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Ithink I feel Mark slip into bed with me. I’m in that twilight between sleep and wakefulness and can’t be sure what’s a dream and what’s real. He touches me, and I shake him off. I don’t want to wake up. It’s still the middle of the night. But Mark is persistent. He presses between my thighs from behind first, and when my body instinctively relaxes, he slips that hand inside the soft, loose boxers I wear to bed. I stopped sleeping naked when we had kids and dress for comfort now.

Fingers sliding through my slick furrow pull me from slumber. I reward him with a soft, contented moan and press back into Mark, who’s spooning me. My thighs relax further, and his fingers press deeper between my lips. The gentle, rhythmic care makes me wet very quickly. Mark brushes my scattered crimson hair aside and kisses my neck and shoulder. I sigh. Okay, he’s going to get what he wants. Maybe I’m easy, but being woken for sex used to be one of my favorite things.

Mark had carte blanche to wake me up for sex anytime he wanted when we first got together. That warm feeling of being pulled from a comfy slumber into a pulsing orgasm was one of my favorite things. And my husband’s always been so good at getting my motor humming. He knows my body so well.

Sometimes, he still woke me for it when we had sex right before bed. His first job after college was second shift, and he always woke me for sex when he came home. I’m an independent woman, but I’ve always secretly liked the feeling that my body was here for his use. And then we had kids, and we got older, and sleep became more important than coming, and the surprise midnight sex tapered off. I can’t remember the last time Mark woke me for it.

Our bodies rock together, Mark grinding into my soft butt with a thick, hot erection. Feeling him hard for me is still thrilling after all these years together. I reach back and grab his butt to pull us tighter.

“Tara, I need you,” he breathes into my ear. I get all the good shivers. He struggles to get my boxers down, and I help.

“Yes, please,” I mewl. I need him now, too.

Mark doesn’t turn me onto my back like I expect. He parts my thighs and slips into me in that spoon position. We haven’t done it like this in ages either, and I forgot how amazing it feels when his thick head grazes over that special spot inside me. Fucking in this position is a higher level of difficulty, but Mark and I work so well together.

“Ahh…Mark…honey…” I gasp. I also still love that feeling when he first fills me. Any man, honestly. I’ve always been this way. The first time any guy who knew what he was doing pushed it inside me, I was addicted.

We move as one. Mark holds my hip and pushes up into me while I thrust back and grind into him. Ohmygod, it’s so good! I tighten around him, and he thrusts harder. Like many couples together for over twenty years, we don’t make love nearly often enough anymore, and I’ve been craving it. I feel like I always crave it these days. But I’m not complaining. Our sex life is great when it happens, and he’s giving me what I need now.

Mark mauls my breast and rolls my thickening nipple. I whine with pleasure. He’s not usually this aggressive, but I kind of like it. My hand goes over his, telling him so. I don’t know what’s gotten into him, but I hope it gets there more often. I’m already climbing toward a thrilling climax.

I gasp when he shoves me onto my stomach. Mark almost slips out, but I arch my butt up to keep him inside me. I’m too close to let him out. That’s not what he wants anyway. I reach toward the pillows for leverage to push back at him. Mark’s weight is on me, making me passively take it. This is not us, but it makes me sizzle with unexpected excitement. He laces his fingers through mine, holding my hands to the mattress. I’m pinned down. I love every second of this, but it feels like he’s making me take it. I can’t even explain how intoxicating that is. It feels wrong, but also so right.

“Ahhh god…ahhh Mark…yesss…yesss…ahhh god honey…yesss…”

The orgasm rolls over me like a steamroller. That perfect angle means my pleasure spikes every time Mark thrusts down into me. My moans turn into cries, and my chorus of yesss sounds frantic.

Mark’s weight comes off me, and he finally slips out, but only for a moment. He grabs my hips and hauls my butt into the air and drives it back into me. I shout with glee. Yes! Take me! Fuck me! I scream in my head. If he hadn’t spoken, I’d believe this was a stranger who broke into our hotel room and was taking me. My husband does not make love to me like this. He hasn’t fucked me in years. It’s like a dark, dirty fantasy come true.

“Uhnnn…uhnnn…fuck…Tara…fuck…uhnnn fuck…”

“Yesss…yesss…fuck me, Mark…fuck…oh god…”

I squeeze him hard inside me when I come again, and Mark spikes it as deep as he can, throbbing as he gives me his release. He groans so intensely it feels like he’s giving me all his energy when he pumps his load into me. I wiggle my butt and pulse my sheath around him, milking every last drop. I’ve always loved being filled by a man. Condoms were a necessary evil in my single days—and before my husband got snipped.

Mark slips out and collapses on the bed beside me, falling so hard that I bounce on the mattress. I scoot over and snuggle into him, wrapped in the warm glow of my orgasm. I want to keep it going as long as possible. I don’t even mind that he’s all sweaty despite the chilly hotel room. Mark pulls me tightly against him.

“Hope you don’t mind that I woke you up,” he says, sounding sleepy and slightly drunk. He caresses the curve of my butt.

He’d been down at the hotel bar with his friends. The long drive to Lockley University wore me out, and I told him to go without me. I didn’t need to hang out and drink with his college roommates. I love those guys, but I’ll get enough of them tomorrow at the homecoming game.

“Mmm, you can wake me up for that anytime. I think you’ve forgotten you’re allowed to wake me up for that whenever you want.” I kiss his chest.

Mark gently laughs. “I think you threatened to rip my dick off the last time I tried to wake you up for sex.”

“I do not remember that at all. It must have been your other wife.”

“Definitely you,” Mark laughs. “And there can never be another wife because no one else measures up to you. Not only are you the best partner, you’re the hottest woman I’ve ever known. I can’t do better.”

I rake my nails through the dusting of graying hair on his chest. “You don’t have to butter me up. You’ve already had me tonight. Not that a girl doesn’t love flattery.”

“It’s the truth. I swear it,” he replies, patting my butt.

“I don’t think swearing on my ass is like swearing on a Bible.”

“Ask the guys tomorrow if you don’t believe me.”

“I haven’t seen them in years now. When is the last time Danny came through town, two or three years ago? It’s been at least that long since we had dinner with Austin. I haven’t seen all of you together in ages. They’re just thinking about how I looked in college.”

“They see you on Facebook and Instagram, hon. Besides, you’re hotter now than you were back then.”

I snort. I do not see that when I look in the mirror. I see laugh lines and the start of crow’s feet. I see the fifteen or so pounds I’ve never shaken from having kids. I don’t mind any of that because I earned all of it, but I am not the tight, perky coed they all knew. However, I know Mark’s roommates spent a lot of time checking me out when I was at their place. They loved strip drinking games. They never crossed the line, though, not even Austin, the alpha of their group. If anything, I was the one who could get flirty when I drank. I might have been in trouble if they weren’t such decent guys.

“Those guys do not think a forty-four-year-old mom is hotter than a bouncy twenty-year-old college girl. This isn’t an alternate universe.”

Mark kisses the top of my head. “Give yourself for credit, Tara. Half of my friends still want to fuck you, and deep down, I think you know it.”

Maybe I catch some of them looking, but they’re just guys. Looking at tits and ass is something they never grow out of. I know I’m one of the fitter women back in our neighborhood in Kingston, but that doesn’t make me hot.

“Maybe I will ask the guys tomorrow just to prove you wrong. There are going to be college girls everywhere. I’m sure no one will be paying attention to me.”

“Keep this up, and I’ll figure out a way to prove it to you.”

“Good luck with that. I’m going back to sleep now unless you have another round in you,” I say. His cock twitches with life, but he’s not going to get it back up quickly enough. He’s in his mid-forties. I need my sleep anyway. Tomorrow will be a long day. “Sweet dreams. Love you, honey.”

“Love you more,” he says, squeezing me.


two
. . .



Ipull my ancient Lockley University t-shirt into place, tugging it here and there while I turn this way and that to check myself in the mirror. The baby tee doesn’t fit the way it did when I bought it at the campus bookstore twenty-five years ago, but I can’t part with it. I loved how it accentuated my curves and the attention it brought me back then.

I’m not a nineteen-year-old trying to catch boys’ eyes anymore, but I still love the shirt, even if it doesn’t love me back. It still hugs my curves, perhaps better than ever, but not quite in the same flattering way it did back in 1999. Twenty-five years and three kids have changed my body.

My boobs are bigger but don’t sit as high, and the shirt struggles to contain them. The baby-tee just barely reaches my jeans. I’ll be tugging it down all day because I don’t want to show off my softer, middle-aged tummy. The days when I proudly flaunted my body are long gone. The cotton blend is also threadbare after twenty-five years of washing. My black bra underneath is obvious, but isn’t showing off your underwear in style again? I only wear the baby-tee to bed these days, but nostalgia won out over common sense, and I just had to pack it for my first homecoming tailgate in years. I wouldn’t wear it in public anywhere else.

“Are you going to wear that?” Mark asks.

“I’m going to wear a hoodie over it. I know it’s supposed to be warm today, but it’s still October. Is it that bad?” I turn and pose for him with my hand on a cocked hip.

“Depends on what you mean by bad. I’m sure the guys will love it. I know I do.” He finishes tying his sneakers and comes off the bed, grinning.

Mark pulls me close by the hips before sliding his hands over my chest. His exaggerated squeeze shifts into a slow massage. I stop him when his thumbs find the growing dents through my lightly padded t-shirt bra. Yes, even with a good bra, they’re that obvious when I’m chilly or excited. I slide out of his grasp, but he catches me and pulls me back to his body. Hot breath on my neck gives me the good shivers when he nuzzles me. My long, copper hair is gathered into pigtails out of his way. I think the twin braids are cute.

“Mmm, you have to quit that if you want to get out the door, hon,” I murmur. His hands slide up from behind and gather my rounds more tightly. “Seriously, Mark…” I whimper. A man who knows how to tease my breasts the right way can easily take control. It’s always been a problem. No one knows my body better than my husband.

“I don’t mind being a little late. Have I told you how perfect your tits are? Everyone else is going to know in this shirt,” he says between light kisses on that special spot on my neck. He finds my excited bullets again and pinches them.

I moan and squirm away just as the heat rushes through me. Mark is seriously going to have to screw me if he keeps this up, and then I’ll have to get ready all over again. I’m not going to meet the guys looking freshly fucked. They’ve seen me that way enough for one lifetime. I didn’t care when I was twenty, but I’m a responsible adult now. I’m a mother!

“We’ll be more than a little late, hon,” I say, grabbing his crotch. His chinos are pulled tight. Mark surges in my hand. “What’s gotten into you?”

“Can’t I just appreciate my hot wife?”

I smile and slip my tongue into his mouth, mashing my breasts into his chest and massaging his growing cock. He kneads my ass. For a moment, I consider dragging him onto the bed. The hot kiss tightens my core and gets me damp.

“I’m always up for being appreciated, but I am not getting ready twice, hon.”

Mark grins. “I’ll be quick. I promise not to mess up your hair.”

“That’s not a selling point.” I laugh. “If we do this, we’re getting messy, and we don’t have time for that.”

“You can’t leave me like this,” he groans, trying to reach between my legs from behind. His arms aren’t quite long enough. Mark is tall and I’m only a few inches over five feet. It’s a long reach.

I consider jerking him off, but that’s not fair because I need to come, too. Seriously, what has gotten into him? He woke me for sex last night, and now this? I love it, but Mark hasn’t been this all over me in ages. I could make him go down and then jerk him off, and I wouldn’t get messed up, but no. He can wait. I shove away from him one more time.

“Don’t overdo it and wear yourself out today, and you can have your way with me when we get back.”

Mark lifts a brow and suggests, “Blow job at the stadium?”

I laugh hard. “I don’t plan on getting that drunk today—and I’m not a slutty college girl anymore. Grown women don’t do that. I’m not feeling that nostalgic.”

“Fine, but now I have a reason to try and get you drunk. Let’s see a little bit of that old Tara. I know she’s in there.”

“Not with your friends around.” I shake my head and keep laughing.

“That never stopped you in the past.”

Mark is eager. He might really want me to revert to a drunk, slutty, twenty-year-old. Well, not slutty. I never considered myself slutty. I just liked sex and didn’t care who knew it. I wanted a lot of sex, but I wasn’t sleeping with half the campus. I got that sex from my future husband.

“Again, grown woman over here. Do you want the mother of your children behaving like that?”

“That might make it even hotter,” he grins. “Don’t tell me you’re not feeling it, Tara.”

I shake my head but don’t deny it. I feel how hot my pale, freckled cheeks are. Mark knows I’m horny now. I hope he brings this attitude home with us. I give him a last, quick kiss. “I need to go fix my lipstick. You’d better get it together while I’m gone.”
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“Jesus, Tara, do you ever age?” Danny asks. We share pecks on the cheek while we hug.

“Thanks, but you must have forgotten to put your contacts in. You, however, look better than you ever have. I think you’re aging backward. Keep doing whatever you’re doing.”

I hold Danny at arm’s length and think I need to get Mark doing whatever his old college buddy is. He’s not just lean, he’s hard. Danny might have zero body fat. He felt like hugging a stone statue. I don’t see a lot of guys our age in his kind of shape, but there are two ways to go after a nasty divorce.

Rather than fall apart, Danny dove head-first into Eastern medicine and philosophy. He’s still single, but I’m sure his contented smile attracts more than his share of women. He’s also one of those guys who looks much better with his head shaved than he ever did with hair. If something ever happened to Mark, he’s the kind of guy who could console my grief. Is that harsh?

“No, he’s right. You look great, Tara. It’s so good to see you,” Shaun says. He’s next in line for a hug. Shaun’s softer dad bod doesn’t feel like Danny’s, but I’ve always loved his goofy grin and easygoing nature.

“It’s been too long,” I reply, genuinely pleased to see him.

“Oh, this is my fiancée, Sonya.”

I’d heard that Shaun got engaged. This would be his second marriage, too. No one ever mentioned why his first marriage fell apart, and I’m not nosey enough to pry. But it was so bad that his ex-wife took the kids and moved halfway across the country. Shaun only sees them on holiday breaks and in the summers now.

“So nice to meet you, Tara. These guys talk about you all the time. I’m glad I can finally put a face to the name,” Sonya says. I hugged the guys because I’ve known them forever, but I don’t often hug people I’ve just met. However, she’s a hugger, and I’m pulled into a tight embrace—much tighter than I’d allow from the guys.

“I admire your bravery,” I joke. He isn’t a bad guy. He’s just always been a manchild.

I actually admire Shaun. Sonya is stunning. I don’t want to sound like one of the guys, but she’s too hot for him. She’s a petite Asian woman, even shorter than I am, with hair down to her waist. Slender, but with boobs so big, I almost wonder if they’re fake. She has a nice, round butt, too. Her tight blue and white Lockley University tank top and cutoff shorts ensure no one misses those curves. Sonya could be anywhere from thirty up to our age. I understand what he sees in her. I wonder what she sees in a typical suburban dad like Shaun.

“Thanks, but I couldn’t love him more. Shaun makes sure I have everything I’ve ever wanted.”

That’s curious. I think he’s an insurance adjuster. Shaun isn’t Austin rich. Speaking of the devil…

“Don’t keep Tara all to yourself, Sonya. There will be plenty of time to rub those sexy bodies together later,” Austin says, pulling me away from her and into his arms. He also pulls me in tight, denying me the body separation hug I gave the other guys.

Austin feels just as good pressed against me as Danny did. He isn’t sinewy like his friend but broad and solid. I try not to think about what he looks like with his shirt off. Semi-retired in his mid-forties, Austin has plenty of time for gyms and personal trainers.

He went into finance after college and made some very lucky bets on startups, making him a wealthy man—by far the most successful of the friends. He’s never been married and has no kids, so he has all the toys and time to do whatever he wants. Our entire tailgate setup is Austin’s, including the top-of-the-line Sprinter camper van. He doesn’t flaunt it to be an asshole. He just likes being generous with his friends.

“Danny’s right, babe. You’re hotter than ever, and you feel amazing,” Austin says, nuzzling me. His breath on my neck gives me those good shivers again, and I peel out of his arms just as his hands drift toward my ass.

“Should you be talking to your friend’s wife like that?” I ask, trying to give him a peck on the cheek. Austin suddenly turns, and I catch his lips. I’ll let him have that one.

“Mark knows you’re hot, Tara. I’m sure he’s proud, aren’t you, buddy?”

“Admire her all you want, as long as you remember who her husband is,” Mark says. I pout.

That’s not the possessive defense I was looking for, but I know he sees all the guys are harmless. Austin talks a good game, but he’d never make a move on me. I trust them to behave.

I’ve known the guys as long as I’ve known my husband. The four of them shared a run-down apartment off-campus when I started dating Mark back in college. They were inseparable back then. Austin, Danny, and Shaun were in our wedding. Austin was Mark’s best man, not his brother. We’d see them every summer for years after graduation because the guys took a cabin in the mountains for a week every summer.

The others brought girlfriends on those vacations when they had them—Danny’s and Shaun’s first wives were among them—but I was often the only woman present. Part of me liked having the guys to myself and I wasn’t always the kindest to their girlfriends-of-the-moment. But I’m a mature woman now. I won’t be catty with Sonya.

“Okay, enough of that. Where are the drinks?” I say.
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I’m starting to think this was a bad idea, which makes me feel old. I would have thrived on this energy back in the day. The raucous tailgate crowd outside of Francis P. Garrety Memorial Stadium numbers in the thousands, and with all the booze flowing, I feel like anything could happen. I guess I’m lucky I have four strong guys here to protect me if it does. Or I could retreat into the luxury camper beside us with Sonya and lock the door. The guys can fend for themselves.

I haven’t attended the Lockley University homecoming game in over a decade. It’s been an annual tradition for Mark and the guys since they graduated, but once I became an adult, I felt like I outgrew drinking until I couldn’t stand and peeing behind a truck in a parking lot. There was no decked-out Sprinter van back then. Besides, someone needed to stay home with the kids when they came along. Okay, that’s not true. I always send the kids to my mother’s and have a girls’ weekend or just some much-needed peace and quiet.

I don’t mind that Mark still goes every year. This is his thing, and I’m happy he has it. He always asks me to come, and I turn him down. I feel like it’s an obligatory invitation anyway because he’s relieved when I say no. Mark doesn’t need his wife there slowing him down. This is his chance to feel like a college kid partying with his bros again.

Many of the revelers around us are college kids, and they are out of control! We were fun in our time, but I don’t think we were this wild at their age. There are also a lot of adults getting crazy as they drink. They just have nicer tailgating setups like we do. The group of bros in their thirties partying across from us around the bed of a giant pick-up are barely in control. They must have been drinking since dawn.

Luckily, my guys are chill so far. I hope Mark and the boys have mellowed over the years because I don’t know if this fortysomething mom of three can keep up if they go at it like in the old days. But this is their 20th homecoming tailgate since graduating, so I know they plan to go big.

“How do you take your burgers these days, Tara?” Austin asks from his top-of-the-line grill.

“Just a little bit of pink,” I answer. I see the obvious, sexual comment on his lips and warn, “Don’t you dare.” I know how he can be.

“I wasn’t going to say a word,” he replies with a smirk.

“Right.”

All the guys are like brothers to me, so I’m not offended. Well, maybe not brothers because I’ve caught them checking me out now and then over the years. And they used to love to comment on how vocally enthusiastic I was when I spent the night in Mark’s room back in college. It’s good that I’ve never been the type to embarrass easily.

“Danny, am I the kind of guy who’d tell Tara I love the pink center too?” Austin says.

Danny shakes his shaved head. “I think we’d all be disappointed if you didn’t. A man does not change his true nature.”

“Is that some of your Eastern philosophy bullshit?” Austin asks, sipping a beer while holding the spatula in the other hand. The grill in front of him smokes, sizzling with burgers and brats.

“I don’t expect you to get enlightenment, but no brother. That’s just the nature of man.” Danny turns to me and adds, “Or woman. Sorry, Tara.”

“Don’t apologize to me. I’m not that touchy.” The Surfside lemonade I’m drinking goes down easy, but it’s strange to be on my second drink just past noon.

“And that’s why we love you,” Shaun says. He’s on a camp chair across from me. Sonya is in the chair beside him. She’s holding his hand and digs a nail into it. He yelps.

“Who do you love?” she asks.

“I love you, of course. But I’ve known Tara forever. We all have.”

“Don’t say you love me like a sister.”

“But I kind of, we…” Shaun stammers.

“Speak for yourself, man. I can’t think about someone with tits like that like a sister,” Austin says.

“Hey, man, that’s my wife,” Mark protests. “And your sister does have pretty nice tits.”

“Don’t go there, buddy. Are you saying Tara doesn’t have great tits? That might be grounds for divorce,” Austin responds.

“Well, yeah, of course she does.” He turns to me. “You know I love your tits, honey.”

“Thanks, hon. That’s the sweetest thing you’ve ever said to me.” I shake my head and laugh. I can’t remember the last time he referred to my chest as tits. It’s never been a word that leaps to mind when thinking about my body. Tits only bubbles up in my brain in a sexual context.

“We all think you have beautiful breasts, Tara,” Danny adds, raising his beer bottle in honor of my chest. Does he think trying to be classy makes talking about my chest better? Saying breasts instead of tits doesn’t make him more enlightened.

“How did my breasts become the topic of conversation?”

“Tits that nice deserve to be talked about,” Austin says. He stares at them when he says it.

Mark was right to warn me about my old Lockley baby-tee. The guys have been staring like I’m topless since the hoodie came off. The autumn afternoon is warmer than I’d expected it to be. And maybe I’ve been eating up that attention, but I’ll never admit that. I didn’t have to wear a black bra under the threadbare t-shirt.

“Twenty years and you guys have never grown up,” I marvel.

“Don’t lump me in with those Neanderthals. My appreciation for your beautiful tatas is purely aesthetic,” Danny says.

“You’re a true gentleman,” I reply.

“What about my tits?” Sonya complains.

“You have great tits, baby,” Shaun says.

“I’m sure you do, but the other guys have never seen yours. If you want to take them out, we can compare and contrast you girls,” Austin offers.

Sonya laughs at him. “Like I’d just take them out right here in this crowd. In your dreams, buddy.”

“When did you see my breasts?” I ask.

“There was that time you tried to run naked from Mark’s room to the bathroom. I guess you thought it was so late no one was up, or we were all out partying,” Austin says.

“Oh yeah, I remember that. We were sitting on the couch getting high and listening to Dave Matthews,” Danny recalls smiling. “You saw us and froze, which only let us stare longer. And it wasn’t just your chest. We saw everything that night, Tara. I understand if you don’t remember; you seemed pretty drunk.”

“You were all red and sweaty, but we already knew you’d just finished fucking. I think the apartment below us knew you were fucking. That’s the night we learned you’re a real redhead. Hope we couldn’t tell now, for Mark’s sake.” Austin seems to remember that night like it was yesterday. Did he memorize my body?

“Okay, enough. It’s coming back to me now. We don’t need to discuss my body anymore or my grooming habits. God, Austin.”

Maybe I don’t embarrass easily, but I’m not used to how dirty these guys are. It’s been a long time since anyone just openly discussed my body like this. My cheeks are so hot that I must be as red as my hair used to be. It’s a darker shade now—more of a black cherry soda color. Masking the gray comes with compromises. I ask my husband, “Aren’t you going to stand up for me, hon?”

Mark just grins. “You can still kind of tell she’s a natural redhead.”

“Says the man who obviously doesn’t want to check again for the rest of the weekend.”

“Hey!” Mark complains.

“If there’s an opening…” Austin offers.

I shake my head and drain my can. “Only in your dreams, Austin. I don’t need a man to keep my bed warm. I’m a grown, independent woman. Besides, you haven’t seen me naked in twenty years. I’m not quite the girl you remember.”

“I’m sure you’re even sexier now,” Danny says. “A mature woman’s body is a thing of beauty.”

“Stuff it and get me another Surfside, philosopher.” Drinking so early may feel strange, but that’s not slowing me down. Being with the guys like this feels just like the old days.

I’m not kidding about not having my twenty-one-year-old body anymore. Three kids and a couple of decades have taken their toll. I’m still pretty fit, but I don’t have the tight stomach and ass I had when the guys got their lucky peek at me that night. But the guys are right about one thing. Maybe my boobs don’t sit up high the way they did on my younger body, but they’re still great. They’re also forty-four-year-old breasts. I’ve always envied women with small ones. They seem to hold up better.

Other changes to my body are a choice. I don’t have the full fire crotch Danny and Austin saw that night. It’s a cute little landing strip now. I’m sure they would love to know that. I’d love to get rid of my tramp stamp, but that would be painful and expensive, and no one but Mark sees it these days anyway. He loves to tease me about it. I don’t wear bikinis or crop tops. Mine isn’t as bad as some. It’s a small Claddagh design I just had to have when I was nineteen. One night, I got drunk enough to go to the tattoo parlor.

“I don’t know how you’ve put up with these guys all these years,” Sonya says. “Is it always like this?”

“It was when we were all kids crammed into a tiny apartment, but I don’t see the guys all together anymore. I haven’t done the tailgate in years. I’ve grown up. You see Austin more than I do these days,” I say. Shaun and Sonya live close to Austin, and the threesome hangs out all the time.

“Okay, he is pretty much like this, but I think he’s showing off for the guys. I only came because Shaun said you were coming,” Sonya replies.

“That’s because you don’t want Tara to have us all to herself. I think you’re jealous,” Austin says. “And I am not showing off.”

“Maybe a little,” she answers.

“She has nothing to be jealous about, asshole. You can have them, Sonya. I might even let you keep Mark. He’s wearing out his welcome.”

It’s true in every way. Sonya has no reason to be jealous. The guys should be talking about her body, not mine. Sonya is a tiny thing, which means she’s all boobs and butt. I might even like seeing her naked!

“Hey! I’m on your side. Didn’t I say how great your tits still are? They’d be lucky to see you naked again.” That’s my husband, always my hero.

“Just stop, hon. You’re not helping.”

“First round of burgers is up. Who’s hungry?” Austin asks.

“I’ll take a brat,” Sonya says, pushing out of her camp chair.

“Of course you will. I’ve got a juicy one for you right here,” Austin snickers.

Sonya snatches the pitchfork from the side of the grill and pokes it at his butt. “Watch it, buddy. I don’t see you as a brother like Tara does. I will stab you.”

“Feel free to stab him for me,” I encourage.

“You two don’t get to team up on me unless it’s in the fun way,” Austin complains.

“Sorry, ladies, but he’s never going to stop. I hope you realize that,” Danny says. He rolls his eyes, but I see he enjoys Austin’s antics. I knew him long before he found enlightenment, and I’m sure that horndog Danny is still in there.

“I know. He thinks it’s part of his charm,” I say, realizing it’s going to be a long afternoon. The homecoming game doesn’t even start for another four hours.
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The teasing dies down while the food is served. I chose to call it teasing, though it would be sexual harassment in any other context. It’s a good thing I’ve known the guys for so long. I must give Sonya credit for fitting right in with the group. Most of the women I know back home would have lit into Austin for his behavior or worse, slapped him. I know he’s mostly harmless. Maybe part of me even likes that someone still finds me attractive enough to compliment my breasts. I can’t remember the last time a guy came on to me in any way. My husband doesn’t count.

Austin has always been like this. I expected he’d have grown up by now, but there’s something comforting about having a constant in your life. Although, he would be annoying if I had to deal with it constantly. The guys scattered after college as their lives took them in different directions. Austin and Shaun live near each other, but that’s a ten-hour drive from Mark and I. Danny lives outside of Phoenix.

I’ve never understood why Austin was the one in the group who always seemed like he had something to prove. Mark will always be my choice, but Austin is objectively the best-looking of the group. He’s in incredible shape for a guy in his mid-forties and still has a head of thick, mostly dark brown curls. The gray in his hair and his bushy—but well-groomed—beard only makes him sexier. I wish gray did that for me!

Austin finds success in everything he does. He’s never had trouble getting women as long as I’ve known him. He’s only single by choice. But he’s always had to be the alpha of the group. The other guys seem to love him for it. He’s always been their natural leader. I’ll confess that it always annoyed me that Mark just fell in line and let Austin take charge. Like any girl, I wanted my man to be the alpha.

Danny takes control of the large speaker while we eat. He’s always been the most musically inclined of the group. His music tastes don’t fully align with mine, but I can handle Dave Matthews when I’m just hanging out and having a good time. Our mellower music battles with the speakers of the tailgaters around us. A group to our right blasts OG hip hop, which I love but is discordant with the country blasted by the bros across from us in the pick-up. Farther off, I hear Taylor Swift and classic rock. It’s like the world’s most confused remix, and I’m glad I’m three Surfsides in.

We’re all arranged in the semi-circle of camp chairs under the shade of the awning extended from Austin’s very nice Sprinter camper van. It really does feel like the old days hanging around their apartment, with the welcome addition of Sonya. I’m even a little horny from drinking, just like in the old days—at least, I blame it on that and not my handsy husband. When I was in my twenties, I wasn’t at all embarrassed about taking Mark’s hand in front of his friends and dragging him back to his room to fuck. If I were still that bold girl, I’d drag my husband into the Sprinter and pull the door closed. Seeing the looks on the guys’ faces might be worth it.

I’m not the only one feeling nostalgic. Austin thoughtfully sips his expensive whisky the guys are sharing—I’m the only one who passed, even Sonya has a glass—and says, “Do you guys remember that coin flip game we used to play?”

“I think so. Was it called Heads or Tails?” Danny replies, grinning.

“We called it that, but it was really something else, right? Do you remember, honey?” Mark adds.

“I remember thinking the game was stupid and childish. You guys used to make each other do crazy things,” I answer.

“But you played it,” Austin says. “It was always more fun when girls were there to play.”

“That’s because you guys were a bunch of perverts. Sadly, it seems you still are.” I stick my tongue out at him, which only makes him smile. At least he doesn’t challenge me to use it. I need to think before I do stuff around Austin.

“We called it Heads or Tails, but it was really Flip, Strip, or Sip. We just changed the rules around because no one was looking to strip when it was just us,” Shaun says.

“I remember it being a striping game,” I offer.

“That’s because it was when girls were around,” Danny proudly replies.

“Ooo, a window into your sordid past is exciting. Tell me more,” Sonya encourages.

“It was the simplest game they could come up with, which makes sense with how they used to drink. We’re not even talking about a game like quarters, which at least requires some skill. It was literally just flipping a coin,” I say.

“Okay, it went like this,” Shaun begins. “We picked someone to start—that part didn’t matter—and they would flip a coin. The person to their left had to guess the result—heads or tails. If they’re right, they get the coin, and the person to their left guesses. That’s not the fun part. Wrong guesses make it fun.

“If they guess wrong the first time, you flip again. If they’re right on the second flip, you get to ask them anything and they have to answer truthfully, and then they get the coin to flip. If they’re wrong guessing the second flip, you flip again. If they guess right that time, they have to drink and then they get the coin to flip. If they get it right on the third flip, they have to do a shot.

“However, if they’re wrong all three times, the flipper gets to give them a challenge they must complete. That’s where it gets really interesting. When we were drunk, stupid kids, we thought up some crazy shit,” Shaun finishes.

Sonya looks confused. “So, it’s just a complicated game of Truth or Dare? Why complicate it? Just play truth or dare.”

“I love you, baby, but sometimes you’re just too direct and literal minded. The element of chance makes it interesting. If you’re lucky, you’ll escape unscathed,” Shaun tells his fiance.

“All I’m saying is, just play Truth or Dare if you want to play Truth or Dare,” she grumbles, sipping her whisky.

“What Shaun didn’t mention was that in the real Flip, Sip, or Strip version of the game, you take something off after three bad guesses, not take a challenge. And I think if you guessed right three rounds in a row, you got to put something back on,” I add.

“That makes more sense, I guess. Although, I’ve always thought, just get naked if you want to. Why do you need an excuse?” Sonya replies.

Austin laughs. “Because not everyone is a robot like you, Sonya. Some people need a little nudge to get crazy.”

“That’s because they’re uptight pussies,” she replies.

“Amen, sister,” Austin answers, toasting her.

“Shaun’s right. We had some crazy times,” Mark wistfully says. Looking at my stable, respectable, middle-aged husband now, it’s hard to remember what a wild man he could be in our younger days. Sometimes, I wish we could recover that spark.

“I think you guys only ever roped me into the strip version of the game,” I say.

“Can you blame us?” Austin asks.

“And to be fair, you weren’t the only girl we wanted to get naked,” Shaun adds.

“But definitely our favorite,” Danny says.

“Don’t you care that all of your roommates were trying to get me naked?” I ask Mark.

My husband shrugs with a goofy smile. “Like Austin said, I can’t blame them. You look fantastic naked.” Aren’t guys supposed to be jealous? I want to protest, but I was your girlfriend, when he continues, “And you did play the challenge version. There’s that one particular time…”

“Oh shit, that’s right! That night will live on forever,” Danny agrees.

I’m still foggy on it. Probably because I was hammered just like the guys, but I vaguely remember something crazy. Luckily, Austin is eager to fill in the group.

“Yeah, first, you showed us how much kielbasa you could take…” he says.

“That was very impressive, Tara. I don’t even eat meat anymore, and I want to be a kielbasa thinking about it,” Danny says.

“That does not sound like me,” I protest, but it starts coming back to me. Damn, I was kind of a slutty show-off back then, wasn’t I?

“And then you and Mark went back to his room so we could listen to him fuck you,” Austin finishes.

“Like you needed a challenge to do that,” Shaun laughs.

“But it was hot having her intentionally do it,” Danny says.

Danny is right. Having sex in the apartment when the guys might be around was one thing, but doing it intentionally so they could listen was so much hotter. I recall they wanted to watch, but I wasn’t quite that wild. I haven’t thought about that in years. I probably blocked it out on purpose.

“Listening to you come was magical, Tara. You were like a symphony, building and building,” Danny marvels.

Sonya stares at me. Is she judging me for being a slutty attention whore, or trying to imagine what I sounded like? Why can’t I tell?

“Hey, we’ve got time. I have a quarter. Why don’t we play a few rounds right now?” Austin suggests.

“Really?” Danny asks.

“I don’t know,” Shaun hedges. “Sonya didn’t sign up for that.”

Sonya punches her fiancé in the arm. “I can speak for myself, and I’m down. I’m not afraid of you guys.”

“I love how you’re down for anything,” Austin says, giving her a weird, knowing look.

“We are not stripping out here,” I say, looking at the massive crowd around us. “We’ll get arrested.”

“We could go into the Sprinter?” Mark suggests, nodding at the camper van. He’s supposed to be on my side!

“No way. We’d be on top of each other with six people,” I protest.

“I don’t have a problem with that,” Austin replies, arching an eyebrow.

“In your dreams, asshole,” I answer.

“You’re right, Tara. I’d love to get you on my lap.”

Austin is basically saying he wants to hook up with me, and Mark just sits there. It really is like the old days when he’d do whatever Austin wanted. I should jump into the arrogant prick’s lap just to make a point.

“We can play the challenge version instead,” Danny suggests.

Seeing Mark isn’t coming to my rescue, I agree. “Fine, let’s do this.”
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Since it’s his idea, Austin is the first flipper, which makes Sonya the first guesser. The lucky woman calls heads correctly on her first try. She flips, and Shaun guesses heads again. He’s also right. So far, so harmless. Shaun flips, and Danny guesses tails. He’s wrong, and I begin to think Austin pulled out a trick coin. This entire thing feels like a setup anyway, but I’ve never fully trusted Austin. Danny sticks with tails and gets it right on the second flip.

“When’s the last time you got laid, man?” Shaun asks.

“That’s none of your business, brother,” Danny laughs. “How about you?”

“I’m the one asking the questions.”

“Last night,” Sonya answers for her fiancé. “Twice.” No wonder they’re both in such good moods.

“Fine. I got laid last night, too. Some sexy little thing I met at the hotel bar,” Danny grins.

“Sexy little thing?” Sonya asks. “You didn’t screw some college student, did you?”

“No way. She was at least in her late twenties, probably thirty. Didn’t call me daddy even once.”

“Ew, gross. And you’re still a dirty old man, even if she was thirty,” I say. As I thought, enlightened but not so different underneath.

“One, I was not old enough to be her father. And two, like you wouldn’t jump at the chance for some fit, young hunk of beefcake? We all know about your appetites, Tara.”

I laugh. “You knew what I was like when I was in my early twenties. I am not the same woman decades later. And no, I do not want to fuck a college kid. No way.”

“Mark, buddy, can you confirm?” Austin asks.

“I do not think Tara would fuck one of these college kids out here,” my husband confirms.

“Thank you, hon,” I say, leaning over to kiss his cheek.

“But I caught her giving the landscapers the eye a few times this summer, and they were all college kids on break.”

“I was not!” I protest. Okay, maybe I looked when they were particularly hot and sweaty, but I’d never…

“And I will confirm she’s not quite the same in bed as she was back in college. She is not screaming to wake the neighbors anymore.”

“We have kids!”

“Maybe that’s on you, buddy. I’m sure Tara’s still a screamer with the right motivation,” Austin says, openly undressing me with his eyes.

“Hey!” Mark says, finally finding his balls.

“Women are supposed to reach their sexual peek in their forties. I’m sure Tara is hotter than ever,” Danny says.

Sonya snorts. “That’s mostly bullshit. Hate to break it to you guys. But I will say I’m more comfortable with my body and confident enough in my sexuality to be vocal about what I want.”

“I love it when you’re vocal, honey,” Shaun says, looking at his fiancée like he wants to drag her into the camper van.

“Yeah, you do,” Austin agrees. “But if Tara is peaking over the way she was back in college, Mark here would be a husk of a man.”

“Hey, I can keep up fine,” my husband says, pushing out his chest.

“Is that a nice way of calling me a slut?” I ask.

“Nah, you didn’t really sleep around, Tara. Maybe it’s a nice way of calling you a dirty girl, but that’s a compliment. I’m here for it,” Austin answers.

“How does this keep swinging back to my sex life?”

“Yeah, poor Sonya must be feeling left out,” Danny says. “Are you a dirty girl?”

Sonya laughs. “You’d have to ask the guys I’ve been with. I think I’m fun.”

“Amen, sister.” Danny toasts her, and they both drink.

“Let’s get back to playing the game,” I insist.

Danny flips, and Mark guesses heads. Everyone’s been mostly lucky so far, but he’s wrong. Mark looks relieved to get it on the second guess. He’s no longer the kind of guy who’s looking for some wild dare.

The craziest thing he does these days is forget to cover the grill at the end of the night. I love him for that, but that’s why last night and this morning were such a surprise. Maybe I’d like a little more excitement—the guys are reminding me of how fun we could be as a couple—but I don’t think I could keep up if Mark had never grown out of his wild phase.

Do I really want to be woken up every night for sex at my age? I can’t imagine my husband pulling our minivan into a random parking lot so we could spontaneously fuck, as he did with his beat-up old Firebird back when we were kids. Although, the minivan would be much more comfortable.

“Your wish is my command, Tara,” Danny says. “Mark, buddy, how wild is she these days?”

I gape at him and want to finish my Surfside so I can crumple the can and throw it at him.

“That’s my wife you’re asking about,” Mark protests with a smile. “You’re going to have to be more specific than that.” Everyone laughs, and he basks in the attention. He always did enjoy having the girl all the guys wanted to fuck.

“You seem determined to never see my wild side again!” Now I want to throw my can at Mark.

“When’s the last time Tara gave you a blowjob?” Austin asks.

“It’s not your turn,” I complain.

“Okay, when’s the last time Tara blew you?” Danny asks.

“Damn, it’s been a while. Do you remember, honey?”

I stare at him, my mouth hanging open.

“Are you down to birthday blowjobs?” Shaun asks.

“I hope not, for your sake, girl,” Sonya adds.

“It hasn’t been that long. Maybe a few weeks ago? Last month?” Mark answers.

“Don’t count on seeing another one,” I tell him.

“Does she still swallow? Or did she ever?” Sonya asks. So much for sisterhood.

Mark looks like he’s about to answer when I interrupt. “Only one question, thank you.”

“Oh, Tara’s a swallower, no doubt.” Austin stares at my lips like he’s picturing it.

I roll my eyes. “It isn’t even like you guys haven’t grown up. I think you’re worse now. Are you turning into dirty old men? Flip the coin, Mark.”

“In case anyone is wondering, I swallow,” Sonya smugly says.

“That’s a good girl,” Austin grins. “You’ve got a good one, man.”

“Don’t I know it,” Shaun confirms.

Mark finally flips the coin, and I’m relieved when I correctly guess tails. I need the attention off me. I take the coin, and Austin taunts, “I can’t wait to see what you’ve got for me.” I flip, and he guesses wrong. I swear he’s happy to be wrong. He gets it on the second flip.

“Give me your worst, Tara.”

I wrack my brain for a good question for the arrogant prick, but my mind is not as devious as the guys’. I ask, “When’s the last time you got a blowjob?”

“That’s easy. It was last night.” I hate his smugness.

“Did you pick up a coed, too?”

“That’s a second question, but no, I prefer a more mature woman. You girls know what you’re doing. I hope you stop depriving poor Mark, Tara.”

My curiosity about his mystery hookup is surprising. Austin doesn’t have a companion for the weekend, so it must have been a pickup for somewhere. Did all the guys pick up women when they were at the bar last night? I would have thought anyone our age in town for the homecoming game would be married, but two of our group aren’t paired off. Maybe that’s why Mark came home so eager to fuck me. He felt left out. Were Shaun and Sonya all over each other back in their room?

“Coin?” Austin prompts. There’s a gap between us, and I toss it to him.

Sonya’s luck runs out when Austin flips the coin. She goes oh-for-three and must take the first challenge. Austin is thrilled to have a victim.

“Well, Sonya, you want us all to know how great your tits are…”

“I told you, I’m not flashing them in this crowd. Try again.”

“The van’s right here,” Danny suggests again. He really wants to get us into that camper van. What does he think is going to happen in there?

“So, I’ll do like a peep show booth. You all come in there one-by-one, give me a dollar, and look at my tits? Sounds kind of fun, but no.”

“That does sound fun,” Danny agrees.

“Okay, I’m a reasonable man. Give me your bra. That’ll give us some idea,” Austin says.

“You want my bra? And you get to keep it?” Sonya is skeptical.

“For the rest of the day.”

Sonya weighs it. I know what she’s thinking. She’ll be practically hanging out of that Lockley U tank top and will have to go into the game that way. This isn’t just sitting around with the guys and drinking braless. Sonya is big—maybe bigger than me—it’ll be obvious to everyone who sees her. Just when I think she’s going to tell Austin to go fuck himself, she says, “Fine. I agreed to play the game. I’m a big girl. I don’t welsh on a bet.”

After downing the rest of her whisky, she hands Shaun the glass, saying, “Hold my drink.” Sonya pinches between her breasts to open her bra clasp, and her globes expand out like they’re relieved to be free. The boys may have been hoping she’d have to take off her tank top for a moment, but she uses that magic trick we’ve all done of slipping out of her bra underneath her top.

Although, with the wide arms and low neckline of her tank top, Sonya flashes plenty of creamy white flesh as her ample breasts jiggle around in the top. They look like they want to escape. Her nipples are thick bullets in the navy blue fabric. She produces an average black t-shirt bra and hands it to Austin.

“Here you go,” she says, grinning like it’s no big deal.

“Very nice,” he replies, taking her bra and laying it beside him.

Austin looks but doesn’t stare like the rest of the guys—even her fiancé, Shaun, can’t resist. I’d swear it’s like he’s seen them before, but honestly, you’ve seen one pair of tits… But even I must admit, Sonya has an amazing set.

They’re big, so they’re not sitting high in her mid-thirties, but they’re perfectly round and strain her tank top like it was designed to show them off. Mark stares as much as his friends, and I can’t even be mad. If anything, I’m jealous. I complained, but now I’m disappointed I’m not the center of attention. I guess I still crave my special status with the guys.

“I’ll confirm, you have awesome tits, Sonya,” Danny admires. He chuckles and adds, “Now I’m a little mad I don’t get to see them bare.”

“Told you guys.” Shaun beams with pride.

“Go ahead, you can compliment her. I won’t get mad,” I tell my husband, who looks like he’s dying to say something while he stares.

I am a little angry. Mark hasn’t looked at me like that in a long time except for the last couple of days. I hate to think I need to show off my body more to keep his attention, but maybe I’ve gotten complacent.

“They’re amazing. You’re hot,” Mark gushes. Okay, he doesn’t have to act like a teenage boy.

“Thanks, Mark. That means a lot coming from a guy married to someone as hot as Tara.” Sonya winks at me.

“Let’s keep this going,” Austin encourages. “It’s getting fun.”

We go on a lucky run after that. Everyone guesses their coin toss correctly until we get back to Sonya. Austin asks her how big her tits are. Typical guy question. Why does the number matter? She doesn’t seem to mind, proudly answering 36D. The guys actually applaud. I roll my eyes. Their attention remains focused on Sonya’s chest, increasing my jealousy. I feel like a hypocrite, but I want my guys lusting after me, even if they can’t have me. What’s wrong with me?

Shaun and Danny guess correctly again, but Mark is forced to answer another question. Danny asks my bra size. Why are all of my husband’s questions about me?

“Uhm, I’m not really sure. I got Tara some lingerie for Valentine’s Day…”

“Which is a gift for you,” I chime in.

“I’d love to see that,” Shaun says.

“In your dreams,” I reply, recalling how good I looked in that red bodysuit. It flattered all the right parts and covered the ones I don’t like.

“A B-cup, I think?” Mark answers.

“I’m a 34C or sometimes a D. It depends on the bra.”

My pale, freckled cheeks redden when I realize the guys are grinning at the speed of my correction. The words were out before I could think. Feeling competitive with Sonya is making me reckless, but I don’t want the guys thinking hers are nicer than mine—although I’m sure hers are perkier. She hasn’t had kids.

“Flip the coin,” I order Mark before anyone can comment.

The bad luck hits me, and I miss three guesses. My tummy flips when I know they’re going to make me do something out of my comfort zone—surely something sexual. I know these guys. At least, it’s my husband giving the challenge. He has to behave. I see the decision is torturing him. Mark doesn’t want to piss me off, but he doesn’t want to look like a pussy in front of the guys. He’d better make the right choice between the two.

“We want to see her tits,” Shaun eagerly says. Having his fiancée on display isn’t enough. Sonya doesn’t seem bothered by his interest in me.

“I’d love to see how good my memory is,” Danny adds.

“I’m not doing the peep show thing either,” I reply, although part of me thinks, It could be fun to tease them.

“Let’s see if that crazy college girl is still in there,” Austin says.

Mark looks at his friends, looks at me and my blue eyes blazing into him, and says, “Give me your bra, Tara.”

I glare at him. I want to be angry, but I’m really not. The challenge could have been worse, and Sonya’s already done it. This lets me get even with her. And although Surfside is a tame canned cocktail, I’m several deep now and feeling playful.

All the guys watch closely when I reach back and unhook my bra. I’ll do the same trick as Sonya, but it’ll be more difficult in my much tighter top. My breasts spring free and hang against the now-useless bra. I pull the strap out of the right sleeve to slip free, but the bra is stubborn. My tight t-shirt holds it in place. I have to stretch the t-shirt and seriously pull to get my bra out of my left sleeve.

Once my bra is free, my globes strain against the threadbare, twenty-year-old white cotton. Sonya is obviously braless in her loose tank top, but I look like I’m in a wet t-shirt competition. My nipples are pale, but their pink outline is still apparent, much to the guys’ delight. At least they aren’t pointing down yet! Sonya stares, too. I wiggle my shoulders, and they quake. Might as well put on a show.

“No question, honey, you’re as hot as you ever were,” Austin marvels, looking like he wants to lick his lips while he stares.

“Damn, Tara. You’re even hotter than I remember,” Shaun adds.

“That’s because a mature woman’s body is a work of art. I told you guys,” Danny confirms.

“So, you just settled for a twenty-five-year-old last night, Danny? This t-shirt is probably older than your new friend,” I say, laughing, which makes my breasts jiggle.

“If I’d known you were available…”

“Woah, no one said I’m available, Danny. I think he just propositioned me, Mark.”

“Are you trying to get my wife into bed, man?” Mark asks. He tries but can’t manage to sound outraged. He’s too thrilled all his friends are staring at me like a piece of meat. I want to know why he’s not jealous or telling me to cover up like a normal husband. I’m half a step away from being topless in public.

“Only if she’s into it and you don’t mind. I’d never snake you, brother,” Danny says.

“Oh, okay then,” Mark says.

I shake my head and realize that every motion is going to make my chest sway in my tight t-shirt. I need to accept it. “Today is so strange. I should have stayed home.”

“We’re glad you’re here, Tara,” Austin says. “Especially now.” I stick my tongue out at him, and he adds, “You know that has to stay off, right?”

I realize I’m still holding my bra. I’m supposed to give it to my husband. I toss it to Austin instead. “Here, you can add it to your collection. Now you have two to jerk off into.”

Austin rubs the padded cups like he’s caressing my breasts. It should be creepy, but I get a strange thrill that tightens my core. I look away because I don’t want him to read me. Austin has always been very good at sizing up people. I think that’s how he made his fortune. He says, “It’s still warm. I like that.”

“Here’s your quarter,” I say, tossing it. Austin still catches it, even with his hands full of my bra. “I think we should end it here. You got your thrills.”

Austin chuckles. “I think we’re only just beginning. But it’ll be more fun if we shuffle chairs.”
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Ilook around, and clearly, I’m the only one who wants to stop. Mark isn’t going to back me up, and Sonya looks like she’s having a good time. I don’t protest because I don’t want to be the killjoy in the group. I’m also just tipsy enough to think, Fuck it, what happens, happens. I haven’t felt this reckless in a long time. I like it.

We all stand and mill around in the space between the camp chairs. It’s tight with six of us standing. Austin takes me by the waist, pressing my body to his, and tries to steer me into the chair beside him. I’ll confess that feeling his fit body against mine is nice, but I know better than to let him give me challenges. I distract him with a kiss on the cheek and spin away. When the dust settles, our seating order has slightly changed: Austin first, then Sonya, followed by me, Danny, Shaun, and Mark. My husband is across from me, and Shaun is separated from Sonya, which feels like a recipe for trouble, except I don’t anticipate Sonya daring me to do anything too crazy.

Austin flips and is disappointed when Sonya guesses correctly. I’m not so lucky, but I get it right on the second try. Sonya is quick to ask, “Spit or swallow.” Off-color, but not terrible.

“Has it been too long to remember?” Shaun snarks.

“Hey, it hasn’t been that long,” Mark defends.

I don’t think it’s been unreasonably long since I went down on my husband, considering we’ve been married for almost twenty years. Do couples in their forties do oral every other day? But it has been a long time since I’ve been faced with the choice of spit or swallow. I usually suck Mark until he’s fully hard, and then we make love. I don’t finish him with my mouth. However, I know what I like.

“Swallow, of course. What’s the point of spitting once it’s in your mouth? Just get it down,” I answer, pleased with the looks on the guys’ faces. Okay, like is a strong word. I don’t hate cum in my mouth, but it’s not a treat.

“Always knew a girl like you swallows,” Shaun says.

“The best ones do,” Austin confirms.

“A woman like Tara,” Danny corrects.

“Thank you.” I laugh and blow him a kiss.

Sonya smiles beside me. “I don’t know about you, Tara, but I want it in my mouth. I’ve earned it.” The guys applaud, including my husband. My competitiveness heightens.

I take the coin and flip. Danny guesses wrong three times. Since Sonya and I are practically topless, I tell him to take off his shirt. Unlike the rest of us, he is not dressed in Lockley University swag. He’s here for his friends, not the football. Danny’s baggy orange tank top has some kind of Eastern symbol on it.

He stands and does a silly little striptease dance while pulling it off. Silly or not, it’s kinda hot. Danny knows how to move his body. And what a body it is. Danny is tan and weathered from too much time in the sun, but he’s all lean muscle, with a cut V pointing toward promised pleasures. I’m jealous of that girl he met last night. I know she had a good time. I see the bros across from us snickering at Danny, but who cares? I’d watch him strip all day. He tosses his tank top at me. Maybe I should change into it so I’m not as exposed.

“Who ordered the DILF?” Sonya purrs, sipping from a fresh beer.

“Order me anytime you want, Sonya.”

Danny flips, and Shaun gets it right. Mark gets it right, and I’m relieved because all his turns seem like a second turn for me. Austin is wrong on the first flip but correctly guesses tails on the second. Mark asks him whose tits he likes better, mine or Sonya’s. For once, Austin is off balance. He doesn’t want to offend either of us.

“I can’t truly judge if you ladies won’t show me,” Austin begins, leaning over to examine us. Sonya is next to him, and her breasts are right in his face. He stares hard and then past them to mine. I feel like I’m being appraised for auction, and yet, I really want him to pick me. “Can I do a touch test?”

Sonya takes a long pull of her beer and replies, “They’re just tits, I don’t care. Have fun, but don’t be pervy.”

Austin has fun, but I don’t think he avoids pervy, or it just feels that way because we’re all watching. He makes the most of his chance, massaging her big pillows with both hands, really getting in there. He brushes her prominent tips through the tank top, making Sonya shiver and purr.

The guys watch like it’s perfectly normal to see a woman groped in public. Mark likes watching way too much. It’s written all over his face. Shaun is flushed, and his eyes shine. I don’t understand, but he seems into Austin groping his fiancée. What the hell? Austin finishes with Sonya and looks at me.

My first reaction is hell no. That is the correct reaction. I’m a forty-four-year-old woman. I’m a mom of three and a bookkeeper. I wouldn’t let my husband publicly grope me. I can’t let Austin do it. But I know he’ll pick Sonya if I don’t. Why does that even matter? She can have him!

“Fine,” I huff. “Do what you need to do.”

Austin smoothly slides out of his chair and squats in front of me. He stares at my chest like a kid about to unwrap the big box on Christmas morning. With a wink, he rubs his hands together and grabs me.

I look everywhere but at Austin. The silvery underside of the awning is nice. All the groups around us seem to be having a good time, but none of them are getting felt up in the middle of a tailgate. Luckily, no one around us seems to be paying attention until I get to the bros across from us. Two of them are sitting on the tailgate of their pickup and grinning while staring at my evaluation. I quickly look away before they can make eye contact.

All the guys are watching, too, but the attention of strangers feels different. I feel the blush heat my skin all the way down my chest, where Austin seems to be taking forever. I don’t want to think about it, but his hands are nice. Big and strong. He massages and caresses. He wants me to like it. I feel slutty for admitting it, but I do. I was nineteen the last time anyone other than Mark touched me like this, and it feels good. Austin’s hands are so different from my husband’s.

Austin’s thumbs stroke my nipples, and my moan just slips out. God, that feels way too good. Mark hasn’t taken his time to touch me like this in a while. I look down, and Austin is smiling. He knows I like it. Electricity passes between us. It feels dangerous.

“Are you done?” I ask, hating how weak my voice sounds.

“Just one more thing to really compare and contrast.”

Austin holds one of my breasts and grabs Sonya with his other hand. He rubs both of us, and when he gets it just right, we softly moan in harmony. I really need him to stop! I blame my husband for how wet I am. Maybe I’m the one who refused a quickie this morning, but he started it. I wouldn’t be so easy for Austin if Mark hadn’t gotten me worked up. I don’t know what Sonya’s excuse is. Maybe she’s just slutty.

“It’s pretty close. You girls are both amazing, but I have to give Tara the edge because I think she liked it more. Sorry, Sonya.”

“I’ll figure out a way for you to make it up to me,” she grins.

“Congratulations, Tara,” Danny says, slow clapping. The other guys join in.

“I’d pick Sonya, but I didn’t get to feel you, Tara, so…” Shaun says.

“You’re still my number one, honey,” Mark says. He’s smiling and a bit flushed himself—not the jealous husband I’d expect. If my husband doesn’t mind Austin feeling me up, why should I? I want to be that casual, but I’m still reeling.

Sonya gets the flip right on the second toss. Austin asks how much she liked his hands on a scale of one to ten. I’m still flustered and don’t pay attention, but I think she answers, “A solid eight. Always room for improvement.”

I try to focus when Sonya tosses for me, not that it matters. Flipping a coin is random chance. Austin is right that it makes the game more exciting than plain old Truth or Dare. First toss is heads. I’m wrong. Second is tails. Wrong again. I go back to heads for the third toss. Wrong again. Sonya has my challenge ready to go.

“We need a second opinion,” Sonya says.

I laugh. “Are you saying one of the other guys should grope us?”

“No, we need an independent opinion. I think the boys all have a little bit of a crush on you, and that’s not fair. We need neutral territory. How about those guys?”

Sonya nods toward the bros gathered around the tailgate across from us.

“You’re kidding, right? Am I just supposed to walk over there and ask what they think of my boobs?”

“If that’s how you want to do it. I’m flexible. Let’s see what they think.”

“I am not doing that. Going over to strangers isn’t the same as playing this game with you guys.” So much for sisterhood. Sonya might be tougher than any of the guys.

“Besides, they aren’t comparing unless you go over there, too, Sonya. That’s just Tara asking if they like her tits,” Austin says. “I thought you wanted to know who’s got the nicer rack.”

“The man has a point,” Danny agrees.

“Don’t you think Sonya should go with her, Shaun?” Austin asks.

“They’re right, baby. It’s only fair.”

“Tara shouldn’t have to go by herself,” Mark adds. He has a funny look, like he’s afraid of what will happen if I go bouncing over to those young guys across the way. Now he’s afraid of what might happen to me? I almost want to do it to spite him. My husband hasn’t been too concerned about me so far in this game.

“Okay, I’ll go with her, but only because you think I should, baby,” Sonya says, smiling at her fiancé.

“I still haven’t agreed to this,” I point out. I hoped Sonya would pick another challenge when the guys pressed her to go with me.

“You have to, Tara. It’s the game,” she says.

What kind of logic is that? We’re not college kids doing dares out of some misplaced sense of pride. But before I can protest further, Sonya is out of her chair and pulling me to my feet. We’re on our way over there while I’m still sputtering.
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The tailgating bros have a good twenty feet to watch us approach. The first one to notice us smacks his buddy on the arm, and all four of them are watching us bounce and jiggle by the time we arrive at the back of their pickup. Their setup is much more basic than ours. They have a quarter keg in an ice-filled barrel at the back of the pickup bed and a couple of beanbag chairs thrown up there for seating.

Both beanbags are filled by heavyset guys, one with a mullet, the other with a shaved head. A boombox on the tailgate blasts country music, and a small charcoal grill sizzles burgers. The other four lean against either side of the truck bed. The men range from their late twenties to their early thirties. Three of them are cute, not that it matters. None of them move to greet us, content to stare from where they are. Finally, one of them lowers their music.

“Can we offer you ladies a beer?”

The one on the left speaks first. He’s one of the older guys and has a hard, predatory look in his vibrant blue eyes. His hair is slicked back and worn under a backward red baseball cap. His beard is bushy. There’s something dangerously attractive about him, which isn’t a quality I usually respond to, but I’ve had a few drinks, and our weird game has me riled up.

“Sure. Why not?” Sonya replies. I want to smack her. We need to get in and get out.

“What brings you two over here? Are you bored with those guys?” This from the thick guy with the shaved head on the beanbag chair.

“Looks to me like they’re having fun,” says mullet guy. “What kind of game are you playing over there?”

“Something like Truth or Dare,” Sonya answers, accepting a beer. I swear she downs half of it in one swallow. I take my beer but just hold it.

“Do we get to play?” This is from the guy on our right, who’s staring hard at Sonya’s tits when he says it. He seems mesmerized by the dents her nipples make in her tank top. He’s the best looking of all our new friends, but he’s too slick for my taste. I’d never trust this guy alone with my friends.

“I can think of a couple dares for you ladies,” Shaved Head says.

“Do you speak, honey?” asks the predator on my left. His eyes intentionally flick to my chest when he asks. He wants me to know he’s looking. It gives me the chills. Men don’t openly evaluate women in my world. It touches a primal part of me.

“When I have something to say,” I reply. “I don’t like to waste words.”

“Smart woman,” he smiles. The smile doesn’t make him friendlier. “Let me guess. One of those knuckleheads over there sent you over here with a mission.”

“Something like that,” I answer.

“Maybe we should just keep you,” he says, taking a step closer. I try to step back but bump into Sonya.

“That would show those idiots. I’d never send women like you to another guy,” Slick says. “Why don’t you have a seat up here on the tailgate.” He pats a spot right beside him.

“Just for a minute. You boys are right. Our guys need to be taught a lesson,” Sonya answers.

Sonya turns and boosts herself onto the edge of the tailgate, making her breasts bounce fantastically. The two guys behind her scoot forward on their beanbags. Slick loves it. He leans harder on the edge of the truck, and they’re practically touching.

“How about you?” Predator asks.

I smile and reply, “I’m good standing.”

“Suit yourself.”

Predator sits on the edge of the tailgate beside Sonya. His hand brushes her leg. Shaun must be losing his mind. His fiancée is between two men who look like they want to tear her clothes off. Sonya looks thrilled. I hope Mark is jealous that these guys are paying us so much attention.

“So, what’s this dare that brought you over here?” Slick asks.

“You’re going to think this is silly…” Sonya starts.

“I promise I won’t,” Slick replies.

“We’re supposed to ask you guys who has better tits, me or Tara.”

The beanbag boys laugh out loud while Predator shakes his head. Slick stares at Sonya like he’s just been given permission to do it.

“You went along with this?” Predator asks me.

I finally sip my beer and shrug. I want to seem as cool as Sonya despite the crazy feelings pinging around inside of me. A lot of me is scared this will get out of control, while a part of me I’m just discovering likes that fear. And then there’s the competitive girl in me that wants these guys’ attention. I want to be above this, but I’m not. I don’t want them picking Sonya. I push my chest out without thinking.

“Maybe I really want to know.” The words sound stupid as they leave my mouth. I’m not as slick as Sonya.

“Come here and let me get a closer look,” Predator says.

I step right up to him like I’m pulled by an invisible string. He gives my chest a good, long look.

“Those are fucking nice, Tara. And I know it’s not a bra doing the work. Aren’t they great tits, Frank?” Predator says the last bit over his shoulder.

“They’re really fucking hot. Shit, I’d blow my load if I saw you in the grocery store like that,” Shaved Head says. That’s not the compliment he thinks it is.

“Bet the dads in the pickup line love you,” Mullet adds.

“Do you go grocery shopping like this, Tara,” Predator asks, leaning even closer. I stiffen, thinking he’s going to touch me. Letting this stranger touch me would be going too far. Surely, Mark would come over and interrupt then.

“Only when I want the dads to blow their load,” I smirk. Who am I? I don’t talk like that?

All the guys laugh, and a couple of them clap. “Very nice,” Mullet says.

“How about you, honey?” Slick asks Sonya. “Seems that you like showing these things off even more than her. Don’t think that tank top can take much more.”

I realize that Sonya is pushing her chest forward like I am, making her generous globes spill from the sides of her top. My tight, threadbare t-shirt is tame in comparison.

“What do you think?” she asks, turning toward Slick. Her chest is pushed right into his hand, which hangs over into the pickup bed. Even he looks shocked for a second, but then he smiles and strokes her soft globes with the back of his hand.

“I think you’re looking for trouble,” he answers.

“I just like to win. Tara has great tits. I need to make sure you appreciate mine.” She’s rubbing back against his hand.

“What’s your name, trouble?”

“Sonya.”

“Well, you’re convincing me, Sonya,” Slick replies. He comes around the side of the truck. He keeps his hand where it’s pinned between her breasts and the side, but she’s now blocked from the guys’ view.

“And how about you, Tara?” Predator asks. “Do you like to win?”

“Yeah, how bad do you want it?” Shaved Head asks. He slides off his beanbag and kneels behind Sonya and Predator. He wants an up-close look at the dark circles my swollen tips make in my t-shirt. But then he realizes he can look right down Sonya’s tank top at the slopes of her breasts, and she has his attention.

“I love to win.” My attempt at a flirty tone sounds silly to my ears. This so isn’t me.

“I can tell,” Predator says, staring at my obvious nipples. “You love this game.”

“Nothing like two MILFs out looking for a thrill,” Shaved Head says, still staring down Sonya’s cleavage.

“That’s Tara. I’m not a MILF. I don’t have kids. I like having fun too much,” Sonya says.

“I like to have fun!” I protest.

“Let’s see,” Predator says. He touches my hip, hooks a finger in a belt loop on my tight jeans, and hauls me close. I try to plant my feet, but he has me. He smiles and stares down at my chest. I swear he’s about to grope me the way Austin did. I hold my breath.

“This is fun, but we’ll need an answer, boys. Our guys are expecting us back,” Sonya says.

“Fuck those guys,” Slick answers.

“Don’t be mean. I thought you were nice guys.”

“Don’t be a fucking tease,” Shaved Head says.

Sonya laughs. I’m scared, and confused because being scared is turning me on, but she’s enjoying herself. She doesn’t see any danger in playing with these boys. I know our guys are right here, but all of this feels so risky.

“I’m never a tease. You might not get everything you want, but I’m not just going to tease you,” Sonya says.

I’m so distracted waiting for Predator to touch me that I didn’t realize Slick already had his hand on Sonya’s leg. She takes it and slides it right up to her chest, smiling. Slick cops a nice, solid feel, but then he dips and pushes his hand under her top, filling it with her naked flesh. Shaved Head pushes a hand down the front of her tank top. Two men massage her tits, and she sits there smiling. I feel dizzy. This can’t be happening.

“She’s a fun girl. Time to put up or shut up, Tara. How bad do you want to win?” Predator asks.

Not that bad, I think. I can’t imagine letting these men touch me like that. We’ve been having fun, but I’m a married woman. I’m not going that far. Letting Austin touch me was bad enough. There must be a line. I keep repeating that in my head as a dark thrill rises inside me while I watch these strange men touch Sonya.

“Not badly enough, I guess.” I force a smile.

“So, I win, boys?” Sonya asks. Her voice is low and breathy. She loves those hands all over her tits. I do everything I can to not think about how it must feel.

“Oh yeah, you win, honey. Why don’t we get out of here? Fuck this game,” Slick says.

Sonya kisses him. It’s somewhere between a peck and the real thing. While he figures out what’s happening, she twists away from both guys and hops down to her feet. She’s pulling her top back into place when she steps into view. Our guys must see it. I’m still paralyzed until she grabs my arm and drags me away.

“Thanks for the beers, boys,” she says over her shoulder.

“Crazy bitches,” Predator laughs.

The guys’ faces are priceless when they watch us walk back to them. Sonya struts with a serious swagger. I’m still stunned by what we just did. Austin looks pleased, and Shaun is inexplicably thrilled. Danny is all surprise. My husband looks like he doesn’t recognize me. What did Mark think would happen if we dangled ourselves in front of those guys? He’s lucky I wasn’t groped like Sonya.

“I was beginning to think we’d have to come rescue you,” Danny says.

“I don’t need a man to rescue me,” Sonya says.

“Never thought you did, Sonya. I know you can handle yourself,” Austin says.

“Yeah, she can,” Shaun agrees. I can’t understand his beaming pride.

“Tara, are you…” Mark asks. I think he wants to ask if I’m okay but is afraid the guys will make fun of him. Maybe they should.

“Did you have fun, Tara? I bet you don’t show your tits off like that every day,” Austin says.

I remember the quips about the neighborhood dads and the supermarket. I have a burning need to seem cooler than I am. Everyone seems to be up for craziness, and I’ve become a stereotypical suburban mom. I don’t want to be that, not right now. I want to be the wild girl these guys remember from college. I drink the beer I’ve carried back with me.

“This is my regular shopping outfit, isn’t it, hon?”

Mark’s lips move like he has dry mouth. He finally replies, “Oh yeah, Tara never wears a bra at home. Everyone in the pickup line at school loves it.”

“See? I’m the fun mom,” I insist.

“Ready to keep playing, fun mom?” Austin asks.

“Of course.” I return to my chair.

“Don’t you guys want to know who won?” Sonya asks. She needs to brag.

Shaun chuckles. “I think it was those dupes over at the truck. They definitely won.” He raises his drink in a toast to them.

It’s hard to maintain my forced bravado when the guys across the way toast back, but I put my game face on.
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The game is a blur when we resume playing because I’m still trying to sort out my feelings. I stare at my husband and can’t even fathom what he’s thinking. Why is he content to sit there while the men around us treat me like I’m here for their thrills? But I’m more disturbed by my behavior. I expect better from myself. Rather than standing up for what’s right, I’ve just gone along with everything. I don’t like to think of myself as a follower. More disturbing and incomprehensible, I’ve learned I like misbehaving.

Shaun and I do shots when we each guess right on our third flip. Austin asks Sonya if she’s been with more than one man in a day. She laughs and says yes. Those two definitely have a weird energy. Mark asks Austin who he’d rather fuck, me or Sonya. Austin wonders why he has to choose, but Sonya makes him. He replies, “Sorry, honey, but Tara has the edge because I’ve been curious for twenty years.”

“Should I say thank you?” I ask.

“I can think of better ways to thank me,” he smirks.

My luck runs out again when Sonya flips the coin for me. After three wrong guesses, she says, “I don’t know why we’re the only ones being judged. Time to judge the boys. I want to know who has the best hands. If you have the best tits, I want to know who touches them the best.”

“Austin or Mark? That’s an easy answer.”

Sonya smiles wickedly. “No, out of all the guys.”

“How would I know that?”

“You’re going to find out, Tara.”

“What? You can’t be…” I stammer.

“Guys?” she says, looking around.

They’re all out of their chairs in a flash. I’m surrounded, which means no one can see when each guy takes his turn to kneel or squat and grope me, but that’s the only consolation. I should tell them all to fuck off, but once again, I sit there and let it happen.

Shaun is in there first. Maybe he thinks he deserves it since Austin felt up his fiancée. He’s clumsy in his eagerness, grabbing them like he’s checking melons at the supermarket, but his roughness is exciting. I’m not used to being manhandled. My husband always does what he knows I like.

Danny nudges his friend aside and takes over. His hands are as amazing as I expected. This man is all about physicality—his and his lover’s. I wish I’d been his hook-up from last night when his warm hands tease my breasts and nipples. I close my eyes and tremble when he strums my throbbing tips. A gasp turns into a moan, and I’m half a second away from pulling up my t-shirt so he can feel my naked flesh. The tailgate around us is forgotten.

Austin is back for more before I can catch my breath. He’s more aggressive like Shaun but knows what he’s doing and studies my reactions. He pinches and tugs my tips and my body tenses. I grip the armrests so hard that the camp chair tries to fold around me. Squeezing my thighs doesn’t help the throbbing building between them. Teasing my tits the right way has always been a sure path into my panties, and the more I’m touched, the more I want it.

My husband is next. Mark is as flustered as I am. He’s sweaty even though it’s only a warm fall day, and his hands shake when he touches me. I lean into his familiar touch, but he’s too out of it to have fun with me. His eyes burn down into mine. Mark is looking for the wife he came here with. That look would frighten me if I couldn’t tell he was fully aroused. Oh god, he likes this! What does that mean?

Mark is quick, like he doesn’t want to get in his friends’ way. I think I’m done, but then Sonya is touching me. I didn’t even think about her, but she is part of the group. The beautiful Asian woman smiles like she wants to torture me. Her slender fingers dig into my big rounds, her nails almost painfully clawing. That extra tingle takes my breath away. Those nails flick my puffy nipples, and I mash my breasts into her hands. Sonya purrs my name, and I moan hers. I think she’s going to kiss me, but she pulls back.

My pounding heart is all I hear when everyone returns to their chairs. They all seem thrilled they got to feel me up. I don’t see any judgment, but the way they look at me makes me feel like a party slut. That was the kind of girl who got so drunk back in school that she’d let anyone do anything to her.

I don’t have that excuse because I’m not that drunk. But I do snatch my Surfside from the cup holder and drain it. Maybe I need to be that drunk. I should demand that Mark take me back to the hotel because I don’t care about the football game. And then I should demand that he fucks me.

My pussy is drenched. I need his dick. I haven’t been so wild for sex in ages. This game is going to get out of hand if we keep going. That’s a lie. It’s already out of hand. We have to leave. But Mark doesn’t try to drag me out of there, and I don’t demand it.

“Well? Who had the best hands, Tara?” Sonya casually asks like she’s asking me to taste test her cupcakes.

I keep the can to my lips, even though it’s empty. I need a minute to gather myself. I can’t take the high road because they all know exactly how much I liked that grope session. I know it’s written all over me. My nipples still throb so hard I imagine they can see it. But I must show I’m in control, even if I don’t feel that at all. I just need to act like this was no big deal, like the neighborhood guys come over to feel me up all the time.

“That’s easy. It was you, Sonya. No one knows a woman’s body like another woman.” I grin, lean over, and kiss her. I mean for it to be a quick tease for the guys, but her tongue slips between my lips for the briefest moment. She looks eager for more. The guys are all stunned. I’ve reclaimed some of my power, but at what cost? “I guess it’s my turn to flip.”

“You’re not done, Tara?” Austin asks. It’s a challenge.

“Only if you guys are.” My light tone is the best acting I’ve ever done.

“You don’t need a break, honey? Maybe have some water and chill?” Mark asks. It’s the first time he’s checked in with me, and I can tell he’s finally afraid I might be enjoying this too much. Be careful what you wish for, I think.

Did my husband think his sweet wife would never behave like this? He liked it up until now. I saw it in his eyes. Well, checking in now is too little, too late. Mark thought he’d get a fun little thrill from watching me taunted and teased, and then I’d be the responsible adult and end it. He wouldn’t have to be the bad guy in front of his friends. He was wrong. I’m way looser than either of us would have guessed. I don’t know what too far is for me now. We’ll see what too far is for Mark.
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My bad luck rubs off on Danny. He guesses the coin toss wrong three times in a row. I know exactly what he’s going to do. Maybe I enjoyed everyone touching me, but I still want to dish out some payback. I tell him, “Danny, you mentioned earlier how much you admired my skills with the kielbasa that night. I’d like to admire yours. Let’s see what you can with one of those brats.”

“I don’t eat meat anymore. You know that, Tara,” he complains.

“I’m not asking you to eat it, Danny. Not everyone swallows like me and Sonya.”

“Yeah, it’s okay if we’re dirtier than you, Danny,” Sonya giggles.

“Why do you want to see that?” he whines.

“Because I do.”

“Come on, man. It’s okay for Tara to let everyone grab her tits, but you can’t suck off a little brat?” Shaun teases.

“Fine, but I am not swallowing!”

“Of course not, honey, you’re a real man,” Sonya taunts. I appreciate that I’m not the one getting piled on for a change.

Danny fetches a brat from the plate beside the grill and takes it from the roll. He does it as quickly as he can, but I’m impressed. Everyone is. We all cheer him on. Even the groups around us pay attention. Danny gets that thing surprisingly deep. I don’t think he has a gag reflex. I tell him he’ll be popular if he ever decides to switch teams. Austin blows him a kiss. Danny is usually so even keeled, but he looks seriously annoyed.

After Danny furiously throws the brat into the trash, Sonya asks why he wasted it. He tells her he has something else she can put down her throat if she’s hungry. Poor baby. I’ll admit, I like how cool Danny usually is, but seeing a more aggressive side of him is fun. He grabs the coin from my hand and flips it for Shaun. The bad luck continues, and Danny gets his payback.

“You want everything to be fair, brother. Let’s see if you and Tara agree on who has the best hands. I want everyone to grope your package,” Danny says.

“What? Dude…” Shaun mutters.

“Tara let everyone grab her tits, right?” Danny challenges. “She even showed them off for those guys over there. You have no excuse to pussy out.”

“We all wanted to do that. No one wants to grab Shaun’s junk,” Austin protests. “I’m not doing that.”

“Speak for yourself,” Sonya says.

“Yeah, I’m good with it,” I agree, staring at Mark.

“What, you’re not secure enough in your manhood to give his stuff a little shake? Afraid you’ll like it? Hey, I’ll go first,” Danny says. He knows just how to play his old friend. Austin won’t back down from a challenge.

Danny jumps up and gives Shaun’s package a firm grab. The big, goofy guy turns pale. It’s weird watching someone who looks like an average suburban dad getting his cock grabbed by another man. Almost as odd as him landing Sonya. The more I learn about her, the more convinced I am that she’s out of his league. Danny finishes, and Mark reaches over to give it a quick pat. It’s the lamest attempt ever. I need to show him how it’s done.

I kneel on the outdoor carpet under us and smile at Shaun. My chest is buzzy with excitement. I haven’t touched a new cock in so long. I’m not into Shaun, but it’s still exciting. I grasp him through chino shorts, and I swear he’s already hard—or getting there. Did Danny and my husband turn him on? I giggle at the thought. I caress his whole package before I tighten on his shaft. It jerks under my touch. I tug it, and Shaun grunts. He’s staring down at my tits. How funny would it be if I made him come in his shorts? He’s hot and thick in my hand, even through his shorts. I want to do it. But then I decide it’s better to leave him with blue balls. Besides, I want Austin to have to grab a hard dick. I stand and blow him a kiss, telling him, “Your turn.”

Austin is just as quick as Mark was. I don’t know if he even touches Shaun, which is funny. “Afraid you’ll like it too much?” I taunt.

“I’m saving myself for you, baby,” Austin replies, blowing a kiss right back at me.

Sonya goes last, kneeling in front of her fiancé and lovingly stroking his cock. Shaun is huffing and has to take her hand away. She was trying to make him come. I’m sure of it. He promises she can have it later—which is a little creepy—but she pouts when she returns to her chair.

If I thought that got weird, Mark’s three wrong guesses turn my world upside down. The guys are all trying to top each other now, and Shaun tells him to play Spin The Bottle, hoping he has to kiss one of the guys. Mark is clearly uncomfortable, and I know he’s praying the bottle points at me. I wouldn’t mind. It’ll drive the guys crazy to see me making out with him. I don’t get what I want, but Mark gets a surprise gift. The bottle points at Sonya.

“Oh damn, you lucky fucker,” Austin laughs, clapping. “Are you good with this, Tara?” I think he enjoys this even more than he would have if Mark had to kiss Danny.

“It looks like everyone is getting a cheap thrill today. Why not Mark, too?” I reply through gritted teeth. Sonya gives me the side-eye, thinking I was calling her cheap. I wasn’t. I’m not thinking straight. I don’t want to see my husband kiss the beautiful woman. But she’s up and in Mark’s lap before I can say anything.

I don’t know what I expected, but not my husband having a full-on make-out session with Shaun’s fiancé. Sonya grabs Mark’s head, and it looks like she’s trying to choke him with her tongue. His glasses are knocked askew. He’s stiff for a moment of indecision but then grabs the tiny Asian woman, arms going around her before his hands find her round ass. Her braless tits mash against his chest. She roughs his receding black hair. She tries wiggling on his lap, but the camp chair isn’t built for that kind of action and wobbles.

My heart is in my throat while I stare at them with tunnel vision. My husband sucking face with a sexy woman is all I can see. I’m short of breath. Is this how Mark felt when his friends groped me? I don’t think so. He seemed to like that. The jealousy spiking through me makes my skin sizzle and is decidedly unpleasant. But beneath that, I’m as horny as ever. I realize my core has tightened. But I can’t like this, can I?

“Hard to watch, Tara? You can come make out with me if you want to get back at him,” Austin offers, leaning across Sonya’s vacant chair.

“Fuck off,” I mumble without even looking over.

I know they didn’t make-out for long, but it feels like it’s been forever when Sonya peels herself away from Mark. Her tits are hanging out of her tank top. He looks as stunned as I feel, but then he smiles like he hit a winning blackjack hand. Sonya smiles, too. She looks thrilled with herself while she tugs her tank top back into place and walks to her chair.

“Mmm, you’re a lucky girl, Tara,” she shares like we’re girlfriends. “He’s a great kisser.”

“Yeah, thanks,” I reply, still staring daggers at my husband. He doesn’t seem to notice.

The game rolls on, but I’m too busy trying to sort my thoughts to pay attention. How did Mark and I get to a place where we’re just casually hooking up with other people, game or not?

Austin guesses correctly, and he’s safe. Sonya is not, and he makes her demonstrate her skills on a brat. She is very good, licking and rubbing it all over her lips before fully swallowing it. I don’t know how she doesn’t choke. The guys are amazed, but she makes them wince by biting it at the end. That makes me smile despite my current feelings for the woman.

We have a run of quick turns after Danny, Shaun, and I all guess the coin flips correctly. Mark breaks the streak because, of course, he does. Shaun asks if I like anal. This isn’t my turn! Mark must admit he has no idea. He’s never asked for it, and I’ve never suggested it. I get a good tingle when he occasionally teases with his finger, but he doesn’t share that. Shaun tells Mark he’s missing out and tells me to loosen up. I give him the finger, thinking that he knows loose women. Sonya seems to be a party.

Austin is correct once again, reinforcing my suspicion that he’s somehow fixed this game. Is anyone that lucky? Sonya admits she just had anal last night. Shaun looks on proudly while Austin tells her how hot she is. My suspicions about their behavior toward each other only increases. My luck continues, but I’m secretly disappointed that Sonya has so much of the guys’ attention.

Danny goes oh-for-three once again. I think of how tortured he was by my last challenge and how much the guys loved Sonya making out with Mark and devise the perfect torture.

“Spin the bottle. But this time, you have to play 7 Minutes in Heaven. I want you guys to really get into it. I feel like the girls are having all the fun, and it’s not fair,” I say.

Danny is clearly calculating while he stares at me. I know he’s dying to get back at me, but that’s not going to happen unless I’m unlucky and Sonya gets creative, or we shift seats again. Danny is probably screwed. The Law of Averages says the bottle will land on one of the guys, not me or Sonya. “Fine,” he says, “but since there’s no closet we’re going in the van.”

I know he thinks he’s outsmarted me. He and Austin could go in there and hang out for seven minutes and pop back out, breathing heavily. “Fine,” I agree, “but the door stays open.”

“Fine,” he agrees, looking pissed.

“Cheer up. Maybe you’ll find out what a good kisser Mark is,” Austin taunts.

“It could be you,” I point out.

Danny spins an empty, and karma bites me in the ass. The bottle points directly at me.
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The inside of the Sprinter camper is tight, with a counter and cabinets on one side and bench seating on the other forming an L to our left. Danny is all over me the moment we’re inside, and there’s nowhere to escape his grasping hands. He let me enter first because I think he wanted to look at my ass when I stepped up. It looks good in these tight jeans.

His hands glance over my ass before holding my waist. Danny kisses my neck from behind, and I hate how good it feels. His subtle, musky scent warms me in all the right places. He’s a handsome man, and being this close to him while I’m this horny can only mean trouble.

“Danny, try to remember that I’m married—to your friend,” I sigh.

“We won’t do anything you don’t want to. Mark let you come in here, Tara. I can’t tell you how many times I thought about this back in the day. Kissing you. Touching you. You were the dream girl for all of us. Mark is the luckiest guy on the planet.”

“Mmm, that’s nice, Danny. But we’re not in college anymore, and I’m married now.”

“I know, and I respect that. You can tell me to stop. But otherwise, you’re mine for the next seven minutes, Tara.”

I sigh and push back into him. There’s genuine emotion in his words. This is more than a hookup for Danny. He’s been waiting for me for twenty years. How don’t I melt for that?

Danny nibbles on my ear so enthusiastically I’m afraid he will swallow my little diamond-flower earring. I’m turned, his arms go around me, and our lips mash together. He’s wearing loose, old, worn jeans and they do nothing to hide how excited he is for this. I groan when I feel his large lump press into my soft tummy.

I always really have thought of Danny like family—just like all of the guys—and I’ve been surprised how they’ve pounced without a moment of hesitation. I’m married to one of their oldest friends. If the others feel the same as Danny, I guess it makes sense, but it’s still strange they’re so good with hooking up with their friend’s wife. I wish I could be as unconflicted, but I still melt into Danny.

Danny is a fantastic kisser, and his hands are marvelous. I’ve only been with one man for the last twenty-three years, but I don’t recall horny guys being so gentle. But that’s not the right word for Danny. He’s deliberate. His touch isn’t just about eagerness to have me. He wants me to enjoy it. Danny is thinking about my pleasure, and he’s good at it. He caresses my curves like he’s worshipping my body, not just pushing buttons to get me ready to slip it in as quickly as possible—not that sex is going to happen. There must be a line.

I chase his lips when they peel away from mine, but he’s kissing my frecked jaw and then my neck again. Those hungry lips feel so good that I don’t care if he leaves a mark. It would serve my husband right. I caress his smoothly shaved head. It’s sexy. Danny kneads my rear, grinding me against his hard-on, and it’s thrilling. I’ve always loved feeling how hard I can make a guy.

Danny tugs at the hem of my tight, worn, old Lockley baby tee where it barely meets my waist. The shirt was looser and longer twenty years ago. I cover his hands, but he still tries to pull my shirt up.

“Danny…” I sigh. His nibbling on my neck weakens my resistance by the second.

“Tara, we’re not virginal kids. Tell me if you want to stop.”

“The door’s open. Anyone can see,” I whine. I hope Mark can’t see that I’ve been making out with his friend like a hormonal teenager. I don’t tell him to stop.

“They’d have to stick their head in, and I don’t care anyway. Let them eat their hearts out. You didn’t used to care either, Tara. You never cared who knew what you were doing.”

I want to argue, because I was young and stupid, and I was hooking up with my boyfriend. I wasn’t a married woman getting it on with another man. But Danny’s lips cover my mouth before I can say any of that, and while his tongue duels mine, he pulls up my shirt with no resistance. I’m ashamed to admit it, but I was always kind of easy when I was drinking back in college. The shirt is stretched tight over my chest, but he pulls until my breasts bounce free. He leaves it just above them, and my rounds fill his warm hands.

Danny’s touch is even better on my naked flesh. He kneads them firmly enough to make me moan but doesn’t maul me. Fingers tease my puffed, pale tips to throbbing hardness. I need more and pull his face to them. Danny looks up at me when he circles a nipple with his tongue before trapping it with his lips. I whimper his name and dig my nails into the back of his neck. His tanned face is such a contrast against my pale, freckled globes. My brain screams he shouldn’t be there, that’s not your husband, but I love it.

I go willingly when he sits me on the bench. I’m relieved the bed is elevated on a riser at the back of the camper. I’d be in real trouble if he could get on there too easily. Danny kneels and continues worshipping my breasts until I want to scream. How does a man who’s never touched me know how to drive me so crazy? The tingle that began in my chest is everywhere. My pussy throbs in time with my clit. Oh god, I need to be fucked! I don’t dare voice that. Isn’t seven minutes up yet?

“God, you’re driving me crazy…” I moan, pulling his face from my chest and leaning forward to kiss him. I can’t get enough of kissing Danny. I feed him my tongue and love how he teases it with his own.

“I can’t help myself, Tara. You’re so fucking hot. Always were…”

Grabbing him through his jeans proves he’s truthful. Hearing it makes me want to give him whatever he wants. Danny grunts when I massage it. I want him to be just as teased as I am. I won’t be the only one leaving this Sprinter needing to be fucked. Or maybe neither of us will leave that way. No, don’t think that! Danny unbuttons my jeans.

“Danny…we can’t…”

“I know you want it, Tara. I want it…” he pants.

“But Danny…I’m married…”

“C’mon, Tara, stop hesitating…you haven’t said no…”

Danny shoves his hand into my jeans when he says it. His fingers press my soaked panties to my enflamed lips, and a deep moan comes out instead of no. I’m so wet my panties literally squish under his fingers. Danny has me. I grab his head so hard to kiss him that I know my nails mark his scalp.

I fit perfectly into the corner of the L in the benches. I have no idea how he crams into the tight space on the floor between my legs. Danny kisses down my chest—teasing both nipples—and over my quivering tummy. He stops there, sensually sucking and kissing while watching me moan. It’s the perfect signal that he doesn’t care about the ten or fifteen pounds I’ve put on since college. Danny finds me just as sexy as the girl he had last night. God, I want to fuck this man!

Danny pulls my jeans at the waist, and I don’t protest or even think. I lift my butt, and he struggles them over my hips while I kick off my sneakers. My black panties are left askew across my hips. I push them the rest of the way down. Danny grins up from between my thighs. He knows I’m on board. God help me. I hope Mark is okay with this.

“Still a little proof you’re a real redhead,” he says when the tight V above my slit comes into view. It’s brassier than the hair on my head, but it’s the only evidence down there.

“Fuck you,” I moan.

My excited squeal when he kisses my dripping fruit sounds silly to my ears. I don’t think I’ve ever made that sound before. I bend my right leg, bracing my foot on his shoulder, spreading wide for him. Danny slowly, softly kisses my swollen mound like a young lover’s first kiss. He can’t be too slow. Our seven minutes will be over soon.

Danny devours me like a master. His inquisitive tongue dances everywhere, tasting my depths and teasing my furrow. His thumbs spread me open and massage, making my body pulse with fresh excitement. I’m soaked for him, and he slurps my juices like they’re his reward. He kisses and glances over my button—which begs for his full attention—but only teases. Danny could make me come in a second, but he’s enjoying the tease.

I stare down, still in disbelief that it’s not my husband between my legs tasting me. It can’t be Mark because as much as I love him, he’s never been this good at going down. I hold Danny’s smooth head with one hand and brace the other on the bench, grinding at his hungry mouth without realizing it. My breathy moans were quiet initially, but I’m losing control and getting loud. I moan and whimper Danny’s name, pleading for more.

Motion catches my eye. I look up to find a smirking Austin in the doorway. I want to tell him to fuck off, but I’m panting too hard. Instead, I helplessly stare at him. Danny chooses to give my clit his full attention at that moment. His lips become a tight, sucking O, and his tongue swishes like an artist’s brush.

“Ahhh…ohmygod…ahhh Danny…ahhh…”

Austin chuckles at my plight. “I was going to tell you your time is up, but I don’t want to interrupt. Please, Tara, finish. I want to hear if you still come as hard as you did back in college.”

“Ffffcuk…you…ahhh god…”

“Hey, Tara’s busy in here. I think she’s going to be a while, buddy. Might want to grab another beer.” Austin directs the words out the open side door. I know he’s addressing my husband, and I want to die.

“Move over, I want to see,” Sonya says, shouldering in beside Austin.

A sane woman would shove Danny away and cover her body. I go the other way, bucking my hips and howling in orgasm. He grabs one of my breasts, slips three fingers into my grasping canal, and blasts it the moment the climax hits me, making me come even harder. I stare right at Austin and Sonya while the climax tears through me.

“Ahhh fuck…ahhh god…Danny…ahhh god…yesss…”

Austin takes my orgasm as an invitation and squeezes past Danny to plant a knee beside me on the bench. I should shove him away, but he rolls my nipples, and a fresh wave crashes through me. I grab Austin’s leg like it will ground me, which only encourages him.

“Let me help with that,” he says, getting rougher with my breasts. The brief sting from my tugged nipples makes my orgasm throb harder. “Sounds like you needed a really good come, Tara. Let’s keep this going.” I hate how pleased he sounds, but I’m helpless to stop him. The pleasure is in control. I’ve never felt like such a slave to my desires.

“Tara could go all night back in the day, remember?” Danny says, lifting his glazed face from between my thighs. His fingers still rhythmically fill me, keeping me right where he wants me, and my hips move with him.

I look between the guys, my eyes pleading for more, not telling them to stop. My panting has left me speechless.

“I’m sure Danny’s really good at that, but what Tara needs is dick, isn’t girl? A woman who comes like that needs dick bad. Give it to her boys,” Sonya says, grinning. Isn’t she supposed to be on my side?
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Austin pulls his dark blue shorts to his knees, and a long, thick piece of meat flops out. He’s half-hard and pulsing with growing excitement. I stare at it in disbelief. I’m not drunk or horny enough for this to seem normal. There are two guys all over me, and neither is my husband. Where is Mark? Why hasn’t he rushed in here to pull me away? Is he just throwing me to the wolves? I take his non-intervention as permission.

“It’s okay, Tara. You don’t just have to look. Please, touch it,” Austin encourages. He goes a step further and puts my hand on it.

My fingers close around his girthy shaft—barely. I’d never thought about it because I didn’t see my husband’s friends that way, but I’m not surprised Austin is big. A man as effortlessly confident as he is must be. It’s big and beautiful if a cock can be that. The long shaft curves slightly upward to a thick, flared head. Plum-sized balls hang beneath. The entire package is appealing because he’s groomed to nearly nothing, making going down much more enticing. I hate getting a pube caught in my mouth. It shouldn’t just be on women to groom down there.

“Uhn…that’s nice, Tara, you know your way around cock, don’t you?” Austin groans when I begin to pump him slowly.

“I’m…ahhh…not…a slut…” I moan, knowing how ridiculous it sounds with Danny fingering me while I play with Austin’s dick.

“No, you’re just fun,” Danny says, kissing my thigh.

“Ahhh god…you have to stop that…”

“Why? You seem to really like it,” he replies.

I can’t tell him that’s the problem.

“Make her come again,” Sonya encourages from the sidelines. “That was hot.”

“You heard the lady, man. Or do you want me to take over?” Austin says.

“No way. Tara has the sweetest little pussy,” Danny says.

Austin chuckles. “You need to try Sonya’s, man.” Wait, what?

Danny kisses my furrow again and I can’t worry about what Austin implied. That amazing tongue demands my full attention.

“Ahhh god…no…Danny…yesss…ahhh god…yesss…”

I close my eyes and ride his hungry mouth. Forget the homecoming game. I’ll stay in the van and let Danny go down on me all afternoon. He could make me come all day. I might pass out, but it will be so worth it. The sultry fantasy reminds me where in the middle of a crowded tailgate. I’ve been coming with thousands of people around me.

Everyone’s music is loud, and the crowd is raucous, but did anyone hear me? Do those bros across the way wonder why Danny and I have been in here for so long? I remember the way they looked at me when I bummed that cigarette, and know if they’ve noticed, they’re jealous they aren’t in here with me. God, I’m terrible! Being terrible gets me off. I moan Danny’s name over and over as he ramps me right up to another throbbing climax.

“Hey there, Tara, don’t slack off. I need attention, too,” Austin complains.

Austin grabs my wrist and makes me keep pumping him. I kept a tight grip on his shaft but was lost in Danny’s amazing talents. This is my first threesome. It turns out it’s difficult to multitask when your pussy is pulsing with pleasure.

My charm bracelet jangles, all those little baubles commemorating milestones in our family life, and my hobbies—like crochet—jostled by my fist pumping a cock that does not belong to my husband. Charm bracelets like mine are such a staple in our ordinary, suburban life. I swear almost every wife and mother has one filled with charms from her husband and kids. Mark never imagined a moment like this when he gave me that heart charm on Valentine’s Day.

I blink my eyes open to find Austin grinning down at me. He loves seeing me in this position. I’m sure he’s always wanted this, going all the way back to hanging out in their dingy apartment all those years ago. I hope he’s as surprised as I am that this is happening.

Sticky excitement drips from his tip, leaving a string down to my wrist. Feeling that is so wrong, but I love that Austin is so turned on for me. I want to be more conflicted than I am. Turns out I’m the kind of girl who wants all the attention, even if I need to strip and grab dicks to get it. I’m older, but no wiser. Austin’s grunts while I jerk him off sizzle through me, making me come even harder when Danny gets me there again.

“Ahhh fuck…Danny…ohhh god yesss…”

My mouth hangs open when I cry out in ecstasy, and Austin uses the moment to plug it with his fat cock.

My eyes go wide when Austin feeds me his cock. I’m stunned and know it should not be happening, but I start sucking anyway. When a cock is in your mouth, you suck it. He eases in and out, pushing deeper every time and giving me time to stretch my lips around his girth. That thing is a monster. It feels even thicker in my mouth.

“Ohhh fuck me, that’s good, Tara… Fuck, I’m jealous of Mark…” Austin moans. I don’t like that he sounds so surprised by that. He should be jealous of my husband for many reasons. My superior dick-sucking is the least of them.

Austin might choke me with it, but my hand is still wrapped around the base, giving me control. I haven’t been choked with a dick since college. Can’t say I hated it. Giving up control like that was a heady feeling. I close my eyes again. I can’t bear to look at him while acting so slutty. The normal part of me is ashamed of being so slutty—just like it’s always been—even while I love behaving this way.

“Look at you slobbering all over that thing…fucking hottest thing ever…suck it Tara…I’ll give it to you…uhnnn yeah…” Austin grunts.

“Yes! Give it to her, baby! Fuck her mouth!” Sonya cheers. She sounds as excited as we are.

The cock shifts in my mouth, and I open my eyes. Austin is moving. He swings a leg to straddle and stand over me. His cock nearly pulls out of my mouth, but then he’s in position right in front of my face and thrusts. My hand is the only thing that keeps him from pushing into my throat. Oh god, he wants to fuck my mouth!

“Uhnnn yeah…that’s it, Tara…take it like a good girl…take it all…”

Austin seems to have forgotten I’m his friend’s wife. He’s trying to use me like a drunk college party girl, but no one ever used me quite like this back then. I can’t complain with a mouthful of cock, but I don’t know about this. We need to slow down. I suck through my doubts, giving no sign that I want him to stop. I only encourage him. Austin presses harder, forcing my fist against my mouth over and over. When I don’t relent, he peels my fingers off his shaft and pushes my hand away.

“I…uhnn…know you can take it…deeper than that…yeah…good girl, Tara…”

He hits the back of my throat, and I gag, but he thrusts again and pushes deeper. Austin is the type of guy who’d enjoy me gagging on him. I start to push against his thighs, but then I’m coming again and shouting into his thick meat, and I just see stars. Danny’s relentless mouth takes control once again.

Austin freely pushes into my throat. I come even harder and get dizzy. How are his balls resting on my chin? He holds it in my throat, and I suck so hard between muffled shouts that my cheeks are hollow. I can’t breathe and have the most intense orgasm of my life. The world slips away from me. I’m finally truly frightened, but the high is incredible. Austin only pulls out when I’m right on the edge. Just like Danny, he knows exactly what he’s doing.

“Ohmygod…ohmygod…ohhh fuck…ohmyfuck…ohhh god…” I sputter, gasping and shaking.

I’m a drooling mess. Saliva runs down my chin and drips from Austin’s cock. He still rubs it on my cheek and lips while I fight for control. I still keep kissing it. What is wrong with me?

“Don’t worry, Tara. You can have more. I know you’re not done,” Austin gloats.

I’m still panting but recover enough to say, “Fuck…”

Austin plugs my mouth before I get the you out. I grab his legs but not to push him away. I pull the bastard into my mouth. He’s an asshole, and I hate his attitude, but I love this strange, helpless feeling he and Danny give me. Austin is treating me like a slut, and I suck him like I am one. I love my husband, and he’s my best lover, but because of that, I always feel safe with him. He could never feel dangerous like this.

“Fuck Tara…fuck yeah…I might just come down your throat,” Austin grunts, grabbing my braids and fucking my mouth harder. “You’d…uhnnn…love that…”

I suck harder and try to look up, but we’re too close to lock eyes. All I see is his body coming at me over and over again. His balls keep brushing my chin. Oh god, I’ve swallowed it all! I’ve adapted to taking his cock in my throat. The reawakened slut in me cries out, Fuck my mouth! Give it to me, asshole!

Danny’s mouth must be tired because he stops kissing my pussy. My mouth is too busy to miss it, but his fingers keep slamming me. The van fills with the wet, slick sounds of my holes being filled.

“Brother, get your ass out of my face,” Danny says. I barely hear him over the wild sounds coming out of my throat.

“One…more…uhnnn…second…fuck, Tara…” Austin grunts and holds it in my throat one more time. Wild fear makes my heart pound. Oh god, I’m tingling everywhere!

His thick wad shoots into my throat. Austin grunts harder and tries to push it deeper, but my throat has no more give. I choke on it, and he pulls back, depositing another batch of his release in my mouth. I’m coughing hard, and he withdraws completely, giving me two more blasts across my cheeks. He pumps it hard and squeezes out one more that drips from my chin, but he’s done. Austin has given me my slut’s reward.

Austin steps away from my trembling body, sliding to sit on the bench beside me. Danny finally slips his fingers out of me and pushes up from his folded kneeling position with a groan. He’s incredibly fit, but that must have been rough. He sees Austin’s deposit on my face and grins with a little shake of his head. I don’t know whether it feels more like a judgment or like Danny thinks it was inevitable that his friend would eventually give me his load. My limbs are still rubbery, and I don’t try to wipe the evidence of my sin from my face.

Austin fondles my body like it belongs to him. Maybe he just claimed it with his thick release. My husband will have something to say about that. Oh god, Mark! How long have they been using me like this? How do I tell him I sucked off his friend and took his load?

I lost all sense of time, and it felt like Austin fucked my throat forever, but it couldn’t have been more than a couple of minutes. Longer would have killed me. But it was long enough for Mark to investigate. He’s squeezed next to Sonya. Mark looks like he’s been punched. Nothing can prepare a man to see his wife being used like that. I think Mark may have accidentally come on my face once or twice, but he’s never intentionally given me a facial. What is it like to see Austin’s pleasure marking me like that? I have no idea what to say to him. I’m still a swirl of ecstasy and can’t think straight.

I’m so dizzy and dazed that it takes a moment to realize Mark’s cock is out, and Sonya is stroking him. Get your hands off my husband, whore! I think. It’s so absurd, I laugh. I must sound like I’ve lost my mind. Mark’s arm is around Sonya, and he massages her tits while she presses against him. What the hell is happening to us?

Watching his friend use my mouth hasn’t dampened my husband’s erection. He’s thick—not as thick as Austin—in Sonya’s hand, dripping his enthusiasm for the spectacle I just made. I’m sure she’s very skilled, but I’m surprised Mark can stay hard after what he just witnessed. But I see fire in his eyes. My husband seems like he can’t believe what I did, but he doesn’t quite hate it.

“Isn’t Tara sexy with his jizz on her face?” Sonya murmurs to Mark, nuzzling him. She works his cock faster.

“Damn…” Mark breathes. He stares at me like he’s trying to convince himself this is real.

“Are you jealous?” she asks.

Mark nods.

“Because she sucked his cock or because yours isn’t in her slutty mouth?”

I’d love to know too, but he answers Sonya by leaning down and kissing her. I’m the one gut-punched now. I was too stunned by Austin’s rough use to process what was happening entirely, but everything inside me rebels when I watch my husband kiss another woman. Again. Everything about it is wrong.

The side door is pulled shut from the outside, shaking the Sprinter van. Shaun jumps into the front passenger seat and pulls that door closed as well. He’s finally joined the party. He looks thrilled by what he finds.

“What did I miss?” he eagerly asks.
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“Tara just swallowed my load…” Austin says.

“Not all of it,” Shaun chuckles.

“And now Sonya’s taking care of Mark,” Austin finishes.

“Lucky bastard. Show him what you’ve got, babe.”

Shaun clearly has no problem seeing his fiancée with another man, and Austin told Danny he needs to try Sonya’s pussy. Does that me Austin’s had her, too? Have the guys become some kind of orgy club? That is not the kind of lifestyle that Mark and I lead. Does he know what his friends are doing? I can’t believe he does.

“If you insist,” Sonya says, peeling her lips away from Mark’s and smiling at Shaun over his shoulder.

“That’s funny. She doesn’t usually like doing what she’s told,” Austin says, laughing. “She gives the orders.”

“You’ve never complained about that,” she says, turning Mark as she goes to her knees.

Sonya wedges between the husband and the sliding door. I can’t believe Mark is going to let her do this. I want to scream, stop, but how can I after what I’ve just done? I’d prefer to think Austin did it to me, but I didn’t resist. I wanted it. Sonya stares up at my husband while she slowly swallows his dick.

“Aww jeez…fuck me…” Mark groans. He stares at Sonya with the same disbelief as when he stared at me, like it can’t be real. I feel the same.

“Yeah, babe, take it all. That’s fucking hot,” Shaun cheers from the sideline.

Sonya does take it all. She smoothly swallows Mark right to the root, pressing her nose to his pubes. I feel like an amateur. She doesn’t struggle at all. My husband doesn’t have Austin’s beast, but he’s not small, either. I don’t take him so deep. Her cheeks hollow, and she works her throat. Sonya has serious skills. She’s going to spoil my husband.

My heart flutters in my chest. I’m lightheaded for a new reason. I’m not an insecure woman but watching Sonya suck Mark’s cock makes me seriously jealous. What if she’s much better than me? Is Mark still going to want me? He stares down at his cock embedded in her stunning, perfect face in wonder. I know it’s not love, but I don’t like it. I’m angry at him for going along with this, knowing that’s crazy hypocritical.

But the truly insane thing is the swirl of feelings inside me. Tremors of pleasure still rock me after the orgasms Danny gave me, and they blend with the shivering jealousy into a potent new drug. It’s impossible, unexplainable, but watching another woman pleasure my husband is hot. Sonya begins bobbing on him, and my pussy begins throbbing again.

“She’s such a great cocksucker, man. I dare you to hold out while she’s got your dick,” Austin cheers.

“Seems like Tara just did a number on yours, brother. Show some respect,” Danny replies.

Austin turns to me and flickers a fingertip up my furrow, making me tremble when it finds my button. “She took it deep, man. I’ve got all kinds of new respect for you, Tara. You’re so much more than I thought. I doubt any of the other soccer moms in your neighborhood can deep-throat like that.”

I can’t imagine a single one of my friends back home allowing a man to fuck their throat like I just did—even if the guy is as sexy as Austin. I don’t think many of them still suck their husband’s dicks at all. I’m glad some of the attention is back on me. I should thank Danny, but I can’t find my voice. But then I see his dick is out now too, and I think of a better way to thank him.

“Whoa, Tara, you don’t have to…” Danny says when I use his shaft to tug him closer.

I smirk. “Are you going to talk me out of sucking your dick?”

“Hey man, if you’re not down with that, I’ll be hard again in a couple of minutes. I’d love another turn,” Austin says.

“I owe Danny. When you make me come as hard as he did, you’ll get another turn,” I say, sticking my tongue out at Austin before using it to slather Danny’s shaft.

Before Danny can take another stab at being a good guy, I take him in my mouth. He’s about the same size as my husband but thicker. My lips stretch wider as they slide down his shaft. He’s groomed, too, although not as tightly as Austin. It’s still a pleasure. I need to tell Mark to catch up to his friends—if I ever touch his dick again. I’m still struggling with Sonya sucking his cock, even if my pussy is throbbing.

We’re positioned so I can look to the side and watch Mark and Sonya. Giving Danny a blowjob while I watch Mark get one from Sonya is surreal. This is not who we are! How did we become hedonists? Watching Sonya bob on my husband is fascinating and confusing, so I turn my attention to Danny. He’s earned it.

I pump his length with my hand while I slip back and forth on him. Somehow, even his cock smells as good as the rest of him. Sonya’s motion is in the corner of my eye, and I match her pace. I don’t take Danny as deep as she takes my husband, but I know I’m doing well from Danny’s shaky moans. I need to pull out all my tricks because I also need to prove I can suck him better than whatever college girl sucked his dick last night.

Danny gets my best fuck me eyes while I lick him up and down and kiss his head like it’s my lover. I know it looks like giving head is my favorite thing. Maybe that’s not quite true, but I have always loved the sense of control I get when a guy’s cock is in my hands and mouth. I know I can make them do anything.

“Oh lord yes, sweet Tara…always knew you’d be so good at this…”

I smile around his head and return to swallowing it. I go deeper, but not as deep as Austin made me take him. I don’t know if I can do that on my own. I’m still frightened by how good it felt when he took control. Danny pushes his hips at me, and I know he’s close. I want to make him come before Sonya finishes Mark.

“Use those fucking pigtails, man. They’re perfect handles. Fuck her mouth. Tara fucking loved that,” Austin growls. He obviously loves watching me give head, even when he’s not the recipient. But Danny is too much of a gentleman to try and fuck my throat.

“Suck it! Get your reward, babe!” Shaun encourages his fiancée at the other end of the Sprinter.

Sonya gets there first. She had a head start, I defensively think. Mark gives that familiar strangled shout I know so well and fills her mouth. The beautiful Asian woman never pauses and swallows my husband’s load without losing a drop.

“Ohhh…I’m there, Tara…should I…”

Danny tries to spare me from swallowing his release, but I grab his legs and keep him in my mouth. Sonya won’t outdo me. Besides, I don’t want it on my face again, and I always swallow. I only choked on Austin’s load because he was in my throat. Thick cream fills my mouth, and I eagerly suck it down, swallowing it like it’s a shucked oyster. I keep sucking even as Danny goes soft. I don’t want to let it go.

When I finally finish with Danny’s wonderful cock and wipe my lips on the back of my hand, I see Sonya’s back on her feet, and Mark is tucking his dick away. He can’t make eye contact with me. He’d better not be angry. He got his, too. Of course, I’ve had two cocks this afternoon. He only got one blow job.

“Well done, ladies! Now this is a party,” Austin announces, clapping. “How about one of you hops up there on the bed, and we keep this going?”

Sonya laughs. “I’m not fucking you in this thing in the middle of all these people. Besides, there’s not enough room to have fun up there.”

I look up at the bed and think Mark and I could get along just fine. What does Sonya do in bed that requires so much room? My breasts bounce all over while I wiggle my panties and jeans back into place. Pulling my t-shirt down first wouldn’t have made any difference without my bra. Austin and Danny stare intently, even though I just made both of them come. Knowing they want more makes me want to test that bed. We need to get out of this van.

“I’m not fucking any of you,” I say.

“Not even Mark?” Austin chuckles.

“We’ll have to see about that,” I answer. “Can we get out of here? It’s hot as hell with everyone packed inside, and I need a drink.”

“I bet you do after all of that,” Austin replies.

“Fuck off.”

“Sonya, honey, could you get the door?” Austin says.

“Of course.”

The unusually warm autumn afternoon feels cool after being in the closed-up Sprinter. I shade my eyes against the sun. Mark won’t meet them when he hands me a fresh Surfside. Are we going to be okay?

The bros on the pick-up across from us can’t know what happened inside the Sprinter, but they know we’re playing a sexy game, and they know Sonya and I are the focus. They probably think the guys took turns with us in the van. In a way, they did. Shaun is the only one who hasn’t gotten off. Our new bro friends cheer and applaud, but I know they’re jealous. They want their turn, too. Oh god, I can’t even imagine… But for the first time, I can. I see myself in the Sprinter being taken over and over again. That’s so wrong, so why do I want it so badly?

Other groups around us look, and I feel like they all know what we just did in there. My cheeks flush four shades deeper crimson than my hair, and I turn away. Sonya just smiles and takes a bow. How is that girl so shameless?

“Isn’t it about time we head into the stadium?” Shaun asks.

My stomach drops. Are we still going to the game?
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I’m swept along with the group when we pack up the tailgate and enter the stadium for the game. I really want to get Mark alone—for so many reasons—but I’ve gone along with everything else today, so why fight it now?

Our friends with the pickup watch the entire time, giving me the feeling they’re still hoping to get Sonya and me alone. More Sonya, I’m sure, since she let some of them grope her, but Predator, in particular, keeps staring at me. I know he prefers the challenge of my reluctance. He’s the kind of man who likes it when a woman needs to be conquered. Little does he know, I’m very conquerable right now. My brain would demand I fight, but my body would be more than willing to be ravished by him. I’m relieved to get away from him.

The guys were serious about making Sonya and I go into the stadium braless. I foolishly hoped they’d limit their games to the tailgate. The beautiful Asian thrives on attention and practically skips. Her bouncing globes draw all she craves.

I walk with my arms crossed. I sucked it up when she dragged me over to the boys with the pickup, but jiggling for thousands of strangers is not my idea of a good time. The naughtiness of showing off gives me a familiar tingle from my college days—I went braless in so many tiny halter tops—but after a few dozen college-age boys salivate over my middle-aged body, I’ve had enough and pull on my hoodie. I’m flattered, but I don’t want that kind of attention from boys.

The stadium is filled to capacity, and we’re all packed together in the stands. I’m sandwiched between Austin and Mark. My husband continues to act like we didn’t just get oral sex from our friends. And give it in my case. Mark still avoids eye contact. Can he look at me without seeing his friends’ dicks in my mouth? I know I can’t wipe the image of Sonya on her knees in front of him out of my brain.

Austin behaves when we’re sitting—mostly. His hand keeps straying to my leg, and I keep moving it. I can’t let Mark see me let his friend freely touch me. I belong to my husband, not Austin. But when there’s a big play, and everyone leaps to their feet, our handsy friend takes advantage. His hand smoothly slides over my ass like I am his. Austin turns to high-five Mark after a touchdown, crushing me between, but I know it’s an excuse to rub my chest against his.

My husband pretends he doesn’t notice, and his lack of resistance pushes me into Austin’s arms. If Mark is going to surrender me to the alpha of his group, who am I to say no? I let Austin get his cheap thrills. I’ve come to enjoy his hands on me. I wiggle my butt for him and even shed my hoodie again. The bullets pushing through my threadbare t-shirt tell Austin how much I like his attention. I even rest my hand on his leg like we’re there together. Mark keeps turning a blind eye.

We’re not the only ones getting cozy. Shaun is on the other side of Austin, and he misses our canoodling because Sonya is getting very close to Danny. I feel much less slutty because she’s nearly in Danny’s lap. Shaun doesn’t ignore his fiancée’s behavior—like my husband—because he’s into it. I have so many questions.

Lockley wins in a blowout, and the crowd is jubilant. Everyone on our side of the stadium is hugging. Even I’m swept up. I cling to Austin’s muscular body, not minding his sweaty shirt. Some men look good when they heat up. The kiss he steals is much more than friendly, finally making me push him away.

I want to teach Mark a lesson, but I don’t want to start something I have no intention of finishing. My throbbing arousal will be taken out on my husband—if I don’t throttle him first. I grab Mark and slip him my tongue to prove to Austin that I remember who my man is. Mark’s arms close around me like he’s finally ready to reclaim me. He doesn’t hesitate to kiss me after I’ve had two of his friends in my mouth. I’ve had a few more drinks since then, but can Mark still taste their dicks?

Austin wants to resume the tailgate party, and I’m glad I don’t have to be the bad guy. Mark steps up and says we need to go. Austin says, “Suit yourself. We’ll keep the party going without you.” But he doesn’t let us go without confirming that our dinner plans are still on. I nod along when Mark says yes, even though I can’t imagine being around this crazy, decadent group again.
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We’re awkwardly quiet on the ride back to the hotel like we’ve just had a fight. We haven’t yet, but it might be coming. I’m overwhelmed with wildly conflicting emotions I can’t process. I’m sure Mark feels the same way.

Mark takes his glasses off in our room and runs a hand over his face and through his dark hair. He somehow looks both exhausted and tweaking on nervous energy.

“Fuck, Tara…”

Those are the only words he gets out before I drop my purse, throw off my hoodie, and pounce on him. Our collision bowls him back, but he furiously returns my kiss when I grab his face. Mark bangs against the window, stumbling on the low air conditioning unit. He steers me backward by the waist, and I nearly tumble onto the bed. I raise my arms when he pulls up my t-shirt. I throw it away. My braless breasts bounce free, and Mark mauls them. His aggression takes my breath away. I whine when he pulls my nipples too hard, but I let him. He’s never like this. Today may have broken my husband.

I tear at his shorts and almost break a nail before I get them unbuttoned. Danny made me come at least twice in that camper van, but I need sex. I specifically need my husband to fuck me. The thick hard-on I find in his shorts says he needs it, too. I kick off my sneakers and unbutton my jeans. He pushes them down my hips, dragging my panties along. I can’t keep my jeans on this afternoon.

Mark pushes me onto the bed, and I roll to the middle while he throws off the rest of his clothes. I pull my spread legs back and hold them when he moves on top of me. His eyes burn into mine when he stabs it inside of me.

“Ahhh god…yesss…” I moan, tightening around him.

“Tara…” he grunts.

“Yesss, hon…Mark…do it…”

“Tara…”

His powerful thrusts shake the bed. Mark is slow and deliberate like he’s putting everything into pounding me as hard as possible. It’s crazy, but I feel like he wants to punish me with his cock. God, it feels good! I ripple around him. I gasp yess or Mark with every thrust.

I can’t shake seeing him kissing Sonya. Uneasy excitement sizzles through me when I recall the moment he came in her mouth. I like it and hate it. Is Mark doing the same? What if he’s picturing Austin fucking my throat while he’s thrusting into me? Ohmygod!

“Tara…you’re so…uhnnn…ready…so…horny…”

“Ahhh…been teased all day…honey…”

“You…uhnnn…fucking…loved it…uhnnn Tara…”

The accusation stings because it’s true, but I don’t think Mark is angry. He’s driving my pussy harder than he has in years. I have to believe he liked seeing me with his friends. How is that possible? But I can’t let him think I want them more than him. I release my legs and wrap them around his waist. Mark trembles when I flex my thighs and pull him into me. I grip his shoulders and throw my hips back at him.

“Ahhh…fuck me…fuck me, honey…I need this…ahhh…I need you…”

Mark grunts, and his thrusts turn erratic. They’re quick and swallow. He’s losing control.

“Uhnnn….Tara…oh god…fuck…god…”

“Yesss…yesss…fuck me…please fuck me, Mark…”

“God…Taraaaa…”

Mark freezes and fills me with his release. I shriek and lock my thighs around him as tightly as possible, coming moments after him. His cum pulses inside me, and my pleasure pulses with it. I come even harder when I realize I’ve taken loads from three men today! I should be ashamed, but it’s so hot!

“Oh god, honey. That was so good,” I coo.

I try to hold onto him, but Mark rolls off and onto his back beside me. He’s huffing and staring at the ceiling. I take his hand, and he needs a moment to squeeze mine back.
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“Jesus, Tara,” he sighs.

“Tell me, Mark. Tell me what’s in your head.”

“Today was… How did we… All those things…”

“All what things, honey?” I need to slow his babbling. He’s spiraling.

“The game… the things you did… we did… I didn’t think…”

“Didn’t think I would do that?” It hurts to say, but I must stop his spiral before he loses it.

“Yeah, I guess. I know that game got wild back in college, but…”

“We’re adults now. We don’t behave that way.”

“Yeah. That. Did we ever behave like that?”

“No. Even in my wildest party girl days, I never did anything like that. I don’t even know how it happened. I feel like it just all…happened.”

“Right? One second, we’re having a good time, maybe teasing each other, and the next you and Sonya are taking stuff off, doing other stuff…”

I turn onto my side, but he doesn’t look at me until he feels my bare breasts brush his arm. “Why didn’t you stop it, Mark? I keep thinking you’d put your foot down.”

“Did you want me to?” He looks braced for my reply.

I wish I had a simple answer. Obviously, I wish I’d stayed rational and told the guys to fuck off when the game got too hot. Maybe I do wish Mark would have saved me from myself. It’s hard to admit because it’s counter to everything I believe, but I wanted my husband to be more possessive. I feel like he just reclaimed me, but he wouldn’t need to reclaim me if he’d claimed me earlier.

“Part of me. It felt like you forgot I was your wife.”

“I could never, Tara.”

“Did you want to stop me? When did you think it went too far?”

“When they sent you two over to those guys. It felt dangerous. The only reason I didn’t say anything was because the other guys were there. I knew we could rush over if we had to. But I also knew you wouldn’t let strangers do anything.”

“But I’d let the guys? Danny and Austin and Shaun?”

“I didn’t think it would go that far.”

“Not when I went into the van with Danny?”

“I didn’t know what would happen in there. I swear, Tara.”

“They all had their hands all over me. You couldn’t have thought we were going in the van for a chat.”

“But I didn’t think you’d…”

“Let him lick my pussy? Suck Austin’s dick?” My voice is rising. I don’t like how helpless he’s acting. Mark is many things, but he is not stupid. He knew Danny and I went into that van to fool around. Maybe he thought we’d just make out, and he was okay with that? How could he even be okay with that?

“No, I didn’t think you’d suck his dick. Or Austin’s. Okay? Is that what you want me to tell you, Tara? No, I never thought my wife would suck another man’s dick.” His tone is cutting, but at least he’s finally being real and showing some fire.

So we’re clear, sucking dick is the line? Letting everyone feel me up was cool? Even letting Danny kiss my pussy was okay, but when Austin put his dick in my mouth, I crossed a line? Don’t forget your dick was in Sonya’s mouth.”

“You didn’t stop that.”

“How could I?”

We’re both quiet for a second because we need to cool down. Placing blame is pointless because we both did things. We both let things happen. Now, we need to know what it means for us.

“I sat there and watched Sonya make out with you because I was too stunned to stop it. And I watched her suck your dick because of what I’d just done. Why did you let all those things happen? You weren’t shocked that whole time. Was this some bizarre test? I just want to know, Mark. I promise I won’t be angry.”

Mark takes a deep breath like he needs to steel himself to let this out. “At first, seeing you pushed out of your comfort zone was fun. We’ve both become grown-ups, but being together with the guys reminded me of the old days, and I thought maybe we could use the excuse to shake things up. I swear I didn’t think it would go where it did. And seeing you loosen up was incredible, Tara. You’re an amazing woman. I love who you’ve become, but I started to remember the girl with the with the I don’t give a fuck attitude. It was fun to see her come out. And honestly, when you just slipped off your bra and didn’t care that everyone was staring? It was kind of hot.”

“You liked them looking at me like that?”

“Yeah, but I also liked your attitude about it. I saw it in your eyes. You liked their attention.”

“Maybe,” I admit, finally smiling.

“All the guys wanted to fuck you back in college. I always knew it, and it made me proud. So yeah, I liked seeing them look at you that way again.”

“Knowing your friends want to fuck me makes you proud?” I run my fingers through the graying hair on his chest. Discovering this side of my husband is sexy. I didn’t expect that.

“Yeah. I’m proud that I have a hot wife.” He smiles and strokes my cheek.

“So proud that you didn’t mind giving them a taste? They couldn’t wait to get their hands on me.” I ask softly.

“That happened so fast that I didn’t know what to do. When I caught up and thought about telling them to back off, I saw you weren’t enduring it, Tara. You liked it.”

“That didn’t make you angry or jealous?”

“Not angry. Maybe jealous. More than anything, it was hot. I fell in love with the girl who didn’t give a fuck, and she was right there for the first time in years, but here was this other side of you I was seeing for the first time, and it was sexy as hell. It felt good, and you just went with it. Watching you like that from a step back, god Tara, it was incredible.”

Mark’s cock twitches. It’s a foolproof lie detector.

“I didn’t want to like it. I didn’t expect to. But all that attention was intoxicating. And those hands all over me. I know I shouldn’t like that, but like you said, it was hot.”

“Yeah, it was.”

“Did you feel the same way in the van?”

“Mostly. It was almost too much. Seeing you…doing that…was still hot as hell. God help me, I love watching you lose control. But I don’t know if I could have stood there and watched them…”

“Use me?”

“Yeah, I guess. Use you. I would have felt like a cuck if Sonya wasn’t there.”

“To take care of you?”

“Sure, you can put it that way.”

“I guess I understand. Seeing me…like that…with other men must have been hard, even if it turned you on. Having Sonya there to want you, too, would make it easier.”

“What was it like seeing me with her?”

I laugh. “Oh, I was jealous. I was turned on, but that could be from everything that just happened with Danny and Austin. I was still trembling from coming. Or maybe watching people have sex is hot—even if it’s your husband with another woman. But mostly, I was jealous. But it’s okay, honey, I’m not throwing stones.”

“I love you more than anything. You have to know that, Tara. Sonya is no threat to you. She never could be.”

“I know,” I grin. “But that doesn’t mean I like seeing your dick in her mouth. I only sucked Danny’s dick to get even.”

Mark laughs this time. “I’m sure he doesn’t care why you did it.”

“Probably not. By the way, you’re the only man who could ever mean anything to me. There’s no room in my heart for anyone else.”

“Even a guy with as big a cock as Austin?”

“No room in my heart…”

We laugh and snuggle. After a while, I ask, “We’re definitely not going to dinner with them tonight, right?”

“Why not?”

“Are you serious, Mark?”

“We never see them anymore.”

“I’m not sure I want to see them after what we’ve done. How can I look them in the eye?”

“With the confidence of a woman who knows they all want her.”

“Very funny. I’m serious.”

“So am I, Tara. They always wanted you, but it’s even worse for them now because they’ve had a taste, but you’re still mine. They can’t have you.”

“I swear it sounds like you want me to tease your friends. Do you like them lusting after me that much?”

“It might be my new favorite thing. Sorry, babe, but it’s so hot to see men want you like that.”

“I don’t know if I can pull that off like you think I can.”

“I know you can, Tara. If only you saw yourself the way I see you.”

“And what if just looking isn’t enough anymore? They think I’m easy now.”

“They do not.”

I stare at him. I know guys and I know if they got me once, they think they can get me again.

“You know how to handle yourself, Tara. They won’t force you to do anything. Nothing’s going to happen unless you let it.”

Mark’s implication hangs between us. It sounds like he’s good if I like his friends get into my panties again. I’m sure we’re both wondering what I might let them do. My resolve is an open question after today.

“I might like the attention too much.”

“I trust you, Tara.”

Should you? I wonder. Shame isn’t why I’m afraid to look Austin or Danny, or even Shaun and Sonya in the eyes. I’m afraid I don’t know what my limits are.

“Even though you know seeing them tonight is probably asking for trouble.”

Mark’s slow, passionate kiss surprises me. His fingers slip inside me, and I gasp. I’m slick from our lovemaking, but I’m also turned on, and he knows why.

“This afternoon was an incredible experience, Tara. I wouldn’t change a thing. Maybe that’s why I want to see if dinner will just be dinner. I’m game if you want to let go again and see what happens. Lots of people do this stuff and have a blast. We’ll never have another chance like this with people we both trust.”

“By people, you mean swingers. Are you saying we’re swingers now?” I’ve seen the articles. I know ethical non-monogamy is all the rage. I just never thought we would be one of those couples.

“I’m not saying we’re anything. This weekend is this weekend. Whatever happens at homecoming, stays at homecoming. We have an adventure and then return to our normal lives.”

Mark is confident we can open our marriage and then close it like nothing happened. I’m not so sure. Deep down, I know how dangerous this is. How do you do something like this and not be changed? I don’t see how we go home the same people. But god help me, the temptation is so strong. I want to be this sexy woman my husband sees. And I want that attention again.

“This is insane, but okay, I’ll go along with it and see what happens. But I don’t promise anything. Don’t get your hopes up. And Mark, I pray we don’t regret this,” I say.

“Tara, you’re the most amazing woman.”

Mark kisses me with a burning hunger. I hope it’s still there after tonight.
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My experiences with dining in the small college town of Lockley were all as a broke college student or in my early twenties in the years after graduation, which meant diners and pizza and Chinese takeout. I never had occasion, or the budget, to visit the storied 21 Club. I’m not sure it’s in our budget today. Naturally, that is where Austin booked our reservation. Only the best for our friend Austin.

The 21 Club is in a large stone building just off campus that always reminded me of a castle when I passed it as a student. I pictured old men smoking cigars in wood-paneled rooms. Those old men I imagined were only the age we are now. The storied steakhouse is named after the year Lockley University was founded and is the go-to place when the deans want to pry checks from the pockets of well-heeled alumni—like Austin—or impress potential football recruits and their families. I’m excited to see the inside finally, despite the tension hanging over the evening.

A maître d in a crisp suit greets us in the dimly lit foyer like he’s been standing there waiting just for us. Instead of being taken into the dining room, we’re shown up a curved staircase and down a hallway to a set of double doors. The room inside looks like a library in a rich Duke’s hunting lodge.

Tastefully subdued light comes from a giant chandelier fashioned from elk antlers, and wall sconces. The chandelier hangs over a large round table covered in white linen and fine china dinnerware. Flames roar in a wide fireplace nearly as tall as me. Forest green leather wing chairs—matching my dress color— are arranged around the fireplaces. An additional seating area is in a far corner. I imagine that’s where the ladies were traditionally dispatched after dinner. Finally, a large ornate bar with a mirror hanging over it lines the back wall. A beautiful young blonde—probably a Lockley student—in a ponytail and black tuxedo vest over a pristine white shirt works the bar. Danny is there flirting with her. He’s the only one of the group here.

“This might be the nicest place you’ve ever taken me,” I tease my husband, kissing him on the cheek. I must lean up to do it, even in my high-heeled suede boots.

“That’s because Austin is the one picking up the check tonight,” he laughs. “At least, he’ll think it’s worth it when he sees you in that dress.”

“This old thing?” I step back and turn for Mark, making the ruffled hem of my wrap dress spin above my knees. I’d planned to wear tights with it but chose to leave them off after our post-coital conversation. “Have I mentioned how handsome you are tonight? I’m sure Sonya will be impressed.

“If she notices,” he replies, taking my hand to lead me to the bar.

Mark has always looked good when he’s all cleaned up. I thought he was a cute guy when we met in Calculus class, but really wanted him the first time I saw him in a suit. He’s in a dark blazer and charcoal slacks with a smart blue tie that brings out his eyes tonight. I can’t imagine Sonya won’t want his dick again when she sees him. I’m trying to be okay with that.

We’ve been joking about what might happen tonight all afternoon. It’s how we’re dealing with the tension and admitting we’re excited by the possibilities without sounding too eager. I don’t want Mark to think I’m dying to hook up with his friends again. Am I? I don’t even know. When I’m sober and rational, I don’t want to be that woman, but thinking about it makes me tremble with excitement.

Mark brushes off my comments about Sonya, saying tonight is all about me, but I know if anything happens, I’ll likely see him with her again, and I don’t look forward to it. I don’t know if I’ll feel relieved or ridiculous if nothing happens tonight.

“This is Izzy, guys,” Danny says. “My friend Mark here will have a Johnny Walker Black, neat, and what are you having, Tara?”

“A good merlot will be fine,” I reply, thinking that, of course, the girl is named Izzy. A million Isabels were born in the early 2000s. The pretty college girl makes me feel silly for trying to be sexy. My copper hair is down and in big waves. My makeup is dramatic for just a night with the guys.

“And I’ll take a Yuengling,” Mark says. “It’s a little early to start on the hard stuff. I’m barely recovered from this afternoon.”

“Coming right up,” smiling Izzy replies.

“This afternoon was something, wasn’t it? I can’t remember the last time I partied like that. I tapped out not long after you guys. Austin, Shaun, and Sonya just kept going.”

“They’re quite the threesome,” I pointedly comment.

“Yes, they are,” Danny agrees. “I like Shaun, but I don’t get him and what he’s into at all. You guys look like you’ve bounced back nicely.”

“We just went back to our room and crashed. I’m too old for that shit anymore. I’m going to need a week to recover from this weekend,” Mark says.

“Just crashed?” Danny asks, looking between us. We just grin. Danny isn’t getting all our secrets. He continues. “Yeah, I get what you’re feeling. I’m going to need a serious detox after this weekend. How about you, Tara? Did we wear you out today?”

Izzy places our drinks on the bar. “I’m just getting started,” I reply, smiling before I lift the wine to my lips.

Danny lights up. “Good to know you’re the same old Tara from college.”

I laugh. “I don’t know about that. I have a lot more miles on me, and I hope I’ve picked up a few tricks along the way.”

“We learned a few of those tricks this afternoon, didn’t we?” Danny says. “And you’re more stunning than ever. You did better than any of us, Mark.” He stares right at my cleavage when he says it, but he’s not admiring the heart-shaped locket with the inset diamond dangling there. His hand brushes mine on the bar. This afternoon changed things between us like I knew it would. Danny thinks I’m available. Aren’t I?

My freckled cheeks flush—definitely more freckles than the girl he knew in college, even with my best efforts to avoid the sun. This dangerous game is fun, but it’s still not normal for me, especially with Izzy standing beside us. What does she think about Danny openly flirting with me in front of my husband?

“Oh, I know exactly how lucky I am. Tara is the best wife in the world,” Mark gushes. “All of you bastards should envy me.”

He puts a possessive hand on my hip. Maybe he’s finally realized that with all these games, his friends need a reminder of who I belong to. I’ll accept belonging to my husband in this instance.

“Are you sure about that?” I ask. “I don’t think Austin envies anyone.”

“Did someone say my name?”

Austin walks in with Sonya and Shaun by his side. Our host looks like he just stepped off the set of The Bachelor in a navy suit that looks more expensive than our mortgage payment, and his curly brown hair is shiny in the subdued lighting. Even his thick beard is perfectly groomed.

Sonya is in the middle and looks like she’s on Austin’s arm, not her fiancé’s. Her strappy little multicolored party dress shimmers like gasoline floating on a puddle and perfectly shows off her crazy curves. Her jet-black hair is sleek, hanging to her waist. I feel like a frumpy suburban mom compared to her. Am I silly for craving the guys’ attention? Shaun seems like an afterthought compared to the other two.

“Just wondering where our host was,” Mark says. The way he looks at Sonya tightens my chest.

“I needed time to make myself pretty,” Austin replies. His slate eyes sliding over my body is the perfect antidote to my husband staring at Sonya. My core tightens. “Although, I look like a slob compared to our ladies. Damn, Tara, love that dress. You need to show off those legs more often.”

“How do you know I don’t? We’ve seen each other twice in the last five years.” I love cute dresses, but I don’t have enough reasons to wear them. Day to day, I’m more of an athleisure kind of girl.

Austin brushes past Mark and Danny to pull me into his arms. His hand on the curve of my ass holds me tightly against him when he goes for a kiss. I give him the cheek. I want to kiss him, but he needs to work for it—if I even give it up—no matter how good his firm body feels pressed to mine. The hand-tailored suit doesn’t hide that physique but accentuates it. I lightly push on his chest, and he lets me slip away. Austin gives his friends bro hugs.

“I love your dress, Tara. Austin is right that it shows off your figure. I hope you’re not wearing that to parents’ night at school. All the dads would be all over you,” Sonya says. She holds me at arm’s length for an evaluation before pulling me into a hug. I’m sure the guys love watching that.

I laugh. “No, I don’t dress up like this for parents’ night, but thanks. I wish I could pull that dress off. Wow, Sonya. Where else do you wear that?”

“Oh, you could pull this off. I’d swap dresses if we were the same size. Wouldn’t you boys love to see Tara in this?”

“Fuck, yeah,” Shaun says.

“How about out of it?” Austin suggests.

Sonya laughs. She seems to find his relentless flirting delightful. “This is just an average night out kind of dress. Dinner and drinks. That sort of thing. Mark, you need to take this girl shopping for some new outfits.”

“I’d buy it if I thought she’d wear it,” he replies, leering at her.

I playfully punch his arm. “Take me somewhere nice enough, and I’ll wear whatever you like.”

“Is that a promise?”

I wish my husband didn’t sound so surprised, but he’s probably right. I don’t know if I would feel comfortable out for dinner in a dress that tight and tiny. Sonya’s curves are barely contained. Besides, I don’t know where Shaun takes her for dinner, but I’ve never seen a dress like that at Outback Steakhouse.

“Izzy,” Austin calls out. “Let’s have a round of Macallan 25 for the group.”

“Of course, Mr. Allen,” Izzy smiles. She’s obviously familiar with him. Her smile makes me wonder how familiar. I feel my claws come out. Is that girl even twenty-one?

“I just told Danny I’m not ready for the hard stuff yet,” Mark protests.

“Was this afternoon too much for you, old man?” Austin meaningfully pauses. Everyone feels the challenge, and I hate that he’s putting my husband on the spot. Austin’s arrogance is part of the attraction, but I hate it when he plays the alpha card with Mark.

“Don’t worry about me keeping up. I’ll go blow for blow with you,” Mark replies.

Austin claps him hard on the shoulder. “How about you, Tara? Are you ready to go blow for blow or did this afternoon wear you out?”

“Ease up on the testosterone, brother,” Danny says.

“It’s okay, Danny,” I reply, rubbing his arm. “I can take care of myself.” I fix Austin with my most withering stare, but he stands strong. I’m impressed. Mark and the kids always fold under it. “I was just getting started this afternoon. I can go all night, Austin. Don’t you remember?”

“Believe me, I remember. Mark might be the only guy I’ve ever been jealous of. I’m going to hold you to that, Tara.”

I laugh, hoping I sound more confident than I feel. “You’re welcome to try.”

“Well, let’s start this evening right.”

Austin goes to the line of shot glasses Izzy poured and hands them out to the group. We raise our glasses with him. “To old friends and new adventures.”

“Old friends,” Danny agrees.

“New adventures,” Sonya and I say in harmony.
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The table doesn’t have place cards, but Austin ensures we all sit exactly where he wants us. He’s snuggled between Sonya and me, and our mates sit on either side of us.

We all order steaks except for Danny, the pescatarian. He opts for the salmon. I should do the same because I don’t want heavy red meat sitting in my stomach, but if Austin is paying I’m ordering freely. Our soups are served first. My lobster bisque is incredible. Servers come and go with our dishes. Izzy keeps our drinks topped off and is the only constant presence. I feel more like we’re dining at Austin’s private manor than at a restaurant.

“Who’s up for round two?” Austin asks after the soup bowls are cleared, producing a quarter that he flips and catches. I am not surprised. He’s always been cocky enough to be completely transparent.

“This doesn’t seem like the place for cheesy drinking games, brother. Much classier than a tailgate,” Danny says.

“Or our crummy old apartment,” Mark adds.

“I think the setting makes it more fun,” Austin replies.

“You would,” I laugh.

“Games are fun, but I feel like we’re all adults here. We don’t need a frat boy’s game to do what we want,” Sonya says. “At least, I don’t.” She smugly smiles.

“But you love games, baby,” Shaun says, taking her hand.

“I like gambling.”

“It looked like you were having fun today,” I say. She dropped to her knees and sucked my husband’s cock like it’s her favorite hobby. I shouldn’t be catty, but Mark’s dick does not belong in her mouth, and her tits are just so out there. The guys can’t stop staring at them.

Sonya’s look speaks for her, saying, Not as much fun as you did. I can’t argue that.

“That’s fine, honey,” Austin says, reaching into his jacket to produce a thick billfold. “I have a wager if anyone is interested.”

“I’m listening,” Sonya answers.

“Well, it’s a wager and a game. I’d like to see if our friend Mark can tell who is sucking his dick.”

“What?” Mark says, almost dropping his beer. I echo him a second later.

Sonya laughs. “How is that a wager for me? I’m guessing you’re talking about Tara and me unless you or Danny plan to get in on the action.”

“Yeah, you ladies. I can’t speak for Danny, but I don’t swing that way.”

“Fuck off,” Danny says.

“Here’s the wager and where the money comes in. Mark’s had blowjobs from both of you beautiful ladies, so he has a sample to go on. You’ll take turns, and if he guesses who is who correctly, I’ll pay him five hundred dollars and Tara another five hundred. If you trick him, sweet Sonya, or he just can’t tell your talented mouths apart, I’ll pay you five hundred.”

“I’ve never been paid to suck dick before,” Sonya says. She doesn’t sound angry that he thinks she would take money to do it.

“And how is that a wager? This sounds like a contest, and Mark wins no matter what,” I complain.

“I’m willing to be the guinea pig here,” Mark chimes in. A wiser man would hide his excitement.

“I think he loses badly if he can’t tell the difference between you and Sonya,” Danny chuckles. He makes a very good point.

“In his defense, it sounds like it’s been a while since Tara got down there unless this afternoon…” Shaun says.

“Fuck you,” I tell him, sticking out my tongue. “I still don’t see how this is a wager. Are you betting against Mark? He is not putting up five hundred dollars saying he can.”

“I’d hope he’d be confident enough to. Mark should be able to pick your mouth out of a lineup after so many years together. I’m sure I’d be able to,” Austin says.

“I know Tara. There’s no question I can do it,” Mark replies. I want to throw a Parker House roll at him for taking the bait.

“Where’s the wager? Mark needs to lose something if he’s wrong,” Sonya says. She is not helping.

Austin grins like his trap just sprung, but I can tell he’s improving. I know he walked into this dinner expecting he’d get what he wanted before the evening was over, but he’s so confident he never sweated the details. Things just work out for Austin.

“If Mark guesses wrong, he loses Tara’s mouth to me. She’ll come blow me…again.”

“I like it! It’s a wager for everyone,” Shaun says. “Everyone involved has something on the line.”

I don’t know why he’s so happy. His fiancée is very much involved, but he is not. He must really enjoy watching her be a slut. Is he what Mark is becoming? I don’t think I want that. Mark’s earlier confession made me feel like a sex goddess—even if my traditional side rejects everything about it—but I don’t want this to become a thing for us. We can’t carry any of this home with us.

“I’m glad you like it. Neither Sonya nor I have agreed to anything.”

“Five hundred bucks? I’m down,” Sonya casually says.

“What happened to not getting paid for giving head?” Danny asks.

“I might not get paid,” Sonya laughs. “What do you think, Tara? Can Mark tell the difference between us?”

“He’d better. But we can’t do this here. That girl is right over there,” I reply, looking over at our bartender. Am I the only one who hasn’t lost their mind? Does everyone else live in a porn world? I purposely don’t count what I did this afternoon.

“Izzy’s cool. Don’t worry, her lips are sealed,” Austin says. “When it comes to sharing secrets, anyway. She’s not even looking. Just slip under the table right now. She’ll think you just went to the bathroom.”

“What? Are you…”

Sonya downs her drink and slips under the table while I’m still protesting. Everyone just stares at me. What the hell? I was angry with myself for just going along earlier, but here I go again. Izzy looks like she might turn from the back of the bar, so I toss back my wine and join Sonya under the table.

“How do we do this?” I ask. It’s dark under the table. The expensive linens block most of the light. We only have what leaks through by the floor. There’s room to move around the thick column in the center of the large table if we keep low, but Sonya and I are pressed together.

“How would I know? I’ve never done this before.” She can’t stop laughing. Sonya loves this.

“Just decide who’s going to go first,” Austin calls from above the table. “Mark, get your pants down. And ladies, no talking or anything else to give him a clue. It’s your mouths, and that’s it.”

“Hands are pretty important to a blowjob,” I insist. God, I hope Izzy can’t hear us from the bar. I don’t think the soft piano music that floats from invisible speakers hides much.

“I can get it done with just my mouth,” Sonya giggles. “But she has a point.”

“Just don’t cheat,” Austin replies, sounding exasperated.

“Who goes first?” I ask Sonya, my voice much lower.

“Let’s do Rock, Paper, Scissors. One, two, three…”

I hold out rock and realize I can’t see well enough to know what Sonya chose. She covers my hand with her paper, and the touch sends an unexpected charge through me. I recall the feeling of her lips on mine earlier. I was with women once or twice in college, but I wouldn’t call myself bi. However, Sonya is so sexy that anyone would be attracted to her. I’m shocked that none of the challenges this afternoon involved us hooking up.

“Guess he’s mine first. Be ready to bring your A-game, honey,” she says, so close her ruby lips brush my ear, sending shivers down my spine. She softly kisses my cheek, and I’m left unsettled while she crawls past me to suck my husband’s cock.

I see nothing in the dim space under the table except the vague shape of Sonya’s head bobbing in Mark’s lap. Her hair is so black that it renders her invisible. Hungry sucking sounds tell me she’s busy with her task. My husband’s strangled moans tell me she’s very good at it, but I knew that. He’s already filled her mouth with cum once today.

“Uhnnn…shit…” Mark groans.

“Lucky bastard,” Danny says.

“I’m jealous, you fucker. I know how good Sonya is. I’d love to try Tara’s sweet mouth,” Shaun marvels.

“She’s fucking fantastic, bro. You really should try her,” Austin replies.

My cheeks burn in the dark from how they discuss me like a slut for the group to pass around. It goes against everything I believe about myself. Real life me wants to punch each of them in the balls. But then I recall that Shaun is the only guy sitting at this table I haven’t blown. My husband’s will be the third cock in my mouth today—if Sonya doesn’t finish him first. Mark’s shaky moans suggest she might. God, I guess I am a slut. What would the other moms in the PTA say?

“Are you still on the first one?” Austin asks.

“Ahhh…yeah…ohhh shit…” Mark moans.

“Hey, you’d better switch off. My man is beat red. I think he’s going to pop off any minute,” Austin directs.

I hear a loud, exaggerated lip smack, and I know Sonya is done with my husband. Our bodies press together when she crawls back to me. I’ve been lowkey turned on all night by the possibilities ahead, but my core tightens when her soft body is against mine. It’s a heady feeling, and I know I shouldn’t have downed that last glass of wine—or taken the shot Austin pressed on us.

“Your turn,” she whispers, deeply kissing me.

My stomach drops, and I kiss her back. Tasting my husband’s cock on her lips makes my heart pound and my pussy throb. I love all of this. Who am I becoming?

I crawl between Mark’s legs to find him slick, hot, and pulsing. Sonya did a number on him. I am not going to let that slut outdo me—certainly not on my own husband. I grab Mark and plunge him into my mouth. I take that shaft as deeply as I can without gagging and twist-pump the rest with my hand. A moan rumbles deep in his chest, and he pushes at my mouth. I allow him to push it deeper than ever before and fight my gag reflex.

“That has to be Sonya,” Shaun says, based on Mark’s reaction. That pushes me to suck my husband harder.

“They…uhnnn…switched…”

“I was sure it was my girl making you turn purple, but now I’m confused.”

I slip him out, bathe his crown with my tongue, and tease it with my lips. Mark is shaking.

“Give us some play-by-play, buddy. Just watching you is torture,” Austin says. He sounds like he’s loving every second of this.

“She’s…uhnn…licking it…rubbing her…ahhh...lips…”

Austin laughs. “Like a fucking ice cream cone. Is that you getting all sloppy, Tara? Feeling competitive?”

I hate that it feels like he can read me so well. He’s not even looking at me. That changes. Light creeps in under the table when the tablecloth is lifted. I don’t turn around, but I know it’s Austin. An unexpected tickle raises the hair on the back of my neck. Being watched just does something to me. I felt it earlier in the camper van, too. I’m not an exhibitionist, so I’ve never experienced this before.

“She’s going for it. Damn, Mark. I feel like you should be paying me,” Austin laughs.

I pull Mark deeper with Austin watching me. I have two men to impress now. I fight past my gag and take him even deeper. Austin had to force it into my throat earlier, but I make myself do it now. I feel bad that it’s easier with my husband’s smaller cock. I bob hard and push him into my throat every time. I barely have time to breathe, but I don’t stop, I won’t stop.

“Ahhh shit…fuck…it’s in her…uhnnn…throat…shiiit…”

Mark explodes in my mouth. I nearly cough it up, but this is the third load in my mouth today and practice makes perfect, right? I keep his head in my mouth and stroke his shaft, and he rewards me with a couple more spurts. Mark doesn’t have much to give, but this is also the third time he came today. It’s a relief, anyway. His smaller load goes down smoothly.

“Damn, look at her swallow it all. Wish the rest of you could see this,” Austin marvels. “Very nice.”

Mark shrinks from my lips, and I let him go, panting. I finally have time to catch my breath. I wipe my lips on the back of my hand and smear the little lipstick left. It must be all over my husband’s cock and Sonya’s lips. Above me, Mark pants like he just ran a marathon. His reaction pleases me. Austin drops the tablecloth, and we’re back in darkness.

“It’s your big moment, buddy. Which one of those eager young ladies was your wife? Or do you need a minute?” Austin says.

“Get fucked.” Mark tries to sound tough, but he’s still gasping. “Both of you were amazing, so this isn’t a quality judgment…”

“Just say it, dude. They don’t need your affirmation,” Shaun says.

Speak for yourself, I think.

“It was Tara first and then Sonya.”

I punch Mark hard in the leg. My ring might even draw blood.

“Ouch!” he cries. The guys laugh.

“Oops, you must have guessed wrong. If you need another bed to sleep in tonight, Tara, I’ve got room,” Austin taunts.

“Fuck off,” I call from below the table, but Mark is in trouble. How could be fuck this up? That might be the last time his dick is in my mouth. I hope he liked it. I turn and begin crawling back to my seat.

“I’m jealous. I’m the only one here Tara hasn’t blown,” Shaun pouts.

Austin laughs. “That’s true. You have been denied a world-class blowjob. It’s even better when it’s coming from a suburban soccer mom type like Tara. How about this, ladies? Shaun takes a turn. And this time it’s double or nothing.”

He really can go fuck himself this time. I’m about to emerge from under the table and tell Austin that when Sonya shoots over and goes for her fiancé’s dick.
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Icould just climb out from under the table and let Sonya blow her fiancé in peace. But then she would win by default, and my competitive side won’t allow that. That’s my excuse for staying under the table and waiting for my turn to blow Shaun, anyway. The truth is far darker.

Austin’s games may be demeaning, but they make me feel sexy. But I’m not ready to admit that maybe they do that because they’re demeaning. Maybe coming back to my old college has made me miss being a sex object. Women in their forties just don’t get that kind of attention anymore.

“Awww fuck yeah…I hope that’s Tara down there…uhnnn…I want to know she’s so hungry for cock…aww fuck…” Shaun moans.

“Hey, that’s Tara you’re talking about. She’s Mark’s wife,” Danny chides.

“And she’s got…awww…her lips wrapped around my cock…”

“Maybe,” Austin laughs.

“If it’s that good, it’s Tara,” Mark adds. Hope he doesn’t think that makes up for his terrible guess.

“If it’s Tara…she’s about to get a…uhnnn…reward…”

Shaun’s warning makes Sonya pull away with a loud slurp. Rather than wait for my turn, I crawl up beside her. She’s breathless after giving Shaun her all. She takes my hand and puts it on her fiancé’s dick while she moves aside. I just do not understand these people. They don’t just play with others, but they’re really into sharing.

“Here’s number two,” Shaun chuckles.

I stroke his shaft, but before I can get to work, I hear activity above the table. It freezes me.

“Here comes the salads!” Austin gleefully announces. He loves every second of this. “Take your time and lay them out carefully, guys.”

I’m happy to pause until the wait staff leaves, but Sonya takes my head in both hands and forces me forward. I open my mouth because otherwise, Shaun’s cock would hit me in the face. He slides smoothly between my lips. Sonya makes sure I take him nice and deep. He pushes his hips off the chair, and it’s right at the back of my throat. Shaun’s bigger than I expected—not that I ever gave his dick any thought in the twenty-something years I’ve known him.

Sonya holds my head in place, and my only choices are to suck or choke. If I sputter on Shaun, the waitstaff moving around the table will know we’re down here. I’m sure they’ll recognize the distinctive sound of a woman gagging on a cock. I get to sucking, trying to keep it as quiet as possible.

The risk of discovery electrifies me. I’d die if someone pulled up the tablecloth and these strangers saw me on my knees with a mouthful of cock, but when I consider the possibility that they’d see me being the eager slut I’ve been accused of becoming, I sizzle from head to toe. My pussy is drenched and throbbing. I am sucking Shaun like an eager slut. Has today fundamentally changed me?

“Yeah, you can…uhnnn…take away my soup. I’m almost finished…uhnnn…I mean, finished with it…”

Shaun seems to be play-acting to taunt me, but my tight, sliding lips and hot, wet mouth are giving him plenty of reasons to lose it. I bat Sonya’s hands away. I don’t need her holding me there. I want to make Shaun come.

“Thanks, guys. These look great,” Austin says.

“Give him plenty of tongue. He loves that,” Sonya whispers, aggressively chewing my earlobe. Her sharp teeth make me gasp into my mouthful. Her hands moving to my breasts make me purr. But I don’t need blowjob tips from her. My tongue is already very active on her fiancé’s cock.

“Awww fuck…fuck yeah…that’s it…”

The waitstaff must have departed because even Shaun wouldn’t cut loose like this with them present. His utterance is my only warning before his release spurts into my mouth. He comes with surprising force, like a firehose, blasting one right into the back of my throat. I don’t choke on that because I’m getting good at this again. A few more blowjobs, and I’ll be back in my old college form. God, how many more dicks do I think will be in my mouth today?

Shaun is barely finished when Sonya pulls me off his shaft and fiercely kisses me. I’m so stunned that I sway on my knees, but I still return the kiss, sucking her invading tongue. Her gentle massaging of my breasts turns into a mauling. She leaves me panting.

“It’s not fair you get all the rewards,” she says. “A good friend shares!” Are we friends now because we sucked each other’s men’s cocks?

“I’m going to say that it was Tara who finished me because I really, really want it to be. Holy shit, Mark, you’ve got to get her to go down more if that’s how she sucks dick.”

“Hey, I know I’m a lucky man,” my husband replies.

Sonya pops out from under the table and cheers her man, saying, “You were right. You did so good.” I’m slower to crawl out and get to my feet. The couple is making out like they just did the greatest thing when I see them. I don’t look at Mark. He said he’s good with whatever happens, but I need a minute.

Austin counts out hundred dollar bills from his sheath. I’m too fuzzy headed to remember all his rules and how his double or nothing worked, but he sets ten bills down next to my salad and hands another thousand dollars to Sonya. Reality smacks me in the face. I just got paid to give a blowjob. I truly am a whore. I’m a thousand-dollar whore, at least. I don’t divide by two because I don’t count the money toward sucking my husband’s dick. I don’t touch the stack of bills because the normal part of me still rebels at making it official.

“I need to go to the ladies' room,” I say, snatching my purse from the back of the chair.
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I drop my small clutch on the wide marble counter in the bathroom and its chain skitters across the smooth surface. I’m thankful the upstairs rooms have their own bathroom because I don’t know if I could face strangers right now. There’s a chance someone will intrude from one of the other private dining rooms, but I’m sure the downstairs ladies’ room is busy on a homecoming Saturday night, and I’d have no privacy.

The woman staring back at me in the ornately framed mirror isn’t what I expected. I expect a harried, tired, overwhelmed reflection of myself, like when I have to take Karley to dance on a Friday night after a long work week. That life—our real life—feels very distant right now. So much has happened today that I feel like a decade has passed.

I see a version of myself with blue eyes dancing with fire. My entire face is alight. I almost see the wild college girl I was back when I was a Lockley University student. This me just has a few more laugh lines and freckles. The me I see has tousled hair, and her lipstick is worn away like she’s been up to something sexy and forbidden. The dance mom waiting not-so-patiently for class to end is nowhere to be found.

Slipping into a stall, I hike up my dress and peel my panties down. They’re soaked and uncomfortable. That’s my excuse when I ball them up and tuck them into the bottom of my clutch. I couldn’t possibly have another reason for returning to dinner with no panties. I’m the only one who will know anyway. That’s what I tell myself anyway.

Sonya comes in while I’m freshening my pink lipstick. I finish and blot my lips on a tissue from my clutch.

“I had the same idea. I’m sure my lipstick is worn away, too. Is it?” Sonya could check the mirror. Her tramp-red lipstick is worn away—except where it’s smeared onto her cheek. What was she doing with those dicks? She’s still gorgeous. If I were a guy, I’d want to put my dick in her mouth.

“You have something there,” I reply, pointing.

“Oh, I see it. Whoops! One of the guys could have said something.” She takes a paper towel from the holder and rubs at it.

“They probably thought it was funny.”

“Probably. They can have their fun. I always get what I want in the end.”

I’m sure you do, I think, and immediately feel guilty about it. I’m jealous, but Sonya is not my enemy. We should be sticking together. “About that. You and the guys… You can tell me if I’m out of bounds, but is there something between you and Austin?”

Sonya laughs. “I guess I shouldn’t be surprised you noticed, Tara. I don’t publicize my personal life, but we’ve hardly been hiding it this weekend. I forgot you’re the only person who doesn’t know.”

Only person? What does Mark know?

“Yes, I fuck Austin. You really should, too, if you get the chance. I know you’ve seen his cock—up close—but trust me, girl, he knows what to do with it. God, that man knows exactly how to make me scream.”

“I… uhm… what about Shaun?” I stammer. I suspected as much, but I don’t know what to do with her confirmation. Are they a throuple?

“Obviously, I’m not cheating. I love Shaun. Our arrangement with Austin, and others, was his idea.” Others? “My wonderful fiancé wants me to be well taken care of. More than that, he enjoys watching me get well taken care of. We were both in the Lifestyle before we met. We were connected on a Lifestyle website.”

Lifestyle? What does that mean? “I need you to slow down for a second, Sonya. Do you mean lifestyle like being vegan is a lifestyle?”

“Oh, Tara, I very much enjoy meat. I think you know that.” She laughs, and I feel naive. “Swingers, long-term ones anyway, call what they do the Lifestyle. There are so many flavors in the Lifestyle. Shaun and I mostly fall into the stag and vixen category. He’s allowed to play but prefers watching me.”

Stag and vixen? Play? Swingers! Who are these people? Our college friends have lost their minds. Sonya must read my confusion because she elaborates. “A stag and vixen couple is one where the wife—or female—plays with other men, but the husband generally refrains from being with other women. He gets off on his lady’s fun. Does that make sense, Tara?”

“I understand your words but can’t say they make sense. I can’t even imagine…”

Sonya touches my arm and smiles like she’s patiently waiting for me to catch up. “Don’t you, honey? Mark seemed to quite enjoy when Austin and Danny were taking their pleasure with you. I held his cock. I know exactly how much he enjoyed it.”

“It was just a wild situation. We’re not like you guys. It’s not a thing we do. Mark’s never said anything…”

But didn’t he? Back in our room, he said, It might be my new favorite thing. Sorry, babe, but it’s so hot to see men want you like that. Mark doesn’t just like his friends wanting me. He wants them to have me. Has he been harboring this strange fantasy for our entire marriage? I can’t believe that.

“Many guys have the fantasy, but it’s hard to admit. Even to someone they love. They fear it makes them look like less of a man.”

“Mark can tell me anything. He knows that.” I hope he does. I don’t know how I would have reacted if he told me that he wanted me to fuck other men before this weekend, but I wouldn’t have thrown him out.

“What did he tell you about last night, Tara?”

I go cold, all the passion draining from my body. Mark fucking Sonya behind my back is something I couldn’t forgive. He wouldn’t. Besides, he was all over me when he got back to our room.

Sonya smiles. She truly is beautiful. It’s distracting. “We didn’t have sex, Tara. I’m all about the ethical in ENM. I don’t fuck men behind their wives’ backs. I don’t have to. But Shaun, Austin, and I were very open about our arrangement. It was hard to hide because Austin put a vibrator inside me before we came down to the bar.

“I’m wearing it again now. I don’t know who has control at the moment, but they’ve left it on low most of the night. They only turned it up when we were under the table. Here, I’m sure you can feel it. It’s like a low rumble.”

Sonya presses my hand to her crotch. I’m so stunned I let her. The vibration is soft, but it’s there. She’s pleased by my surprise. Mark would never ask me to do such a thing. Does he want that, too? Would I? Hell no, jumps to the front of my mind. I do try to be open. I’ve been very open today, but doing things in public just seems too risky. Sonya pushes against my hand, and I push back. The vibrations get stronger.

“I’m sure it seems crazy to you, like the rest of this, but trust me, Tara, it’s incredible to hand that kind of control over to someone else. The anticipation is so delicious. I’ve become quite good at keeping my poker face, even when I’m screaming inside. Perhaps you should get one and offer control to Mark.”

Right. Like I would hand my husband a sex toy and ask him to use it on me in public. I wouldn’t even do that in our bedroom. Mark knows I have a vibrator, but he’s never used it on me. I’ve never thought to ask for that.

“And Austin turned it up and down at the bar last night?” I ask. Oh god, I’d die! I could not keep calm if that thing was buzzing inside me.

“They all did. It’s controlled through Bluetooth with an app. He passed it around. The guys took turns tormenting me.” Sonya watches me closely. “Yes, even Mark. Don’t be angry, Tara. He hesitated, but he didn’t want to be left out. And then they had to pry it out of his hand. Your lovely husband was determined to make me come right there in front of everyone.”

“I’m not angry.” It’s not a lie. I’m jealous, but now I’m jealous that I wasn’t there, not that Mark played with her app. I know I would have done it, too.

Sonya smiles. “I can see you want to try it. It would blow your mind, Tara. Fighting for control in front of all those people is incredible. Losing it is even better.”

I try to tell her that I’m thinking about controlling the vibrator, not taking its teasing, but she pushes her hand inside the fold of my wrap dress. I stiffen when her fingers glance over my mound. I moan when they slip up my furrow.

“You’re not some average neighborhood mom, are you Tara? Do you always go without panties? The folks at home probably have no idea, but I see the tigress in you. Your pussy tells the truth. You love all of this. Which one of the guys do you want to fuck first? I’ll let you have your pick.”

“Ahhh…god…Sonya…”

“Austin is incredible, but I’m very curious about Danny. I love his body. No, I haven’t fucked him…yet.” Sonya seems to read me as easily as Austin. “I’d love to have Mark, too, if you don’t mind. He owes me.”

“I…ahhh…don’t…”

Sonya pulls her hand from my dress just as the door swings open. Two older women stroll in and stare like Sonya and I are up to something. We’re standing close, but they didn’t see anything. Sonya kisses me. When I see the ladies blanche at the brazen display, I push my tongue into her mouth. Sonya is right. I do have a wild side dying to get out, and I’m out of excuses to keep it leashed. It’s time to let my inner slut come out to play.
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“Iwas starting to think you girls ran off together,” Austin says when we return.

I still taste Sonya’s kiss on my lips, and the idea is tempting—at least for tonight. Going back to the hotel with her would still be wrong, but not as wrong as surrendering my body to the guys again. They won’t stop at oral this time. I keep trying to believe that’s not inevitable. I know that’s naive. If I don’t want to end up naked with these guys, I should leave now. I slide into my seat between Austin and my husband.

“Could you blame me? Tara is a hottie,” Sonya says. “But I wouldn’t do that. I wouldn’t deny letting my Shaun watch.”

“That’s why you’re the perfect woman, baby,” Shaun says, kissing her.

“Don’t forget it,” she replies.

Mark does not get a kiss from me. I’m still angry that he let me walk into that tailgate today without knowing Austin, Sonya, and Shaun are swingers. I hate being the only one in the group who’s left out. Mark will pay for that.

“We did have a lovely chat while we were gone. Sonya brought me up to speed,” I say, giving Mark a death stare. I turn to Austin and smile. “Sounds like you three have quite the fun arrangement.”

Austin briefly shows surprise before returning my smile. I’m happy I knocked him off-kilter, even for a moment. Was he surprised that Sonya told me or that Mark hadn’t done it already? Is he surprised I’m so chill about it? Mark and I don’t come from a world of swinging key parties.

“Sonya’s a fun girl. Turns out you are, too, Tara. I’ll admit, you impressed me this afternoon. I love a woman who’s more than what she seems.”

“Why are you so surprised by me? We’ve hardly spent time together in the last few years, Austin. How can you have any idea who I am?” I dig into my salad to try and seem casual.

“Oh, I know you were fun back in college. Maybe not like today, but fun. But I’ll admit it. I thought you’d just slipped into middle age like any other neighborhood mom. I’ve never been happier to be wrong.”

“That’s why you should never make assumptions, brother. Tara’s in her sexual prime. We’re lucky she shared it with us,” Danny interjects.

“Thank you, sweetie,” I reply, blowing him a kiss. I won’t be offended by the middle-age part. I tell Austin, “That’s just because I sucked your dick.”

“That’s a fucking good reason to be happy. You’re damn good at it.” Austin stares at my lips when he says it. My dirty side is happy he wants more. My normal side is scandalized that I really want to give it to him.

“Thanks,” I reply.

“I’m surprised since Mark said you don’t do it much anymore,” he adds.

I fix my best evil grin. “Mark said I don’t blow him much anymore.”

“Oh, damn. You are fun, Tara. Were you holding out on us, buddy? You didn’t say a thing when we were talking about Sonya last night.”

“I’m as surprised as you are, man,” Mark grumbles.

“How fun are you?” Austin asks.

“We’ll see, I guess. The night is still young,” I reply, stuffing a forkful of salad into my mouth.
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Dinner is delicious. I’ve never had such a buttery-soft, perfectly cooked filet. The baked potato is as big as my fist and drowned in butter. The green beans have perfect snap. There is way too much food, and I don’t even try to finish it, as tempted as I am. I cannot be weighed down by a pound of red meat tonight of all nights.

And the wine flows freely, of course. I pace myself because I do not want to be drunk. If I’m going to throw all caution to the wind tonight, I must do it with a clear head. But that doesn’t stop Austin from keeping my glass full. Sonya doesn’t seem to have my reservations. She drains every refill.

We have a digestion break before dessert is served. Austin takes Mark and Shaun over to the wing chairs by the giant fireplace to share an expensive brandy. Danny declines the invitation. I should be angry the women aren’t included, but I know he’s just playing a power game. I let Mark have his fun. He’ll have to pay for it later.

Sonya and I decamp to the other sitting area, joined by Danny. He’s a wise man to stick with the women. Mark keeps looking over. He knows he’s in trouble. Does he think my revenge will be having a threesome with Danny and Sonya? He should be that lucky!

“What do you think of this arrangement between Sonya, Shaun, and Austin?” I ask Danny.

“Hey, different strokes, right? I didn’t know anything about it until last night, but they aren’t the only poly people I know.”

“We’re not really a throuple,” Sonya clarifies. “I’m not going to live happily ever after with two husbands. That would be exhausting. It’s purely sexual.”

“Maybe that makes more sense if any of it makes sense,” I reply.

“I don’t know what doesn’t make sense about it. I like sex. More sex is better. Two men are better than one. And Austin does things for me that Shaun does not. Plus, Shaun gets his voyeur itch scratched. Everyone is happy. I’d think you’d understand after this afternoon.”

Sonya’s point sounds like a slam, but I know it’s not. Fucking two men really is that simple for her. I had fun with the guys in that camper van, but I don’t know if it could ever be that simple for me. Even now, when I’ve decided I’m open to whatever happens—within limits—it doesn’t feel simple. I understand that Mark and I have lost our minds.

“The fun part of it is easy to understand, although that still feels wrong on some level,” I begin. Sonya laughs, and I pause. “But I don’t know if I could have a regular sexual thing with someone and not have feelings happen. It’s just too dangerous. And I don’t know how Mark could live with me having a boyfriend, even if it were just sexual. Could you share your partner like that, Danny?”

“I don’t want to sound like a hypocrite because we just hooked up, and you’re Mark’s wife, but I don’t think so.”

Sonya and I both laugh. I reply, “Okay, so someone else’s wife can suck your dick, but you wouldn’t let yours suck someone else’s?”

Danny grins. “It’s a good thing I don’t have a wife anymore and don’t have to make that decision. But hey, you’re hot, Tara. Anytime you want to fool around, I’m down if Mark is cool with it.”

His fingers curl around mine, and my core tightens when I think about how hard he made me come with his mouth. I’m lucky Danny lives so far away because keeping him as a lover would be tempting. Mark’s desire to watch me would surely be tested. But no, I couldn’t keep a regular lover. Danny is a great guy. I love my husband, but how could I not fall for Danny? Besides, I don’t want us to become those kinds of people. No offense to Sonya and Shaun, but I do not want us to become swingers—no matter how fun this weekend is.

“Typical man,” Sonya chuckles. “Wants all the benefits but none of the sacrifice.”

“I don’t see it that way,” he defends.

“Of course not. I think Austin feels the same way. He’s happy to fuck other men’s women, but I don’t think he’d share his own.” Sonya shrugged. “It’s a good thing you’re both hot. I don’t care how you feel as long as I get what I need. You should feel the same way, Tara.”

“About the guys? We have a very long history, but we’re all just friends. There’s nothing more than that. There couldn’t be.”

Sonya laughs. “I meant, who cares how they feel? This isn’t about their feelings. If they’re available, take your pleasure from them. I do not need a man to be a perfect feminist ally to fuck me. I just need them to have a nice dick and know how to use it.”

“Wow, I guess that’s true. But wow,” I reply.

Sonya’s honesty is bracing. I don’t know if I’ve ever known another woman like her. She might be the perfect match for Austin, even though she’s with Shaun. But I could never be that mercenary about sex. I don’t need to fall in love to have a good time, but I can’t see it as meaningless either. Part of me might want to be as free as Sonya, but deep down, that’s just not who I am.

“Oh! Ooooo…” Sonya jolts, then settles into her chair with a satisfied smile. Her eyes close and she tenses before slouching lower like she wants to melt into the chair. She tightly grips the armrests and looks like she’s trying to control her breathing. “Those bastards…ahhh…” She smiles when she says it.

“I guess you wore that thing again,” Danny says.

“Is it that…ahhh…obvious?” Sonya purrs.

Danny laughs. “Just be happy you’re among friends here. I’m not sure you want to act like that in public…again.”

“Says you…oooo…”

I need a moment to catch on, but when Sonya moves her hips, I realize someone’s playing with her vibrator. She closes her eyes and enjoys it. Even in the safety of friends, I could never deliberately just let go like that with others around. All my behavior earlier was instinctual. I never had time to stop and think. Seeing the remote control vibrator’s effect on Sonya convinces me I could never wear something like that in public.

Austin is smirking and playing with his phone when I look over. He watches Sonya and swipes his finger on the screen. She yelps and sinks lower in the chair. Her thighs are tense, and her labored breathing makes her thrust out her chest. I recoil from the thought of being a spectacle like that, but my wild side is jealous that she’s having all the fun.

“You’d better…ohhh…not just be…ohhh…teasing…mmmmeee…” Sonya calls out.

“Don’t you know better than that, Sonya? I always make it pay off in the end,” Austin replies.

“Ahhh…mmm…yesss…”

I stalk over to Austin and try to snag the phone from his hand. He instead grabs my wrist and twists to pull me onto his lap. He doesn’t hurt me, but the force leaves me breathless. His erection stabs my soft butt the moment it lands.

“I know you have better manners than that, Tara. Ask if you want something. Didn’t you teach your kids they don’t just grab things out of people’s hands?”

“Haha. Let me up.”

I try to rise, but his arm is a steel cable around my waist. All my wiggling makes his hard-on jump against my ass. My breasts bounce with the struggle, drawing Shaun’s avid attention. Austin’s phone is held out in his other hand, and he slides his thumb up and down the screen. Sonya yelps from the other side of the big room. Austin has both of us under his control.

“Don’t be in such a rush. I’ll show you how to play with Sonya if you’re curious.”

“Are you enjoying yourself, Austin?” I ask, my struggle weakening. His lump is nestled right between my cheeks now, and I may be grinding his lap more than I’m trying to get away.

“Can’t you tell, Tara?”

“Some help here, please?” I glare at my husband.

Mark has never looked so torn. I see the passion burn in his eyes. He likes seeing me on Austin’s lap. But he knows he’s supposed to protect his wife. Mark finally speaks. “Hey, if she really wants to get up…”

If, I think. Unbelievable! I want to understand Mark’s fetish for watching me, but I can’t understand how he can throw me to Austin for the thrill of watching me get fucked. The only reason I’m not furious is because the arm around my waist is loose now. Austin will let me up if I want to go. I gyrate my ass in his lap while I watch my husband and decide I’ll stay put for a while.

“Do you want to get up, honey?” Austin asks.

“Show me how this app works,” I reply, hating that I sound breathless.

“The toy in Sonya’s pussy is linked to her phone through Bluetooth, and then I can control it from an app on my phone. I can set it to follow a program or manually turn it up and down. Here, you should give it a try.”

Austin takes my hand and extends one of my fingers to touch his phone. I push a dot on a graph to the top.

“Ohhh fuck…fuck Auuustin…” Sonya cries.

“Whoa, don’t kill the woman,” he says, chuckling. Austin guides my finger to drag the dot down again. “Take the phone and experiment. Just remember that you don’t have to get her there all at once. Sonya enjoys the ride.”

Austin puts the phone in my hand, and I drag the dot around with my other hand. Sonya’s cries rise and fall while I move the dot. Having control over her body like that is a heady feeling. I could make her come whenever I want. My pussy throbs when I think about handing someone that kind of control over me. God, I don’t know if I could do it, but my dark side wants to try. I swipe up and down on the screen in a wave pattern.

“Oooo…god…what…are…you…doing…to…me…ahhh fuck…”

I watch Sonya writhe, and I want to make her come, but also, I don’t. I drop the dot low, and she sags into the chair, panting. I count to ten and pull the dot higher again.

“Fuuuuck…you…ohhh…motherfucker…”

“You’re cruel, Tara,” Austin chuckles, nuzzling past my hair. Hot breath on my neck makes me shiver. His beard makes me squirmy.

“Damn, I love what you’re doing, Tara, but Sonya’s going to kill you when this is over,” Shaun says. He keeps looking back and forth like he can’t choose between watching me or his fiancée.

“I could never be so mean,” Austin says,

“I’m not being…mmm…mean. What are you doing, Austin?” His lips on my neck are a pleasant distraction.

“Helping you enjoy yourself, Tara. Keep toying with Sonya, and don’t mind me.”

“I think she’s doing research. Tara is going to make Mark order one of these,” Shaun says.

“That would be something,” Mark says. He’s only watching me, not Sonya. Austin’s hungry lips are busy on my neck. My husband truly does love this. I can’t worry about what that means right now.

“I could…mmmm…never,” I reply.

Austin’s laugh tickles my neck. “I’m sure you never thought you’d do a lot of things, honey. You’re going to have to reevaluate that after this weekend. It’s okay to admit you’re still a fun girl, Tara. Being a suburban mom doesn’t mean you have to be boring.”

“There’s a lot between…mmmm, Austin…boring and…ahhh…this…”

“Okay…I’ve…ohhh…had…enough…fuck…time…to…ahhh…pay off…” Sonya pants.

“Hey, don’t blame me. Tara’s been in charge of that thing,” Austin defends.

“What the fuck…” Sonya moans, looking over.

Sonya starts out of the chair, and I dial her vibrator up high. She sinks back down and wails. Her hand slides into her lap, but Danny finally gets off the sidelines and kneels in front of her. I can’t quite see from here, but it looks like he slides her dress higher. His hand stays between her legs.

“Ohhh…ohhh…yeah…yeah…fuck…ohhh yeah…Danny…fuck yeah…”

I wish I knew exactly what Danny was doing to her because, between my control of her vibrator and his hands, Sonya has a crushing orgasm. She wails so loudly that she slaps a hand over her mouth and writhes in the chair. All I can think while watching her is that I need to come, too.
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Austin is ready to help me get that orgasm my body is aching for. While I’ve been distracted watching Sonya get off, he’s untied the knot at my waist. He pulls my wrap dress open, exposing my dark green lingerie to Shaun and Mark. How strange is it that another man is exposing me to my husband? But they aren’t the only ones to see me.

“I thought you might need refills,” Izzy says, setting drinks down beside us.

I’d forgotten she was even in the room. What does this college girl think of these depraved, decadent adults? Is she disgusted or intrigued? Her eyes sweep over my body. I move to pull my dress back into place, but Austin stops me. I don’t know why I let him. Izzy smiles with approval.

“Perfect. You’re always there when I need you,” he says.

“I’m here to serve, Mr. Allen.”

“And you do it so well.”

Austin pushes his hand inside my lacy green panties. I moan while trying to squeeze my thighs closed. He still finds my furrow. I knew I’d be exposed to Mark and Shaun, but how can I let this girl see me like this? Izzy holds her tray and watches.

“Shall I tell them to hold dessert?” she asks. I hear Sonya still moaning on the other side of the room over the girl’s voice.

“Perhaps.” Austin looks down at his fingers moving inside my stretched panties. I’m embarrassed by how eagerly my hips move. Izzy knows this isn’t my husband touching me—not that Mark making me a spectacle would be any better. “But first, could you lend a hand?”

“Anything, Mr. Allen.”

“These panties are in my way.”

“I can take care of that.” Izzy says it like he just asked for a slice of lime in his drink. Our bartender smoothes her tight black skirt and sinks to her knees.

“You don’t have to…ahhh…do…ahhh…”

Austin finds my button just in time to stop me from finishing my sentence. Pleasure pulses through me, and I don’t want to protest. Izzy grabs my panties at my waist and rolls them down. My knee-high boots are no problem for her. Looking down to see her kneeling between my thighs and watching Austin toy with my smooth pussy is surreal. I knew something might happen when I touched up my grooming after my shower, but I didn’t anticipate this.

Izzy’s bright blue eyes blaze up at me when she leans in and kisses my thigh. Her soft lips are so good. She licks Austin’s slick fingers, which are still busy in my pink furrow. He draws back, and her tongue slips in to replace them.

“Ahhh god…I can’t believe…ahhh…”

“Believe it, Tara,” Austin whispers between kisses on my neck. “This is happening because you want it to.”

I do, but I don’t. However, the don’t side doesn’t seem to matter anymore. I’m helpless to resist my erotic impulses. The pretty blonde bartender’s tongue explores my flower, and I moan for more. Austin’s hands move to my breasts, mashing them through the lacy bra that matched my panties—when they were on me. It’s unlined and just as frilly and see-thru as the panties were. He easily finds my excited nipples and rolls them through the lace. I cry out, pushing them into his hands and grinding my butt into his lap. God, I hope I make him come in his expensive slacks.

Mark watches me with hooded eyes and his mouth hanging open. He doesn’t look upset that his wife is so easy. If he’s conflicted, he doesn’t show it. All I see is hunger for more and a tent in his pants. I writhe on Austin’s lap and hook my leg over Izzy’s shoulder to trap her mouth on my pussy. Mark smiles.

Austin pulls the straps from my shoulder and folds my bra down. My warm, soft globes fill his hands. He’s not gentle, and I don’t want him to be. Underwires dig into my ribs, and I reach back and unhook my bra. It falls away, and I’m nude except for the wrap dress hanging on my arms and my boots. God, I’m such a tramp! Shaun has a front-row seat to my debauchment. He looks like he wants popcorn for the show.

“She’s fucking sexy, man. You’re so fucking lucky to have such a hot wife. We’re both lucky guys to have wild, sexy women,” Shaun says.

“Yeah, they’re incredible,” Mark replies, sounding like he’s in a trance. He leans forward in his chair for a closer look.

“Don’t worry you’ll get sick of this, Mark. Seeing your woman being used never gets old.” Shaun raises a glass, but my husband is too busy watching me to toast him.

Is that what’s happening to me? Am I being used? Maybe. I feel like I’m being worshipped. Izzy devours my pussy like it’s a rich dessert, and Austin endlessly teases my breasts. My swollen tips are screaming from the attention. It’s not right, but if this is being used, they can use me anytime they like.

“Hear that, Tara. Mark thinks this is incredible. I can do anything I want to you tonight,” Austin growls in my ear. “How does it feel to be given away?”

“Ahhh…I…”

“I’ve been waiting for this since college, honey. I’m going to fuck you silly tonight.”

“Ahhh god…yesss…”

Austin raises his voice. “Hear that, buddy? Tara needs a good, hard fucking. You don’t mind if I give it to her, do you?”

“Damn it. Give her what she wants,” Mark says, licking his lips. He’s sweating just sitting there.

“Ahhh god…ahhh yesss…ohmygod…ahhh fuck…yesss!”

The orgasm rolls through me, and I melt into Austin. Izzy laps at my gushing pussy even harder. The girl is almost as good down there as Danny. She keeps my climax rolling and rolling.

“I love it when you come, Tara. Glad I’m going to hear it a lot tonight,” Austin chuckles.

“Ahhh…god…yesss…”

Izzy disentangles from my legs. Austin rubs my swollen, sensitive mound and comments, “Fuck, you’re soaked.” I am. His big cock would slide right into me. I climb to my feet, shaky on my high-heeled boots. Izzy offers a steadying hand. I kiss her. Tasting my pleasure on her lips makes me drive my tongue deep into her mouth. A switch has flipped, and I’m acting on pure sexual instinct.

I grope the bartender, and I’m frustrated that I can’t feel her small, high breasts through what must be a very padded bra. Do guys feel this disappointment? Izzy quickly flicks her buttons, opening her vest and shirt. Her pretty white bra is indeed all padding under a lacy shell. Its front clasp is deceptively difficult to open, giving me new sympathy for all those fumbling guys from my past. Finally, her perky breasts are in my hands. Izzy has great tits. They’re small but perfect.

Austin turns me from the bartender, and I try to shove him away. I was having fun with her. But Austin gets what he wants. The audacious man literally throws me over his shoulder and carries me off like a caveman. I laugh maniacally.

Hanging upside down, I see Sonya and Danny have changed places. He’s sitting and she’s on her knees, head bobbing in his lap. Neither of them looks over. They’re happy with each other.

Austin dumps me on the table. The linen is soft under me, and the wildflower centerpiece is next to my head. I sit up and kiss him. I’ve never wanted to kiss a man more. It’s one of those incendiary movie kisses lovers share while tearing at each other’s clothes. I’m trying to wrestle his jacket off. I don’t have much more to strip. He slaps my hands away and pushes me flat on the table again. Austin needs to be in charge. I’ll let him think he is.

He wants me to watch him strip like he’s unwrapping my present. I prop up on my arms and shamelessly, hungrily watch like he’s right. His jacket is dropped, and his tie shed. Austin peels his shirt away, and I smile because he’s just as hot as he felt through his clothes. He’s ripped and broad-chested. Even better, that chest is dusted with fine brown hair. I like a man who looks like a man. I’m not interested in boys.

My core tightens when his pants drop. That thing is big. He’s so thick I’d be scared if I wasn’t aching to be filled. It jumps with his heartbeat before he strokes it. Excitement drips from the tip. I’m thrilled because that excitement is for me. Austin said he’s been waiting to fuck me since college. I don’t know if I can live up to that, but I’m dying to try. My thighs open.

Austin pushes my legs open wider and lifts one so that my boot rests on his shoulder. He grins when rubbing his fat, flared head up and down my slick furrow makes me whimper. Being such an eager slut has never been my thing—my husband’s never seen this side of me—but I can’t hide how much I want Austin. I need him to fuck me.

“Ahhh…my god…yesss…” I cry when he spears me.

I watch him fill me, not quite believing that it’s happening. I look so stretched around him. God, I feel stretched! I’d know this wasn’t my husband inside me if I were blindfolded. I’m sorry, Mark, but he’s so thick. Austin gives me about half, pulls back, and thrusts deeper. Ohmygod! One more time, and I’m filled with him. For the first time in over twenty years, the man inside me is not my husband. Oh god, I truly am a slut!

“Fuck, you’re tight, Tara,” Austin groans. “I need to open this cunt up.” Has Mark ever said cunt to me? I know it’s a slam against my husband, but I’m too breathless to correct him. Mark is plenty big enough.

“Ahhh…yesss…”

Austin holds the leg against his chest for leverage and slowly, deeply drills me. I can’t stop moaning. I just feel so filled. The way he stares down at me like I’m the sexiest woman on the planet melts me. Ohmygod! Right now, Austin could do anything he pleases with me.

“Yeah…that’s a girl who needs a…good…hard…fucking…” Austin grunts, punctuating those last words with deep power thrusts. I hear my pussy cling to him with every one. I feel like he’s turning me inside out, but it doesn’t hurt. It’s so good.

“Ahhh…yesss…oh god…”

“All those times hearing her, I always wondered how this looks. Tara’s an even hotter fuck than I imagined. Look at those titties. Damn, they’re nice.”

The words are Shaun’s. He’s here watching me rather than watching Danny with his fiancée. I’d feel a certain way about that if I were her, but being the center of attention makes me blaze. Shaun is another man who’s thought about fucking me for decades. I don’t care if being shared is immoral. Every woman should be made to feel this sexy. Shaun isn’t even my type, but I know I’ll let him have me. He leans in to maul my quivering tits.

Mark appears on Austin’s other side. How is my husband watching another man fuck me? What is he thinking? I have a clue because his cock is out, and he’s stroking it. It seems impossible, but he loves having a slutty wife. Mark watching spikes my pleasure. I swear Austin’s only been fucking me for a couple of minutes, but I’m already peaking.

“Ohmygod! Ohmygod! Ahhhh yesss…ohmygod…fuck…fuck me!” I cry.

“Does…she…always come so…fucking…easy…” Austin marvels. He’s working hard, but he’s barely broken a sweat.

“Yesss…yesss…” I wail, even though it’s not true.

“You have her so damn hot.” Mark sounds like he can’t believe his eyes. I’d reassure him if I weren’t so busy coming.

“Her alley cat was dying to come out. This is the real Tara, not the PTA mom,” Austin says.

I’m both! I shout in my head.

Austin pulls out and all I want is to be filled by him again. I must moan my disappointment because he chuckles and says, “Don’t worry, honey. We’re not done with you yet. Far from it.”
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Iwonder if Austin is going to give Shaun a turn—or my husband. Funny how I don’t think about Mark having me next. I am his wife, after all. But no. Austin just wants to flip me over. I grunt when he pulls me to my feet and turns me around. I’m glad I have the table to lean on because I’m weak in the knees.

“Mind if we join the party?” Sonya asks. She strolls into view, trailed by Danny, who’s still fastening his belt. She’s gloriously naked, except for her heels. Black hair flows down to the dimples above her ass. Her breasts are flawless rounds capped by thick, dark tips. A colorful tattoo of intertwined vines climbs up her left side from her hip. Her body is a perfect canvas. The petite Asian is truly a stunning woman. Even I want to fuck her.

“Did you have fun, baby?” Shaun asks.

“Danny is so good—and delicious,” she replies, licking her lips. “But not as much fun as Tara’s having. I need to fix that.”

Sonya presses that perfect body against my husband. Even though I’m dying for Austin to fill me again, acid jealousy burns my stomach. She replaces Mark’s hand on his cock with hers.

“I’ll take care of that for you, but first, you owe me,” she says.

Austin pushes me down so I’m fully bent over the table. I’m flattened to the linen and try to push up, but his hand on my back is firm. Sonya climbs onto the table just beside me and spreads her legs wide, heels hooked on the edge. Mark drops into a chair between her thighs, and Sonya pulls him to her pussy by his hair. I want to tell her to slow down—that’s my husband—but Austin chooses that moment to shove his thick shaft back inside me.

“Ahhh…god…” I moan. Mark looks up to see me prone and impaled by his friend, but then Sonya pulls his mouth back to her mound.

“Don’t worry, you’ll see a lot of Tara getting railed before the guys are done with her. Focus on me right now,” Sonya says. “Oooo fuck…that’s good, baby…right there…”

I hate Mark making another woman moan. I hate seeing him go down on her at all when it’s been so long since he’s done it to me. He must have felt the same way when he watched me suck Austin and Danny. Do we owe each other apologies, or are we even?

Austin ensures I can’t focus on jealousy. His magnificent cock demands my attention. He started slow the first time he took me, but he’s no longer gentle. His cock rams home, stealing my breath. His fingers tighten in the soft flesh of my hips, and he plows me hard. The table shakes from the power of his thrusts, making half-filled glasses dance all around me.

“Keep that ass in the air, Tara,” he says, slapping my haunch. He spanks me harder, and I boost my butt, but I don’t like that he presumes he can spank me.

“Ahhh…fffuck…fffuck…ahhh god…”

I want to tell Austin fuck you, but the rough treatment feels so good. Mark and I always make love—today, notwithstanding. This is fucking. I’d forgotten how good it feels to just be fucked. I’m not ordinarily a submissive woman, but deep down, I love being taken.

“Nice to see…uhnnn…that tramp stamp is…uhnnn…holding up, honey…” Austin grunts.

“Looks even better above that rounder ass,” Danny says.

“Look at that ass shake when Austin hits it! Fuck the shit out of her man,” Shaun adds. His enthusiasm sounds oddly more directed at Austin than me, but I’m glad the guys like my ass, I guess.

“Fuck! Fuck! Yeah! Get in there! Yes! Right there, Mark! Ohhh fuck, yes!” Sonya cries.

My head, pinned to the table, is turned to face her. I can’t see my husband from this position, but my view of her ass is perfect. She pushes her hips at Mark’s face, and her perfect tits bounce alluringly. I try to be proud that my husband is making her crazy—instead of feeling jealous. But mostly, I’m just overwhelmed by how amazing Austin’s cock feels while he plunders my pussy.

Austin is so deep in this position. He feels bigger than before, and my sheath clings to his pistoning shaft. Ecstasy ripples through me with every thrust like a constant earthquake. My wild, rhythmic cries must sound like I’m endlessly coming, except that I start shrieking when Austin summons another climax from my supplicant body.

“Ahhh…AHHH…ahhh god…fuck…ahhh god…”

“Damn, you’ve got her coming again!” Shaun cheers. “Wonder how many times you can get her off?”

Austin laughs. “Oh, I’m sure Tara can go all night. Can’t you, honey?”

“Ahhh…god…please…”

I don’t know why I’m crying please, but Austin pulls out right after that. I need a break, but I don’t want him to stop. I’m so torn. I really do want him to fuck me all night, even if I’m afraid it might kill me. I lay on the table panting with my ass in the air. I don’t even try to get up.

“Ohmygod, that was good!” Sonya moans, pulling Mark’s face from between her thighs. Panting, she tells me, “I hope he’s going down every night because he’s so good at it. I’m jealous, girl.” She reaches over and slaps my butt. Does everyone think they can just manhandle me? “Come with me, baby. You’ve earned a reward.”

Sonya hops off the table and leads my husband away by the hand. Where does she think she’s taking him? Mark is still my man. I push up from the table, too, but it takes a minute. I think I’m in pretty good shape, but all this action is taking a toll. I’m feeling sore.

“Do you need a break?” Austin asks, still huffing. I’m happy to see he’s out of breath and sweating. I’m not the only human here.

“I can take whatever you’ve got. Looks like you need a break.” I kiss him and grab his cock, which literally drips with my pleasure.

Austin squeezes a round cheek and palms one of my breasts. I flick my tongue deeper into his mouth. He’s given me two orgasms, but my desire for him hasn’t been slaked.

“I’m good, Tara, but I thought one of the other guys deserves a turn,” he says.

“A turn? Did I agree to fuck all of you tonight? Am I that easy?” I smile when I say it.

“Aren’t you? Seems to me you’ve been craving it all day. It makes me think we should have done this years ago. I wish we’d known Mark was into sharing you. Think of all the fun we could have had in that apartment back in college.”

“I wasn’t that kind of girl,” I insist, while casually stroking his cock and letting him grope me.

“Okay,” Austin laughs.

“Tara, don’t feel like you have to…” Danny says.

I turn and hungrily kiss him, thinking, Oh god, stop being so sensitive and fuck me! Austin is right. I am that kind of girl. What if I’d known about Mark’s kink all those years ago? Would I have learned how thrilling all this attention can be? Would they have passed me around their apartment every night? God, I can’t think about that!

Motion catches my eye. Sonya has laid Mark down on that silly doe-skin rug in front of the fireplace, and she’s riding him. I don’t want him looking up and seeing that goddess fucking him. He’ll never look at me the same way again. I need to prove I’m just as sexy as she is. I take Danny’s hand and drag him over to join them.

I try to give Danny my full attention while we kiss, and I strip him, but I can’t look away from Sonya riding my husband. The sway of her breasts is hypnotizing, and I just want to run my fingers through her cascade of silky raven hair. Her tattoo looks alive with motion. I want to touch her body all over. Mark feels the same way. He runs his hands all over her smooth body.

“Tara, do you want this?” Danny asks, taking my face in his hands and focusing my on him. His slate-gray eyes are so pretty. I kiss him.

“I do, fuck me, Danny…”

Danny lays me beside my husband and slides between my legs. I pull them back and spread wide. He slots into me, and I gasp, wrapping my legs around him. Danny isn’t as thick as Austin, but he’s large, too. He fills me perfectly. A wild thought strikes me. Danny is the third man to fuck me today. Who am I? What kind of woman fucks three different men in one day? The kind who sucks four different men in the same day, I realize.

My concerns slide away when he moves inside me. My sheath ripples around Danny, accepting him with the joy that should be reserved only for my husband. I can get lost in my head all I want, but my body knows what it needs. Taking a new man feels so good—no matter how wrong it is to fuck my third man of the day. Austin was right. I do crave it. The guys can use me all night. I’ve become a slave to my carnal desires.

“Ahhh god…yesss…Danny…ohmygod…yesss…”
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Danny gives me the slow, deliberate fucking that every girl dreams about. He’s so fit and in such control of his body that every motion feels like it’s designed to give me pleasure. He does this twist with his hips that feels like he’s somehow stirring his cock inside me. Ohmygod! Austin might have possessed my body, but Danny makes me glow because it feels like it’s all about me.

Mark stares at me fully giving myself to another man. How can he watch this? I stare at Danny with what must seem like love to Mark. My mouth hangs open, and the whimpering, moaning noises must make my husband believe this is the best sex I’ve ever had—whether it’s true or not. Sonya may be riding my husband, but he doesn’t seem as lost in her as I am in Danny.

I look at Mark and feel like I need to apologize for how much I love this. I don’t know that I would stop Danny if Mark demanded it. I’m too deep into this. But my husband’s eyes are on fire. Watching me is turning him on more than stunning Sonya riding him, and it makes me throb.

Danny’s shaft hits all the right places, and every thrust pushes a fresh wave of pleasure through my body. I plant my heels on the rug to push back up at his thrusts.

“Mmm, those boots feel nice, Tara. I like fucking a woman in boots,” Danny moans. He’s so smooth, like driving me crazy requires no effort at all. Meanwhile, I’m losing my mind.

“Ahhh yesss…yesss…ahhh god…Danny…”

Another orgasm builds in me. They seem to come so easily, so quickly now. I scramble, reaching for Mark’s hand. He clasps it tightly. My nails dig into his palm when it floods me, washing any reservations away. I don’t worry about my husband’s reaction to it. I just surrender to feeling everything.

“Ahhh god…ahhh fuck…fuck…Dannyyy…”

“Come for me, Tara. You’re so beautiful when you’re coming. You feel so good when you’re coming,” Danny coos.

I yank him down and force him to kiss me. We devour each other when our bodies press together. Danny’s hips churn harder. He grinds with every thrust, somehow pushing deeper. My nails dig into his back. I don’t care if it draws blood. I’m losing my mind. And Mark has a front-row seat for all of it.

“I can’t believe my baby’s magic cunt hasn’t made you come yet,” Shaun says. His words only just penetrate my erotic fog.

“He’s a little distracted. I’d take it personally, but watching Danny make Tara come so hard is hot,” Sonya gasps. “You like watching the guys make her come, don’t you? Come on, Mark. Answer me!”

“Yeah…dammit…yes…” Mark moans.

“Ahhh my…fucking god…yes…fuuuck Dannyyy…” I shriek, coming again.

My mouth is torn away from my lover’s, and I see my husband again. Sonya holds his jaw to make him look at her while she works her hips. Mark still holds my hand, but his other is on her hip.

“Come on, man. Give my girl the fucking she deserves. Sonya needs it just as bad as Tara,” Shaun encourages. He’s undoing his pants while he stands beside them.

Sonya laughs. The crazy girl loves all of this. “I don’t know about that.”

“Let’s see,” Shaun says, pulling out his cock.

Shaun holds the back of her head and feeds Sonya his shaft. She knows just what to do and opens wide. He smoothly disappears into her mouth, right to the root. Sonya’s strange, garbled moans are electrifying. I’m finally distracted from Danny’s exquisite screwing by Sonya’s sexy display.

Sonya is incredibly coordinated. I don’t think I could do that. She doesn’t miss a beat bouncing on my husband’s cock while being fed dick by her fiancé. Mark lets go of my hand so he can grab her bouncing globes. He mauls her tits much harder than he’d ever handle me. Sonya’s muffled howl is disturbing but strangely sexy. I’m envious she has all that attention, but frightened that I couldn’t handle it.

“I’m definitely feeling left out now,” Austin says.

“Jump right in, man,” Shaun grunts.

“I think I will.”

Austin is gloriously naked, showing off that impressive physique he must work so hard on. Speaking of hard-ons, his monster juts out with that wonderful curve that makes me come so easily. I’m shocked to see Izzy beside him, completely topless.

“Don’t get too close, brother,” Danny warns when Austin kneels beside us.

“You’re gonna wanna shift then. I’m coming in.”

No one asks what I want. The guys simply move around like I’m theirs to use as they please. I wonder where they got that idea? Danny sits back on his heels and pulls me forward by my hips. He has to tilt them, but he’s strong, and it’s easily done. I moan loudly when he pushes back inside me. Austin turns my head, and his huge cock is right in my face.

“Open wide, honey,” he instructs.

I was surprised by how eagerly Sonya accepted her second cock, but when presented with Austin’s thick shaft, I also open wide. I taste my pussy on him. He had my mouth a few hours ago, but I’ve already forgotten how his girthy monster stretched my lips. I open as wide as I can, but it doesn’t feel like enough. He gets thicker as he goes deeper, and I’m at my limit when he hits the back of my throat. He teases there, like he will choke me with it again, but pulls back and matches Danny’s pace.

Ohmygod! I’m being fucked by two men! I never did this at my drunkest and sluttiest in college. And if I didn’t do it then, I didn’t think it could ever happen after Mark slipped that wedding ring on my finger. Remarkably, my husband isn’t even one of the men filling me! How did I end up here? I can’t think about that because the two men enjoying me—men I’ve known for decades—freely take their pleasure with me.

The guys seem to be in competition. Danny fucks me harder, and Austin tries to keep up. He pushes at my throat every time, unrelenting until I gag on him. He only lets up when I’m a coughing mess. He pulls out of my mouth, and his cock drips saliva all over my face. Ohmygod, I’m so dirty!

“Sonya might need to give you lessons, Tara. Look at how smoothly she’s taking those cocks. Don’t tell me you can’t handle it like she can,” Austin says.

I’m too busy sputtering to answer, but happy for the breather. I try to catch my breath between the moans Danny’s driving cock forces out of me. But Austin doesn’t give me a break. When I open wide to moan, he dips his balls into my mouth. Their musky taste surprises me, but I don’t spit them out. I eagerly suck his balls like the wanton slut I’ve become.

“Fuck, Mark. Does your sweet wifey always suck balls this good? I mean, damn, she’s eager. I bet no one in the school pickup line could even imagine her like this. Yeah, Tara, suck those balls. Show me you want it,” he growls.

I hear Mark groan beside me. I hope it’s a happy groan. He thought he wanted this, but could he have ever imagined I’d be taking his friends two at a time? Did he think I’d be sucking Austin’s balls? I didn’t think I was capable of any of this. I hope my husband can still look at me when this is all over. Austin keeps my head turned toward him, and I’m relieved I can’t see Mark might now.

“Here you go, Tara, let’s see you take it nice and deep this time,” Austin says, plugging his shaft back into my mouth.

“Shit…she just tightened around me…fuck…I think she likes two at once… You’re fucking…uhnnn…incredible, Tara…” Danny moans, driving it even harder into me.

I arch my back, coming again. The more they objectify me, the more I love it. My darkest, dirtiest part loves Danny talking about how slutty I am. These guys have given me permission to act on pure sexual impulse. Now I’m making those wild, muffled moans I heard from Sonya. That opens my throat, and Austin slides right in. He tilts my head, and he’s so deep that his balls rest on my cheek.

“Fuuuck…she’s got you beat, Sonya…I’m all the way down Tara’s fucking throat…fuuuck…”

I see dark spots. I can’t breathe at all, and I can’t stop coming because Danny relentlessly pounds my pussy. I’m lightheaded but having the most intense orgasm of my life. The climax sears through me, and it feels so incredible that I don’t care if I just float away.

“Let…her…fucking…breathe…man…” Danny grunts, pumping me like a madman.

I’m shaking when Austin finally pulls out of my mouth. He works his shaft, and streams of hot, sticky jizz jet across my face. He catches my cheeks and nose and hair. Some even lands in my mouth. I don’t know how he has such a big load after I drained him once already today.

“Awww fuck…take it…take it Tara…take it like a good girl…” Austin chants, working his dick until he’s deposited everything he has on my face.

“Ohhhh fuck…yes! Fuck me! Ohhh fuck…fill me, baby…give me all that cum!” Sonya cries, shoving Shaun away from her.

My vision is blurry, and I’m dizzy, but I understand that my husband is filling Sonya with his big finish. Even in my bliss, my gut tightens at the thought that he’s coming inside another woman. I’m sure Sonya is well protected, so I don’t fear he’ll knock her up. Still, I jealously think, Mark’s passion is supposed to be mine! Yes, I have the nerve to think that with Austin’s load painting my face.

“Did he make you come, baby?” Shaun asks, stroking her hair.

“Mmm, you know I always come when they fill me,” Sonya coos, slowly coming to a stop on top of my husband.

“Fuck, I love you, woman,” Shaun says, deeply kissing his fiancée while she’s filled with another man’s cum.

“I love you, baby,” Sonya breathlessly exclaims. “I want you to go finish with Tara. Make her come, baby.”

“Can I get a turn?” Shaun asks, stepping around his fiancée and my husband.

“Uhnnn…I’m almost…there…” Danny grunts.

“Come on. I need to nut, man. That time with the girls under the table feels like it was forever ago.”

“Just start with her mouth. You don’t mind another cock in your mouth, do you, honey?” Austin asks. “How about a proper spit roast?”

“I…ahhh…ohgod…ahhh…” I’m incapable of coherent speech. They take that as a go-ahead.

Danny groans in complaint, but he still helps Austin turn me over. Shaun sits down in front of me, and his dick waves in my face, its tip an angry red and the whole shaft slick from Sonya’s mouth. He tries to push it past my lips, but I turn my head. Some sense is returning to me, and with it, the need to assert myself. I do not want to be the passive slut all night.

“Ask nicely, Shaun…ahhh…” I have trouble speaking because Danny is teasing my swollen sex with his head.

Shaun tries to slap my face with his cock, but I dodge it. I’m good with denying him. All I really want right now is for Danny to finish fucking me and give me the same reward my husband gave Sonya.

“Will you pretty please suck my cock, Tara? I really need to come,” Shaun says.

“Well, since you asked so nicely…ahhh…”

Danny robs me of complete victory because he rams his cock back inside me. Our time together had been limited, but he already knows how to take control of my body. I love Austin’s cockiness and strength, but Danny’s the one who’s truly ruled me. He grabs my hips and takes me from behind with deep, hard strokes. Ohmygod, it feels like he’s driving so deep!

Shaun takes advantage of my open, moaning mouth and shoves it right in. He’s smaller than Austin, so I don’t choke on him, but he furiously uses my mouth. I close my lips and try to suck him, but I quickly realize I’m mostly along for the ride.

What a sweet ride it is! Shaun holds the back of my head and thrusts into my mouth while Danny holds my hips and roughly rides me from behind. I’m helplessly bounced between their two cocks like I’ve been reduced to a sex toy. I should hate it. I tried to take control and the men took it right back. But I love it! Ohmygod, I love it! My entire body strums like a bass string and all I crave is for the guys to keep playing me.

Danny grabs a fistful of my hair. My head is jerked back, allowing Shaun to push deeper and into my throat. A new thrill sizzles through me. I haven’t had hot, rough sex in so long. Somewhere along the line, Mark started treating me like his wife and the mother of his children—not the dirty girl he couldn’t undress quickly enough. I didn’t know until this moment how much I missed being that dirty girl. My moans into Shaun’s cock grow louder.

“It’s a shame Tara got rid of those pigtails. They would have made great handles for riding her,” Austin laughs.

“We’ll make sure…aww shit, she’s hungry…next time,” Shaun says, struggling to get the words out while he uses my mouth.

I’m excited that they think this is who I am and that there’ll be a next time.

“Uhnnn…I’m…up…anytime she…uhnn…wants it…” Danny grunts, his cock slowly building an addiction in me. I can’t know he’s available to me whenever I want him.

Danny lets go of my hair and grabs both my shoulders, and ohmygod… He may be gentle and kind and all about good vibes, but Danny slams my pussy harder than Mark—or any man—ever has. I feel like he’s trying to break me. His balls slap the backs of my thighs, and my nose is driven into Shaun’s trimmed pubes. I can’t breathe with a cock so deep in my mouth, but that doesn’t matter because I come so hard the world slips sideways. I want to scream, Oh my god, yes! Fuck me! Take me, Danny!

“Aww shit…aww shit…shit Tara…hope you’re aww…ready…” Shaun stammers.

Shaun blasts right down my throat. I swallow some instinctively, but I’m coming so hard I can’t control my body, and his thick cream just builds in my throat. The climax shatters me, body and soul, and when I think it might be too much, Danny jams deep into my canal and floods me with his essence. My orgasm ramps right back up when he fills me. Feeling such a powerful man fill me with his seed triggers something primal in me. I feel like I’m being claimed and bred.

Danny holds me in place with an iron grip on my shoulders until I’m filled with his release. I collapse when he lets go and roll onto my back, desperate to breathe. Shaun’s load coughs up out of my mouth and runs down my cheeks and into my hair. I’m a flushed, sweaty, used-up mess. My body is wracked with heaving breaths, pushing my breasts out. Shaun kneads them, and I purr. I can’t come again, but I’m so stimulated that any touch feels divine.

Sonya lays on me, and we make out. I know she wants to taste Shaun’s cum. Her soft body feels good on mine, and I caress it. I’m still not thinking straight. I know I must stop, but I can’t. I want to experience everything, and that’s a very dangerous place to be.
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Mark opens the clumsily tied knot and pushes the wrap dress off my body. I’m nude underneath. My bra and panties are in my purse. Finally, my boots are pulled off. They stayed on through everything tonight. Our hotel room is chilly, but I’m still overheated from our night with the guys at the 21 Club. The soreness has started to settle in, both in my body and my pussy. Red marks cover my pale, freckled skin. I’ve never been so roughly used by one man, let alone four.

My husband’s eyes light up when he sees the condition of my body. He doesn’t seem to care how sore or exhausted I might be. His shaft is steel. He wants me. I’m impressed. Mark hasn’t gotten it up this many times in a twenty-four-hour period in a couple of decades.

Mark tries to push me onto the bed, but I resist. I want him. I do. I need him. I need Mark after everything that happened tonight. We can’t go to bed without reconnecting. I don’t care how sore I am. But men have been tossing me around all night. It’s okay for the guys to treat me like a sex toy. Honestly, much more than okay. But I need it to be different with my husband. He can’t use me the way his friends did.

I push Mark onto the bed and straddle him. I tense at the soreness in my thighs. I was very well used today. I take his granite shaft in hand and slip down on it. We’ve had no foreplay, but my pussy is so well-used that I take him right in.

I whimper when he fills me. I’m sore, but it still feels good. I rock my hips and tighten my sheath around him. I don’t want to feel different after his friends had me, but how can I not? Austin is so big, and Danny’s large, too. And I was fucked for so long. Taking my husband doesn’t feel the same to me. I feel a lot of it has dripped down onto my thighs, but I still have their loads inside me. I must feel used to Mark.

My husband grunts as he grips my hips and thrusts up into me. I’ve barely started moving, but he’s so eager to fuck me. I rock on him. His movements are so frantic that it’s difficult to match his rhythm. We’re out of sync. This is not a good start. I need to connect with my husband. Not feel like we’ve broken everything.

“Mmm, slow down, honey. You have me all night. I’m yours,” I coo. Mark looks at me strangely, like he can’t believe it.

We haven’t spoken since we left the 21 Club. The night didn’t end with Sonya kissing me. She licked her way down my sweaty body and gave me another deep-body orgasm while she tried to lick Danny’s cum out of me. Austin was somehow hard again and fucked her while she did it. Feeling him thrust her against my body was so hot. I did a lot tonight, but I still don’t think I could ever be as slutty as Sonya. That’s a compliment. I admire her total freedom.

I came, and then Sonya came. Austin pulled out and jerked off, finishing on my tits. He didn’t ask, and I didn’t stop him. I tried to clean up before I dressed, but I still feel the remnants of his sticky load on my chest as I ride Mark. Does he see the dried jizz on my swaying tits?

The guys tried to keep it cool and light when all was said and done, but I desperately wanted to get out of there. I tried to play along while my anxiety rose. Mark, who knows me better than anyone, read the signs and called it a night. We slipped out of the 21 Club through a side door Izzy escorted us to. I swear she was judging me the whole time. God knows what our Uber driver thought. I was dressed, but my breasts moved freely without a bra, and I looked like I’d just been gangbanged. The SUV reeked of sex by the time we reached our hotel.

Mark tries to avoid kissing me when I lean forward, but I force the issue, thrusting my tongue into his mouth. My fiery, cum-matted hair tumbles around us. I get it, but I did chew a thousand breath mints between here and the club. I need to know he doesn’t think I’m ruined. Mark can’t stop kissing me once we start. He fucks me faster. Our rhythm finally matches.

“Honey, yesss…don’t stop…feels sooo good…” I moan, pushing back up and digging my fingers into his chest when I ride him harder. Part of it is performance. I want to show he’s still my man, but he does feel good—familiar. Mark inside me still feels right, even after all his friends have had me.

“Uhnnn…Tarrr…Tarrr…uhnnn…”

“Do it…fuck me, honey…please…I need you…”

“Uhnnn…you can’t stop…need it…ohhh fuck, Tara…you need it…”

“Ahhh…I need you, Mark…I need you, honey…ahhh yesss…”

“You…uhnnn…need it…dammit it…you need it…” His moaned words sound like an accusation.

“I do…ahhh god, honey…I do…ahhh fuck…”

Mark mauls my swaying tits the way his friends did. It hurts because they’re so sore. My tips are throbbing. I still moan because it feels good. The soreness feels like a punishment I deserve. Do I deserve to be punished? Mark wanted this. What did I do wrong?

“Honey…ahhh…you liked it…ahhh…watching me…”

Mark finally looks me directly in the eyes, and his intensity gives me chills that cut right through the pleasure of our coupling.

“They all had you, Tara…fucked you…over and over…used…uhnnn…your mouth…dammit…so many times…”

They did, didn’t they? How much dick did I suck today? I blew Austin twice. Shaun twice. And Danny and my husband once. Ohmygod! I’ve never sucked more than one dick in a day before, but I’ve never even sucked that much dick in a single day with Mark or any other boyfriend. No one man could keep up with that. I might be the new blowjob queen. I’m proud, but a married woman probably shouldn’t be.

“Ahhh…so many times, Mark…you wanted them to…”

“Uhnnn…”

“Didn’t you…”

“Uhnnn…Tara…dammit…”

“Mark…honey…they fucked my mouth…so hard…so deep…” The memory of it sizzles forbidden excitement through me.

“Goddam it, Tara…uhnnn…goddamit…”

“And you…ahhh…loved it…tell me, Mark…”

“Uhnnn…Tara…”

“Admit it…ahhh fuck…admit it…you loved watching them…ahhh…fuck me…”

“Yes! Goddam it, yes! Uhnnn…Tara… Fucked you…used you…like a…uhnnn…whore…”

“They made me so slutty…ahhh god…so slutty for you…”

“Such an eager…uhnnn…fucking slut…”

“Yesss! Yeah…I wanted it, honey…ahhh god…you made me want it…”

Our bodies slam together. The stiff hotel mattress rocks and groans beneath us. My hands brace on Mark’s stomach, and my hips thrust down with bone-jarring power. He drives up with wild grunts and mashes my hanging breasts. We’re moving as one. It’s so hot, but the violence of it is so scary.

We finish just as quickly as we began. Mark roars and stiffens. I feel the intensity of his orgasm, but he doesn’t have much left to give. Sonya and I have drained him dry. His small offering feels strange after taking such big loads from Austin and Danny and Shaun all day—taking them everywhere.

I get there, but barely. A pulse of pleasure rushes through me, knowing that I just made my husband come, but my quick orgasm is more of a sweet, warm feeling than the brain-shattering climaxes the guys gave me all day. I hope Mark doesn’t see that and think they ruined me. It’s not about Mark. I’m exhausted. I might be fucked out. And I think the thrill of being with someone different—several someones different—was a special thrill. I wasn’t with Mark just now because I needed to get off. I just needed to reconnect.

I gingerly climb off him. The soreness hits me harder now. I lay next to my husband and feel like I never want to move again. Well, maybe after a shower. I’m sweaty again, but more than that, I feel dirty.

We just made love—well, had sex—but I don’t feel closer to Mark again. I think about how he looked at me when I was riding him and those things he said—used you like a whore—and I worry our marriage is forever changed. I begin to shake when it all wells up inside, but before I lose it, Mark pulls me into his arms.

“I love you so much it hurts, Tara.” The flood of emotion in Mark’s voice cuts through everything in my head. I’ve only heard him like this when we exchanged vows and when our children were born.

“I love you, honey. Everything’s okay. It is okay, isn’t it?” I cling tightly to him.

“It is. It is.”

“I love you, Mark. Whatever happened today shouldn’t make you doubt that.”

“It didn’t. I know you love me.”

“But?” I know I hear a but dangling there.

“No but. I know you love me.” Mark is silent for a moment. “But… I never thought… I didn’t know you had any of that in you. I didn’t know you had…those desires.”

I pry out of his arms to stare at him. “You didn’t know I was such a dirty whore?”

Mark waits a beat and tries a smile. “I didn’t say dirty whore.”

I return his smile, but it doesn’t reach my eyes. “But do you think I’m a whore now, Mark? You said they used me like a whore. And I feel dirty.”

“You’re not a whore, and you’re not dirty, Tara.”

I think about the dried cum on my body and in my hair, and I know I’m actually dirty. But I feel dirty inside. I took even more loads in my mouth and my pussy today. I don’t hate myself because that would be silly, but I know I’ll need time to process this. I need to figure out what it says about me that I was capable of everything I did today.

“A lot of things were said in the heat of passion today, Tara. I know they can’t all be true.”

“And they didn’t use me. I used them just as much. Maybe I shouldn’t admit this, but I wanted everything that happened. I did it all because I wanted to.

“I know,” he replies, another cloud passing over his face. Maybe he doesn’t want to hear it, but I won’t lie to Mark. “I saw you, Tara. They might have manhandled you, but no one made you do anything. You were totally into everything that happened.”

I look away. “I was. I don’t know what came over me, but I wanted all of it. I’m sorry, Mark.”

“Don’t apologize for anything, Tara.” He makes me look at him and kisses me. “You didn’t do anything to hurt me. I told you I was good with whatever you wanted to do. I said I liked seeing you…do it.”

“You like watching me be a slut?”

Mark sheepishly grins. “Yeah, I do. For the life of me, I don’t know why. Maybe I don’t want to know why, but I do, Tara. A man should not want to see other men fuck his wife. What does that say about me?”

“I have so many questions too, hon. And I don’t know if I want the answers. I mean, today, all those things I did, that’s not who I am. I’ve never seriously wanted anyone else in all the years of our marriage. I know today wasn’t about that. But once it started…once I knew they wanted me…I couldn’t stop…not until I was too exhausted to go on. I’m afraid of what I might be capable of.”

“I think you covered all the bases today, Tara.” Mark laughs. “We know what you’re capable of.”

But do we? I can’t say that out loud. I don’t want to put that in his head. If the guys sparked this in me today, what’s to stop it from happening again? They may have awakened something in me. What if this bell can’t be unrung? I want to return to our normal lives, but what if they unleashed a new hunger in me? Those feelings the guys gave me could be totally addictive. I’m not even recovered from today, but why wouldn’t I want to feel that alive again?

“Maybe,” I mumble.

“What’s in your head, Tara?”

“Nothing. Everything. I have so much to absorb, and I’m way too tired to do it right now. I need to take a shower, and then I need you to hold me.”

“All night, babe.”

I kiss him again. “You need to shower, too. You still have that slut all over you.”

Mark just laughs. “I’ve been meaning to ask you. Are you into girls now? Because I’m totally good with that.”

I shake my head and smile. “I’m sure you are. I don’t know. Maybe. I think anyone would be into Sonya.”

“Yeah, that’s true.”

“You don’t need to agree with me,” I say, poking him.

I roll off the bed but stop at the bathroom door. “I don’t want to become like them. Shaun and Sonya. I don’t know how that fits into our lives, and I like our lives, Mark. We have a good life together.”

“We have an amazing life, Tara. I wouldn’t want anything to risk it. I wouldn’t have allowed any of this to happen if I thought it could hurt us.”

Mark doesn’t say he doesn’t want us to be like Sonya and Shaun. Maybe the thrill of watching me be a slut is just as powerful as the thrill I got from being one. I chose not to tell him he didn’t allow me to do anything. I wouldn’t have started if he’d said no, but I don’t know if he could have stopped me once I was rolling.

“Well, are you going to lay there or come and wash my back?” I ask.
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We don’t see anyone before we leave. I know I can’t face our friends. They won’t hold what I did against me, but I’m afraid of how they’ll look at me. I’m still not entirely convinced Mark sees me the same way as when we came to Lockley University for homecoming weekend. I know men. The guys may love me, but I’m an easy slut to them now. I can’t even blame them for that. I know what I did. I was their easy slut. A little part of me fears I’ll be tempted to be that again if I’m around them. They blow up Mark’s phone once they’re awake, but he ignores them.

Neither of us wants to be up early, but we’re packed and on the road as soon as we can drag sore bodies out of bed. Mark and I are especially loving to each other. We can’t keep our hands off each other, but not in a sexual way. Well, not mostly sexual, anyway. I feel my husband’s arousal when I press against him. His touch easily stirs my passion. My last slutty act of the weekend is giving Mark road head for the first time in decades. He can’t come—not after yesterday—but it’s still fun.

Our lives wait for us at home like nothing happened. I’m relieved by how easy it is to slip back into our day-to-day like a warm, familiar sweater. Well, not quite. Mark and I have found our spark again. He wants me—aggressively—every night. I don’t ask, but I know he’s thinking about slutty wife with his friends.

After a few weeks, I can almost believe Lockley Homecoming was a fever dream. It’s tempting to pretend none of it actually happened. But it happened. I did all of it. I flaunted my braless tits at strangers and let my friends grope me in public. Danny made me come with thousands of people around us. And I surrendered to every filthy sexual impulse that night in that private dining room in the 21 Club. I took so much cock.

I don’t reconcile my behavior that weekend with who I think I am because I can’t. Homecoming Tara just isn’t the same woman I am at home. Being that version of myself seems impossible when I’m back in my real life.

But in my quiet moments alone, lying in bed after Mark gets up for work, I stroke my clit and think about Austin fucking my throat and Danny making love to my pussy with his mouth, and I have a body-heaving orgasm. Deep down, I do crave them again. I’m thankful they all live too far away to tempt me. However, homecoming comes around every year…


the new wife on milford court: book one
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When Justin Sampson lands his dream job, it seems like a golden opportunity for his family. His wife, April, reluctantly gives up a life she loves for the shiny promise of a better one.

The Sampsons’ luxurious new house on Milford Court is a dream home, but as they settle in, April can't shake the feeling that something is off about their glamorous new neighbors.

Sultry secrets lurk everywhere. April discovers the wives of Milford Court share a very special bond, one they’re eager to share with her. As she delves deeper into the secrets of the gated community, April uncovers a world of forbidden temptations and dark desires.

Can April and Justin Sampson resist forbidden games played by the couples of Milford Court? Will Justin’s dream job become a nightmare when he learns the real reason behind his good fortune?

Get ready for a thrilling journey into the exclusive world of Milford Court, where nothing is as it seems.

PRE-ORDER NOW!


picking forbidden fruit
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Lauren Curry is a skilled massage therapist who finds joy in relieving her clients’ pains. If anything, she's too giving, putting her clients first whenever she can. When a longtime family friend, Dylan, injures himself working for his father during college summer break, Lauren offers to treat him without hesitation.

Lauren is always the consummate professional, even when an attractive man is on her table—not that she sees Dylan as attractive. He's just a family friend. She’s known the young man for ages. But once she gets her hands on the college athlete's body, Lauren discovers just how sculpted it is. Lauren admires his physique with professional detachment until Dylan turns over, and she discovers that he's enjoying her treatment a little too much.

Can Lauren do the right thing and keep it professional? Or will a hot college baseball player help this suburban wife find her inner cougar? Dylan is a family friend. He’s forbidden fruit. Can she resist picking it?

ORDER NOW!


good wives, bad behavior
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From the mind of one of hotwife erotica’s most loved writers comes this bestselling collection of 5 sultry stories featuring sexy suburban couples exploring their sexuality with their friends and neighbors. These very good wives behaving very badly could be the woman you see at the grocery store or the president of your local PTA. Kirsten McCurran specializes in pulling back the curtain on everyday couples’ most forbidden desires.

ORDER NOW!


hannah surrenders to the landlords
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Newly separated Hannah Peterson thinks she’s found the perfect little apartment to start her new life. She loves its unusual character and her landlords, who live right downstairs, are cool and very friendly. Paige and Nate Rawlings are everything Hannah wants to be in her new life: edgy, trendy, and arty. They are also deeply in love, as Hannah hears every night through the heating vents.

Overhearing her landlords’ active love life has Hannah longing to jump-start her own. Dating for the first time in decades and navigating the apps has been a nightmare. She doesn’t know how many more mediocre men she can take. It’s almost enough to send her running back to her husband, Tom, who’d take her back in a heartbeat.

Hannah longs for what Paige and Nate have but is torn when she realizes they’re willing to open their bedroom and share it. That sort of thing just isn’t done in the suburbs where Hannah’s spent most of her life. The Rawlings offer forbidden temptations but accepting them just feels wrong. When the landlords finally seduce the proper suburban wife, she can’t help but surrender.

BUY THE SERIES NOW!


sam surrenders to the neighbors
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Corey and Sam Matthews thought they'd found their new best friends when they met their neighbors, Hank and Tina DeSimone. The couples got along so well...a little too well.

Corey can't help feeling jealous when Hank begins flirting with Sam, especially when his wife eats up the attention. He knows Sam liked older men in the past, but he won't believe Hank's attention is dangerous. Everything changes when Tina makes Hank's intentions clear. Hank means to have Sam for himself, and Tina couldn't be more thrilled!

Sam willingly—enthusiastically—gives herself to Hank that first night and Corey feels something he never expected. Watching his wife taken by a powerful man makes him harder than he’s ever been in his life. Sam isn’t the only one who gets something she didn’t know she needed that night.

Corey hopes that night is a one-off experience, and they can return to their normal lives, but it’s not that easy. Sam is a sexy wife and Hank wants more. She doesn’t want to hurt her husband, but she can’t resist their hung neighbor. A day out on the bay provides the perfect chance for Hank to enjoy Sam at his leisure and it seals the deal. Sam’s body will belong to the neighbor as long as he wants her. Corey must sort out his feelings and stop it or learn to truly enjoy it.

Sam Surrenders to the Neighbors is a scorching new trilogy from one of hotwife erotica’s most popular authors that explores what happens to a marriage when the wife just can’t say no to another man and the husband can’t stop watching her do it.

ORDER NOW!


sasha’s vacation surrender
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The Wagners began their vacation as a typical suburban couple looking to have fun during a long weekend getaway. The tropical resort seemed like the perfect place to get a little bit naughty and re-ignite the flame that was flicking after twenty-five years together. They could not have anticipated the kind of fun they found.

So many lines are crossed when Max learns he loves other men wanting his wife. Sasha discovers she also loves that attention. Attention turns to action, and Sasha learns something else about herself—she has an inner bad girl dying to get out and play. With her husband’s encouragement, she lets that bad girl run wild.

But how much is too much? Sasha never dreamed she would be with another man when she took her vows, but she sees potential lovers everywhere. Max watches with horror and excitement as men do as they please with his wife. He begins to wonder if she has any limits.

Can their marriage be the same after Sasha surrenders to the untamed desires of the men who surround her?

ORDER NOW!


sexy tumbles
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Goody-two-shoes Kris finds her dormant naughty side ignited when she discovers an old couples’ sex game while helping to clean out the neighbors’ garage. Everyone is shocked when Kris is the one to suggest they give Sexy Tumbles a try, but her husband and their best friends are all in. Long-simmering crushes and secret desires explode out into the open when these two couples place themselves at the mercy of the erotic game.

ORDER NOW!


about the author


“Kirsten McCurran” is the pen name of a wife and husband team exploring the sexy secrets of middle-class, suburban couples. This couple has their own dirty little secret: they have lots of fantasies about what all their friends and neighbors are up to behind closed doors, and they turn those sexy fantasies into the stories they love to share with the world. The Mrs. could be the sweet mom you see in the stands at the soccer game or the pretty woman at the supermarket you wonder about as she's squeezing the melons. The Mr. could be your kid’s little league coach.

Most of their stories are about married women looking to bust out and explore their wild side, often with the encouragement of their husbands—and sometimes without it. The strength of the couple behind Kirsten McCurran is that husband and wife writing together can uniquely capture the feelings of both partners in their couples as they explore their most forbidden desires. The Mrs. is all about exploring stories of daring women of a certain age exploring their sexuality, and the Mr. captures the feelings of the men who love them.

Kirsten McCurran has written over 60 ebooks, which can be found at major booksellers. You can reach Ms. McCurran by email at kmccurran@gmail.com.

If you’d like other ways to support Kirsten McCurran’s writing, visit her website for links, books.kirstenmccurran.com.
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