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      This book is an experiment. It started off as a short story I wrote for a friend, and I never intended to publish it as anything more than a short in some future collection of stories. I decided to post it on Medium in two parts (I’m on there @kennywriter). The comments inspired me to write more. More became this book that you’re now reading.

      It’s an experiment because it’s so wildly different than how I normally write anything. When I compose a book, I have a loose idea of where I want it to go as I put words down on the page. I follow the characters where they take me, but I’m always the shepherd. When true story finally emerges, I almost always go back and revise earlier chapters. When the characters go off the rails, I often walk back those crazier scenes. When I think of a fun twist, I will revise the earlier story to give that twist more foreshadowing and impact.

      With Everyone’s a Winner, I couldn’t do any of this. The chapters were being written and published in real time. I didn’t want to edit something that had been out there for weeks. I was stuck with the decisions that my characters (and I) made along the way. It’s been an interesting experience, a fun writing exercise, and has produced a book that I would never have published otherwise.

      Whether it was successful or not, I’ll let you readers decide through sales, feedback, and review. For me, it’s been fun!

      Cheers!
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      “Twenty-one. Winner!”

      The croupier flipped the Queen of Hearts atop Lauren’s eight and three of diamonds, and the table went wild. Lauren stared at the stack of chips being pushed in her direction. Was that what her five dollar bet had turned into?

      “Let it ride?” the croupier asked patiently. Lauren wasn’t a total novice at gambling. She knew the rules to blackjack and had a decent understanding of the odds. The stack in front of her was probably somewhere north of $600, which was an incredible run of luck. She should cut her losses now. She should get out.

      Her eyes were drawn to his again—Jack Shaw with his square jaw and too-cocky grin. He was wearing it now, giving her a wink and a nod. Do it, he goaded. Get a little crazy. Jack was the reason she had the stack of chips that she did. Jack was why she kept letting her chips ride rather than pulling them back and betting something more reasonable.

      She bit her lip and looked away—toward April, her friend. Her reminder to be good. “Go for it, girl!” April said with a wild laugh.

      “You’re drunk,” Lauren said.

      “And you aren’t?”

      Lauren laughed, too. She was drunk, and she couldn’t remember the last time she’d even approached being drunk. It felt great, like her whole world was wrapped in a warm, fuzzy feeling of excitement and energy and life.

      She glanced at her stack of chips, doing a quick calculation. Six hundred and forty dollars sat on a wobbling stack of red and blue. She glanced around at the small crowd that had gathered to watch her good luck. She glanced at Jack Shaw, and realized that maybe not all of that warm, fuzzy excitement was due to the alcohol.

      She shouldn’t like this man. In fact, she didn’t like the man. She knew his type—too good looking, too confident, too into himself. As a consultant, there was no reason he should even be here at this Vegas conference. No reason but her.

      Turning back to the croupier, she tried to put Jack Shaw out of her mind. “Yes, let it ride.”

      The croupier smiled, nodding. He swept his hand across the table—she was the only one playing now—and dealt out her cards. A ten and a two. Twelve total. Terrible hand. She heard her onlookers let out an audible wince. Even Jack was gritting his teeth. Bad break.

      Worse, the dealer was showing a nine. Which meant that she was most likely behind. Which meant that all her chips, all $640, were probably gone. Easy come, easy go, she figured. “Hit.”

      The croupier showed no emotion. Her new friends around her held their breath. Jack, for once, was more fixated on the dealer’s hand than the cleavage spilling over the top of her little black dress.

      “Nine of hearts. Twenty-one. Winner.”

      “Oh!”

      “Holy shit!”

      “Are you kidding?!”

      April squealed, jumping up and down and clapping her hands. Jack, forgetting himself, clapped her on the back, his eyes wide. “You are one lucky lady.”

      “Seems that way,” Lauren said, heat enveloping her.

      “That’s… over fifteen hundred dollars!” April nearly screamed.

      “Let it ride?” the croupier asked.

      Lauren couldn’t answer fast enough. “No. I’m done.” She laughed. “One more hand and this old lady might have a heart attack.”

      “How about we get some drinks,” Jack said. “On you.”

      She picked up a couple chips and tossed them to the croupier. Then, turning to look at Jack over her shoulder, she smiled and handed him a couple chips, too. “Sure thing, honey. Why don’t you go ahead of us and order some drinks. I’m going to cash in these chips.”

      It felt good ordering this cocky man around, and Lauren could tell that Jack wasn’t used to it. Still, when his eyes inevitably dipped down to her chest before looking back up at her, she knew he’d do whatever she told him. That feeling of power, like the gambling and the alcohol, was thrilling.

      “Sure thing. What’ll you two have?”

      “Surprise me,” Lauren said.

      “I’m going to pass,” April said at the same time. “This old lady needs to get some sleep.”

      Like that, Lauren’s safety net was gone. Two hours ago, she would have changed her plans and gone back up to her hotel room with April. It was eleven at night, well past a reasonable time for bed. Tomorrow, the conference started. Keynote was at 9:30. Sleep was probably a good idea.

      But a lot had changed in the last two hours. She was $1500 richer and riding a high that was both confusing and heady all at once.

      Jack was dangerous. Having a drink with him alone felt riskier than any hand of blackjack she’d played that night. She may have spent the last twenty years as a faithfully married woman, but she wasn’t naive. She knew where Jack’s thoughts were and where a night like this could lead.

      Could be worse, she thought as she watched Jack walk away. He wore his jeans well on his tight little butt, and she liked the way he filled out his button-down shirt even more. A man with broad shoulders like that, who took the time to work out the way he did, checked a lot of boxes for her. She didn’t like admitting it—even to herself—but a guy like Jack was exactly who she fantasized about when her husband brought up his own dirty, little fantasy.

      “Careful,” April said.

      Lauren looked away from Jack, to her friend and temporary roommate, who was wearing a knowing smile.

      “Hm?” Lauren feigned ignorance. “Oh, Jack? No.” Her laugh rang false. “God, no. He’s a total asshole.”

      “Interesting response,” April said. “I would have expected something like, ‘I’m married’—”

      “And that. I’m married.” Lauren’s face was definitely bright red. “And whatever. It’s just a drink. Need to celebrate this crazy night.”

      “Of course.” April wasn’t buying it. She wasn’t judging, either. “He is very cute.”

      “April…” Lauren warned, even as her face grew hotter.

      April held up her hands and backed away. She began to say something, paused, and giggled. “I’ve definitely had too much to drink. I’ll see you in the morning, Lauren.”

      And like that, Lauren was alone. In a casino. About to share a drink with a man who’d spent the last couple months subtly trying to get into her pants. She looked all around her, at all the excess, all the fun, all the anonymity that a place like Vegas brings with it. There was a saying about this place, and while she always thought it was so trite, she couldn’t help but feel the opportunity.

      But before she could go down that road, there was one person she needed to talk to first.
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        * * *

      

      Eric, Lauren’s husband, paced at home. Anxiety swam in his gut, and heat lapped along the back of his neck, igniting each individual follicle of hair. He’d already taken two cold showers that day. Neither helped.

      Once again, he brought up the photo that Lauren had sent to him earlier in the night—a selfie of herself in nothing but the black lingerie she now had hidden beneath her LDB. He’d picked it out for her. He’d gifted it to her especially for this trip to Vegas. He was still pinching himself that she’d actually put it on.

      Everything was constructed of rich, black lace, from the bra that encased her full breasts to the thong that bordered on a g-string to the wide tops of her thigh-high stockings. There was a second shot of the back view, taken over her shoulder in the mirror. It showed off the toned definition in her back and shoulders, her slender waist, and the heart-shaped ass that she’d spent so many hours in the gym maintaining—an ass that looked even better in the plunging thong.

      Hard to believe that this woman was his wife of over twenty-five years. Sometimes it still felt like they were kids in their twenties, just discovering one another. She’d been stunning back then, but he had to admit that now, at fifty years of age, Lauren Elizabeth Mitchell looked better than she ever had in her life.

      And now, she was in Las Vegas wearing this lingerie beneath a short, black dress and the freedom to do whatever she wanted. No strings attached.

      Eric laughed—an edgy, not-quite-sane laugh—and darkened his phone. “Not that anything’s going to happen, buddy,” he said out loud, like the audible words would be more convincing than the riot of voices inside his head.

      This was Lauren, after all, a woman who served for years on the PTA while balancing a career as the volunteer coordinator for a local non-profit. A woman who walked through life seemingly oblivious to the attention she generated around her—men staring in lust, women in envy. She was probably going to go down to the casino, have some drinks and play some games with April—maybe flirt with a guy or two—and crash.

      “You’re single while you’re on vacation,” he’d told her before she left.

      She’d just laughed and rolled her eyes. “You’re a silly man, Eric.”

      It wasn’t the first time they’d had this conversation. To the point, in fact, that he knew he was becoming a nag about it. She’d gone from shocked when he’d first confessed his hotwife fantasy to her a year ago, to tolerantly amused. Sometimes he pushed it too far, though. He didn’t want that to happen here. Last thing he needed was for her to fly to Vegas upset with him.

      “Just… just keep an open mind.”

      “Okay, sweetheart. Anything for you.” She’d said it in a mildly patronizing way that Eric had started to connect to these kinds of conversations. It was the best he was going to get.

      Eric drew up the messaging app on his phone and began to thumb out a short text to her. The last he’d heard was three hours ago, when he got these risqué photos. It was now 11:04 pm where she was, and his wife had been in a casino in a tight dress for hours.

      Like every other time he’d started a check-in text, he erased it before sending. He wanted her to have a good time, and more importantly, he wanted her to forget all about him. At least for a few hours.

      
        
          
            
              
        Lauren

      

      
        Hey, are you still awake?

      

      

      

      

      

      Apparently she hadn’t completely forgotten about him. The text slid into view, somehow making him feel both relieved and disappointed. This probably was a goodnight text.

      
        
          
            
              
        Eric

      

      
        I’m awake.

      

      

      

      

      

      Which was fine. Expected. This is how it always was going to end, and he was lucky enough to get her to play along this much.

      
        
          
            
              
        Eric

      

      
        Heading to bed?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Not quite…

      

      

      

      

      

      Eric’s heart nearly leapt out of his chest. He glanced at the clock, as if trying to figure out if maybe he’d read it wrong. No, it was definitely after eleven. Dare he read into those three dots?

      
        
          
            
              
        Eric

      

      
        Having fun?

      

      

      

      

      

      In response, the phone rang. His beating heart had begun to shimmy up his throat as he lifted the phone to his ear.

      “Hello? Lauren?”

      A wall of sound roared down the line—a cacophony of music and sound, ringing, clanging, people talking over one another as chips knocked together and croupiers yelled, “No more bets” and “Winner” and everything in between.

      “Hello?” he repeated, unsure if she’d even spoken.

      When she did, her voice was breathless and uncertain in a way that Eric wasn’t used to hearing in her. “Eric? Are you there?”

      “I’m here, honey. What’s going on?”

      His blood pressure was rising as yes, he did dare to read into those three dots. Into her hesitancy made manifest.

      She giggled, and he heard the nervousness in it. They’d been together too long to hide things like that. He nearly answered for her, nearly asked if she’d met someone. The urge was so strong. Somehow, he held his tongue and let her arrive herself.

      “I think I’ve had too much to drink,” she said with another laugh.

      “I think that’s great. Glad you’re getting into the spirit of that town.”

      “Right…” There was the trail-off again. Again, he waited, basking in the sweet torture of it. “It’s probably a bad idea to get another drink, isn’t it.”

      This was typical Lauren, talking herself back into a safer lane. “Go for it. I don’t think it’s a bad idea at all.”

      She snorted. “Of course you don’t. You just want me to get into trouble.”

      “Maybe?” Now it was Eric’s turn to force a nervous laugh. “As long as you don’t end up betting the mortgage.”

      “Oh! I won!”

      “Yeah?”

      “Like, a lot. I won a lot.”

      “How much⁠—”

      “Fifteen hundred dollars!”

      For probably the first time since Lauren had left for her trip, Eric forgot about the hotwife thing. “Wait, what?”

      “I know! It’s insane! I was playing blackjack and just had this crazy run of luck.”

      “Well, now you have to get a drink. Hell, I’m going to pour one for myself right now in celebration.”

      Lauren laughed. He could picture her out there, her beautiful, hazel eyes crinkling into half-moons, the way they always did when she smiled. He wished he could be there, just to share the moment with her.

      “Okay, I’ll get a drink. If you insist.”

      And like that, he was back into his conflicted, intoxicating discomfort. He held his breath. His heartbeat rang in his ears.

      “There was a guy who offered me one.”

      “Just one?” He groaned internally at the knee-jerk reaction.

      “Just one that I’ve accepted.”

      When Eric took his breath, the air felt thick and soupy. He felt a rush around him, like he was the one drinking, not his wife. “Really?”

      There was the nervous giggle again. “He’s someone I know at work. Came for the conference. It’s nothing. Just a friendly thing.”

      He didn’t believe her, and he was pretty sure she didn’t believe herself, either. “It doesn’t have to be, if you don’t want it to be.”

      Eric winced, waiting for her to brush him off and call him silly again.

      “Oh, I know. I got your little surprise.”

      His face colored. His surprise—a couple condoms he’d slipped into her suitcase with a note that read, “What happens in Vegas…” He licked his lips. “Do I know this guy?”

      “No. He’s a consultant. Has only been with us for about a month.”

      “You going to share his name?”

      “Jack.” Eric heard how nervous she was, even just sharing that much with him. She was into this guy, whether she admitted it to him or not.

      “Go have your drink with Jack. And if it leads to more… well, we’ll talk in the morning.”

      “You sure?”

      That, right there, was the question. He felt the weight of it. He felt its significance. This was his last chance to back out. To laugh it off. This was Lauren allowing him to redirect things back into a safer lane.

      “I’m sure. I love you, Lauren, and I love what you’re doing. Have fun.”

      Now it was in her hands.
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        * * *

      

      Jack wanted Lauren the moment he met her, the first day on his new contract. He’d cut her off in the parking lot, pulling his BMW into the space before she could get her blinker on. When he saw the woman who stepped out of her Prius, he regretted the aggressive move. She didn’t fully accept his apology.

      It was fine. Just meant that the chase would be harder and more rewarding in the end.

      Lauren was exactly his type. Jack loved women, not girls. Even when he was in his twenties, he was attracted to the more mature women around him—MILFs to be crass, cougars to be cliche.

      Girls in their twenties could be effortlessly hot. They were skinny because of good genes and a youthful metabolism. They were too easy, in all senses of the word.

      Women like Lauren had to work for it. She watched her diet and worked out. She took care of herself. A woman like that wanted to be appreciated. She was also hitting her sexual peak, a cliche that Jack had totally validated over the years.

      He’d flirted with her over the last month, but barely got anywhere. When he realized that her company was sending her to the Global Philanthropy Conference in Las Vegas, he booked his own flight and ticket immediately.

      Now, as he sat in the casino bar with a mojito for her and a bourbon and Coke for himself, he knew that if she showed, the chase would be over.

      He didn’t get nervous with women, but he’d be lying if he didn’t feel the nerves now. The anticipation was stronger with Lauren than with anyone else he’d chased in a long time. He came into the office because he wanted to see her smile. He spent all night with her now because he enjoyed her company.

      That dress didn’t hurt, either. He loved a sexy LBD, and Lauren had the curves to pull it off. He wondered whether she had put it on for him.

      “Don’t screw this one up, Jack,” he said to himself as he took a sip of his strong drink. “Be cool. Be cool.”
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        * * *

      

      Eric loved her. No matter what, he would love her. And he wanted this. He was the one who brought it up in the first place. He was the one who told her that he fantasizes about her having sex with other men. How had he put it? He wanted her to “explore her kink-deprived sexuality”?

      It made her laugh. He was such a silly man. There wasn’t anything to explore. She’d never felt deprived. She loved him. Loved the family that they’d built together and the home she was so afraid to lose.

      But ever since he’d introduced the idea of another man, she couldn’t stop thinking about it. Every cute guy she met became “potential,” as silly as that was. It was more of a thought experiment than a real possibility, but it was a tantalizing one.

      “You’re lost in your thoughts again,” she told herself. She realized that she was just standing in the middle of the casino, her phone in hand. Big breath, she set off towards the casino bar.

      Jack was there, of course, leaning against it and watching the crowd. When he spotted her emerging, he flashed a bright smile that made her stomach flutter. They were staying at a classy casino and resort, filled with high rollers and the beautiful people who mingle in those circles. Jack could have had his pick of any of them, yet he seemed to have his sights set on her. It should have upset her to be seen like that. Intellectually, maybe it did. But not tonight.

      “There you are.”

      He made her feel so nervous, but she did her best to hide it. “Didn’t think I’d come?”

      “I was more worried that all the ice in your drink would melt.” He handed her a pale drink served in a highball glass with a sprig of lime. “Hope you like mojitos.”

      “Oh, I love them,” she said, taking the drink. “Good choice, Jack.”

      “A toast then. To good choices.” His eyes traveled along her body. This time, she did shiver.

      “You’re bad news, Jack Shaw.”

      “And here I was thinking I was pretty good luck.”

      “Oh, so you’re taking credit for my winnings? Such a man thing to do.”

      He chuckled. “Oh come on. At least I admit I make you feel a little riskier.”

      “You definitely do that.” She clapped a hand over her mouth and stared at him wide-eyed.

      Rather than tease her, though, he let it go with a smile that was less cocky than most. It was almost like he was flattered.

      “I still can’t believe how lucky that was, though. I’ve never had that kind of run.”

      She sipped her mojito. “And if you did, would you have bet again?”

      “Honestly? I would have stopped at least two bets before you did.”

      She threw her crumpled up cocktail napkin at him with a giggle. “And you didn’t say anything!”

      “I was too busy being impressed.” Now that compliment felt great. “What are you going to do with all those winnings?”

      “I have no idea. Go on a shopping spree?”

      “Buy another dress like that and I’ll go with.”

      If he’d said that yesterday, she would have objected out of principle. Now, she just laughed it off. No, that wasn’t quite right. It was more than that. The comment still got under her skin, but in less of an irritating way. This time, she wanted more.

      “So you like this dress?”

      “You know I do.”

      She actually felt weak in the knees. Damn this man!

      “You’d look good in red, too.”

      You sound just like my husband, she almost said. Something stopped her. Something whispered for her not to bring Eric up. This moment, secret and illicit and exciting, was only for the two of them.

      For the next hour, it was. They talked about gambling, about Vegas—it was no surprise that this wasn’t Jack’s first time and that it was Lauren’s. They talked about the nonprofit and about life as a consultant. They talked about fitness, weightlifting, yoga, and triathlons. The time swept by, fluid and full of the unspoken anticipation of what could come next. And in that brief span of time, Lauren didn’t think of her husband. She didn’t think of herself as a wife and a mom. Here, with Jack, just for a few moments, she could be just a woman getting the attention of a sexy, younger man who had more in common with her than she realized.

      “Sorry, you two, but we’re closing up here. If you’d like, I can transfer your tab to the Gold Lounge on the other side of the floor.”

      The bartender’s quiet apology finally broke the spell. Lauren looked at her watch, surprised to see that it was almost one in the morning. Even more of a surprise was how close she was sitting to Jack. Their knees touched, and it wouldn’t take much to kiss him.

      Not that she was thinking about that. Not at all. She definitely hadn’t been glancing at the stubble across his upper lip, wondering how that would feel against her smooth skin.

      “Um, no. I think we’ll close the tab out,” Lauren said. She chuckled nervously. “How did it get so late?”

      Jack looked around. “This place… it eats time. Designed that way.”

      “Well, I’m definitely going to feel this tomorrow.” She stood, feeling buzzed but not drunk anymore. Thank God she’d switched to club soda at some point. “But it was nice. Thanks, Jack.”

      She had the silly urge to lean in and kiss him on the cheek. She resisted it as he stood. “You staying here?” he asked.

      “No. We’re in the boutique hotel next door.”

      “Oh, so am I. I’ll walk you there.”

      “What a coincidence,” she said with a wry smile. Nevertheless, she offered him her arm. “You definitely didn’t check where I was staying with HR, did you?”

      “HR would definitely not approve of my motives when it comes to you.”

      “So he admits it!” Lauren laughed as they started towards the exit. “But come on, I bet you it was easy to charm Hannah. I know she’s into you.”

      “Is she?”

      Lauren couldn’t tell if he was really that ignorant. “I’m surprised you didn’t notice. Most guys notice a pretty, young blonde like that…”

      “I noticed. But she’s not really my type.”

      She knew what came next—only despite that, she wanted to hear the obvious. Even invited it. “And what is your type?” she asked with a smile that he shared.

      “More experienced women who know their way around… life.”

      Lauren giggled. “Okay.”

      “I like women who’ll present a challenge. Makes the reward so much sweeter.”

      They arrived at the front doors to the casino, their images reflected back at them. Lauren, as always, was shocked at how short this black dress was, not quite hitting her mid-thigh, and just how much cleavage her push-up bra offered over the top of the low scoop.

      Jack looked good at her side—taller than her by a few inches, even in her four-inch heels. He wore dark jeans and a white shirt with three buttons left undone. She’d been staring all night at the smooth, tanned skin of his collarbone and the way his sculpted pecs disappeared from view.

      Their eyes met in the reflection. “And I definitely prefer brunettes to blondes.”

      Lauren glanced down and away, her thick, dark bangs falling across her left eye before she pushed it back. When she had, the doormen had already pulled the doors open, stealing their reflection away.

      “Have a good evening,” one said.

      “Thank you for coming.”

      Lauren and Jack passed through, barely noticing the attendants.
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      Outside, it was still hot, despite the late hour, and the city was doing its best to live up to its sleepless reputation. A party limo rolled down the Strip, pumping bass. People thronged the sidewalks, like it was one in the afternoon rather than the early morning. Like the doormen, Lauren was oblivious to it all as her heart beat like a jackhammer in her chest.

      “I love this city,” Jack said.

      “It’s definitely lively.” She did her best to ignore her hand as it slid along her lower back. His touch left her skin tingling beneath the thin material of her dress. She should have stepped away. She shouldn’t even be out this late with this man. “It all feels like a dream.”

      She felt his eyes on her, but chose to look across the street, where a bachelorette party was proceeding loudly along the sidewalk. “I know what you mean.”

      They turned into the boutique hotel—Hotel Topaz—tucked just off the main strip. It was quieter back here, but no less alive. Lauren’s ears were still ringing from all the slot machines of the casino and the gravity of what could come next.

      They approached the elevators. Soon, she’d have a choice—play it safe and end the evening here, or do something she’d never, ever considered.

      “Looks like the elevators are out of service?” Jack’s comment drifted to her like he was far away.

      “Yes, we apologize,” an attendant in the hotel’s blue-green uniform said. “The elevators on the south tower are available. Just head through the lobby and take a left by the bar.”

      “Hm. Okay.”

      This was chance telling her to stop, to reconsider, to not do the thing she was so tempted to do, but knew was so wrong. “I’m going to take the stairs,” she said. “I’m only on the third floor.”

      She glanced at Jack, bracing for his disappointment. He studied her quietly, almost like he was crawling into her thoughts and listening in on her doubts and desires.

      She rushed on, feeling her blood pressure rise. Feeling totally out of control, yet desperate to hold on. “Seems pointless to walk all the way there and back just for a few floors.”

      “Those are some tall heels,” Jack said.

      “I’m a big girl. I’ve had some practice walking in them.”

      He nodded. “You know I love that.” With a wink, he offered her his arm again. “Come on, I’ll walk up with you.”

      Her gut clenched and her body boiled with heat. Her near escape was delayed, and with that realization, she felt drunk all over again.

      Unlike the glossy veneer of the hotel’s lobby, the stairwell was stark white and utilitarian. The walls were painted block. The railings were gray metal. Her heels echoed on the concrete steps. Beneath the fluorescent lights, this wasn’t a place for romance.

      Then again, she wasn’t anticipating romance.

      Jack rested his hand on her lower back once again as they ascended, and she was actually thankful he was there. Everything about this night was catching up to her—her winnings, the mojitos...Jack. She was suddenly unstable, and happy that she had this man there to catch her.

      They arrived at the third floor too quickly. It was time to say goodbye and let this fantasy die. In the morning, she could tease her husband about how close she’d come, how Jack had walked her back to her room, how he’d touched her back and told her that he wanted her.

      She turned to Jack. “Thank⁠—”

      And he was right there. Right before her. “—you.”

      Inches away. Close enough that she could feel the heat of his body radiating off of him. Close enough that she had to look up to meet his eyes.

      The way he was looking at her, greedy and hungry and possessive, was unlike anything she’d felt in… in longer than she could remember. When his hands pressed against her sides, pulling her closer, she actually whimpered.

      She swooned beneath his carnivore’s stare as he leaned in and kissed her. Everything seemed to melt in the wake of the volcanic kiss. His tongue passed into her mouth. He pressed her back into the door, and all her doubts and fears sloughed away like molten lava.

      Her body seemed to move of its own volition. As Jack kissed her neck and caressed her breasts, her hands dipped between his legs. What she felt couldn’t be real. It was too big, too thick!

      He pulled back, his hand climbing along her clavicle and up her neck. “God, you’re sexy.”

      He threaded his fingers into her thick, dark hair and pulled her into another deep kiss. She kept her hand on his cock, stroking the bulge. Jack’s free hand caressed her body, tracing down her hip to lift her short skirt. He grunted in approval when he found the top of her thigh-high.

      Jack didn’t linger there long, though. He kissed along her jaw, nuzzling her neck. He must have felt her racing pulse beneath his lips. He must have heard her ragged breath. “You’ve got me all excited…” His hand crossed the bare skin above her stocking top. “Are you excited, too?”

      He got his answer a moment later, when he pressed his fingers firmly against the front of her thong. She gasped, stiffening against the stairwell door. She steadied herself with one hand on his muscled shoulder, the other continuing to grope between his legs.

      “Mmm…” she whispered, opening her legs for him.

      He pushed her thong to the side and discovered just how wet he made her. He also discovered that she was completely shaved and smooth all over. “Jesus, Lauren. Can you get any hotter?”

      When he pushed a finger into her, a loud moan ripped free of her before she could silence it. Jack helped out, covering her mouth with his hand as he played with her pussy. Their eyes met. She saw her own need reflected back at her.

      “I want you,” he mouthed. “I’m going to fuck you.”

      And they were kissing again, more desperate than ever. More out of control. She was losing her mind and didn’t care. Didn’t want to think anymore about what was right and what was wrong and who was turned on and who wanted what. Everything became focused on the man in front of her and what he was about to do to her with the cock in her hand.

      She fumbled with his belt, the clasp echoing through the hollow stairwell. She didn’t care. She needed to see it. To feel it. To touch it.

      Jack helped, unzipping himself as she clawed his jeans and boxers down to his thighs. She was shaking with adrenaline, unwilling to stop now that it was going.

      He was huge, a full-nine inches of thick manhood that she could barely close her fingers around. She almost laughed at how absurd this was. Jack didn’t let her. He lifted her leg, hooking his arm beneath it as he stepped close, right up against her. It was Lauren who guided his cock between her legs. It was Lauren who held her thong to the side and placed the stiff head of his cock against her wet slit.

      She bit her lip, clutched his neck and the back of his head, and held on as he drove his hips forward.

      “Ah!” she cried out, her passion echoing up and down the stairwell. She swallowed it, muting herself to hushed pants and quickened gasps as this man touched parts of her that her husband never could.

      He felt enormous—borderline painful, stretching her with each delightful thrust. She flattened herself against the door, clinging to him as he took her. He lifted her leg higher, spreading her wider as he fucked her.

      She loved it. She loved all of it. He felt enormous against her, and not just his cock. It was like his body was carved from rock, and when he manhandled her, manipulating his body, she felt his strength. Like she was weightless in his arms.

      And could he fuck. It was unreal. Unlike anything she’d experienced before. He was all muscle, all confidence, taut and corded and powerful. All she could do was hold onto him, pulling his face into her body as she practically climbed up the wall behind her.

      Her orgasm crashed through her like a storm—lightning and thunder lashing behind her tightly shut eyes. She tried to hold it all in, as she always did. She tried to stifle the storm. She couldn’t. Not as it grew until her whole body buzzed with it. Jack kept fucking her, relentless, uncompromising. He fucked her so deep and he opened her so hard and as much as she wanted to keep feeling that, she couldn’t. It was too much. Too much.

      “Too much!” she cried out.

      Jack withdrew at last, obeying without hesitation. She felt his cock leave her like a loss, and while she was too sensitive to feel it in her pussy, there were other ways they could play.

      Spinning Jack around so his back was to the door, Lauren sank to her knees, grasped his cock by the base, and wrapped her warm mouth around over the shaft. She could barely get half of the way down his length before his large cock nudged against the back of her throat. Not that she was going to let that stop her. With both hands, she started jerking what she couldn’t reach with her lips, bobbing in perfect rhythm.

      “Look up at me,” Jack said, his voice hoarse and on edge.

      Lauren did as she was told, opening her eyes and looking up along Jack’s body as he looked down at her. For a shy moment, she wanted to look away again, to deny that this was happening. Here she was, on her knees, submitting to a man who she formerly hated and who definitely wasn’t her husband.

      Yet that was part of the eroticism, too. Even the way he looked at her awoke something wild inside of her. She wanted to be reckless with him. She wanted to submit to this man.

      “That’s it,” Jack said. His brow furrowed. “Suck my cock, baby. You do that so well.”

      She wanted to show off. She wanted to do more. Relaxing her throat, she took as much as she could into her mouth. He expanded in her throat and she gagged, pulling back. But that didn’t deter her.

      With determination, she went right back to him. Encouraged by his flaring eyes and the clench of his jaw, she swallowed him slower this time, easing him into her throat. Then, she began to bob again, deep-throating him as she stroked him with both hands and swirled what she could with her tongue.

      He writhed over her, clutching the knob of the door behind him as he groaned loudly. “Oh, Lauren, that’s so⁠—”

      His breath caught. He shut his eyes and rocked his head back. “I’m⁠—”

      The first jet of come hit the back of her throat.

      “—coming!”

      It was too late to pull away. Too late to direct him away from her. He was suddenly filling her mouth with his come, and just as suddenly, she knew what she was going to do. Pulling back until her lips were wrapped around just the head, she drank his come.

      It felt so wrong, so dirty. She didn’t do this. She wasn’t that kind of woman.

      Only with Jack, she was. With Jack, she was naughty. She was a vixen. She gave blowjobs in stairwells after getting fucked standing up. All of a sudden, she wanted to do so much more.

      Jack shuddered. “Too sensitive.”

      She pulled back, thinking he was done. He wasn’t. A rope of come struck her across her right cheek. Another hit her along her temple, getting her hair. Now, she pointed him away, laughing hysterically at how much this man could come.

      Standing, Jack reached up and brushed the come from her cheek with his thumb. “Looks like I got you messy.”

      “I can’t believe we did that.”

      He took her into his arms and kissed her. “Best take a shower before your friend sees you like this.” He glanced at the come in her hair. “And I’m also on the third floor. Come on, I’ll join you.”

      Lauren was past her denials. She was beyond being coy. She had no illusions as to what came next. She was going to go back to Jack’s room and fuck him all night long.

      She kissed him hard. “I’ve always wanted to have sex in the shower.”
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      With no communication from Lauren, Eric paced. And paced. And paced! Two hours had passed since she’d called. Two hours since she’d said that she was meeting another man for a drink at a bar. Two hours since he’d told her to have fun and they’d talk in the morning.

      Either way, he shouldn’t have expected anything. Either she went to bed already—most likely—or she was still out with this guy.

      Or she was in his room, naked and moaning.

      Eric laughed nervously as he was so overcome with a wave of anxious energy that he needed to sit down. His stomach squirmed. His vision swam. He wasn’t conflicted—although he was jealous. There was no part of him that hoped she wouldn’t fall into this guy’s arms. Despite how queasy he felt, he knew that this was what he wanted. He wanted his sweet yet sultry wife of two and a half decades to get lost in another man’s touch.

      But yeah, he kept reminding himself, that wasn’t going to happen.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “Ahhh...” Lauren’s moans spurred Jack on as he went down on her exquisite pussy. He loved eating pussy for exactly that reason—he loved hearing a woman moan. That it was this particular woman—splayed out on his bed with her knees up and her hands clutching the sheets—gave him even more motivation to perform.

      He teased her at first, using his tongue to explore her smoothly shaven mound, saving her clit for last. By the time he rolled his tongue across that soft button, she was primed. She came quietly, tightly controlled—the kind of orgasm a woman developed after years of having sex under the same roof as her kids. He needed to work on that.

      He let her ride out her orgasm, pulling back to let her recover. Even fluttering kisses on the tops of her thighs and abdomen drew shivers. But he wasn’t done with her beautiful pussy just yet.

      “I love that you’re shaved,” he said, lightly rubbing her thumb across her mound, where most women left a little something. “Very naughty, Lauren.”

      In fact, everything about her was very naughty. Her lingerie was as hot as her dress, black and sexy and designed to be seen. He knew from their conversations around gym habits that she kept in shape, but seeing this woman naked just reaffirmed his love for a more mature woman who knew how to take care of herself. Even her tits were unreal, full and capped with high, eraser-tipped nipples.

      He went back to work on her, tasting her pussy as he watched her through the valley of those tits. This time, he added his fingers to the mix, amazed how tight she felt with only two fingers twisting through her.

      “I want you to let it all out, Lauren,” Jack said between licks and kisses. “Stop holding back. I want to hear you scream.”

      He fluttered his tongue along her clit. She gasped and panted, but he wanted more.

      “Did you hear me, Lauren? Don’t hold back. Nod if you heard me.”

      Her dark hair was damp with perspiration, sticking to her forehead. She nodded tightly. Yes, she heard.

      “So why are you holding back?” He added a third finger, and at last, a barking moan emerged. “Is it because I’m not being naughty enough for naughty Lauren?”

      “Ohhh… my… AH!”

      “Or maybe you just need a good, hard fuck.”

      “Yes!”

      “You want a hard fuck?”

      “Mmmm…”

      “Say it.”

      “I want a… I want you.”

      She wasn’t used to it. For Jack, drawing this out of her was thrilling. “Want me to what?”

      “To… to come up here.”

      “And?” Three fingers deep, he started caressing her clit with his thumb.

      “And fuck me!”

      “There. Was that so hard?”

      “You’re such an asshole.” She said it with a laugh.

      “Stop,” he said, kissing her mound again. “You’re hurting my feelings.”

      They both laughed as he rose over her, kissing up her body. He paused at her breasts, sucking on her fat nipples. Her moans were less restrained now. She brushed her fingers through his hair as he suckled her.

      He rose further, kissing her like a possession. Better, she kissed him back like she possessed him, holding him close, her fingers in his hair tightening into a fist.

      He pulled back and stared down at her. “You ready for it?”

      She had big, beautiful eyes, brown with flecks of hazel that danced in the low light of his hotel room. Her brows knitted together as she nodded—like she ached for him.

      Still, he waited. She was a quick learner, though. She got what he wanted. “Give it to me,” she whispered. “Fuck me with this big, beautiful cock.”

      If Jack hadn’t come in the stairwell earlier, he might have lost it in that moment. Still, it shook him. His cock hardened even more. He held his breath as he placed it against her wet opening. Rather than ram forward, though, he teased her with it, rubbing the shaft along her slippery channel and using the crown to press her exposed button.

      She grabbed him by the neck, gasping into his ear. “Stop...uhh stop teasing meEEE!”

      Jack sank into her, obliging her with a swift thrust. Her nails bit into the back of her neck as her whole body went stiff, pressing her curves up into him.

      He could fuck this woman all night. If he could, he would fuck every chance that he could get while they were here in Vegas. He had a feeling that he was just beginning to unlock her. They were going to have so much fun.
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        * * *

      

      Lauren had never come so many times in a night. Ever. The things that Jack did to her were unreal. He used her in ways that she’d never been used. He took her in positions that proved that his muscles were not just for show.

      Now, she was riding him, her hands braced on the stone-cut pecs she’d been admiring all night, as he held her hips steady and rocked his hips up off the bed. Looking down, she could see his eight-pack ripple and knew how much exertion something like that took on his core.

      It was as sexy to watch as it was to feel, and oh my did it feel great. She felt yet another orgasm coming on. Was this number four? Number five? She couldn’t remember. And who cared? All she hoped for was that it wasn’t her last.

      “Touch herself.” He delivered his order through clenched teeth. “I want to watch you play with that pussy.”

      His words inflamed her. They were so wrong. So improper. They offended her… but they also awoke a naughty part of her mind that she’d long kept hidden away.

      “Like this?” she asked, touching her pussy just above his driving shaft. She shuddered, her orgasm closing in around her. “You want to watch me play with my smooth pussy?”

      She could not believe what she was saying. It was like another woman had possessed her and she was watching from the sidelines. She didn’t try to stop it. She pushed all the uncomfortable feelings of propriety away. Right now, she was cheating on her husband—whether sanctioned or not. What more was there to lose?

      “That’s hot.”

      “Feels so…” She rubbed circles around her clit. “...so good.”

      “I want to watch you come.”

      “I want to feel your come,” she shot back. Heat blurred behind her eyes as the words came out. She didn’t say that. She didn’t say those kinds of things ever.

      “Naughty, naughty.”

      “You bring it… out in me…”

      He relaxed his grip on her hips enough that she could start riding him again, meeting each upward thrust. “I’m close, baby.”

      “Don’t hold back.”

      “Tell me what you want again, Lauren.”

      “Uhhhh…”

      “Say it.”

      “I want your come.” She thrashed above him, cupping her full tits with her free hand, pinching her nipple as she rubbed her clit with her other hand. “Come, Jack. Come inside of me!”

      “Yes!”

      “Give it to me!”

      “Oh, Lauren…”

      “Jack!”

      They came together, her orgasm erupting from somewhere deep, somewhere primal, triggered by Jack and what he did to her, the woman he’d discovered hiding inside of her, and the liquid heat that filled her like fire and delight. She arched back, grabbing his ankles as her world shattered.
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        * * *

      

      They showered together after that, just as he’d invited her to do. That felt like weeks ago. The casino and her streak of good luck felt like another lifetime.

      They fucked against the wall of the shower, the hot spray hissing around them. Jack held her up, his hands under the backs of her thighs and her feet completely off the ground. He used her own weight to drive him deeper and deeper into her pussy.

      She wanted to feel his come again. She craved the feeling of all that heat flooding her, and when he erupted inside of her one last time, she didn’t hold back. She let go and screamed.

      By the time she snuck back to her hotel room, it was almost four in the morning. She was wired, the thrill of what she’d done swirling around her as she floated down the long hotel hallway, her heels in hand and her dress hastily tugged on. She couldn’t stop smiling. Even tiptoeing in the darkness with April asleep in the other bed, she felt on the verge of giggling.

      Her last exchange with Jack kept playing out.

      “I need to see you again.”

      “I’m sure we’ll see each other in some of the workshops at the conference,” she said with a giggle.

      “You know that’s not what I mean.”

      “Yeah, I know.”

      “You want to see me, too.”

      Lauren had blushed at that. It made her blush even now as she slipped into the bathroom and stripped off her dress. Illuminated by just the soft glow of the night lights, she caught her reflection in the mirror. She hadn’t bothered putting anything else on, and she took a moment to admire the woman staring back at her.

      She was a new woman, reforged and suddenly free. Her babies had grown and her days in the PTA were over. She had a job that she loved and was no longer in that stage in her career where she struggled to climb. Best of all, she had a husband at home whom she loved more than anything. Who’d let her have tonight, and so many more nights in the future.

      She snapped a selfie of her naked self. She looked great, she couldn’t help but think. The shadows and low light made it look artistic. She laughed. He’d get a kick out of it.

      
        
          
            
              
        Lauren

      

      
        Just got back to the room. Spent most of my night dressed like this. Thank you, my love. Xoxo
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      Eric didn’t sleep well. He tossed and turned as vague and half formed visions of his wife with another man haunted him. When he woke just after four, he checked his phone out of habit, expecting to find nothing. When he saw the new alert, he was instantly awake.

      It was dark, but he could tell that Lauren was naked. He could see her nipples—hardened at the tips the way she got when she was turned on. Her dark hair clung to the back of her neck and the tops of her shoulders like it was still damp. Like she’d just taken a shower.

      His stomach churned. This was an elaborate set up, a part of him reassured. She was being a good and supportive wife by entertaining his fantasy. That’s all.

      But the text did come in at 3:24 am. Not a time she was normally up. Not a time she normally took showers. Maybe... had she…

      He looked at the photo again. He was so hard. He was shaking. He had to sit down on the toilet as he tackled all these wild emotions. Prominent was shock, settling into him like influenza. His skin felt clammy. His pulse was too quick.

      Beneath that, though, his lust raged. Thinking about Lauren with another man now, after seeing this text and seeing this photo, it took on a new level of intensity. She really has been with another man. She really has been in his arms, kissing him, blowing him... fucking him.

      
        
          
            
              
        Eric

      

      
        You are an incredible woman. I love you so much.

      

      

      

      

      

      He wanted to call, but she was probably, hopefully, asleep, so he settled for a text. Well, two texts. Hopefully they didn’t wake her.

      
        
          
            
              
        You have two more nights. Hope you see him again.

      

      

      

      

      

      When she didn't immediately answer, he went back to bed. Even managed to get some more sleep, although he woke up with a painfully hard erection.

      His phone was ringing. Not just a phone call, though, but a Facetime. He was shocked to see that it was already 9 o’clock.

      “Lauren?” he answered, chasing sleep from his voice.

      “And here I was thinking that I was getting the late start.”

      She looked beautiful on the other end of the line. She’d curled her dark hair, letting it fall in rich, springy coils around her shoulders. She’d taken the time to apply her makeup already, and she looked bright and ready to begin her day.

      “Where are you?” he asked.

      “Still in my room. April’s out watching the Keynote Speaker.”

      “So you’re alone?” Eric swallowed nervously.

      Lauren laughed. “Of course I’m alone. Who did you think was here?”

      “Um… I don’t know.” So she’d been teasing him last night after all. “There was no Jack, was there?”

      Lauren paused, staring into the phone in thought. She didn’t answer, though, instead holding her phone out farther. “Like my dress?”

      The dress wasn’t quite as risqué as the LDB from last night—that would have been completely inappropriate for the conference. But it was sexy, a little red number with matching pumps. She’d worn it with a cardigan before. Without one, it looked sexy as hell.

      “Love it.”

      “I’m wearing the red lingerie you bought me.”

      “With the garter belt?” His throat went dry.

      “And the silk stockings with those lacy bands.”

      “Very sexy.”

      “Thanks.” She pulled the camera in close, until her whole face filled the screen. “I’m hoping Jack will discover that I’m not wearing panties.”

      “You’re not?”

      Lauren went on like she didn’t hear his question. “We’re meeting up for lunch.” She glanced off to the side mischievously. When she turned back to the camera, staring across hundreds of miles and into the darkest recesses of his mind, she whispered, “He’s ordering room service for us.”

      His eyes went wide—not only because here was his dream coming true, but also because this was so uncharacteristic of her.

      “Hope that’s okay.”

      “Oh, Lauren, you’re incredible.”

      “You really aren’t upset?”

      “Are you kidding me? No, not upset! This is… God, you’re amazing! You really did that?”

      “I really did have sex with him last night.”

      “And at lunch today?”

      “I plan on having sex with him again.” She laughed at his wild reaction. “And maybe this afternoon, he’ll help me pick out a new dress to wear when we go out for dinner.”

      “He’ll help you, huh?”

      “I’ve already decided that I’ll wear anything he wants me to.”

      “You’ll send me a photo?”

      “Of course. And when I get home, I’ll tell you all about just how much fun I had.”

      They just sat on the phone, staring across the miles at one another with the silliest of grins on their faces.

      “I’m pretty sure, based on last night, you’ll never believe half of them.” What a way to end the call. “Okay, on to learn about some global philanthropy. I love you, Eric.”

      “I love you too, Lauren. Good luck out there.”

      “Thanks, honey. Already got plenty lucky.”

      Eric didn’t say it, but so had he.
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        * * *

      

      Lauren bounced on Jack’s cock as the full light of the noon sun hit the hotel bed. Somehow, sex during the day made it feel all the more salacious. Lauren couldn’t remember the last time she’d fucked when it wasn’t night. This was so out of character for her. Then again, so was infidelity, and here she was, riding a dick that didn’t belong to her husband.

      She looked down at Jack Shaw. Such a fine looking specimen, and he looked even better in the sunlight. Beneath the tailored suits and crisp, white Oxfords, he had a chiseled upper body that matched his brash, hard-charging personality. She still wasn’t sure if she liked him, but she sure as hell liked what he could do with his cock.

      “Yes, right… there!” Lauren gasped as he rubbed her clit with his thumb. “That’s it… that feels so… mmm…”

      “That’s it, Lauren, come all over my dick.” His voice was different than her husband, Eric’s. That was almost as exciting as the way he felt, the way he stretched her wide, the way he touched her.

      It was easy to obey him. She’d already come during their “lunch” date when he’d fucked her up against the wall. Now she was doing it again.

      “Oh, oh, ohh!!” She thrashed above him, fingers in her hair, chest thrust at the ceiling.

      Then she was rising, lifted up on his pelvis. Arms encircled her as she fell backwards, her whole world tumbling.

      “I’ve got you,” Jack said. He did. He held her body like it was no big deal. He shifted them until he was suddenly on top, her head at the foot of the bed, her legs wrapped around his back. “I’ve got you.”

      That he could do that was exciting. Lauren wasn’t a petite woman. She was 5’7” inches of lean muscle. Her husband couldn’t do that to her, but it came easily for Jack.

      “And now I’m going to fuck you.”

      That’s exactly what he did to her. This wasn’t tender or loving. It wasn’t the kind of sex she had with Eric, even at their most vigorous. Jack folded her in half, legs looped over his shoulders, and drilled her in long, deep thrusts. She shifted on the bed, her head slipping off the edge.

      When she felt her shoulders at the edge, she came, reaching out to put her hands around his taut neck. Her stomach tightened. Her whole body compressed. “Uhh!” she grunted. “UH!”

      It was enough for Jack, apparently. He plowed forward one last time and erupted deep inside of her. It felt like fire. It felt like liquid ecstasy. She squeezed her pussy around his pulsing shaft, milking it as she launched into yet another orgasm.

      “I’m going to need another shower after that,” she said with a laugh, once the two had come back to earth.

      “Happy to assist,” he said, making circles around her nipples. “Again.”

      “Tempting, but not today. I really need to catch at least one of these sessions.”

      She’d seen the tail end of the opening keynote at the Global Philanthropy Conference before Jack had tempted her up to his room for ‘lunch’. Lunch turned out to be mostly her. Not that she minded at all. Now that the seal had been broken on this whole hotwife thing, she found that she might as well take full advantage.

      Jack watched her from the bed as she dressed. She had opted not to wear panties, and now she regretted it as she felt his come leaking down the inside of her thigh. Somehow, her red garter belt and stockings hadn’t come off in tatters.

      He grinned as she fastened her bra on, encasing her full breasts. “God, your body…”

      That was a thrill, too. Jack was younger than her, and probably used to younger lovers. At 50, it took a lot to maintain her body—careful diet, rigorous fitness routine. Things didn’t come easily, like they did for 20 and 30 year olds. It was nice to get proof that the effort was worth it.

      “You’ve got a body built for sexy lingerie.”

      “You’re an asshole,” she said, but she was laughing. “You want to dress me up like a doll? That it?”

      “I will, and I think you want me to. You’re not looking for a sensitive soul to bond with here. You’re here to fuck, and I’m your man.”

      She lifted a brow. “You’re one of them.”

      She honestly didn’t know what she was talking about. There were no other possibilities out here in Vegas, but while she wanted this man and secretly loved his confidence, he needed to be taken down a peg.

      “Oh?” he asked. “Then I need to step up my game. After the conference, let me take you out to dinner. How about dinner at Le Cirque?”

      He’d offered to take her out for dinner earlier, but not the venue. The Bellagio restaurant was high on her list. She’d demurred, even though she’d teased Eric that she would be going.

      “Buy me something to wear and I’ll think about it.” She never would have trusted Eric to select something for her to wear back home, but here, with this other man, it turned her on.

      “Deal.”

      “And after?”

      He grinned. “You know what happens after.”

      She actually blushed, despite standing before him in almost nothing. “No show?”

      “We could do that.” He shifted on the bed, propping his hand on his elbow. “Or we could come back here and fuck all night long.”

      “Okay, yes, I like that plan better, too.”
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      Eric was at work—physically, anyway. His body was there, sitting in a chair. He had his email up. People moved around him, doing work-related stuff, he assumed. But his mind was in a state of pure chaos.

      Last night, his wife had spent the night with another man. His wife had fucked another man. After they talked that morning, he had to go to work. It was torture. Especially when he received a text from her on his commute that simply said, Heading to his room for an early lunch.

      Then nothing.

      By his calculation, lunch should have been over. He looked up the conference schedule and saw that the next session began in 15 minutes. Was she so into this guy that she’d skipped that, too? It got him hard all over until another thought bled into his imagination. What if, heaven forbid, something bad happened to her.

      The idea festered until he reached for his phone. He’d vowed not to disturb her with texts, especially if she was with someone. Didn’t want to break the mood. But he also couldn’t stop himself.

      
        
          
            
              
        Eric

      

      
        How are things going? Just checking in…

      

      

      

      

      

      Then, when that didn’t result in anything, he followed it up with:

      
        
          
            
              
        So once you’re done with your lunch fuck, could you give me call?

      

      

      

      

      

      And then, when he read that text after sending and realized how accusatory the tone could be, he sent two more. One was a kissy face emoji. The other was a further explanation.

      
        
          
            
              
        Just worried is all. I love you, baby, and can barely think at work because I’m so turned on. Just want to make sure that you’re okay.

      

      

      

      

      

      There, now he’d wait. He turned back to his computer and took a deep breath. Work. Right.
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        * * *

      

      April was surprised to hear the shower on when she popped in from lunch. She hadn’t seen Lauren at all since leaving last night, and knew for a fact that her friend hadn’t slept in her bed. It was still undisturbed when she got up and headed to the keynote opener. Shame, too. It would have been fun to sit next to her friend as they gossiped over how hot the speaker was—Paul Sharpe was a hunk, and a great speaker on top of that.

      Then again, April was pretty sure her roommate had a different hunk on top of her.

      That felt shocking to think about. April knew Lauren’s husband, Eric. Before April’s divorce, the two couples used to get together all the time. Lauren and Eric were great together—to the point that it made April realize how bad her own marriage was.

      April didn’t know how she felt about Lauren’s infidelity. On the one hand, she would support her friend no matter her choices. She also wasn’t one in a great position to judge, considering how her own marriage ended. On the other, she liked Lauren and Eric. They were the relationship that seemed to have withstood the test of time, when all her other empty nester friends were breaking up.

      April intended to just breeze in and out, grabbing her water bottle before hitting up the next workshop. She moved swiftly and quietly into the room, wanting to get out before her roommate was out of the shower. They’d have the big talk before leaving Vegas, but the fifteen minutes before the next session didn’t seem like the best time.

      That was, until she saw Lauren’s phone rumbling on the dresser top, right next to her own water bottle. She wasn’t nosey. She didn’t purposely look, but the rumbling drew her eye and she glanced at the notifications automatically.

      That’s when her brows went up. Like, way up.

      
        
          
            
              
        Eric

      

      
        How are things going? Just checking in…

      

      

      

      
        
          
        So once you’re done with your lunch fuck, could you give me call?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Just worried is all. I love you, baby, and can barely think at work because I’m so turned on. Just want to make sure that you’re okay.

      

      

      

      

      

      Eric… knew? Eric was… turned on by it? April was so stunned that she didn’t hear the shower cut off. Nor had she moved when the bathroom door swung open and Lauren emerged with a towel wrapped around her body.

      “Jesus, April, you scared me!”

      “I…” April was still speechless. Then she realized that she was holding Lauren’s iPhone in her hand. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to read it.”

      Lauren’s turn to freeze in place. She glanced at the phone, then at her friend, then back at her phone. “What… did you read?”

      “Eric. He… he’s worried about where you just were.” April took a big gulp. “Where were you?”

      Lauren turned bright red. She averted her eyes, then closed them, then said, “Oh, God, I can’t believe… I… I’m being awful.”

      And like that, April was across the room and collecting her friend in her arms. “Hey, hey. Shh, shh… stop that now.” She squeezed Lauren tightly. “I’m sorry I read your texts. I shouldn’t have done that.”

      Lauren snorted, close to tears. “I’m the one who’s done things I shouldn’t have done…”

      “But Eric knows.”

      There was a pause. “Yes.”

      “And he’s okay with it.”

      “He is.” Another pause. Lauren pulled back, more composed now. “It was kind of his idea. Sort of.”

      “With Jack?”

      “No, not with Jack exactly. Just… he has this fantasy.” She chewed on her lower lip. “It’s complicated.”

      “Damn, girl.” April exhaled quickly. “This, like, a hall pass sort of thing?”

      “Sort of. But more like… I shouldn’t be telling you this.” Lauren glanced at her phone, then laughed. The woman was beautiful, April couldn’t help noting. She’d always thought that, but now more than ever. There was a vibrancy to her that was pretty alluring, with her big eyes and dark, wet hair. Lauren didn’t seem to notice the way her friend was looking at her, though. She continued, “He gets turned on by the idea of me with other men. It’s called a ‘hotwife’ fantasy.”

      “Well, you’re definitely a hot wife.” Then, realizing what she’d said, April added, “I bet Jack thought so, too.”

      Lauren blushed. “Yeah, he did. All night long, and then some at lunch.”

      “So I gathered. I have to admit, I’m pretty jelly.”

      “Could have easily been you instead of me.”

      April’s turn to laugh. “Yeah, right. He had eyes for you all night long, honey.” She looked at the clock on the wall. “Time to run. Some of us are planning on doing some of this conference stuff. But… maybe you fill me in on some stuff over drinks after?”

      “I’m actually meeting up with Jack for dinner. Le Cirque.”

      April whistled. “Well then! Maybe some time tomorrow?”

      “Definitely.” April turned to go when Lauren added, “And April? Thanks.”

      “What for?”

      “I don’t know. You could have reacted way worse.”

      “Please, Lauren. I’m in no place to judge. I’m just happy for you… and Eric. Bye now!”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Lauren wanted to lock the hotel room door and hide the rest of the afternoon. All the wild stuff she’d done since last night had felt completely disconnected from reality—from all the winning at the blackjack table to the encounter in the stairwell to all the sex with Jack. Eric was so far away, and she barely knew anyone here. It was like a dream encounter.

      But April was here. April was her friend—was their friend. Now April knew. Now someone else knew!

      She picked up her phone and started to write Eric about it, but froze. How could she write that? She thought about how he’d finally admitted this kink to her, about how reluctant he’d been. She had to pull it out of him. If he knew that someone else now knew about this kink…

      Instead, she answered his immediate questions. She could do that. Damage control would come later…
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        Lauren

      

      
        Sorry, I should have texted. I’m okay. In the hotel room now.

      

      

      

      

      

      She was alive. Eric could breathe a sigh of relief now.

      
        
          
            
              
        Needed a shower after a particularly sweaty lunch.

      

      

      

      

      

      She was alive and recently been fucked! The sigh of relief turned into a choke.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jack is taking me out to a fancy dinner, then more fun after. Want pictures this time?

      

      

      

      

      

      All this before Eric could get a reply in. God, he loved her.

      
        
          
            
              
        Eric

      

      
        Um, hell yes? But no pressure. Most importantly, I want you to have fun with it!

      

      

      

      

      

      But he also really wanted pictures, he thought, laughing to himself.

      
        
          
            
              
        Lauren

      

      
        Oh, I’m having fun.

      

      

      

      

      

      That was accompanied by a photo of Lauren, naked from the neck down. She looked flushed, ruddy, her reflection taken from the still steamed up mirror of her hotel bathroom. God, she looked good. While she only saw imperfections, Eric saw the results of disciplined life well lived. She was even more beautiful now, passing the 50-year mark, than she’d ever been. Her tits hung like navel oranges, ripe for plucking. Her hips flared womanly from a narrow, lightly muscled waist. Her pussy was deliciously smooth, shaved again, no doubt, to keep her extra clean for her Vegas adventures. But it was her legs he loved most, breathtakingly long, shapely, golden tanned. He loved them because it was so easy to imagine them wrapped around the body of her lover.

      
        
          
            
              
        Eric

      

      
        More of that please.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        I promise.

      

      

      

      

      

      It was a promise that she kept. The radio silence was gone, suddenly replaced by borderline over-communication. She talked about sessions she went to. She texted tidbits from last night and this morning.

      ‘I love how he manhandles me. It’s so different!’

      ‘I’m going to be sore. Not used to such a long one.’

      ‘He says he bought me a dress for tonight. I’ll send you pics.’

      There was more. Almost too much more. Eric was already in a vulnerable situation, being so far away from her. Not being able to see her or hold her, not being able to look her in the eyes meant he filled in the gaps with his own insecure thoughts. Was she hiding something? Or was she just being a good hotwife, the kind he always dreamed of having?

      He left work early and forced himself to pick up dinner at a quick burger place on the way home. Lauren never would have approved of a meal like that, but then again, she wasn’t there to stop him.

      In line for his meal, he received a photo of her dress. It popped up, and he immediately darkened his phone, aware of how public he was. All that he saw was that it was short, gold, and very small.

      He resisted the urge to check again until he was in the car, his greasy bag of fries on the passenger seat.

      The dress was indeed golden, with a neckline that left most of her tits exposed and a hem that didn’t reach mid-thigh. It was an unforgiving dress, one that most women couldn’t pull off. Lauren looked delicious in it. Her hair was done, blown out and falling in ringlets, her makeup applied with perfection. Her long legs looked bare tonight, probably a mercy in the heat of the desert, but all Eric could think about was how much exposed skin she had on display.

      
        
          
            
              
        Eric

      

      
        Wow. Just… wow!

      

      

      

      

      

      He wondered what she had on beneath, but even that she seemed to anticipate.

      
        
          
            
              
        Lauren

      

      
        He also bought me these pretty things.

      

      

      

      

      

      Similar bathroom selfie as the one with the dress, only minus the dress. The strapless bra did a lot of the lifting and displaying of her cleavage, and her thong matched it—champagne satin with a hint of lace. He noticed her heels in this picture, too, strappy, open-toed, and tall. Whoever Jack was, he must have been a tall guy to have the confidence to give Lauren three or four more inches of height.

      
        
          
            
              
        You look amazing.

      

      

      

      

      

      Closing his phone and heading home, he thought that would be the last communication that he got from her until morning. He was so very wrong.

      The first came about an hour later, before their scheduled dinner, he guessed. At first, he was confused by what he was looking at. It seemed like she’d mistakenly sent him a photo of her bare legs, the hem of the short dress in the very top part of the frame. Then he noticed how red her knees were. Just her knees.

      
        
          
            
              
        Lauren

      

      
        I couldn’t resist thanking him before heading to dinner. Little appetizer, too.

      

      

      

      

      

      God, she was sexy.

      He ate his food in front of the television and took a cold shower as they presumably had dinner. When he got out, there were a few texts, keeping him updated on how the evening was going. They were all mundane things, though, like how the food was good, how he ordered some kind of expensive wine that she really liked. Innuendo was sprinkled throughout: ‘Keeping the meal light. I’d hate to be bloated for later…’

      When later came, the show continued. The first was in the form of a photo that took his breath away. Jack must have taken it, as the angle was from above. She was looking up into the lens, brown eyes filled with need, her lips wrapped around Jack’s cock.

      “Oh, fuck me,” Eric groaned. Any doubt that she was messing with him was completely obliterated by that photo. She even had her left hand wrapped around the shaft, her wedding rings glittering for full effect.

      He wanted to text her back, but worried that Jack might see. That got him wondering how she even got him to take the photo. Did he know about their arrangement? The idea made him uncomfortable. He may never meet this guy, but Eric hated the idea of this dude judging him. His erection wilted under the imagined humiliation.

      That was, until the next message slid into view. This time, it was a video—just a short clip, but one that instantly imprinted itself on the inside of his brain. Same angle, same eye contact, same close up of her face and those amazing cheekbones. Only this time, Eric could watch her lips sliding up and down Jack’s thick cock. He watched her cheeks cave as she sucked. He could hear the blowjob, too, wet, slippery, punctuated by gags as she took him deep.

      It ended with his hand coming into view, holding her by the head as he said, ‘I’m coming, Baby. Get ready to swallow.’

      Lauren’s eyes flared wide as he began filling her mouth with his come, and as directed, she swallowed it all.

      
        
          
            
              
        Lauren

      

      
        That was round one. He’s coming back for round two. Might be longer before I can text. Xoxo

      

      

      

      

      

      Eric took the phone to the bed and masturbated as he replayed the video over and over. He edged himself, now knowing that there was so much more to come. He needed to hold out. His patience was rewarded, although not until around 1 am in the morning. By that time they’d been fucking for close to two hours.

      Like before, the first file was just a photo. The angle was from Lauren’s perspective. She was on her back, her tits in the foreground, nipples hard and swollen, sweat beaded in her cleavage. Beyond that, her stomach was flexed, hints of muscular definition on the smooth, tanned skin, and beyond that, Jack’s cock buried balls-deep in Lauren’s clean shaven pussy.

      Eric studied the photo like a forensic analyst. Her legs were spread wide for the other man, her left hand supporting her left thigh, the other presumably holding the camera. The white sheets of the bed were crumpled, like they’d been at it for a while. Eric only saw the thighs and lower abdomen of the guy, but he looked fit as hell, his cock silhouetted in the weird lighting produced by their two bodies.

      Eric didn’t dare text a response. Her phone was clearly in use at times, maybe even by Jack, and he didn’t want to risk Jack seeing anything slide into view. So he didn’t say anything, just studied the photo, pinching and zooming, panning around, wishing for more.

      Didn’t take long for even more to arrive, this time, like before, as a video.

      The video wasn’t just more of the photo. The angle was different. Their positions had changed. The camera must have been propped up somewhere rather than held. The frame was steady, angling towards Jack as he fucked Lauren missionary style. And boy did he fuck.

      If this were a pure porn production, it wouldn’t have worked. There was just too much of the guy, as toned as his buttocks were, and not enough female flesh. Eric caught a flash of the side of a breast, her sweat-glistening ribs, her damp, dark hair spilling across the pillows. He’d glimpse her jutting chin as she rocked her head back and moaned. And of course there were those legs, crooked around Jack’s driving body. In porn, this wouldn’t work. But this was his wife getting smothered by this man, and because of that, Eric couldn't imagine a more erotic sight.

      The sheer physicality wasn’t something that Eric was prepared for. He’d fucked Lauren pretty hard before and knew she could get into vigorous sex, but he never watched it. Hell, he wasn’t sure anything that they’d done together resembled anything like this.

      Eric remembered to turn up the volume on his phone, and when he did, the sounds of sex assaulted him.

      ‘Uh! Uh! Uh!’ Lauren’s moans were almost too much to handle. They were the proof that she was really into the hard fuck.

      ‘You like it, don’t you?!’ Jack barked. He had her arms pinned to the bed above her, their fingers entwined.

      ‘I do. I love it. Keep… keep… keep fucking me!’

      Jack chuckled hoarsely. ‘Never imagined you’d be so damn insatiable.’ He didn’t slow. If anything, he started railing her faster. ‘Or so fucking tight!’

      ‘It’s your big dick. Uh! You feel so… haaa… so full!’

      ‘Can’t get enough. You keep coming back for more.’

      ‘Nngh! Uh!’

      He leaned down and kissed her hard. Eric still couldn’t see his face, but he did make out a strong jaw, a bit of stubble, and the fact that the two were kissing very deeply.

      ‘You want my come?’

      ‘Yes!’ Lauren hissed. ‘Give it to me. Give me your cu—UUUHH!’

      He rammed his hips home, body shuddering as he came inside of her. Eric wondered if he was wearing a condom. They hadn’t talked about that, and he’d been so caught up in actually fulfilling that fantasy to ask.

      He got his answer when Jack pulled out of her and stood. His face was still cropped off the top of the frame, but Eric got a view of the man’s full frontal nudity. He was toned, muscles defined on his lean body, but not overly built. Still semi-erect, his cock swung between his thighs, large and proud—larger than Eric was at full extension. And he was completely unprotected, glistening with combined come and pussy juice.

      ‘Hope this’ll give you something to remember me by when you’re back home,’ he said, coming closer to the camera. ‘But don’t worry. I’m far from done with you yet.’

      ‘Oh, goodie. Can’t⁠—’

      The video ended.

      Eric came all over himself.
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      “So you’re a… hot wife.”

      “Hotwife. One word.” Lauren paused, considering her friend across the breakfast table. No one else was around them, thank God. “That still sounds weird to admit.”

      April cocked her head. “Why? You didn’t just spend the last two nights with another man and tell your husband all about it?”

      Lauren blushed. “I see you’ve grasped the intricacies of being a hotwife quickly.”

      “Sounds amazing! How long have you been doing this?”

      “Two days?” Lauren said through a partial grimace.

      April just laughed. “Okay, now I see why it’s weird to admit. You’re newly deflowered.”

      “That, yes.” Lauren snorted. “But also, this has always been Eric’s fantasy, you know?”

      “Not really, no.”

      “He admitted it to me a few years ago, and it was hard for him. I swear, I thought he was going to tell me that he’d had an affair. I was actually more shocked when I heard the real confession.

      “It took a long time to internalize. At first, I kept waiting for him to admit that he really did have an affair, or that there was some other woman that he wanted to do it with. But that never came. What did come was a whole bunch of these hotwife memes—photos of much younger looking, sexy women with captions like, ‘It’s okay if he knows’ or ‘He asked me to go to his room. Honey, I really want to…’ There are endless numbers of these things.”

      April burst out laughing. Lauren winced. This was the problem with sharing. She didn’t think the memes were something to laugh about. They were cute, if a little irritating in their frequency. They were glimpses of a side of Eric that he’d kept long buried out of fear of being laughed at. Now, inadvertently, Lauren had made him the laughing stock, and she felt horrible.

      “Look, it’s not like that,” she told April.

      “Like what?”

      “I love him, and I loved that he could finally share this with me. He was so vulnerable.”

      April got it right away. “I’m sorry. I wasn’t laughing at Eric. Just those memes.”

      Lauren smiled. April was her good friend, and an empathetic one. Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad. “I entertained the idea for Eric. He liked it when I teased him about some guy flirting with me at the supermarket, or how I got a hot new trainer at the gym.”

      “Molly is pretty hot,” April added. Molly trained both of them.

      “I didn’t tell him that my trainer was a woman,” Lauren said with a laugh. “It’s not his fantasy.”

      “Please. It’s every guy’s fantasy.” There was something about the way April said it that could have led the conversation in other directions, but Lauren was too focused on Eric’s fantasy to go there.

      “Thing was, I never intended to actually go through with it, you see? Like I said, it was Eric’s fantasy, not mine.”

      “Until?” April leaned in.

      “Jack came on the scene.”

      “Guy from the last two nights? Guy from the blackjack table?”

      “Yeah. He’s actually a consultant from back home. Been working with us for a couple months. At first, I hated him. He is everything that Eric isn’t. He’s self-centered. He’s arrogant. He talks too much about status stuff—cars, watches, brands. I don’t know why I even talked to him at all.”

      “Because he’s hot as fuck?” April offered.

      Lauren laughed. “That, sure. Also, I knew Eric would get a kick out of it if I teased him.”

      April cut to the heart of it. “So it started for Eric, then turned into something for you.”

      “I like to think of it more like ‘for us,’ but yeah, I guess I was thinking about me more—my desires, my wants. Maybe Eric’s memes wore me down, but after a while, when Jack flirted and I flirted back, I wasn’t doing it for Eric and how I could tease him. I flirted because…”

      “Jack’s hot as fuck,” April repeated. They shared a laugh. “You did it because you’re a hot blooded, hot, sexual creature. You can have desires, Laur. You’re allowed to get turned on by other things than just your husband.”

      “I know, but turned on is one thing. What I’ve done these last few days…” She trailed off, shaking her head.

      “You feel guilty?”

      “Not exactly. More like… amazed? I can’t believe that this ever happened.”

      April said, “Honestly, I can’t either, but I think it’s awesome. You’ve got an amazing husband at home, wonderful kids, close family, and now a sex life without limits. You can have anyone. Once you realize that, the world is like a candy shop. Just look around you.”

      April did, and Lauren followed her eyes. April continued. “See those two hot guys near the front of the buffet? Want to fuck them? You could.”

      They were definitely good looking, but the idea was absurd. “April, please. I’m no spring chicken here. They’re what? Late 20s at most? They want tight bodies and perfect skin.”

      “You’d be surprised,” April said with a knowing smile.

      “Okay, sure, maybe they’d go for you. You’re⁠—“

      “Not much younger than you, Lauren. I’m 45⁠—”

      “But don’t look it.” It was true. Thanks in part to fitness and diet, April didn’t look like a woman in her 40s, and definitely not like the woman she was before the divorce. She was more carefree, and her attitude made her seem younger, too. “Those guys don’t want me.”

      “You are selling yourself way short, Lauren, and I think that deep down, you’re starting to realize it. Jack is the first step, but just the first. It’s okay. I went through this discovery phase, too. The journey can be very fun.”

      Lauren was blushing, but April was starting to make a lot of sense.

      “One word of advice, though. Don’t get too attached to Jack. Remember, he’s the stunt cock. You are the star—or, I guess in your case, you and Eric. There are plenty of Jacks out there, and with the freedom that you have, there’s no reason to stick to just one.”

      “I’m not going to start sleeping around with everyone,” Lauren said, covering her mouth as she laughed, scandalized.

      “But you could if you wanted to. That,” April said, knocking on the table, “is my point. You’re hot enough to be choosy. You know, I’ve been in Vegas two days and still haven’t had sex?”

      “Is that what you mean by not being choosy?” Her friend sometimes cracked her up.

      “I’m hoping that all changes tonight. Want to be my wingwoman?”

      Lauren hesitated. She had intended to get back together with Jack again, but April was right. Plenty of other fish out there. Still, she did like that particular fish.

      “Meeting up with Jack?” April asked.

      “Nothing planned.”

      “Then come out with me. You can go up to his room later and fuck him silly, but only after you get turned on by all the sexy possibility out there.”

      “Okay, sure. Let’s do this.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “April wants to go bar hopping tonight.”

      Eric had a hard time deciphering her tone. Was she asking for permission or was she looking for an excuse to skip? “Do you want to go?”

      “It could be fun.”

      Lauren got like this sometime. She’d spent so much of her life putting the kids first, she often felt guilty when she did things for herself. Then again, Eric was pretty sure that was the case with the whole hotwife thing—even her first night with Jack when she actually did it. Last night’s videos convinced him that she was just as turned on. Maybe she was changing.

      “If you want to go out with her, then go. If you want to do… other things, then you know I’m good with that, too.”

      “Oh, I know you are, honey.  And there’s still time for that. Maybe even after…”

      Eric wasn’t sure what she was hinting at. Getting together with Jack? Or someone else? Or…

      “Like you, April, and another guy?” he blurted.

      “So that is one of your fantasies,” Lauren said, sounding like she’d lost a bet.

      “No, not really. I mean, honestly, if we’re talking threesomes, I always like the idea of you, me, and another guy.” A statement like that was so much easier to admit to now. “But if it were you, another guy, and April…”

      “So for you, the important element here is the other guy,” she said.

      That was it. It was weird, but it was inexplicably exciting that she’d do something like that for the first time with some other man. “As long as you’re having fun, I’m all for whatever.”

      “Such a man thing to say,” she said with a laugh. “Although I guess most men would want to be in the middle of that.”

      “That’s probably true.”

      April was sexy. He’d always thought that she was pretty—shorter and more petite than Lauren with brown hair a few shades lighter than his wife and slightly more curves—but ever since the divorce, she’d turned into a bombshell. He didn’t want to say anything to Lauren because he didn’t want her getting jealous, but he’d seen her in her gym clothes and she looked great.

      “Eric?” Lauren’s nervous tone brought him right back into the moment. “I’ve got something to tell you.”

      Oh, God, here it was. The consequences had finally arrived for this game. “Yes?” His mouth tasted like ash. “You can tell me… anything…”

      “April knows.”

      He gulped. April knew whatever dark secret she was hiding, too. Was she in love with this other guy? Was she telling him that she was disgusted by his hotwife fantasy? “Knows what?”

      “About you. About us.”

      “Oh.” That was… different. Not what he was expecting at all, and because of that, he didn’t know how to react.

      Lauren seemed to misinterpret his silence for disapproval and rushed on. “I think she suspected something was up, anyway. She’s my roommate, and noticed how late I was getting back to the room. But then, yesterday, she kind of saw your texts to me.” Deep breath. “I’m so sorry. I really didn’t mean to tell her, and I know you trusted me, and⁠—”

      “Lauren, no. I’m… I’m not mad.” He checked himself for a second, and decided that was a true statement. “I’m just processing…” Something clicked. “Was that why you were so… I don’t know… communicative yesterday? All the oversharing?”

      “Yes. Too much?”

      “No! Please no, it was wonderful. But I was afraid it was something else.”

      “Like what?”

      “I don’t know. Like, you were feeling guilty for having feelings for someone else.”

      “Eric, no. God no. I would never⁠—”

      “I know, I know.”

      “But you did think it,” she said. “Maybe this is a bad idea. The most important thing is that we don’t screw up our marriage.”

      “Agreed,” he said.

      “And if you think I’d ever do anything like that. I mean, to even worry about it⁠—”

      “I worry. It’s what I do. I’m sorry.”

      “Don’t apologize, Eric. I love you, okay? I love you so much.”

      “This is going to sound weird, but that fear is part of it. I don’t know, I can’t explain it. If I didn’t worry about losing you, then it would lose its edge. But intellectually, anyway, I know that you’ll always come back to me.”

      “Always.”

      “But now that April’s in the loop…” he said, trailing off suggestively.

      “I know what your dirty little mind is thinking, but seriously, it’s kind of a relief that she knows. That I can talk to someone about this. Someone who’s supportive and doesn’t judge.”

      “I like the sound of this even more.” Eric sometimes wished that he had his own outlet, but there was no one he’d ever admit this stuff to beyond Lauren. “You should go out with her tonight. Have fun.”

      “Okay.”

      “Hey, I just thought of something.”

      “Yeah?”

      “With April, you’ve got a portable camera person!”

      “Goodbye, Eric. I’ll keep you posted about tonight.”
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      Lauren actually attended all of her conference sessions that day. She walked the expo hall, picking up tchotchkes and branded giveaways to bring back to Eric and her grown children out of habit. For a conference that catered to non-profits and do-gooders of the world, the haul was pretty good.

      Of course she ran into Jack as she was chatting with someone at a water access booth. He didn’t come up and hug her. There were no public displays of affection. Here, in the professional space, they were professionals.

      “Enjoying the conference?” he asked, once the pitch was done and Lauren had signed up for a raffle.

      “It’s wonderful. You?”

      “I’m enjoying…” His eyes lingered on her. “...playing high-stakes poker while waiting on you.”

      “You up?”

      He chuckled, hearing her (unintended) innuendo in the question, but choosing not to answer that way. “A little. It’s very swingy.”

      “Sounds like something you’d like.”

      He grinned at her, a row of nice, white teeth. She remembered kissing that mouth late last night, remembered licking those teeth when she just couldn’t get enough of him and he had his cock buried deep in her.

      “So dinner tonight?”

      “Not tonight. I’ve got plans.” It felt good to turn him down.

      “Oh?”

      “Maybe some ohs.” Lauren snickered at her own joke. She normally wasn’t like this, but Jack just brought it out in her. She liked surprising him, and judging from how his brows twitched upwards, she was successful. “Maybe I’ll call you later… if I’m free.”

      Jack was back to his own, suave self. “You have fun, Lauren. I’m all about sharing and being open.” He winked. “You’re here tomorrow night, too, right?”

      Tomorrow was the last day of scheduled events, with the closing keynote midday. “I am. No point heading home when I can do some more networking… by the pool.”

      “Well, maybe you can fit me into your busy schedule.”

      “I’ll have my people talk to yours.”

      It was less awkward than she’d thought it would be. This world of casual sex still baffled her. Even when she was single—ages and ages ago—she never did this. Now, looking around the expo hall, she saw it the way April had described. She didn’t just see people milling about, dressed in business casual with their networking faces on. She saw potential.

      Lauren felt free after that, and then felt silly that she’d ever felt tied down. She wasn’t dating Jack. He was just a good time, and he saw her the same way. There were no expectations on either side, and the only real person that mattered was hundreds of miles away from her, yet suddenly felt closer than ever.

      She took out her phone and shot him an ‘I love you’ text, just because.

      
        
          
            
              
        Eric

      

      
        I love you, too! Any particular reason you sent this?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Lauren

      

      
        No, just thinking about you and wanted to let you know.

      

      

      

      

      

      He sent a smile emoji back, and that sentiment in the emoji carried her all the way to the evening’s reception—last major reception of the conference.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Lauren hadn’t seen April or Jack since the expo hall earlier. He wasn’t in any of her sessions—he seemed to only be there to meet with clients and gamble—and April was on a different topic track. They texted each other updates, but reception in the casino conference halls were spotty at best, and Lauren wasn’t sure if her friend would make it to this reception.

      While Lauren considered herself an extroverted introvert, she’d been to enough of these events to know how to navigate them. She wasn’t the awkward or lonely 20-something looking for a way to intermingle with the pre-existing groups.

      GPC made it easier by holding the reception in a part of the casino where a few table games could be played. She grabbed a glass of wine from a passing caterer and went over to one of the roulette tables, where she recognized a couple guys from one of the sessions that she attended earlier.

      She put some chips out on the felt before settling in beside a good looking young man in his thirties. She turned to him to say something, and then, because she was feeling bold, she put a hand on his arm as she spoke. “You were in the DE&I session yesterday, right?”

      She could feel the muscle beneath his long-sleeve polo, hard and straining against the cotton. He had a nice smile, she thought, as he seemed to lean into her touch. “I was. I remember you, too. Just across the aisle. You asked some great questions.”

      “Thanks.” She was tickled that he remembered her.

      “No more bets,” the croupier announced, waving his hand across the table.

      “How’s this table feel?” Lauren asked.

      “Just got more interesting,” the guy said. “I’m Leo.”

      “So I can read.” She glanced at his name tag, then held up her own. “Nice to meet you, Leo. I’m Lauren.”

      His eyes looked at her tag, but she knew it was more an excuse to check out her chest. Her sweater was tight enough to give Leo a taste of her tits.

      The ball clattered along the roulette wheel. The croupier announced, “16. Red,” and started clearing losing bets.

      “Holy shit, your number hit!” Leo’s friend said excitedly.

      Lauren began to tell him congratulations when she realized that he was talking about her chip.

      “No,” she said, covering her mouth. It was the blackjack night all over again. The croupier assembled her stack of winning chips and pushed it towards her. “I don’t believe this.”

      “Looks like it’s your lucky night,” Leo’s friend said. He was also a young, fit guy who wore a matching long-sleeve polo. Only where Leo sported a tight crew cut of dark hair, his friend was a shaggy blonde, like a surfer.

      “Guess so,” she said. She checked the other’s name tag and chuckled. “You two have the same name?”

      “Two Leos, yes,” the blond Leo said. “Gets confusing at work, so most people go by our last names.”

      “Well, I like it,” Lauren said. “My astrological sign is Leo.”

      “No shit?” crew-cut Leo said.

      “No shit,” Lauren said back, feeling even more confident. She handed them each a stack of chips off of her pile. “Let’s spread it all around. The three Leos.”

      They all chuckled. “Well, we definitely need to refresh that wine of yours for this special occasion,” the first Leo said.

      Lauren flirted with the Leos over the next half hour as they turned her initial luck into a decent amount of winnings. By the time April arrived and the reception was starting to wind down, they’d amassed quite a haul.

      “Did you…?” April paused, looking from Lauren to the chips and back.

      “Yes! Can you believe this?” Lauren gestured to the two guys. “This time, I had some help. April, meet Leo and Leo. Leo and Leo, this is April.”

      Lauren didn’t miss the way the two guys grinned at one another. They were thinking about getting lucky in ways that had nothing to do with the chips.

      “I was going to offer to buy you dinner,” April said. “But it looks like you’ll be treating me.” She glanced at the Leos, then added, “All three of you.”

      “Now hang on,” Lauren said. She had no idea how much money she had in front of her, but it was better that way. “Red or black?”

      “No,” April said. “You wouldn’t.”

      “Red it is. Feels like a good, passionate color.” Lauren started pushing her chips toward the betting area that represented red. “Besides, everyone always says, ‘Bet on black.’”

      “Everyone place your bets,” the croupier announced.

      “You know, if you win…” April said.

      Lauren was feeling good. She put an arm into crew-cut Leo’s muscular arm and finished the sentence. “Then we all win.”

      “No more bets.” The croupier dropped the ball into the wheel. The whole table watching it spin along the edge.

      “And if you don’t win?” April asked, as mesmerized as everyone else by the ball.

      “I still win. Things just go a different direction.”

      The ball caught, rattled, started bouncing from number to number before settling on…
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      Eric hadn’t heard from Lauren since she announced that she was headed to the evening reception. That was a couple hours ago, and while the gap wasn’t unusual under normal circumstances, these weren’t normal circumstances. She’d also kept up the habit of oversharing. The lack of updates was notable, but in a good and delicious way.

      At least as he waited, he had plenty to entertain himself with. He went up to the bedroom and locked the door—despite now living in an empty nest, he was still in the habit after years with kids around. There, he loaded the videos that she’d sent.

      ‘You want my come?’

      ‘Yes! Give it to me. Give me your cu—UUUHH!’

      If he didn’t have video evidence like that, he still wouldn’t believe that this was actually happening. His wife was a hotwife, and he was a squirming cuckold. He didn’t let himself come, though. He wanted to prolong the moment, edging himself until he got his next scrap of news.

      That came an hour later, from an unexpected source.

      
        
          
            
              
        April

      

      
        I think your wife is cheating on you.

      

      

      

      

      

      The text arrived like a punch to the gut, popping into view just as Jack pulled out of Lauren on the video, his large cock glistening with their combined come. Eric almost lost it, despite how carefully he’d been edging himself. “Cheating”, apparently, was a trigger word for him.

      He had to put the phone down, get up, and walk into the bathroom. He splashed cold water on his face and emptied his bladder before he was back under control.

      April knew about their arrangement, he reminded himself. She’d discovered it yesterday as Lauren was showering after a post-lunch sex session. He still wasn’t sure how he felt—embarrassed, a little humiliated, but also, weirdly, relieved.

      When he got back to his phone, more texts waited.

      
        
          
            
              
        April

      

      
        Just look at these two…

      

      

      

      

      

      There was a photo next, taken from across the bar. Lauren was standing very close to a guy who looked like a Jersey bro gym rat. He had tightly cropped hair and wore a long-sleeved polo shirt that seemed a size too small for his muscled upper body. Lauren was looking up at him, a hand resting on his elbow, her mouth open in mid-sentence.

      
        
          
            
              
        April

      

      
        I think they’re going to hook up.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        You want them too, also, don’t you?

      

      

      

      

      

      The guy wasn’t the same man she’d been with yesterday. This one looked younger, and a lot more built. He zoomed in on the photo, on the hand on his arm, on the way they were looking at one another.

      
        
          
            
              
        April

      

      
        Or I could step in there and ‘rescue’ her if you want.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Eric

      

      
        No, you don’t have to.

      

      

      

      

      

      She attached a heart emoji to that statement.

      
        
          
            
              
        Good, because he has a friend that I’m very interested in, and I think they come as a pair. We’re getting drinks here, but who knows where the rest of the evening will lead?

      

      

      

      

      

      Eric barely had a chance to release his breath before she shot him another text.

      
        
          
            
              
        Oh wait, I know. It’ll lead right up to their suite, and the two bedrooms they have up there.

      

      

      

      

      

      It was only dinner time in Vegas. Eric took a breath. This was going to be a long day.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Around and around the wheel spun, the roulette ball bouncing, hopping, clattering before landing on…

      “Six. Black.” To Lauren, April, and the two Leos, the croupier added, “I’m sorry. I was rooting for you.”

      “It’s okay,” Lauren said. She was smiling, the thrill of all that money on the line still rushing through her. She lost it all, but there were so many other fun things to look forward to. “Just means these guys are going to have to treat us, rather than the other way around.”

      And that’s how they ended up at one of the casino bars, paired off—April with Sandy Haired Leo, and her with the fitter one. Other than the finger food at the reception, she hadn’t had anything substantial to eat, but plenty to drink, and was feeling no pain.

      “I like a girl willing to take risks,” Leo was saying.

      Lauren snorted. “I haven’t been called a girl in years.”

      “How about ma’am?”

      “Um, no.” Lauren giggled.

      “So what would you have done if the number had come up red?”

      “Probably be somewhere upstairs, relaxing in the bathtub of my comped suite, rather than sweating it out in here.”

      “Now that’s a nice image,” Leo said. “Bubble bath?”

      “Of course. I love bubbles.”

      “And I love the idea of bubbles sliding off of you.”

      He was being forward. This normally would have earned him an eye roll or a cringe. Tonight, it felt different. She’d changed. Now she welcomed his audacity, and she realized why—she kept thinking about how fun it would be when she recounted this to her husband.

      “Well,” she said, “too bad things didn’t come up red.”

      “I’m not much of a gambling man,” Leo said. He shifted closer to her. “I like making my own luck.”

      He brushed her cheek with the back of his hand, and for a moment, Lauren wondered if he was going to kiss her right there in the bar. Instead, he leaned down and whispered, “Come up to our suite and I’ll prepare that bubble bath for you.”

      “I need to check with my friend,” she said, although Lauren already knew she was going to do it. Honestly, she knew as soon as she sat down beside him at the roulette table.

      “I think your friend will be game,” Leo said, glancing over the bar. April and the other Leo were cuddled close in a booth and were already making out. “Hey, get a room, you two!” he shouted.

      Blond Leo broke his kiss with April. “Good idea, bro,” he said. To April: “Want to go get a room?”

      April looked at Lauren, who gave a short nod, and like that, the foursome was headed for the elevators.

      Now this felt like Vegas, Lauren kept thinking. Especially when April slid her hand into hers and led her out in front of the guys, who trailed behind. They were still dressed in their conference appropriate attire—slacks, tight sweaters, definitely not the tiny dresses typical of Vegas experiences—and yet they felt the guys eyes on their asses anyway.

      “You okay with this?” April asked quietly before they arrived at the elevator doors.

      “Going to a strange man’s hotel room for sex?”

      “Yeah. That.”

      “It’s unreal,” Lauren said. “But yes, I’m more than okay with it.”

      April squeezed her hand. “You’re so full of surprises.”

      Lauren squeezed back. “I’m glad you’re here with me. Makes all of this feel less crazy.”

      “Oh, girl. We’re about to go to a suite in Vegas with two strapping younger men. It’s gonna be crazy.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Crewcut Leo, or Campbell, as they called him in the office, couldn’t believe his luck. When he saw Lauren in the conference session, he was definitely interested, but wrote her off as unattainable. A woman like her wasn’t here for Vegas flings, but for professional development and networking. She had a family at home. She probably commanded a large staff at whatever non-profit she worked for.

      When she sat down beside him, he still didn’t think he had much of a chance. It was fine. He wasn’t looking for anyone that night. Baker had already arranged the kind of evening entertainment that only Vegas could supply. Then Lauren started flirting.

      Now they were up in their suite. Leo Baker—or just Baker to most—was fixing drinks at the bar as the two women stood by the windows that overlooked the Vegas strip. Lauren was taller, with these large, luminous eyes and high cheekbones. She projected the maturity of a woman, and he couldn’t wait to see how that translated into the bedroom.

      April also looked fun, although in a more obvious way. She wore a dark dress that buttoned all the way up the front, and had left a generous number of those buttons undone at the top. He wondered how often they did this while traveling. He wondered if they ever did anything together. Now that would be even hotter.

      “Ladies,” Baker said, carrying their drinks over to them. “Two margaritas, because we love what tequila can do on a hot night like tonight.”

      “Oh, just the thing to make things crazy,” April said, taking the drink. Lauren was a bit more subdued, making Leo wonder if maybe she didn’t do this sort of thing much after all.

      “You do seem crazy,” Baker said. “Who wears pantyhose in Las Vegas?”

      Leo had noticed that, too, the dark hose on the shorter brunette’s legs. He suspected, however, that they weren’t pantyhose, and April confirmed it a moment later.

      “I don’t ever wear pantyhose,” April said. She drew the hem of her dress up enough to show off the tops of her thigh-highs. “But it does get cold in those conference rooms.” She looked right at Baker. “Speaking of, which bedroom is yours? I’m in the mood to get warmed up.”

      Baker held out his arm. “Let me escort you. Right this way, my lady.”

      “Oh, I definitely don’t plan on being a lady…”

      April looked pointedly at Lauren. Baker looked pointedly at Campbell, and like that, the two disappeared into the bedroom. He was all alone with Lauren. “Your friend is…”

      “Interesting?” Lauren finished with a laugh.

      Leo took a seat on the sofa that faced Lauren, who was still by the windows. She turned and smiled at him over her shoulder. She was definitely nervous, not quite as used to this kind of situation as April. He suspected the ring on her finger had something to do with it. The ring also made her so much sexier.

      “This whole evening’s been pretty interesting,” she continued. She sipped her margarita, and crossed over to him. He made room at his side, but was surprised when she climbed right into his lap. “Let’s continue the trend.”

      She set her glass down on the coffee table behind her, pressed her body to his, and kissed him. Her kiss was cool from the drink, tart and salty at the same time. Her tongue darted into his mouth and pressed against his, and it was on.

      Lauren felt good beneath Leo’s roaming hands. She felt like a woman, tall and toned, yet soft in all the right places. She pressed harder as he groped at her ass, squeezing the heart-shaped cheeks. His cock surged, and Lauren felt it as she grinded her pelvis against him.

      When she broke the kiss, she reached for something behind her. Her purse. Her phone. “I will suck your dick.” She stared right into his eyes. “I will fuck you. But you need to be okay with one thing.”

      At that moment, Leo Campbell would have agreed to just about anything. He nodded. “What?”

      “You need to let me take photos.”

      “Uhh…”

      “And just on my phone. They’re for me… and my husband.”

      Leo had felt like the pursuer since Lauren sat down beside him. Only now did he realize how backwards it had always been. She wasn’t his special treat—he was hers.

      “I’m okay with that, as long as they don’t show up on the internet.”

      Lauren had a very sexy smile. “We wouldn’t want that, no…” She tugged at his shirt. “Now, let’s get you naked. I’ve been dying to see those abs since I first met you.”

      So being pursued? Leo reasoned as he pulled off his shirt. Not so bad.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Eric hadn’t heard from either April or Lauren since April had teased him about going up to the suite. He was left to squirm as the minutes ticked by, rolling into the first hour. He gave up on jerking off. He was too amped up, and didn’t want to lose his edge by coming. Not yet. So he took a cold shower, fixed himself a drink, and sat on their back patio, listening to the chirping night insects.

      It was out there that he received his first text. No words, just a photo. At first, he couldn’t make sense of the angle. All he saw was his wife’s forehead, her lips wrapped around a cock, and a man’s bare thighs and stomach at the top of the frame.

      Eric’s own cock jumped. He studied the photo, making sense of it. It was taken from above, pointing down. Lauren was sitting on a sofa, it seemed, and this guy must have been standing over her, feeding her his dick. While he seemed completely naked—his thighs thick and muscular, his stomach like an old-fashioned washboard—Lauren still had all her clothing on. He could see her beyond the dick in her mouth—her cleavage peeking out of her tight, black sweater, her slacks still on. She was staring at the cock, not up into the camera, concentrating on taking it all.

      Eric wondered when this had been taken. How much more had happened. He didn’t dare text back. Clearly they were in the thick of it, and this dude may be holding her phone at that very moment. So he sat there in his quiet backyard, sipping his cocktail and trying to keep his nerves from fraying.

      He wondered if he had time to take another shower when he got a new text, from a new source. A full fifteen minutes had passed since the first had come.

      
        
          
            
              
        April

      

      
        Yes, I definitely think your wife’s cheating on you.

      

      

      

      

      

      There was a video attached.

      Eric actually picked his drink up and went inside, locking the door and pulling the blinds. He started for the stairs when he spotted the living room sofa, which was the same color as the sofa from the photo. A perverse thrill passed through him. He checked the front door, made sure that it was locked, and settled into the front living room.

      It’s funny. They only ever used this room when they had company over. It was a sitting room that rarely got sat in. Photos lined the walls and the mantle. His memories here were wholesome. He was about to change all of that.

      He was shaking by the time that he’d settled on the sofa, his pants down around his thighs, his cock throbbing in his hand. This could have been a giant disappointment. The clip could have been short and nothing more than a tease.

      It wasn’t.

      The movie clip began pointed at a closed door. April’s whisper filled in like a voiceover. “Do you hear that?” She was close to the phone, but not in the picture. “Listen.”

      Eric did, turning up the volume, and heard it. “Uh, uh, ohhh… uh!” Sex. The sounds of sex. Lauren having sex.

      The camera flipped around, April’s face filling the frame. “She sounds like she’s enjoying herself. Shall we go take a look?”

      It was a recording, of course, but Eric found himself answering aloud anyway. “Yes.”

      April’s hair was pulled back into a ponytail, and her shoulders were bare. As she reached out and twisted the door handle, the video camera dropped enough to give Eric a flash of April’s tits. The picture flipped back to the front-facing lens before he got too much of an eyeful. Then the door was open and he forgot all about April’s nudity.

      “Uh! Oh! Uh!”

      Eric had expected a bedroom beyond that door. Instead, it opened to the living room of the suite. They were on the sofa—same sofa from the earlier photo. Only now, Lauren was totally naked, bouncing on the prone body of the guy with the abs and the thighs. Definitely not Jack. This was a new man—a new cock.

      April swung the video back in her direction. “Looks like she’s enjoying herself, tool”

      Behind April was another man, just off camera but for a square jaw brushed with blond stubble. He said, “She does seem to like riding Campbell’s cock.”

      “I was being rhetorical,” April said. “You even know what that means?”

      “Hope it has something to do with these tits.”

      The camera slipped for a moment, not just treating Eric with a longer view of April’s tits—now cupped in this other dude’s hands—but the rest of her body, naked other than a pair of thigh-high stockings. Her petite body was compact yet curvy, with tanned skin and bikini lines, a completely shaved mound, and what looked like a piercing in her clit.

      The camera jerked back to Lauren and the sofa and the fucking. The young guy on his back, Campbell, had one hand on Lauren’s hip and the other clutching a breast, and seemed to be guiding her undulating body on his dick. They were both glistening with sweat, their muscles dancing with exertion.

      “Uh! Uh! Uh, God!” Lauren racked her fingers through her damp hair as she tossed her head back. “So good… you feel… AH!”

      “That’s it, Baby. Come for me. Come all over my dick.”

      Campbell’s words set Lauren off. She bucked away, like a rider upon a wild bull, like the only thing holding her on him was the guy’s clutching hands.

      “That’s so hot,” April’s voice whispered. “Your wife is such a sexy bitch.”

      Campbell dug his fingers into Lauren’s flesh, his face going red, jaw clenched. He started grunting hard, tugging at her, pulling her against him as he came.

      Lauren came crashing down, gasping as she folded herself forward, leaning down to find her new lover’s mouth. She slowed the fucking, and the two started making out. That, almost more than the sex, made Eric squirm.

      “That was sexy, you two,” April announced.

      Lauren jumped, looking towards her friend. Her eyes went wider when she inevitably saw the phone.

      “Say hi to Eric, you two.”

      “Hi, Eric,”  Campbell said. Lauren continued to stare.

      “Leo here and I were talking,” April went on. “Want to swap?”

      Campbell put a hand behind his head, like having another naked woman on his lap was the most natural thing in the world. “We could do that,” he said. “Or we could all pile into one bedroom and see what happens.”

      “Mmm, I like that idea.” Again, April swung the camera around until she was looking into it. “Do you, Eric?”

      The recording ended.

      He was already typing back a reply.

      
        
          
            
              
        Eric

      

      
        Hell, yes!
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      “Want to swap?”

      Lauren was overwhelmed. She was still coming off an intense orgasm on a new dick, only to discover April and Other Leo watching them. Not just those two, but April had a phone in her hand, camera lens pointed at her. Eric would see this—or maybe it was a video call and he was seeing it now!

      Then there was the fact that Lauren was standing before her naked except for her stockings and heels, that apparently she had a piercing down there. That Other Leo, just behind her, looked pretty damn fit naked, and that his uncircumcised cock was nearly as large as Jack’s.

      Then, and only then, did she arrive at the question that April had posed: “Want to swap?”

      She wasn’t even sure how to answer it. It was like April had asked in a foreign language, and Lauren had to translate it before she could begin to consider.

      Leo, beneath her, seemed to have no such problem. “We could do that, or we could all pile into one bedroom and see what happens.”

      April looked right at Lauren as she said, “Mmm, I like that idea.” Lauren warmed under April’s stare, unsure how to interpret it. Was her friend coming onto her? Or just doing it for the guys?

      April turned the camera back to her and asked, “Do you, Eric?”

      Then she pressed the screen and looked past it. “Should I send this?”

      So it was a video, not a FaceTime. She found a mild relief in that. There was control in the delay. Yesterday, when she sent him the photos and videos, she decided what glimpses he got, and when he got them. It helped her feel like she had a handle on a situation that was quickly getting out of hand.

      Lauren climbed off of Leo, and had to consciously not cover herself. She wasn’t used to being naked in front of anyone other than Eric, despite being proud of her body. Even after a workout, she always showered at home. The modesty was silly now. She already had sex with one man, and sounded like she’d do the other.

      April tipped her head to one side and held up the phone with a questioning look.

      “Yes, send it.” She helped Leo up. “And can we order some food? I’m starving.”

      The tension broke in the room—or maybe she was the only one feeling it. Either way, when they laughed, so did she, and it felt good.

      She threw on one of Leo’s dress shirts. April put her dress back on, but left most of the buttons undone. The guys just grabbed their pants, leaving them shirtless, which was totally fine by Lauren. They had the kind of upper bodies that could have qualified for a male review here in Vegas.

      “You okay with all of this?” April asked her as the Leos ordered room service.

      “It’s pretty crazy. This what your life is like?”

      April snorted. “God, no. This is crazy, but we’re in Las Vegas. No, I mean, I date, and have had a few fun experiences that I never dreamed I’d have when I was married. But going up to a suite with my friend and two hot guys? It’s a first for me, too.”

      “That makes me feel a little better.”

      April had a pretty smile. “You know how lucky you are, right? You get to do all of this, and still have Eric back home.” April’s phone buzzed, and when she checked it, she giggled. “Speaking of…”

      
        
          
            
              
        Eric

      

      
        Hell, yes!

      

      

      

      

      

      “Guess he’s okay with things getting wilder.”

      First Leo came over. “Food’s ordered. Should be about a half hour.”

      “Thanks.”

      “In the meantime, I think I owe you a bubble bath, and it so happens that this suite comes with an amazing tub.”

      “Ooo, I love bubble baths,” April said.

      “The tub’s easily big enough for both of you.”
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        * * *

      

      The tub was, indeed, large. It wasn’t even in the bathroom, but built into a corner of the master bedroom, in front of some large windows that looked out on the strip.

      “Now this feels very Vegas,” April said. April stood naked without a shred of embarrassment. And why not. She was a beautiful woman with a fantastic body. Lauren had never looked at another woman in such a sexual way, but here she couldn’t help it.

      April went to the window, gathering her hair up into a bun. Whether intentional or not, the gesture drew Lauren’s eyes right to the rest of April’s body. She was shorter than Lauren, with a waist that called attention to her wide hips and plush ass. Her tits weren’t large, but relative to her petite frame, they were nice and full, the swells peering around the edges of her back as she fixed an elastic in her long, dark hair.

      The tub was already filling, bubbles foaming above the steaming water. She’d been mostly joking about the bubble bath when she’d been talking to Leo, but it did look tempting. She started to unbutton the men’s dress shirt that Leo had lent her when April stepped up to her.

      “Here, let me,” she said. April unfastened the next button of the Oxford as she stared up at Lauren through her long, dark lashes.

      Lauren’s pulse spiked. “What’s going on here?”

      “Just helping a friend out.” Another button came open. April seemed to move even closer, adding, “And giving the Leos a fun, little show.”

      They glanced towards the door, where their two hosts were watching them with large grins. Lauren’s blood pumped even more heat up the back of her neck. Another button came free, exposing the insides of Lauren’s breasts.

      She looked back at April, her chest tight. She’d never been with another woman, never even considered it—not until now, as April undid the last button of her shirt and pulled it off. She watched, frozen, as April ran her hand along her hip, over her ribs, her fingertips brushing the side of her breast.

      “I don’t…” Lauren wasn’t sure how to finish her sentence. She wasn’t even sure what she’d intended to say.

      “Come on. Let’s get clean first, before we get all dirty.” April took her hand and guided her into the tub, and she was thankful to sink beneath the bubbles. April slid in behind her with a purr. “Nice and hot.”

      It was nice, with the hot water caressing her naked body and the bubbles tickling her shoulders and neck. But April was there, too, her slippery, naked body pressed against her back. Lauren didn’t feel uncomfortable, exactly, although she was far outside of her comfort zone. She could feel April’s soft breasts and the hard, swollen nipples.

      April pulled Lauren’s hair away from her ear. “Relax,” she whispered.

      “That’s a little tough for me,” Lauren said. “I’ve never done… this.”

      “We don’t have to do anything.” April kissed her neck, and Lauren couldn’t help noticing how soft her friend’s touch was. She pulled back and sprinkled soapy bubbles along Lauren’s shoulders. “We can just wash ourselves.”

      It did feel good, Lauren admitted. The water, the feminine touch, the smell of the soap and her boozy high. She’d never been with another woman, but then again, until two nights ago, she never thought that she would have blown someone in a public stairwell.

      “April?”

      “Hm?”

      Lauren guided April’s soapy hands to her tits. “Make sure you wash here,” she said.

      “Okay!”

      She could hear April’s smile, and definitely felt her body press close once again. Gave her the courage to guide her hand lower, beneath the water, down between her legs. “And definitely here.”

      April’s touch wasn’t all that different from Eric’s. Her husband had slender fingers and a soft touch, but where he mostly rubbed what he thought felt good, April knew exactly how to touch her.

      “You’re right.” April’s breath tickled against her ear. “Very filthy, Laur.”

      “Ah!” Lauren gasped as April slipped two fingers inside of her, while nibbling on her ear and tweaking Lauren’s nipple with her other hand. It felt good. So good.

      She turned her head over her shoulder, looking back at her friend, and their mouths found one another in a steamy kiss. There was no way to pretend that this was a man. April’s lips were so soft, her tongue playful. Lauren was kissing another woman, and it was turning her on.

      “Gah!” She had to break the kiss as a climax snuck up on her. April played her like a standup bass through the swell, fingering her, groping her, dabbing kisses along her shivering skin. But this wasn’t an end, but only a taste of the beginning. Her orgasm left Lauren wanting more, energized to try new things.

      When her senses returned, she swiveled in the tub, facing April. Most of her hair was still up in the high ponytail, but some had escaped, bangs sticking to her forehead and the sides of her cheeks. Her lashes were so long, so dark, and her eyes were so full of need.

      “I’ve wanted to do that to you for so long,” April said.

      Lauren’s eyes went wide, despite all that came before. “Really?”

      “You’ve always inspired me, Lauren. You’re the reason I started working out again.”

      “Wow.”

      April slid even closer, their legs entwining. “You’re even sexier naked. Not everyone is.” She pressed her pussy against Lauren’s. “Wasn’t expecting the shaved cooch, but I love it.” She brushed her fingers through Lauren’s hair. “Can’t wait to taste it.”

      With their pussies nearly throbbing, the two women started making out again. All hesitancy was gone. Lauren let go, just as she had with Jack and Leo. Rocking her thighs against April, the bathtub bubbles foaming all around them, their tongues wrestling, she couldn’t wait to discover what new pleasures the evening would deliver.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      This night couldn’t get any better. Not only were the two hotties down to fuck, but they were now making out with each other in the bath. Lauren had seemed unsure at first, but like when she climbed into his lap earlier, she’d lost her inhibitions quickly.

      “April seems game for whatever,” he said to Baker as the two Leos watched from the bed.

      “Dude, she’s a wild one. Total fucking cougar.”

      April kissed down Lauren’s neck again before dipping low and sucking on Lauren’s tits. Lauren sighed, rolling her head back and leaning against the edge of the tub.

      “She fucked the hell out of me, then blew me to completion, sucking me fucking dry. Then she sat on my face to get herself off.”

      April popped off of Lauren’s tit and glanced up at her friend. “I think the boys are talking about us.”

      Lauren seemed to remember that they weren’t alone. She glanced over at the two Leos, and the mixture of surprise and shyness was so sexy. This woman was a true MILF.

      “Lauren’s never been with another woman,” April said. She prompted Lauren up onto the edge of the tub, her back against the window. The Vegas strip sprawled behind her. In front of her, April edged in between her legs. “I’m happy to be her first.”

      The women locked eyes as April pushed Lauren’s knees wide. Leo held his breath. Baker put a hand on his shoulder, like they were about to witness the kickoff of an epic Super Bowl. The two didn’t fucking disappoint.

      “Oh, my God!” Lauren cried as April went down on her. She practically climbed up the window, her mouth gaping, her eyes locked onto the Sapphic act like she still couldn’t believe it was happening.

      April maintained eye contact, which was hot as hell to watch, staring up at her friend as she flicked her tongue across her clit and fingered her pussy. Lauren came hard, clamping her legs around April’s head and finally squeezing her eyes tight.

      April slowed her ministrations, but didn’t stop. She gave Lauren enough time to catch her breath before feasting again.

      This was when Baker moved in, unable to remain on the sidelines. He kicked off his trousers, baring his naked ass to Leo, as he climbed up beside Lauren. She gasped when he palmed her tit, and kissed him back when he moved in for the smooch.

      April, continuing to munch away at Lauren, reached out, grabbed Baker’s dick, and started jerking away. It was all hot to watch, but Leo wasn’t a voyeur and he hated to be excluded. He slipped out of his pants, grabbed a condom, and stepped into the now lukewarm water of the bath, right behind April.

      “I was hoping you’d join us,” she said, shifting her knees wider apart to accommodate him. “And apart from me, you get the best seat in the house.”

      She wasn’t wrong. He got to see Lauren and her smooth sex splayed open. Baker’s hand rested on one thigh. April pushed the other wide. Above April, she made out with Baker, who fondled her tits and pinched her nipples. And that was all before April dipped back in and ran her tongue along her slit.

      “Oh, yes!” Lauren cried, unable to maintain the kiss. “That feels so… uhhh… so… goood!!”

      This time, April didn’t let her come. She worked her friend right up to the edge before backing off. Lauren groaned in frustration. April giggled. Then went right back to work. For Leo, watching, it was hot as fuck. He had to slow his roll, not wanting to come too quickly at the girl-on-girl show.

      “You’re mean,” Lauren said after the third near orgasm. “We’re no longer friends.”

      April laughed as she pulled her face out of Lauren’s lap. Reluctantly, she eased herself off of Leo, too, as she rose from the water and set her hands on Lauren’s hips. “No, we’re lovers now, right?”

      Lauren’s breath caught. April swept in and kissed her on the mouth, and once again the two brunettes were going at it. April had her hand working between Lauren’s thighs, and Lauren put her arms around April’s neck, holding her close. She was no longer a passenger in this wild ride. She was there and ready to give in to the hedonism.
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        * * *

      

      They were back on the bed, dried off, but still naked. This was no longer a pairing off, swapping situation. This wasn’t coupling. This was group sex, and Lauren still couldn’t believe that she was right in the middle of it. Like, literally in the middle.

      “Yes, Laur! Eat me. Eat my pussy!” April was on her back, one heel resting on Lauren’s shoulder as she splayed her thighs, and Lauren flicked her tongue along her pierced clit.

      At age 50, Lauren thought that she’d thoroughly explored her sexuality. She always appreciated women and their beauty, but was never attracted to them. When Eric joked with her about “exploring her feminine side,” she’d always laughed and rolled her eyes. Now, however, as she went down on her best friend, tasting pussy, hearing those feminine moans, she started reconsidering everything. The act of giving was just as much of a turn on as receiving. This wasn’t for show. This wasn’t for foreplay. She wanted to have lesbian sex for herself, and discovered how much it turned her on.

      “I’m coming!” April cried. “Oh, my God, Laur, you’re making me come!”

      It was what Lauren had been denied, yet desperately wanted—release. She hoped it would come soon. She felt it building behind her, as the blond Leo held her hips and drove his cock into her from behind.

      Completing the daisy chain of sex was the darker haired Leo, the original Leo, who knelt at April’s head as she gave him a handjob that turned, once she’d regained her senses, into a sloppy, sideways blowjob.

      Leo met Lauren’s eyes as she looked up at him. She saw his focus shift the couple inches to her tongue in April’s pussy. She saw his breath catch, saw him bite into his lower lip and nod. “Fuck, that’s hot,” he mouthed.

      With that, he was coming, pulling out of her mouth and launching his come all over April’s face and tits. Something overcame Lauren. Before her brain could catch up with her desires, she was moving up over April’s body, lapping the still hot semen from her friend’s tits and neck. When she got to her face, she planted a hard kiss on her mouth.

      Blond Leo, who’d moved up April’s body with her, his cock inside her the whole way, started to climax. She felt his dick pulse through the condom, and even though she couldn’t feel the come, she heard his groans and it was enough.

      “Mmmm!” She ripped her lips away from April’s and threw back her head. April smiled with mischief. A moment later, Lauren felt why—her friend’s fingers pressed against her clit, and between Leo’s cock and April’s touch, the pressure was perfect. She screamed. She came. She passed out.
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      Eric’s guts were twisted into tight knots when the video finally came in. It was late. Hours had passed since he’d responded to April’s question. The sun had fully set and the crickets chirped outside.

      
        
          
            
              
        Lauren

      

      
        I did something…

      

      

      

      

      

      Eric went from cold to hot to cold. His chest tightened. He almost ran to the bedroom as the video slid into view on the messages thread. The little thumbnail was hard to parse. It was dark, a bed in the foreground, silhouetted bodies beyond. He could make out the glistening curve of a woman’s back.

      He made a detour to his home office. Whatever he was about to witness would be better on the full screen of his computer. It took forever to boot it up, and was even harder not to peek at the video.

      Meanwhile, Lauren texted again.

      
        
          
            
              
        Lauren

      

      
        Too much?

      

      

      

      

      

      Eric shook harder. She was worried. What was he about to watch that could have worried her?

      He opened the messenger app on his computer, found his text thread with Lauren, and finally, at last, clicked on the video, expanding it to fill the full screen. God bless Apple and their high resolution cameras.

      Still, at first, all he could tell was that a woman was on the bed, her hair dark, a soft sheen on her skin as it caught in the dim lights of the bedroom. Her breath caught. She tossed her head back, chin jutting as she looked toward the ceiling, eyes shut tight.

      It was Lauren, an orgasm washing over her like a wave rolling up a wide beach. She’d always been multi-orgasmic, but her climaxes mellowed out after the first. This was far from the first.

      “Oh, that feels…” Lauren’s voice was short, her breath catching. “So good… mmm… yes!”

      That’s when Eric saw who she was straddling—too slender to be either man from the previous videos. Not a man at all, Eric realized, but another woman! She had tits and pale skin, a flat stomach with a pierced navel, slim, dancer’s thighs. Lauren was sitting on her face, but Eric could see a braid of red hair emerge from beneath Lauren. Who was she?

      He watched his wife moan softly through her climax, churning her hips on the redhead’s face. The camera moved closer to the action, tightening in on Lauren’s naked body, her hard nipples, her clenching stomach, her shaved pussy currently being eaten by another woman. Eric watched in disbelief as her tongue flicked along Lauren’s clit, her delicate chin coated in Lauren’s juices.

      “You’re so sexy, Laur.” It was April’s voice. The camera pulled back just in time to see April slip up on the opposite side of Lauren on the bed. She palmed Lauren’s breast as she leaned in, and like that the two were making out.

      But the show didn’t end there. When April broke the kiss, she glanced at the camera before smiling and saying, “Get back to work, Lauren. Show hubby how much you like women now.”

      Lauren glanced nervously at the camera before lowering her face between the redhead’s splayed thighs. The video followed her descent. The mysterious woman had slim, pale thighs and a compact pussy as cleanly shaved as the other two women.

      Eric watched his wife run her tongue along that smooth groove, her eyes fully open. The woman lifted her hips. Lauren wrapped her arms around her thighs and dove fully in, her hair obscuring the rest of the sex act. In a way, that was even hotter—watching his wife’s head bob between the woman’s legs.

      The camera pulled back again, completing the view of the sixty-nine, with April just beyond them, stroking Lauren’s back as she rubbed her own pussy.

      The video ended, and Eric felt like he’d been shoved back into his body. Once again, he was alone in his bedroom, hundreds of miles from where this happened.

      He read her most recent text all over again. “Too much?” He laughed out loud.

      
        
          
            
              
        Eric

      

      
        Not enough! More please.

      

      

      

      

      

      He watched the three dots jump on the screen, indicating her typing. They stopped for a moment, then returned again. Eric waited as patiently as he could.

      
        
          
            
              
        Lauren

      

      
        Okay. Here’s more.

      

      

      

      

      

      This text was adorably accompanied by a blushing emoji, and then another video.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Heather took a deep breath outside of the hotel door. Hotels always smelled the same, even here in Las Vegas. Looked the same, too, for the most part—patterned carpet, dim sconces of light marching down the long hallways. They always reminded her of a dream.

      Then again, every trip to Vegas like this made Heather think of a dream—like she was lost in one, wasn’t exactly sure what she was doing, and that she was certainly not in control.

      “You’re not Heather,” she whispered to herself. “Tonight, you’re Angelica.”

      And like that, she was transformed. She was in control—as much as she could be in a profession that traded sex for money. She selected her clients, only accepting them if they came with referrals from people she could trust. The two guys on the other side of the door, salesmen with the unlikely names of Leo, were referred to by her friend, Mariana. That wasn’t what made her nervous, though.

      It was that there were two men on the other side of the door. She’d had group sex once before, a couple years back when she first got into this profession, but her husband had been in the mix and it all happened organically. Here, she was walking in and there were expectations.

      But that’s why she took this job, right? To challenge herself. To push herself. To try something totally new. Mariana vouched that these guys were hot and knew how to fuck. Time to push those limits.

      She knocked. The door opened. The guy on the other side was, indeed, hot—with a mop of sandy blonde hair that tumbled around his cheeks and sky blue eyes that smiled as much as his very kissable mouth. He was also shirtless, she was surprised to see, and had just a towel wrapped around him.

      “Angelica, right?” He asked the question as his eyes scanned her body. She held still for him, posed with one leg in front of the other. Unlike most of her clients, tonight’s arrangement wasn’t a girlfriend experience, and she wasn’t done up like the girl-next-door. She wore a leopard print mini-dress that was smaller than most negligees she owned, had done her red hair in two tight, French braids, and wore her makeup like a pornstar would. “Come on it,” he finished.

      “Why thank you. You must be Leo.” She strolled past him, brushing along his skin as she entered the suite.

      “Call me Baker. It’s less confusing.”

      “Nice to meet you, Baker.” She looked around. Their suite was nice, although not one of the highest end ones that she’d been in. That’s when she heard the moaning coming out of one of the bedrooms. She glanced at Baker, who scratched the back of his neck like a kid who’d just been caught doing something bad.

      “So right. Plans changed a little bit. Hope that’s okay.”

      Angelica went cold. She’d had some pretty wild times in Vegas. She’d planned to have one tonight, even, but on her own terms. In these vulnerable positions, she didn’t take risks.

      “It depends on how they changed,” she said.

      “Best if I show you. If you want to bounce, I totally get it. We’ll still compensate.”

      He led her to the bedroom door, where the sounds of sex—of female sex—grew louder. Her heart started racing right along. Baker had a gregarious smile that probably got him out of a lot of trouble. It was working with Heather.

      “We picked up these two earlier. They’re fun.”

      The door opened to a scene of sex. Angelica had experienced a lot since she’d started her side hustle as a call girl, but she could still be surprised. She’d never walked in on a woman getting fucked from behind as she went down on another woman, none of whom, as far as she was aware, were escorts.

      She swooned as she stepped into that room. She felt the energy and excitement in her stomach, in her bones, in her pussy. She felt the euphoria of an orgasm.

      “Want to earn a little extra?” Baker asked.

      Angelica didn’t do this for the money. Not exactly. The financial extra was nice, for sure, but they were comfortable back in their sleepy, Minnesota home. What turned her on was the transaction, the trading of money for sex—and the fact that these men would do that for her.

      “I could always use a little extra,” she said. This was crazy. She should get out of here. “But you’ve doubled the clientele tonight, so⁠—”

      “So you double the fee. I get it.” Baker checked her out in her leopard-print dress one more time. “You do it with other women?”

      Angelica thought about how she’d spent the night with Mariana, and how many orgasms she’d had with the Spanish escort.

      “I swing both ways.” Angelica said it for effect, but voicing the confession aloud nearly made her blush.

      “Good. The one in the middle there, Lauren, is new to it. I’ll pay you even more if you show her a really good time.”

      “My pleasure…”
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        * * *

      

      Eric actually went downstairs and grabbed a glass of water before starting up the second video that Lauren sent. He texted her on the way down.

      
        
          
            
              
        Eric

      

      
        Are you still with them?

      

      

      

      

      

      It was late in Vegas, but not too late for the city of sin, and they’d gotten an early start to the debauchery.

      
        
          
            
              
        Lauren

      

      
        No. We went back to our room. There’s still a half day of conference left.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        And then a free afternoon of fun for you.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        And one more free night.

      

      

      

      

      

      She followed that up with a winky face. It was amazing how much she was embracing this. It had his heart racing.

      
        
          
            
              
        You watch it yet?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Getting some water. Need to keep my fluids up.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        You sound like April.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        So you and April…?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Yes.

      

      

      

      

      

      The answer to his unspoken question took his breath away. He thought about all the times that they’d spent with April and her now ex-husband, just a normal pair of couples doing normal, couple things.

      
        
          
            
              
        Eric

      

      
        And who was the redhead?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        She was a hooker! Or, like, a high-end call girl, I guess?

      

      

      

      

      

      Lauren had fucked a prostitute? Holy shit, could things get even crazier?

      
        
          
            
              
        She wouldn’t let anyone video her in any identifiable way for privacy reasons, but it was wild, watching her with the two Leos.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Both of them?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Yes. At the same time. She called it a DP. Apparently it was her first time.

      

      

      

      

      

      Eric chugged his glass of water, feeling its cool relief slop down his throat. He poured another.

      
        
          
            
              
        Sounds like a night of firsts in that room.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        More like NIGHTS of firsts, plural. I’m sorry you couldn’t be here.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        I am, too, sort of. Do you think you would have done any of this if I was?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Not sure. But I do know one thing. Next time I go to Vegas, you’re coming along!
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        * * *

      

      The second video was set in the same bedroom as the girl-on-girl show. In the center of the California king, April and Lauren stood on their knees, arms embracing, sucking face. Lauren squeezed April’s ass as April caressed Lauren’s neck.

      The two Leo’s entered the frame from either side, the sandy-haired one closer to Lauren, the dark haired guy with April. The women broke their fevered kiss as soon as they felt the guys’ weight on the bed, turning seamlessly to kiss their respective partners.

      April had turned to face the camera completely, treating Eric to a long and unobstructed view of her naked body. He’d never be able to look at her at a family potluck the same way. She looked amazing, her compact body lean and muscled, her mound completely smooth, her tits small yet perfectly round.

      After kissing their men, they seemed to be synced up as they both lowered down onto their stomachs so that they could start sucking cocks.

      The camera wasn’t fixed, but held by a fifth person—the hooker, Eric figured. She moved closer, focusing in on Lauren and her blowjob skills. Eric’s heart skipped when he saw all the eye contact between Lauren and her blond lover boy. She wasn’t just sucking this guy to get him hard.

      “She likes giving head,” said the call girl, finishing his thought for him. “Think she can take all of that cock?”

      Lauren seemed spurred on by the commentary. She glanced at the camera before redoubling her efforts. More cock sunk into her mouth. He watched her throat muscles adjust as he went deep.

      “Ah, fuck, that feels good,” the guy said. He laced his fingers into Lauren’s hair, holding her against him for an uncomfortable minute before releasing her, her cheeks flush, her breathing ragged.

      The focus swung to the other couple, where April was giving her man a much more vigorous blowjob. She was gagging, choking, using her throat muscles as much as her tongue and lips to get him off.

      The hooker moaned to herself, just audible enough to get picked up by the phone’s mics.

      The camera pulled back again to the wider angle, taking in both couples. Foreplay time was over. Eric watched, amazed, as his wife tore open a condom foil and rolled it onto this stranger’s cock. There was no hesitation. She did it as naturally as she would lace up her sneakers or put on lipstick. Protection in place, she got on her back, opened her legs, and ran her fingers over her silky wet pussy.

      Same thing was happening on the other side of the bed, but Eric had only eyes for his wife as this younger man, who could have been half her age and was fit as hell, climbed over her, moving into place between her legs. She reached out, took his dick, and guided it to her pussy.

      The rest, Eric couldn’t see. Not explicitly. The man’s ass obstructed the view. Instead, he watched the guy’s ass clench as he drove his hips forward. He watched one of Lauren’s legs kick up as she gasped, straightening into one long, taut line before curling back down to rest on his tailbone. He watched as he began to fuck her with hard, quick thrusts.

      April was getting treated much the same, the two older women getting fucked by their younger lovers.

      When Eric imagined this fantasy playing out, he never imagined it would go here—not even in his wildest, most feverish dreams. His fantasy was that she’d meet some guy for a one night stand, come home, and tell him about it as they made love.

      But Lauren’s fantasies went deeper than that, it seemed, and once unlocked, there was no telling how far she’d go.

      The video rolled on. The fucking continued. Everyone had come already, so orgasms didn’t come quickly. Still, the stamina of these guys was unreal. They fucked the women without slowing down, rutting and pumping, groaning and grabbing ass. Lauren moaned so loudly, tossing her head, lifting one leg straight to the ceiling at one point as she barked out a sharp cry.

      The foursome shifted positions. April flipped onto her hands and knees to take it doggy-style. It also let her lean over Lauren so the two women could make out again as the men fucked them. Eric still had a hard time believing any of this was real. How was this real?!

      The two Leo’s were in a similar state of disbelief. “Fuck, that’s hot,” one said.

      April glanced back over her shoulder. “I know, right? I’ve had a major girl-crush on her for so long.”

      She turned back to Lauren, kissing her neck.

      Lauren sighed, running her fingers through her bestie’s hair. She glanced right at the camera when she spoke. “Eric, I cannot wait to feel your dick in me while April sucks my nipples.”

      April was in sync, shifting her lips down to Lauren’s swollen nipples as their younger lovers started fucking faster. Eric saw the signs. Lauren was close, flush, panting hard, her moans coming from deep in her diaphragm.

      “Maybe that’s not what he wants most,” April said, coming up off of Lauren’s nipples. “Maybe…” She ran her long tongue up Lauren’s clavicle. “Maybe he’d rather come home from work one day to find the two of us in bed with another man.” She kissed Lauren’s neck. “To hear how loud you can get with a big, fat cock going off in you.”

      At his desk, hundreds of miles away and probably hours after the fact, Eric came in a messy arc over his shirt, just as Lauren crested yet another climax. The guy fucking her pulled out and tore his condom off as April grabbed it, beat it off, and directed his come all over Lauren’s tits.

      Just before bending down to lap it all up, she looked right at the camera—at Eric. She didn’t say anything, but Eric heard the question loud and clear. Which would you rather have? The threesome, or the true cuckold experience?

      The video ended, and Eric still didn’t have an answer.
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      “Should we talk about last night?” Lauren was asking the question, but she really didn’t want to. She was still processing, sitting on the edge of the bed as she waited for April to emerge from the bathroom.

      When she did, April was dressed for the day—slacks, blouse, jacket for the chilly, indoor conference rooms. Her hair was up, her makeup applied, she hardly looked like she’d gotten only a few hours of sleep.

      “Yes, we probably should. Having regrets?” April took a seat beside Lauren, and her friend's perfume brought back some very vivid memories of last night.

      She blushed. Were there regrets? She’d gone from a hotwife virgin to having an orgy with her best friend and an escort in the matter of a few days. She was definitely still trying to wrap her head around it all, but⁠—

      “No, no regrets.” She didn’t have any, although she did have fears. “April, are we still friends? I don’t want anything weird between us.”

      April had this way about her—a smile that could diffuse any moment. She used it here, and Lauren immediately felt her anxiety lift. “Of course we’re still friends. You were with me through my divorce, and all the years since. Last night won’t change that, and if you don’t want to talk about it again, I understand.”

      “It’s not that.” Lauren knew she could have left it there and it would have gone back to normal—whatever “normal” was. But she didn’t want that. “I… liked last night.” She went red and warm as a sudden, vivid image came to her—the two of them on the bed, legs entwined, pussies rubbing, as they scissored one another to a wet, soft climax. “You know how that saying goes, about stuff that happens in Vegas stays in Vegas?” She felt very nervous. Like admitting that she liked a boy. Only it wasn’t a boy that she was crushing on. “I don’t want it to be a one-time thing.”

      April looked like she had just remembered that it was her birthday. She leaned in and kissed Lauren lightly on the lips, careful not to smear her makeup. “This definitely doesn’t need to stay in Vegas.”

      Lauren felt wobbly on her legs as she stood. April slipped a hand into hers and squeezed. “Come on, just a half-day left of this con. Then, it’s drinks by the pool and any other trouble we can find.”

      “I was planning on taking a nap.”

      “Pff. You can nap when you get back home.” She glanced at Lauren, then added, “Well, after Eric finally leaves you alone in bed.”
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        * * *

      

      Eric didn’t sleep very well, but that wasn’t new. Every night of Lauren’s trip had been like that. This time, however, he had a rapidly expanding library of videos he could watch that kept him up. When he wasn’t watching those, he was lying in bed, ticking off all the new firsts that his wife was experiencing.

      First, there was Jack.

      Then girl-on-girl with her hot friend.

      Then a foursome.

      Sex and sixty-nining with a high class call girl.

      The last video was the one that got him the most, though. Lauren was on her hands and knees, enthusiastically sucking off one guy as another fucked her from behind. That’s the video he watched when he woke up the next morning, eyes bleary from the night before. He watched her raw sexuality there, her need, the way her shoulders tightened and she moaned around the cock.

      Eric hadn’t let himself come, though, edging himself right up to the very limit. At some point yesterday, he’d decided to wait until she was home to come, and stubbornly stuck to that resolution.

      So he dragged himself out of bed the next morning, and then went to the gym before throwing himself into work. All around him, people were living their normal lives, doing normal things. They walked their dogs. They lined up for coffee at Starbucks. They talked about weekend plans without really hearing each other. Husbands and wives would kiss as they parted, saying,  I love you with the same inflection as they would say, See you later.

      Eric felt like he was walking around with his eyes wide open. He watched it all like it was an elaborate farce. He saw a husband drop his wife off in front of the office, kissing her goodbye, and Eric wondered if the two ever had wild sex with other people when they weren’t buttoned up and being professionals.

      He spoke to Lauren mid-morning, while she was between sessions and he could step away.

      “Sorry I didn’t call this morning,” she said. “I wanted you to sleep in.”

      “It’s okay. I figured you were sleeping, too.” His chest tightened as he thought about her sleeping in the midst of a bunch of naked bodies. Then, his voice raising an octave, he asked, “How did you sleep?” He couldn’t quite ask who she slept with.

      Lauren knew him well enough to hear the real question. “We went back to the room around one last night, and crashed,” she said. “Alone in each other's beds, because I know you were wondering.”

      “Right.” Eric laughed nervously. “I was.”

      “I know.” He could hear her smile. “But last night was fun.”

      “It was fun to watch. Thank you for sharing.”

      “Maybe next time, you’ll be in the room,” Lauren suggested.

      “Really?”

      “Yeah.”

      In the past, whenever Eric brought up his hotwife fantasy and she’d questioned it, she always maintained that she wouldn’t be able to handle him with another woman. And he was fine with that arrangement. It wasn’t what he really wanted. Then again, April was a hottie.

      “As I was sharing those videos with you, it got me thinking. I’m curious to feel what you feel.”

      “It’s not the most comfortable feeling,” he admitted. “But I think I’m addicted to it.”

      “Good, because I think you’re going to feel it some more later today.”

      “I was hoping that I would. What’s the plan?”

      “Closing keynote after this, then the pool. Then… who knows? I told Jack that I’d see him.”

      Eric felt that chasm of cuckold angst open up beneath him. Last night with the Leos was fun, but she was infatuated with this guy, and it got his head spinning so much more.

      “You like him,” he said.

      “I wouldn’t use that word. He’s a self-centered jerk.”

      “But you also like him.” Eric laughed. “Or like how he fucks you.” What a thing that he could now say.

      “I do. I like how different he is from you. More than even April, he really… opened this wild side of me.”

      “I love that,” Eric said.

      “Really? Why? Shouldn’t I be doing that for you?”

      “You are, actually,” he said. “And also for you. And that’s perfect.”

      “You’re amazing, Eric. I can’t believe we didn’t do this a long time ago.”

      “Maybe we weren’t ready a long time ago, but we’re there now.” He smiled to himself. “So what are you going to wear to the pool?”

      “The pink bikini.” He knew it well—a string bikini that she’d never wear to the local pool here. It was saved for trips to the Caribbean, and worn mostly when no one else was around.

      “Take pics. I love that one.”

      “I will. I’ll keep you posted.”

      “I know you will. Have fun. Can’t wait to see you tomorrow.”

      “But,” she said, “I bet you’re happy that I’m here one more night.”

      “Very true,” Eric admitted. “I’m not sure who’s more excited about that, you or me.”

      “How about ‘us’,” she said.

      “I like that. Now go. Have fun!”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The closing keynote was wonderful. The whole conference was fantastic. Despite her nighttime shenanigans, Lauren actually learned quite a lot at her sessions, already had some great new ideas to bring home, and had expanded her network.

      Still, all those professional accomplishments aside, when she walked out of that closing keynote, Lauren felt like she was back in school, and this was the first day of summer. She felt carefree. She felt filled with possibility.

      After a light lunch, Lauren met April by the pool, which was already crowded with glistening skin and smiling faces. Servers threaded through the loungers with fruity cocktails, and Lauren felt her buzz begin before it was even one o’clock.

      “So this is a Tuesday in Las Vegas,” Lauren commented.

      “It’s any day. It’s every day.” Her friend took a sip of her daiquiri. She wore a light blue, string bikini with white, lacy detailing that made Lauren think it was lingerie. April could pull it off with her cuteness and those big eyes. “This is Vegas Normal.”

      Lauren laughed at that. Before she could say anything else, though, her phone buzzed. Jack. Her heart skipped.

      [Jack]: I want to see you again.

      “Is it him? Or Eric?” April asked.

      Lauren showed her the text. April laughed. “He’s into you, girl. What are you going to do?”

      Lauren swapped to the phone’s camera, framing her chin at the top and her full, sweat-dappled cleavage at the bottom. She looked tasty in her coral-pink bikini, which was just as small as April’s. Blurred at the edge of the picture was a hint of the outdoors, of a pool setting, of her drink.

      She didn’t respond in text. Instead, she responded with that photo.

      “Let’s see if he can find me.”

      “And if he does?”

      “Then it’s his lucky day.”

      April cracked up. “And yours.”

      A couple of shirtless guys passed by, tanned and fit, their muscular chests puffed out. One glanced her way, his lips curling up in a smile beneath his sunglasses. He didn’t stop. He didn’t even slow. It was nothing more than a look. In the past, Lauren would have written it off as just that, just a look. Now, though, it felt more like a taste of possibility. She could go over to him, sit on his lounger once he’d settled down, and say, “Want to fuck?”

      Her stomach fluttered. “I think my day’s going to be lucky no matter what,” she said.

      April shifted her sunglasses down the bridge of her nose, so she could look directly at her friend. The smile never wavered. “You’ve really taken to this lifestyle,” she said.

      “Vegas normal, right?” Lauren sipped at her daiquiri. “Last night, we watched a sex worker have anal sex with one man, while she fucked another man, and judging from the way she was screaming and moaning, she didn’t hate it.”

      “No, she did not.” April sounded almost wistful.

      “Seems like that’s something best left to younger women like Angelica.”

      “Speak for yourself. After watching that show, I’ve definitely added it to my bucket list. I don’t care if I get it at 70, I want to experience that.”

      The memory was so vivid for Lauren. She didn’t need to think too hard and she was back in that room, watching as Angelica climbed onto the blond-haired Leo’s lap, sinking onto that impressive dick with a sigh. She looked over her shoulder, where the other Leo waited, stroking his cock. “Okay, I’m ready,” she said to him, her voice already strained with lust. “Come on and fuck my ass, big boy.”

      Lauren and April were also on the bed, spooning one another, mesmerized. “She’s really going to do it,” April whispered.

      Angelica reached back and spread her cheeks as Leo pressed his lubed up dick against her asshole. How Angelica had cried out. “Oh, fuck! Oh my—FUCK, SO FULL!”

      “You ever tried it?” April’s question snapped her out of her memories, Angelica’s cries still ringing in her ears.

      “What?” Lauren asked. She looked around, no longer in the bedroom, but back out under the Vegas sun, the smell of chlorine and sunblock filling her nose.

      “Little backdoor fun?”

      “Yeah, Eric and I tried it once, years ago. It was okay.”

      The Leos had fucked Angelica hard, slamming their dicks home with little tenderness. The redhead was all about it, too, moaning her throat raw as the orgasms seemed to roll through her.

      “Find someone who knows what he’s doing,” April said. “It can be pretty amazing.”

      It’s funny how normal it felt to have this conversation, in public, about anal sex.

      “What can be pretty amazing?” a man’s voice asked.

      Suddenly standing before them, wearing a Bermuda shirt and a pair of shorts, was Jack and his irritatingly perfect smile.

      April opened her mouth to reply. Lauren cut her off before the woman could actually answer that question, quickly saying instead, “Massages.”

      April darted a look at her, but didn’t contradict. Jack knew something was up, but didn’t pry. “So I found you. What’s my prize?”

      April rose from the lounger and stretched, showing off her tight body. Jack looked, and Lauren felt a flash of jealousy through her. “Well, I’m going to take myself somewhere else,” April announced. “Maybe I’ll go find someone to… give me a massage.” She winked at Lauren, then brushed a hand over Jack’s chest. “See you two around. Try to have fun.”

      “You don’t need to go,” Jack said.

      April laughed. “Of course you’d say that.” To Lauren, she said, “But if you want to meet up later, just text.”

      Lauren thought about April, once again, between her thighs. She squeezed her own together. “Go find your masseuse, girl.”

      When April was gone, she turned back to Jack. “So you missed me?”

      Jack took a spot on the lounge chair beside her. “You know I did.”

      “Want to get out of here?”

      “You know I do.”

      Lauren giggled. “You know what? I think I’ve had enough sun for now…”

      “Well come on, then. My room’s plenty shady.”
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        Lauren

      

      
        Conference is officially over. Time to celebrate!

      

      

      

      

      

      Eric didn’t have to ask what she intended to do to celebrate. He got a photo… in the middle of his work day… while he was sitting in at a senior staff meeting.

      Lauren was staring down into the camera, smiling, her face flush, as she straddled a man. She still wore her bikini top, although the cups had been pulled down to bare her nipples, and her sunglasses were still perched in her hair, holding the dark waves back. But her bikini bottoms were gone, leaving a completely unobstructed view of the man’s dick penetrating her bald peach.

      “Eric, what are your thoughts on the matter?”

      He darkened his phone and looked up, realizing that all eyes were on him around the boardroom table. Had anyone seen what was on his phone? Did they all know he was a total cuckold, and they were all secretly judging him?

      He reached for his mug of coffee, willing his hand not to shake, and eased back into the man he was when he sat in this crowd—senior, successful, and respected. “I’ve looked over the numbers, and I think we’ll be fine…”

      As he spoke, they listened, nodding, agreeing. He could feel opinions shift on the matter, bending towards his own opinions. And yet all the while, somewhere in the back of his mind, he couldn’t wait to learn more of the story behind that photo.

      After the meeting, Eric retired to his office, although there wasn’t enough privacy to actually do anything inappropriate. The walls of their offices here were solid glass, and the CEO encouraged his staff to keep their doors open to reinforce the symbolism.

      Before he could even get his phone out to check for more texts, his coworker, Will, walked in. “I don’t know how you do it,” Will said with a shake of his head. For one panicked moment, Eric was convinced that Will was talking about Lauren and her extracurricular activities at GPC. He went lightning hot under the collar. “You have everyone in that room eating out of your hand, man. It’s impressive.”

      “You can’t question the numbers.” Eric’s soaring pulse slowly returned to earth.

      “But you can be selective about them.” Will crossed the room to the narrow shelf where Eric kept his photos. There was the whole range, from family portraits to ones of just him and Lauren.

      Eric quietly watched as Will picked up a photo of his wife, taken while they’d been on vacation five years back. It was innocent compared to what he’d been treated to these last few days, representing a more innocent time in his life. They’d been at the lake, the sun was just starting to set, and Lauren stood half-turned away from the camera, looking back over her shoulder, a smile just starting to form. She wore one of those oversized sweaters, designed to hang off of one shoulder, exposing the black strap of her bra.

      “You’re a lucky man,” Will said.

      “Thanks.”

      He felt the prickles of jealousy, but kept that hidden. Two years ago, at the company holiday party, Eric had overheard Will say a whole lot more about Lauren to one of the other junior execs.

      “Eric’s wife sure is a banger,” the other guy had said.

      “I’d love to,” Will had joked. “There’s no way an older guy like Eric’s enough for a woman with a body like that.”

      “Yeah, man. She keeps herself in shape.”

      “Those legs. Those tits. We’re not the only ones to notice.

      “Bet she’s got something going on the side.”

      And this was after Eric had watched Will flirt with her when he didn’t think Eric was watching.

      Eric had already had cuckold and hotwife fantasies, but hearing the two men talk about her that way was triggering. That night, he’d gone home and confessed his fantasy to Lauren.

      “I should thank you,” Eric told Will now, in the present.

      “Yeah? Why’s that?” Will put the photo down somewhat wistfully.

      For giving me the guts to talk to Lauren. For helping us get to the point where she would now send photos of herself riding a strange dick. “For backing me up in that meeting. Everyone needs a good partner.” He nodded towards the photos of Lauren. “I’ve got one in my personal life, and another in my professional one.”

      Eric said this knowing full well that his colleague would bend his wife over the desk and fuck her without a moment’s hesitation. He wasn’t sure how he felt about that idea, either.

      “Well, in that case,” Will said, “you’re welcome. Grab a beer after work?”

      Eric thought about his phone, and the promises that awaited him there. “Nah. Lauren’s coming home from her trip tomorrow, and I need to straighten up the house.”

      “Bachelor life, eh?”

      More like the bachelorette’s, Eric thought. “Yeah. Although I’m ready for her to come home.”

      Will winked. “Sure bet you are. See ya around.”

      When the man was gone, he returned to the desk and took out his phone. Checking to make sure that no one else was going to walk in, he unlocked it and found Lauren’s text thread.

      There she was again, that “banger” of a body mounted on her lover’s unprotected cock. Her nipples weren’t just hard, but they were swollen with excitement. Her pussy wasn’t just wet, but she was glistening all over.

      His breath caught as his mind reeled. Despite all the videos and phone calls, all the pictures, all the firsts, seeing his wife with another man was just as intense. His cock sprang to life. It was a good thing he was so public because the desire to touch himself was very real.

      That’s when he realized that this photo wasn’t the only one. It was part of a collection, and his hands actually shook as he tapped on it to open more. The others were a visual timeline of what led up to the sex photo.

      There she was in the coral pink bikini, her back to the camera, looking over her shoulder. The thin material was held in place by narrow straps that seemed to strain against her curves. It wasn’t quite a thong, but it also wasn’t full coverage, cutting across her ass cheeks. The smile, though, got him. Her eyes weren’t focused on the camera, but something beyond—someone beyond. Eric felt his angst stir up like a bee hive. He flipped on to the next image.

      And gasped. She was on her knees, a cock in her mouth, her eyes fixed, once again, on a point just past the camera. She had most of the cock lodged in her mouth, and her nostrils flared.

      Eric risked a quick rub along the front of his trousers beneath the desk before he could stop himself. His heart pumped. His body temp spiked.

      The next photo was nearly the same, only this time the man’s hand was outstretched, holding the back of Lauren’s head, and every inch of his dick was in her mouth.

      She was deep-throating him. His beautiful wife had another man’s cock lodged in her throat as she looked up at him with lust and adoration. Eric glanced back out into the office and considered hiding in a bathroom stall and jerking off. He resisted. She’d be home tomorrow and he could resist. He could wait.

      With his heart in his throat, he moved to the next picture. Lauren was rising, standing before Jack as she tugged at the bow of her bikini bottom at her hip. The next photo was taken on the heels of the last—the result of tugging at that bow. Her shaved pussy was already wet, already engorged, already aching to feel another man’s meat.

      His wife’s excitement hit Eric right between the eyes.

      The final photo in the set was the first one that he’d seen, flashed in the boardroom, then in his office, but no less raw. The bikini top was pulled down beneath her tits, her nipples swollen, Jack’s thickness stretching her in ways that Eric never could.

      This time, it was her expression that captivated him. Her eyes were shut, her head tipped back just so, and her mouth hung open in an endless, silent moan.

      Eric slapped his phone down on his desk, breathing hard. Sweat boiled beneath his shirt. His dick was so hard and the desire to go jerk off was stronger than anything he’d ever felt.

      He didn’t. He knew what came next, after that sweet release. He knew the angst and insecurity would crash home. He knew that if he gave in, then tomorrow would feel like a lifetime away. That it would make sleeping alone again so fucking hard. So he resisted. He went back to his work—or attempted to—just to take his mind off of what may be happening in Las Vegas.

      Didn’t mean that he could completely ignore her, or even stop thinking about her for more than a few minutes.

      
        
          
            
              
        Eric

      

      
        Have fun on your last night. Treat yourself.

      

      

      

      

      

      She’d sent the series of photos a few hours ago. So much more could have transpired. He learned a moment later that so much had.

      
        
          
            
              
        Lauren

      

      
        So do you really mean ‘treat myself’? Or do you mean ‘treat my lover’?

      

      

      

      

      

      Her “lover”. The word made Eric feel so deliciously nauseous. This was the feeling he loved, yet should have hated, and Lauren seemed to understand that.

      
        
          
            
              
        Eric

      

      
        If that’s what you want. Is that what you want?

      

      

      

      

      

      It felt like an eternity before she responded.

      
        
          
            
              
        Lauren

      

      
        Yes. I want to please all of my men.

      

      

      

      

      

      Eric started to ask what that meant, but again Lauren was there, anticipating.

      
        
          
            
              
        Lauren

      

      
        Jack’s got a thing for anal sex, baby, but his dick is so big.

      

      

      

      

      

      The implication was clear, a cuckold’s clarion ringing between his ears. It wasn’t just that his dick was big—it was that it was so much bigger than Eric’s.

      
        
          
            
              
        If you’re sure, go for it.

      

      

      

      

      

      He typed it out, he pressed send, and yet the whole time his mind was in chaos. Anal sex? She’s going to let him fuck her in the ass? They’d done it once. She’d not really cared for it, and it had only been okay for him. But now, she was going to try again with someone so much bigger.

      
        
          
            
              
        I knew you’d say that. In fact, I was so sure that… well… I already did it.

      

      

      

      

      

      Eric’s balls seized up. He jerked forward in his chair, as if struck in the gut. He came to the very edge of his climax, the chasm below teeming with images of Lauren, sweaty and ecstatic, in the throes of endless pleasure. He saw her with Jack the first time. He saw her with April, then the Leo’s, then all of them jumbled up in a mess in his head.

      Somehow, he fought away from the edge. He set the phone down again. He looked out the window, where it was still afternoon, where birds still flew and people played out normal, boring, comfortable lives. He forced himself to breathe in through his nose and out his mouth. He forced himself to calm down.

      “Everything okay?” It was Will again, rapping at the door frame. “You’re looking a little fevered.”

      “Must have been something I ate,” Eric croaked.

      “You should take off. No one’ll care.”

      Eric thought about his empty home; and how lonely that would feel. How he’d toss and turn at night, just as he had every night prior. How he’d go to bed without Lauren at his side, and how he’d wake up without her, and how much he missed her.

      “I’m good. Just…” He picked up his water bottle and shook it. “Just need some water. I’m… good.”

      Will looked skeptical, but didn’t question. He just shrugged and moved on.

      On his desk, Eric’s phone rumbled. A new message. A new slice of sweet, cuckold torture. He held out, leaving the phone there on his desk, face down, and went to the bathroom to splash water on his face. He looked longingly at the stalls, considered slipping in to relieve himself. Someone came in at that moment, and Eric promptly left.

      He didn’t return to his office, though, deliberately staying away. Deliberately walking the halls, dropping in on colleagues to talk about projects or their weekend or whatever else—anything else—than his wife getting drilled in the ass by her thick-dicked lover.

      But the phone was there, and no amount of delay would change what had already happened. It took him time, but he realized there was comfort in that fatalism. Only question was: what came next?

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Lauren

      

      
        Eric, are you there?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Honey?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Shit, I’m so sorry. I shouldn’t have done it without asking first.

      

      

      

      

      

      In addition to those texts, there were a couple of missed calls. Even one to his work phone. He felt guilty that he’d ignored the phone—that he’d ignored his wife—and had made her feel bad, even as he recognized the irony of that emotion. He wasn’t mad at her. If anything, she’d somehow found a way to make herself even sexier in his eyes.

      He called her back, but the phone went to voicemail. Even that detail sent a spike of arousal through his body, tickling his balls. Was she still with him? Were they going for round two of anal sex?

      
        
          
            
              
        Eric

      

      
        Not mad! That’s so hot. Sorry, just having a crazy day at work.

      

      

      

      

      

      It wasn’t a lie. He just didn’t tell her that her texts were the primary source of the craziness.

      Eric waited to see if she’d respond, but she didn’t right away. She was probably in bed—his wife, in bed, with another man or men, or even women. The possibilities were endless. To think that just last week, all of this had been pure fantasy.

      He had one final meeting for the day—a check-in with the marketing team. It was a video call, although he made sure to keep his camera on to force himself to stay focused. Didn’t help much when his phone came alive on his desk. This time, however, he wasn’t physically surrounded by his colleagues.

      
        
          
            
              
        Lauren

      

      
        I still should have asked first.

      

      

      

      

      

      Discreetly, he texted her back.

      
        
          
            
              
        Eric

      

      
        Honestly, it’s hotter that you just went for it. Did you really go for it?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Lauren

      

      
        I did. Twice.

      

      

      

      

      

      Eric was hard again. He flipped his phone onto its face and stared at the video call, trying to make himself focus there. It took some effort to calm down and get his breathing to return to normal.

      When he did, there was a photo waiting that spun him off all over again.

      Lauren was perched on Jack’s hairy thighs, legs spread. Her pussy was unoccupied. Jack’s dick was buried further back, ball deep in Lauren’s asshole.

      Eric took a deep, wavering breath, held it, then slowly released it. Then, remembering that he was on a call, he made sure that his microphone was muted. It was.

      He looked back at the photo. The man in her butt looked huge, the image so obscene. So⁠—

      
        
          
            
              
        Eric

      

      
        Hot!

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Lauren

      

      
        It felt enormous.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Eric

      

      
        But good enough do it twice.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Lauren

      

      
        Had to try a couple different positions, you know?

      

      

      

      

      

      Another image slid into view, although he realized that it was the first frame of a longer video. The camera was set off to the side. Lauren was on her knees, ass up, head and shoulders on the bed, as Jack fucked her from behind.

      Eric looked around. Eric was still here. People still walked past the glass wall of his office, going about their routines. The marketing call still played on. Their brand guidelines were being shared. Someone was saying something about the chosen tone of blue.

      Making sure that the volume of his phone was off, he played the video.

      The photo was hot, but it didn’t fully prepare him for watching the dirty sex in action. This wasn’t a slow, loving fuck. Jack wasn’t taking his wife with the kind of consideration that Eric thought she deserved. No, Jack fucked her. He held her arms behind her back, wrists crossed, and drove in and out of her ass as hard as he’d fucked her pussy in previous videos.

      Eric wanted to turn up the volume so badly. He almost did, despite the fact that his door was open and anyone could have walked in, or that he was on a call. Jack’s reckless, anal-taking of his wife hit him right in the solar plexus. It was like being punched out of his body. He nearly came without touching himself. He nearly came just watching his wife writhe silently on the end of another man’s dick.

      He checked the length of the video. Five minutes long. If he scrubbed forward, he probably would have lost it, so instead, he shut the phone down. He also shut down the call after typing a quick message in the chat: “I’m sorry, need to run.”

      He was proud that he’d made it this far into the day. He was proud that he’d managed to stay on task-ish without sneaking into the bathroom for a quick jerk-off. He wasn’t going to do that now. That would be reserved for the privacy of his own home.

      Eric physically shook on that drive as the anticipation of the video grew and grew. It was like carrying a bomb around in his pocket, ticking and ticking, volatile, ready to end him. He felt terror. He felt panicked. But also, he couldn’t remember the last time he’d been so excited. It was like every Christmas and every birthday bundled into one powerful moment—and this was just to watch another man take his wife anally.

      When he got home, he was so distracted that he didn’t notice the fact that the lights were on. He was already thinking about settling into his home office upstairs, opening up his messenger app, and watching Lauren get sodomized by her big-dicked lover. He was trembling with excitement.

      It was when he was at the stairs that he realized that something was off, and that he wasn’t alone in the house. He heard a giggle—Lauren’s giggle, as unmistakable as it was out-of-place. She should have been hundreds of miles away, in Vegas, in bed with another man.

      He slowed on the steps, a hand clutching the railing as his heart started to climb up his throat. As he reached the top of the stairs, that giggle shifted to a moan. It was coming from their bedroom.

      Lauren had come home early. Was she waiting for him, touching herself as he approached?

      Eric drifted towards the bedroom, where the door was left open. All that mixed up excitement from the drive home was amplified a thousand fold. He was dizzy with it.

      And then he heard it—kissing. Lauren was in their bedroom, kissing someone. She wasn’t alone.
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      Five hours earlier…

      “Oh! Oh, my! Uh!”

      Lauren felt helpless—with her face buried in the bed and her arms pinned behind her back, she’d placed all of her control in Jack, and Jack had taken it without hesitation.

      “You like it,” he grunted. “Tell me you like it.”

      “Uh, yes!” She was delirious, equal parts searing pain and endless pleasure colliding through her body. He had his huge cock buried all the way into her ass. Again. And not because he’d asked for round two. Because she had asked for it. “Yes, I love how… mmm… full… uhh!”

      She couldn’t even string a complete sentence together. She couldn’t think beyond the exquisite pressure of Jack’s big, warm, hard dick.

      “You like it hard, don’t you?”

      She did. She loved it hard. It wasn’t something she even realized until she got it, and now that she was getting it, she wanted more. “Yes! Yes! Harder! Fuck me harder!” It wasn’t a thing she’d ever said before. She’d never used the F word like that. These hotwife adventures seemed to bring it out of her. “Fuck my ass harder!”

      He obliged. Pinning her wrists into her lower back with one hand, he grabbed her hair with the other, collecting the thick, dark, ringlets into a fist. He tugged, pulling her hair, and that’s when she had her first anal orgasm of their second session. She rocked her head and bowed her back, full on cat-cow yoga pose, and screamed.

      Her body thrummed, even after the high of her orgasm subsided. Jack fucked her ass with power, with urgency, with hard, rapid force. Their skin slapped. His groans built and built, like an avalanche of rock rolling down the mountain towards her. It triggered another climax on the heels of the first.

      “You’re so tight,” Jack grunted. So was his voice, like it was being squeezed from him. “Your ass is so fucking tight!”

      With one last push, he rammed forward and exploded in her ass, filling her with liquid fire. She was right there with him, shuddering as she screamed her throat raw.

      So raw, in fact, that by the time she came down from her orgasmic high, she realized that the thumping between her ears wasn’t just her heart, but someone actually pounding on the wall between rooms. This was followed, a moment later, by the hotel phone ringing.

      “Hello?” Jack had picked up when Lauren didn’t want to. “Yes, I understand.” He grinned at her. “We’ll keep it down.” Hanging up, he gave her a deep kiss before explaining. “Neighbors complained. Apparently you’re being too loud.”

      Lauren’s blush deepened. “Your fault,” she managed to say.

      “Would you have it any other way?” He got out of bed, and Lauren couldn’t help admiring his naked body. He was so fit, and even after coming twice that afternoon, he still sported half of an erection. Despite all the orgasms, she ached for more of him.

      Jack grabbed her phone off of the desk where they’d leaned it, flipped it around, and turned the recording off. But he didn’t take his eyes off of the screen. Instead, he thumbed a few things, his eyes scanning something before he looked up at her.

      “What?” Lauren asked, dread rising through her.

      “Your husband knows about this.”

      “What?” She knew her eyes gave her away, wide as saucers and full of fear.

      “You and your husband are playing a game.” He scanned her phone again before looking up and grinning. “He’s a cuckold.”

      Lauren just sat there, numb, as Jack crossed back over and took a seat again on the bed. He brushed her hair from her face and grinned. “This is perfect.”

      “What’s perfect?”

      “I love fucking you. You love fucking me. And now…” He handed her the phone. “…we can keep fucking back home, because your husband also likes the two of us fucking.” He was fully erect again. “This’ll be some amazing homecoming.”
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        * * *

      

      Eric felt weightless as he floated towards the master bedroom door—his bedroom. He felt ill. His gut squirmed. His head felt stuffed with cotton. They were fucking in there. He was being cuckolded in his marital bed.

      “Yes!” Lauren gasped. It was definitely Lauren. “Ohmygod, I’m so… it’s so… big!”

      She couldn’t have even waited until he was home. She couldn’t have waited for the reclaim. They must have come right from the airport, and not back to Jack’s place, but to theirs. He wanted to be sick, yet he was so fucking turned on. He had to catch his breath and adjust his dick before entering.

      There was more kissing as he got closer, wet and raw. He could also hear the slapping of their bodies. He could hear the sex. She was in there, fucking Jack. Even wilder, she was fucking him at a time and place that she knew that she’d be caught. Did she think that this was what he wanted?

      Was it what he wanted?

      He pushed open the door without knowing the answer to that question. What he saw was not what he expected.

      Lauren was on her back in the center of their bed, completely naked, legs splayed open. But it wasn’t Jack on top of her. Wasn’t even another man. It was her friend, April. She was also naked, laying astride one of Lauren’s thighs. The two were kissing as April pushed a large dildo in and out of Lauren’s sex.

      The emotions that rolled through Eric were complex. He felt relief that she wasn’t with Jack, then mild disappointment that she wasn’t with Jack. That was followed by excitement at the erotic, girl-on-girl display happening right before him. Then, when the two broke their kiss and turned to him with smiling faces, he felt something that had been missing these last few days—inclusion.

      “So I was thinking about what you said, about having fun tonight,” Lauren said to him, as if they were in the middle of a conversation. She wasn’t at all surprised to see him standing there. “And I realized that the most fun I could have would need to involve you.”

      April kissed Lauren on the neck before turning to Eric. “And maybe a little more group sex.”

      “I didn’t think you’d mind,” Lauren said.

      “Um… no.” Eric was too stunned to even gulp properly.

      Lauren rose from the bed first, his wife of so many years. He stared at her as if seeing her for the first time. Her transformation over Vegas, delivered to him in snippets of video and photos, made this moment feel like meeting a pornstar. Only she wasn’t a pornstar. She was still his wife.

      “I missed you,” she said.

      “I missed you, too.”

      Their first kiss post-hotwife adventure felt like everything else during this wild week—familiar yet new, inevitable yet still so shockingly surprising. This woman had kissed other men and women. This mouth has sucked on other dicks and swallowed other men’s come.

      And now she was back with him. She missed him. She chose him after all the novelty and adventure and excitement she’d had these last few days.

      Kissing Lauren as all those thoughts tumbled through his mind was like breathing air after being underwater for too long. He was buoyant. He was alive. He was falling in love all over again.

      Also falling in lust. Especially when she slid down to her knees, just as he’d watched her do with other men on video, and started to work on his buckle.

      Movement drew his eyes to April as she climbed off of the bed. She was naked, other than a pair of black, thigh-high stockings, and looked even more stunning in real life than in the videos. As she fixed him with a devilish little grin, it was hard to remember the woman who used to come over with her husband to cook smores with their kids. This woman was all sex appeal, from her compact body to her rolling hips to her pierced clit. Lauren kept herself shaved bare, too, but seeing that glint of metal added so much more spice.

      “I get to be your reward.” April’s voice was husky. “Or maybe you’re mine? I’ve always wanted to fuck you.”

      She had to rise up on her toes just to kiss him, somehow making her even hotter. When their lips touched, Lauren’s mouth closed around his dick. He nearly came with the dueling sensations. He did swoon enough that April had to catch him.

      She didn’t break the kiss though, pressing her tongue into her mouth as Eric’s brain continued to short circuit. He was kissing another woman! Her smell was different. The angle was all wrong. She was so much more aggressive. And at the same time, his own wife was blowing him from her knees.

      “Oh, fuck.” He’d been holding back for too long. All day. All night. He’d edged and edged for this homecoming, and here it was and he just couldn’t hold back. “I’m… uh!”

      Lauren didn’t pull away, keeping her lips latched around his cock as he emptied his balls. He watched her swallow some before April moved down to her knees. His breath caught, even though he knew what was about to happen. It was Lauren who turned to her friend, put a hand behind April’s neck, and pulled her in for a deep kiss, snowballing his come between them.

      That turned into an actual kiss, right there before him. He watched Lauren, watched as her hands caressed the back of April’s neck and down along her side. He watched her face, eyes closed, brow slightly furrowed, as she made out with another woman. She wasn’t faking it. This wasn’t a show. She enjoyed it, and because of that, Eric enjoyed watching her even more.

      “Yummy,” April said, breaking the kiss. She turned to Eric, grabbed his soft dick, and wrapped her lips around it. Almost immediately, he began to stiffen again.

      Lauren was back on her feet. “That’s so sexy,” Lauren said, watching her friend suck his dick. “Kind of puts butterflies in my tummy.”

      April, meanwhile, blew him hard, making it hard for him to think straight. “You… get used to… it.”

      “Do you?”

      His chuckle was cut off by a shuddering groan. “Maybe not,” he admitted. Just thinking about his wife taking a dick in the ass gave him his own set of butterflies. “So you… really had… anal sex?”

      Lauren’s eyes gleamed. “And I loved it. I came so hard.”

      If Eric hadn’t just come, he would have been bursting now. Instead, he groaned as his dick swelled to full length in April’s wet mouth. The brunette easily took him into her throat.

      “He’s hard again,” she said after a few bobs.

      “I want to watch you fuck him,” Lauren told her friend. “But first, he’s mine.”

      God, it felt good to wanted, to be treated like a possession to be shared, because he was Lauren’s possession.

      April lapped along his shaft like a popsicle before rising to her feet. Lauren took his hand and drew him over to the bed. His legs were shaky, his body buzzing with anticipation. It had been so long since he’d had sex with his wife, and he couldn’t wait for this reclamation.

      That’s a funny thing, though. He’d read about these moments—the reclamation sex that came after a hotwife returned. It was the husband’s chance to take back his wife and show her that she was his. Only as Lauren laid him onto his back and climbed over him, it felt less about him taking her back, and more about her. Lauren had been the one fucking and sucking other men, yet it was also Lauren who was doing the reclaiming.

      Eric was fine with that. He reveled in it. She was this magnificent, sexual woman, and in the end, she came back to him.

      “Ah!” Eric cried out as she sank onto his dick. Was she looser now? Was she stretched by Jack’s giant cock, who’d had her just hours ago? The question nearly ended Eric. Somehow, he kept it together.

      Lauren rose over him, tossing her dark hair. Her eyes were closed, her head tipped back just so. She licked her lips, as if savoring a rich bite of chocolate. She was a goddess.

      He ran his hands from her rolling hips up her waist. She was real—warm flesh and pumping blood—and she was here. She opened her eyes, smiling as they stared at one another.

      “You came back.” It sounded so silly saying it out loud. Of course she’d come back. They’d been together for decades. She was here to stay—and now, he realized, she was here to stray.

      “You silly man.” She leaned forward and kissed him warmly, their noses nuzzling, her hand caressing his cheek. It was a kiss that they’d shared a thousand times, yet felt so new. “I’ll always come back.”

      “But you’ll be doing it again.” They both knew what he was talking about.

      “Yes,” she said. She wasn’t checking in with him. She didn’t ask him if he was okay with it. She knew him. She knew what he wanted. “I’ll definitely be doing it again.”

      He swelled. He drove up into her, squeezing his fingers into her sides as they went from slow, reclamation sex to fucking. She bounced in his lap as her breathing grew shallow. “Uh, uh, uh…”

      Eric kissed her neck, feeling her pulse firing. Feeling his red-blooded hotwife back in his bed, back in his arms, yet changed forever.

      I’ll definitely be doing it again. Her words echoed through him. She’d do it again. She would fuck other men. She would cheat, and knew that he wanted her to.

      “Come, Eric,” she hissed. “Give it to me.”

      She rode him faster, squeezing him with her thighs like she was riding a stallion. He dug in, too, lifting his knees and holding her tightly as he drove up into her. His abs burned. His balls swelled.

      “I’ve had three other men inside me in the last twenty-four hours.”

      Her words pierced through Eric’s mind and body, changing him forever. They’d never be the same, and he didn’t want to ever go back.

      “You’re amazing, Lauren,” he said. Or maybe he just said it inside his head as he tumbled headlong past the point of no return.

      “I need this,” she said. “I need you, Eric. Now fucking come!”

      No more holding out. No more resistance. She demanded. He obliged.

      Their moans entwined, as entangled as their sweat covered bodies. Heaving together as one, Eric pumped into Lauren as she squeezed his cock and shuddered through a matching orgasm. This was what it meant to reclaim. This was the reunion he always dreamed that he’d have, but never thought that he would. She’d been with three other men. Now she was back with him.

      “You two are so hot together,” April whispered.

      Well, not just with him.

      “I needed that,” Lauren sighed, sinking on top of Eric and cuddling close. “Thank you, honey.”

      April sidled up beside them, leaning her head on her elbow. “My turn yet?”

      “April is so greedy sometimes,” Lauren laughed.

      “I’m going to need a minute. I’m definitely not as young as I once was.” In fact, getting it up twice in a few minutes was a feat.

      “Not like those guys last night,” April taunted. “Or like Jack.”

      “April…” Lauren warned.

      “It’s okay,” Eric said.

      April nodded. “He likes it. I bet he’s getting hard again.”

      He was.

      “You know, I bet we could call Jack up. He’d fly back just to fuck her in this bed.”

      It was like he’d popped a pill of Viagra, even though he’d never used an ED drug in his life. He was so hard. Even Lauren looked shocked.

      “You really are into this,” she whispered.

      “I mean, I thought the last few days made that obvious.” Still, Eric was blushing, a little embarrassed at how excited he got.

      Lauren caressed his face. “Hearing it is one thing. Feeling it…” She squeezed his erect cock with her pussy. “That’s another.”

      “Another notch in what makes him awesome,” April added.

      Lauren ignored her friend, her eyes fixed on her husband. “He knows,” she said. “Jack saw your texts.”

      “Is he going to be a problem?” It was amazing how calm he felt. Maybe before, he would have panicked, so maybe that meant he was much more at ease with this lifestyle. Vegas had changed him, too.

      “No, it won’t. I told him that our time together remained in Vegas, and if he tried anything here, we’d cut his contract.”

      “Ruthless.”

      “But he definitely wanted to come back. He wanted to be in this bedroom when you came home.”

      Eric gulped. “A part of me wanted that, too.”

      “See!” April interjected.

      Lauren leaned down and kissed him softly, her hair spilling around them. She smelled wonderful. She felt amazing. “Maybe we can arrange that. There are plenty of hot guys out there that I’d love to fuck.”

      Eric thought of his coworker, Will, and his cock surged at the illicit thought. Lauren interpreted his excitement as general agreement, and smiled.

      Rolling off of him, she turned at last to her friend. “Okay, slut, you can fuck him.”

      She scooted up to the top of the bed as April moved in towards Eric. “Don’t I get a say?” he asked as April wrapped her lips around his cock. That felt so good.

      “It’s okay, honey. It’s actually pretty sexy,” said Lauren.

      “That’s not it,” Eric said through his gritting teeth. He looked from April to Lauren. “I want to fuck her while I watch her go down on you.”

      Words that he never imagined he’d ever say to his wife, let alone be received as well as they were.

      “If that’s okay,” he added.

      Lauren smiled. “I’ve learned a lot about myself.” She opened her legs as April crawled between them. “One of those things is how much I like having my pussy licked…” She gasped as April did just that. “…by another woman.”

      Eric moved into place behind April. “Seems like we’re all winners here.” With that, he sank home.
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      “Twenty-one. Winner!” The croupier pushed a stack of chips toward Eric as adrenaline rushed through him. It wasn’t just hitting blackjack that had his blood pumping though. It was the rumble of his phone in his pocket—a text from Lauren. That text could be anything. 

      [Lauren]: Come on up.

      Three words that took his breath away.

      “Keep it going?” the croupier asked, but Eric was already shaking his head.

      “I’m good.” He could hear his voice waver. He tossed a chip to him. “Thanks.”

      It had been a few months since Vegas—and a few months since Lauren had slept with another man. Things had remained spicy between them, though, and they’d had more sex in those last few months than the entire year prior.

      Jack was still in the picture, since he worked with Lauren, and while she remained true to her promise that nothing would happen between them in their hometown, Eric still came home every day wondering whether he’d walk in on them in bed.

      There had been a couple moments like her surprise return from Vegas, where he’d come upstairs to the sounds of sex. Once, she was alone, playing with a dildo as she rewatched her anal video with Jack. The second involved April again, this time with a strapon, and ended with a wild threesome.

      Eric lived a blessed life. He still couldn’t believe that he’d found this sexual reawakening well into his fifties, or that there were still surprises to be had, even after two-and-a-half decades with the same woman.

      Then came Vegas. Again. “Jack wants to go,” she’d announced over dinner one evening. “And I want to go, too.”

      Eric knew that this moment would come one day. She was infatuated by the man. Eric could hear it in the way she said his name, or the way she mentioned running into him at work. She was a woman with a crush. It didn’t worry Eric. Not anymore. Especially not when she told him that she’d only go to Vegas if he went, too.

      But it did prick and prod at Eric’s cuckold angst. He liked that his wife was still capable of crushes, and he loved that this particular crush reciprocated.

      The elevators up to the hotel room seemed to take forever. As it rose, so did his anxiety. He’d watched Lauren perform on video. He’d watched her perform with April. But this was different. This was live. This would be completely unfiltered.

      The hallway was endless, too, and he tried to decide whether this was more nightmare than dream as room 24012 loomed at the end. His erection said “dream”. His swimming gut begged to differ. His hand shook as he retrieved his keycard and waved it before the panel. He took a deep breath, placed a hand on the knob, and twisted.

      “Uh! Uh! Uh! Fuck! Fuck! Fuuuuck!”

      Heat rushed in around Eric, enveloping him like a pyre. Was he ready for this? Hell yeah, he was. The emotions that ran through him as he walked down that short hall were feverish. This was his wife, and she wasn’t just fucking another man, but she was so into it.

      He saw their feet, first, legs entwined at the end of the bed, just around the corner. Jack was on top, and Lauren was on her back, taking his dick. This was no trick. There was no twist to what he was walking in on. Around the corner, he saw the two of them, already naked, already with a light sheen of sweat.

      He felt the beads of his own perspiration break out as he fully entered the room. Lauren had her legs spread open, her hands on Jack’s broad shoulders as he drove deep. The two looked good, fucking like that. It was so much better in person.

      Eric settled in at a chair that had been set up for him, giving him an excellent view as Jack made Lauren come hard. He wasn’t through with her, and she didn’t tell him to stop. He flipped her over onto her hands and knees and entered her from behind.

      That’s when Lauren glanced at Eric. Flicking her dark, sweaty bangs aside, their eyes met. Lauren’s smile lit up her face. Eric’s heart flooded with love. “I love you,” she mouthed.

      Then Jack rammed his dick into her and her eyes rolled back.

      Eric was no longer a passenger. He wasn’t hiding. Jack knew he was there, and seemed to take delight in fucking his wife before him, but a strange thing happened. As this other man took his wife to heights that Eric could never achieve, Eric realized just how much a prop Jack was. He was more sex toy than rival.

      At the end of the day—or early in the morning—it was Eric who Lauren would choose. Every time.

      With that epiphany warming his blood, he pulled out his cock and started stroking himself as he watched Lauren’s lover ravish her.

      And that was just the first night of their trip in Vegas.

      Winner!
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      Kenny has been publishing hotwife erotica for over ten years (and writing for much longer than that). He writes what he likes to read: steamy, explicit erotica that’s just crazy enough to be true. He believes in a world where men read and appreciate erotica, and hope to contribute to it word by word.
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      Like what you just read? Check out these other books by Kenny Wright (or browse my catalog at http://www.kennywriter.com/books/).

      Bull’s Eye Series (5 books)
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      Paul Sharpe, self-avowed bachelor, works hard and plays harder—always looking for a new conquest. Blondes, brunettes, redheads, he enjoys them all as long as the pursuit is fun and they’re up for a good time. He’s fine being disposable. Life is simpler that way.

      Until he meets a woman who opens his eyes to a whole new world—the world of hotwives and cuckolds and the games that they play. After that, he sees it everywhere. At bars, at clubs, at his company’s gala, he sees men furtively watching other men hit on their wives.

      Can he be the other man? Can he be the bull?

      Follow Paul’s epic journey over five books as he evolves from the bull to so much more.

      Bull's Eye 1: Discovering the Hotwife Fantasy

      Bull's Eye 2: Exploring the Hotwife Fantasy

      Bull's Eye 3: Enjoying the Hotwife Fantasy

      Bull's Eye 4: Consequences of a Hotwife Fantasy

      Bull's Eye 5: Beyond the Hotwife Fantasy
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      Training to Love It Series (3 books)
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      Can a wife-watching fantasy be trained?

      When Erin comes home from the gym and lets slip that her new personal trainer is a man, Tom doesn’t know how to react. When he overhears Erin admitting that she’s attracted to AJ, her trainer, he becomes even more confused. He wants to be supportive, but he feels jealous. He wants to be understanding, but he doesn’t even understand his own feelings. Every time he thinks of Erin with AJ, his heart begins to race. Every time she says his name, his breath catches in his chest.

      AJ ends up pushing more than just his wife’s physical limits. As Tom watches this newer, stronger, more assertive woman emerge with each training session, he realizes that this other man is pushing the limits of their marriage and their happy life. How far would they go for a fantasy? And whose fantasy is it? And what happens when things go too far?

      Find the whole series here
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      Forbidden Series (2 books)
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      Wife-watching. Swinging. Consensual infidelity. These are not concepts that Maxwell Callahan understands, let alone fantasizes about. Max has a great life: husband, father, successful bar owner. He has no plans to shake it up.

      And then he witnesses a couple play a dangerous game of pick-up in his bar: the wife gets picked up, the husband watches. A seed takes root and starts to grow. What would it be like to watch his beautiful wife, Katie, in the same situation?

      Smart, successful, yet a little conservative, he never thought Katie would entertain such an idea…until she does. This suburban couple is about to take a wild ride as they turn fantasy into reality. Don’t miss this marital adventure as Katie and Max try something forbidden.

      Something Forbidden

      Nothing Forbidden
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      Annie’s Affair
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      She cheated, and it turned him on.

      Travis never thought his wife would cheat on him. Never considered it once in nineteen long years of marriage…until Rick entered their lives.

      Travis never thought an affair would turn him on…until he found Annie’s diary and started reading about his wife’s attraction to her new, younger editor. Confident and attractive, Rick made his intentions clear. He wanted Annie, and she responded. She was tempted. She was attracted. She was conflicted.

      Suddenly, Travis is able to see Annie the way Rick does—the way he used to before his perception was dulled by the long years of marriage. Annie is an attractive, smart, fun woman, with an adventurous side ready to be unleashed.

      Travis never thought he’d want to watch his wife sleep with another man…until he did. And then it became his obsession.

      Annie’s Affair follows Travis as he witnesses his wife fall into the arms of another man, and becomes just as complicit in the betrayal as his wife.

      Find Annie’s Affair online
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