something inside. But none of it changes how I feel about you. There are parts of me they can never have. It’s my body they get. My heart belongs to you. It always will.”

		“I know. I know. It seems like it’s so simple for you, but it’s not like that for me. Sorry.”

		“I love you. Don’t apologize for how you feel. I don’t want to hurt you. Doing this isn’t worth that. If you really want to stop.”

		“I know, Carol. And you’re not hurting me. I never said I wanted to stop. I just need to feel like I’m—we’re on solid ground.”

		“Is there anything I can do?”

		“Just give me a little more time. Okay?”

		“Anything. Anything you need,” I agree.

		It kills me to offer to stop—again—and my heart soared when John insisted he doesn’t want to stop. I just have to have faith and be patient that he’ll come around and hope I don’t lose my mind before he does. I need to see my guys again. I could never tell my husband that, but I think about it all the time. He’s right about their having a piece of me. I’m just not in the same place John is. I know part of him wants to stop, but he needs his fix just as much as I do. I have to hope the videos won’t be enough forever. I don’t get that thrill from watching videos. I need the real thing.

		

	
		 

		Three

		 

		I slip into the locker room and turn the deadbolt on the door until it snicks into place. It’s late in the evening and mid-shift and I shouldn’t be interrupted, but the locker room is right off the nurse break room and someone could try the door. I’ll work quickly. I don’t have a good explanation ready if someone comes along.

		The hospital where I work is only a couple years old and the facilities are state of the art. We’re lucky. I’ve been at plenty of hospitals and seen some terrible break areas for the employees. The break room at my last hospital—which was built in the 1970s—was little more than a large closet lined with lockers. There were no benches and two people in there at once was a crowd. This locker room is palatial by comparison. The floors are done in a slate gray faux-wood flooring, the lockers are large and pretty. Long, wide benches line up in a row between the lockers, with plenty of room to maneuver. We don’t have showers, like on TV—I’ve never seen that in real life—but we do have sinks against a well-lit, mirrored wall.

		I move through the center aisle and strip off my teal scrubs top. My phone unlocked, I lean against the vanity counter, posing in the mirror provocatively. My breasts swell alluringly from the black demi bra that gave me a nice shape under my scrubs top. I can’t resist making a sultry face, even though my face will not be in the version posted on Reddit. I’ll send John that one before I crop it. I didn’t used to trust my husband with sexy photos with my face in them. I always feared he might show one of his friends. I barely remember being that timid woman.

		I take a couple snaps and boost myself onto the counter, posing with my legs bent. I suck in my tummy and stretch my arm wide to get the right angle and take another couple photos, knowing I’m going to have to mess with these pictures before I post them because the lighting sucks. After a reflexive glance back toward the door, I pop the front clasp of my bra and shrug out of it. My pulse revs and my thick pink nipples plump up in excitement. I contort to thrust my breasts out, proud of how perky they’ve stayed at 40. I wouldn’t be posting photos on Reddit if I didn’t think I still have it. I maneuver the phone into different positions as I snap away.

		Nerves demand I get dressed and get out of there, but Lila’s voice echoes in my head, egging me on to take bigger risks. One could argue that my new friend is a bad influence, but I feel that she’s come along at the perfect point in my life. Lila wouldn’t be in my life at all if I weren’t in this place. I would have never been in the gentleman’s club where she works—she was “Lacey” to me then—if I hadn’t been meeting my guys there. I don’t know if I would have let her peel off my clothes and make me climax if I hadn’t already been so far out on that limb. Lila slipped me her number after our time in the champagne room and we’ve become friends since then. Friends is one word for it anyway. Lila loves that I post images on Reddit for my adoring fans and pushes me to take them further and further.

		You’re crazy. You’re crazy. You’re crazy. I keep repeating it over and over in my head, even as I kick off my sneakers and shimmy out of my scrubs pants. I fix my comfy black panties and hop up to stand on a bench. As soon as I pose in the big mirror over the sinks, I know I’ll use this one online. I suck it in again, twist to best show off my boobs and butt, and my phone clicks away.

		My breathing is heavy and there’s a flush in my cheeks as I hurry back into my scrubs. It’s crazy how much this stuff turns me on—shameful, really. But I’m past shame. I wish I had time to stop and touch myself, but I’ve already been gone too long. I am supposed to be working, after all.
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		“You look like you’ve been up to something,” Patty comments when I return to the 5 th floor nursing station.

		“I just ran down to grab a snack,” I reply.

		Patty give a harrumph, signaling she doesn’t believe me for a second.

		“You always think I’m up to no good,” I complain.

		Patty leans in close, so as not to be overheard.

		“It’s not my fault you’ve become a shameless hussy.”

		“I’m just glad I’m finally rubbing off on you. You know, the locker room is free if you want to send something to Chuck.”

		We share a look, and both laugh.

		Patty doesn’t know about my online hobby. She knows I sneak off to take sexy photos, but she thinks they’re all for my husband. My oldest friend sees me as a free spirit, and I get the feeling she’s a little jealous. If only she knew some of the things I really get up to! Patty would faint if she had any idea of half the things I’ve done.

		“I’m not going there,” Patty replied with a chuckle.

		“We both know you have.” I nudge her with my elbow.

		“But not at work. I’m not quite the daredevil you are.”

		It’s a quiet night on our floor. There are four of us on—Patty and I and two younger women. The younger nurses tend to stick to themselves, leaving us older gals alone, unless they have a question. It’s nice to know we’re still useful for our knowledge. I don’t like thinking of myself—or Patty—as older, but I’ve got over a decade on these younger nurses in their 20s, and Patty is a bit older than I am. They’re nice girls, but I notice they don’t exactly jump when one of the call buttons is trigger in a patient room. They wait to see if Patty or I are going to grab it first. I don’t mind. I need to get my steps in anyway.

		We do our rounds, checking vitals and doling out medications and we fall into a lull in activity again. Visiting hours are ending and I update charts as family members make their way to the bank of elevators. The younger nurses are somewhere on the floor, away from the nurses station and Patty sidles over to me, pulling up a rolling chair.

		“Y’know, Chuck still brings up that night at the bowling alley,” she says.

		“Does he now?”

		“I think seeing those pictures of you blew his mind.”

		“I hope that night didn’t cause any trouble. I swear I wasn’t looking for it to go that way.”

		“Nothing bad. Good trouble, maybe.” Patty blushes.

		“Oh? Do you have some steamy secrets now?”

		Patty smiles, buying time as she decides what she wants to share. We haven’t had a serious discussion about what happened during our double date at the bowling alley. It wasn’t major by my current standards, but I know having her nudes shared—with people around, no less—was a huge deal for Patty. She’s not exactly the wild and crazy type. It was shocking that she’d taken inspiration from me and shared nude photos with her husband at all. Patty and I have been friends for ages, and she’s viewed what she knows of my transformation with a mix of amusement and awe.

		We met during nursing school and have been thick as thieves ever since. Patty and I are still physically similar enough that people sometimes mistake us for sisters, but back then we could have been twins. We’re about the same height and we’ve both stayed fit into our 40s, although Patty is a tad fuller in the hips and butt, smaller in the chest. Her hair is shorter these days—a neat bob that’s closer to brown in color than blonde, while mine falls past my shoulders and is still a rich honey blonde. I bet we could still share outfits, even if my jeans would be tight on her. We’ve always behaved like sisters, too. Patty had kids first and I’ve always been a doting aunt to them. She was with me through the end of my boring first marriage and greedily took in details when I started dating in my 30s and had something of a sexual awakening. John was a big part of that. He loves to be adventurous in the bedroom and taught me to love things I’d never even considered trying. I was always open with Patty about that stuff and she never responded with judgment. Sometimes I suspected she wished Chuck would try something new, but she would never ask him. I haven’t been 100% honest with Patty recently. Telling her John and I have opened our marriage and that he gets off on sharing me with other men seems a bridge too far. Patty is my closest friend, but I doubt she’d ever look at me the same again if she knew the truth.

		“I don’t know if you’d find them steamy,” Patty teases.

		“You’d better tell me, or I’ll whip you with an IV tube until you do.”

		“That could be fun.” Patty laughs.

		“Now I know you’re messing with me.”

		“It really isn’t anything that crazy. I’ve sent Chuck more pictures. He really likes that, and it’s led to him asking for other stuff.”

		“Like what?”

		“He’s asked me to dress up for him a couple times. I felt silly doing it at first, but when I saw his reaction, I have to admit, it was hot.”

		“That’s my favorite part too,” I confide. “Seeing the reaction. It’s a nice reminder that you’re still a desirable woman, not just the old wife and a mother.”

		“Yeah, I get it now. I thought that stuff was just nonsense before. Chuck and I have always had a good sex life. We weren’t hanging from the rafters or anything, but it was good. It was nice. I didn’t really think about it beyond that.”

		“It’s more fun when it’s not so nice,” I say.

		“Maybe I’m figuring that out now. Anyway, dressing up led to things. I, uh…” Patty looks around to make sure no one is near us before continuing. “I—I can’t believe I’m telling you this—but I used my toy while Chuck watched.”

		It’s so cute to see how scandalized Patty is by her admission, but it’s so like her. When the dare forced her to show her photos that night at the bowling alley, I was surprised to find out that she even owned a sex toy, let alone took a photo of herself using it. She feels like an outlaw because she masturbated in front of her husband. I’m tempted to tell Patty that John’s watched me with a toy too—except my toy was another man. Patty would fall out of her chair. This isn’t about me anyway.

		“That sounds exciting,” I comment.

		“It was wild. I mean, like, I was doing it and then Chuck started doing it too, and he started dirty talking. I mean, like, really talking dirty.” Patty’s cheeks flush an even deeper crimson as she divulges more details. I can see she’s excited to admit her newfound wild side to me.

		“What did he say?”

		“He started talking about doing things to me…watching me do things…I had no idea he had some of those things in his head.”

		“Watching you do what?”

		“Things. Things to myself, different kinds of things.”

		“There are all kinds of different things, Patty. That’s not too specific.”

		“Chuck just…he…he’s got some out-there fantasies, and he’s been sharing them more and more.”

		I can see that Patty’s about at the limit of what she will share without a few drinks in her. I could keep pushing—I am curious—but I’m also a good friend and I don’t want to make her uncomfortable. What does Patty consider an out-there fantasy? I’m dying to know. Does Chuck’s mind go where my John’s does? I know it’s unlikely, but it’s possible.

		My mind wanders to weird places. I imagine Patty and Chuck in bed together. She’s using that little white vibrator on herself, while Chuck watches and strokes his cock. Chuck is big in my perverted mind and it distracts me. He’s cooing dirty things to his wife, telling Patty how sexy she is and how much he likes watching her come. Patty moans. She works that vibrator in circles over her clit. Chuck kneels by her head and feeds Patty his cock. It’s insanity seeing my sweet, proper friend sucking her husband. Chuck moans clichés, asking if Patty likes it, telling her how good her mouth feels—the kind of stuff I love. Patty trembles like I would. And then things turn.

		“You like that, don’t you, Patty?” Chuck asks.

		Patty nods best as she can with her mouthful.

		“Wouldn’t it be even better if this was two dicks instead of just your toy down there?”

		Patty’s eyes go wide, Chuck pushes deeper into her mouth. She pushes the vibrator into her pussy and wetly squelches around it.

		“Oh god, that would be so hot, wouldn’t it? Wouldn’t it, Patty?” Chuck growls.

		Patty looks stunned, but she nods.

		The hospital comes crashing back in around me as reality intrudes when Patty shakes my shoulder and asks, “Carol, are you okay? Carol?”

		“Oh, yeah, sorry,” I stutter, shaking the forbidden scene from my brain.

		“You think I’m crazy, right? That’s all just too weird.”

		I feel terrible that Patty mistakes my illicit fugue for judgment. I’m the last person to judge anyone.

		“No, it’s not that at all, Pat. I think it’s amazing. It’s awesome you guys are going there. It’s great that you love and trust each other enough to be that open. Sorry, my mind just wandered for a second. I guess you trigger my own dirty thoughts.”

		My brain is buzzing, and my body’s tingling and I realize I’m on the verge of confessing my secret life to Patty. I know I shouldn’t, but it would be a huge load off my shoulders, plus I find the prospect strangely exciting. It would be fun to have Patty as a sister in kinkiness.

		“Okay. For a second there I thought I blew your mind,” Patty says.

		“Maybe a little, but only because it’s you. I’m supposed to be the crazy, kinky one.”

		“I guess we are as alike as everyone’s always said.”

		“Could be,” I agree. “The real question is, where do you guys go from here? Do you think Chuck is serious about any of it?”

		“What do you mean?”

		“His fantasies. Would you ever go there?”

		Patty’s eyes dart around evasively. Her poker face has always been terrible. “Oh, I don’t know. Fantasies are just fantasies, right? I mean, I could never—we could never—I don’t know. Can’t take things too far.”

		“Of course not.” I nod, thinking that I really need to get my friend out for a girls’ night and get a few drinks in her so I can get the real scoop.

		

	
		 

		Four

		 

		It’s midmorning when I crawl out of bed and make a pot of coffee. John is at work. Brandon is at school. Once I’m fueled by coffee, I have errands to run, but I like easing into the day. I pop open a Greek yogurt and break my fast while catching up on social media. Facebook doesn’t hold my interest and I end up at Reddit, eager to see how my new photos are doing. I edited and posted some of my photos before hitting the sack last night. The photo where I’m sitting on the counter and pushing my boobs out is doing the best. The comments would make a lesser woman blush, but they give me a warm glow. Seeing the things these perfect strangers want to do to me centers that warm glow between my thighs. This morning’s shower is going to be a lot more fun than I’d planned. Too bad John is at work. I swear we’re like two ships passing in the night when I’m doing nighttime 12-hour shifts. Of course, if we weren’t on a break, I could see what Conner is up to.

		Conner and Noah keep texting me. They are as eager for John to end our break as I am. Conner even offers to meet up with me platonically, for lunch. I know my husband would not be thrilled and I do not want to tempt myself like that. Lunch with Conner only ends one way—with me on my back, or possibly riding him in the backseat of my minivan. Noah doesn’t bother to pretend he wants to hang out. I respect him for that. But he does want to get together and pick up where we left off that insane night at the hotel. The prospect sends shivers down my spine and my tummy gets all squirmy when I think about it. I don’t know if it frightens or arouses me more.

		I’m reading a critical comment about my ass—they aren’t all positive—when a text from Lila comes through.

		[Lila] whatcha doin?

		[Me] just got up. Shouldn’t u be working?

		[Lila] can only stare at mortgage contracts for so long before I get cross-eyed

		Lila is finally back at the 9-to-5 after a couple years of exclusively dancing. Dancing was only supposed to be a bridge until she got another job in banking, but she loves it so much and the money was so good that she stayed longer than she’d planned. I’m glad she did, or we never would have met.

		[Me] I still can’t picture you working in an office

		Lila immediately sends me a picture of herself sitting at a desk. The pretty, slender brunette would look like any other Millennial professional woman, if she didn’t have her tight black skirt hiked up to show me the purple thong beneath it and her blouse pulled open to expose a matching bra. I love that Lila is as nutty as I am. Well, almost as nutty anyway.

		[Me] bet ur popular in the office

		[Lila] haha! If they only knew the real me

		[Me] u need to post that on an officegonewild reddit

		[Lila] don’t try to draw me into ur little games

		[Me] u can push me to do it but it’s not for u?

		[Lila] I’ll do it when u get up on stage with me. deal?

		[Me] yeah. Okay.

		[Lila] any movement from john?

		[Me] not yet. I’m going crazy. Conner texted again this morning. He wants to see me. says it can just be lunch

		[Lila] is that off the table?

		[Me] doubt john would go for it. probably not a good idea anyway

		[Lila] slut!

		[Me] takes one to know one

		[Lila] I say go for it. it’s just lunch. keep the fire lit for when john changes his mind

		[Me] don’t want to tempt fate. I need to behave

		[Lila] for now

		[Me] for now. How’s the new job?

		[Lila] weird being back in an office all day. I know I have to be a grown up but I miss my freedom

		[Me] u can be anything u want

		[Lila] thanks babe. I need to see u!!!

		[Me] I know. ru dancing this weekend? I think I’m free Friday night

		[Lila] yeah. Friday is my best night. Guys just got paid. Saturday? I’m free all day once I get up

		[Me] john has golf in the am if he’s not too hungover. Lemme check

		I flip over and text my husband and see if we have anything going on Saturday. Tonight is my third 12-hour shift in a row and I’ll be off for a few days after that. I don’t know how late Lila sleeps in after she works a Friday night, but John is typically gone into the early afternoon when he goes golfing with his buddies. My tummy is full of butterflies when I think about seeing Lila again.

		We’ve only seen each other once since our sensual spa day. I learned a lot about myself that day. Discovered desires I didn’t know I had. I thought it might be awkward when I saw Lila again, but when I took her out for drinks to celebrate her new job we chatted away like old girlfriends. Lila and I just seem to click. I enjoy her edgy, youthful energy and she’s endlessly fascinated by my hobby and how I navigate it. It was just a normal night out with a girlfriend, except for making out in the parking lot at the end. We really went at it like a pair of horny teenagers at the end of a date. I suspect we would have gone further if we’d been somewhere more private.

		My phone chirps with a new text while I’m pouring coffee, but it’s not John’s reply. It’s Lila again.

		[Lila] u should bring john to the club Friday night. We’ve been talking about it forever

		[Me] that could be fun. Let me see if he’s up for it

		[Lila] don’t ask him. Tell him!

		I want to see Lila on my own. I know that’s selfish, but I don’t care. Still, her text spurs me to action and I text my husband: We’re going out Friday night. I made plans. John replies with a question mark, but I leave him hanging. I flip back to Lila.

		[Me] okay. It’s done. We’ll see u there

		[Lila] I can’t wait. This is going to be so much fun!
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		“Not going to lie. I expected a nicer place,” John says after we’re parked.

		“I first came here with Noah and Mateo. What kind of place did you expect them to take me to? Those boys aren’t hitting an expensive gentleman’s club.”

		There’s a pang in my heart at the thought of Mateo. I don’t think I’ve really accepted that I’m never going to see him again. Deep down I expect I’ll hear from him again, but I haven’t since that night I threw myself at him.

		“Good point.”

		The Squire’s parking lot is crowded at 9:30 at night, which means the club is going to be packed. I hear the music thudding from inside as we approach. Half a dozen men cluster near the door, having ducked outside for a smoke, and I hold my breath as we pass through their noxious cloud. I was always too good a girl to smoke when I was younger, and I’ve never liked being around it. John smoked in the past. He still has cigars when he golfs with his buddies, but he thinks I don’t know.

		The smokers look up as I approach and their eyes crawl all over my body as I hold my breath and pass them. My mostly bare legs and exposed cleavage especially draw their attention. I normally wouldn’t dress like this for a night out, but I figure it’s okay to be sexy when going to a strip club. I look good, but I’m not overdressed, as I was when I came here the first time with Noah and Mateo. That night, I didn’t know where I was going and dressed up for my guys. This time, I’m in a short jeans skirt with a row of off-center buttons up my hipline, instead of the typical center buttons, paired with a snug red Henley bodysuit, on which I’ve conveniently left enough buttons open to show off a seductive portion of creamy, freckled cleavage. The outfit is all about buttons—easy access was on my mind—and it’s completed by knee-high black boots. John’s stare when I came into the room to fetch him at home made me suspect I’d made a good choice. The way these strange men are eye-fucking me as we walk inside the club confirm it.

		“Looks like those guys like your outfit as much as I do,” John says, holding the door as I step into the dim vestibule.

		“Maybe I should stay outside and hang with them.”

		“Why don’t you see what the inside holds for you first?”

		I pause before opening the inner door and press against my husband. I touch him through his jeans and feel his bulge pulse. Even with my boots, I still need to stand on tip toes to kiss him.

		“Thinking about the dancers in there, or about me?” I ask.

		“Always you, Carol.”

		“That’s what I like to hear. A girl could get insecure from taking her husband into a bar full of beautiful dancers.”

		John chuckles. “I don’t think you’re the insecure type.”

		“Oh honey, you don’t understand women at all.”

		Like most of his gender, he really doesn’t get it. I may like sexy outfits and posting myself on Reddit, but that doesn’t mean I’m not insecure. It may be a sign that I’m more insecure than the average woman and I need the affirmation. I did just turn 40, after all. John doesn’t see the time I spend poring over my photos and editing them before I post them. He doesn’t know I tried on five outfits before leaving the house tonight before settling on this one. He looks at me and sees perfection—which is sweet—but I see the little belly I have from having kids or that my butt will never be as tight as it was 10 years ago, no matter how much yoga I do, or how many times I go to the gym. John will never understand that every time I sleep with a guy like Conner I’m amazed that he wants me.

		I pat John’s chest and lead him into the club. The mountain who sits inside the door doesn’t check our IDs, but he does take a cover charge from John. Apparently, women are exempt. I can roll with that. I’m disappointed the bouncer doesn’t undress me with his eyes the way the other men do. I guess he’s seen it all.

		The Squire is much the same as when I was there with my guys last time. It’s later in the evening than my first visit, so it’s not quite the after-work crowd, but based on the way they’re dressed, some of the men have clearly been at the club since they got off work. The Squire is more of a local, blue collar kind of bar than a swanky gentleman’s club. The inside is cramped, with the bar occupying the lion’s share of the space. The bar rings the two small, round stages, which are connected by a narrow runway. Shiny chrome poles center each of the stages, and each has a young woman working them hard for the money. Their moves barely match the thumping beat of the rap song booming from the club’s sound system. None of the men who crowd the bar seem to care.

		John scans the crowded room for an open seat, but there are none to be had. The bar is standing room only and the small tables at the back of the space are all occupied. I stay pressed close to my husband, clutching his hand. The men in our immediate area all give me the once-over, eyes lingering on my boobs. Good thing I wore a nice cleavage-producing bra. Their attention gives me a tingle all over that comes to focus between my legs. I turn away from John just enough to give them a better look at my body. Many of the men around us are little more than half my age, but they’re all thinking dirty thoughts about this cool MILF who’s willing to come to the strip club with her husband. I’m sure they’re wishing John weren’t there with me.

		I’m proud I can draw their attention from the half-naked women entertaining them, but I know it’s because I’m something of a unicorn in this place. I’m the normal or average woman—someone’s wife—who’s cool enough to go to a strip club with her husband. That gets all the men interested right off the bat. Throw in the fact that I’m attractive, but not outwardly slutty, and I am like their dream girl. I’m the woman they wish they’d married. I know a lot of these guys are going to be tracking me all night to see how I interact with the dancers. They’ll lose their minds when they see me get a lap dance. And I’ll be eating up the attention all night long.

		“I’m going to get us drinks, I guess. If you see a spot open up, jump on it,” John says. He has to repeat himself twice before I understand what he’s saying.

		I nod and tell him to get me a beer when he asks what I’m drinking.

		The moment my husband leaves me alone I feel the crowded club close in on me. The men around me were looking when John was with me, but now that I’m on my own I feel an electricity in the air as they see me as their prey. I don’t feel any real danger—I’m not going to be attacked in the middle of the club—but I know the men no longer see me as belonging to someone. They saw me with John moments ago, but they probably figure if he’s stupid enough to leave me on my own in the club I’m fair game and he deserves whatever happens.

		A couple men squeezing through the crowd find excuses to brush against me as they pass. My butt is palmed, and I feel the hand move toward the hem of my skirt before I tug it down and hold it in place. Another brushes past me in front, crushing my breasts against his chest. I can’t resist the urge to meet his eyes, and he smiles. The man is probably a decade older than me, but he’s handsome and I feel my pulse race. His hand rests on my hip as he mouths, Excuse me, sorry. The feminist in me knows I should be outraged that these men feel they can take these liberties with my body, but I crave their attention too much to be outraged.

		“You can join us if you need a seat.” The voice comes from my left and I turn to see a handsome man in his late 20s fix me with his piercing blue eyes. He gestures toward a nearby table with two other guys seated around it.

		“I don’t know how my husband would feel about that,” I reply, flashing him my rings.

		“He can always come and find you when he’s ready. He’ll probably appreciate us keeping you company.”

		My new friend is right, but he doesn’t know it. John would love to come back to find me hanging out with three hot young guys. The one talking to me is half my type. He’s certainly built. A black t-shirt is stretched across a gym-hardened chest that’s calling my name. He’s not tall, though. Only an inch or so taller than I am in my boots. I bet I could work with that. His friends all similar, although taller, and I can see them all lifting at the gym together, grunting and egging each other on as they try to impress each other.

		“I don’t see a free seat,” I tell him. The only open seat is the one he just left.

		“There’s plenty of room on my lap, hon.”

		I smile. It’s a tempting offer. I’d love the chance to tease my husband. It could be the thing he needs to convince him to end our break. Teasing these younger men isn’t the safest idea, and that’s what I love about it.

		“You can call me Carol.”

		“Nice meeting you, Carol,” he replies, taking my hand in both of his, even though I hadn’t offered it.

		He’s about to share his name when arms wrap around me from behind. The slender arms do not belong to my husband. Neither do the breasts pressed into my back. The purr in my ear is familiar.

		“Hey there, luv. Ryan here isn’t bothering you, is he?” Lila says.

		“No. He seems nice.” I caress the arms holding me. Ryan looks like he just landed in his wildest fantasy. “He was offering me a seat. On his lap.”

		“I don’t know, Ryan. I’m not sure you can handle Carol,” Lila teases.

		“I thought you knew me better than that, Lacey. I’m willing to give it a try.” Ryan is familiar with Lila, so he must be a regular, but he only knows her by her dancer name, Lacey.

		“I’m sure you are. It would be hot to see you try. Maybe some other time. Carol is here for me tonight.”

		Ryan has no poker face. He’s imagining our clothes falling away while Lila and I tangle our bodies together—Lacey, as he knows her.

		“How ‘bout you do me a favor, Ryan?” Lila continues. “If you and your friends give Carol your table, I promise to make it extra special when you take me back for a private dance.”

		“Funny how you assume I’m getting a dance tonight,” Ryan replies.

		“I know you are,” Lila replies.

		“Come on, guys,” Ryan says, turning to his friends. “Let’s move up to the bar.” His friends grumble, but they go with it. He’s obviously the leader of the group.

		The guys move on and Lila and I slide into their seats. It’s good to see her again, yet strange. The Lacey who sits at the small, square table with me hardly resembles my friend Lila. Both are tall and lithe, with a dancer’s athletic body. Lila’s breasts are small and pert, while Lacey’s push-up bra makes them look larger. The bra peeks out from a crisp, half-buttoned white dress shirt. The tiny black skirt beneath it makes the most of her long, perfect legs, and doesn’t meet the lacy tops of her thigh highs. I bet her black platform pumps push her close to six feet tall. It’s a variation on the costume Lila wore the first time I saw her perform. Her makeup is dramatic, kohl around her eyes and blood red lipstick. But the biggest difference between Lacey and my friend Lila is the fiery red wig with its straight-cut bangs. It looks great on her, but Lila has a stylish short bob of raven hair.

		“I can only sit for a minute,” she says, reaching across the table to take my hand. It feels strange to hold her hand in public like this, but I’m sure it’s okay in a strip club.

		“I get it. You’re working. You need to make money.”

		I think about how well Ryan is going to tip her after he gets his special private dance. Just thinking about Lila gyrating all over him gives me a strange, mixed reaction. It’s so hot, I have to squeeze my thighs together as I ponder it, but I’m jealous too. I want Lila gyrating all over me. I feel the same way about all my lovers. I’m jealous and possessive, even though I have no right to be.

		“I am doing pretty good tonight, but that’s not it. I’m due up on stage next.”

		“Perfect. I love seeing you dance.”

		“I’ll be doing it for you tonight, luv.”

		We stare at each other and its electric. I know we’re totally in sync, both thinking about getting somewhere we can be alone—and naked. I’m overcome with a burning urge to kiss her, but I’m interrupted by the DJ, his voice floating over the thumping music like that of the almighty.

		“Lacey to the stage next. Lacey to the stage.”

		“That’s a queue. I’ll be back right afterward.”

		“Can’t wait. John will be thrilled.”

		Lila stands, and says, “Oh, that reminds me. Blake might swing by tonight. I can’t wait for you guys to meet each other.”

		“That should be fun. I’m know John is dying to meet you.”

		Lila blows me a kiss and disappears into the crowd.

		My gears turn as I wonder if Lila is up to something by having her husband, Blake, swing by. Their marriage is about as interesting as ours. Blake isn’t into Lila sleeping with other guys the way John is. She says he’s cool with it, though. It sounds like they have something of an open marriage, with Lila free to have fun with hot guys she meets at the club, when the mood strikes her. But they also play together with a couple they know. Maybe that makes them swingers. I don’t know. We love to label people in society, but I don’t think labels matter. Happiness does. And if you’re happy with what you’re doing, who cares what it’s labeled?

		“Give it up for Mercedes, gentlemen. Make sure you show your appreciation when Mercedes comes by to say hello. Dances are $25 for the next half hour, so make sure to take advantage. And coming up to the stage now is everyone’s favorite sexy secretary, Lacey!”

		The music takes a hard turn from the rap and dance music that had been playing to industrial club music. Another girl, a chubby Hispanic girl in a neon green thong, dances at the far stage, but Lila demands all the attention from the moment she stalks onto that little stage. A woman with her talents really should be dancing at a bigger, classier club, but Lila says she likes that it’s a little dirty here.

		Lila plants her heels on the stage with deliberate grace, strutting around the pole to make her claim on her audience. She stops, leaning back with her spine lined up against the shiny pole. The men around us cheer as Lila unbuttons the blouse while moving her hips to the music. It’s impressive she can keep up with the frenetic music. This performance is much more aggressive than the first one I saw. Lila only has eyes for me as she exposes herself. She focused on me the first time I saw her dance, but then I was just a stranger in the crowd, but this time it’s personal, and heat prickles the skin all over my body.

		“Sorry it took so long, but I had trouble finding you sitting here,” John says, setting a beer in front of me.

		“That’s okay. I only just sat. I had to charm some guys out of their seats.”

		“I hope you didn’t promise too much.”

		“No, you don’t.” I smile up at him. “Lila’s on stage.”

		“That’s right, Lila is Lacey here.”

		John sits and stares up at the stage with interest. Lila swirls around the pole with her arm out and leg hooked on it. It’s impressive that her wig doesn’t fly off. I see the way he watches her moves and jealousy spikes in me, far stronger than what I felt over Lila earlier. Like I said, I don’t like sharing what’s mine, and I don’t care if that makes me a hypocrite. I don’t know what I’ll do if John ever says he wants to play too. Is that a price I’m willing to pay if it means I can keep playing?

		Lila comes off the pole and loses her blouse, pausing from the dance to bend at the waist and place it neatly on the stage. The lines of black script tattooed on her ribcage are exposed. I strained to read it the first time I saw her. I know that it’s her life philosophy now that I’m intimately familiar with her body. The men in the club roar—my husband with them. The guys behind Lila get quite the show as her skirt rides up, exposing her ass to them. She crouches, back against the pole again, and scissors her legs open and closed, exposing her skimpy black thong to those of us in front of her now. It covers so little, the whole club knows she’s fully shaved. I already did.

		I watch John as much as I watch Lila working the stage. He’s transfixed. I understand why, but my jealousy builds. It’s like a pressure that feels like it’ll burst me. Is he picturing us fooling around together, or is he just thinking about Lila? It’s ridiculous that it bothers me so much. Lila is a beautiful woman and she is up there to drive the men wild. I should be proud of my friend, not angry that she’s so good at her job.

		Lila hangs upside down on the pole, gripping it tightly with her thighs. She’s topless and plays with her tits, pinching her puffy pink nipples around the little silver barbells piercing them. I wish it was me playing with those nipples. It was such a turn on when I made my friend moan. Her arms extend and she plants her hands on the stage, like she’s doing a handstand. Her strength is impressive as she lowers herself to the stage, slipping down the pole until she’s on her back with her legs opening and closing in a V in the air. She stares at me as she touches herself. I smile back to her.

		The first song of her set ends and Lila is back on her feet, collecting her stray clothing before she moves onto the far stage. It’s harder to see her down there, but John’s gaze follows her. A pretty, thick black woman with platinum blonde hair takes the first stage. The DJ announces her as Cherry.

		“What do you think?” I ask John, leaning across the table. I nearly have to shout to be heard.

		He grins like a fool. “I can see why you were powerless to resist. She could turn Mother Theresa.”

		“Turn?”

		“You never had any real interest in woman before, right? Lila deserves some credit for bringing that out in you.”

		“We’ve talked about it before. I told you I’d do it.” I don’t know why I’m defensive.

		“I always got the impression you’d try it not because I was into it, but because you were. It’s cool, Carol. I’m not complaining. I think it’s awesome.”

		“You’re saying our break doesn’t apply to Lila?”

		John gives it a moment of solid contemplation. “Definitely not if I’m there.”

		I laugh. “What do you think is going to happen tonight?”

		“I can’t wait to find out!”

		Lila’s set ends and the crowd goes wild, cheering and tossing dollar bills at her. John is as enthusiastic as the rest of the men. She takes a bow, beaming from the attention, and gathers up the scattered cash. The scene broadens my jealousy as I realize it’s not just about my husband. I envy Lila all of the attention. I want all those men cheering and lusting for me. Lila’s suggested I should give dancing a try and I always tell her it’s an insane idea but feeling the excitement around us makes me contemplate the possibility. Could my craving for attention override other considerations?

		A waitress comes around and sits in my lap when she asks if we need another round. She introduces herself as Devon. Devon knows how to work it. Her arm is around me and she plays with my hair as she works her routine, asking if we’ve been here before, how long we’ve been together, telling John how lucky he is to have me. She’s thrown for a moment when John tells her I’ve been to the club before, but he hasn’t.

		“Carol came with her friends, Noah and Mateo,” he says.

		“Oh? That sounds fun,” Devon replies, fumbling for a better response.

		It’s fun that we can shock a cocktail waitress in a strip club. John surprises me as well. He’s ordinarily so concerned about anyone discovering my hobby, yet he seems ready to tell Devon all about it.

		“I think they wanted to shock me,” I add.

		“Did they?” Devon asks, shifting to push her big boobs further into my face. They’re very distracting.

		“Carol’s pretty hard to shock these days. The three of them had a good time together,” John answers.

		“You guys sound like a lot of fun,” Devon says.

		“We do all right,” I reply, slipping a dollar bill into her garter.

		The small talk peters out and Devon takes our order, promising she’ll be right back.

		“It’s a shame she doesn’t do dances. She seemed to like you,” John says.

		“The waitresses are the smart ones. They make good money and they get to keep their clothes on.”

		“Unless getting naked is your thing.”

		I think of Lila. She’s here as much for the thrill as she is for the money.

		It takes a few minutes, but Lila finally makes her way over to us. She’s towing a tall, thin man behind her by the hand. He’s not conventionally handsome, but he’s got an appealing bad boy swagger to him. He reminds me of a young Nick Cave. I’m sure it’s Lila’s husband, Blake.

		“Look who I found, guys. This is my husband, Blake,” Lila announces, standing in front of us.

		“How ya doing?” Blake says, offering his hand to John.

		“Good to meet you.” John half rises from his chair and shakes. I can tell he’s surprised, but he rolls with it.

		“I’m so excited to finally meet you,” Lila says, leaning forward to hug John. He wraps his arms around her but doesn’t hug back as tightly. He’s shy about laying his hands on her in front of her husband.

		“Honey, this is Carol,” she says.

		I stand and offer Blake a hug. He is not shy like my husband and pulls me in tight, hand lingering on the small of my back, just above my butt. It feels good and I let him hold me as long as he likes, hoping John enjoys it.

		“Lila can’t stop going on about you. You’re like a legend,” Blake says, planting a lingering kiss on my cheek.

		“I don’t think I can live up to all that,” I reply.

		“Oh, yes you can,” Lila promises, overhearing us.

		“Listen, guys. I have to circulate. Why don’t you guys hang out and I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

		“Sounds good, babe. Have fun,” Blake says.

		“I always do,” Lila promises.

		Blake takes the seat to my right and I’m between him and my husband. I have a feeling the night just took an interesting turn.

		

	
		 

		Five

		 

		Blake’s eyes stay focused on me, but most of the conversation is between him and John. I’m content to sit back and let John take the lead for a change. I’m trying to work out what Lila’s plan for the evening is. I’m sure Blake is here for a reason. I track her through the crowd. She finds Ryan and sits in his lap. Devon returns with our beers and I’m glad to have another drink in my hand.

		“I hope I’m not being too bold, but I love what you guys are doing. I think it’s amazing that you guys are so confident in your marriage,” Blake says.

		John looks like he’s been slapped. I’m not shocked that Blake knows about our situation—I’d assumed Lila told him about it—but surprised he’s so forward about bringing it up to us so casually. He’s every bit as bold as his wife.

		“Uh, thanks,” John says, sounding unsure.

		“It works for us,” I respond.

		“I mean, I think a lot of people are up to things like we are but are scared to death someone will find out. And I bet a lot of the rest would love to but just don’t have the nerve to go for it,” Blake says.

		“I don’t know about that,” I reply. “I think people have some truly crazy fantasies, but they know it would be dangerous to ever make them happen.”

		“It’s worked out for you. It’s worked out for us,” Blake says.

		I smile slyly. “I don’t know that I’m wired like everyone else.”

		“What are you guys into?” John asks, finding his footing. I wish he didn’t have to be so loud to be heard. Being in the middle, I lean into each guy so they hear me.

		“We have another couple we spend time with. Kayla and Russ are friends from the neighborhood. People would be shocked if they knew—especially about Russ and Kayla. They’re so normal, you know?”

		“And sometimes Lila gets up to stuff here,” I add.

		“Well, yeah, that’s an occupational hazard, I guess. I know that would make most guys mental, but I don’t mind. I understand that dancing gets Lila all keyed up. It’s just sex, right? It’s not like she’s going to leave me for some guy she meets at the club. And it’s not like she’s ever going to see them again, unless they come back to the club.”

		“It’s hot, right? Isn’t it incredible to have a sexy wife like Lila who’s so free?” John asks.

		“Yeah. That’s what drew me to her in the first place. I don’t like plain, conventional girls. I love Lila’s edge. When I found out she’d stripped back in college it kind of blew my mind, but then it puffed my chest out. I’ve got a girl who’s sexy enough to strip. We all want that.”

		“Yeah, we do. It’s even better if she’s wild enough to actually do it.”

		“Totally. Guys are their own worst enemies. You’ve got to be comfortable enough to just let your partner be who she is. If I was scared I couldn’t keep her, I wouldn’t be with Lila in the first place.”

		“Right? A lot of people are worried that playing around in their relationships is going to end them, but it’s not something you should do if you’re worried about that,” John says.

		“It’s not for everyone, though. Most people are probably right in thinking they couldn’t handle it,” I add.

		“It’s all about trust,” Blake says.

		“You’d never have let Lila get up on that stage if you didn’t trust her. It’s the same with me and Carol.”

		Blake laughs. “I don’t let Lila do anything. She just tells me what she’s going to do, and I go along for the ride. I’ve found our life works better that way.”

		“She is a force of nature,” I agree. I’m drawn to Lila by the same things her husband loves about her. It can seem like I’m as fearless as she is, but in reality I carefully consider every move I make—and then consider them again—before I do something wild. I might not make the safe decision, but I try to look before I leap.

		“Trust works both ways. Lila gives me the same freedom I give her. I see Kayla and Russ without Lila around and we have fun together.”

		“But you don’t see other women?” John asks. My gut tightens as I wonder why he’s inquiring.

		“I could, but I don’t. Not yet. For one thing, I don’t have the same opportunity as she does, right? Lila has her choice of playmates. What am I going to do, hop on Tinder? Besides, what Lila does is nice and self-contained. If I started trying to pick up women, it would feel more like dating. I have a wife. I’m not looking to start dating again. How about you, John? What do you do while Carol is out?”

		John squirms in his seat. He and Blake are similar, but not the same. He doesn’t know how to answer because what I do does feel like dating, and John isn’t always comfortable with it—no matter how much he insists he trusts me. Blake is over at their friends’ house having threesomes while Lila is dancing, but John is home jerking off to my videos and imagining what I’m doing. John doesn’t want to seem like less of a man than Blake.

		“I’m not on Tinder,” John says, forcing a laugh. “Our arrangement is a little different. But if I wanted to go out and play, I’m sure Carol would support me.”

		“We’ve never even gone there. I didn’t know you were interested, honey,” I reply as sweetly as I can. It’s my turn to force a smile.

		“Come on, Carol. It’s hot that you’re out there doing your thing. God bless you. But guys like to fuck. Am I right, John?”

		“Well, yeah. Of course,” John replies.

		I’m starting to feel like Blake is pushing us in a direction I’m not prepared to go. He and Lila fool around with their friends Kayla and Russ. Is he trying to set up a similar arrangement with me and John? I’m flattered Blake might want to get me in bed but thinking about John with Lila tenses every muscle in my body. I’m sure it would be great for John. But he’s mine. I’m similarly possessive of Lila, even though she’s someone else’s wife. It’s a lot for me to think about, and a crowded, noisy strip club is not the place to do that. I sip my beer and keep my own counsel.

		“It’s wild, John. When the two of you are in a room together, you’re both getting busy… I mean, there’s this energy that passes between both couples. It’s like you’re all so free. Anything can happen. Let me tell you, John. Watching Lila fuck while I’m getting my dick sucked is the most incredible thing in the world.”

		I try to picture it. I really do. John and I swapping with Lila and Blake—fooling around in the same room. I see myself with Blake and I like it. He’s not conventionally handsome, but he’s magnetic. I get what Lila sees in him. But then there’s John and Lila and I feel the jealousy crawling around inside me.

		“I can imagine,” John replies. “That must be intense.”

		I know I should say something, but I have no words. I’m not going to blurt out what I’m feeling. Lila saves the day by returning in the nick of time and reaching both hands for me.

		“Come with me, luv. I owe Ryan that dance and I told him you would come along for the ride,” she announces.

		I know I should question what she means by along for the ride, but I’m so eager to get away from the guys that I agree. John wants to know what’s up, but I’ll explain it to him later.

		“I’ll bring her right back. I promise. And then we’ll go to the private room and have some fun. Okay, honey?” she tells John. She punctuates with a kiss to his cheek.

		“Sure. Just don’t be gone too long,” John agrees.
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		Ryan waits for us by the door to the couch dance room, which is closed off by a curtain of chrome beads. I know the couch dance room. It’s the first place Lila ever made me climax. The room is barely lit by black lighting and the loveseats along the walls are draped off by beads like the ones hanging in the doorway, but it’s not really private. There could be someone getting a dance just a couple feet away. It lends the illusion of privacy, but it’s dim enough that the dancers can engage in enough extracurricular activities to earn good tips.

		“You don’t mind paying for Carol to come back and join us, do you?” Lila asks, trailing her fingers across his broad chest. I want to do the same.

		“Yeah, no problem,” he eagerly replies. Of course he does.

		Ryan pays the bouncer standing by the door and Lila takes both our hands, leading us into the darkness. I see indistinct shapes moving behind the beads all around the room. The music isn’t as loud here, and I hear soft, sibilant whispers over it. The room is crowded on a busy Friday night. Lila locates an open loveseat and I’m surprised when she pushes Ryan down into it. She takes me by the hips and guides me to stand in front of him. My heart triphammers in my chest when I realize Lila expects me to do more than lay back and let her grind on me. Ryan will be the focus of this dance, and I’m going to be a part of it. Fear and excitement creep up my spine. I don’t know if I want to run out of the room or fall onto Ryan’s lap.

		“Move with me, Carol. Let yourself feel the music,” Lila whispers, teeth nipping at my ear. She guides my hips, directing me to the beat.

		“I…I don’t know…Lil…Lacey…”

		“You can dance, can’t you?”

		“Yeah, I dance, but not like this.”

		“You’re a sexy momma, Carol. Ryan’s going to love whatever you do. Just let go and move with me, luv.”

		I feel silly and sexy. Okay, probably more silly than sexy, at least at first. I’m a 40-year-old mom and nurse. This kind of behavior should be totally alien to me—should be. But I do love the attention and seeing the way Ryan stares at me like he can’t wait to fuck me gets me in the mood. I close my eyes and try to channel my inner stripper. My hips loosen up and my motions become more fluid.

		“That’s it, luv. Just move. Just feel it,” Lila whispers.

		She slips my glasses from my face and nudges me forward, further between Ryan’s open legs. I brush against him and jump. My eyes flutter open and I smile, pushing down my nerves. It may sound disingenuous to claim I’m nerves after everything I’ve done, but this is so different. I know my guys. It’s not like I’m just with random men. And when I post my photos on Reddit, it’s anonymous. Thousands of men see me naked, but it’s not like I’m stripping in front of them. I get a thrill from men looking at me as I move through the world, but that’s not up close and personal like this. This is different. This feels dangerous. I get scared whenever I try something new like this, but the fright turns me on and that drives me to cross the line. I said I like to look before I leap, and I do. But too often, I look, see the danger, and leap enthusiastically.

		Ryan is silent as he watches me, his hands sliding mine down his thighs. He’s hungry for me. I feel it like adrenaline. I’m moving on my own now. Lila still touches me, but the moves are mine. I lean forward, placing my knee on the edge of the loveseat between his legs. I push my chest at him, straining the buttons on my top. He wants to touch me. I wish he would. My leg brushes the inside of his thigh, moving higher. I want to feel how much I excite him, but I’m afraid of what happens after that.

		Lila reaches around and cups my breasts. She massages and I moan, hoping Ryan hears it over the music. My clever bra creates nice cleavage, but it’s not so padded that I can’t enjoy her caress. Her fingers pluck at the buttons down the front of my bodysuit, opening it almost to my belly button. The red, lacy bra beneath is exposed, my breasts spilling from the demi cups. Ryan twitches. He really wants to touch me now. Lila pushes from behind, leaning me forward. I plant my hands on the back of the loveseat, on either side of Ryan. It’s a move Lila did to me, and it pushes my boobs right into Ryan’s face. We’re so close I feel his hot breath on my flesh. I shiver and feel my sex clench.

		“You’re so sexy, Carol. You don’t work here?” Ryan says, his voice low and lusty.

		“No.” It’s half-moan, half-whisper.

		“That’s even hotter.”

		Ryan touches me and I feel like I might die. The rules are that men are supposed to keep their hands to themselves unless they’re given permission. I’m glad Ryan isn’t a rule follower. But he’s not doing it on his own. I glance down to see Lila’s taken his hand and puts it on my leg. He strokes just below the hem of my skirt. It feels good to be touched. Lila touches me too. Massaging my breasts as they hang in Ryan’s face. Her fingers probe where my bra cups join. She wants to know if I’m wearing a front clasp bra. Of course I am, but I don’t know if I’m ready to go that far. I want to, but I need to take this in steps.

		I turn and plant my butt in Ryan’s lap. His hands land on my sides. I work the core muscles I’ve trained in yoga class and swivel my hips, grinding my soft ass down into the younger man. His grip tightens on my sides and he lifts off the loveseat, grinding back against me. I feel his bulge surge into my soft butt, and I can’t contain my moan. Lila stands over me, looking rather pleased with herself.

		Lila bends at the waist, leans forward, and pushes me back to lean against Ryan’s chest. She looks past me, asking Ryan, “This song’s almost over. Would you like another?”

		“Shit, yeah,” he replies.

		“This is fun, isn’t it?” she says.

		“Yeah,” I answer, a tremble in my voice. I feel I’m on that edge where I can easily lose control. I think of my husband out there in the club. I remember we’re taking a break and I know I should stop this. The devil on my shoulder argues, He knows what’s going on back here. He wants it as much as you do!

		“This is the greatest dance I’ve ever had,” Ryan enthusiastically agrees.

		“It’s always sexier when it’s a civilian,” Lila says.

		Lila kisses me. Ryan’s face is just beside me. It’s like the three of us are sharing the kiss. She’s aggressive, her tongue snaking past my lips and I hungrily suck it, moaning into our kiss. Ryan moans too, grinding harder into my ass. I’ve lost the rhythm of my gyrations, but that’s okay because he’s taken over. Feeling his hard cock grinding up into me makes my pussy throb. Ryan kisses my neck. I know that’s against the rules—he must too—but I can’t complain because I’m too busy making out with Lila.

		My bra is flicked open and I’m not sure if it’s Lila or Ryan’s doing. His hands are no longer on my hips, but they’re roaming my body. Hands cover my breasts and I know it’s Ryan because the hands are big, and his grasp is strong. He pinches my tingling puffy nipples and I jolt in his lap. A stranger is groping me, which is a new one for me. It’s another line crossed. I love it. It feels sordid and wrong, but that just makes me hotter. I know my panties are soaked. I’m behaving like a wanton slut and I don’t care.

		Lila wants to put her hand up my skirt, but the tight denim doesn’t budge. She doesn’t let that stop her. Lila pops the buttons open with practiced ease and my skirt parts enough to allow her access to my heated thighs. The skirt is pushed up and I really feel Ryan’s hardness shift through his pants as I grind my nearly-naked ass onto him. I spread my thighs wider and Lila touches me through the bodysuit—the only thing between me and full exposure.

		“Oh god,” I cry, tearing my mouth from hers. “Ohmygod…Li…Li…mmm…”

		She covers my mouth with another kiss. I bet it’s to keep me from blurting out her real name. I’m the aggressive one this time, channeling my flaring passion into the kiss. My hips are moving again, working my ass into Ryan’s lap with a wild furor. Lila presses my bodysuit between my lips, creating delicious friction on my clit, soaking the crotch. I’m shaking. Ryan’s shaking beneath me. I feel like we’re one. If Lila unsnapped my bodysuit, he could slip right inside me and I wouldn’t stop him. I’d beg him to fuck me. He’s mauling my breasts like he’s out of control. I’m afraid he’s going to leave a mark as he kisses and sucks on my neck. It would serve me right. John wouldn’t like that.

		“Come on, babe. The song’s almost over. Are you close? Are you gonna come for us? Carol wants you to come. Don’t you, luv?” Lila coos.

		I nod and whimper, “Mmhm.” I don’t know if she’s teasing me or Ryan. If she slipped her fingers inside my panties, I’m sure I’d come quickly, but she doesn’t go there.

		“Ohhh…ohhh…oh fuck…” Ryan grunts.

		Ryan gets there. He shudders and I feel the wetness spreading through his pants and soaking my butt. It’s warm and gooey and if I was sane I’d jump up, but knowing I just made this stranger come ignites me and I nearly come too. I keep working my butt until his pants are a complete mess and I feel him go soft. My first lap dance is a rousing success!

		“Time’s up, babe, unless you want another go,” Lila says.

		“He doesn’t need one,” I say, with a little giggle.

		“Uh, sorry,” he moans.

		“Don’t worry. Carol doesn’t mind.”

		“No, I think it’s cool,” I say, twisting my neck to kiss his cheek.

		Lila pulls me from his lap and I re-clasp my bra and button my top while she kneels down and buttons my skirt. She leaves the bottom two open. The wet spot on my ass causes the bodysuit to stick to me and I want to clean myself now that I’m not caught in the throes of passion. I need to sneak off to the ladies’ room. My trembling hands have trouble with the small buttons on my bodysuit and I end up leaving half of them open. I guess it’s okay to have my boobs hanging out in a strip club. She slips my glasses back onto my face. They’re so smeared I can barely see through them. Ryan stands and I can just about make out the big wet spot on the front of his dark pants. Lila and I both hug him, avoiding the mess.

		Ryan produces an extra twenty for each of us and I duplicate her move, pushing my boobs toward him so he can slip the bill between my breasts. We each take a hand and lead him out of the couch dance room, saying our goodbyes while he settles up with the bouncer at the door. Once we’re away, Lila and I turn to each other and I giggle like a schoolgirl. She couldn’t look prouder.

		“Ohmygod. I can’t believe I did that!”

		“You’re a natural, Carol. I’m telling you. You need to get a job here.”

		“You’re crazy.”

		“Am I? Going to try to tell me you didn’t like it?”

		I can only smile in reply.

		“You loved it! I felt how wet you are.”

		“I love lots of things I shouldn’t do.”

		“And you do them anyway, luv.”

		“You need to stop trying to get me into trouble,” I reply.

		Lila laughs. “You don’t need me for that.”

		“Good point.”

		“Now let’s go find our men and see what other trouble we can find.”

		

	
		 

		Six

		 

		I feel like John can see the guilt written all over my face when we return to our husbands. I would say the lap dance I just gave violates the spirit of our break, if not the intent. I didn’t fuck Ryan, but he was all over me. John let me slide on Mateo, but I don’t know how he’ll feel about this. I hope it turns him on so much that he doesn’t mind. Maybe Blake’s convinced him that anything that happens in the strip club is meaningless.

		The men are deep in conversation when come upon them and I wonder what they have been talking about. The conversation was taking a weird turn when Lila whisked me away and I hope Blake hasn’t put any funny ideas into my husband’s head while we were gone. I don’t want John thinking that it’s time for him to start hooking up too. They see us and John’s eyes light up. I’m disheveled enough that he can tell I’ve been up to no good. My hair is mussed from Ryan’s nuzzling and my clothes are half unbuttoned.

		“You girls were gone awhile. What kind of trouble did you find?” Blake comments.

		“The best kind,” Lila answers.

		“That sounds awesome. I can’t wait to hear all about it.”

		I drop into the chair beside John and take his hand. I realize I’m still breathing heavy. He eyes me suspiciously. He knows I’ve been bad. He’s just wondering how bad.

		“Did you have fun, hon?”

		“Yeah,” I say, smiling slyly. He doesn’t look angry, So far, so good.

		“Carol broke her cherry,” Lila says.

		John’s brows go up.

		“She gave her first lap dance,” she says.

		He looks at me with a mix of wonder and wariness. Lila sits in his lap, her arm around his shoulders. It distracts him from whatever he’s thinking. The knot of jealousy returns to my tummy.

		“Why don’t you guys come down to one of the VIP rooms and we’ll tell you all about it where we can have some privacy?” Lila suggests.

		John doesn’t hesitate. “Yeah. Let’s go for it.”

		She leans in close and nuzzles him. My jaw clenches. “You don’t mind if Blake comes along, do you? He likes to see me work,” she says.

		John does pause to consider this one, but not long. I guess he and Blake have become buddies. “Why not?”

		“You’re sweet,” Lila says, kissing his cheek.

		We follow Lila to a doorway opposite the couch dance room. I never noticed it before. Like the couch dance room, it’s guarded by a large, serious black man dressed in all black. Lila speaks to him and digs into the little change purse she carries, producing a sheath of bills. The bouncer counts through them and speaks into a mic dangling from an earpiece. He speaks to Lila again and she leads us through the door.

		“Watch it going down the steps. They’re kind of steep,” she says. “I feel like I’m going down to a dungeon every time I come down here.”

		The stairway is tight and dim, and we have to file down one-by-one. It feels like we’re going down into the basement. The music is muffled as we move away from it. I get a creepy vibe and I don’t know that I would go down here if I wasn’t with John and Lila. In the movies, this is the kind of place where bad things happen.

		“Sorry it’s so glum. They had a way better set up where I used to dance, but that was more of a gentleman’s club.”

		“Why aren’t you there anymore?” John asks.

		“Someone I knew came in and recognized me. I didn’t want to go back after that.”

		The stairs end in a long, narrow corridor with doors down the left side. Lila leads us to the last one and gives a light knock before opening it. Soft light spills from the doorway.

		“This is nicer than I expected,” I say.

		“They did a nice job with the space they had. Sorry it’s so small, but there usually aren’t four people in here.”

		“That’s okay. We’ll make do,” John says.

		The room isn’t bright, but it has normal lighting, unlike the black lights of the club. Recessed fixtures in the ceiling provide soft, warm light. Two of the walls are covered in patterned velvet wallpaper so dark it looks black. The other wall is a mirror. The mirror gives the room the illusion of being larger, but it’s tiny. There isn’t really space for the four of us to stand once we all file in and Blake flops down onto one of the black, slouchy leather couches along two of the walls. Lila pushes John down into the couch opposite it. The space between them is maybe three feet. The mirror is on the open wall, with low cabinet in front of it. Lila closes the door and I see it’s also mirrored on the inside.

		“It must have been freaky to be recognized,” John says, picking up his earlier thread.

		“I’m not ashamed of what I do. I just don’t want to deal with the bullshit gossip. The guy who saw me is from my old job and I knew he told everyone we worked with I was there. If I’d stayed, I would have seen all those guys I worked with in there eventually. I didn’t fancy the idea of having to give a lap dance to the guy who laid me off.”

		“Yeah, that would suck,” John says.

		“You have no idea. He was such a prick. That guy used to stare down my blouse every chance he got. Seeing me dance would have been his wet dream.”

		“Hard to blame the guy, though. I mean, look at you, babe,” Blake says.

		“It’s okay if guys look when I want them too. I’m not an attention whore, unlike some people in this room…”

		“Hey!” I protest. “I don’t always want attention. I’m not looking for it at work.”

		“But you do look hot in scrubs,” John says.

		“Sexiest nurse ever,” Lila agrees.

		Lila comes close, hands on my hips. Her hazel eyes beckon me. I feel our husbands watching, waiting for us to kiss. I want to kiss her, but Lila seems content to just hold me. My chest feels tight. I’ve missed her kisses. I realize how much I crave Lila. It’s been too long. There’s always this electricity, but the men watching takes it to another level. I’m so aroused I’m almost dizzy. In the silence, I realize there’s sensual music playing softly in the background. The vibe down here is decidedly less aggressive than upstairs in the club.

		“I think I may have gotten Carol into a bit of trouble, John,” she says softly. She’s speaking to my husband, but her eyes are on mine. My hands rest on her slender waist. She’s a tiny thing—about my height—but in those platform pumps we’re about the same height.

		“She’s usually the bad influence,” he replies.

		Lila spares John a quick glance and a sly smile. “Carol’s only bad because you like her that way.”

		It’s not the whole truth, but I don’t dispute it. John may have started me on this road, but I do this all as much for me as I do for my husband—maybe more, if I’m honest.

		“She is fun when she’s bad,” John says.

		“Mmm, yes she is. Do you want to know how bad she was?”

		He swallows hard and nods. “Yeah.”

		“Promise not to get angry?”

		John hesitates this time but nods again.

		“I took Carol back with me because I needed her help with a special dance. I put her right in front of the guy—his name’s Ryan—and she started dancing for him,” she says, voice low and erotic. Lila brushes my honey blonde hair back past my shoulders and lifts my glasses away for the second time tonight. She hands them off to Blake. He’s so quiet it’s like he’s not there, but I feel him watching us. Lila’s fingers trail down the neckline of my bodysuit until she begins plucking the buttons open, one-by-one. She takes her time for effect. “I undressed her for him. I hope you don’t mind, John.”

		“Uh, uhm, no. I don’t.”

		My bodysuit is open. Lila caresses all the soft, exposed skin. I whimper. It’s intensely delicious, but the tease is almost too much. I didn’t climax up in the couch dance room and I am dying to finish. Lila tenderly kisses my neck and my whimpers turn to moans. I’m trembling by the time she flicks open my bra.

		“I moved her closer to him and exposed her just like this.”

		“Ohh…god…mmm…” I moan.

		Lila maneuvers me into position in front of my husband, just as she did for Ryan. She doesn’t have to push me forward this time. I lean into John, moving my body to the faint music floating from the hidden speakers. My moves are slower and seductive, keeping with the slow jam music piped into the room. I look down at his face to see John staring at me like it’s the first time he’s seen my breasts. In that moment, it’s just me and my husband in that room. He brings his hands up to my body, but I push them away.

		“No touching during the dance, sir,” I tease him.

		“Did you let Ryan touch you?” he asks.

		“What do you think?”

		I plant my knee against his crotch and feel him surge when I massage there. John groans and grips his thighs tighter, desperate to touch me. I’ll allow it, just not yet.

		Lila reminds me of her presence by sliding her hand up under my skirt, finding the hot, moist spot between my thighs. Both my panties and the bodysuit are soaked through. I expect Lila to unsnap my crotch, but she doesn’t. The bodysuit and my panties are shoved aside so she can reach her hot, wet target. She finds that wonderful, spongy spot inside me, and as she excites my g-spot I clutch her fingers inside me. The rhythm of my movement falters as the heady sensations of ecstasy flood through me. Lila pushes me close to orgasm, but it’s still a tease. She could easily make me come but doesn’t.

		“Ohh…ohh…oh god…”

		“What, Carol?” John whispers. He stares up at me, amazed. He can see Lila is behind me, but not what her hand is doing.

		“I…I…she…”

		“Your wife is so fucking wet, John. She’s literally dripping. She likes being on display and playing the slut. Don’t you, luv?” The amusement in her voice rankles me, but I love that Lila is taking control.

		“Yeah?” John stares in my eyes, begging me to answer the question. Does he see the desperation there?

		“Yeah, honey. Yeah…mmm…”

		Lila’s fingers slip from me and I groan with disappointment. She’s just playing me, like she has all night. She likes being in control. It’s fun being toyed with—to a point. If she doesn’t give me what I need soon, I’m going to get it one way or another. Maybe I’ll get it from her husband. How would Lila feel about that? John would love it—even if it’s breaking the rules.

		It’s weird to think about being with another man. I didn’t get the chance to think about it when Lila dragged me into the couch dance room to perform for Ryan, but now that it’s a real possibility I have to consider it. I have my hobby, and I like to tease John that I’m a slut—his slut—but I don’t really think of myself as one. At least, not in any negative kind of way. I play with my husband’s permission, and I have regular guys. It’s not like I just head out to a bar on a Saturday night and pick up some rando to pull into my bed. That sounds exciting, but scary. Exciting because it’s scary. But it also feels sleazy, and I don’t see myself as sleazy. I have relationships with my guys. Blake isn’t a rando from a bar, but he’s still a virtual stranger to me, even if he’s Lila’s husband. And yet, I look over my shoulder and see him smile at me and I think, Yeah, I probably would.

		“Mmm, you feel happy,” Lila purrs.

		My attention is pulled back and my breath catches when I find Lila in my husband’s lap. She’s unbuttoning her top as she talks to him. John’s arm is around her and he can’t tear his eyes away from her. She asks for assistance and my husband thoughtfully helps Lila remove her blouse. Her bra follows and she’s topless in his lap. He stares at the barbells piercing her nipples. I don’t think he’s ever seen piercings like that up close.

		“You like these? Maybe Carol should get a matching set. I’d love to play with them on her. It would drive her wild.” Lila takes John’s hand and places it on her breast. “You can touch, honey. The regular rules don’t apply in here. Especially not for Carol’s husband.”

		I watch John grope her breasts, dumbfounded. Lila’s boobs are smaller than mine by at least a cup size, but she’s younger and they’re perkier, with that slight upward tilt that makes her dark nipples look toward the ceiling. I’m no slouch either. My boobs look great considering I’m 40 and had a kid. Actually, I think they look great anyway, and all my lovers seem to agree. He rubs his fingers over the warm, smooth surgical steel and gives the little barbell a flick. Lila shivers and moans. I burn with jealousy. I want to yank her right off his lap and take over. If John needs a lap dance, I’ll give him one. I’ll give him a dance that makes him forget there are any other women in the world.

		“How would you really like to see Carol perform? We have a perfect candidate right over there,” Lila says, nodding toward Blake.

		“I…uh…sure…” John stammers, barely looking away from the boobs that mesmerize him.

		“You can muster more enthusiasm than that, can’t you honey?” Lila sweetly asks, running her fingers through his hair.

		“Yeah. I want to see it.”

		Lila turns to me. “Put on a show, luv. John wants to see what you did for Ryan. Show John how good you are at being bad.”

		I’m not asked if I want to give Blake a lap dance. I’m told to do it. John wants it, but it’s Lila who’s pulling the strings. First, she plants herself in my husband’s lap and then she tells me what to do. I feel like I should rebel and take control of the situation. I have a submissive side, but this feels like it’s a bit much. I should take control, but I don’t. I watch Lila snuggling up to John and I decide the best revenge is to blow her husband’s mind. I’ll show that harlot, I think, only half-kidding.

		I wish my bodysuit were just a top I could throw off, like Lila did with her shirt, but I can work with it. I strip my bra from underneath the bodysuit in that way that always amazes guys, pulling it out of my right arm. I toss it onto Lila’s lap with a smirk. She thinks she’s putting me on the spot, but I’m ready to rise to the occasion. I turn to face Blake and try to block out the couple behind me.

		Blake is pleased with the show he’s about to receive, watching me like a wolf choosing his dinner from a flock of sheep. He opens his legs and I swish my hips as I move in close between them, working my curves in the best imitation of an erotic dancer I can muster. My braless breasts jiggle against the tight bodysuit with my movement. My nipples look like they’re about to cut through the thin, stretchy material. Blake licks his lips and I beam, loving the lust etched on his face. I clutch my breasts through the bodysuit and release them, giving a good bounce. His eyes follow my hands down to the waist of my skirt.

		The remaining buttons closing my skirt are opened one by one until it drops to the floor behind me. John must see the stain Ryan left on my butt. Does he realize what it is? I bet it’s distracting him from Lila. I’d love to be in his head right now. I shake my butt to ensure he doesn’t miss it. I smile down at Blake and run my fingers through my hair, tossing it, as I raise my arms over my head and move my body like a slow-motion go-go dancer.

		“You’re sexy, Carol. You should get a job here,” Blake compliments.

		“I already have a job.”

		“You’d make a killing, though.”

		“This is a one-night-only performance.”

		“I feel pretty lucky then.”

		I blow him a kiss. “You should.”

		Blake opens his arms to receive me when I turn and deposit myself in his lap. His hands smooth over my bare thighs while I wiggle and grind my butt into his lap. His old, worn jeans are soft against my round cheeks, left exposed by the bodysuit and I appreciate it’s not rough like Ryan’s pants were. My butt spreads as I push into him. Blake’s fingers dig into the pliant flesh of my hips, making me grind harder. He grows harder against me and my pulse races. I wickedly think about making him come too. I’d love for Lila and John to watch me control Blake like that.

		I glance up to find Lila’s arms wrapped around my husband while she whispers in his ear and toys with his hair. The jealousy rages inside me and the only saving grace is that they are both watching me with Blake. I track John’s hands. One is on Lila’s thigh, dangerously close to her pussy, while the other still touches her breasts. He’s not playing with her piercings any longer, but he’s massaging her tight boobs, fingers tracing her flesh like he’s trying to learn her body. Lila’s getting a treat. I know just how good John is with his hands. I want those hands to be on me, not her, but I do feel a perverse pride. It’s good that Lila learns just how good John is. Sometimes I fear that Lila suspects I engage in my extracurricular activities because of dissatisfaction with my husband. It’s not true at all. I play because of the rush it gives me—and because I can, not because of anything John is lacking. But I still don’t want her in his lap.

		“This does it for you, doesn’t it?” Blake whispers from behind me. His voice is low, confident and masculine.

		I nod, with an Mmhm, closing my eyes to focus on him and try to forget John and Lila. His hands travel to my waist. I know they aren’t stopping there.

		“Lila shows me your pictures on reddit. Damn, you’re sexy, Carol. It’s so fucking hot that you have this wildcat inside you, but you’re just this ordinary soccer mom type on the outside. Your pictures make me so fucking hard, Carol. That’s why you do it, don’t you? You want us all to be hard. You want us all thinking about you, don’t you?”

		His hands are higher, tugging at the bodysuit, pulling it open. I bite my lip, but the moan still escapes. Blake weighs my breasts in his hands, delicate squeezing like he’s gauging what I like. I gasp when he’s rougher. My nipples are caught between his fingers and he rolls them. My gasp turns to a throaty moan. My grind on his lap has slowed, but I press harder, working up and down now, rather than gyrating in circles. His hard lump is firmly between my cheeks, pushing the bodysuit between my round cheeks as I work it. Blake groans and pinches my nipples harder. They throb with my heartbeat.

		Any qualms I had about fucking Blake are gone. I want him inside me. I want to fuck him while our spouses watch. I know they’d both be into it. John more so than Lila, but she’d love the show too. I know John won’t say no. His resolve is weak—especially if he’s watching me in Blake’s lap. But I don’t want to ask. I just want to take Blake’s cock out and do it.

		My attention returns to our spouses. Lila’s shifted so she can reach his crotch. His belt is undone and pants open, but she still rubs him through his pants. Lila isn’t watching Blake and I any longer. She’s all about my husband. They whisper to each other and she kisses his neck between whispers. What are they saying? I imagine Lila telling John how sexy he is and that she wants him to fuck her. He wants to. He must. Lila’s hot, and he’s just a man. Men are always weak when offered pussy. Chris Rock was right when he said a man is only as faithful as his options. I don’t want to think he’d do it without talking to me first, but if he did, it would serve me right. I don’t like to ask John for permission, do I?

		I grind my teeth watching Lila and John together. My stomach is so tight I feel like I’m going to cramp, and I’m lightheaded. I’m also incredibly aroused, and it’s not just because I’m with Blake. I’m very familiar with my dark side now, but I’m not accustomed to it manifesting like this. I’m so jealous it’s making me sick, but this new danger of watching Lila and John together is like a new high. Does some twisted part of me want to see them together, even if it makes me feel this way? My heart palpitates and I feel clammy—almost dizzy. I’m losing my mind.

		Is this what John feels when he sees me with other men? He’s never been able to truly describe it, and if it is like this, I can understand why. But if it is, I don’t understand why he wants it so badly. I’m turned on, but I can’t say it’s entirely pleasurable. And at least Blake is touching me. John watches solo. He’s only touching himself—usually. Tonight, he has Lila on his lap.

		“Do they have you a little distracted, Carol? It’s okay, it’s hot to watch. I love seeing Lila work. She’s a marvel,” Blake coos into my ear.

		“I…I don’t know… It’s…”

		“You’re jealous, aren’t you?” Blake gives my nipples a twist and draws them out to punctuate his point. I yelp and tremble in his arms. John’s attention—split between Lila and me before—is firmly on me now. He watches Blake play with my breasts, keenly interested. This is the John I know—a man addicted to watching me misbehave. Blake pulls my nipples until it stings, like he’s demanding an answer to his question. John eats it up.

		“Yesss…” I hiss. “Yes…I’m jealous…”

		“It’s okay, Carol. I get it. Everyone gets jealous. But it’s hot too, isn’t it?”

		Blake is the devil on my shoulder, demanding I look into the darkness and answer to my feelings. I don’t want to. I hesitate, but he won’t let up until I answer.

		“Yes, dammit. Yes, it’s hot. God, it’s hot,” I gasp. I’m louder than I intend, and I hope John is too distracted to hear me, despite the tight confines of the room.

		I take one of Blake’s hands from my chest and place it between my legs, directly on the wet spot on my bodysuit. He presses and I moan, pushing my butt hard into his bulge. He jacks his hips off the loveseat, grinding up into me. I’m pinned between his hand on my pussy and his throbbing cock beneath me. I unsnap my bodysuit and pull it up. Blake doesn’t need instruction. His fingers dip between my slippery lips and I engulf them, drawing tight around them with a satisfied sigh. My mind fills with all the dirty things we could do together while our spouses watch.

		Our spouses watch, but John’s attention must be divided. His cock is out and in Lila’s hand. She strokes his length slowly and sensuously, smiling and whispering to him. She watches us hungrily, but who is that hunger for? I know she would fuck my husband. Does she want Blake and I to? I imagine Lila being the center of an orgy in the tiny room and my jealousy wars with my dark desires. It would be incredible, but I want to be the center of attention. I want that orgy focused on me. I imagine Blake fucking his wife while she goes down on me and John uses my mouth. It’s so real in my imagination that I quiver and moan.

		“You girls have John so fucking hard. He’s the luckiest man alive. He’s got a hot little wife like you and he’s got Lila in his lap, taking care of him, while he watches you. It’s perfect,” Blake says.

		“Ohh…oh god…ohmygod…mmm…”

		“Tell me you love this. Tell me, Carol.”

		“I love it. I love it. Oh god! I want you to fuck me. Fuck me, Blake…”

		“Aren’t you on a break?” He sounds amused.

		“I don’t care. I need you to fuck me.” I sound desperate and I don’t care.

		“You’re on a break, aren’t you, Carol?”

		“Uhhh…yeah…but…”

		“I’d love to fuck you, Carol. I want to fuck you. I want to feel you come on my cock. But you’re on a break.”

		“Please…please…”

		Blake changes his angle of attack. His fingers brush my clit as they slither in and out of me. I buck on his lap. So close. So very close. I need this. I’ve needed it all night. This bastard better not stop. I can’t take any more teasing.

		“Please…please…”

		“Please what, Carol?”

		“Please…please…”

		I’m about to beg him again to fuck me, but then I get there. That crazy balloon swells inside me and bursts and I’m filled with pleasure and light. I shake rigidly on Blake’s lap and my toes curl in my boots. Yes! It feels so damned good. So good because I’ve waited all night for it. It feels so good because everyone is watching me. They all see how easily I come for Blake and what a slut I am, and I love it. God, I’ve missed this feeling. I need this as much as John needs to see me do it. Blake keeps touching me, hoping I’ll climax again, but I’m so sensitive down there it almost burns, and I push his hand away and squeeze my thighs tight. It feels like they’re vibrating.

		My eyes flutter open to find Lila vigorously jerking my husband’s cock. She’s whispering excitedly and John nods his head, staring at my flushed, satisfied body. He groans—it sounds like he’s in pain—and John denotates, his cum arcing up into the air and landing on Lila’s thigh. She keeps stroking him and the rest of his load oozes out, flowing over her pumping fist like the slow escape of lava from a volcano. Lila kisses his cheek and I swear she says, That’s a good boy.

		I experience a weird, momentary sense I’m floating above the tiny room, watching everyone in various throes of sexual excitement. I’m there, spread on Blake’s lap, with his cock throbbing against my butt. But my focus is on John and Lila. I watch her stroking him, his cum coating her hand, and it doesn’t seem real. It can’t be real. I can’t process another woman’s hand on my husband’s cock. It’s so strange because while I’m angry and jealous, the blissful feeling of my orgasm tinges it all. I can’t feel so good while I feel so disordered. The cognitive dissonance almost makes my brain shut down.

		I close my eyes and focus on my breathing. It brings me back into my body and calms me. I feel better until I open my eyes. My strange new reality is still there. Lila’s on John’s lap, cuddling him. His prick is deflated, but she still strokes it. Lila beckons me over and I go to them, moving through a fog. I sit to John’s side on the loveseat.

		“This is really for you, luv,” Lila says, pressing her fingers to my lips.

		I act without thinking. I suck her lithe digits, hungrily licking them when I taste my husband’s cum. I watch him as I suck her fingers clean, moaning around them. I’m putting on a bit of a show for John, but I do love sucking his cum from my lover’s fingers. John has that astonished, proud/horrified look I’ve seen too many times that always fires me. It makes me hunger to misbehave.

		“Good girl, Carol. Get it all. Show John how eager you are. Mmm…”

		Lila’s praise makes me keep licking and sucking, even when I’ve completely cleaned her fingers. I’m like a dog who won’t give up her bone. “I have good news, luv. John wants you to start playing again. Don’t you, sweetie?”

		“Yeah, Carol. Yeah, I do.”

		“Seeing how hot you were with Blake reminded him of what he was missing. Isn’t that right, sweetie?”

		“God, you’re hot, honey. You’re incredible.”

		I can’t believe what I’m hearing. I feared John wouldn’t find the nerve to open things up again. I look to Lila and smile. I’m still jealous, but I know she engineered this. Lila brought John to the point where he couldn’t say no. I owe her. We both owe her. I can’t wait to pay her back.

		“Only if you’re sure,” I reply cautiously.

		“I’m sure,” he says.

		Lila kisses me and I’m disappointed when she pulls back. “Why don’t you two celebrate while I go take care of my husband?” she says.

		I want to keep Lila here and play with her while John watches, but she slips away and straddles Blake. Once his cock is free, she raises up and settles down on it. Lila doesn’t ease into it but is thrusting hard up and down on her husband. I watch them, captivated. I’ve been watched many times now—and I always love it—but I’ve never watched anyone else have sex, not live right in front of me. I fixate on the little details—the way Lila’s back muscles flex as she moves and how her cute butt tightens as she thrusts, the way Blake snakes his arms around her and uses her shoulders to pull her down onto him. The fiery wig bounces with their movement, almost flowing like real hair. Lila is all quiet, breathy moans and soft cries that urge Blake to take her. The couple is fully focused on each other, even though John and I are only a few feet away.

		I spare a glance at John. He watches as intensely as I do. I darkly wonder if he wishes he were under Lila. Of course he does. It’s funny I’m jealous, considering how I wish I were the one on top of Blake. I consider what it would be like if I were fucking Blake right now while John fucked Lila. We’re watching each other and it’s as hot as it is unsettling. I need my husband.

		John is already hard when I wrap my hand around his cock. It’s an impressive recovery time for him. He gasps when I stroke him and his eyes flick from the couple having sex across from us to me. He can’t keep the smile from his face. I realize his voyeurism isn’t just about me. My jealousy spikes and I tamp it down.

		“You really love to watch, don’t you?” I say.

		“It’s hot. You know it is, Carol.”

		I answer him by pushing his thighs apart and climbing between. I settle my ass down against him while holding his cock and fitting it to my dripping cleft. I moan, Oh god, as I settle onto him, sheathing his length inside me. Yes! This is what I truly needed. I wanted to experience Blake’s cock, but no one quite feels like John. His familiar girth inside me is both enthralling and comforting. I feel differently with each of my guys, but only my husband feels like home. I grip just above his knees and steady myself as I ripple my muscles around him. John groans and grabs me just above the waist. He moves beneath me, as if he can penetrate deeper, but I have him all. He wants me to ride him and I know this is a tease, but he deserves a bit of a tease. My butt moves in a circular motion as I stir him inside me. John feels so good that it’s difficult to maintain the tease. His hands slide up my ribcage and he cups my breasts. Fingertips flutter across my nipples. It’s too much. I begin to move on him.

		“Come on, Carol. Fuck me,” he hisses.

		“Yes, Daddy,” I whimper.

		Lila is all about Blake, riding him hard, but he watches us over her shoulder. He watches me. Blake stares as I rock on John, my breasts jiggling as I lean forward for leverage and build momentum. It probably looks to Blake like I’m twerking on John’s lap. John’s hands are lower now, right on my waist, and he grips tightly, thrusting up to meet me.

		“Oh god. Oh god. Ohmygod! Yeah…yeah…” I cry.

		Fuck him, Blake mouths, eyes locked into mine. His intensity gives me the chills. He’s fucking his wife, but he wants me. He wants Lila, too—he wants us both—but he really wants me. I feel it.

		“Mmm…Daddy…yeah…yeah…ohmygod…”

		It’s embarrassing to call John Daddy in front of other people, but I can’t control myself. I’m past caring anyway. I’m going to climax again, and it’s going to be intense. John wraps my honey blonde hair around his fingers and pulls back. That does it. I wail and shake, my pussy locking around John’s shaft.

		“Oh god! Yeah…yeah…ohmygod!”

		I lean back against John’s chest. He paws my breasts frantically and grunts in my ear as he thrusts up into me.

		“Fuck…fuck…Carol…oh fuck…”

		Lila cries out, experiencing her own orgasm as John swells and pops inside me. It’s his second time tonight, so his load is diminished, but I still feel him flood me. He wraps his arms around me and we both tremble while he gradually shrinks inside me and finally slips out.

		“Fuck baby…fuck baby…fuck…” Lila sighs as she slows. When she’s finally still, she kisses Blake and says, “Fuck, that was good, baby.”

		“You’re the best, babe. Always the best,” Blake replies, running his hands up and down her back.

		I slide off John’s lap, groaning when my sore thigh muscles protest. I’m in good shape, but they got quite the workout tonight. I pull the bodysuit back into place over the gooey mess between my legs and snap it closed. It’s going to need a long, hot soak in the washing machine after tonight. John swiftly moves to cover himself. Lila is more languid in her movements, separating from Blake and casually fixing her outfit, as if it’s the most normal thing in the world that we all just fucked in front of each other. She smiles and pulls me into a long, sensual kiss. Of course, I don’t resist.

		“Tonight was hot, wasn’t it, luv?” she says.

		“It always seems to get that way when I’m around you,” I reply.

		“I’m just a fun girl.” She laughs.

		“Yes, you are.”

		“Almost as much fun as you, luv.” She kisses me again. “I’d love to stay in here with you guys all night, but we only had the room for a half hour, and I’m sure we’re over that now.”

		“Do we have to?” I pout, even though I’m ready to go. I don’t want to seem ungrateful. The tiny room feels claustrophobic now that we’re done with it. It smells of humid bodies and sex, and I’m dying for fresh air.

		“We’ll party again soon. I promise,” Lila assures me.

		I know it’s true, but I can’t think of what could top this.

		

	
		 

		Seven

		 

		Blake asks if we want to have a drink before we leave, but both John and I want to get out of there. We’re both shell-shocked by where the night went. I don’t know what I expected to happen when I agreed to bring John to the club, but this wasn’t it. We’re polite when se say our goodnights, but it’s obvious we’re in a hurry.

		It’s strange to be back out in the noisy, crowded club after the quiet confines of the VIP room. It all feels like too much. John leads me by the hand, navigating toward the door, as we move through the mass of guys. My bra is in my purse and my breasts bounce freely as we move, attracting even more attention than when we arrived. My hair is a mess and my glasses are so smudged I can hardly see where I’m going. It’s painfully clear that someone has just fucked me. The men around us leer as they try to picture what I’ve been up to and it sends a dark chill down my spine. I usually crave this kind of attention, but the walk of shame is clouded by my mood. I’m out of sorts as I try to process what just happened down in that VIP room.

		The cool air I suck in when we burst through the door is bracing, even if it’s corrupted by the smokers congregated near the entrance. John wordlessly holds the door to his Charger when I slide into the passenger seat. We don’t speak until we’re on the road and headed home.

		“Did you mean what you said?” I ask. I know. I start because John won’t.

		“Which thing? I feel like a lot of things were said tonight.” John’s tone is light, but I can tell it’s forced.

		I watch the lights strobe past and feel the heated seat warming my backside. I love the heated seats in his car. ELO plays on the classic rock station on the satellite radio. I hesitate because I don’t want him to feel like I’m pushing him, but I do need to know. Even with everything that happened tonight, my mind is still on the future and seeing my guys again. I feel guilty for not staying in the moment, but that’s not who I am now. Careful, pragmatic Carol, who took one thing at a time doesn’t live here anymore. New Carol loves the adrenaline thrill of risk and is always chasing her next high. Even when I’m doing something completely innocuous, my dirty fun time is always in the back of my mind.

		“You said our break was over. Do you mean it? Can I go back to seeing the guys? I understand if it’s just something you said in the heat of the moment. I don’t want you to feel pushed into anything.”

		John chuckles, mostly to himself.

		“What?” I ask.

		“You’re awfully eager. Everything that happened tonight, that’s the thing that’s at the front of your mind.”

		“That’s not fair,” I complain. I’m annoyed by his accusation—even if it’s true.

		“It’s okay, Carol. I meant it. You can go back to your boys.”

		I almost thank him, but I don’t want to give the impression I belong to him—even if I’m his wife. The closest I can come is, “Only if you’re sure.”

		“You’re not trying to talk me out of it, are you?”

		“No.” The word is past my lips before I even think about it.

		John smiles, nodding to himself.

		“Thanks,” I finally say, realizing I do need his permission to have sex with other men. I am his wife and I really should act like it. I just don’t want this situation to make John feel like he can control me. We’re quiet again after that and I go back to watching the passing lights. There’s so much more to say, but I’m content to enjoy what I’ve gained for now.
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		I’m exhausted when we get home. Not so much because of all the lap dancing was such a workout, but the weight of our misbehavior has left me drained. I’m almost as shell-shocked as after that first night John surprised me with the guys for my 40 th birthday. John, however, is energized. He goes right to the bar and pours himself a whiskey. I stand in the doorway of the living room, watching him. I realize I’m too wrung out to get into anything tonight. I just want to take a shower and go to bed.

		“I’m going to head on up,” I say, bending to unzip a boot. I pull it off and the sock goes with it. I move to the other one, stopping when John tells me to wait. I look up at him, still bent at the waist.

		“Don’t stop,” he says, staring at me while he sips his whiskey. I give him a what? look and he adds, “Keep undressing.”

		I don’t know if I’m ready for any more sex tonight—and I’d be amazed if John could get it up a third time—but I don’t want to disappoint him, and I unzip and strip off my other boot.

		“You haven’t seen enough of me tonight?” I ask, unbuttoning my skirt.

		“I get never get enough of you. You should know that. Neither can anyone else.”

		“Is that so?”

		I let the skirt drop to the floor and unbutton my bodysuit. It’s not a sexy striptease. Definitely don’t have that in me. I’m just undressing.

		“Don’t tell me you didn’t notice how those guys were looking at you when we left the club.”

		I laugh. “That’s just because they thought I’m the kind of slut who fucks in a strip club.”

		“You should have.”

		“Are you disappointed I didn’t? Did you want to see me fuck Blake?”

		John doesn’t answer right away, but watches as I peel the bodysuit down and step out of it. I’m nude in living room. Now what?

		“Did you want to?”

		“What do you think?

		“I know you did, Carol. It was written all over you. Lila saw it, too. She thought it would be hot if we watched you two do it,” John says. My jealousy ticks up. That light in his eyes isn’t just about me this time. I hate sharing the spotlight.

		John sets down his lowball glass and crosses the distance until he’s close enough to touch. I tense in anticipation of his touch. As exhausted as I am, part of me still wants him. I can’t control my body’s reaction to my husband. My sex drive seems to be its own being now, divorced from what my mind might want. My body has its own needs. John touches my side and I sigh. His fingers flutter up my back before curving around to the front again and caressing my breast with a featherlight touch.

		“You’re thinking about Blake touching me, aren’t you?”

		John nods. “Yeah, that other guy, too.”

		“Ryan,” I remind him.

		“Yeah, Ryan. I wish I’d been back there to see it.”

		“Sorry.”

		“It’s okay. Lila told me all about it. It was hot hearing her tell it,” John says. Hearing it inflames my jealousy. It’s like Lila is taking my place.

		It doesn’t feel like he’s touching me to turn me on, but more like he wants to feel that I’m real—that I’m still his wife. I could be some mirage that took the real Carol’s place. A trampy illusion of the woman he once knew. My nipple still puckers to a dark pink at his touch. I take a long, satisfying deep breath. I want John to touch me. I want him to want me. If he wants to fuck me again tonight, I’ll let him.

		I open his pants and fish out his cock. John is at half-mast and I feel him pulsing, like he’s willing himself to get hard again, against his spent body’s wishes.

		“What else did Lila say to you?” I ask, gripping him firmly.

		“We...ahh…mostly talked about you. She kept telling me that she got it. Lila said it’s hot to see you fuck. Ahh, Carol, babe…”

		I slowly sink to my knees, staring up at him the entire time. John’s cool blue eyes are fixed on me. “Sounds like you both like watching me. I guess you two have a lot in common.”

		“I guess…”

		“Tell me the rest. Tell me everything, Daddy,” I coo, sucking him into my mouth.

		“Carol…babe…you don’t have to…ahh…shit…”

		I suck and John grows in my mouth, but it’s still semi-soft. His prick isn’t surging like earlier in the night. I want to make him hard and get him off. I’ve forgotten about just going to bed. I know it’s jealousy driving me. It’s silly to be so competitive with Lila. I’m a grown woman and should be above it, but I’m not.

		“She…she said…she knows I miss it…seeing you…” John’s having trouble getting his words out as my tongue snaking around his cock has him huffing like he just ran a mile. “She told me I don’t need to worry…said you love me…said it’s stupid to be afraid…said she knows…she knows…ahh Carol…knows I…damn babe…knows I need it…”

		Lila knew how to work John perfectly. I guess her job has taught her exactly how to twist men around her finger. I should be thanking her, not jealous. Lila got me exactly what I wanted. I need to focus on that. Is letting her jerk off my husband too high a price to pay? It did turn me on, as hard as that is to admit. I should take Lila’s words to heart too: don’t be afraid. Just enjoy it.

		“Carol,” John gasps, easing me back. “It’s okay. I don’t think it’s going to happen again tonight.”

		I’m so caught up in my own head that I don’t realize how hard I’m sucking him. I’m like a crazed Hoover, bobbing wildly on him. John steps away and his prick, still not hard, pops from my lips and dangles there. I know it’s not my fault he’s not hard—not after he came twice at the club—but I still feel like it’s some kind of rejection. Lila got him hard, my catty mind insists.

		“Are you sure, Daddy? I can keep trying. I want to.”

		John helps me to my feet. “Really, Carol. It’s been a long night. Let’s just go on upstairs. I promise, I’ll be more than ready for you tomorrow.”

		“You’d better be.” I kiss him. “I really do love you. You know that, right?”

		“Of course, I know it. I love you too, Carol. Go get your shower. I’ll take care of things down here.”

		

	
		 

		Eight

		 

		“Why don’t you look as exhausted as I do?” Patty asks when I find her in the locker room. “You look like you could go out and party.”

		“I’m tired. Trust me. This shift was a grind.”

		“You don’t look it, hon. Come to think of it, you’ve had a spring in your step all night. What gives? Do you have a hot date tonight? Is John waiting up for you with a pair of handcuffs and your favorite toy?”

		“Something like that,” I answer, wondering, Am I that obvious?

		“I don’t know how you two do it. Chuck will be dead asleep when I get home. I could pounce on him naked and he won’t stir.” Patty laughs.

		“I don’t believe that. Why don’t you try it and find out?”

		Patty pauses to consider it. “Maybe I will.”

		“Break out one of the outfits he likes. That will get his attention.”

		“I should have never told you about that.” Her cheeks flush crimson. “You can’t hold that over my head.”

		“I’m not holding it over your head. I think it’s cool. I told you that.”

		“So, what kind of hot date do you and John have planned at 3 a.m.?”

		“I’m probably just going to walk in, strip, and wake him up. That’s about all it takes. He’s still horny as a teenager. That’s not a criticism, by the way. I think I am too. It doesn’t always have to be a big production.”

		Patty looks disappointed. “That sounds too vanilla for you.”

		“I’ll get him to spank me if that makes you feel better. Do you want pictures of that too?”

		“Chuck would like to see those.”

		Patty looks scandalized by her admission, and I realize the words slipped out of her mouth before she could stop them. My first instinct is to probe and find out exactly what Patty meant by that, but she’s ready to clam up. It’s written all over her face. She looks like she wants to stuff herself into her locker and disappear. I’m fascinated by my strait-laced friend’s burgeoning kinkiness. I know I’ve been a big influence and so I think I have a right to know all about it. I’m not going to push her, but I also can’t just let it go. I want the juicy details.

		“Would he now?”

		“You saw the way he looked at those pictures of you. You know how he feels.”

		“Are you jealous?”

		“Of course not. It’s you. You’re not a threat, even if you are a terrible slut. Chuck can have his crush. I know you’re not going to steal my husband.”

		“I don’t know. I’ve always thought he was kinda cute.”

		“Well, if you borrow him, you have to give him back at some point. I mean, it would be nice to have him out of my hair for a little while, but I do love the old fool. I wouldn’t want him gone for good.”

		“Very funny,” I say, with a chuckle. A weird look flits across her face. “You’re really not jealous? I don’t know if I’d be so good with it.”

		“Did you get weirded out when John saw my pictures?”

		“No. It didn’t mean anything. Like you said, I know you’re not trying to steal my husband. There was no reason to be jealous.” It’s not the whole truth. I was hot with jealousy when John looked at those nude photos of Patty. I was all over him the moment we were alone, eager to establish he belongs to me. It wasn’t exactly like I was marking my territory, but close enough. I was much the same that night with Lila, except it was worse because I actually saw my husband with another woman. For a crazy moment I wonder how I would feel if I saw John in that position with Patty. Having known Patty for so long, knowing I can trust her, would I feel the same explosion of jealousy? I don’t know. My musings lead to a moment of candor. “I don’t know if I’m up for lending John out, though.”

		“Not even to me?” Patty chuckles and it sounds a bit forced. “You can trust me to not steal your husband.”

		My laugh sounds even more forced than hers did. We somehow ended up in a weird space. I’ve gotten used to being in awkward positions, but not with Patty. “I know that! This whole conversation is nuts. Are we swingers now?”

		Patty gives me a hmm and says, “I didn’t peg you for the jealous type.” It annoys me because it’s true.

		“I don’t think I’m overly jealous. How about we swap out husbands this weekend and see who feels weirder afterward?”

		Patty looks very serious, like she’s about to tell me I have six weeks to live. My breath seizes in my chest. Is she about to suggest we really do it? How far into the Twilight Zone have I strayed? Patty’s been my safe space until now. She’s my anchor to normal. I can’t handle her coming out onto my kinky limb. I know it’ll snap off beneath us from the strain. I’m completely disoriented—until Patty starts laughing. She laughs so hard that I can’t help joining in—once I start breathing again.

		“You really thought I was going to propose it. You should have seen the look on your face,’ she says, wiping away tears.

		“No, of course not,” I protest. But she’s right. My world has gotten so weird that I thought my oldest friend, strait-laced Patty was going to propose swapping husbands.

		“I don’t know. You looked scared. It’s okay, Carol. No swapping husbands this weekend.” She pulls me into a hug and whispers to me. “I love you like a sister. But just so you know, if Chuck and I were ever going to consider something like that, you guys are the only ones we’d trust to try it with.”

		Huh?
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		I wasn’t totally lying to Patty when she asked if I have a hot date after work. I do, it’s just not with my husband. I just let her assume that it was, as she naturally would. Who else’s bed would I be crawling into in the middle of the night? Patty knows I’m crazy—she just doesn’t know how deep it goes. Even if she did suspect I’m leading some kind of double life before, I’m sure my extreme reaction to her teasing about swapping shut that down.

		The door to Conner’s apartment is unlocked when I arrive, as he promised it would be. I ease it closed behind me. I want to surprise him in bed. The short hallway leads to his small living room, with a door to the left leading to a tiny galley kitchen. His apartment always leaves me nostalgic. It reminds me of the apartment I shared with my first husband when we got together. It was just enough room for two. I have no idea how I ever functioned in a kitchen that small. I could hardly prepare eggs in that little space now.

		Orange light streams into the living room through the slatted blinds over the patio doors. Industrial sodium lights illuminate the small courtyard below the garden apartment. I’ve never been on that balcony. I’ve spent most of my time at Conner’s in the bedroom. I deposit my purse on the couch, removing my phone and the little stand I bought for it online. I kick off my sneakers and my scrubs are quickly shed, placed neatly on the back of the couch.

		I make sure my sexy, lace-trimmed boy shorts are in place and tug at my bra so it plumps up my breasts in just the right way. The lingerie I wore under my scrubs is more cute than sexy—with little pink hearts on the white satin—but I think Conner will like it. I love sexy lingerie, but I can’t be running around in tiny, see-through panties and a crazy, push-up bra while I’m working. I’m not going to suffer that discomfort for 12 hours.

		I carefully fold my glasses and place them on top of my purse. I can see well enough to find the bedroom without them. I’m fluffing my hair and turning toward the bedroom when Conner’s voice booms in the quiet, making me leap out of my skin. “Hey, I thought I heard you come in,” he says.

		“You could give a girl some warning,” I reply, trying to get my racing heart under control.

		Conner smiles that lop-sided grin that’s somehow boyish and incredibly sexy at the same time. “I’d think you’d expect me to be in my own apartment.”

		“I just thought you’d be in bed.”

		My focus doesn’t stay on his grin for long. Conner is nude, but for maroon boxer briefs, which cling to his package like a second skin. My eyes trace every contour of that big, beautiful manhood I know so well. It’s almost more alluring in its covering, but I want it exposed so I can play with it.

		“I couldn’t sleep, knowing you were coming over. It’s been too long.”

		“The longest month, six weeks of my life.”

		“It felt longer,” he says, coming into my space. He towers over me, nearly a foot taller than I am.

		“I’m here now.” I look up at him, regarding him in the half-light and my breath catches.

		He’s so ruggedly handsome he could adorn the cover of a romance novel, except he’s not perfect like a Fabio. His face is lived-in for someone who’s only twenty-eight. There’s the small scar on his strong chin, the product of a fall from a tall tree in his childhood backyard he was determined to climb. He’s never been one to back down from a challenge. There’s his crooked nose, broken while he served in Afghanistan. Conner wouldn’t share the story behind that. His nearly black eyes stared into the distance and his face clouded over when I asked about that. He doesn’t talk much about his time in the Marines, except to share some extracurricular hijinks he shared with his comrades—guys he always describes as the best.

		Conner cradles my face in his hands, brushing back my honey blonde locks. His stormy eyes testify to how much he’s missed me. He looks like he wants to pour his heart out, but he only says, “God, I missed you, Carol.” Those five words carry immense weight.

		“I missed you too, sweetheart. I was dying to get back to you. I would have come sooner if I could have.”

		“I know. I understand your situation, what this is. I just hated you being gone for so long.”

		“I’m ready to make it up to you,” I say, tongue moistening my lips as I await his kiss.

		“I’ve missed you an awful lot. I’ve built up a lot of energy for you. I don’t know if you’re up to it.”

		“You should know better than that, sweetheart.”

		I can’t wait any longer. I stretch up and grab Conner behind the neck, pulling his lips down to mine. His dark stubble is sandpapery on my cheek and I like it. My hunger for him pours into the kiss and I whimper with need. His tattooed arms encircle me, lifting me effortlessly. I don’t wrap my legs around his waist to help. Conner doesn’t need it. I love his strength. I love being crushed against his broad, hard chest. His power is such an aphrodisiac. I greedily suck at his tongue when it’s offered to me.

		“Take me to bed,” I ask breathlessly.

		“You can ask nicer than that.”

		My eyes sparkle. “Please take me to bed and fuck me, Conner.”

		Conner spins me and carries me toward his bedroom, but I tell him to wait, reaching out toward the couch to grab my phone and the tiny tripod. This is the first time I’ve been out since John lifted the embargo and I don’t want to disappoint him. I’ve done that too many times. If my husband can’t be there, he expects video of my encounters. I like being his personal porn star, but sometimes I’m just so swept up in whatever is happening that I forget. It’s not always convenient to bring everything to a halt so I can find somewhere to prop up my phone and hit record. And there are times with Conner when I want it to just be the two of us. That might not be fair to John, but Conner and I share something deeper than just being fuckbuddies, and I value that. It can’t just be about sex all the time. I need more than that. I don’t expect John to understand that.

		I don’t let Conner toss me onto his bed, instead directing him to lay down while I snap my phone into its tripod and place it atop a dresser. I bend and turn it until it’s a nice shot—looking at the foot of the bed from an angle—and I hit record. The room is dark, so I turn on the bedside lamp. That’s perfect.

		Conner is stretched out in the middle of the bed with his hands behind his back. He looks amused as he watches me prepare things for my husband. He doesn’t understand John’s fetish. I don’t expect him to. He just needs to honor our rules.

		If the situation were reversed, I know there’s no way Conner would be sharing me with other men. I’m sure I’d be happy just being his woman. I could spend the rest of my life climbing all over that perfect body.

		I kneel on the bed beside him—half-turned to the camera—and trail my painted nails down Conner’s chest. The fine, dark hair highlights, rather than conceals, the perfection. I’m perfectly happy with my husband, but damn if these chiseled pecks and that tight six-pack don’t just do it for me. Caressing Conner tightens me in all the right places, and I feel myself getting wet. I actually lick my lips as I look at him, like I’m in a bad movie. I follow the trails between muscles down his torso until my fingers hook in the waistband of his boxer briefs and he helpfully lifts his hips so I can tug them down. His beautiful, muscular cock springs into view, smacking my cheek as I lean over him to pull his underwear down his legs.

		“Sorry,” he says insincerely.

		“Never apologize for that.” I rub my soft cheek along his softer head, feeling the dripping moisture smearing on my skin.

		My fingers can’t quite close around his girth. Conner is big. I might have been with a bigger guy in college—the details are lost to the fog of time—but in my mind Conner has the biggest one I’ve ever had the pleasure of experiencing. The guy back in college just rammed it into me, making for a painful experience and a short relationship. That left me with the impression that size wasn’t a big deal and could even be a detriment. Conner has changed all that for me. Just like how a baseball bat is just a bat until it gets into the hands of someone like Mike Trout, a big cock is just a piece of meat until it’s attached to a man who knows how to use it. And boy, does Conner know how to use it. I’ve missed seeing Noah too, but I didn’t long for him the way I’ve longed for Conner.

		He smells fresh and clean when I bend lower to softly kiss his balls. His legs tense and I begin sucking, my tongue darting down the center of his sac. Conner is clean shaven down there, which makes using my mouth on him a pleasure. His shaft still caresses my cheek while I kiss and lick him. His fluid must be smearing my hair. It’s a shame my phone camera won’t pick up that little detail for my husband. Conner groans as I enjoy his balls. His thighs part so I can get lower and my tongue darts beneath his sac before I come up again and suck one of those big balls into my mouth. Conner grasps my hand and handles himself, aggressively rubbing his cock all over my face. It makes me feel dirty and I know how slutty I must look to him. That enflames me and I squeeze my thighs together against the growing throbbing between them. I want to suck Conner. I want to make him happy, but I need him inside me. I drag my tongue up his shaft and stretch my lips around the big plumb head, sucking hard.

		“Ahh…Carol…those lips…”

		My tongue slathers his head, consuming the salty nectar leaking there. He continues to hold himself as I suck, as if he’s presenting it to me. I brush the hair back from my face and keep sucking, eyes briefly flicking to the dresser, where my phone records every moment. What will John think when he sees how badly I want Conner? Will it make him hard to watch his wife suck her younger stud?

		“Now do you know how much I missed you?” I ask, sucking in a deep breath when I pull my mouth from him.

		“I might need a little more convincing.” He gently presses on the back of my head.

		“Your wish is my command.”

		The words are barely out before he’s back in my mouth. He presses me deeper than I went before, stretching my mouth wide and testing my limits. I’d gotten pretty good at managing his big cock, but I’m out of practice now and I have to work to breathe through my nose as I slaver over his mouth-filling prick.

		I felt in control—for just a second—when I was sucking his balls and he moaned my name—but that’s gone now as Conner guides me up and down on his shaft. He lovingly strokes my hair, encouraging me to take him deeper. I always want to impress him when he’s in my mouth and tonight is no exception. My cheeks hollow as I suck, and muffled whimpers escape when he hits the back of my throat. I relax, but he just won’t fit. Saliva runs from my lips to his fist, which pumps the large portion of him that I just can’t take. Conner only eases back when I run out of air and start to gag on him.

		“Mmm…pretty Carol…so good…you can do it, you’re just out of practice. Suck it, honey…that’s it…suck it, Carol…god, that’s good…yeah…yeah…Carol…suck it…”

		I suck harder, take him deeper. The encouragement drives me, even as I feel lightheaded from the clogging mouthful. My blue eyes flare at him and even I don’t know if I am begging for reprieve or for him to fuck my mouth harder. That cock might choke me until I pass out, but the scary thing is that I think I’d be okay with that if it meant he spilled his seed down my throat. It’s scary the way I lose control whenever I’m around any of my guys. That’s why John wanted the break.

		Conner pulls me off his cock and I cough, gasping and smacking my lips. I stare down at his him and all I want is for him to put it back in my mouth. I stretch my tongue down to the tip, but he pulls me back, denying me.

		“Too much more of that and I’m going to lose it,” he says.

		“Is that a problem, sweetheart?” I smile. I can only imagine how ruined my lipstick is.

		“I have other plans for you tonight.”

		I reach for him, take over stroking it. I can’t believe I haven’t touched it until now, but Conner hasn’t let me. “I’m not worried. A young man like you is good for more than one shot.”

		“Yeah, no doubt. But I’m going to make every shot count tonight, Carol.”

		He’s still in control and guides me by the head, pulling me up his body, so I’m on top of him, kissing him. His big hands maul my round butt, pinning me in place. He grinds up into me and I wish my panties would disappear. Maybe it’s time I stopped wearing them. Being on top of him, feeling his body, kissing him—it’s everything. I want this perfect moment to go on forever.

		“You’re so beautiful,” he says between kisses. Conner says it all the time and I never tire of hearing it. I still can’t quite believe that this sexy younger man is interested in some suburban soccer mom type.

		Hands slide up my back and my bra is unclasped with a simple snap of his fingers. He has the move perfected. Conner turns us, slipping on top of me smoothly as a seal sliding onto a rock. I touch those granite arms as he holds himself over me, tracing the lines of the colorful tattoo sleeves that adorn both arms. Most are Marine-themed, with a couple skulls and sexy women thrown in there. Conner is very much un-PC. He leans in to kiss me and I chase his tongue when he pulls back. I stroke the dark brown brush of his crew cut, trying to pull him back to my lips, but even on one arm he’s too strong. His free hand plucks the bra from my chest and flings it away. Another quick kiss and he moves lower.

		I crave for him to be inside me, but when he begins worshipping my breasts, I decide I can wait a little longer. He sculpts my breasts with his hands, while his lips move back and forth, sucking and kissing. The pink buds of my nipples darken and swell, pulsing when he sucks them deep into his mouth and lashes with his tongue. It’s a direct line to my pussy. My hips lift off the bed, seeking him. I grind against his abs, knowing he can feel the gushing of my desire.

		“Conner…sweetheart…yeah…mmm…”

		Once I’m a quivering, panting mess he goes lower, pausing to kiss the fake emerald at my belly before lifting a thigh over his shoulder and spreading me open before feasting on me. I’d abandoned my belly piercing long ago, once I became pregnant, but my guys recently gave me the confidence to bring it back. A little green gem now dangles from my bellybutton. I don’t know that it looks the same now as it did on my flat, twenty-something stomach, but my reddit fans seem to like it. They love a sexy MILF belly with a piercing.

		My clit swells up between my lips, seeking attention. Conner provides it, his tongue slashing across it, while he works a fat thumb up inside me. I screech, my climax immediate, my muscles working around his thumb as if it’s the thing I really yearn for. My hips move in crazy circles, fucking his mouth and thumb, promising what he can enjoy when he gives me what I truly seek. Conner sucks my sopping sex, making my clit bloom and extends my orgasm. I cry his name over and over, kicking my heel against his muscular back.

		“Please…please…”

		“Please what, Carol?” He glances up from between my thighs, mouth glazed, eyes shining with pride. He loves making me come like this.

		“Please…I…I need…” I pant so hard the words are almost impossible.

		“Tell me what you need, babe.”

		I laugh musically. It’s somewhere between joy and frustration. “Are you going to make me beg?”

		“Too proud?” he challenges.

		“Fuck me,” I demand. He stares. He does want me to beg. “Fuck me,” I demand again. Conner flicks my clit with his tongue, and I shiver. He has me. I pull out the voice I usually reserve for my Daddy at home. “Please, fuck me,” I beg. “I’ve waited so long. Fuck me, sweetheart.”

		“I can’t resist that!”

		Conner is on me in a flash. I grab behind my knees and hold my legs open for him. His head rubs my slick furrow and my belly quivers in anticipation. He sheathes himself inside me with a grunt. Conner took his time when we started together because he knew I had to get used to his size. We got past that before, but it’s been a while now, and it hurts just a little when he stretches me open. I whimper, but it’s a sweet pain. It feels so good.

		“Ohhh…oh…my…god…”

		“Fuck, I almost forgot how good this feels.”

		“Ohhh…sweetheart…I’ve missed this…god did I miss this…”

		“Yeah? Tell me, Carol. Tell me what you missed.”

		He throbs inside me and I’m tight around him, stretched to the breaking point. My muscles ripple around him and he groans. I love doing that to him. I love that sound. He slowly withdraws and it’s my turn to groan. I hate it when he teases me like this. I love it, but I hate it.

		“I missed your big dick. Give it to me, Conner.”

		He rams it deep.

		“Oh god! Yes! Mmm…yes! Ohmygod!”

		Conner gives me another deep, hard thrust. I wail and hook my heels behind his knees.

		“That what you want, Carol? Is that it?” he taunts.

		“Yes! I love your big fucking dick! Fuck me, sweetheart! Please, fuck me!”

		I close my eyes and concentrate on just feeling him. Conner churns his cock inside me, and my hips flex up from the stiff mattress to meet him. I’m truly full. Every ripple inside me, every nerve feels him. I can’t stress it enough—a huge cock on a man who knows how to use it is a wondrous thing. Wild, animal sounds escape my throat as Conner takes me. What will my husband think when he watches this video? How will he feel to see my lover master me so fully? I behaved like an animal when Noah and Mateo used and abused me that last time, but this is just me with one man. This is wild and passionate. It’s as close to making love as I can come with another man. I can’t help that feeling and I know that’s dangerous.

		“So goddam sexy…fucking hot, Carol…fuck…”

		Conner is close. I know his body well now and I can read his changes. He’s pounding down into me, losing control. I open my eyes so I can see the wild look in his. His forehead is beaded with sweat. He grunts with every thrust, powering me toward my own orgasm. I’m close, closer than him. Seeing that look in his eyes is enough to push me over. I wail and writhe beneath him, digging my nails into his shoulders as my pussy spasms around his shaft. The climax is like lightning crackling through me, and it intensifies with every thrust.

		“Yeah…yeah…fuck me…fuck me sweetheart…come with me…ohmygod…come with me, Conner!’

		“Damn…damn…yeah…yeah…fuck…fuck, Carol…fuck!”

		He jams deep inside me and swells, his thick load filling me. I cry out, my orgasm flaring one last time as I feel his essence throb out of him and into me. My legs lock around his waist so I can keep him trapped inside me. I don’t want to let him go.

		“Oh, sweetheart,” I moan, pulling him into a kiss. He grinds down, stirring his cock inside me. He doesn’t go soft—not fully.

		“Damn, you’re beautiful, babe. I’ve fucking missed you so much.”

		“I’ve missed you too, sweetheart. I’ve missed you so much.”

		Our hearts thump together when I squeeze him to me.
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		Hours later, I’m snuggled into his side as the sun comes up. Conner took me four times tonight. The last time, he pounded me from behind until I begged for mercy. I thought I might die if I came again. Conner knelt over me and finished himself. That final load was small, but I still loved watching him shoot it onto my chest. After cleaning up, I snuggled up to his side and haven’t moved since. I’m exhausted, but I never slept. I want to savor every moment I have with him.

		Conner hasn’t slept either. He caresses me and we enjoy an easy, comfortable silence. His hand keeps straying to my butt and I think he wants to start up again, but he’s just enjoying my soft body. We haven’t talked much. The things between us don’t need to be said. We both understand. But it is late—or early, depending on your point of view—and I need to get home. I can explain away my absence to Brandon if he notices my car isn’t in the driveway—I’ll say I was hung up at work—but John won’t be happy to wake and find I’m not beside him. I squeeze Conner and kiss his chest.

		“I really need to go,” I sigh.

		“What if I won’t let you go?”

		“That’s tempting, but real life is going to call at some point. We do need to eat after all.”

		“We can eat in bed.”

		“You can’t keep me here forever, sweetheart, unless you plan on tying me down.”

		“That’s not my thing,” Conner replies with a sour tone.

		It’s not his thing. It’s something I’ve shared with his friends, though, and I’m sure he knows about it. Conner accepts this situation, but he doesn’t love it. I think sharing me with my husband is something he can live with because he understands I’m married and if he wants me it’s a necessary evil. He doesn’t like having to share me with Noah, though. I know he wishes he were my only other man.

		The only time I’ve had all my guys together was that first night, when John surprised me with them for my 40 th birthday. We all thought it was a one-off event, a night of wild, debauched fun. But it didn’t turn out to be. John and I were both open to doing more. I loved the way it felt, and there was no denying the way it supercharged our sex life. Of course, the guys wanted more. Conner was the first one I saw after that night, and I saw him alone. Well, almost alone. He took me in my marital bed while John watched, eventually joining in. Conner made it clear that he wanted me but wanted me to himself—as much as that is possible with a married woman. I accepted without a second thought. The thing I have with Conner is different, and special. I know that’s why it threatens John more than my other activities.

		“What if I really wanted it?” I ask. “You wouldn’t deny me, would you?”

		I stroke the meat that lies along his thigh for emphasis. It twitches at my touch. His stamina is impressive.

		“I don’t know that I’d know what to do.”

		“I’m confident you’d figure it out. Or, I could always tie you down. I’ve never tried that. Could be fun.”

		“Sure, if that’s what you want. I just don’t think it’s my thing.”

		“I bet I could make it your thing.” I grip him tighter and he grows in my grasp.

		“You could convince me of anything, Carol.” He glances down where I stroke him. “You’d better stop that if you really want to get out of here.”

		I ease up, but I don’t stop. “I really do need to go home. My husband is waiting for me.”

		Conner palms my breast and I hiss when he rolls my nipple between his fingers. A tinge of excitement speeds from my nipple straight down to my pussy like an express train.

		“Are you sure?”

		“You do make a convincing argument,” I moan biting my bottom lip.

		I squirm against him, grinding my shaved mound on his thigh. He grows harder in my hand. I know I have to stop if I really want to leave—I won’t leave him like this—but I just can’t stop stroking his cock. It’s a problem for me, like an addiction. If I’m around Conner’s dick, I just can’t keep my hands off it—unless it’s inside me.

		“It’s really up to you, babe. I’m not going to make you stay,” he says, his other hand sliding down over my butt and dipping between my legs from behind. I part for him and he finds me slick. I’m sore when he touches me, but the warm pleasure swamps that feeling.

		“Ohh…you’re not? That’s not what it feels like.”

		“You’re free to go if you want to,” he says, with a huge, knowing grin.

		I purr and roll on top of him, slipping my wet lips up and down his shaft. He throbs to full strength while we make out. I’m breathless when I raise my hips and whisper, “Put it in me.”

		I groan and tremble when he stuffs his meat inside me. I stretch wide as I push down onto him, sitting up and looking down at that terribly handsome face. He’s fully sheathed in me, and I swear I feel it everywhere. Conner holds my breasts and massages them. I begin to move.

		“Oh…my…god…”

		

	
		 

		Nine

		 

		My heart sinks when I see John’s car in the driveway. He should be at work. Last time I checked in with him he was fine, which means he’s not home sick. He’s home because he’s waiting for me. I can feel it. I steel myself before walking inside.

		I come in through the kitchen as I always do. Coming from Conner’s, I can’t help but recall that morning I came home from yoga to find him half under the sink, called in by John to take care of the plumbing. It was the second time my husband surprised me by bringing in another man to take care of me. He stripped me, put me on the kitchen table, and made me scream—over and over again. He made me come with a finger in my ass and then fucked me until I thought I’d pass out. I wasn’t done with him then. I took him upstairs to my marital bed. The memories are so vivid because I still feel Conner all over me. I still feel his cum inside me. He is the only man I’ve invited there, besides John. It felt so dirty and wrong to do it there that I’ve never considered doing that again. Maybe I should. Is it really that bad?

		I’m so lost in memory that I forget for a moment that my husband is waiting for me. It could be that he’s so excited for the report of my night with Conner that he stayed home. I have plenty of video for him. My phone recorded Conner and I until the battery died. But I know that’s not why John is here. I feel it in my bones. He’s not happy I stayed with Conner all night. It’s too intimate for him.

		Expectations are the biggest conflict between John and me. He wants me to just be a whore who finds a man, swoops in and fucks, and moves on without feeling anything but orgasms. I’m not built that way, and I’d like to think he wouldn’t love me if I were. I need some kind of intimacy. I need it to be more than just a one-night stand. Even Noah isn’t just a dick to me. We have a connection. It’s just a very different connection than the one I share with Conner. It’s also why I didn’t want to let Mateo go. He meant something to me. All my guys do.

		John waits in the living room. The bright morning sunshine coming through the window lends the illusion of a pleasant morning. John doesn’t look pleasant. He looks as exhausted as I feel. He’s dressed for work, like he planned on going and changed his mind. He looks up warily at me when he senses my presence. Fear stabs my stomach when I see that look on his face. This is not a man excitedly waiting to hear about his wife’s sexy night out. He looks like a parent waiting to catch their kid returning home well past curfew. I resent that I’m the child in this scenario, but I plaster a smile on my face. I sit beside him on the couch and lay my phone on the coffee table in front of us. He’s stiff as a cadaver when I kiss his cheek.

		“I charged it on the way home, so you should have enough battery to pull the video off my phone,” I say, my cheerfulness sounding forced even to me. It’s like I can will the situation to be what I want it to be.

		John stares at my phone but doesn’t reach for it. “I guess you had fun with Conner last night.”

		“It was great. It always is. Thank you for opening things up again.” I don’t like having to thank him—like he’s in charge—but I hope I can get him to chill out by pouring on the sweetness.

		“We need to talk about that, Carol.”

		“Is this about Conner?” I try but can’t keep the annoyance out of my voice.

		“Not really. Well, I guess it is, but not just about him. Listen, Carol…”

		I physically brace myself, stiffening like he’s about to slap me. John would never strike me, but I know what he’s going to say and I’d almost rather he did hit me. “Nothing good ever starts that way,” I say, adding a nervous chuckle.

		“This isn’t working for me. I want it to. I want it to work for you too, but it’s not.”

		I move away from him on the couch and turn to confront him. Anger and confusion and hurt all war within me, but I don’t want to explode at him. I know that’s not the right approach. I take a calming breath before responding.

		“What isn’t working? It seems to work for you when you’re watching my videos. I know how much you watch the videos, John.”

		“You’re mad because I jerk off? You go out and fuck other guys.”

		“Because you want me to!”

		“We both know that’s not true. Listen, you’re right, okay? I do get off on your videos and the things you do. But it’s not just about that, is it? It’s not good for me. I don’t think it’s good for us.”

		“Why do you get to decide what’s good for us?”

		“I’m not trying to fight with you, Carol. I’m trying to tell you how I feel. Shouldn’t I be able to do that? This is part of the problem. We’re doing this crazy thing, but we don’t talk about it. Not really.”

		“I’ve been after you to talk about your feelings from the beginning. You always shut me down.”

		“Because I didn’t know how to explain how this all makes me feel. I didn’t really understand all of it. But I needed to, so I started seeing someone.”

		I stare at him, mouth hanging open. He reads my mind and shakes his head. John continues, “Not like that. I started seeing a therapist.”

		“You’re seeing a therapist?” I’m incredulous.

		“Yeah. I needed to get a handle on all this.”

		“You go and you talk to someone about this? About the things we—the things I do? You can’t discuss it with me, but you can talk to a stranger about it?”

		“If I could discuss it with you, I wouldn’t need the therapist, would I?”

		“But you can talk to this other person? This guy? Or is it a woman?”

		“Her name is Sheila. She specializes in this kind of thing.”

		“What kind of thing?”

		“Couples in the lifestyle. That’s what they call it, the lifestyle. Most of the people she sees are traditional swingers, but she sees couples who do what we do too.”

		I stop. I have to stop. I’m too heated. I’m angry and defensive. I feel justified in my anger, but I know it’s not helping. I need to stay rational. John’s right. It’s not just about me, as much as I might want it to be. And I know I’m coming unhinged, because the first thing I thought when John said his therapist is a woman was, Is she attractive? I take deep breaths and try to center myself, like I practice in yoga.

		“I don’t blame you for anything. I don’t want it to seem like that. I’m as responsible for all this as you are,” he says.

		“That’s big of you, John. You start all this by bringing in three guys to fuck me so you can watch and jerk off and you’re not blaming me for that. Thanks.”

		“Hey, you need to calm down before you say something you can’t take back. Why is this even something we’re fighting about? You’re pissed because I’m not okay with you fucking other guys? I’d say that’s a pretty normal fucking response, Carol.”

		“You started this! It wasn’t just that night! It was over after that, and then you sent Conner over here to fuck me again. Do you forget that? Do you forget that I wasn’t the one who sought this out, but you’re the one who pursued this?”

		John stares at his lap. “I know.”

		“And now what? You’re pissed because I enjoy it too much? What’s the right amount for me to like it? How many times am I allowed to come, John? If I just lay there and take it, will that be better?”

		“It’s consumed you, Carol. This just proves I’m right. You don’t give a damn how I feel about this. Do you?”

		“That’s not true,” I stammer.

		“You’re angry because you don’t want to stop fucking Conner. Have you seen Noah again yet? Has he tied you down and fucked your throat?”

		“You loved that! You probably loved it more than I did!”

		John shakes his head. “I don’t think that’s possible. Listen, I can’t do this, Carol. I just can’t fucking do it.”

		What are you doing? I think. I’m the one on my back. But I manage to rein it in. John’s right. If I don’t, this is going to go somewhere so ugly we won’t come back from it. I ask, “What changed for you?”

		“It’s not one thing, Carol. It’s always been this internal struggle for me. Yeah, I like knowing other men think you’re hot. I always have. And I like to watch you with men. It’s like this insane, powerful, all-consuming thrill. I watch you having sex and I’m all hard and crazed and sick at the same time. I haven’t been able to explain it to you, because nothing about it makes sense. A person shouldn’t feel all those things at once. It feels like my brain’s going to short-circuit when I watch you.”

		“You like it, but you don’t?”

		“I guess that’s a simple way to put it, but it feels way more fucked up than that. I don’t know if I’m coming or going. One second I feel like I’m going to throw up, the next I’m jerking off and coming, and it’s so intense sometimes I think my heart is just going to seize up and stop.”

		“I’ve read about…men like you. On those message boards. It sounds like that’s what they like about it.”

		“Some guys do. I guess they can handle it. That last night, with Noah and Mateo, it was so strong I swear I thought I was going to have a heart attack. I thought I’d slump over in the corner and no one would notice until they were done fucking you.”

		“I would have noticed.” I offer a weak smile.

		“Afterward, after I watch you, I don’t feel good about myself. I don’t like what being into this says about me.”

		“It doesn’t say anything about you, John. You’re still the man I fell in love with. You’re still the man who helped me discover who I was after a lifetime of just plodding along.”

		“You just don’t get it. I don’t think a woman can. If I’m there, watching you, I feel like everyone in the room is judging me. I feel like the guys are laughing at me. Look at this chump whoring his wife out. She loves it. He must not get the job done at home.”

		“I don’t feel that way. The guys don’t either. They’ve never said anything like that.”

		“It doesn’t matter, Carol. I feel it anyway. And it’s almost worse when I’m alone. You go out to see them and I sit at home, watching videos of you having sex. I’m there alone, getting drunk and jerking off, while my wife is out fucking other men. You should be home, with me. I should be the one doing all those things to you.”

		“You do, John. I’m not seeing them because of something we’re missing.”

		His face is set. He’s not convinced. “I just don’t believe that. I can’t. I know I’m the one who started this. I should have never opened that door.”

		“Why did you?”

		“I don’t know. I didn’t even really think about it that deeply, if you can believe that. It was something we’d talked about, fantasized about in bed. It always really got you going.”

		“But those were fantasies. We never talked about doing it for real. It wasn’t something I ever thought would happen. I didn’t think I’d ever do anything like that. I didn’t think I could.”

		John finally smiles. “You were a different woman then.”

		I don’t want to admit it, but he’s right again.

		“I love you, Carol. I totally trusted you so I never worried that some kind of sexual adventure could come between us. I didn’t think it was something I could lose you over. I guess I’m crazy, but it didn’t seem like that big of a deal. I just thought, maybe this is something we’ll try one time and then we’ll talk about it forever. Hell, even when I approached the guys I had no idea what would happen. You’re so sexy, I never doubted they would want to do it, but I had no idea how you’d react. And I was okay with however you reacted. At a minimum, I thought it would be a fun, flirty night. You might dance with them, let them cop a feel on the dance floor—maybe even make out with one or two of them. I guess I never confronted the possibility of it going any further. I didn’t conceive of all that really happening.”

		I almost say, that was naïve, but was it? Why would John think his wife was open to fucking three young studs while he watched? How could he know I had an inner slut dying to come out and play? I didn’t even know. The girl I was growing up would think I deserve to be burned at the stake for my behavior. Now I think that girl was uptight and lame. I can’t believe I was so square. I’m different now because John opened my eyes. He loved me enough to trust me to explore my needs and desires, but it didn’t work out the way he expected—at least not for him.

		“But it did happen. A lot happened that night,” I say. I smile thinking about that incredible night. Everything was so new then. It was so thrilling because I couldn’t believe it was happening. It was like I was having this filthy dream and I could do whatever I wanted. It was total freedom. As amazing as my experiences have been since then, it’s never been the same as that first time. I think I’ve been chasing that thrill ever since that night.

		“It did,” he agrees. “The impossible happened, and it blew my mind.”

		“Both our minds.”

		“Yeah, both our minds. I know you were just as shocked as I was. That night was the first time I felt any of those strange, conflicting feelings. It was a high like no other. And it the weeks afterward, it was all I could think about.”

		“Me too, John.”

		“And I thought, why not make it happen again? Carol loved it. I loved it. We’re solid. It’s not going to risk anything, because nothing could come between us.”

		“That’s true, and it hasn’t changed. You have to know that.”

		John looks unsure. “I know that’s what you think. But I see how you are with them. I see how you are with Conner.”

		“Conner is never going to steal me from you.” I squeeze his hand.

		“I know you don’t want that. But things happen. We can’t control how we feel. If things keep going, it could change. There’s a real connection between you and Conner.”

		“But it’s not like that,” I protest. “You have to trust me.”

		“I do trust you, Carol. I trust your intentions. But you know what they say about intentions.”

		I look away. I don’t want to hear what he’s saying. I am sure I’d never leave him, but there is a connection there with Conner. I purposely avoid thinking about what it could mean.

		“It’s not just him, Carol. The way you are around Noah… You just give yourself over. You get this look in your eyes. You could get lost in that and not come back.”

		“Don’t forget, you gave me to him—to them—last time. You wanted them to punish me.”

		“You’re right. I did. And I shouldn’t have. That’s just more proof of how fucked up this stuff makes my head. I was angry and it got all mixed up in the other stuff floating around in there. I don’t know what I was thinking. If I thought it was going to teach you lesson, that was crazy. You don’t need that kind of lesson. That night… Oh god, that night. You were…”

		I still can’t look at him. The night happening at all is John’s fault, but I can’t blame him for how I reacted to it. I can’t blame him for how fully I took to being under Noah’s control. I did give myself to Noah, fully and completely. Deep down, I know I would have done anything he wanted. It scares the hell out of me, and yet I crave it. I want to feel it again. It’s so dangerous, and I think that’s why I want it. It’s proof that John is probably right about ending this, but I don’t want to hear it. I push that down.

		“Nothing like that ever has to happen again,” I tell him.

		“Do you understand what I’m saying now? Do you understand how I feel? And we don’t know that we won’t have another night like that. Who would have guessed we’d ever have a night like that to begin with? It’s like an addiction, and addicts keep seeking new and bigger highs.”

		“What, are we sex junkies now?” I snort.

		“Sheila says what we’re doing looks a lot like sex addiction. For me, it’s about watching and getting that feeling. For you-”

		“Don’t tell me about me. I’ve never talked to this woman. She only knows what you’ve told her. She knows nothing about me.”

		“You could talk to her.”

		“No thank you.”

		We’re on a precipice. I feel it. I know what John wants, and I get what he’s saying, but I don’t want to hear it. I don’t want what he wants. I don’t want to be told I’m a sex addict—even if I’ve had some fears of that. I don’t want to end my marriage or destroy what we have, but it’s not just about what John wants. What about what I want? We’re both in this marriage and whatever decisions we make have to be what’s best for both of us. I see dangers, sure, but not the ones he sees. I try to sort it all out in my brain and I just don’t land in the same place John does. To me, it’s a matter of trust, and it feels like deep down he just doesn’t trust me. If he did, none of this would be a problem. He’d have nothing to be afraid of.

		“You said you trust me.”

		“I do. I’ve explained this, Carol. It’s not about trust.”

		“I feel that it is. You should believe me when I tell you there’s nothing to be afraid of with all this. We’re having fun.”

		“That’s just it. It’s not so fun for me anymore.”

		“But it is for me. I have to stop doing something I love because you don’t like it anymore. I don’t ask you to stop doing your things.”

		“Something you love? Do you hear yourself, Carol?”

		I brush past that. It doesn’t mean what he thinks it does. “I’m done, John. I’ve been up all night, after working a 12-hour shift. I need to sleep. I need time to think.”

		“What’s there to think about? I don’t want to do this anymore.”

		“And you get to decide that? I need some time to myself, John. I think it would be better if we spent some time apart, just to let tempers cool.”

		John stares at me like I just sprouted a second head. He wants to say something. His lips even start moving. But he closes them and just shakes his head.

		“Whatever,” he says. He looks sad when he leaves the room.

		

	
		 

		Ten

		 

		I end up at The Squire, Lila’s club. Is it a good idea? Of course it’s not a good idea. It might be the worst idea. But I need to get out of the stifling quiet of the house. John left after our argument and didn’t come back. I hardly saw Brandon. It used to bother me that my son spent all his time in his room or out with his friends, but it’s a blessing now. I don’t feel like myself and I’m afraid I wouldn’t be able to act normal around him. I feel like if he looked at me, he’d see it—my Scarlett Letter. He’d see his mother is a whore. I blame John for that. He put all these negative thoughts in my head.

		When I can’t take the accusing silence pressing in on me any longer, I throw on some clothes, jump into the minivan, and take off. I go to a local park first to kill time. I try to still my thoughts as I explore the trails, but my troubles are never far from my mind. They hover at the periphery, waiting to pounce the moment my guard slips and they have an in. It’s hard to keep in a mindful place when it feels like your world is crashing down around you. This behavior has been my life for only a few months now, but it feels like it’s been forever. I stay at the park until the early evening, waiting for Lila’s shift at The Squire to start.

		I can’t believe I’m going to a strip club to seek solace, but I need to talk to someone, but there is only a small coterie of people I can talk to about my unique problems. I’m not going to any of my guys—I know how that will go—so I text Lila. She’s working and that’s where I go, like a heat-seeking missile.

		Seeing Lila is a bad idea because I know where it’s likely to go, but I tell myself that’s not why I’m going to see her. We can just sit and talk. We’re friends, no matter what else we do together, so going to see her is not like going to see one of my guys. And even if something does happen—I tell myself—John won’t mind anyway. His objections are about the guys. He’s shown nothing but enthusiasm about me seeing Lila. I head into the club full of justifications for my behavior.

		The club isn’t as raucous on a Saturday evening as on our last visit. Happy hour on Friday was full of wired men with fresh paychecks and looking for action. They had the money in their pockets to buy a few drinks and a few dances. It felt more dangerous. Early Saturday evening has a different vibe. The club is less crowded and the guys who are there are more laid back. Baseball is on the TVs and some of the guys are paying as much attention to the games as they are to the girls. The early evening girls have less energy too. The girls up on stage when I walk in are going through the motions, only bothering to make eye contact with the men they believe are likely to spend. It’s a reminder that no matter how hard the girls work to make it seem intimate, every relationship in the club is transactional.

		Eyes follow me around the club as I seek Lila. I soak in the attention like a plant in the sun. With the club being less crowded, more men can watch me. I don’t see any other civilian women in the club, which means they’re all watching me—even though I’m quite dressed down compared to the last time I visited the club. I get a different vibe from the men as an unaccompanied woman than I did when I came in with men before. The men thought I was just a cool wife or girlfriend then—the kind who’d come to a strip club, get a lap dance and go home to screw my man while I was a little drunk and all excited about how naughty I was. They may have even fantasized I was really into girls. Coming in on my own is different. I’m sure some of the men watching flat-out wonder if I’m a lesbian. I don’t think my look screams lesbian, but it’s prejudiced to make that assumption based on looks. Some of them probably wonder if I’m a pissed-off wife looking for my drunk, horny husband. And some surely are thinking I’m a cougar on the prowl, seeking a quick, hot one-night stand. What better place to look for a man ready to go than a strip club? For all those reasons, I have the focus of most of the men in the club. It irks the dancers when an outsider like me draws attention away from them, Lila tells me.

		I don’t find her on my first circuit of the club. There are almost half a dozen dancers working the room, but none of them are my friend. Lila could be in the back giving a private dance, or in one of the VIP rooms giving—something else. I settle down at the bar and order a beer while I wait to spot her.

		“Is this your regular watering hole?” asks the stranger to my right. He only makes the briefest pretense of looking into my eyes before his eyes flick back down to my breasts. Luckily for him, I don’t mind. My ribbed, cap-sleeved knit top shows them off pretty well. The laced V-neck, with big, steel grommets, is a tease, promising cleavage without actually showing it.

		“It’s not my first time,” I reply casually, sparing him a quick glance. He’s handsome, but rough around the edges. His thinning brown hair is in retreat and hard lines at the corners of his eyes suggest he’s lived a lot of life.

		“That’s fun. What brings a gal like you into a place like this?”

		I smile. “Really? That’s the best you can do? How long have you been trotting that line out?” He smirks when I fix him with my clear, blue eyes.

		“I think it’s a legit question when a pretty soccer mom like you comes into a strip club alone for a beer.”

		“Soccer mom? I think I should be insulted.”

		“I did say pretty, didn’t I? I’m Sal.”

		My smile warms—slightly. “You did say pretty. But I don’t think I want to be thought of as a soccer mom. I’m Carol.”

		“Why not? There’s a whole category of online porn dedicated to soccer moms. You’d make a pretty penny there, Carol.”

		“You’re not the first person to tell me something like that. Do you watch a lot of porn, Sal?”

		“Don’t really need to.”

		“I wouldn’t think so. Not with lines like those.”

		Sal drains his cocktail—looks like a Jack and Coke—and makes a show of sweeping his eyes over my figure. I can’t help myself and sit straighter on my stool, pushing my chest out toward him.

		“I do okay,” he answers. “I bet you do too.”

		“I’m a married woman. I’ve done well for myself.” I flash my ring.

		“So you’re here looking for your husband?”

		“I never said that.”

		“Looking for something else then?”

		“I’m always looking for something interesting.”

		I smile and sip my beer, leaving him time to think about it. I don’t know why I’m flirting with Sal. It’s not like I’m going to go back to his place. Flirting is just second nature now. If a guy shows me attention and I think he’s cute, I flirt. Sal isn’t exactly my type, but he’s not bad. If I was in the market for a one-night stand, he wouldn’t be a bad candidate. He doesn’t seem like the clingy type.

		Sal moves closer and our knees are touching. His hand lands just above my knee and the warmth spreads through me, igniting a tingle between my thighs. I’m not going to jump him there in the bar, but my interest is ignited. I just can’t help myself. Maybe I should go home with him, I vindictively ponder, thinking about the things John said to me. He nicely implied I’m a whore, didn’t he? Isn’t that what a sex addict is? I should live down to his expectations. I could let Sal here take me home. John might be pissed at first, but I’m sure if I bring him a hot video, he’ll forgive me. Isn’t that how this hotwife thing works?

		“I see girls in here from time to time, even alone, but they usually aren’t like you, Carol.”

		“I’m a woman, not a girl, Sal. And we’ve been talking for a couple minutes. You have no idea what I’m like. You’re making assumptions because my hair is nice and I’m not dressed like a slut, but you have no idea what’s going on in my brain. I’m not what you think.”

		“Tell me something surprising then.”

		His hand slides further up my leg, fingers splaying across my hip while his thumb traces a circle on top of my leg. He’s a forward one. A decent married woman would push him away. I’m not feeling like a decent married woman tonight. I drain my beer. Sal signals the pretty bartender to bring me another one without looking away from me. He’s smooth, in his own way.

		“What if I told you I’m here to meet my lover, who’s one of the dancers?” I challenge.

		“I’d say that’s fucking hot, Carol. Does your husband know?”

		“Does that matter?”

		“Not to me. Which one is she?”

		“I haven’t seen her yet. She must be in the back.”

		A second beer arrives, and I drain half of it in a single draw. I feel like I’m playing a role and I like it. I carry all these secrets around, but I never really think about the weight of leading a double life. I purposely try not to think about who the real Carol is now. Is it the respected nurse, or is it the woman who allows a stranger in a strip club to put his hands on her? Am I the responsible mother and wife or the sultry woman who wore a butt plug in a hotel bar? I’ve believed I can be both as long as I keep a clear, bright line between the two, but John seems to think that’s impossible. He wants me to choose. How do I choose when I don’t know who the real me is? Sitting here with Sal feels just as real as when I’m being Brandon’s mother and doing a mountain of laundry. I’m proud to be that woman, but I feel more vital being here with Sal. I want to be both women. I don’t want to accept that I can’t be.

		“That means I get you to myself for a while longer,” Sal says.

		I lean closer this time and put my hand on his leg. His jeans are well-worn, faded and soft to the touch. My fingers drift inward, stopping just short of where I’m sure he wants them. “Is that all you want, Sal? Just a little longer?”

		“Is more on offer? If it is, I’m sure I can give you something your girlfriend can’t.”

		“You think so?”

		“I know so.”

		“Aren’t you going to ask about my husband again?”

		His grin is wolfish. “You don’t seem concerned about that, so why should I be?”

		I feel hot and my heart is thumping in my chest as I move into the danger zone. I should stop now if I’m not serious. But I’m angry and confused and a couple beers into the night. “Still think I’m just a soccer mom?”

		“You were right. You are surprising, Carol.”

		I beckon him closer with a crooked finger. We lean so close together our cheeks brush. He needs to shave. “Would it surprise you if I told you last time I was here without my husband I left with two guys and went right to the motel across the street?”

		“Yeah?” It a raspy, ragged breath.

		“They fucked me all night, Sal. They took turns and did it together.”

		His mouth is dry, and he croaks out his words. “I won’t need any help when I take you out of here, Carol.”

		“That’s a bold promise, Sal.”

		“Let’s get the fuck out of here, Carol.”

		My heart’s pounding so hard I feel dizzy. It’s a place I never thought I’d be, but every time I cross another line, I think the same thing. I never thought I’d spend Valentine’s Day being shared by three younger studs. I did it. Didn’t think I’d pull a lover into a quiet corner of my hospital and fuck him. Done. Didn’t expect to have another man in my marital bed. Check. There doesn’t seem to be a line I won’t cross. Maybe John and his bitch of a therapist are right about me. Maybe I am a sex addict. Right now, I really want to prove them right. I want to leave with Sal, but my last thread of decency holds me back. My lips open and I honestly don’t know what’s about to come out when I spot them. Back at one of the corner tables I see Lila sitting in Noah’s lap. I recognize him first. Lila isn’t in her usual slutty office attire costume and looks like a different woman. What the…

		“Maybe next time, but I just spotted the person I’m here for.”

		I pull back, look Sal in the eyes. He’s pissed. He thinks I’ve been screwing with him and he doesn’t like it. I don’t blame him. The anger seems to slip from him as quickly as it came. Sal is a cool customer. He’s not going to let some soccer mom get the best of him.

		“Go on, then. Don’t let me slow you down,” he says, like he’s already past it.

		“This was fun. If I see you in here again, we’ll pick up where we left off.”

		“Yeah,” he says, with a shake of his head.

		I grab Sal and kiss him hard, my tongue slithering into his stunned mouth. His hand grips my leg as I give him the hottest minute I can manage in a kiss. The shocked look on his face is worth it when I pull back.

		“I mean it, babe. Hope to see you again,” I promise, hopping off the stool and heading for the corner.
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		Noah sees me first, which makes sense as Lila is in close to him, nuzzling or whispering something. She has an arm around him and her other hand rests on his, which is on her thigh. Lila has swapped her typical dancing outfit for a retro goth look. Her usual long coppery red wig is swapped for one in a black cherry color cut in a bob, closer to her natural hair length. Makeup has her looking pale, with heavy eye liner and dark lipstick that matches the purple-red shade of her wig. Her tiny black dress is so short I see the lacy tops of her black stockings, which are adorned with skull and crossbones.

		“This is the last place I thought I’d run into you,” he says. His voice is raised to be heard over the hip hop song thumping from the sound system. “I guess you liked your first taste. Cool.”

		“I’m here to see someone,” I reply.

		Lila looks up from him and smiles broadly. “Hey, luv. Nice to see you” She kisses Noah’s cheek, leaving a dark lip print, and pries herself from his lap. The stacked heels on her shiny combat boots have Lila towering over me when she embraces me. Her kiss is a quick peck on the lips. “Is John with you?”

		The excitement in her eyes when she mentions my husband stokes the jealousy I’m already feeling at finding her in Noah’s lap. I remind myself that Lila is always up to party, but it doesn’t help. I’m torn between taking her place in Noah’s lap to stake my claim and showing them both by going back to Sal and dragging him out of the club. He doesn’t even have to take me home. He can just do me in his truck in the parking lot. I just assume he’s the type of guy who drives a big truck.

		“He’s not with me,” I answer.

		“You two remember each other?” Noah says. “Awesome.”

		It occurs to me that I’ve never discussed Lila with Noah, but it’s not like Noah and I talk a lot. He thinks this is the first time I’ve seen her since that night he and Mateo brought me to the club. It alleviates my jealousy a bit.

		“Carol and I know each other very well,” Lila says. She looks at Noah more closely. “Oh, right! You’re one of the guys she came into the club with that night. We went into the back for a couple dances. You’re that Noah. I didn’t put it together.”

		“Yeah. You and Carol are pals? You’ve been holding out on me, babe. Going to have to punish you for that,” Noah says.

		A thrill runs through me, but I push it aside. I’m not here for Noah. I should not be seeing Noah. Hanging out with him is only going to complicate my situation.

		“Since we’re all friends here, why don’t we get some drinks and hang out?” Noah continues.

		“That’s a great idea. I’ll run over to the bar and take care of it. Be right back,” Lila replies, before I can object.

		“Have a seat, babe,” Noah says, patting a chair beside him.

		I watch Lila going to the bar and want to follow, but habit takes over and I sit next to Noah. His arm goes right around me, like he owns me. Noah kisses me and I return it, although with less enthusiasm as usual. He doesn’t appear to notice.

		“You and Lacey have been spending time together, huh? I bet that’s pretty hot. You should have invited me to those parties.”

		“It’s not like that. We’re friends.” I protest.

		His skeptical look says he sees right through me. “Just friends?”

		“I don’t fuck everyone I know. I have normal friends.” I’m defensive, maybe because it feels like I actually do. Even my relationship with Patty, my oldest friend, has become weirdly sexualized. It begins to dawn on me that John may be right. I might have a problem.

		“You don’t have to be uptight with me, Carol. I know you and I don’t judge. I didn’t know you were into chicks, but if you are, that’s totally cool. I dig it. I’d love to see it.”

		Noah pulls me into a cuddle and flashes that sly, charming smile I know so well. It a smile that says everything is going to be okay if I just go along with him. It takes me in, because I want it to take me in.

		“What do you want to see? When we have our white wine and do our book club?”

		He looks to where Lila gathers our drinks at the bar. “Yeah, I’m sure you’re getting all Oprah with each other. I know you, Carol. I bet I know you better than anyone…”

		“Better than my husband?”

		I didn’t think it was possible for us to get closer, but Noah wraps himself around me. I feel the heat of his body through his t-shirt, his breath on my cheek. His hand slides from my hip to my butt, and he squeezes. He smells masculine. His lips brush my ear when he speaks, and I get the shivers.

		“Yeah, babe. I think I know you better than anyone, even Johnny. I saw how he was looking at you that night we were together. That dude’s got no idea who he’s married to, but he’s starting to figure it out. He’s getting the picture. I bet he’s wondering if he should have ever let you off the leash.”

		Or handed it to you, I think. Noah knows both John and I too well. He thinks he’s got us all figured out and it makes him cocky. It bothers me because he’s mostly right about us. He brushes my hair back and softly kisses my neck. My eyes close and I sigh. I don’t even think about stopping him. I go back to that night when my husband gave me to Noah and realize it did change things. Part of me belongs to Noah now, as wrong as that is. It makes me wonder if my life will ever be normal again.

		“I know you better than Conner, too. That dude’s smitten. He’s got this idea of you, but it’s not you. He pretends it’s different with you and him, but we know the truth, don’t we babe?”

		“What truth?” It’s half-spoken, half-moaned. I want Noah to kiss me. I want him to touch me. I’ve gone from zero to sixty in ten seconds.

		“That you’re down to party whenever, wherever. There’s nothing special about Conner. Only thing special about me is I got you figured out. But I bet I could point you at any guy in this place and you’d fuck him if I told you to. Wouldn’t you, Carol?”

		I tremble in his arms because I’m afraid he’s right. Part of me knows he’s right. I feel like I have something different with Conner, but I don’t know that it’s true. The way I’ve been acting lately, it seems like I’m willing to screw just about any good-looking guy who pays me attention. I’m about to answer him with a weak, obedient Yes! when Lila returns, saving me from myself.

		“You guys didn’t start without me, did you?” Lila says, bending low to hand us our drinks. The front of her dress is unzipped and her breasts spill forward. She hands Noah a beer and has a vodka and cranberry for me, matching hers. I sip the cocktail and recoil. It’s almost all vodka, with just a splash of cranberry for color. Lila is trying to get me drunk.

		“Nah, it’s not a party until we’re all here,” Noah says, chinking his beer against Lila’s glass.

		There are only two chairs at our little table in the corner. Lila sits back in Noah’s lap, with her legs across me. I caress her smooth, stockinged legs. It’s soothing. Noah has an arm around both us and looks like he’s the king of the castle. Lila’s arm is around him, but she’s playing with my hair behind his back. We’re a naughty threesome and I like the way it feels. It’s so easy to slip into this role and forget about the troubles I left at home.

		“So, you’re one of Carol’s boys?” Lila asks.

		“Guilty as charged.”

		“I’ve heard quite a lot about you.”

		“Hope it’s all good.”

		“That’s one word for it. I like an adventurous man. It sounds like you’re up for just about anything.”

		“I like to go with the flow, but I’ve got to give Carol here some credit. She’s got me doing things I never thought I’d be into.”

		“There seems to be a lot of that going around,” Lila agrees.

		“I think you’re being too modest. You make me sound like some kind of seductress, Noah,” I say. “I don’t remember you needing any convincing for anything.”

		“That’s true. When Johnny came to us and asked the three of us to join you at that hotel, I thought he was punking us. It couldn’t be true. Yeah, I noticed you around the house when we were working there, and yeah, you were fine, but you didn’t seem like the type.”

		“Too much of a soccer mom?”

		Noah laughs. “Sexy soccer mom, but yeah, I guess so. Something like that. Don’t get me wrong, I wanted it. I noticed the way you filled out a tight set of scrubs. I just didn’t think it would ever happen. But then, there you were that night. I could see in your eyes right away that you wanted it. I thought you’d walk away, but no, you were ready, babe.”

		“It wasn’t as simple as that,” I argue.

		“You should have seen our girl,” he says to Lila. “I mean fuck, she went right for it—on her knees—sucking the three of us. When Mat and I wanted to DP her, Carol rolled with that too. She was on fire.”

		“Oh, I know how Carol can be. I haven’t seen her quite like you have—yet—but I’ve seen enough. You’re a firecracker waiting to be lit, luv.”

		I laugh nervously. “You guys are talking about me like I’m out of control. It’s not like that.” I’m not sure my husband John believes that, though.

		“Losing control feels good sometimes,” Lila says.

		“I don’t think you’re out of control, babe. I think you know exactly what you’re doing. You’re going for what you want, and that’s the hottest thing of all,” Noah says.

		“He’s right. Too many people are too afraid to go for it and they miss out on getting what they really want,” Lila says.

		“You’re not like that,” I offer.

		“No, and neither are you. That’s why we fit together so well.”

		“I bet all three of us would fit together perfectly. We should get out of here and start the real party,” Noah suggests.

		“It’s slow this evening. I can probably duck out early, but I need to go up on stage at least one more time. And I need to make a call first.”

		“Do what you need to do, baby,” Noah says.

		“I don’t know. That’s not really why I came here tonight,” I say.

		“You never did say what brought you here,” Lila says.

		“I wanted to catch up and talk,” I reply.

		I flash Lila a look, hoping to convey my meaning without saying it. The moment goes too long and Noah notices. “Hey, what?” he says.

		“I think Carol wants some girl time, buddy,” Lila says, enlightening him.

		“I thought the three of us were partying together,” he protests.

		“We will, honey. We will, but girls need time to talk too. You can’t argue against that. Carol, why don’t you come into the back with me while I freshen up before my next slot on stage. We can talk back there.”

		“Sounds like a plan,” I agree.

		I’m relieved to get away from Noah because the longer I’m in his embrace, the weaker my willpower becomes. I know if he pushes leaving with him, I’ll do it. My reasons are tangled and fucked up, but I know I won’t make the right choice.
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		Noah reluctantly lets us go and I follow Lila down a narrow hallway off the main room into a squalid, narrow backroom. A wall of lockers on the back wall and makeup tables on the side make it even smaller. The music is mercifully muffled back here. Two other girls are already back there—a Hispanic girl in neon hot pants and a tiny string bikini top that can’t contain her big, sagging breasts, and a very dark black woman in a white sheath that looks painted on. They both greet Lila, while giving me a what’s she doing back here look. Lila squeezes into a spot at the table and begins working on her makeup. I stand behind her.

		“What’s going on, luv? You don’t look too happy.”

		“It’s John. We had a huge fight.”

		“It wasn’t about bills, was it?”

		“No. He wants to stop. He says he doesn’t want it anymore.”

		“I know you don’t want to.”

		“I don’t. And I don’t think he should get to decide what I do with my body.”

		“Don’t let no man tell you what to do,” the black girl says, looking back at me through the mirror. “He don’t own you.”

		“I thought I got him to come around the other night,” Lila says. “He looked happy when you guys left.”

		I feel weird discussing this in front of the other dancers, but they don’t know who I am, and they’re hardly going to judge me. “He was thinking with his dick then. That’s his problem. He wants it. When he doesn’t get all in his head, he wants it. But then he starts overthinking it and it gets him all crazy and he thinks it’s something we shouldn’t be doing.”

		“If you both like it, why shouldn’t you be doing it? It seems to me that you’re both getting something out of it.”

		“We are. It’s John. He gets in his head. He doesn’t want to listen to reason.”

		“What are you going to do? Are you ready to stop?” Lila works a feathery brush to touch up her pale foundation, but her focus is on me.

		“I don’t know. I don’t want to, but shouldn’t I? If he’s giving me an ultimatum, what else can I do?”

		“You can do what the fuck you want. No man lays down the law with me, honey.” It’s the Hispanic girl offering her opinion. “You said it’s your body. I’ve had guys try to tell me to stop dancing. They say they’re okay with it. They get their hooks in you, then they got a fucking problem. Don’t make your problems my fucking problem. You need to tell that man that if he wants you, he got to take you as you are. And if he can’t, he can go fuck himself.”

		“Damn right,” the black girl agrees.

		Do these women think I’m a dancer too and my husband wants me to stop? I’m flattered, in a weird way. I guess it’s similar to what the Hispanic girl just said, but not quite.

		“If you give into him, are you going to resent him? He wants you to stop. You don’t want to. Can you go back to your old life, luv?” I hear the unsaid part—boring life. “What if the old you isn’t there anymore? You can’t just be Suzy Soccer Mom anymore, can you?”

		There it is. Lila’s laid bare my biggest fear. What if I try to go back to what our life was like before and I can’t? I do feel truly changed. John wants the old Carol back. I don’t think I can be her. And if I can’t, what does that mean for my marriage? Lila doesn’t have any answers, but she’s clarified things.

		“Lacey to the stage. Lacey to the stage next,” intones the DJ over the sound system.

		“Shit, that’s me. Sorry to cut this short, luv,” Lila says. She hops up, turns around and embraces me. “You’ll figure this out. You’re a smart cookie, Carol.”

		“I guess,” I reply, lacking her confidence.

		“Go back and sit with Noah. He’s pretty cute, by the way. Relax and forget your problems.”

		“Haha. He’s part of my problems.”

		“Only if you let it be a problem, luv. Do what you need to do. If John really loves you, he’s going to accept who you are. Blake would never ask me to be something I’m not.”

		“And if he can’t accept me? The new me?”

		“Then maybe that’s your answer, Carol. You wouldn’t ask him to be someone he’s not, would you? I really have to go, luv. We’ll keep talking later.”

		I walk back out into the club and see Noah waiting for me across the room. I look at him and my head fills with nothing but dirty thoughts. I want to go to him and give him control. If he’s in control, he takes the choice out of my hands. I can do all the things I want to do and tell myself Noah made me do them. I can even blame John. He gave me to Noah. What did John think would happen after that? It reminds me that John said he didn’t think I’d really do it that first night he set me up with my guys. He seems to want to put me into these situations and then absolve himself from whatever follows. I’m the whore. It’s not because my husband wanted to whore me out. My anger at John and my yearning to give in to Noah take over my decision making. I know I’m going to do terrible things tonight, and in that moment I don’t care. It’s a relief to push the warring feelings aside and make a simple decision. I’m going to be who I want to be tonight. And I’m going to make it count, because it might be my final hurrah.

		

	
		 

		Eleven

		 

		I awake to someone stroking my pussy. My lips are sore, but I stir and gasp when those fingers find my clit. I’m already soaked. I’m on my side and my legs are parted and a nice, thick cock slides inside me from behind. Someone is lovingly sucking my nipples and kissing my breasts. My eyes flutter open and it’s Lila in front of me. I’m in a strange bed and realize it must be hers. The curtains were never fully closed the night before and morning light slants in through the windows. I lean harder against the man behind me and realize it’s not Noah. Who is inside me? I rock my hips back against him, finding the rhythm.

		“Ohhh…ohhh…” I moan, closing my eyes and enjoying the touches. My whole pussy is sore, but the shaft penetrating me still feels good.

		“That’s it, Carol. That’s it, honey,” the man soothes. “Yeah…”

		He brushes my hair aside and kisses the back of my neck. I bite my lip and reach back to grab his butt. A name comes to me. It’s Blake. I remember his voice from that night at the club. I pant his name.

		Lila glides up my body and presses to me, sandwiching me between her own lithe body and her husband behind me. Her fingers wiggle between us and she strokes my clit as he strokes inside me.

		“Oh god…mmm…”

		“Come on, luv. We want you to come. We want you to wake up right,” she coos.

		“Yeah…yeah…”

		I’m silenced when she kisses me. Our breasts mash together. I hold the back of her neck, forcing my tongue deep into her mouth. The early morning sex and the passions it enflames in me scramble my brain, but last night begins to come into focus. I remember Blake coming home at one point and joining us. We were far gone by then, Noah and Lila having used me for their pleasure for quite awhile before that. I remember drama at some point, too, but that part stays unfocused. I can’t think clearly with Blake’s nice cock thrust up into me as he spoons me, the smooth head dragging along my g-spot with each and every thrust. It’s the perfect angle to make me climax as hard as possible. I tremble between the married couple, rocking back against Blake harder as he takes me.

		“Oh god…oh god…yeah…yeah…mmm…” I cry, tearing my mouth from Lila’s

		“That’s it, luv. That’s it. Feels so good, doesn’t it? You love Blake fucking you.”

		“Yeah…yeah…oh god…yeah…”

		Blake forces a hand between me and his wife. He’s rough with my breasts, pulling my nipples until I whimper. He’s taking me so hard now I hear our flesh slapping together. “You want to come, Carol?” he hisses in my ear.

		“Yeah…yes…oh god yes!”

		“Beg me, honey. Beg, Carol,” he demands.

		“Yeah, ask nicely, luv. Tell us how bad you want it,” Lila encourages.

		“Please…please…I want to come! Ohmygod…I need to come! Please!”

		“Don’t! Don’t come until I say you can, Carol,” Blake says.

		“Ohmygod! Ohmygod! Please! Please!” I grovel.

		I’m so close my thoughts are going fuzzy. Blake couldn’t stop my orgasm if he wanted to at this point. Even if he pulled out, I’d still come. The train is almost in the station.

		“Yeah…yeah…that’s it, Carol. Come for us. Fucking come, honey!”

		“Oh…my...GOD! Yes! Ohhh…”

		I go stiff and curl my toes, burying my face in Lila’s shoulder as the sweet pleasure of my climax throbs through me. Blake doesn’t stop fucking me, but goes at it harder, drawing out my orgasm and making me wail into Lila’s shoulder. I loving being in that fuzzy-minded place my orgasm takes me and I want to stay there as long as possible.

		Blake rolls me onto my tummy and tilts my butt so he can keep thrusting into me. His weight presses me into the mattress. I love the submission. He takes my arms, holding them out and pinning them down. I groan, wiggling my butt for him. Another orgasm is already on my horizon.

		“Do you want me to come inside you, Carol?” he growls in my ear.

		“Yes…please…come inside me…”

		“You’re incredible, Carol. Lila was so right about you. I can’t believe I haven’t had you sooner, honey.”

		“Oh god…yeah…don’t stop…come inside me…please!”

		Blake suddenly stops, grinding down onto my butt with his cock buried inside me. He begins to quake. “Oh shit…oh fuck…Lila…Lila…don’t you dare…fuck baby!”

		“Ohmygod…yes!” I cry, coming a second time as I feel his load pulse inside me. A satisfying warmth spreads throughout my body and I find his limp weight on top of me comforting.

		“A finger in the ass does it every time,” Lila giggles.

		Blake pries himself from me and Lila flips me onto my back while I’m still recovering from two strong, back-to-back climaxes. She smiles and strokes the hair away from my face. “You didn’t forget about me, did you, luv?”

		Lila straddles my face, holding onto the headboard as she lowers herself to my lips. I get a flash of this happening last night too, but that time someone was fucking me. I grab her butt and pull her into me. She’s so wet her pussy slides all over my face before I lock her in place and slither my tongue against her clit. She screeches my name and grinds down, smothering me. I struggle to breathe, but I don’t stop licking her. I slurp away at her sweet pinkness and she’s so wet it feels like I’m being waterboarded. Her screeching grows louder and louder until she shouts my name and the real flood comes. I lap at her juices as best I can, but my mouth and chin are utterly glazed, like I lost a battle with a particularly ripe peach. I lick my lips, savoring her tangy taste. I’ve grown to quite like the taste of another woman—at least Lila’s taste.

		I snuggle together with Lila, while Blake leaves to use the bathroom. I try brushing my hair back and find it’s stiff with dried cum. What the hell did I do last night? I feel warm and safe in Lila’s arms, so I try not to think about it until I have to.

		“You were amazing last night, luv. Truly remarkable. I mean, we’ve had fun before, but seeing how you are with Noah showed me a whole new side of you. I’ve seen some wild stuff, but nothing like that, Carol.”

		“God, what did I do?” Reality is creeping back in, whether I want it to or not. That last conversation with John plays in my head and I realize that last night I proved him right. Everything he said about me is true.

		“You did what you wanted, luv. You were the Carol you’re meant to be.”

		“Or I was an id run wild. God, how am I going to face John now?”

		“What is wrong with doing what you like? No one got hurt. No one was offended. You enjoyed yourself.”

		“Except I’m married, so it’s not just about me. I didn’t see that before because I didn’t want to. You must get it. What would you do if Blake said to stop what you do?”

		“He would never do that. He understands who he married.”

		“But this isn’t who John married. John married a woman who follows the rules and takes care of her family and always does the responsible thing. Not a woman who spends the night with other men or disappears for an all-night coke party. Shit, there was coke last night, wasn’t there?”

		More of the night is coming back to me, like puzzle pieces dropping from the sky and falling into place. It’s not a flattering picture they’re forming.

		“A little, just enough to get the party going, but you didn’t do any, if that makes you feel better.”

		“I guess?”

		“Maybe you aren’t the Carol John married, but people change over the course of a marriage, right? And wasn’t John the one who encouraged you to explore your sexuality? He can’t open those doors for you and then slam them closed because he doesn’t like where they go.”

		“I know, that makes sense, but it’s a balance. John shouldn’t limit me, and I don’t want to limit him. But if he was doing something that hurt me, I’d want him to stop. If this stuff really hurts him, I should make the sacrifice because I love him.”

		“Or if he really loves you, he wouldn’t ask you to give up part of who you are.”

		I suspect Lila has selfish reasons for encouraging my bad behavior. I swear she enjoys my exploits almost as much as I do. I think she gets off on seeing me lose control. She is the devil on my shoulder. But that doesn’t mean she’s wrong. John shouldn’t ask me to give up who I am any more than I should ask that of him. I pull at the fragments of last night and wonder, Is that who I really am? Is it who I really want to be? I’ve come a long way from a one-off wild night celebrating my 40 th birthday, just a few short months ago. I have to make a decision. That much is clear.

		“What am I going to tell John? He already hates it when I’m gone all night. But when he finds out I did this…”

		“He, uh, kinda already knows. Not the details, but he knows where you are, luv.”

		“What? How? Oh god.” My stomach hollows and I think I’m going to be sick.

		“I found his number in your phone and called him last night, after you passed out. I thought he might be worried, and I thought he might want to come and get you.”

		“What did you tell him? What did he say?”

		“I just said we were partying and you had a little too much to drink, and that maybe he should come and take you home,” Lila says. I stare at her, forcing her to continue. “He said no. He said you should stay here and finish your party.”

		Lila sees my face fall and pulls me into her arms. Tears well up in my eyes and I start to sob. “It’s okay, luv,” she says. “We can get him to understand. Guys like him always come around. They can’t help themselves.”

		“He’s not like that. You don’t understand. He hates this as much as he likes it. And I don’t want him to have to come around. I don’t want him to be that guy.” I sob, almost uncontrollably

		For the first time, I start to see it clearly. I’ve been thinking of it the way Lila said because I’ve thought of John as being like all those other cuckold husbands I read about on the internet—even if I didn’t want to admit it. I knew his fetish was strong and I could use it to get John to let me run around and play as I pleased. But I don’t want a husband who’s that weak. I don’t want a husband who lets me run around because he thinks it has to be that way for him to keep me. I want John on this journey with me, not dragged along. And if I have to drag him along, it’s not worth it. As much as I’ve loved my hobby and seeing my guys these past few months, I don’t want it if John’s not a part of it—a willing participant. I’m afraid my epiphany is too late. John wouldn’t come get me last night. Will he see me now?

		Blake returns and stops dead in the doorway. “Jeez, what’s going on in here?”

		“Carol’s just having a moment. It’s going to be okay,” Lila says to Blake, rocking me as I cry. “Go down and start a pot of coffee, sweetheart. I’m going to get Carol in the shower. Come on, luv. You’ll feel much better after you’ve had a shower.”

		I don’t know if that’s true, but I nod and allow Lila to lead me to the shower.
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		Lila is great in the shower. She doesn’t try to get me riled up again, but lovingly washes and caresses me. I love the sensation of her washing my hair. I just want to cuddle into her. Even though Lila seems to easily behave herself, I must force myself to do the same. Her touch turns me on, even though it’s not her intent. I just can’t help it. But I do manage to behave myself. My current state of mind helps. It feels good to prove to myself that I can be aroused like that and keep my hands to myself.

		I have to dress in last night’s clothing—once I find it in the great room, where I apparently undressed. I find my glasses there too, after stumbling half-blind around Lila’s house while trying to keep a too-small towel wrapped around me. My bra reeks of tequila, so I don’t put that on. It joins my panties in my purse. I can’t bring myself to wear yesterday’s underwear. I wiggle back into my tight jeans and pull on my top. It’s obvious I’m braless, but who’s going to see me? I brush out my hair, put my earrings and other jewelry back on, and borrow a touch of lipstick from Lila. I feel somewhat human when I finish, but it’s the smell of coffee from the kitchen that brings me back to myself.

		Blake pours fresh mugs for Lila and me. We’re gathered around the island that divides their kitchen from the great room. The light pouring in from the patio doors is much too bright. My headache is only a dull throbbing—I can handle it—but I’m decidedly hungover. I add creamer and a dash of sugar to the brew. We sip our coffee in awkward silence. I’ve never felt awkward around Lila before and it feels strange. I suspect they are afraid to set me off on another crying jag, but they needn’t worry. I’m all cried out. I’ve never been one to sit around and feel sorry for myself and I’m not about to start doing it now. It’s time to solve my problems, not dwell on them. But before I go back to John, I need to know what happened last night. I can only recall bits and pieces. The big picture eludes me.

		“So…last night,” I begin. “What exactly happened?”

		Blake can’t help himself. He looks excited to get into this. He’s just a man. I don’t blame him. Lila is more circumspect. “What do you remember?” she asks.

		“I remember leaving the club. I remember fooling around in the back of the Uber. I was between you guys, we were all over each other. Your hands were inside my clothes. I think I blew Noah?”

		Lila laughs. “That driver got quite a show. We probably didn’t need to tip him after that.”

		I blush. It’s nice to know I’m still capable of that. I may be chastened by my behavior, but that dark part of me still hopes our Uber driver enjoyed what he saw. I hope he went home and jerked off thinking about me. “Okay, that sounds like me. It gets fuzzier when we got into the house.”

		I recall arriving and half stumbling up the front walkway. I had enough of my wits about me to be surprised by how normal Lila’s house looked. It was a typical large, 1990s-era McMansion in a typical suburban subdivision. I don’t know where I pictured her living, but it wasn’t that. I guess I was expecting a downtown loft with a lot of exposed brick, or something else edgy. We went through to the great room and I sat on the sectional while Lila fetched us drinks. I didn’t want to drink more. I was lit enough to be fun and daring, and I didn’t want to crossover into sloppy and annoying. I was already drunk enough to give myself an excuse for my behavior. I look over now and remember Noah was on me on the couch, pulling at my clothes.

		“We were over there, right?” I say, gesturing toward the couch.

		“Yep. I brought over a bottle of tequila and three shot glasses,” Lila says.

		It’s my turn to laugh, and it hurts. “That would explain why things are fuzzy. Did you get me to do tequila shots?”

		“I didn’t have to make you, luv,” Lila replies.

		“That’s not how I remember it.”

		“No? You poured the first shots.”

		“That doesn’t sound like me.”

		“You pushed Noah off you and grabbed the bottle from me. It was definitely you, luv.”

		“Okay…”

		“You poured shots, and Noah fed yours to you. He pressed it to your lips, and you tilted your head back. Most of it got in your mouth. I came over and licked the rest off of you.”

		I recall Lila bending over, pushing me back on the couch, and licking my chin, kissing my neck. We both giggled like mad. Noah took another of the shots and did the same with Lila. She knocked it right back, but instead of swallowing it, she held the shot and kissed Noah, feeding it to him. My jealousy sizzled. I pulled off my top and nestled the last shot between my breasts. Half of it soaked my lacy bra, but that wasn’t a worry at the time.

		“I put the shot between my boobs,” I say, looking for confirmation.

		“Right,” Lila agrees. “You set up a titty shot. I don’t know who it was for, but Noah was right there. I think more of the tequila ended up on you than in his mouth, but that was okay because after that he just grabbed the bottle...”

		“And he poured it over me. Yeah, I remember. It gets really fuzzy after that, though.”

		Lila crosses the kitchen and retrieves my phone from where it’s been plugged into a charger. She lays it down on the island and gently pushes it toward me. “Lucky for you—I think—I grabbed your phone and started recording. I got just about everything, although I can’t vouch for the camera work. I thought you would want it for John. I thought it might smooth things over.”

		If only… Unfortunately, I think John and I are past the point where I can hand him a video of my slutty behavior and he’ll forget all his misgivings. When I presented him the last video of me with Conner, he didn’t pick it up. I suspect he watched it—my phone was moved when I found it—but if he did, it didn’t send him running in to apologize for being so hard on me. I’m afraid if John watches this video it might just be the thing that breaks us. I stare at the phone, unsure what I should do.

		“Are you going to watch it?” Blake asks. He’s been silently absorbing the details of our night before he arrived. Blake had been with their friends Kayla and Russ the night before. I don’t remember exactly when he returned home and joined our party.

		“Should I?”

		“Do you want to know what happened? Or maybe you should wait and watch it with John,” Lila says.

		“I don’t think that’s in the cards.”

		“He might surprise you,” Lila suggests.

		“Yeah, when I talked to John that night, he seemed pretty into it,” Blake adds.

		“Trust me, last time we talked, he was not into it. But maybe you’re right. Maybe it’s better if I watch it with him. Or maybe it’s better if I don’t know. It gives me plausible deniability.”

		“Point taken,” Lila says. “What are you going to do, luv?”

		I stare at the phone and ponder my choices.

		

	
		 

		Twelve

		 

		Lila gives me a ride back to my minivan at the club. We part with an embrace and she wishes me luck. I’m in a deep, deep hole. I need all the help I can get. I stall by sitting in the minivan for a while, but eventually I have to go home and face the music. Besides, the nearly empty parking lot of a strip club on a Sunday morning is a strange place to be. The club just feels dirty and seedy under the cold light of day. The daylight emphasizes just how rundown the area is and I realize it’s not a place I should linger. I say a little prayer, start the minivan, and head home.

		Driving home by myself on a Sunday morning, wearing the clothes I left home in the day before, has me out of sorts as much as the hangover does. It’s a time I might be driving home from church—if we hadn’t been out too late the night before. The contrast of doing a walk of shame rather than coming home from church drives home just how bizarre my life has become. I grip the steering wheel harder to keep my hands from shaking. I stop in front of our house and consider pulling away and never returning. John’s car is not parked at the top of the driveway, as it should be on a Sunday morning. I don’t have the first clue where he would be, except that he wants to be anywhere but home. I park in the driveway, ashamed that I’m so relieved my husband isn’t home.

		No one is home. Brandon is at his father’s and Isabella is with her mother. I go straight to the bedroom and throw off my clothes, changing into a comfy pair of black leggings and a purple tank. Once changed, I’m at loose ends. I’d geared myself up for this big confrontation with John and he’s not here. I don’t know what to do with that. I don’t know what to do with myself.

		I try to meditate, but I can’t keep my mind off the maelstrom of emotions churning inside me. I work hard to convince myself that I have no reason to feel guilty, going through all the convenient excuses: John started this, I’m my own woman, there’s nothing wrong with chasing my desires. Deep down, I know that’s mostly bullshit. Yes, I am my own woman, but I am also a married woman, and a mom, which means I have accountability to someone else and responsibilities to those young children. I may have the right to chase my desires, but I don’t have the right to be selfish. I thought I did. I thought that after a lifetime of taking care of everyone else I had the right to take some time and do as I please. But I never had the right to just disregard John’s feelings.

		Most of the afternoon is spent twisting in the wind, waiting for John to come home. I want to crack open a bottle of wine and make my wait easier, but I resist. My troubles last night started with drinking too much, and I need my wits about me when John finally comes home. I resort to turning on a home shopping channel and laying on the couch. I doze fitfully for a couple hours, recovering some of the energy spent during last night’s activities. It’s late afternoon when I awake, and John still has not returned home.

		Sudden fear grips my heart and I dart upstairs to our bedroom. I throw open the doors to John’s closet and relief hits me like a strong wind, making me sag against the door frame. His clothes are still here. He hasn’t left me. I’m only heartened for a moment. He hasn’t left me yet, but that doesn’t mean that he won’t. I close the doors and collapse onto our bed. Taking up my phone, I tap out a message to my husband: Where are you?

		The room is perfectly still, and I swear I don’t even breathe in the minutes I await his reply. The soft chirp of my phone when he replies comes like a gong ringing out in the quiet bedroom and I jump at it.

		[John] r u home?

		[Me] yes. You’re not. Where are you?

		John doesn’t answer straightaway but makes me wait several excruciating minutes.

		[John] I needed time to think. Can u meet me?

		[Me] of course

		[John] I’m at Tall Pines

		[Me] on my way

		Tall Pines. Part of me can’t believe he’s hanging out at the mall, and yet it makes perfect sense. Tall Pines Mall is where John and I first met after a long online courtship.

		I didn’t date much in the aftermath of my divorce from Don. I was worn down from years of being in an unfulfilling marriage and didn’t want another man in my life. Besides, I was raising a young son who was heavily involved in sports. That didn’t leave much time for dating or thinking about men. The closest I got to a social life was single dads flirting with me at Brandon’s sports practices and games. That was fun and it gradually rekindled my interest in men. I even had an aborted date with one of those single sports dads, which almost snuffed out that rekindled interest. His rushed groping and uninspired flirting had me thinking I was right to avoid men after all.

		Patty was the one who pushed me to get back on the horse. She opened an online dating account and forced me to sit and fill it out. I’d never felt sillier. Was I supposed to browse for men like I was shopping online? And what if I found one I liked? Except for that underwhelming date with the single sports dad, I hadn’t been out with a man I wasn’t married to since college. I let Patty push me into it anyway.

		I was glad Patty pushed me. Turned out, my fears of having to browse for men were unfounded. My inbox was flooded with messages the moment my profile went up. This was my first inkling, years ago, that I enjoy men’s attention. Years of being married to a boring man who did little to make me feel attractive had left me in a funk. Suddenly, I had more men than I could handle telling me how pretty I was, and how funny I sounded, and how much they wanted to take me out to dinner. My head swelled quickly, and checking my messages became a new addiction.

		Most of the messages went right into the trash bin. I tried to respond to everyone with a polite no thank you at the start, but it just wasn’t practical. Besides, some of my polite no-thank-yous brought some ugly, nasty responses. And then there were the other guys. I called them the DTF guys because they led with either a graphic come on, a dick pic, or both. I mostly laughed those guys off, but I can’t lie. I enjoyed some of those responses. I weeded through a lot of chaff before I final met my John.

		We exchanged messages online for weeks before talking on the phone. I was gun shy at first, and then I was afraid to talk to John because he seemed too good to be true. John was smart and funny and open—open in a way my first husband Don never was. I always sensed there was a secret inner life that Don would never be comfortable sharing—or maybe I just hoped there was, because otherwise I had to accept he was just dull. John, on the other hand, didn’t hold anything back. He was up front about where he thought his first marriage failed and what he wanted in his next relationship. John never asked me anything he wasn’t prepared to answer himself. He was flirty in a way that made me comfortable to open up to my sexuality for the first time and share that part of myself without fear of rejection. I didn’t realize it as it happened, but John had me so relaxed that sooner than expected I was confessing my long-held fantasies, and I was excited to be doing it. The first time John and I had phone sex—the first time I ever had phone sex—he had me touching myself and confessing what I wanted without thinking. I knew then that unless this man had some deep, dark secret, I was going to sleep with him.

		I chose to meet for lunch in a public place because I knew that would slow things down. Meeting for dinner was too dangerous because we could end up back at his place. Meeting for lunch on a weekday meant he had to go back to work. I didn’t want to come across as too eager, despite the phone sex and my intimate confessions. John suggested we meet at the food court at the mall near his office because it was the safest, least sexy place he could think of.

		John was early, but I was earlier. I set up on a bench near a Charlotte Russe store, looking in on the food court. When I wasn’t looking up and down the long straightaways for John, I regarded the slutty little dresses on the mannequins in the windows, wondering which dresses John might like to see me in—if I had the nerve to wear them. It makes me laugh to think of how different I was then. That Carol couldn’t have ever conceived of the things I’ve done, let alone actually do them. I saw John coming and breathed a deep sigh of relief that he actually matched his photos in his profile. I was terrified they were ten years old and fifty pounds ago. But John was handsome, in a non-threatening way. No one else walking through that mall would have guessed this guy was capable of the sexy things he’d whispered to me in that low, breathy voice that could make me wet over the phone. I think about those conversations as I drive to meet him now and realize how much I miss that phase of our relationship when everything was a new discovery and we did such wild, daring things on our own. Our relationship isn’t just about us anymore.

		The mall has changed a lot in the last fourteen years. Many stores have come and gone in that time. The Charlotte Russe near the food court is long gone. They say malls are dying, which makes me sad. I didn’t only meet my husband at the mall, but some of my best teenage memories revolve around the mall. The crowd is light early on a Sunday afternoon as I walk through the mall from the north end. The food court is virtually empty. I see right away that John isn’t there. I fear he’s playing a cruel joke on me before my eureka moment. He’s not waiting in the food court, but where the more memorable part of our first date occurred.

		That day when we first met, John greeted me with a kiss, as he promised he would. I still remember the butterflies I felt when he touched my hip and moved in to kiss me. His lips were warm and dry, but he kissed me like he meant it, and it had been so long since a man kissed me like that. The heat spread from our lips through my body and I melted into him. My heart trip- hammered and in that moment I wished I’d met him for dinner so he could have taken me back to his place. He smiled confidently when the kiss ended, like he knew how it affected me, and it made me want him even more.

		John had stir fry from one of those food court Japanese places and I had a salad because I was trying to be demure—even though I was starving. We spoke but were mostly silent. We’d said so much in our hours-long phone calls that it wasn’t like a typical first date. I enjoyed just being able to look at him while I heard his voice. He offered to walk me to my car after lunch. I tried to play it cool, but my yes came out as an excited chirp.

		We kissed beside my car, John pressing me back until I was molded to the side of it. I tingled all over and it made me squirmy, rubbing against his body. I felt him grow hard through his pants and rubbed him. I don’t remember whose idea it was, but we ended up in my car. I would have done anything he wanted in that car—even though I hadn’t had sex in a backseat in high school, but John was focused on me. The short, navy shirt dress with the long row of buttons down the front came in handy. I ended up on my back, my dress fully open. I rubbed his cock, but not well. I was too distracted. My bra was pushed aside and my panties were off. John made me climax with his fingers—another feat my ex-husband was incapable of when we were together. I was left breathless, but still insisted I took care of him. John refused my offer and said there’d be time for that later. When he refused to return my panties I knew he was truly different from any other guy I’d been with. He watched me button up my dress and sent me on my way, dying to see him again.

		When I don’t find John in the food court, I head for the corner of the parking garage where I’d left my car that day fourteen years ago. His Charger is parked there, and the slap of my sandals on the concrete echoes through the empty, cool, dim space. His window slides down when I arrive, and he directs me into the passenger seat. It’s warm in the car, with the windows up, and I wonder how long he’s been sitting there.

		“I was waiting a long time for you to come home,” I begin. I start to reach for his hand but stop short.

		“Now you know the feeling.” His voice is flat. I’m getting used to hearing him like that. I hate it.

		I want to defend myself—or apologize. I don’t know which. “About last night…”

		“This isn’t just about last night. You know that.”

		“I do know that, but I feel like I have to explain what happened last night. I didn’t go out looking for anything to happen. It just, sorta, happened.”

		He looks at me, and even in the poor lighting I can see his skepticism. “Aren’t you always kind of looking for something to happen, Carol?”

		“That’s not fair.”

		Silence, until he says, “What do you want to explain?”

		“I wanted to talk to Lila. I needed someone to talk to. She was working, so I went over to the club. I figured we could talk between her sets. That’s all I wanted, to talk, really.”

		“You went to a strip club and you thought nothing would happen?”

		“I wasn’t planning on it,” I weakly offer.

		John harrumphs in disbelief.

		“Anyway, I went over there, and one thing led to another, and we ended up back at her place. How much did she tell you on the phone?”

		“She just said you guys were hanging out and partying and you’d had too much to drink. I read between the lines to guess the rest. Did you fuck Blake?”

		Normally, I might be mad at John for assuming the worst, but since he isn’t wrong that’s not a position I can take. If I was smart, I’d edit the details of the night to keep from getting into more trouble, but if we’re going to go forward we have to do it honestly. I wrap my hand around my phone in my purse. The light sliver of tech feels like a brick right now. It carries the entre weight of the future of my marriage.

		“I don’t know everything that happened last night. I’m not implying anyone made me do anything I didn’t want to, I’m just saying I drank a lot and let go and it all got fuzzy,” I explain. John stares at me because I didn’t actually answer his question. “Yes, I did. I know that much.”

		John looks away from me, struggling to control his reaction. I know sleeping with a new guy without running it past him first would have been a huge deal, even before the situation we’re currently dealing with. I don’t apologize. I know it would be meaningless. Instead, I go the other way, ripping off the band aid.

		“Noah was there, too. He was at the club with Lila when I got there. Things started snowballing out of control right away.”

		John gapes at me. He looks like he wants to scream, and I wish he would. I have to hope that he’d feel better if he just let it all out. He doesn’t scream, he just stares, his face a mix of disappointment and resignation.

		“It made me realize you’re right. I can’t control it like I thought I could.”

		“You realize that’s an excuse, right? You’re a grown woman, Carol. You’re responsible for what you do.”

		“I didn’t say I wasn’t responsible. It’s just, I don’t know, it’s just like things start happening and I stop thinking, and next thing I know…”

		“Sounds like the way an alcoholic talks about drinking.”

		“I don’t think I’m a sex addict, John.”

		“I relate, Carol. I’m addicted, too. I can’t stop watching those videos, even when I hate the way they make me feel. I know it’s not healthy, but I still watch.”

		“Did you watch that last video, the one I made with Conner?”

		He looks away again. “I’ve watched it.”

		“You liked it, didn’t you?”

		“That’s not the point, Carol.”

		“But you liked it.”

		“Yeah, it was hot,” he says turning on me, eyes blazing with anger. “Is that what you want to hear? Is it what you need to hear? I watch you behave like a whore and it turns me on.”

		“You shouldn’t feel bad about that,” I argue.

		“You don’t get to tell me how to feel.”

		“You’re right. Sorry. I know that’s not fair. I want to understand it, I do. I guess I just can’t.”

		“That’s how it’s an addiction. I know it’s bad for me. I know when the high is over I’m going to feel like shit, but I still go for it. I can’t help myself any more than you can. The difference between us is that I know it’s bad and I want to stop it. And you don’t.”

		“I don’t know it’s bad.” Or at least I didn’t. That part is left unsaid.

		“Looks at us. Look at us right now. Look at the place we’re in. How can you tell me you don’t know it’s bad?”

		“I guess I just don’t think it has to be this way. I don’t want to hurt you. I love you, John. But I also don’t want to give up what we’ve been doing. There has to be a middle ground.”

		“You don’t want to hurt me, but you don’t want to stop. You admitted you’re out of control. How can you want to live like that?”

		“I don’t know. Just like I can’t understand how you feel, I don’t think you understand how I feel. You don’t understand what I get out of this.”

		John snorts. “I think I understand what you’re getting, Carol.”

		“That’s a cheap shot.”

		“You’re right, sorry. You can’t understand me, I can’t understand you. Where does that leave us? What if you have to choose?”

		I don’t answer. I can’t answer, because deep down I know he’s right and I just don’t want to admit it. I don’t want to choose. I came here to meet him ready to choose. I thought I was ready to tell him he’s right and we should end it. But now that I’m confronted with actually doing it, I can’t bring myself to make it happen. I sidestep again.

		“Do you really want to know what happened last night?”

		“I thought you said it was fuzzy.”

		I pull my phone from my purse. “I have it all on video, or that’s what Lila told me. I haven’t watched it.”

		“Why not?”

		“I don’t know. I’m afraid, I guess. If I watched it, I’d have to tell you what I did. Right now, neither of us knows and we can keep it that way, if you want to.”

		“Where does that leave us, Carol?”

		“I don’t know. What if you know what I did, and it changes everything?”

		John chuckles. “What could it change? We’re at an impasse, Carol. We want different things. One of us is going to have to bend or we’re lost.”

		“I don’t want to lose you,” I say.

		“I don’t want to lose you either, but I don’t think I can live this way. Think about it, Carol. Our marriage was hanging in the balance, and you still went out and did…whatever you did.”

		“I know.”

		“Can you honestly tell me you think any of this is healthy for us?” he asks.

		I stare straight ahead. I’m cornered. I realize now I can’t have everything I want. I have to choose. The part of me that’s still sane knows the choice should be easy. Sadly, it’s not.

		“I guess I should just erase this then.” I hold out my phone. “If this isn’t going to change anything, there’s no reason to keep it. I can delete the video and we can try to move on. I don’t want to lose you, so I’ll do what you want.”

		John should tell me to erase it. He’s getting what he says he wants, but he hesitates. He stares at my phone and his mouth opens, but he doesn’t speak.

		“Are you sure you don’t want to see what went on last night? I woke up this morning naked in bed between Lila and Blake. Blake fucked me. I don’t know how I got there, but I was sore and there was cum in my hair. It must have been a wild night. But we probably shouldn’t know just how wild it was. We should just let it go and move on. That would be for the best.”

		John’s still staring at the phone. He licks his dry lips.

		“Or we could watch it to make sure we really want to give all this up,” I say.

		I don’t wait any longer for him to answer. I hit play on my phone.

		

	
		 

		Thirteen

		 

		The image on my phone looks like it was shot during an earthquake. It’s a bouncing image of Lila’s great room. Noah and I are on the couch, but it’s difficult to see what we’re doing. Off camera, Lila says, “Hey, don’t destroy my couch.”

		“Tell him! I’m not the one pouring tequila all over the place,” I shout, laughing. My bubbly tone announces I’m in that happy drunk phase, over the edge and up for just about anything. It’s a fun place to be, but dangerous.

		“Noah!” Lila complains.

		The camera steadies and Noah is swinging me from the couch to lay me on top of a low, wide glass-topped coffee table. My glasses are already gone. He holds me there with one hand and tilts the tequila bottle high above me, sprinkling the amber liquid down onto my torso. My bra is soaked and clings to my breasts. He leans in and laps the booze from my chest. Lila comes closer to capture my nipples standing at attention as Noah sucks the nibbles them through my soaked, translucent bra. I arch my back, pushing my breasts at him, and moan. Noah slams the bottle to the table and both his hands go behind my back, lifting me toward him. Lila moves around us with the camera. I’m an eager participant, clutching Noah to my chest.

		“You’re not going to hog her for yourself, are you?” Lila asks from behind the camera.

		Noah is busy slurping away at my tequila-slick flesh and takes a moment to answer. He looks up at Lila, his smile glazed. “Of course not,” he says. He takes my phone from Lila and they change places.

		Lila straddles me, instead of leaning from the side, and kisses me, rather than going right for my boobs. She cradles my face in both hands and kisses me deep. The video rekindles the memory and I tingle as I watch, recalling what an amazing kisser Lila is. It’s the kind of kiss you feel all the way down to your toes.

		“Damn! Fuck yeah!” Noah marvels, watching us kiss. He mumbles a few more incoherent things before being rendered speechless. I know he’s rock hard watching us, and it makes me proud. More than proud, it turns me on and the tingle between my thighs grows more intense. I glance over to John, who raptly watches the video, his breathing shallow. He’s just as impressed as Noah.

		The camera pans down from our faces and I see my arms wrapped around Lila. I even have a leg hooked behind hers. I’m pulling at her clothes. She changed out of her costume before leaving the club and is wearing a tight, black warm-up suit. I get a hand between us and pull the zipper down her jacket, then rip it back from her shoulders. Lila shrugs it off without ever breaking our kiss. I go right to work on her bra, unhooking it and pulling it away from her. Her small, nude breasts mash into my soaked, covered ones.

		“You girls are fucking hot. Jesus, this is going to be the hottest fucking video ever,” Noah says.

		He’s right. The video is hot. I have trouble watching these videos of myself sometimes. I’m critical of my body from the wrong angles and it can be hard to see how I behave. We don’t always remember things exactly as they happened. Mostly, John watches them on his own. But I can’t deny how sexy it is to watch myself making out with Lila.

		“You’re extra delicious tonight, luv,” Lila says, moving down my body and flicking open the front clasp of my bra, which falls to each side. I’m briefly exposed before Lila moves in, scooping my breasts into both hands and feasting on them. My fingers raked through her short, dark hair. The wig from the club came off with her costume. The wet sounds of her kissing, licking and sucking compete with my moans, and Noah’s heavy breathing. It’s so strange to watch myself doing things I hardly remember.

		Lila kisses down my—mostly—flat tummy and pops open my jeans. There’s an awkward moment when she tosses away my wedge-heeled sandals and struggles to tug my tight jeans down my legs. We all laugh, and Noah offers to help. Lila assures him she has it covered. My panties are dragged down with my jeans and Noah hovers the phone over me to get a beautiful shot of me in all my naked glory. My boobs spill to my sides and shine from the tequila and mouths that have been attacking me. My tummy quivers as Lila touches my thighs and bends my legs up so she can kiss them, the piercing there catching the light and twinkling when I move. She pushes my thighs wider apart and my dewy lips part, revealing the glistening pink, but only for a moment. Lila dive bombs the exposed target.

		I cry out, head lolling back and forth as Lila feasts on me. One hand holds the back of her head, pressing her face to me, while the other grips the edge of the table. My hips move in a tight circle. The image shifts as Noah moves around me with the phone. He stops at an awkward angle when he moves in to grab one of my quivering breasts. He rolls my nipple before pinching it, bringing a sharp cry from my throat.

		“You like that, Carol?” he taunts.

		“Yeah…yeah…oh god yeah…”

		“Lacey’s gonna make you come, isn’t she? You fucking love it!”

		I guess we never told Noah Lila’s real name—or at least we hadn’t at that point. I really don’t recall. Strange that Noah would have sex with someone and never know their real name, but I suppose that’s only strange to me. To some, it’s probably pretty common.

		A side glance at John finds him fully focused on the phone in my hand. His hand sits in his lap and he’s absent-mindedly rubbing himself through his jeans. I can’t blame him. Watching the video has me just as horny. I want to touch him, but I don’t want to break the spell. I feel like if I remind John I’m sitting here beside him he’ll fall back into anger and recrimination. It’s best to leave the moment alone.

		I climax in the video, crying out and twisting my body on the coffee table. Noah falls back and sweeps the camera from my body to my face, capturing my tight expression at the peak of my orgasm—eyes shut tight, mouth wide in a scream, my laugh lines drawn tight. I don’t find my O-face flattering. It looks like I’m in pain, but John groans next to me. He loves watching other people make me come. It’s surreal for me and I begin to disassociate from the version of me in the video. I think of her as Vid-Carol.

		Lila sits back on her heels and Vid-Carol pushes up from the coffee table, grabbing and kissing Lila with fire in her eyes. Watching the video, I lick my lips, thinking of tasting myself as I make out with my lover. Lila and Vid-Carol are panting when the kiss ceases.

		“Let’s take this upstairs,” Lila suggests.

		The video is a jumble of images as Noah carries my phone upstairs. I see glimpses of Lila and I holding hands as we walk. The video goes dark until a light is flicked on. The camera is still adjusting while I comment how nice the bedroom is. The image shifts and bounces while Noah tries to prop it up on the dresser at the opposite end of the bed. After several tries, he gets it right and the camera is still, with a shot of the bed from the foot. Lila and Vid-Carol are beside the bed, kissing, while the former sheds the rest of her clothes. Noah is nude too when he walks into the frame.

		“You don’t remember any of this?” John asks beside me. It’s the first he’s spoke since the video began and his voice startles me. He sounds skeptical.

		“I get pretty wild on tequila. You know that. It looks like Noah poured a lot of it down my throat. Bits and pieces are coming back as I see this, but I don’t quite remember everything, no.”

		I can’t tell if he believes me, but it really is the truth. I remember being on my back on the coffee table downstairs, but I don’t remember details. And now that I see us in the bedroom, I recall what came next, but I don’t remember getting to the bedroom, or how we all ended up naked in bed, which is what’s unfolding on the video. Lila pulls me onto the bed with her and I follow, with Noah right behind.

		We’re a tangle of bodies on the bed and the camera isn’t at the best angle to portray exactly what we’re doing. I recall it being hot and confusing. I couldn’t quite keep track of whose hands were where or who was doing what. The video doesn’t make it much clearer. I can’t quite convey what it’s like to be in a scrum of bodies like that. It has to be experienced. Hands and mouths are everywhere, touching, caressing, teasing. It feels like every inch of your body is alive, like you’re one, oversized sex organ. I try to give as good as I get, but when my breasts are being caressed and someone is rubbing my clit and I’m being kissed at the same time, my brain short circuits and the pleasure just throbs through me.

		I’m the center of attention in the video. Vid-Carol kisses Noah, then Lila turns her back. They’re both teasing Vid-Carol’s breasts, fingers all over her nipples, and her muffled moans testify that they had me out of my mind in that moment. Noah’s hand is between my thighs. I recall him rubbing my clit and waiting until I was dripping until pushing fingers inside me. When I see my hips move rhythmically, I know he’s fingering me. Vid-Carol pumps him with one hand, while her other is all over Lila’s body, like she can’t decide which part of her she wants to feel first. None of this is in my memory. Lila takes my hand and guides it between her legs. Watching how I turn myself over to my lovers with abandon feeds me with a burning shame. I clearly have no limits. But it also makes my pussy pulse and I’m dying to touch myself as I watch Vid-Carol perform. I look to John. He’s rubbing himself harder through his jeans. Is he thinking I’m a total slut, even as he enjoys watching me? Is he as ashamed by my lack of self-control as I am?

		When I’m not the center of attention, jealousy burns in the pit of my stomach. I watch Noah pull Lila across Vid-Carol so he can kiss her. I’m still in the middle, so they are both practically on top of me. I remember wanting to take control and pumping Noah’s cock harder. It got his attention and he pushed my head down there. Vid-Carol goes right for his cock, swallowing it deeply. Lila and Noah keep going at it. I remember my surging anger then, and I tried to pull away, but Noah didn’t let me. He held my head fast and pumped his shaft into my mouth. Vid-Carol gags on him. John’s eyes light up at that. He loves to see me used like a cheap whore. The part of him that resents all of this wants to see me punished. I’m shocked when I see Lila holding my head too. She presses Vid-Carol toward Noah, jamming her throat onto his cock while she kisses him. I remember feeling like I was going to black out while Noah used my throat. Held firmly in place, I had no escape. They used me like I’m their toy and it makes me feel cheap. I feel my face heat up watching. My shame deepens as I realize feeling cheap arouses me even more.

		Lila releases Vid-Carol and she coughs violently and sucks in deep lungfuls of air. While she recovers, Lila moves down on the bed to join her, and Noah rolls onto his back. I vividly remember this because my competitive side kicked in like a sprinter who sees the finish line. I was determined to show Lila up. The two of us fight over Noah’s dick. The camera angle is terrible, and John doesn’t see much but our butts facing the camera, our heads moving around, and Noah’s shit-eating grin.

		“Don’t fight, ladies. There’s plenty of me to go around,” Noah says.

		“We were both slobbering all over his cock,” I tell my husband. I want him to have the full experience.

		“Lucky guy. I’m jealous,” he murmurs.

		“I don’t know. We were fighting over him. It might’ve hurt.”

		It doesn’t sound like it hurt Noah. The sounds he’s making in the video suggest he’s living his greatest fantasy. His hands are on both our heads, stroking our hair as we compete for his cock. Watching this on video, and recalling my behavior, makes me feel silly, like some kind of drunk college girl competing for a boy’s attention at a campus bar. But John loves it. He’s glued to the video. He must be imagining the parts he can’t see. I twist in my seat and reach across the center console, moving his hand aside so I can rub him through his jeans. Our situation is beyond weird at the moment, but I’m still proud to feel how hard my video is making him.

		“We were all over him, baby. Lila went down while I sucked his balls, and then we switched, kissing around his dick while we swapped places,” I tell him, providing a breathy play-by-play.

		“Damn…Carol…”

		“I sucked him so hard, Daddy. I didn’t want him to think she was better than me. I wanted to be his main girl.”

		“You are the best, babe. You’re a perfect little slut.”

		“Thank you, Daddy. I’m your perfect little slut.” I grip him harder.

		“It looks like you were Noah’s slut last night. Lila’s too. That was all for you, Carol.” He sounds both angry and horny.

		“I was a bad girl, Daddy. I couldn’t help myself.”

		“I know, babe. I know.”

		“Do you hate me?”

		“I could never hate you, Carol. Tell me more.”

		Through all this, I’m still touching him and we’re still watching the video. I don’t think anything could tear John away from the video now. He shifts his position in his seat and opens his jeans. I help tug them down with his underwear. His cock springs out, proud and strong, and I grip. I want to lean over and suck it, but John wants me to tell him more, and all I want is to please my daddy right now.

		“I wanted to be the one to make him come. I wanted him to come right in my mouth so I could have my reward for being a good slut.”

		Noah’s cries draw my attention back to the video. He’s holding our heads as he exclaims, “Fuck…fuck…oh fuck!”

		“He came for me, Daddy. He came right down my throat,” I coo.

		It’s a lie. Or it could be true. I don’t remember that part and the video doesn’t reveal it. It sounds like me moaning and swallowing on the video, but I can’t be sure I’m the one who got it. Lila and I kiss directly afterward, sharing Noah’s load. We both got a taste, but I hope I’m the one who made him pop his cork.

		“Of course he did, Carol. How could he resist?” John groans. He begins to tremble, and I back off, holding his cock without stroking it. I don’t want him to come yet. I want him to enjoy every moment of this video.
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		Noah sits back while he recovers and it’s all Lila and Vid-Carol. It’s disappointing I don’t recall this part of the evening at all because it’s stunning to watch. Sultry heat prickles my body as I watch Lila pull Vid-Carol into a 69 position on the video. I reflexively lick my lips as I watch, as if I could taste her now. It’s the first time I did that with a woman, making it even more regrettable I don’t remember it. I’ve never been a fan of doing that with men, but it looks amazing with another woman. Lila is on top, of course. She begins by grinding her pussy down on my face, while moaning orders at me. “Mmm, like that, luv. Just like that. Just like that. Yesss! Mmm…Carol…luv…”

		The camera angle isn’t the best, so plenty is left to the imagination. Our bodies are at an angle from it, visibly pressed together and undulating as one. Lila’s tight little butt moves as she grinds down to Vid-Carol, face hidden between Lila’s thighs. She rubs my mound, but she’s too busy encouraging me to lick it. Her cries grow in pitch until she finally plunges her face between my thighs. The next few minutes of the video pass with our bodies moving together, while muffled moans and wet sounds drift from the tinny speakers of my phone. Noah is just behind us on the bed, his face creeping closer and closer to where Lila grinds her pussy into my face. He gets up on his knees, spreading his arms wide like he’s about to take flight. His fingers get busy at both ends, pushing inside Lila and Vid-Carol. We both start bucking on his fingers. “Come on, girls. Wanna see you two come!”

		Vid-Carol climaxes first, a loud, keening cry escapes from where her face is hidden between Lila’s thighs. Vid-Carol shakes beneath Lila and digs her nails into the dancer’s little butt. Lila is close behind, shouting, “Fuck…fuck…oh fuck, luv…fuck!”

		Noah just about shoves Lila aside to get to Vid-Carol. I’m not sure Lila and I were even done. He presses fingers into Vid-Carol’s mouth and she shamelessly sucks them. Vid-Carol also sucks Lila’s fingers clean, like she can’t get enough of her own tang. Noah follows with his own lips, kissing Vid-Carol with such heat she goes rigid. I don’t remember this either, but I can easily imagine my state of mind then. I’m sure I was past the point of rational thought and just reacting, driven by uncut desire.

		John’s cock twitches in my slowly pumping fist as he watches me kiss Noah. His reaction to me kissing Noah is more intense than watching me with Lila. I stop pumping and squeeze him to keep his orgasm at bay.

		“Not yet, Daddy. I think there’s a lot more to come,” I whisper.

		John responds with nothing but a groan. My attention returns to the video.

		“Let’s see you fuck her, stud. I know Carol wants it. Don’t you, luv?” Lila urges in the video.

		“Yeah…” I moan in reply on the video. I almost do it now, in the car, too. Watching myself with Noah makes me want him. It’s a physical craving I can’t deny.

		Noah kneels between Vid-Carol’s legs and throws them up over his shoulders. She tilts her hips to give him the perfect angle and sighs contentedly when he pushes inside. He grips her haunches and goes slow, savoring the feel.

		“Oh fuck, yeah. That’s what I missed. I missed that sweet pussy, Carol,” he grunts.

		“Mmm…yes…yes…baby…”

		“Not baby. You know what to call me, Carol,” he growls. My hip jiggles with his hard slap.

		“Dominus. Please…please…fuck me…dominus!”

		“Ooo, this is a fun game,” Lila chimes in.

		“What was that, Carol? I didn’t hear you,” Noah taunts.

		“Please, dominus. Please, I need it,” Vid-Carol pleads.

		“Need what?”

		Lila moves and Vid-Carol is mostly blocked from the camera’s view, but I can see Noah still thrusting. I don’t need to see my face in the video to know it’s painted with a mask of desperation. My voice is thick with it. My shame burns anew hearing myself like that. It’s so hard to watch this video. I still haven’t looked at any video from that last night with Noah and Mateo. I imagine my husband is very familiar with this behavior from me. How many times has he watched that video? Beside me, John’s breath catches as he watches me debase myself for my new master. He grabs my wrist, stops me from pumping his prick. He’s trying to save himself.

		“Your cock…I need your cock, dominus,” I stutter in the video. “Please.”

		Noah stops, then delivers a hard thrust inside me. I cry out. “That, slut?”

		“Yes!” Vid-Carol howls.

		“This?” he does it again, this time slapping her hip. The crack is so loud I almost feel it now. How don’t I remember this? Did I block it out? How far gone was I then? But I wasn’t passed out. No one was doing anything I didn’t want them to.

		“Yes! Please, dominus! Fuck me, please!”

		Noah is finished being gentle. He doesn’t make me beg any longer. He ruthlessly fucks me, taunting the entire time. Vid-Carol rises to each taunt, begging her dominus to fuck her, use her, do whatever he likes to her. Now it’s a relief that I can’t really see myself in the video. I don’t have to watch my debasement. Lila participates, touching, but I can’t see what her hands are doing. She’s probably teasing my breasts, the same way she verbally teases me while Noah fucks me.

		“That’s it, luv. Give yourself over. Give yourself to us. You love the cock, we all know it. Give in to it,” Lila coos. My only replies are variations on yes, yeah, ohmygod yes!

		Vid-Carol screams through an orgasm and Noah pauses. He must be close to coming too and wants to save himself. I’m sure he planned on screwing both Lila and me. He had to pace himself to take full advantage of the situation. Lila jumps off the bed and moves out of view. Noah sits back on his heels, rubbing my pussy as I tremble on the bed.

		“Don’t worry, Carol. I’m not done with you yet, babe,” he reassures me.

		“I…I…” Vid-Carol stammers, never getting out what she wants to say.

		Lila struts back into the frame and I think I must be hallucinating. A thick, black cock hangs from between her legs. It bobs as she moves, hanging slightly.

		“Oh, shit,” John murmurs beside me.

		“I hope you’re not planning on using that thing on me,” Noah chuckles.

		“Only if you want me to, luv,” she replies, blowing him a kiss.

		“Not my bag.”

		“Did she?” John asks.

		“I don’t remember,” I reply, but I know the truth. I know I didn’t stop Lila. I don’t stop anyone, do I? How much more can I humiliate myself?

		I see the harness when my shock wears off. It’s black leather with chrome fittings. I can’t even speculate why she has that lying around. Lila looks like a dom goddess. The straps go up over her hips, under her toned butt, and between her legs. The attachment is large, larger than any man I’ve ever been with. It’s shiny black, so it’s not realistic, despite the molded testicles where the base attaches to the harness. A shiver of fear goes down my spine when I think about her putting that thing inside me. And yet, I’m incredibly aroused. My heart pounds in my throat and my hand is in my lap as I watch Lila climb onto the bed.

		Vid-Carol finally takes notice, but I only see her shocked expression for a moment before Lila blocks the view. “Let me show you how it’s really done, luv,” Lila says.

		“By all means,” Noah replies, moving out of the way.

		“Lila…I don’t know,” Vid-Carol stammers, as she takes Noah’s place between my legs. He stays by my side, pulling my legs back toward my chest while spreading them wide. My pelvis is tilted up at the perfect angle for Lila to invade me.

		“You trust me, don’t you, luv?” Lila says.

		“Yeah, but…”

		Lila moves close enough to rub the bulbous head of the thick phallus against Vid-Carol’s sex. Vid-Carol shakes and bites her lip, moaning. Lila nudges forward, and while I can’t see it in the video, I know she’s pushed that head past my lips. All I can think while watching it is, that thing must’ve hurt!

		“I’m not asking, luv. I’m going to fuck you and you’re going to beg me for more.” Lila’s tone is sweet, even if her words are not. She reaches down and lovingly cups my breast—before cruelly pinching my nipple. “Do you understand, luv?”

		“Yea…oh god…yea…” Vid-Carol pants. The Vid-Carol conceit makes watching this easier.

		“You can call me domina, luv.”

		“Yea…yea…domina…”

		Lila thrusts forward and Vid-Carol screeches. “Tsk, tsk, that’s not even half of it, Carol.”

		“She can take it. Can’t you, Carol?” Noah says.

		“I…I…I…” It comes out as a pleading gasp.

		“I know you can take it, luv,” Lila purrs. “You’re going to get all of this big, black cock!”

		“Oh god!” Vid-Carol cries, stiffening when Lila pushes more of that thing inside her. I even stiffen watching the video. My heart hammers so hard that I feel dizzy. My hand is tight around John’s cock, but I’m not jerking him off. I’m too mesmerized by the video. My other hand, however, rubs my mound in a tight circle and I’ve soaked through my black leggings.

		“Relax, luv. Relax and enjoy it. I know how to fuck you just right,” Lila encourages.

		“Oh…Oh…Oh god…” Vid-Carol moans.

		Lila proceeds to back up her words. She begins with a languid pace, slipping that plastic phallus in and out of Vid-Carol, making sure she can feel every fake vein and ripple along the shaft. I moan, watching in the car, my fingers slipping over my slick, soaked leggings as I press onto my clit. John glances at me, momentarily distracted from the spectacle on the screen.

		“How do you forget something like that?” he asks.

		“I don’t know.”

		“I mean, shit, Carol.”

		I watch Lila begin fucking Vid-Carol harder and I feel my control slipping away now, like it did on that video. I lift my butt from the seat, wiggling it as I pull my leggings and panties down to get at my pussy. My deep, satisfied moan is so loud in the confines of the car, mingling with my tinnier moans coming from my phone. I would normally close my eyes to get into touching myself, but I can’t stop watching the screen. Lila’s slender figure pumps faster as she thrusts her plastic cock deep into Vid-Carol’s pussy. I can’t see it, but I’m sure she’s fucking me with the whole thing now. She doesn’t look like she’s holding anything back. Vid-Carol’s moans and cries are desperate. Someone who overheard might have called the police, thinking she was being murdered. Noah cackles with delight as he watches, his now-fully-hard prick bouncing between his legs as the bed rocks with Lila’s powerful fucking motion.

		“Now that is the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen,” he shouts.

		“You keep saying that, luv, but this time I think you’re right. Sweet Carol here is magnificent,” Lila agrees.

		“You’re fucking hot too, Lacey.”

		Noah releases Vid-Carol’s legs and reaches for Lila. It looks like he’s going for her boobs, but I can’t see from the camera’s angle. He kisses her too. Jealousy burns as a watch it. I can only imagine what I felt seeing it live. I want them to be all about me! It only lasts a moment, though, before Lila nudges Noah away, telling him, “Can’t you see I’m fucking here?”

		“Uh, yeah, sorry,” he mumbles.

		“I need to give Carol my undivided attention. I need to make her come with my big, black dick. You want that, right, luv?”

		“Yeah! Yeah. Ohmygod! Yeah!” Vid-Carol howls in the video.

		“You want my big, black dick, Carol?”

		“Yeah! Oh yeah, domina. Please!”

		“Come on, luv. You can do better. John’s watching too, remember? He needs to hear it. Your hubby needs to hear how much you want my big, black dick.”

		It would almost be comical to hear slender, pale Lila taunting me like that—if she wasn’t actually fucking me. It’s absurd, but it’s hot. God, is it hot. It feels like it’s a thousand degrees in the car. I want to pull off the rest of my clothes. My hand is busy on my pussy, wet sucking sounds coming from my fingers mashing my pink flesh there.

		“I want it! I want it! God help me, domina! I want it! I’m sorry, John! I’m sorry! I need her to fuck me! Please, domina! Please fuck me!” Vid-Carol screams on video.

		“You love this, don’t you? You love surrendering like that,” John says beside me.

		“Yeah…yeah…I’m sorry…I do…”

		John replaces my hand with his own. Two fingers jam deep inside me. I wail in the car when he adds a third. He aggressively fingers me and I hunker down in the seat to push back at him.

		“Don’t apologize, baby. Just come for me. Come for daddy, my beautiful little slut.”

		“Oh god…John…ohhh…daddy…”

		Vid-Carol screeches on video and climaxes, just as I come on my husband’s fingers. It’s strange to have a simultaneous orgasm with yourself. I flood John’s fingers and I know I wet the seat, as I shake and buck, locking my thighs around his hand. He holds still, allowing me to move my pussy on his hand as I need to. My eyes flutter closed and my brain drifts into a blissful fog, and I’m only distantly aware of the sounds coming from the video, which still plays.

		

	
		 

		Fourteen

		 

		I’m brought out of my euphoria by a familiar male voice on the video. Blake says, “I hope I’m not too late to the party.” I return my attention to the video.

		“You’re just in time, darling. I’m showing Carol here what a real fucking is,” Lila says brightly, pausing from pumping me. She never stopped when I climaxed, and my screams went on and on.

		“She didn’t need you for that,” Noah petulantly says. “I’m more than capable of giving Carol what she needs. Who are you?”

		“I’m Lila’s husband, Blake. You are?”

		Noah looks confused. “Lila?”

		“Oops, darling. I never told Noah my real name. I’m Lila, nice to meet you.”

		“Yeah, I get it. Obviously, Lacey isn’t your real name. Guess I didn’t think about it.”

		Lila reaches for his painfully erect cock and gives it a squeeze, “You were pretty distracted, to be fair.”

		“You guys don’t need to stop on account of me. I don’t want to interrupt the fun,” Blake says, still out of view.

		“You should join us, darling. Let’s show Carol how well we work together.”

		“If Carol doesn’t mind.”

		“You don’t mind, do you luv? The more the merrier, right?”

		Lila leans down to kiss Vid-Carol, who moans when the huge strap-on phallus shifts inside her. Lila never pulled it out and she squirmed on it the entire time. When Vid-Carol doesn’t answer, Lila pushes her hips, jamming the dildo into her. Vid-Carol whimpers.

		“Right, Carol luv?” she intones.

		“Yes, domina,” Vid-Carol stutters.

		John’s fingers are still inside me, gently massaging, keeping my arousal high. “He’s going to fuck you, isn’t he?” He’s both eager and angry. How must it be to feel both things at once? I’ve had a taste, being jealous and aroused at the same time, but I think my feelings are a pale reflection of John’s. I don’t answer. I can’t answer because I still don’t remember any of this. It’s frightening that all of this happened, and I recall nothing. I’m beginning to suspect Noah may have slipped me something last night, but I have no proof, and I don’t honestly believe I’d have behaved any differently if I’d been stone cold sober.

		Blake comes into the frame, throwing off his clothes. If he’s shy about being nude in front of another man, it doesn’t show. His erection stands out proud and strong when he frees it. How long he did stand there watching his wife fuck me with the strap-on before speaking up? Excitement crawls over my flesh like a marching army of ants when I think about him watching us together. I wished I’d known while it was happening. That would have made an incredible moment spectacular. He stands beside the bed, stroking himself, his cock near Vid-Carol’s head. Noah stands his ground, kneels on the bed on her other side, and she crowded in by the three of them. Blake takes her hand and puts it on his cock. Vid-Carol starts stroking him. Noah does the same and now she has cocks in both hands.

		“Don’t be competitive boys. Carol can handle it all,” Lila says confidently. She’s fully in charge now. I get the feeling Noah doesn’t like it. He’s always been in the driver’s seat with me—even when Mateo and my husband were there.

		“Oh, I know she can. You haven’t seen Carol do the things I have. She loves being stuffed with as much cock as she can get. Don’t you, babe?” Noah says.

		“Yes, dominus,” Vid-Carol meekly answers. Her voice is dreamy, like she’s having an out-of-body experience. I know that overwhelmed feeling. I’ve had it enough times when Noah and Mateo used me as their personal sex toy.

		“I’m feeling left out. It seems like everyone has nicknames,” Blake chuckles.

		“What should we do with you now, luv? How should we use your delicious body?” Lila asks.

		Vid-Carol whispers her reply. I almost can’t hear it.

		“Anything that pleases you, domina.”

		Lila gets busy directing traffic. At first, Noah is left on the sidelines. Vid-Carol is turned up onto her hands and knees and Blake sits on the bed in front of her, his back on the headboard. He brushes her hair back from her face as he pulls her toward his cock. I’m frustrated by the static camera angle. I mostly see Lila’s back, Noah on my side, and my blonde hair as I begin bobbing on Blake’s cock. Lila lines up behind Vid-Carol and jams the fake cock back inside her. Vid-Carol howls, and it’s muffled by her mouthful.

		Vid-Carol collapses from the force of Lila taking her from behind, pushing her face right into Blake’s crotch. Lila boosts Vid-Carol’s round butt into the air. Noah spins off the bed and is off camera. I wonder if he was tired of being left out and headed for the door, but then the camera starts to move. Noah’s decided to turn director.

		John moans beside me, watching the husband and wife team double-team me. His fingers begin moving in earnest again, stroking in and out of me, making my body throb.

		“Daddy…”

		“I knew you wanted Blake. I saw it that night,” he murmurs, recalling that first night at the club.

		“You know I can’t help it, Daddy.” I feel like a broken record, but it’s the truth, isn’t it? if an attractive man shows me attention, I’m putty in his hands.

		“I know you’re going to fuck him,” John says.

		I don’t remember that, but it’s inevitable. My pussy tightens around his fingers in anticipation of seeing it. I reach for his cock again. “Do you want to fuck me, Daddy?”

		“I want to see how dirty you get.”

		Noah has the phone camera right beside us on the bed. I see Blake holding both sides of my face as he jacks his hips off the bed to use my mouth. The mic picks up the weird, gulping, swallowing sounds of Blake pushing back into my throat with his thrusts. My eyes are squeezed shut and I hold onto Blake’s hips. My body shakes each time Lila pounds me from behind.

		“That’s what she fucking loves. Carol loves getting it from both ends. She’s a fuck machine,” Noah narrates, a nasty edge in his voice.

		His tone stings, but the objectification turns me on—even as it bothers me. Of course, with my husband fingering me while I watch, it’s hard to keep a clear head. I try to return the favor, jerking him off, but it’s a weak effort. I’m too into the video to think of anything else. John grunts excitedly anyway, confirming how much he loves seeing me like this. It brings the realization that my husband no longer sees me as he did before we started down this road.

		“Take that dick, Carol! Take all that fucking dick!” Noah says, sweeping the view down along my body to show the way my butt jiggles with Lila’s thrusts. He pans up her body too. Her small boobs bounce appealingly as she fucks me. I see John watching her body move and I see he wants to fuck her. The jealousy spike makes me moan louder to pull his attention back to me.

		“Do you like watching her fuck me, Daddy? Isn’t it so hot?” I whimper.

		“Yeah, Carol. You two are perfect together. Goddam!”

		“Should I invite her over so you can watch her fuck me, Daddy?”

		John groans and looks faint in reply.

		Lila’s face is dappled with sweat and her hair sticks to her forehead. She stares into the camera and past it. She looks annoyed that Noah is there. I guess she and Blake prefer to work alone. Why did she even let Noah come back with us? Was Lila as carried away last night as I was? She grins when she thinks of the real audience for this video.

		“We’re fucking your wife so good, John. We’re going to use her all night. My big black cock here never stops. We’re going to send Carol back to you walking funny. She belongs to us tonight. Don’t you, luv?” Lila stops to laugh and looks right through the camera to John. “Oh yeah, she can’t answer. Her mouth is full of Blake’s cock. Hope you don’t mind, John. I know she doesn’t.”

		John groans and it’s a rumble from deep in his chest. Although I only cradle him in my hand—not jerking him off—he swells in my grip and his seed pulses out and up onto the steering wheel, shooting out in powerful jets. The last bit of him oozes out over my fingers. His whole body deflates into the seat. He trembles, murmuring, “Oh shit…oh shit…” Lila has his number. His fingers have stopped moving in me and I push myself at him.

		“Let’s see Carol ride that thing. That’ll be fun, right?” Noah suggests in the video.

		“I’d fucking love to see that,” Blake agrees.

		Lila rolls her eyes. “Typical men. You want to see a woman do all the work.”

		We disentangle from each other on the bed. Vid-Carol’s eyes are dazed as she sits off to the side, chest heaving as she catches her breath. Noah sweeps the phone around, moving from me to Lila lying on her back, that fake cock standing tall like a jet pillar. He doesn’t show Blake at all, as if he wants to pretend the other man isn’t there. Lila looks incredible, long and lean, her pale skin rosy and sweat-slicked with her exertions. She extends a hand and pulls Vid-Carol to her. Noah gets right on top of them while they kiss. I love to be watched, but it feels like a weird invasion of an intimate moment. Lila positions Vid-Carol while they kiss. Vid-Carol straddles her with that ridiculous phallus standing between them. She has to rise up high to get its fat tip inside her. She bites her lip when it spreads her open again. Noah must be beside Lila, because camera view is close to her point of view, looking up at me. Vid-Carol is sweaty and has red marks all over her, but she looks good. I look like a sex goddess in that moment. Is this how everyone else sees me? Or do they just see me as the slut I have become?

		Blake moves in behind me, hands on my sides, and he guides me down onto Lila’s false cock. My mouth hangs open as that thing spears me, spreading me, piercing me to the core. When I hesitate, Blake keeps guiding me down, fingers pressing into my flesh.

		“That’s it…that’s it… take it all, honey. Take it all,” Blake coos. It’s almost more creepy than sexy, but I don’t resist in the video, settling onto the big, fake cock.

		I push my husband’s hand away from my pussy. His fingers are inside me, but he’s too stunned by what he’s watching to rub me. I press my clit firmly, rubbing that stiff, slick little bud in tight circles, watching myself gyrate on that giant, fake dick in the video. Deep, guttural sounds emanate from my throat. It sounds nothing like me, but like a sex-crazed demon has possessed me and is driving my body. But I know it’s not a demon. I’m the demon. I’m the sex-crazed one. I am solely responsible for my slutty behavior.

		Blake controls Vid-Carol like a puppet. He works her body up and down, his arms straining as he makes her screw his wife’s false phallus. She places her hands over his and leans back against him—not to stop him, but to encourage him. Her head rests back on his shoulder. He kisses her and they make out while she rides his wife.

		“Feels good, doesn’t it, Carol? It’s so hot to fuck Lila,” Blake encourages.

		“Yeah…yeah…ohmygod yes!” I cry.

		Lila plays with Vid-Carol’s bouncing boobs, pinching and rolling her dark, swollen nipples. I pinch my nipple through my bra and shirt in the car. I want those things out of the way. Without even thinking, I pull my top over my head and pull half my bra down. I grope myself and moan, staring at myself on video. John gapes at me from the side. It’s like he doesn’t recognize me. I understand his feeling. I don’t recognize myself.

		“Fuck me! Fuck me, Carol! Ride that big, black cock, luv!” Lila shouts.

		Vid-Carol rides harder and harder. Blake is still with her, but she’s in control now. She’s the one fucking her friend. She grasps Blake’s hands for leverage, pushing to ride Lila even harder. Her cries are loud and sharp. I know by my rising pitch I’m close to coming again in the video. I rub my clit harder and faster in the car. I want to come now too. I need it.

		“Yeah, babe. Yeah, babe. You’re gonna fucking pop, aren’t you? Fucking come, Carol,” Noah growls from behind the camera. He sounds like a sleezy porn director. Was he always like that and I just didn’t notice?

		Vid-Carol screeches and goes rigid, jammed down on Lila’s fake dick. Her body seems to ripple as she climaxes. I’m biting my lip as I watch, but I’m still quite loud as I also orgasm in the car, bending forward to try and curl into a ball while I ride my climax. The inside of John’s Charger suddenly feels suffocating, tight and hot.

		“Careful, hon. You’re going to pass out,” John says, sounding amused. It’s a good sign.

		“Sorry, couldn’t help myself.” I force out the words between huffing breaths and smile.

		“Don’t apologize, Carol. You know I love it.”

		I know he does—but he doesn’t, does he?

		“Put it in her ass, dude. Bend her over and fuck her ass,” Noah says. My chest still heaves as I pant in the video. Blake’s arms are wrapped around me, supporting me.

		“I think maybe Carol needs a minute,” Blake says. He looks annoyed by Noah’s intrusion. Noah seems to be wearing out his welcome. This couple wants me all to themselves.

		“Do it,” Lila says. The camera swings around to her. Her eyes are alight. Her grin is evil. “Fuck her in the ass, baby. You want it, don’t you, luv?”

		Vid-Carol moans, but it’s neither affirmative nor negative. Lila caresses her breasts, nails flicking her nipples. She presses, “Don’t you, luv?” Vid-Carol nods, eyes closed.

		“Yes, domina. Anything, domina,” she whimpers.

		“You want it in the ass?” she asks.

		“Yes, domina…yes…I want it…in my ass…please…”

		“Do it, baby. I want us to fuck her together. It’s what we’ve been dreaming about, baby,” Lila encourages.

		Noah keeps the camera on Lila when Blake pushes me forward. I kiss Lila like I’m starved for her. The camera sweeps along my body following the line over my back and up the swell of my butt. Blake is back there, rock hard. Noah doesn’t linger there, moving around to get a better angle of Blake spreading my cheeks. I see where Lila’s plastic dick is inside me, stretching me obscenely open.

		“That’s the fucking view. That’s fucking incredible. Wait ‘til Johnny sees this, Carol. He’s going to blow his load in two seconds,” Noah taunts.

		Vid-Carol moans in response. In the car, I look to John. I thought I was used to his strange, conflicted look by now, but it still jars me to see him like that. I know he’s thinking things about me that a husband should never think about his wife. And yet, his cock is pulsing back to life. It’s a testament to how much John loves me like this—as much as he hates it. Pushing fifty, my husband doesn’t ordinarily have this kind of recovery time.

		Blake pushes into my tight brown sphincter and it grudgingly opens. He fists his cock as he feeds it into my ass, forcing it into the narrow space. Vid-Carol groans, then shrieks, as Blake takes my ass.

		“She can take it, dude. Don’t stop. Carol will take it all,” Noah says, getting the camera even closer to my anal invasion.

		“Fuck that’s tight. Oh fuck, it’s tight,” Blake grunts.

		“Relax, luv. Relax. Get nice and full for us, Carol,” Lila coos at my other end. I can only imagine my expression in that moment—right in her face—was a rictus of pain and shock.

		Blake puts both hands on my butt, pushing me down, as he starts to drill my ass. My sphincter clings to his shaft as he withdraws and pushes it back inside me. My moans are a constant soundtrack to the action. I loosen up with time and Blake goes faster. It takes a couple minutes, but soon he’s fully fucking my ass.

		“Oh my god,” I gasp in the car, watching myself. I’ve been double-penetrated before, but neither Noah nor Mateo are as large as that thing in my pussy.

		Blake elevates my hips, giving his wife the room to start using her big, fake dick on me from below. She’s got a tight space to work with, but Lila finds the rhythm and the married couple start fucking me from both sides. Noah keeps the camera tightly on my rear end, showing the shafts invading me. Off camera, Vid-Carol begins grunting, matching the pace of the fucking—at first. Soon, those grunts devolve into crazed, animalistic noises torn from my throat, like I’m being ripped apart. The only sound I don’t make is the word no. I’m a willing participant in my despoiling. Not just willing, but eager. I know in that moment I wanted to be used by everyone in that room.

		Noah pans up my body. Lila holds my back, holding me against her as she and her husband share me. My head is on her shoulder and her face is hidden by my hair. Vid-Carol is eyes-closed, with her mouth hanging open. She’s just along for the ride. Noah reaches into the frame and grabs me by the hair. My eyes fly open, wild and unfocused. Noah is not gentle when he pulls my head up and twists it to the side. He maneuvers his cock into my open mouth.

		“Suck it, Carol. You’ve got it in you, baby. This is your dream! All three holes at once! Fucking blow me, Carol!” Noah grunts.

		Vid-Carol doesn’t really suck him. I doubt I was capable. But Noah is happy to just use my mouth. I drool as he plugs his prick into my mouth over and over again. It’s shocking to see. The whole thing is shocking. How did I come to this? It all started with flirting with three young studs in a bar, taking them back to my hotel room. Even then, even after they all shared me that night, I never thought I was capable of this. That night was a lark, a night of wild, debauched fun that was meant to be a once-in-a-lifetime event. But it unlocked something in me. I knew it even before my husband engineered that second encounter with Conner. I threw myself into every insane, sexy challenge with gusto. Fucking other men went from a fun little side hobby to something I needed. I was miserable without it. I can see now that it was inevitable I ended up in that bed with the three of them—even after my husband wanted me to stop. And even now that I see how out of control I am, I’m still not sure I want to stop, or can stop.

		“Fuck…that ass…fuck it’s good, baby. So fucking good. Goddam!” Blake exclaims.

		“Come in her ass, baby. She wants it. Fuck her harder. You’re grinding that thing right into me. I feel it too, baby. You’re gonna make me come too!” Lila cries.

		“Yeah?” Blake grunts.

		“Yeah, baby…yeah. Do it! Do it! Fuck her ass! Fuck Carol with me!”

		“You two are fucking wild!” Noah says. “You’re a crazy couple. I love it!”

		It’s a weird moment when everything just seems to stop. Blake comes first. He starts coming in my ass, but pulls out and blasts the rest onto my red, jiggling butt. Lila wails like she’s coming then, and shoves me off of her. The dildo pulls from me with a loud plop. Noah is barely able to move aside as I roll onto my back. I stare up at him with glazed eyes as he jacks himself, painting my boobs and my face and hair. Noah grunts and drops the phone, and everything goes dark. John and I are left in the car with nothing but the sounds of heavy breathing and gleeful laughing. The video stays like that for a couple minutes. When I fast forward, I see that goes on for another ten minutes before the video just ends. I don’t pause to hear whatever audio it captured. Does it matter?

		John and I are silent in the car. I’m afraid to look at him again. I’m afraid to even speak to him. In my mind, this is the worst he’s ever seen me, but that could be because I saw my behavior this time. I had the same front row seat John usually has for my antics. I was wild and out of control that last night with Mateo and Noah. That could have been worse. But this could be worse because John wasn’t there for it. I went out, on my own, without his permission, and sexually debased myself. The charged atmosphere in the car reinforces this is worse. That last time, John gave me away to the men. This time, I handed over control myself. Add in the fact that Lila’s husband Blake is essentially an outsider and I decide that this must be worse.

		I finally work up the nerve to look over at John and he turns those cool blue eyes on me. They’re stormy, and I know I’m in trouble.

		

	
		 

		Fifteen

		 

		John grabs me and roughly hauls me over the center console. I bang my head on the driver’s side door armrest and curse, but he ignores it. His hand comes down so hard on my round butt it sounds like the crack of a rifle in the quiet car. I yelp and he swats me again. I squirm to get away from him, my honey-blonde hair flying everywhere. It’s been wild, with loose curls all day, because all I did was towel dry it earlier. Of course John has spanked me in the past, and I usually like it, but this is so sudden, so angry, that I just instinctively react to get away. But John is a big man and he has no trouble keeping me in place. I also have no leverage, as I’m awkwardly thrown over the center console of his Charger. The cool, cushioned leather presses against my thighs. John spanks me again—even harder this time—and I stop struggling. Deep down, I know I deserve whatever punishment my husband chooses to impose.

		“You dirty little whore! You filthy slut!” he shouts, his palm slapping down on my stinging, reddening cheeks again and again. My whole body—not just my butt—jiggles with the force.

		“I am, Daddy. I’m a whore! I’m out of control!” I confess. The line has blurred, and I don’t know what’s role playing and what’s genuine anger from my husband.

		“The second I left you alone, you went running for that bastard. You couldn’t fucking stay away.” Swat!

		I don’t bother to correct him. It’s not important right now.

		“I know I was bad, Daddy. I should have stayed away. I couldn’t help myself,” I whine.

		“I gave you time to think, and you grabbed the first cock you could get your hands on!” Swat!

		“I…I…”

		Swat! Swat!

		I shriek from the searing pain burning through my buttocks and grit my teeth. The shriek twists into a yelp when John jams three fingers inside me with an audible squish. I jump, bumping my head on the door again, but that hardly enters my mind because John’s pistoning fingers drive me to distraction.

		“John…Daddy…” I cry

		Swat! Swat!

		“Fucking whore!”

		“Ohh…ohmygod…ohmygod!”

		The spanking blended with his fingers churning inside me are a potent mix, carrying me to a swift, overwhelming climax. I wail and thrash on his lap, feeling his stiff cock bobbing against my belly as I move.

		Swat! Swat!

		“Daddy…ohgod…please…”

		“I love it when you come, Carol. God, do I love it. Damn,” he groans.

		My hand fumbles down between the door and his seat until I find the controls. John is surprised when his seat begins buzzing back and I use it to my advantage, pulling off his lap once he’s reclined. I’m right back on him, straddling John in the driver’s seat. My yoga flexibility comes in handy, but my butt still bumps the steering wheel, sounding the horn. I slip down onto John’s cock in one fluid move. John gasps and surges up at me.

		“Daddy, I know I’m bad. I know I can’t control myself, but I know you still love me. I know you still want me,” I moan.

		“Carol…”

		“Tell me you want me, Daddy…”

		“Carol…”

		“Tell me! I need to hear it! Tell me you want me, John!”

		“I want you, Carol! Goddam it! I want you! Damn it, Carol! I want you! I love you!”

		“I love you too! I love you so much!”

		The close confines of the driver’s seat means I’m doing all the work, sliding on my husband, grinding down onto his cock. I grip him inside me, willing him to come and fill me. I want to feel him come. I need the affirmation. I lean in, my honey-blonde hair falling in curly waves around our faces. “I need you to come, Daddy,” I whimper, right into his ear. He shivers from my breath on his neck and surges inside me. John pumps his load up into my thrusting pussy and I shout and come right along with him, clenching his shaft tightly inside me. I milk him until the last of his seed pulses inside me. I snuggle onto his chest and John enfolds me in his arms, nearly squeezing the breath out of me. I’m content to stay that way, with his deflated cock pinned inside me, all night.

		“Can you forgive me?” I ask, when my words return.

		“It’s not as simple as that, is it? This is a both of us problem. It’s not just about me forgiving you.”

		“But last night…”

		“Last night was inevitable. I know that. I wish it hadn’t happened, but you were being true to your nature. I opened this door for you—for us—and then I tried to slam it when you weren’t ready. I might wish you were different, Carol, but I can’t make you be different. I can only accept you as you are, or not.”

		“Can you?”

		John doesn’t answer and I’m relieved I don’t have to face an answer I don’t want to hear. But I still need to know. I need to know if my marriage is over. “John?” I prompt.

		“It’s kind of hard to think clearly with my dick inside you and that body against mine.” I hear the smile in his voice.

		I reluctantly peel away from him and sit back in the passenger seat. I don’t dress, playing every card I have. I pull a leg up to my chest, knee bent, and wrap my arms around it. The air conditioning in the Charger is chugging out cool air and I’m chilly now that I’m not exerting myself.

		“You say I have to be true to my nature, but I don’t know that this is who I am. I don’t know that it’s who I want to be.”

		“Only you can know that, Carol.”

		“What I do know is that this wasn’t me for the first forty years of my life. I never acted out like this. Hell, I’m not sure I ever even had a truly good sex life until I met you.” John smiles at that. “I didn’t even know behavior like this existed when I was with Don. And if I learned about it, I think I would have had the normal reaction anyone else would—it’s insane and immoral.”

		“Are you saying I changed all that?”

		“Of course not. You’re not responsible for anything I do. But you did show me that sex didn’t have to be something you only do once every couple of weeks, in the missionary position in the dark. You taught me that you don’t only blow your husband on his birthday.”

		“That would be awful.”

		“It was! I like giving blow jobs. I love blowing you.”

		John chuckles. “I’ve noticed.”

		“Yeah, maybe I like it a little too much. But that’s kind of my point, John. You’re the one who finally gave me the freedom to discover what I like.”

		“And now you like fucking other men.”

		“It sounds terrible when you put it like that. I like the attention. I like knowing men want me, and yes, I guess I like fucking them. It’s like once I feel their desire it overwhelms me. No woman wants to think of themselves as easy, but I guess I have to admit I am. I was never that way before, but now, I swear, it’s like all a cute guy has to do is check me out and I’m ready to jump him. And I know that’s not healthy. I know it’s not good for our marriage. But I don’t know how to put the genie back in the bottle.”

		“I’m glad that you at least understand we have a problem now. And like I said, it’s our problem. I like it when you get attention, too. I like it that men want to fuck you. I like it too much, which is my problem. I get that overwhelming feeling too, and that leads me to making unhealthy decisions, like encouraging you to do these things. My issue is all the strange, bad feelings it stirs up. That’s why I started seeing the counselor. I didn’t go to her looking for a way to stop all this. I wanted to find a way to enjoy the charge I get out of it, without the negative feelings. But she doesn’t think that’s possible.”

		“And I don’t want to make you feel bad, John. That’s the last thing I want.”

		“I know you don’t want to hurt me, Carol.”

		“I guess I finally see it. I was so caught up in the way I feel when I’m out with my guys, when I’m getting that attention, that I was blind to the negatives. Sure, sometimes I feel dirty the morning after. I know I should be able to control myself. But I’ve just reasoned all that away, because the high I get from it is so great.”

		“Is the high worth the destruction it could cause? And not just in our marriage, but our lives. We’ve tried to be discreet, but what if we are found out? What if someone sees you while you’re out on a date? Anyone could have walked in on you that night you fucked Conner at the hospital. Can you imagine what people would have said when word got around? You would have lost your job.”

		“I know, John. I know. It’s gotten out of hand. We can’t keep doing it like this.”

		“Should we keep doing it at all?”

		“I don’t know. I just know that it’s going to hurt to give it up. I will if I have to, but I don’t want to, even knowing all the dangers. There has to be a safe, healthy way for us to do this. Doesn’t there?”

		“I don’t know, Carol. I know I can’t handle you building relationships with other men. I trust you, but I know things happen that people don’t intend. I know people can’t control their feelings. I’ve tried, and I just can’t help seeing that as a threat.”

		“I understand. I get that I can say all the right things, but that won’t stop something bad from happening. And I don’t know that I want to just go out and pick up random men and fuck them. I can’t lie. That could be exciting. It was hot when I gave that guy the lap dance in the club.”

		“And really, you don’t know Blake.”

		“That’s fair. But I prefer being with a lover I know. It’s so much better when someone knows your body. No one knows how to please me the way you do, John. And that’s because you know my body.”

		“But it’s never just about the body when you build that relationship. And that’s where the danger creeps in, Carol.” I realize that he is referring to my feelings about Conner.

		I bite my lip, trying to stop myself from saying it, but the words come anyway. “Maybe we could go see your therapist together. Maybe she can help us navigate this and find a way to do it that makes us both feel happy and safe.”

		“I don’t know, Carol. What if it’s not possible?”

		“Then we stop.” Even though I mean it when I say it, I still feel my stomach knot thinking about stopping. I know this hobby of mine is destructive, yet I still want it.

		“And we have to stop in the meantime. We stop now, until we see where we are, Carol?”

		“Yes.” My tone is low, like a petulant child being disciplined. I don’t know how I’ll handle going cold turkey. I hated it last time.

		“You still have Reddit as an outlet. You can get all the attention you can handle there.”

		I laugh. “That’ll probably make it worse! I’ll get all the attention, without the outlet for the feelings.”

		“Don’t worry, Carol. I’ll make sure you’re well taken care of, babe.”

		I manage a smile. “You’d better. You’re going to have to start working out!”

		“Whatever it takes, babe.”

		

	
		 

		Epilogue

		 

		Eighteen months later…

		 

		I’ve forgotten this feeling, the weird flitter of anticipation that’s goosebumps all over my flesh and a creepy-crawly feeling in my stomach. It almost makes me lightheaded and I have to pause and steady myself with a hand on the vanity as I finish my make-up. I get a taste of it from my online activity, but digital misbehavior doesn’t come close to how the real thing feels.

		A deep breath settles my nerves—for the moment—and I run my fingers through my honey blonde hair, giving it one last tease before leaving the bathroom. I wear it much longer now, at John’s suggestion, and rarely bother to blow it straight anymore. My natural, wavy curls look good. I slip my glasses on for one last visual inspection before leaving the bathroom to face the night.

		John paces in the kitchen. He’s as nervous as I am. A lot of honest discussion and planning got us here, but we’re both afraid it could blow up in our faces. We don’t want to go back to where we were. I feel like if tonight goes badly all the work we did on our marriage will have been for nothing. John gives me the once-over, followed by a wolfish grin.

		“Damn, woman. You’re hot. Is that a new dress?”

		I favor him with a spin, making the short, lightweight dress float up above my thighs, and pose. The blue dress is tailored enough to drape my curves alluringly, and the bold paisley print almost camouflages my lack of a bra. John grabs his phone and snaps a few photos. They will be going up on reddit, if I approve them. I know I look good, so no doubt I will.

		“Yes, I thought the occasion warranted it. It’s not too much, is it? I don’t want it to be weird when we see them, since it’s usually pretty casual when we hang out.”

		“No, I think it’s perfect. Chuck is going to eat you up.”

		“Sounds like you’re more excited than I am.”

		“Maybe. I’ve been re-watching your old videos all week. I’m pretty primed for tonight.”

		In the beginning, our therapist made us go cold turkey on everything. Not only no dates for me, but that meant John couldn’t watch videos of me playing either. It’s catty, but it made me feel better that the video ban was just as hard for him as ending my hobby was for me. I caught him cheating a couple times early on, coming into the bedroom unannounced to find John on his tablet, reliving my greatest hits. I had to put aside how excited that made me and chastise him for it.

		John wasn’t the only one tempted. I was to delete all my guys from my phone, but I cheated. I switched Conner to another name in my phone contacts. I would sit there and stare at the contact, fighting the urge to at least text and ask how he was doing. I broke things off rather abruptly, with just a text that I couldn’t see him anymore. Conner texted back several times asking what was wrong, but he had too much pride to keep chasing me. It broke my heart to do that to him, but I had no choice. Of all my hobbies, Conner was the one I had feelings that at times scared me.

		I had similar misgivings about cutting off Lila. I felt like we were truly friends, but after watching that video of our final night together I knew that wasn’t the whole truth. Lila was just as interested in using me as a sexual plaything as any of the guys I was with. We had a special connection as women, but without the sex I don’t doubt our friendship would have been over.

		Noah was the easiest to drop. Seeing his behavior toward me that night—and the way I responded—just drove home how toxic my relationship with him was. Deep down, I loved every second he spent using me like his personal sex toy, but that was the problem. Playing as a hotwife is one thing but being that in thrall to anyone besides my husband is just wrong. It’s something I learned in therapy. I worked hard to learn that something that felt that good could also be harmful. My head always knew it, of course. My heart was tougher to convince.

		“Did watching those videos make you miss the old days?” I ask.

		“Truth? Yeah, a little. That old high came right back and gave me some dark thoughts. But I remember the other feelings, too. And I know this is going to be just as good, and hopefully not as bad.”

		“Are you sure? We shouldn’t do this if you’re not one hundred percent sure.”

		“I’m sure. This feels—I don’t know—right. And yeah, I know how crazy that sounds, but this doesn’t feel dangerous like it did with those guys. We’ve worked up to this. The baby steps were a smart way to do it.”

		I quirk a smile. “The baby steps have been driving me insane!”

		“I know. But won’t that make tonight that much better?”

		“I’m not into denying myself like you are, dear.” I laugh.

		“You’re sure, right? I know this is going to be really different for you. It’s not all you this time.”

		“I’m getting used to it. It’s…weird. I think I finally get what you felt before, being crazed with jealousy, but so turned on. But it hasn’t weighed on me afterward the way it did for you.”

		“Keep in mind, it’s only been baby steps, Carol.”

		“And that’s where my nerves come in. But I know I can handle it. It’ll be good. I know it.”

		John checks his watch. “We’d better get going or they’re going to think we chickened out.”

		“We don’t want that.” I grab my purse.
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		The nerves return on the walkway to their front door. I clutch John’s hand in a death grip and feel his calm flow into me. I don’t know how he’s so relaxed. Probably because he’s going to get lucky with another woman—truly lucky—for the first time in a decade. The thought spikes my jealousy and a fresh wave of vertigo washes over me, just as I feel my pussy tighten and dampen in anticipatory excitement.

		I feel like any neighbors who may be looking outside and seeing us know why we’re here. They know we’re here to swing. It’s a suburban scandal. It’s funny how fear of scandal, or being labeled a slut didn’t stop me from taking Conner into my bed, or in an imaging suite at the hospital where I work, or fooling around with my guys in parking lots… The list could go on forever.

		The front door opens before we reach it. Was Chuck waiting for us by the door? He sees us in, giving John a hearty handshake and a clap on the back. It seems very manly, like both men are trying to make a point. Is this how men assert themselves when they’re about to fuck each other’s wives? Chuck greets me with a tight embrace, a hand on my butt, and a lingering kiss—as he always does now. John stands to the side in the foyer, watching hungrily. This is his drug.

		“Great to see you guys. Patty’s back in the kitchen,” Chuck says.

		I take the bottle of wine from John’s hands and say, “I’ll go back to see her and let you guys do whatever it is you do.” I give Chuck another kiss before going back. That one is for John.

		Patty is in the kitchen, arranging a crudités platter at the island. I stifle a little laugh thinking of how I was concerned about being over-dressed for the evening. Her navy-and-white striped sundress is tiny, flimsy, and makes it quite obvious Patty is not wearing a bra either. I wonder if I’ve ever seen my old friend go braless before—except for our recent game nights, when she was instructed to remove it. I don’t believe so. Her nipples are perfect dents in the thin cotton dress. I see them plain when Patty leans forward, and her low neckline exposes her completely. Patty looks up when she sees me and smiles brightly. It only takes a second to look past me, looking for my husband.

		“No John?” she asks.

		I laugh. “Happy to see you too.”

		Patty’s cheeks flush and she smiles too. “Sorry, of course I’m happy to see you, hon.”

		I show her the bottle of wine we’ve brought and set it on the island, coming around to hug her. Our embrace lingers—as they do now—as does the kiss we share. We don’t fall into making out—the way I always did with Lila—but the kiss is decidedly more than friendly.

		“You doing okay, hon?” Patty asks.

		“Yeah. I’m excited for tonight. We both are.”

		Patty knows the full history of my secret hotwife life now. I came clean with her when I finally worked up the nerve to broach the subject of swinging with her and Chuck. I thought she might be receptive. She’d been dropping subtle hints forever, but you never know how those things might go. I told Patty all of it, even how out of control I was at the end. It was a painful conversation, but if there’s anyone I can bare my soul to, it’s Patty. I think she was relieved that I finally opened up to her. She knew something was going on. She didn’t judge me and did an admirable job of hiding her shock. Patty did less well hiding her excitement when I shared my stories. My friend hung on every word when I told her of wild nights with my guys.

		“Good. This has been the only thing I’ve thought about for days.”

		“A little excited?”

		“Maybe just a little,” Patty says, with a laugh. “Is it wrong to be too excited? I mean, I don’t want to seem too eager to Chuck, but I know he’s even more excited than I am. These games we’ve been playing have been driving him crazy. I swear, he’d never let me out of bed if he could get away with it.”

		“I’m probably the wrong person to ask about being too excited,” I admit, giving her another squeeze before letting go.

		“This isn’t going to be anything like before, hon. We all care about each other. This is safe for us.”

		I smile and nod, knowing we can’t never be entirely sure about that. I still fear losing control the way I did before, but at least now I’ll be with people who love me and will keep me in check.

		“Let’s get this wine open. You sound like you need a glass, or three.”

		Patty finds her corkscrew in a drawer and I fetch glasses from the cabinet. She uncorks the wine like a pro and pours, asking, “What do you think the boys are talking about out there?”

		“I don’t know. What kind of small talk do you have before screwing each other’s wife?”

		We both laugh at that.

		“It’s either high fives or they are promising to respect each other’s wife. Maybe over-compensating by talking about how hot we are, respectively?” Patty suggests, after some consideration.

		I give her a look and say, “I don’t get the feeling Chuck plans to respect me, not after that last game of Couplicious. And I’m okay with that!”

		“That was a fun night. The game definitely helped break the ice. I felt silly at first, but then, oh wow!”

		“Should we break it out again tonight?” I ask. We know where we expect to end up, but there’s no plan on how to get there.

		“I don’t know. Do you think we need it?”

		I examine Patty closer. She’s flushed, her pupils are wide. She keeps smiling nervously. She can’t wait to bed my husband. Jealousy cuts through me, but I remind myself how exciting it will be to see—and that I’ll be fucking her husband while she’s with mine.

		“Maybe not. You seem ready to go. Let’s see what the guys think.”

		Patty carries the crudités tray and I bring the wine. The boys are already into Chuck’s aged bourbon. John isn’t shy about looking down Patty’s dress when she leans over to set down her tray. She catches him looking and is very pleased with herself. “Hey you,” she says, going around the table to him.

		“You’re looking hot, Patty,” John says, holding his arms open for her.

		“Right back at ya, big guy,” she says, throwing herself into his embrace.

		It’s not the first time I’m seeing it, but it’s still startling to see my husband kissing another woman like that. I feel like all the oxygen is sucked out of the room and I can’t stop staring at them. Patty looks like she’s trying to climb John, and he helps by taking her butt in both hands, boosting her higher. For a moment, I think she’s going to jump up and wrap her legs around his waist. My heart races and my mouth is dry, but my pussy dampens as it clenches. I know this strange feeling is what John used to struggle to describe. I shiver as I try to shake off the feeling of ants marching all over my flesh.

		Chuck wraps his arms around me from behind. I lean back, enjoying the heat of his body. He leans down and nuzzles my hair aside to kiss the side of my neck. I have a new reason to shiver. My arms go over his and I hold his hands. We watch our spouses making out, with no signs of slowing down.

		“Still weird to watch. Does that ever change?” Chuck whispers.

		“Not according to John. I haven’t experienced this much. Do you like it?” I ask. His erection poking the small of my back suggests yes.

		“I think so? Yeah, I’m turned on, but I don’t know…”

		“Maybe don’t overthink it, honey. How about I give you something else to think about?”

		I guide Chuck’s hands higher and he kneads my breasts, pushing a moan from my throat. I’m almost ashamed to admit how good it feels to have another man grope me. The first time Chuck kissed me, during a game of strip Truth or Dare, I swear I just about came. It was the first time in well over a year I did anything with another man and my body craved it. I love Chuck. He’s a sweet guy. But he doesn’t have the finesse or aggression of my guys from the past. He certainly isn’t built like Conner, but that didn’t really matter. I just needed the thrill of stepping out of the routine and doing something illicit. I feel it again as he massages my breasts and kisses my neck. It pushes all the right buttons. Watching Patty and John together while it happens makes it all so much more intense.

		John fumbles with the straps of Patty’s dress and she obliges him by pulling them from her shoulders. The dress drops to the living room floor and Patty is nude beneath it. I gasp, and it breaks the mood—for the moment.

		Patty turns from John, deep red and smiling. Her thick, dark nipples stare at me. Her boobs are small—smaller than mine—but they’re super perky. I’m a little jealous of that. “You need to keep up,” she says.

		“I didn’t know we’d be off to such a quick start,” I say, giggling. Chuck still manhandles me.

		“I’ll help, hon.”

		I separate from Chuck enough for Patty to pull my dress over my head. I’m not nude under it like she was and now I feel like I should have left the navy blue panties at home. She kisses me softly and says, “And you thought we might need the game.”

		“Silly, huh?” I reply.

		“Let’s take this party upstairs. I have the bedroom all ready,” she says. “Any objections?”

		“Lead the way!” John enthuses. My jealousy burns, but my arousal spikes too.

		The four of us go up together, John’s arm around Patty, me holding Chuck’s hand. I don’t know what tonight will hold, but I know it will be exciting and loving. It’s a new chapter for John and I—for all of us. It doesn’t feel like the unhealthy obsession I had with my guys. It feels perfectly natural. I can’t wait to see what this new chapter holds for us!
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		Also by Kirsten McCurran

		 

		Carol’s Trinity: A Hotwife’s Reverse Harem Series

		 

		It was a birthday surprise Carol didn’t ask for, but she would never forget. Carol had a feeling that 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!

		 

		Fiona’s Summer Vacation

		 

		Fiona was at loose ends with her kid at camp and her husband working endless hours. Faced with all that time and nothing to do, Fiona takes on a project: drawing nerdy young Sam out of his shell and away from his videogames. What seems like a harmless distraction at first, becomes something more as Fiona discovers the young man’s crush on her. Surprisingly, Fiona finds herself crushing back as she revels in Sam’s attention.

		 

		Fiona’s husband, Josh, sees no threat and encourages his wife to indulge the young man’s crush. He even suggests his wife play Mrs. Robinson to the awkward young man. But it all gets real when Fiona’s feelings deepen, and lines are crossed. Fiona is worried by her behavior and annoyed that her husband is not. Can Fiona be a good and loyal wife AND luxuriate in Sam’s attention? Can she come to terms with her husband’s willingness to share her? The only thing Fiona knows for sure is that she will never be the same after this summer.

		 

		Gentrified: A Wife Seduced

		 

		Jessica is a fish out of water when her husband, Kyle, moves their family from the cushy suburbs to a fixer-upper in an up-and-coming neighborhood. The new arrivals get the cold shoulder from most of the neighborhood old-timers, except for one. Winston has designs on Jessica the moment he sees her on the street. After deciding he must have her, Winston sets about seducing the pretty young mom, and making sure he has her husband’s blessing.

		 

		But no great plan comes off without a hitch, and when Winston meets Jessica’s best friend Nicole he finds his attention split. Can Winston seduce Jessica while romancing her best friend? Will Nicole be a wrench in his plans, or become an unexpected ally?

		 

		These and other titles are available at online booksellers.

		

	
		 

		Untitled

		 

		Kirsten McCurran is the nom de plume of an average fortysomething woman with a dirty mind and the drive to share her vivid fantasies. She is especially interested in tales of women like her, who are tempted by the forbidden and give in—only to discover the complications that can cause. Like many of her characters, Kirsten lives in the ‘burbs with her loving husband and children, so she understands how difficult it might be for one of her characters to balance a real life with her erotic adventures. Her neighbors may be scandalized to discover what is going on in her head, but Kirsten’s husband fully approves, and even lends a hand in the creative process where he can.

		Kirsten has written over 30 ebooks, all of which can be found on Amazon. Some are available in other formats on BN.com and Smashwords. She loves to hear from her fans and can be reached on Twitter @kirstenmccurran or by email at kmccurran@gmail.com. Checkout Kirsten’s Amazon Author page.
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