
        
            
                
            
        

    
CHAPTER 1

One of my favorite animals at the zoo is the flamingo. I love their bright pink feathers and slender, delicate shape. When flamingos have kids, the pink starts to fade. The effort it takes to feed and nurture their young leaves them gray and white, devoid of the bright color they're so well known for. It's only when their babies grow up that they start to get their pink back.

As a mother of three young boys, I was starting to feel very much like a gray flamingo. 24/7 diaper changes, endless laundry, refereeing squabbles over toys - it was all-consuming. And don't even get me started on trying to get them to eat something healthy instead of chicken nuggets and mac 'n cheese every night. By bedtime, I was exhausted, frazzled, and felt more like a worn-out ragdoll than the vibrant, outgoing woman I’d been before.

My husband Mike would come home from work, give me a tired kiss, and collapse onto the couch while the boys ran wild around him. We'd barely exchange pleasantries before he'd be off watching sports, leaving me to manage the chaos solo. Sometimes I wondered how we'd ended up here, two parents drowning in parenting duties with no respite in sight.

Sex was infrequent and often devoid of passion. Sure, I'd put on a few pounds since the boys were born. But it's not like I had time to work out. Or eat healthy. Or do anything besides just focusing on surviving to the next day without going crazy.

So when Mike dropped his bombshell one evening - "Honey, I've been thinking... maybe we should open our marriage." - it caught me completely off guard. At first, I thought he was joking. Then the implications sank in, and my mind reeled.

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. Open our marriage? Cheat on each other? With whom? How could he even suggest such a thing after everything we'd been through together as a couple? It felt like a betrayal, a rejection of our family unit.

I stared at him, mouth agape, as he explained that he wasn't looking to break up our marriage, but rather to add variety and excitement back into our sex lives. He mentioned meeting a woman at work who had an open arrangement and seemed really happy.

"And now you want to fuck her without feeling guilty about it?" I asked Mike with a mix of shock and anger lacing my voice. "Is that what this is about? You wanting to cheat on me with some coworker?"

Mike looked taken aback by my harsh words, but he held his ground. "It's not cheating, Lori. It's being honest about our desires and needs. You know as well as I do that our sex life has been lacking lately."

He reached out to take my hand, but I yanked it away. "Desires? Needs? You think sleeping with another woman is going to fulfill your needs? What about mine?"

I crossed my arms defensively, feeling a hot flush rise to my cheeks. "You're always so focused on yourself and your own desires. You never help with the boys. I can't even remember the last time you bought me flowers or tried to initiate sex."

Mike sighed heavily, running a hand through his hair. "That's not fair, Lori. I'm doing the best I can as a father and provider. You know how demanding my job is right now..."

"Your job is no excuse," I cut him off, my voice rising. "This is about making an effort to connect with me emotionally. To show me I matter beyond just being your wife and the mother of your children."

Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes as I realized just how neglected I'd been feeling. "If opening our marriage is what you truly want, then fine. You'll probably just sleep with her anyways. But don't think this is going to be one sided."

With that, I turned on my heel and marched upstairs, slamming the door to our bedroom behind me. I collapsed onto the bed, burying my face in a pillow to muffle my sobs. How had things gotten so messed up between us?

As I lay there, replaying the argument in my head, a strange sense of determination began to take hold. If Mike wanted to explore new options outside our marriage, then maybe I should too. Maybe it was time for me to rediscover the woman I used to be before motherhood consumed every aspect of my life.

With a newfound resolve, I pulled myself upright and grabbed my phone. What apps were people even on these days? Was Tinder still a thing?

I had tried online dating back in the day, right before I met my husband, and found the experience entirely degrading.

The constant stream of shallow profiles, the emphasis on physical appearance, the awkward first dates - it all left a sour taste in my mouth. Surely there had to be a better way to meet a fuck buddy. Someone to make my husband jealous, make him realize what he was missing.

It was then that I remembered our new neighbors. Three men, all in their mid-twenties, had started renting the house next door just a few months ago.

They were always outside working on their cars, playing music loudly, having raucous parties. The kind of guys who oozed confidence and sexuality, their bodies honed from years of manual labor in blue collar jobs.

Whenever I unloaded the kids from the car on the driveway, they would all stop to say hello, shirtless and sweaty, and I would feel a flutter in my belly that I hadn't experienced in far too long.

I had caught at least two of them staring at my tits, so I was pretty sure they weren't gay. And yet, despite their obvious interest, I had never flirted back, never let them know how their hungry gazes made me feel, all out of respect for my husband. Until now. It was time to hatch a plan.


CHAPTER 2

The next weekend, Mike had already set up a "date" with his coworker. He casually mentioned it over breakfast, as if it was no big deal, as if he wasn't betraying our vows right under the same roof where we raised our children.

"I'll be home late tonight," he said, shoveling scrambled eggs into his mouth. "She wants to try out this new restaurant downtown."

I nodded, trying to keep my expression neutral, even as my heart clenched painfully in my chest. "Okay, honey. Have fun."

"You know, you can go out with someone else next weekend, if you want," he said smugly.

His casual suggestion stung, but I refused to let it show. Instead, I smiled sweetly and patted his cheek. "Thanks, Mike. I might just take you up on that offer."

Later that evening, after Mike had left, I set my plan into motion. My mom stopped by and took the boys, promising to bring them back the next morning after a fun-filled sleepover.

Once they were gone, I finished up what I was doing in the kitchen before quickly changing into a low-cut V-neck that showed off my cleavage and my tightest daisy dukes that hugged my ass. I applied bold makeup, emphasizing my eyes and lips, and spritzed on my signature perfume.

Then, I headed next door, my heart pounding in anticipation. I knocked on the door, smoothing down my shirt as I waited. After a moment, one of the neighbors answered, a tall, dark-haired man with piercing blue eyes that immediately locked onto my cleavage. "Hey there, neighbor," I purred, flashing him a sultry smile. "I hope I'm not interrupting anything important."

"Not at all," he replied, his deep voice sending a shiver down my spine. "Can I help you with something?" He leaned against the doorframe, his muscular arm flexing slightly, drawing my gaze to the tattoo peeking out from beneath his sleeve.

I stepped closer, until our bodies almost touched, and inhaled deeply, taking in his earthy scent mixed with the aroma of motor oil. "Actually, I was wondering if you guys were hungry," I said, batting my lashes innocently. "I just made a whole bunch of fried chicken, but my husband won't be home in time to eat it."

His eyes widened appreciatively at the mention of food, and I could practically see the gears turning in his head. "Well, we certainly wouldn't want to waste good fried chicken," he said with a chuckle, "I'm Tyler, by the way."

"Nice to officially meet you, Tyler," I replied, extending my hand for a handshake. Our palms touched briefly, sending a jolt of electricity through me. "I'm Lori. Come on over, I'll plate up some for you guys."

Tyler went inside to retrieve his roommates, Rob and Devon, before they all followed me back to my house.

As we walked side by side, I couldn't help but notice the way Tyler's biceps bulged with each step, or how Rob's messy blond hair fell across his forehead, framing those dreamy green eyes. Even Devon, the quiet, tan one, exuded an aura of raw masculinity that made my pulse quicken.

Once inside, I gestured for them to sit at the kitchen table while I fetched the food from the oven. The tantalizing aroma of crispy fried chicken filled the air as I carried over a large platter piled high with golden brown pieces, along with creamy mashed potatoes and steaming green beans.

"So, tell me a little bit about yourselves," I said, sliding into the chair beside Tyler and crossing my legs, giving him a generous view of my thigh. "What do you guys do for a living?"

Tyler grinned, his dimples deepening as he leaned back in his chair. "We're mechanics, actually. Just opened up our own shop down the road."

Rob piped up, "Yeah, and we work hard, so we appreciate a nice meal when it's offered to us."

Devon simply nodded, his intense gaze fixed on me as he picked up a chicken thigh. I felt a blush creep up my neck at the intensity of his stare.

"So, Lori," Tyler continued, "what do you do to pass the time when the hubby and kids aren't keeping you busy?"

I laughed lightly, reaching for a drumstick. "Oh, you know, the usual - laundry, grocery shopping, the occasional glass of wine after bedtime." I winked playfully at him.

And sometimes, late-night Netflix binges with a tub of ice cream, fantasizing about younger, hotter men like the ones sitting across from me.

I took a bite of the succulent chicken, savoring the flavors as I let my gaze roam over the three handsome faces before me. Tyler, Rob, and Devon - each uniquely attractive in their own ways, with rugged good looks that screamed "bad boy" to my currently unsatisfied libido.

As we chatted and ate, the atmosphere grew more relaxed, the tension building in subtle ways. Every so often, one of them would catch my eye and hold it, sending a thrill racing through me. I found myself leaning in, involuntarily drawn to their masculine energy.

By the time we finished the meal, the clock read nearly 9pm. Taking a deep breath, I stood up and walked towards the living room "Follow me if you want dessert," I said, trying to sound casual despite the butterflies in my stomach.

Tyler, Rob, and Devon all looked at each other in suspense before gathering their plates and bringing them to the sink.

I slipped into the living room and sat down on the couch, pulling off my daisy dukes and letting them fall to the floor. I spread my legs, baring my bright red panties, and waited.

Moments later, the three men entered the room, their eyes widening as they took in the sight of me in just my underwear. Tyler whistled low and appreciative, while Rob and Devon exchanged heated glances.

I smirked at their reactions, feeling powerful and desired. "Who's hungry?" I asked, patting the cushion beside me invitingly. “My husband just opened up our marriage. So, for the next two hours, my body is free use.”

Tyler wasted no time moving to join me, plopping down on the couch and pulling me close. His strong hands slid up my thighs, fingers dancing along the edge of my panties. I let out a soft gasp, arching into his touch.

Rob and Devon hovered nearby, their eyes fixed on the intimate scene unfolding before them. Without a word, they shed their shirts, revealing chiseled chests and washboard abs that made my mouth water.

Tyler's fingers deftly pushed aside the fabric of my panties, delving into the slick heat of my pussy. I moaned softly, grinding against his hand as he explored my folds. Meanwhile, Rob knelt between my legs and Devon sat on the other side of me, his naked skin brushing against mine as he leaned in to claim my lips in a duo of passionate kisses.

The triple threat of sensations - Tyler's probing fingers, Rob's warm breath on my inner thighs, and Devon's insistent tongue in my mouth - overwhelmed my senses, sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body. I tangled my fingers in their hair, whimpering and writhing as they worked me over.

Tyler curled his fingers inside me, stroking that sensitive spot within my walls that made stars explode behind my eyelids. Rob nuzzled higher, his lips grazing my clit through the damp fabric of my panties. And Devon... oh God, Devon's kiss was pure sin, his tongue dominating my mouth as he swallowed my cries of ecstasy.

Lost in the haze of lust, I tugged at their hair, urging them closer, needing more of their touch. Tyler's fingers pumped faster, driving me toward the brink, while Rob's teeth grazed my clit, sending jolts of electricity straight to my core.

Devon broke the kiss to trail his lips down my neck, nipping and sucking at my tender flesh as he murmured filthy promises in my ear. "Gonna make you cum so hard," he growled, his breath hot against my skin. "Gonna fill you up with my cock until you can't walk straight."

The thought of being fucked by all three of them simultaneously sent me spiraling into oblivion. I came with a scream, my pussy clenching around Tyler's fingers as waves of pleasure crashed over me. Through the aftershocks, I managed to whisper, "Now, please..." I begged, my voice ragged with need. "Fuck me. All of you. Together."

The three men exchanged knowing glances, their expressions dark with desire. In unison, they shed the remainder of their clothes, revealing impressive erections that throbbed with anticipation.

I watched, transfixed, as they positioned themselves around me, their massive cocks bobbing enticingly mere inches from my dripping pussy. Tyler’s strong arms lifted me into his lap, his thick shaft pressing against my ass crack. Rob settled between my spread thighs, his rigid length prodding at my entrance. And Devon loomed over me, his engorged member inches from my face.

With a primal grunt, Tyler thrust forward, sheathing his cock deep inside my ass. I cried out at the sudden intrusion, my muscles stretching to accommodate his girth. Rob followed suit, pushing into my soaked cunt with a smooth glide, filling me to the brim.

Meanwhile, Devon wrapped his hand around his throbbing dick, guiding it to my lips. "Open wide," he commanded, his voice husky with arousal. I parted my mouth obediently, allowing him to slide his thick length past my lips and onto my tongue. The musky flavor of his pre-cum exploded on my taste buds, making me moan around his shaft.

As I sucked Devon's cock, I felt Rob start to move, his hips undulating in a slow, sensual rhythm that had me clenching around him. Tyler gripped my hips tightly, holding me steady as he began to piston in and out of my ass in time with Rob's thrusts, the delicious friction sending sparks shooting up my spine.

The sensation of being filled and stretched in multiple places at once was overwhelming, bordering on painful. But it was a good hurt, the kind that signaled I was alive, that I was being thoroughly claimed and used for pleasure. I reveled in it, my mind hazy with lust as I lost myself to the relentless pounding of their cocks.

Devon's hands fisted in my hair, guiding my head as he fucked my mouth with increasing urgency. I gagged occasionally, tears streaming down my face, but he didn't relent, using my throat like a dirty hole for his pleasure.

Rob's pace quickened, his cock diving deeper and deeper with each powerful thrust. Tyler grunted underneath me, his grip on my hips tightening as he drove into my ass with brutal force.

The combination of anal and vaginal penetration was intense, bordering on torture. Yet, I craved more, my body screaming for release. I reached down to rub my clit frantically, desperate to climax amidst the chaos of cocks and pleasure.

My efforts proved futile, however, as the three men seemed determined to prolong my agony. They continued their assault, fucking me mercilessly without restraint.

I was nothing more than a receptacle for their lust, a warm, willing hole for them to use as they saw fit. They pounded into me ruthlessly, their thick cocks stretching and filling me to the limit.

Sweat dripped down my face, mixing with the tears streaming from my eyes. My body ached from the brutal fucking, but the pain only added to the intensity of the pleasure. I was completely at their mercy, helpless to resist as they claimed me over and over again. I hadn't felt this alive in years.

Time lost all meaning as I was ravaged by the trio of men. Their cocks plunged into me with abandon, each thrust sending shockwaves of ecstasy rippling through my core.

Eventually, exhaustion began to set in, my muscles trembling and my vision blurring. But still they persisted, driven by an insatiable hunger for my body. I felt Devon's cock twitch in my mouth, signaling his impending orgasm. At the same time, Rob's thrusts became erratic, his cock swelling impossibly larger inside me as he neared his peak.

And then, with a guttural roar, Tyler buried himself to the hilt in my ass, his hot seed spurting deep within me as he climaxed before Rob followed suit in my pussy.

The sensation of their releases triggered my own, and I came with a scream, my pussy clenching wildly around Rob's cock as I rode out the waves of my orgasm. Devon followed soon after, his salty essence flooding my mouth as he emptied himself down my throat.

Through the haze of post-coital bliss, I felt Rob's cock begin to soften inside me, followed by Tyler's as he pulled out of my ass. Devon gently extracted his dick from my lips, leaving me panting and spent.

As the reality of what we'd done sank in, a mix of emotions swirled within me - guilt, shame, exhilaration, and a deep, satisfying contentment. We lay there in silence for a moment, catching our breath, before Tyler finally spoke up. "Damn, Lori. That was incredible."

I managed a weak laugh, still reeling from the intensity of our encounter. "You have no idea," I whispered, my voice hoarse from crying out during sex. "That was... everything I needed and more."

Tyler laughed. "Well, you said we have two hours," he said with a grin. "Do you think you're up for another round?"

I looked up at him, a spark of mischief igniting in my eyes. "You know what? I think I am," I purred, reaching out to trace a finger down his chest.

Tyler's grin widened, and he pulled me into a searing kiss. "Let's get comfortable then," he murmured against my lips. "We've got plenty of time to explore every inch of your beautiful body."

I led them upstairs to our bedroom and laid down prone on the bed, too exhausted to prop myself up. Tyler climbed onto the bed behind me, his weight pressing me into the mattress as he nudged my legs apart with his knee. Rob and Devon settled beside me, their hands roaming my curves possessively.

Tyler's hands explored my body, squeezing and kneading my ass, my hips, my thighs. His lips trailed fire along my neck and shoulder as he ground his hardening cock against my ass.

Rob and Devon rubbed my back, each slipping a hand underneath my body to palm my breasts and tease my nipples. I moaned, my body responding instinctively to their touch even as exhaustion threatened to pull me under. Tyler's hands kneaded my thick ass before giving it a loud smack.

"Such a big, pretty ass," Tyler praised, delivering another firm spank. "I can't wait to fuck it again."

"Mmm, me neither," I breathed, arching my back to present myself further. "Use me however you want, boys. I'm yours tonight."

Tyler's hands slid down to grip my hips, pulling my ass cheeks apart as he aligned his cock with my tight asshole. With a deep groan, he pushed forward, sinking into my ass with a slow, deliberate thrust. "Fuck yeah," he growled, "God this feels good."

I cried out, my voice muffled by the pillow as Tyler's thick cock stretched me open once more. His thrusts were deep and powerful, driving into my ass with ruthless precision. I felt every ridge and vein of his shaft as he pistoned in and out, claiming my most intimate space.

Rob and Devon's hands continued to caress and squeeze my breasts, pinching and rolling my nipples between their fingers as Tyler fucked me relentlessly from behind.

Their dual stimulation of my sensitive nipples sent jolts of pleasure through my oversensitive body, heightening the sensations of Tyler's brutal pounding. I was a live wire, electrified by their touch and the sheer force of Tyler's cock ramming into my ass.

I was teetering on the edge, my body coiled tight as a spring, ready to snap at any moment. Tyler's relentless thrusts pushed me closer and closer to the precipice, until finally, with a strangled cry, I shattered. My pussy clenched and spasmed around nothing, my orgasm ripping through me with the force of a tidal wave.

As I convulsed in ecstasy, Tyler slammed into me one final time, burying himself to the hilt as he erupted deep within my ass. His hot seed painted my insides, triggering a series of aftershocks that left me gasping and trembling beneath him.

As the last tremors subsided, I fought to catch my breath, utterly spent and satisfied. Tyler withdrew slowly, his softening cock sliding free of my well-fucked hole with a lewd squelch. I could feel his cum leaking out, trickling down my thighs in sticky rivulets.

Slowly, I rolled over onto my back. Rob and Devon each took a nipple into their mouth and started sucking.

I let out a shuddering moan as their skilled mouths worked over my sensitive breasts, their tongues swirling and flicking against the hardened peaks. It was almost too much, my body still buzzing from the intense orgasms I'd just experienced. But I couldn't bring myself to tell them to stop. Instead, I arched my back, pushing my tits further into their eager mouths.

They lavished attention on my breasts, suckling and nibbling as their hands roamed my body. One slipped between my thighs, finding my pussy still wet and swollen. He stroked my clit in slow circles, coaxing out another whimper of pleasure from my lips.

My hips bucked reflexively, seeking more of that delicious friction. I threaded my fingers through their hair, holding them close as they pleasured me. "Oh God, yes," I breathed, my voice heavy with lust. "Somebody fuck me."

Devon released my nipple with a pop, looking up at me with a wicked grin. "Your wish is our command," he purred, positioning himself between my thighs. He guided his thick cock to my entrance, rubbing the tip teasingly against my slick folds before pushing in with a single, powerful thrust.

I screamed as Devon's huge cock split me open, his girth stretching my already well-used pussy to its limits. He bottomed out with a grunt, his balls slapping against my ass as he filled me to capacity.

Devon started to move immediately, setting a brutal pace as he hammered into me. Each deep, punishing thrust sent shocks of pleasure-pain through my over-sensitized body. I clawed at his back, nails digging into his skin as I tried to anchor myself against the onslaught of his cock.

Rob joined in, his mouth descending to capture one of my nipples once more. He suckled greedily, his tongue swirling around the sensitive bud as he palmed my other breast roughly. The dual assault on my senses was nearly too much to bear, but I reveled in the pleasure-pain, my body singing with ecstasy.

Devon's thrusts grew more erratic as he chased his own climax, his cock pulsating inside me. "Fuck, Lori, you must be the tightest MILF in the world," he grunted, his voice strained with effort. "I'm gonna cum." With a final, savage thrust, he buried himself to the hilt and erupted, pumping jet after jet of hot semen deep into my spasming cunt.

I felt Devon's seed flooding my womb, the warmth of it triggering another intense orgasm. I screamed, my back arching off the bed as my pussy clamped down on his spurting cock, milking him for every drop.

As Devon's orgasm subsided, Rob released my nipple with a wet pop and looked up at me with a satisfied smile. "You look so gorgeous when you come undone," he murmured, trailing his fingers through the mess of cum and juices coating my thighs. He crawled down and settled his face between my thighs, licking and lapping at the creamy mixture of our combined fluids with relish. His tongue delved deep, spearing into my cunt and savoring every drop of our shared essence.

I moaned, my body still quivering from the aftershocks of my climax. Rob's oral ministrations sent tingles racing up my spine, reigniting the embers of my desire. He looked up at me with a mischievous glint in his eye, his tongue darting out to circle my clit. "You taste so good, Lori," he purred, "like the sweetest, most decadent treat."

I gasped, my hips lifting involuntarily as Rob's talented tongue worked magic on my sensitive clit. "Please," I whimpered, "don't stop."

Rob redoubled his efforts, sucking my clit between his lips while his tongue continued to delve into my dripping cunt. He alternated between gentle laps and bold, probing thrusts, determined to wring another orgasm from my spent body. I thrashed beneath him, my hands fisting in the sheets as I teetered on the brink, my pussy clenching and fluttering in anticipation of the impending climax.

With a keening wail, I tumbled over the edge once more, my orgasm crashing through me like a tsunami. My inner walls pulsed and rippled around Rob's tongue, milking him for every sensation as I rode out the waves of pleasure. When it finally subsided, I collapsed back onto the bed, utterly drained and sated.

Rob lifted his head, his chin and lips glistening with my juices. He smiled up at me, pride and satisfaction evident in his expression. "You're amazing, Lori," he said softly, crawling up to straddle my midsection. "I've never met a woman this sexy."

He settled his cock between my tits and squeezed them together before he began to thrust.

I moaned as Rob's cock pressed against my sensitive breasts, the friction sending shivers through my body. As he started to move, sliding his thick length between my cleavage with each stroke, I found myself growing aroused once more. Despite the exhaustion lingering in my bones, my pussy still throbbed with need, craving more of the pleasure these men so generously provided.

Tyler and Devon both positioned themselves near my entrance, their cocks already hard again. Oh, to be young again.

I looked down at the two men looming over my entrance, their impressive erections bobbing with anticipation. A thrill ran through me at the thought of having both cocks inside me again. "Come on then," I purred, spreading my legs wide in invitation. "fill my pussy up."

Tyler grinned and stepped forward, lining up his thick cock with my slick folds. He grasped my hips firmly and thrust forward, burying himself to the hilt in one smooth motion. Devon followed suit, his own cock sliding easily into my already stretched cunt alongside Tyler's.

Together, the two men began to move, their hips rocking in tandem as they pumped in and out of me. The double penetration was intense, each thrust hitting different spots within my depths and sending shockwaves of pleasure coursing through my veins. I threw my head back, crying out in ecstasy as they fucked me harder and faster, their cocks sliding against each other inside me.

The sensation of being stuffed full, of having not one but two massive cocks splitting my pussy open, was overwhelming. I felt like I was going to burst, my body stretched to its absolute limits. And yet, despite the discomfort, the pain even, it was also incredibly arousing. I loved the feeling of being used so thoroughly, of being taken and claimed by these strong, virile men.

Rob picked up speed, fucking my tits even harder with his slick cock. Tyler and Devon's thrusts grew more urgent, their grunts and groans of effort mingling with my own cries of pleasure. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh filled the room, punctuated by the occasional slap of Rob's balls against my breasts as he pistoned his cock between them.

My pussy clenched around the invading cocks, trying to milk them for all they were worth. I could feel my orgasm building once more, the pressure coiling tighter and tighter in my core. With a final, desperate thrust, Tyler buried himself deep and held still, his cock pulsing as he spilled his load inside me. Devon followed suit, his own cock jerking and twitching as he filled me with his seed.

The sensation of their hot cum flooding my already overflowing pussy was almost too much to bear. I screamed, my body arching off the bed as another earth-shattering orgasm ripped through me. My cunt spasmed and rippled, milking every last drop from the two men as they emptied themselves into my depths.

As the waves of pleasure finally receded, Rob found his release and started spurting his hot cum all over my face.

I lay there, sprawled across the bed in a tangle of limbs, my body red from the abuse and physical activity. The three men above me looked equally ravaged, their faces flushed and their chests heaving with exertion.

And that's when my husband Mike walked in, back early from his "date."

My heart skipped a beat as his figure appeared in the doorway, his eyes widening in shock at the scene before him. For a moment, none of us moved, frozen in a tableau of debauchery and revelation. I had two cocks jammed in my pussy, one between my tits, and my face was covered in a mixture of cum and sweat.

Mike stood there stunned, taking in the sight of his wife in the midst of an orgy with three other men. His jaw dropped open, his eyes bulging in disbelief.

"Hi Mike," I said with a smile. "How was your date?"

"Yeah Mike," Tyler echoed, "how was your date?

Mike stood rooted to the spot, his eyes darting frantically between my cum-covered body and the naked, muscular men surrounding me. His face cycled through a range of emotions - shock, betrayal, anger, and something darker, more primal.

"You...you already found someone else to fuck?" he finally choked out, his voice rough with emotion. "All I got from Sheila was a blowjob!"

Tyler and Devon both slowly pulled out and I sat up slowly, the men's cum starting to leak out of my well-used holes. "What did you expect, Mike? You're the one who suggested opening our marriage."

Mike's eyes narrowed, a flash of jealousy warring in his gaze as he watched the pearly fluid dribble down my thighs. "I didn't think you'd actually go through with it," he muttered, his voice low and broken.

Rob climbed off my chest and I stood up, not caring about my nudity or the state of disarray I was in. I walked towards Mike, stopping mere inches away. "Well, I did. And it was amazing," I said bluntly, my eyes locking with his. "I think I could get used to this."

Mike's fists clenched at his sides, his breathing ragged as he stared down at me. The air crackled with tension, the scent of sex and betrayal hanging heavy between us. After a long, charged moment, he spoke, his voice barely above a whisper. "If that's really what you want, Lori..." He swallowed hard, Adam's apple bobbing. "...then I guess this is the new normal now."

“I guess so,” I said firmly, ready to tear into him for being mad at something he had started in the first place.

Before I could continue, Mike surprised us all by stepping forward and pulling me into a passionate kiss. "I love you too much to lose you," he murmured against my lips. "I'm sorry I forced you into an open relationship, I never should have done that. But I won't stop you if you want to keep seeing other guys."

I melted into his kiss, happy to finally feel wanted by him again. “Oh Mike, I love you too.”

From that day forward, our marriage took on a new dynamic, and the spark returned. I don't know if it was the terrible, toothy blowjob that he got from Sheila, or the sight of my body being claimed by three handsome strangers, but Mike saw me in a whole new light and never took me for granted again.

Life went on, and things only got better. Mike and I talked openly about our desires and boundaries. We experimented with different scenarios, sometimes playing together with other couples, other times letting me have my fun with Tyler, Rob, and Devon again. Our sex life reached heights we never knew possible.

And while I never would have made the decision to open our marriage in the first place, I ended up being so glad that we did. It brought a level of excitement and passion back into our relationship that I thought was lost forever. I learned to embrace my sexuality in ways I never had before, and Mike learned to appreciate and support me in new, thrilling ways. Looking back, I wouldn't change a thing. This new chapter has been the best one yet!
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