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	Chapter 1

	 

	The curtains had a gap and I spent three minutes trying to close it. I wasn't surprised. This facility was owned by three young men and men just don't care about things like propriety. I took the clip from my hair to hold the drapes. 

	Normally I'd never come to a low-end spa like this but I'd injured my back and had a golf tournament coming up soon. My physical therapist recommended I come here. This parlor is close to my house and I needed as many sessions as I could get in a very short time. Their open calendar matched mine so here I was; Mick's Massage and Health Spa. 

	I checked the curtains again and began to undress. 

	My masseur would be Anthony. I had no interest in some frat-boy trying to cop a feel so before I signed I grilled him hard on musculature and tissue connectivity. He'd done his homework. 

	I folded my clothing neatly in the basket provided, including my bra and panties, and donned the thin, tight, throw-away substitutes they supplied. Tony warned me given the location of my injury he'd need to use a heavy soy lotion. I finished by wrapping a towel under my armpits and coiling my long brown hair atop my head. I removed the curtain clip to hold it. The curtains parted. Tony waited when I emerged.

	"Ready?" he asked.

	"Absolutely."

	"Follow me."

	After several twists and turns the young man ushered me into a small room with a massage table placed in the center. A full-length mirror sat in the corner. Cabinets lined the walls and the low, gentle sound of running water came from everywhere. Stacks of towels and a huge variety of lotions and creams littered the countertops. Diagrams of the human body, with detailed notes about muscles and tendons, adorned the walls. The lights were dim. Lavender drifted on the air. Far better than I expected from a spa owned by men.

	"Is something wrong?" he asked, seeing my hesitation.

	"No," I replied. "Not at all. I'm pleasantly surprised. I expected florescent lights and Pine-Sol."

	He smiled and I noticed for the first time he was cute. Nice body too.

	"Happy to hear it," he said. "I'll step out while you remove the towel and lie face down on the table. There's a hole cut out for your face and a call button on each side by your shoulders. Press it when you're ready for me to begin."

	He smiled again and closed the door behind him. I tugged the towel free and faced the mirror, turning side to side. The panties and strapless bra hugged me like a second skin and, like every woman on Earth in my situation, I checked out my ass and tits. No longer the hot babe I'd been in high school, I still turned heads. 

	Brett, my husband, always encouraged me to wear short skirts and tight tops but that's not my style. I'll wear something plunging and clingy on a special night, like the time we were invited to the Oscars, but not every day. I do like that he wants me to, however.

	I sighed. As always, I wished my butt and breasts were a little smaller. At this size, both will sag as I get older. I lay on the table and tossed a fuzzy towel over my ass. I pressed the button.

	Anthony entered and locked the door behind him. He started small talk, eventually working his way around to how I injured myself.

	"Squatting more than I should," I said.

	"I think it's great that you work out, Mrs. Chatsworth. Most women avoid weights and they shouldn't."

	"Anthony," I laughed. "Never call me Mrs. Chatsworth again. I feel old enough already. Please, Carlie Jo or CJ or just Carlie."

	"All right, Carlie, if you'll call me Tony."

	"Deal."

	He opened a cupboard and extended a metal arm that held a large copper bowl held by chains. A wick led down from a tiny hole in the bottom.

	"What's that?" I asked.

	"I fill the bowl with a special oil and allow it to drip on you as I work. I can swing the bowl wherever I need it."

	"What's special about the oil?"

	"It feels warm on your skin."

	I lowered my face into the cutout and stared at the carpet. I heard a slight clink as he positioned the bowl and then the sound of pouring liquid. Soon a light tapping began across my back. Tony vigorously rubbed his hands together and then spread a thin coat of lotion across my shoulders, instantly warming them.

	"Honestly, Carlie Jo," Tony said, starting the small talk again. "You're more attractive than my girlfriend and she's only eighteen."

	I tensed and Tony felt it.

	"Sorry," he quickly added. "I shouldn't have said that. That was unprofessional."

	"It was," I agreed. "But I forgive you."

	We fell silent as Tony worked across my left trapezius and then my right. He took his time, probing deep, using lots of oil. I drifted along in blissful relaxation. When his fingers slipped under my thin bra to follow my muscle, I didn't notice for the first thirty seconds. I debated saying something but soon his hands moved on.

	When he reached my injury, he spent a lot of time working the surrounding area, gradually zeroing in on the sensitive tissue. The heat from the oil was intense. Moments later his fingertips slid under the towel and the elastic of my panties. Less than an inch, but, again, unprofessional. I said nothing. He was excellent at what he did I hesitated to rein him in. Several passes later he did it again, following my gluts an inch under my panties. Was he flirting or being thorough? 

	"Remind me to sign-up my husband before I leave today," I said, indirectly reminding him I was a married woman.

	"With pleasure," he replied.

	With pleasure? 

	An odd expression. What about that would be pleasurable for Tony? More likely he just wanted me thinking about pleasure so he contrived to slip that word in. I grinned. I couldn't help it. This young man was hitting on me. 

	I stopped worrying and enjoyed his expertise. After a few minutes, he jumped over my butt to begin work on my hamstrings. I soaked it up. He was talented, keeping the pressure right on the border of pain, forcing the muscles to release all the stored tension they carried. He leaned into his work, flexing his thighs and digging deep.

	Several minutes passed before I realized his erection pressed against my leg. 

	I froze. He felt the tension return to my body and gradually eased himself away. Neither of us spoke, each pretending nothing happened. I had no idea what to say. After a few moments, I began to doubt what I'd felt. Was it intentional? Would he be so bold? He doesn't even know me. What if I'd freaked out? 

	Tony continued my massage and I started to relax again. He worked down to my calves and then my feet, which was Heaven, then jumped to the other leg to repeat the process. Minutes later I felt a hard, warm cylinder press against my thigh again. This time I stayed calm. I wanted to be certain. I adjusted my leg slightly, pushing my thigh firmly against the offending object. Tony returned the pressure. Now there was no doubt. I felt his pulsing heartbeat. The firm tube throbbed. 

	Now I had a decision to make. Do I say something to him and embarrass us both? Do I say something to his partners and get him in trouble? Do I say nothing, allow the therapy to finish and never return? 

	Then a new thought occurred; what if Tony was just doing his job and the erection was unavoidable? Perhaps I just turned him on. He's trying to work and I'm making all these sinister assumptions about the young man. I gave up trying to solve the problem. I relaxed my body and let the man do his job. 

	I felt his hard-on again, against the backs of my hands, when he worked my arms, just before telling me to turn over. He held the towel as I spun underneath. I closed my eyes and settled in. I was surprised when he draped a light scarf over my eyes but I let it go. It helped me relax.

	He got to work. I heard a faint creak when he positioned the bowl over my décolleté and then a light tapping as the bowl dribbled liquid on me. He was right; the sensation of warmth spread rapidly. My lips parted and I was taking deep breaths before I realized it. 

	The strength in his hands was astonishing. I work out and have a strong grip but I felt like he could break a bone with a squeeze. He had complete control and really dug into resistant muscle. He started high, at my throat, and worked in descending circles. His hands were magic. I lost myself a little, enjoying the many pleasurable sensations, until his pinkie grazed my nipple. 

	Electricity zipped straight to my brain. I'm happily married and not about to let some college kid feel me up, but I admit I took a few heartbeats to get my jaw working. 

	"Careful," I murmured.

	"Sorry," he said, moving his hands to my shoulder and working there. 

	His finger must have had lotion on it because my nipple began to tingle and feel warm. I adjusted my thin wrap-around bra to make sure I was still covered. He finished my shoulder and worked across my chest again and once more his pinkie slipped under my bra, this time grazing the other nipple. I waited for the sensation of warm tingling and was not disappointed. I knew I should say something but I didn't. All I did was bite my bottom lip.

	Thank God he moved on. Within moments I'd regained my composure and as determined to warn him next time. I never needed to. He worked my body, stomach, thighs, and feet, then had me turn again to spend extra time on my sore area. It was divine. He opened a long cupboard to show me a fluffy robe and directed me to the showers, if I so desired. He left the room.

	I'd worn sweats so a shower was not necessary. I wanted to leave that incredible oil on my skin as long as possible. I dressed, paid at the counter including a large tip, scheduled my next session, and got in my car. I was home in minutes.

	 

	Chapter 2

	 

	"He touched your nipple? No, wait, what was your word? He grazed your nipple? You're upset over a grazing?"

	"No, Brett, I'm upset because I'm married and he shouldn't have touched me like that. You'd let him do whatever he wanted."

	"Come on, CJ," my husband said. "You know that's not true. You know how protective I am of you. But you admitted it felt good. What's the harm?"

	I really wished I had a better answer. I just knew I wasn't supposed to allow such things. I sat up in bed. The room was dark and both dogs lay at our feet, breathing deep. Daisy raised her head to check on me.

	"I think you should ask for him specifically when you go back for your next treatment," Brett said.

	"That costs more."

	"So?"

	"So you're supposed to just take whatever masseur is available."

	"But you liked Anthony."

	"Tony."

	My husband gave me a coy smile. I kicked myself for correcting him. 

	"Tony," he chuckled. 

	"Shut up."

	He stopped smiling.

	"Look," he said. "Tell me Tony's full name and I'll have Barry run him through the police computer. I'll have Barry run the whole place. If any of the guys working there have a history of aberrant behavior, Barry will pick up on it and let us know. If none of them do, maybe that will help you relax and enjoy your massages more. Good?"

	I nodded. It would give me peace of mind.

	"Why aren't you more upset?" I asked my man. "I told you some hot young guy touched my tit and you don't care."

	"I do care and woe be unto him if he crosses the line with you."

	I laughed. "What, would you get Old Testament on his ass?"

	"I would."

	I believed him. My husband is a funny mix of open-minded and old fashioned.

	"His full name is Anthony Almeda. Let me know what Barry discovers, if anything."

	Brett kissed my forehead. I lifted my face and his lips met mine. I eased back, pulling him on top and his hand went to my breast.

	The dogs left the bed.

	 

	Chapter 3

	 

	I kept my eye on the ball, lead arm stiff. I swung. Sharp pain raced up my spine.

	"You shouldn't be out here," Connie said.  "You're not ready. You'll make it worse. Make an appointment and go get another massage."

	"Shut it," I said. "Your turn."

	"How can you speak to your best friend like that? You know I'm totally devoted to you. Have you ever seen such cruelty?"

	"Don't start with the movie quotes," I said. 

	"You said the guy was handsome."

	"So?"

	"So I hear girls like you enjoy guys like that."

	I rolled my eyes. "First Brett now you."

	"Carlie Jo," Connie barked. "You can barely swing a fucking club! Three holes in and you can hardly move. Go get treatment. Our tourney is coming up fast. You need to be ready." 

	I slammed my club into the bag. 

	"Come with me," I said. "We can get a double. You'll be in the same room."

	Connie scoffed. "Male hands do not touch this body," she said. "Not since high school. You know this."

	"This is different. This is not about sex."

	"Honey," Connie said. "If this wasn't about sex, at least in part, you'd already be on his table. You can't bull shit a bull shitter. It's because this is about sex that you hesitate."

	She made a good point. I looked out across the course and did a quick calculation. No way; my back would never take fifteen more holes. Damn.

	"Fine."

	Connie crossed her arms and stared at me.

	"Fuck you," I said.

	"We can use my phone to call if you want."

	"I'm not going to call them right now."

	"Why not? I'll drive you there and wait."

	I threw my hands in the air and loosed an exasperated sigh.

	"Goddamn it let's go. Jesus."

	"Thank you," she said.

	I called once we were in her car and Tony had an opening in thirty minutes. We stopped for a burrito and ate while driving. Connie waited out front while I was ushered into the same room. He asked a million questions and then got to work. His routine was the same and when we got to the part where his dick pressed against me, he held back, leaning far over my body to avoid contact. First I was disappointed then I got mad. His rejection hurt. I even opened my legs a little trying to find his erection, if he had one. He was sure-handed and professional and I was so annoyed. 

	I know none of this makes sense. First I wanted him to behave himself but then when he did I wanted him to act inappropriately. Sometimes that's just how the female mind works. It was supposed to be my choice, not his. I opened my legs a little more, seeking the edge of the table with my thigh. The warming oil felt fantastic, my skin tingly. He moved my towel a little and then the bowl and the oil dribbled across my butt cheeks and down my crack. Seconds later the fluid seeped into my thin underwear and trickled down my labia.

	Holy Mother of God.

	The sensations were fantastic. Maybe because the nerve endings in that area are so much more sensitive but the heat and the tingle climbed quickly until I was squirming.

	"Everything okay?" he asked casually.

	No, you bastard, my aching pussy is on fire.

	"Yup," I said. "Fine."

	He focused his attention on my lower back and I felt the tension melt away, even as the tension between my legs grew. I found if I tilted my hips a bit my pubic bone contacted the padded tabletop, providing a small amount of clitoral stimulation. I was careful, so, so careful, as I ground my hips. I wasn't building to an orgasm or anything like that but the stimulation provided relief. I moved my pelvis in slow circles. 

	Tony moved to my inner-thigh, claiming he massaged one of four lymph nodes. On his third pass, his pinkie grazed my pussy. I sucked air as fireworks exploded in my head. I held perfectly still. He jumped across the gap to the other leg and seconds later boom, he brushed against my wildly sensitive labia again. I swallowed a whimper. 

	He was an expert tease, never going far enough to subject him to an accusation, but far enough to repeatedly rouse my genitalia and get away with it. He made contact from every angle. I was sure he saw my wet panties and smelled my arousal but when I commanded my legs to close they ignored me. I laid there as if helpless, allowing this young man to decide where the boundaries were and how far and how often he'd cross them. I did nothing to encourage him, or so I believed, gluing my hips to the table and forcing my body to be still, but wasn't I supposed to tell him no? 

	Brett's words came back to me: What's the harm? 

	Did my husband want me to encourage this young man or did I simply want to believe that? I was conflicted. A fingertip slipped under elastic, skimming the length of my pussy lip, and I almost groaned. Sweet Jesus this kid was good. How many horny housewives did he enjoy every day? 

	Add my name to that list, I thought.

	He was stroking my leg from calf to thigh when I felt his erection on the bottom of my foot. My toes gripped the shaft briefly before I could stop them. He was hard as stone and I knew he was looking up my legs and under the towel. I doubted the thin panties hid my bald pussy well, especially since he'd dribbled oil on them. 

	When he switched legs, I felt his hard dick again, laid nicely along the arch of my foot. Again, my toes had a mind of their own as they pinched the thick hard shaft. Eventually, Tony moved on. By the time he finished I felt weak and on the verge of a massive orgasm. 

	Connie read my face instantly as I emerged from the back rooms. She bit a lip and tried not to grin.

	"Fuck you," I mumbled.

	"Fair enough," she chuckled.

	"You should try it," I said, searching my purse for my wallet.

	"Thanks anyway," she said. "I have Sabrina at home for that."

	"Obnoxious lesbian," I said.

	"Are there any other kinds?"

	She was having a ball. 

	"Take me back to my car," I grumbled. "I have a date planned with my vibrator."

	"Brett must be at work."

	"Until eight tonight. No way I can wait that long."

	"You could always just fuck your boy Tony," she suggested. "Brett wouldn't mind. Just tell him you think of Tony as a living vibrator. You're masturbating with a live dick."

	I rolled my eyes. 

	"Shut it. Brett would lose his mind. I'd worry for Tony's safety. Besides, then Brett could fuck some girl and what could I say? Couples get married for a reason. Part of our vows were to forsake all others."

	Connie shrugged. She often thinks like a man: the shortest distance between two points is a straight line. Twice I'd seen her shut up some insufferable asshole by punching them in the mouth. She's a big fan of direct honesty. I love her for it and so does her girlfriend, Sabrina. 

	An hour later I was home and in bed, vibrator drawing small shuddering circles around my opening. I pictured Brett above me waving his cock in my face. He loves to tease me with it and I think it's hot that he does. Too few men have that kind of self-control. I imagined chasing the head with my open mouth, fastening my lips and sucking. In my mind, I looked at my husband's face to see the pleasure I caused and discovered Tony gazing down at me. My eyes flew open.

	"Let's have none of that," I mumbled.

	Sometimes our fantasies are not up to us. Every time I closed my eyes, Tony appeared. I gave up. The only way I could finish was picturing Tony thrusting hard and sweating, the vibrator his cock pounding my twat. I felt guilty but I came hard. I decided to confess when Brett got home but he just chuckled and kissed my nose.

	"Baby, if that's cheating then I owe you a huge apology," he said. "I've cheated on you with Jessica Alba and Angelina Jolie and Anya Chalotra and a ton more. I won't even name the porn stars. It's just fantasy, my love. These are your private thoughts. Your mind is free to think whatever you want. You only promised to keep your body faithful."

	"But I'm going to see him again."

	"Good. You're comfortable with him and that's important, but you've also expressed how skilled he is. That makes your visits legit. Relax. Have some fun."

	"But don't fuck him?"

	He laughed. "But don't fuck him."

	"I'm not so understanding," I said. "No massages with hot girls. I get what you're saying about owning your thoughts and I agree, but no way do I want some hot young thing rubbing you."

	"So Tony is young and hot?"

	Brett is an attorney and I know better than to get into an exchange of words with him. 

	"Yup," I stated. "Connie thought so too."

	"If Connie thought so it must be true, given her views on men."

	I changed the subject to the groceries we needed and asked if Brett wanted anything special. After that we talked about our current show, Fleabag, and how much we loved it. The subject of Tony never came up again.

	 

	Chapter 4

	 

	I'm not a kept woman. I'm not a trophy wife, although Brett loves to tease me like that. I work. I just don't work in a traditional way. I'm a highly skilled and well-connect project manager and I pick and choose the jobs I want. I'm busy for several months, make a ton of money, then don't work again for a while. I mention this because all I've talked about is golfing, working out, and showing up for massages and I'm uncomfortable with how all that looks.

	My last client, Jason Moggs, asked me to stop by and explain the media room I'd built in his new corporate office. I was on my way back to my car when my phone rang. Brett rarely calls so I answered right away. After we exchanged pleasantries he got to it.

	"Barry got the information from the police search," he said. "Those guys completed all the required courses and filed all the right paperwork. The business is legit and they are all thoroughly and properly trained."

	"Great!"

	"Hold on," he said. "Tony has been arrested twice for disorderly conduct. Pretty common for college guys. His two partners, Evan Stanley and Chris Matthews, have more serious rap sheets."

	"It's so cute when you use police jargon."

	"Zip it. Chris installed cameras in his frat house and recorded sex with girls. Also, one assault charge. Evan was busted for solicitation."

	"What's that?"

	"Evan was a stripper and part-time male prostitute."

	"So nothing too crazy."

	Brett hesitated. "Barry read me some stuff about the guy. Drugs and what not. Charges were dropped."

	"Why?"

	"He could afford the best lawyers. Apparently, he made a ton of money and has a few well-connected friends. I think he's the bankroll behind Mick's Massage. Mick was his dad. Irish guy with links to organized crime."

	"Well, I'm just there to see Tony. I've never met Chris or Evan."

	"Just stay alert."

	"All right, Honey."

	We said we loved each other and hung up. I hate to admit this but Mick's Massage suddenly became a lot more interesting. I thought it was just three goofy frat boys running a business but now it had all this intrigued attached. Not that it mattered. I was just there for a massage.

	Nothing more came of Brett's call. Two days later Tony worked on me again, with the extra naughty touching I'd come to expect, and an hour later I was driving home. Brett sent me a text asking if Barry could join us for dinner and I answered saying I'd grab food on the way home. It would have been a night like any of the ten thousand nights Barry had joined us for dinner if not for his comment after.

	We'd gathered in the den for drinks and conversation. The guys had beer and I was at the bar refilling my chardonnay. Barry and Brett were laughing about something and then Barry turned to me.

	"Hey, CJ, what did you think of those mugshots?" he asked, chuckling.

	From the corner of my eye I saw Brett try to cut him off, shaking his head and briefly holding a finger to his lips. Barry looked confused.

	"Should we run out for ice cream?" he asked, quickly changing the subject. 

	"What mugshots?" I asked.

	They knew they'd been caught.

	"Barry's background check included photos of all three guys," Brett explained. "Evan sort of stood out. The pictures documented the man's tattoos and piercings. Standard for any arrest."

	"Then why would I care to see those?"

	The men looked at each other. Neither wanted to speak first. 

	"Come on guys," I said.

	Barry reached for his phone. He searched a bit then handed it to me. Brett watched me closely. On the screen was a man's shoulder with the tattoo of a woman's face.

	"So?"

	"Scroll left," Barry said. 

	I swiped. A bare chest with a Star of David. Next was a forearm with a coiled snake. Next was a man's bare inner thigh with a skull. Hanging next to the skull and caught inadvertently in the photo was a remarkably substantial penis. Soft, the head was slightly too big for the thick shaft, giving the impression it pulled the organ towards the floor.

	"Oh," I said.

	"Indeed," Brett said, watching me.

	I resisted the urge to zoom the picture. The penis was almost pretty; smooth with few veins, pubic hair neatly trimmed, large shaved balls. 

	"His webpage says he charges by the inch," Barry said, laughing.

	"Guess that's where he made all his money," Brett added.

	Both men watched me closely. I ignore them and flipped through more photos. Evan had an ear pierced and a tiger tattoo on his butt. The remaining photos were his face, front and each side. I handed the phone to Barry.

	"No," I said, casually. "Brett did not share those with me."

	Barry laughed again. "I wonder why?"

	"They're crude," Brett explained. "Why would I?"

	"Because you don't want your wife to know Evan's hung like a bull," Barry teased. "I wouldn't show my wife either, if I had one."

	Brett looked uncomfortable.

	"You mentioned ice cream," I said. "That sounds delicious."

	I handed Barry his phone, all thought of Evan seemingly gone from my mind. I wanted Brett to know the photos meant nothing. We tossed on jackets and sweat shirts and left the house on our way to Coldstone.

	 

	Chapter 5

	 

	"I'll stop if you want," I said. "I don't want to make you jealous."

	"I'm not jealous," Brett replied. "Why would I be?"

	"You keep asking when my next massage is. Since that night Barry shared those pictures I see you watching me like a hawk."

	"I think those guys are sketchy. I'm trying to keep you safe."

	"I am safe. We read their records. None of them are dangerous."

	"Evan has dangerous connections."

	"Yes, Evan knows some bad people but none of that ever rears its head at the spa. I think they are just three guys trying to straighten their lives out, build a business with a future."

	"You always see the best in people."

	"Until they prove me wrong."

	We drove in stiff silence for a while. We were on our way to his sisters and I looked forward to playing with my three nieces and two nephews. 

	"Just be careful," Brett added.

	I took his hand. "I promise," I said. "I love how protective you are."

	More silence but comfortable now. 

	We spent the day with Rose and the munchkins and drove home that night. Brett initiated sex, something he's been doing more the last few days, and we both came hard, drifting off to blissful slumber. 

	I met my second best friend Debbie for lunch and talked to her about Tony, the spa, the picture of Evan, and Brett's reaction.

	"That's a lot for a husband," she said. "Especially one that works as much as Brett. He probably feels guilty about that, like he's neglecting you and the relationship, so he's worried some guy will catch your eye."

	"He's the one that told me to enjoy Tony."

	"Yeah, but then Evan entered the picture and that intimidates a man like nothing else. My husband Don once asked about former lovers so I told him. He was fine. Then he asked about my former lovers' sizes and everything was still fine until I got to Brad. Brad was bigger than Don and that changed everything. Suddenly Don wanted to know nothing of my past."

	"Should I stop going to that spa?"

	"Hard to say. Brett might feel like you think he's weak and needs protecting. Better to just carry on like nothing has changed."

	I sipped my tea, thinking.

	"I have a session later today."

	Debbie's eye flared. "Nice. Not with Evan I hope."

	"No, Tony."

	I chewed my lip. The truth was I'd booked the time but not the masseur, assuming I'd just get Tony again. I dared not tell Debbie that. She'd think I was maneuvering. 

	We finished lunch and said our goodbyes. She asked me to keep her posted as she found the complicated situation interesting. I promised I would but I wasn't too sure. Debbie can be a little scheming. 

	I arrived at the salon and signed in. They'd hired a young, pretty, blonde girl to work the front counter. Her name tag said Madison. 

	"Who with today?" I asked. 

	She consulted her computer, clicking keys slowly. 

	"I see you always work with Tony," she said.

	"Yes. He's fantastic."

	"Oh my God, right?"

	"Yeah."

	"He's busy though. You can have Chris or Evan."

	A rush of guilt flashed through me, but I couldn't tell you exactly why. 

	If I chose Chris it would only be to avoid Evan, and I had no real reason to do that. I would be guessing that's what Brett would want without knowing if that was true. Would my husband care? I know if Brett were standing beside me he'd say my choice didn't matter. No way would he admit he'd prefer I stay away from Evan. If I chose Chris it was only by default. That wasn't fair to Evan, a man who'd never done me wrong.

	"Evan," I said.

	Isn't the female mind wonderful?

	"Awesome," Madison said. "Room five. Head back. I'll tell him he has a client." 

	"Awesome," I echoed.

	I began my routine as always; undressing and slipping into the provided bra and panties, but something was different. I placed a hand over my heart and felt the boom boom boom beneath my sternum. Why was I nervous? Was it Evan's criminal past? From his mugshots I'd noted he was handsome but not as much as Tony. So why was my mouth dry and my palms sweaty? I wrapped the towel under my arms and sat on the table. We'd not met so I wanted a face to face before he got to work. I chewed inside my mouth.

	A soft knock on the door startled me.

	"It's okay," I stammered. "Come in."

	Evan was tall; taller than Tony, taller than Brett. He wore tight pants and a tight T-shirt over muscles and I ran my eyes over his body before I could stop myself. Stripper and male prostitute indeed. I avoided glancing at his crotch through sheer force of will. We shook hands and exchanged names and he checked his clip board.

	"Lumbar pain?"

	"Yes," I said. "Golf tournament coming up. Hope it's better by then."

	"Tony has worked you hard," he joked. "I'll continue his program with a few tricks of my own. Good?"

	"Perfect."

	"Fantastic. If you would remove the towel and lie face down."

	I hesitated. Somehow his eyes on me in only a bra was a much bigger deal than Tony's. I pulled the towel away, watching from the corner of my eye, and saw his gaze fall directly on my full tits. I was wary but also thrilled. I flipped over quickly, nestling my face in the opening, and shut my eyes. I doubted I could tell Evan when he crossed a line, like I'd warned Tony. Tony was boyish. Evan was a man. 

	I heard the cupboard open and the metal arm swing. Glug glug glug as Evan poured oil into the bowl. I was already anticipating that warm tingling when Evan's fingers landed on my trapezius and began to dig. He was twice as strong as Tony, maybe more. A frightened thrill ran through me; I'd be powerless against strength like that. I stared at the carpet through my cutout.

	Tony liked to chat but Evan worked in silence. My tense muscles had no chance. Evan obliterated my taut anxiety, crushing my stress and forcing my body to relax. He used more oil than Tony and soon my body dripped with it, running down my back, spilling over my sides.

	"You work out often," he stated.

	"Almost every day," I said.

	"It shows. Your body is as beautiful as your face."

	Well, fuck. Blunt force charm.

	"Thank you."

	He worked my upper back and I floated away, feeling wonderful. I snapped back to reality when, without asking, he slipped the bra's clasp and draped the two ends off the table. I was face down so he saw only underarm-breast but how presumptuous, how bold. 

	I stifled a gasp when his strong fingers dented the sides of my tits. The oil he spread sent a wave of heat that reached my nipple. I bit a lip and forced myself motionless. His fingers made the return trip, kneading my breasts and throwing sparks. I needed to say something but I didn't.

	He left my bra open as he moved down my back. His work on my tender area was better than Tony and I melted. He expanded his range, working from the top of my buttocks to the middle of my back. Again, without warning, he folded the top two or three inches of my panties lower and out of his way. Cool air told me I was exposed to mid butt crack. 

	I resolved to tell him that was too far but my jaw never moved. He swung the bowl lower and the dribble landed on my lumbar. He swung the wick lower still and folded another inch of underwear. The oil dripped directly into my ass crack, running down to slither across my pussy. I gasped and my hips lifted slightly, which only encouraged him, and a fingertip teased dangerously close to my sphincter, which by now there was a good chance he could see. I committed to say something, drawing air into my lungs.

	His erection pressed my thigh. All the air left my lungs. He lay along my leg, reaching almost to my ass. Hard and hot, it was the throbbing through his pants that murdered me. My eyes closed. All my attention went to that pulsing sensation. He was long, he was thick, he was a club burrowing into my flesh, impossible to ignore. His hands never stopped and his expertise was phenomenal, but all I cared about was that stiff cock against my leg. I realized in that moment how his pictures had affected me. I'd been subtly aroused since seeing him.

	I expected him to leap over my butt like Tony always did and begin work on my hamstrings but no, not this man.

	"Tony does your gluts?" he asked.

	"No," I croaked. "He skips those."

	"He shouldn't," was all I got before he hooked his fingers underneath and scooped my underwear into my crack. In an instant I was effectively wearing a thong, both ass cheeks exposed to open air. Evan moved the bowl again and began kneading the oil into my mounds. He dug deep, bordering on pain and forcing a groan from me.

	"The muscles that afflict you are connected here," he explained. "You'll feel a big difference when I finish."

	He kneaded my ass, warmth spreading rapidly. My pussy was on fire, buzzing and tingling. He worked from top to bottom, even massaging the connecting tissue for my upper hamstrings. He worked from the outside in and minutes later his fingers slipped between my legs for the first time. A knuckle dragged my panty-covered labia and I squirmed. He grabbed handfuls of ass and pulled, separating, tugging the muscles and demanding they loosen. I suspected my panties were now out of place, possibly exposing my pussy, but I breathlessly allowed him to continue. His hands and fingers were everywhere and I welcomed them, unable to stop my Goddamn hips from rising every time he teased. His cock gouged my leg like a lead pipe. 

	Finally, mercifully, he moved farther south, mauling my hamstrings on the way to my calves. I caught my breath and brought myself under control. His work on my feet was heavenly. 

	"Let's turn you over," he said.

	I forgot my little bra was undone but he stopped me before I turned, fastening the clasp and holding the towel. I spun in place, gazing briefly at his swollen crotch and remembering his mugshot. Just behind that thin barrier of fabric was a plump and dangerous snake. 

	He draped a scarf over my eyes too, then began rubbing my hands and massaging up my arm. He moved across my chest until his fingers brushed my bra. I ached for him to sweep beneath, strumming my nipple and palming my tit. Instead he circled all around, teasing me until I was ready to scream. 

	I could go on but I won't. 

	By the time I left that place the pain in my back was gone but the concentrated sexual tension I carried made my pelvis ache. I hurried home, raced to the bedroom, stripped, and tortured my pussy with the vibrator until I'd cum three times.

	When Brett got home that night I confessed everything. Okay, almost everything. I told my husband the massages left me horny and I'd masturbated after several sessions. I did not admit I'd asked specifically for Evan. Brett listened closely, like you'd expect a lawyer husband to do, then asked a few questions about how far the touching had gone. When I said I'd kept my bra and panties on at all times, he visibly relaxed. 

	"Is it helping?" he asked. "Will you be ready for your tournament?"

	"It is. I think I will."

	He chewed on that for a minute, thinking. 

	"Are you still just seeing Tony?"

	"No," I said, controlling my breathing. "He's been busy a few times so I've been assigned Evan."

	Brett tensed but tried not to show it.

	"How is Evan?"

	"Better than Tony. Stronger, better trained."

	"I guess you should switch to him, then?"

	His mouth was dry. He had to force the words out. I saw the opportunity and took it without hesitation.

	"That was my thinking," I said. 

	I couldn't fully read Brett. Something was going on, something powerful, but I had no idea what. Was he angry? Was he sad? He'd dropped a curtain and I found him inscrutable. He'd developed this talent after years in the courtroom and I knew better than to pry. He'd talk to me, after he'd composed himself and had everything sorted out.

	"Always tell me," he rasped. "About your sessions. Always tell me."

	I wasn't sure what he meant but I promised I would.

	Our sex that night was incredible. Brett vigorously fucked me in every position. He paid me so much attention I felt like my pussy was the center of the universe. There were flashes where he seemed to punish me, slamming his hips and pulling my hair, but it mimicked passion so I said nothing. I was thrilled I turned him on so much. 

	 

	Chapter 6

	 

	Brett and his team wrapped up the Riggings case, successfully, and we got the hell out of town to celebrate. A weekend up at the lodge sounded great. I'd seen Evan three times over the last week and every visit was an exercise in sexual frustration. He'd rub my body with his hands and that big erection at the same time. I was telling Brett a little more each time and my husband was fucking me more passionately than ever. I was beginning to wonder what he'd do if I allowed something serious to happen. Would that cross the line? Or would he rip my clothes off the second he got home?

	The Aspen Lodge sits at the top of the Cajon Pass, halfway between Nevada and California. It's a rustic place, frequented by truckers and bikers and the occasional city dweller looking to escape. No cell phone reception, no television, no Wi-Fi; just wind through trees, trails that follow streams, and lots of waterfalls. The price is dirt cheap, which draws the bikers and truckers, but everyone keeps to themselves. I doubted Brett and I would even leave our cabin.

	He pulled the Mercedes in front of the main office. I ran in, signed us up, grabbed the room keys and a map of the trails, and zipped back to the car. The strong mountain winds were freezing. We unpacked and headed to the lodge for some drinks and food.

	The wind had driven surprising numbers of people inside and few tables were open. We were seated near a group of pretend-bikers, city-dwellers like us getting away from the concrete jungle. There were three couples, the boys playing pool while the girls sat at their table and drank and talked and laughed. The girls were cute, denim skirts, thin sweaters, and cowboy boots. Not exactly dressed for the mountains or for the back of a motorcycle, but hey, they were having fun. The guys looked like business types trying to play at road warriors. One wore chaps but they were new, still stiff and shiny. Another wore a denim jacket with the logo of his advertising firm on the back, made to look like a biker club emblem. I got the impression the guys knew each other well and the girls knew each other well, but the two groups barely knew each other at all. 

	Fifteen minutes later something was up. The guys were sticking together and the girls were basically ignoring them. Somebody had said something stupid and sides had been taken. I shared my observations with Brett and he said I should say hello and gather evidence. I laughed and took our empty pitcher to the bar for more beer, passing by the girl's table and smiling.

	That's all it took.

	On my return trip they called me over, peppering me with questions. After two minutes I invited Simone, Julia, and Tawny to our table to meet my husband. Simone was a lovely redhead, Julia a pretty blonde. Tawny was brunette with streaks of blue and had a body I kept staring at: firm round ass and big tits. We ordered more food and drink, talked until our jaws ached, and only noticed the guys had slipped out when the rumble of motorcycles shook the window. We all froze for a moment, realizing the guys had ditched the girls, and then all five of us burst out laughing. 

	"Looks like we're walking back to town," Simone said.

	Everybody laughed again.

	"You don't have a room?" I asked.

	"No," Simone said. "The guys wanted to eat and drink first." 

	"They said they'd take care of everything," Tawny added.

	I didn't hesitate. "You ladies spend the night with us. You can call an Uber in the morning or ride back with us on Sunday. Is that all right, Brett?"

	"Spend the night with four gorgeous women? Yeah, I'm fine with that."

	We all laughed again and raised our glasses.

	As the night wore on we drank, ate, shot pool, and played darts. Brett's comment had planted a seed and all the alcohol had watered it. Maybe I was feeling guilty about Tony and Evan and all those sexy massages. I had Brett to myself briefly while the girls played a round of darts and I pulled his ear close.

	"If anything happens," I rasped. "I want you to enjoy yourself."

	His eyes bugged.

	"What's that mean?" he asked.

	"We've all had a lot to drink," I said. "If sex happens back at our cabin, you have a free pass tonight."

	"You've had a lot to drink and I think you'd deeply regret that."

	"No," I stated. "I mean it."

	He had a lot of questions. I saw that. But Simone finished her round and returned to the table and an opportunity to ask those questions never arose. I made sure he saw the certainty in my eyes.

	Eventually we finished the drink and food and games and Julia said perhaps it was time for bed. All three tried to get out of sharing our room but I insisted. Brett had grown quiet. We bundled up and hurried to our cabin.

	Brett got a big fire going while myself and the girls figured out sleeping arrangements. The cabin was one big room so we'd all have the benefit of the fire. Simone and I pushed the couch and love seat together and we grabbed pillows and blankets. Now it was time to change into pajamas and I realized the girls were dragging their feet, waiting for me. They'd use what I wore as a guideline. I stepped into the bathroom and emerged in a large tank top and panties, acting utterly nonchalant. Brett controlled his face. I started hot chocolate for everyone in the small kitchen. 

	One by one the girls entered the bathroom and exited wearing almost nothing. Julia wore black lacy bra and booty shorts. Simone wore a thin camisole and boxers. Tawny, with that banging body, wore an ivory, tight, long-sleeve lace top that showed her figure with darker hints of nipple. 

	Julia apologized, looking at Brett, explaining she'd expected to share a cabin with her date and pajamas would have been unnecessary. 

	"We all did," Simone said, guilty.

	"Not to worry," I said. "I know Brett won't mind at all. We'll keep the lights low and the fire high."

	We all gathered in front of the fire and shared stories from our lives. Brett wore shorts and a T-shirt. We sank deeper into the pillows and blankets and soon Simone draped her leg across my lap. Julia began rubbing my foot. We all played it cool but the feeling was in the air.

	Tawny broke the ice. I'd turned to check on Brett and my face was inches form hers. She leaned closer, hesitating, reading my expression, then abruptly closed the gap and kissed me.

	"Fucking Tawny," I heard Simone mutter, like her friend had done such a thing before.

	I returned the kiss. I'm no stranger to girl on girl, dabbling once or twice in my youth, I just haven't for a long, long time. Tawny's hand lifted my breast, sending a jolt of electricity through me. I returned the favor and things really took off. Julia slid closer, eager to kiss me too. I heard Simone ask Brett if he was okay and he said absolutely. Simone's hand slid up my leg and tickled my pussy through my panties. I moaned. Julia lowered her mouth to my freed tit and gently bit my nipple. I gasped. Simone slipped a finger under my panties and penetrated my drenched cunt. Tawny pushed her tongue into my mouth. I disappeared under a pile of femininity. Lovely bodies swarmed me. I was the center of attention as I gasped for air. I had time for a quick glance at Brett before Tawny held my face and passionately kissed me. My husband sat with his back against the couch, a massive tent in his shorts. He was glued to the action, about to start rubbing his dick. 

	That was good enough for me. I kissed Tawny and lifted my breasts to Julia. That girl left my nipple bouncing in the open air to fasten her mouth on my clit, working in concert with Simone to please me. I groaned and Tawny pulled my tank top off. All the girls removed their tops. Eight beautiful tits stared Brett in the face before Tawny sucked the same nipple Julia had abandoned. I pulled Simone closer and we kissed and Julia slid her finger deep.

	All hell broke loose.

	Clothing flew and mouths descended. In seconds, all the girls were naked. Fingers and tongues explored everywhere, indiscriminately, me right along with them. I licked Simone's hairy pussy and fingered Tawny's bald one. Julia and I sixty-nined while Tawny and Simone finger-fucked us from behind.

	"This is missing cock," Simone said, reaching for Brett.

	He hesitated, bless his faithful heart, but gave in, remembering my earlier words. His shorts disappeared and then his erection did too, right into Simone's hot mouth.

	Funny how dick makes such a difference.

	We girls can have our fun but a cock turns everything serious. I guess it's the potential for pregnancy. All the playfulness, all the silly innocence left the cabin. 

	Brett became the center of attention. Every girl wanted his dick in them, every girl needed to suck his throbbing inches. I felt a pinch of jealousy but nowhere near what I would have expected. We played with each other while we waited our turn and then fucked the poor man to death. I'll give him credit. He held out. We started popping orgasms like fireworks but my man stayed hard and ready. 

	I was just about to tell the girls his cum belonged to me when my real reason for creating this encounter hit me between the eyes. I was staggered. 

	It wasn't guilt for what I'd done on the massage table. 

	It was guilt for what I knew I was going to do. 

	In some dark corner of my mind I'd subconsciously decided to take things farther with Evan. If Brett had fooled around, what could he say? I'd manipulated them all. No wonder my jealousy was so mild. I was already looking forward to Evan.

	Tawny rode Brett hard, on top, knees raised, arms around his neck and kissing him passionately. Brett's expression told me he was holding back, fighting the urge to give this hot babe every drop. Now that I knew my selfish plot, now that I was aware of my own game, I should stop him. I should take her place and take his load. I should draw a line for him because that would draw a line for me.

	"Cum in her, Honey," I heard myself say.

	Brett wouldn't look at me. Tawny was hot and sexy, with big tits bouncing in his face and loud moans filling our room. He wanted to shoot his load in her tight pussy. 

	I told myself whatever he did, I could do too. I'm a scheming, conniving, devious bitch. I'm a faithless, lusty whore. 

	"Give her every drop," I said. "Blast that gorgeous babe full of hot cum."

	Simone and Julia moaned and fell on my tits, sucking and licking while I watched my husband fuck the hottest girl in the room. Tawny rode faster. Brett closed his eyes in carnal bliss. Tawny dropped her head back, long hair cascading over her shoulders and down her spine, and then began a mewl that built into a howl. She was cumming, hard, grinding her pussy on my man's dick. I burned every second into my mind, believing the more that he got, the more I could take. 

	Brett filled his lungs and roared, growling like an angry lion. I laughed with joy, happy to see my husband pleased and happy for myself, too. He came like an earthquake. I leaned close and slathered his heaving balls as he shot Tawny full. Simone had been masturbating and she came too, pushed over the edge by the sights and sounds. We all collapsed in a heap, the room, silent.

	"That hot chocolate was really, really good," Julia eventually mumbled.

	We all chuckled. Brett still wouldn't look at me but that was okay. I'd act like it was all in fun. I'd show him understanding and not a drop of jealousy. I'd set the standard. When my time came, there'd be nothing for him to say. He'd have no leg to stand on, no argument to make. He could still react with jealousy, but he's such a fair-minded man, I knew he'd police himself into silence. 

	 

	Chapter 7

	 

	Simone took an early Uber but Julia and Tawny stayed and we all fucked again just before sunrise. Brett shot his load into Julia and Tawny and I ate it out of her. Brett made me cum with his mouth and we all dozed again before breakfast. 

	Tawny and Julia were eager to get home so they shared a cab. Brett and I ate like wolves at the lodge and then showered and dressed for the trail. We were standing on Cathedral Rock, gazing over the massive, gorgeous valley, when he spoke.

	"What the hell was that?"

	I knew what he meant.

	"Pretty wild night for a couple of married party-poopers."

	He studied my face.

	"Carlie Jo," he said, sounding resigned. "I'm paid to understand human nature for a living. I'm an expert at it. I'm trained to see behind the curtain. You made all that happen for a reason. Did something happen with Tony you should tell me? Was last night your way of evening the score? You gave me that because of something you've done?"

	Holy shit. My feet went cold.

	"No," I said.

	He studied my face again. He was too good. He'd easily seen through my subterfuge and while he didn't have all the answers, he knew enough. I decided to go with honesty. 

	"No," I said again, confessing. "Nothing has happened that I need to tell you about. But I'm worried."

	"You think something will happen. You maneuvered so if something does happen you can remind me about last night. You created an insurance policy."

	"Sort of," I admitted. "I get so turned on, Brett. I'm afraid something will and then I'll feel awful. I didn't plan last night. It just happened. But by the time I realized what was driving me it was too late."

	He watched me closely, seeing through the fog. 

	"You want to fuck Tony," he said.

	"No," I corrected, looking at the ground. "Not Tony." I lifted my eyes to meet his. 

	His eyes got big, his mind working fast. The man can process an incredible amount of data in seconds. Then, understanding dawned.

	"I want Evan," I said. "I want to fuck Evan."

	"Goddamn it, Barry," he muttered.

	He stared out over the huge pine valley. His mind raced. I braced myself for anything, expecting something unpleasant. I'd hurt him and he'd want to hit back.

	"All right," he exhaled. "Since we're telling the truth now, I too have something to admit." He took a deep breath. "I think your lust is sexy. I find your desire for another man arousing. I get turned on every time you go to the spa. I hate Evan's criminal side but I can't say I blame you. He's a stud."

	"You do?"

	"Think about it," he said. "Send your mind back over the last few weeks."

	I did and he was right. Our sex life had been better. A lot better.

	"You should have said something," I said.

	"You're right, I should have, but how does a husband say such a thing to his wife? The concept is intimidating. I didn't want to encourage you and I didn't want you doing anything because you thought I'd like it."

	"Why do you get turned on, Brett?"

	"I wish I knew. I picture his hands on you and the thought is maddening yet stimulating. I hate it. I always ask how it went, half hoping something happened and half dreading your answer. I knew that mugshot would get you."

	"What about his mugshot?"

	"Come on, Carlie Jo. The man is huge."

	Oh. Penis talk. 

	"That doesn't matter to me," I said.

	He shook his head slightly. "I don't believe you. I watched your face. You saw that photo and your pupils dilated."

	This was a twist I'd not seen coming. I studied my husband, noting the mix of agony, excitement, and fear.

	"CJ, I must ask you something I'm terrified to ask."

	I waited a moment then gave an encouraging nod. He drew another deep breath.

	"I've been trained," he said, "to only ask those questions to which I already know the answer. I'm going to break that rule right now: do you want Evan because there's something wrong with us? Do you want out of this marriage? Do you want to be with him?"

	Good God. My arms opened to hug him in an instant. The suffering on my man's face was terrible to see. He was holding himself together, barely, while pursuing the truth.

	"No, Baby," I said, gathering him in. "No. I swear it. I'm wildly happily head over heels for you."

	He sank into me, allowing my embrace to comfort him. I squeezed and kissed his cheek and squeezed harder. We stood motionless atop that peak, the cold mountain air swirling. 

	"So, one last time so I'm clear: nothing's happened?" he said. 

	"Nothing," I said. I kissed his cheek again. "Nothing yet."

	Risky, I know, but I said it.

	"Yet," Brett echoed, the word backed with meaning and foreshadow.

	He stepped back, running his gaze up and down my body. A shiver of excitement tickled between my shoulder blades, like suddenly he was a stranger and we were meeting for our first blind date. His eyes were hungry. The moment swelled and surrounded us. 

	Dizzy, light-headed, intoxicated and floating, I seized on the importance of that moment and I knew he did too. Yet, I'd said, and he'd embraced it. 

	There were no words we could share, nothing to explain. A kiss would have paled. All we could do was stand and stare, keenly aware of the step we'd just taken. My heart hammered against my ribs. We needed to discuss boundaries and limits and a million other things but neither could speak. He moved behind me and wrapped his arms around my shoulders. We stared at the vast mountain valley and snow-topped peaks and kept our damn mouths shut.

	We finished the hike and showered, packed the car and headed home. On the drive, we spoke in short sentences and answered with single words. I was wet. I felt it in my underwear. I glanced at his crotch and saw the outline of his erection. I said nothing.

	Brett had a ton of emails waiting and I got started on the preliminary ideas for my next project. We ate a late dinner and watched a movie, saying little but touching constantly. By bedtime I thought maybe I should ask a few basic questions, just to learn what was too far, but I never did. 

	 

	Chapter 8

	 

	The next day I met Connie for lunch and we talked about everything except the weekend. Connie is too smart. If I mentioned so much as a single detail she'd unravel the whole sordid story and know everything. I wasn't ready for that. I started to get nervous by dessert. I sent a text request to the spa while she was in the restroom and got a confirmation before she returned: Evan, one hour from now. My mouth went dry. Connie came back, sat, looked at me.

	"What's wrong?" she asked.

	Jesus woman! 

	"Nothing," I lied, gesturing at my phone. "Brett is working late again."

	She bought it.

	"The hours suck but the money's nice," she said. 

	We paid the bill, set a date for Thursday, and parted company. I almost ran to my car. The drive across town to the spa was nerve-wracking. I entered the lobby and everything was normal. I couldn't believe it. I'd gotten myself so worked up a fire-breathing dragon wouldn't have surprised me. 

	Nope. Just the waiting area at Mick's Massage and Health Spa.

	Cute Madison gave me a little wave and a smile.

	"He'll be just a minute."

	"All right," I answered, sitting.

	Soon the door opened and Evan ushered me back. My legs were weak. Things might be different in my head but he didn't know that. He chatted about the weather and asked how work was. I could barely breathe.

	In minutes, I was face down and trembling. I heard the cabinet, the bowl, the oil, but I jumped when he touched me.

	"Woah," he said. "That's a lot of stress and tension."

	What do I do? He doesn't know Brett and I talked. What should I do? What if I made some move and he backed off? What if he has a girlfriend? Holy shit, what if he's married? I kicked myself. So much of what I believed had only taken place inside my head. I'm an idiot. I know almost nothing about the man. 

	I lay perfectly still and let him work. Soon he tucked my panties like always but then a strong thick finger slid down my ass crack. I gasped loudly.

	"Is that all right?" he asked.

	I couldn't speak. I was stunned. Had he been on that mountain top with Brett and me? I nodded like a moron. 

	He found my sphincter and boldly teased with a dancing fingertip. He did not penetrate, but rubbed my tight little hole firmly, his finger coated in oil. Heat spread up my rectum and down towards my pussy, which was gushing. He slid his stiff finger between my labia, back and forth, then continued until he found my clit, rubbing that nub the same way he had my asshole. I gasped and curled my toes. My goddamn hips rose. Where the fuck was all this coming from? Could Evan read minds?

	 "Is that all right?" he asked.

	"Nngghh," was all I could manage. My juice was all over his hand.

	He sank a thumb into my cunt, polishing my G-spot. I groaned again. His fingers danced over my clit as he rubbed my insides. Without warning his other thumb pressed my butthole and slipped in. The air left my lungs in a rush. The oil was now burning my pussy from the inside and his thumb in my ass was doing the same. Throbbing, tingling, ripples radiated from two places, crashing into each other and driving me higher. I lifted my hips to give him full access and his soft chuckle of success shamed me. I was just another horny, unfaithful housewife. He pressed his big hard erection against my thigh. 

	"Is that all right?" he asked, confidently.

	"Oh God yes," I hissed.

	His hands continued their manipulations and my body responded eagerly. I was drenched, aching to be filled. I waited for his next move but he stayed where he was, toying with me inside and out, probing my most private openings like he owned them and could do as he pleased. He took his time, working my body until I started the climb to orgasm. That damn chuckle echoed again and we both knew he did own me. My tight ring gripped one thumb and my adulterous pussy gripped the other. The oil added an element of warmth that heightened every sensation. I was building towards a massive climactic explosion.

	His hands frolicked, inching me towards climax before backing away. I whimpered with need. His thumbs pumped in opposite time and I got no respite, never an instant to draw a breath and collect myself. I whimpered again and felt my ass and pussy slowly contracted around his digits. The cliff was fast approaching. I was thrusting my hips now, obscenely undulating on his table. That damnable chuckle sounded again as I rammed my asshole on his thumb.

	"Ah!" I was so close. "Mmmhh, God! GunhAAAA!"

	I fucked myself silly on his fingers. His twin digits stimulated my tunnels and an epic orgasm slammed me. My back bent, my toes curled, my eyes squeezed shut. I imploded with mind-blowing pleasure, my pussy and my asshole fighting to rule each other, an anal orgasm ripping me apart at the same time a vaginal orgasm flipped my world. Waves crashed from head to toe. I was his slutty puppet and he made me dance, varying speed and pressure, drawing the moments out until my body could give no more.

	Finally, sobbing softly, I dropped to the padded table, spent.

	I couldn't move. My entire body was aflame. He popped his fingers free and I had a vague sense of him moving around the table. I heard him refill the bowl. 

	With the retreat of my climax, reality inched forward. What had I done? Brett's sweet face floated in my mind. What would I tell him? What would he say? The thought of hurting him deeply sent a chill through me. Yes, we'd talked about this, but suddenly I had no trust for that conversation.

	"I should go," I mumbled, although I could barely move.

	I needed to get out of here and collect my thoughts. I needed to tell Brett what I'd done. I needed my husband to hold me and say everything was all right. I willed my body into action, but nothing happened. 

	I heard him move the bowl and the soft trickle of oil. He lifted my ankle and moved it to the right. He lifted the other and moved it far to the left. With legs splayed I knew he could see my soaked pussy but I was too weak to do much about it. 

	He hooked his thumbs and slid my well-lubricated panties off. I lifted my head to protest but his hand forced me down. The table shifted and shook. I tried to turn to see what was happening.

	Incredible pressure smothered my cunt. Heat from his massive cock head roasted my hole. Despite his enormous girth he eased deep smoothly and I realized he'd coated his cock with the warming oil. Holy Mother of God, he was putting that stuff, and his cock, inside me.

	His weight pinned me but that didn't matter. I'd stopped struggling. The girth of his cock sent my mind tumbling but the heat and tingling from deep within paralyzed me. The sensations were overwhelming. I focused every atom of my being on his hard cock sliding. My vision of Brett evaporated. For an instant I wondered if Evan wore a condom but that thought was fleeting. The man sank more and more meat into me until I moaned loudly. His cock felt so good! Smooth as silk and honey he withdrew the fat shaft and buried it again, deeper. The plump head touched my cervix and then kept going, mashing the mushroom until my inner wall was suffocated. Still his hips pressed and I groaned even louder. The oil was everywhere, heating me and prickling my nerves. Pleasure poured in from areas never touched before, never stimulated. I clamped my pussy around him and squeezed. He responded with that Goddamn chuckle again.

	I took it. I encouraged it. I lifted my hips to help him reach deep. His cock was wonderful. Big, hard, and velvety, he glided in and out, driving me toward another orgasm which I'd not thought possible, given how hard I'd cum just minutes ago. He took his time, savoring the feel of my faithless cunt wrapped around him. He was tender and gentle, pushing to the depth of me and then pushing deeper still. I moaned on every thrust, happy to be filled by this criminal's big dick. Brett had been right about that and I'd not even known it. He stuffed me, overflowing my tunnel, stretching me in every direction. I was swamped with penis, swimming in it, inundated and overwhelmed. He held all my attention. There was no world outside this small room. I was packed with hot meat and blissfully happy.

	In and out over and over, like a machine pumping oil from the ground. Evan lay atop me and pumped my pussy relentlessly. My orgasm boiled from the pit, rising fast and obliterating every thought in its path. I groaned like I'd been shot and then bucked under him like I was being electrocuted. I jerked and sprayed spit and turned into an animal. Colors exploded in my mind. Tidal waves of pleasure crashed down on me. I was barely aware when his shaft swelled and began expelling generous globs of semen, blasting my married cunt full of hot sperm. My slutty hips pumped against him, eager for all he could give, craving his seed. I felt his weighty balls thumping against my clit, his hot breath in my ear.   

	He didn't stay long. 

	He withdrew as he began to deflate, once more professional like he'd just performed a service, like he'd merely changed the oil and rotated the tires, an insemination service for married women. Which number was I? 

	The guilt began to return as the lust drained, but the warm tickling deep inside kept me distracted. He pulled his pants up and buckled his belt. I couldn't meet his eyes. I caught a glimpse of his large, soft, swinging pipe and it thrilled me.

	"I'm going to a house party this weekend," he casually mentioned. "Want to come with me as my date?"

	I will never forgive myself for feeling so pleased. With two sentences, he'd made me feel special.

	"Okay," I heard myself say.

	"Turn over," he said. "I'll finish your massage."

	The next forty-five minutes were some of the strangest of my life. I carried Evan inside me. Married to a wonderful husband, I yet carried the essence of another man in my womb. I relaxed on his table, enjoying his strong hands, enjoying the terrible knowledge. 

	I felt close. 

	His touch was intimate and I felt connected to him, familiar and comfortable in a way I had no right feeling. 

	I texted Brett the minute I got home: How much trouble am I in?

	He fired back right away: What happened?

	I chewed a lip deciding how to answer. I considered and rejected a thousand possible messages, some detailed, some abstract. 

	In the end, I sent this: His sperm is in me.

	I held my fucking breath. This could go in any direction. One minute became two became ten. I started to panic. What the fuck had I done? I rejected an additional thousand messages to follow the first, my gut telling me to wait. Brett would answer when he could. Ten became twenty. At twenty-seven minutes, my phone dinged: A picture from a men's room stall. I was staring down into Brett's lap. 

	My husband was hard as glass.

	I've never wanted to suck a dick so much in my life. I actually slipped two fingers in my mouth before I realized it. I moaned softly and zoomed, smiling at his fierce veins and purple head. 

	We'd have a lot to talk about tonight.

	 

	Chapter 9

	 

	Actually, we talked very little.

	Brett entered the house and dropped his briefcase on the floor. I rose to meet him and his fingers tangled in my hair and he crushed my lips with his. He was already hard in his pants. I bent to suck him but he pulled me away, forcing me over the couch and yanking my sweats down. I spread my legs and he rammed his cock into me. I coiled my legs behind him.

	"Fuck me," I begged. "Fuck me. Cum in me."

	He began pounding. We fell backward over the sofa, laughed, then slid to the floor where he continued to hammer at me. His dick was pure iron. He's never wanted me like he did right then. I held him tight, telling him I loved him over and over, whispering hot details as I remembered them into his ear. When I breathlessly said I'd cum twice he groaned. When I said I felt Evan's big cock swell before it began spurting, he sucked air and lost control. His hips were spastic as he shot. I was wickedly thrilled to now carry two men inside me for the first time in my life. I'd never had sex with different men one after the other.

	We moved to the shower but had sex in there too. I heated leftover pizza but we never finished. At least I finally got to suck Brett's dick. I was ready for a million questions but it was all too intense. I figured we'd need a few days to process what I'd done. 

	I mentioned Evan's invitation, sure Brett would say no way, but he just reached for me under the covers. I could not believe how fast his dick was ready to go again. It was magical. 

	I expected he'd lay down the law the next day but all I got was a text after lunch: Are you going to Evan's party?

	I thought a long time before answering. Clearly, he was leaving the decision up to me. At first I tried to guess what he'd want me to do but then I rejected that. If he didn't want me to go, he needed to say so. The question was, did I want to go? Could I be Evan's date? I liked that idea although I felt conflicted. Was I trying to recapture my youth going to a house party with a bad boy?

	I set my phone on the table and typed my answer to Brett: Yes, but you can choose what I wear.

	I'm Brilliant. Now he feels included but can set the tone for me; something like short skirt and tight top or jeans and a sweater. 

	He didn't respond but I didn't expect him to. We aren't one of those couples that analyzes our feelings and discusses every detail before making a choice. We do enough of that with work. I wasn't sure why I was going and I wasn't sure why Brett would want me to. Maybe I am fearful of growing older. Maybe I'm fearful of my fading beauty. Maybe I need to know younger men, with all their options for pretty girls, would still chose me. 

	Or maybe I'm full of shit. Maybe I'm just horny and Evan is hot and I want him to fuck me in a bed and not on a table. 

	I'm so nervous my legs are shaking. How many hot young women will be there? Am I about to embarrass myself? 

	Possibly. 

	Or I'm about to step outside my comfort zone in the biggest way possible. 

	I looked up Evan's contact and punched keys, typing out my acceptance of his invitation. He offered to pick me up from the house but no way I want him bumping into Brett. I suggested we meet at a Starbucks but he said if not my place then his and texted me an address and a time. Now my hands were shaking too.

	Brett was home around eight and we just kind of stared at each other, wondering if the other would back out. After some time it became obvious that neither would so he led me to the bedroom and went through my closet. 

	Two hours later I was in the Mercedes heading across town. Brett had chosen a black miniskirt and solid white dress shirt. Black bra and panties, hoop earrings, and black thigh-high fuck-me boots. He got excited as he watched me dress, approaching me with a nice stiff erection. I told him no. I couldn't go to Evan already tainted, could I?

	"Save that hard dick," I'd said. "I'll need it when I get home."

	For reasons I do not understand, my refusal turned him on more.

	We kissed and I applied lipstick.

	The GPS told me what turns to make and soon I entered a parking lot. Houses lined the street on the north side but on the south I drove past condos. Evan's place was at the end. I parked and climbed the concrete steps, dry-mouthed and trembling. I heard rap music and girls laughing. Some guy shouted "Hell yeah!" 

	A rush of doubts and insecurities washed over me. I almost returned to my car. What was I doing here? Before I could knock the door opened and a tall black man stepped out, followed by two young and pretty white girls. He looked me up and down and they did not like it.

	"You looking for Evan?" he asked.

	I nodded, not trusting my voice.

	"Back bedroom."

	I turned to enter but not before noticing the sneer both girls gave me. I liked that. You can't always trust a compliment from a man but you can take disrespect from a woman to the bank. I smiled and winked and stepped inside, shutting the door in their face. I turned.

	This was no party. 

	A long mirror sat on the coffee table and a dozen lines of white powder waited. An opened bundle of weed sat on an end table next to a bong. A stripper pole, complete with mirrored stage and disco ball, filled a corner. 

	Forgotten in the lap of a nearby chair sat a hard plastic tube about the size of my forearm. A hose attached at the neck ended in a fist-sized bladder. I stared at the thing, wondering, but gave up. Then an idea occurred. 

	Evan exited the backroom wearing a towel around his waist. He dried his hair with another. I gawked at his sexy, muscular, tattooed body. 

	"Running late," he said. "Too many customers. Sorry."

	He gestured at the drugs lying around.

	"Help yourself to whatever you like."

	I stared.

	The drug I want is behind your towel, I thought. 

	"Is that a penis pump?" I asked, waving vaguely over a shoulder.

	"Yeah."

	"Is that why your penis is so big?"

	He smiled a smile that could melt iron.

	"Thank you for noticing," he said. "But no. My penis was born big. What the pump adds is only temporary. I use it before I go on stage."

	"To make your big penis even bigger?"

	"Yup." He took three steps closer. "The bigger you are, the more they tip."

	"They? Women?"

	"Yeah, but men too. Gay guys love big dicks."

	"Do you fuck them as well?"

	He chuckled in that way he has. He eyes danced and glittered. He tossed the towel he used to dry his hair on the floor.

	"No," he said. "I like pussy."

	He took another step and then dropped the towel from around his waist. My eyes went directly to his dick and there was nothing I could do about it. I stared a full five seconds and then let my eyes roam his body. He oozed sex: supremely confident, cute, fit, hung, and smart enough to run his own business. 

	I decided in that moment I'd fuck him tonight. I didn't realize I'd been wrestling with that question. He motioned towards the pump.

	"Want to see me use it?"

	In for a penny, I thought, in for a pound.

	"Sure."

	He moved to the chair and I watched his firm ass. I couldn't take my eyes off him. From the end table, he withdrew lotion and told me to hold out my hand. He squirted the liquid on my palm and set the bottle on the table. Without being asked, I closed my fingers around his hot thick meat and stroked, spreading the lotion. He began to rise and the flow of blood turned me on. 

	"Hand me the pump," he said.

	"Do you need to be erect?"

	"I like to put the tube on first, so I can feel myself harden. It feels good."

	"I bet it does."

	He moved his hand to the base and slipped the open end of the tube over the head. He slid all the way in then rotated the cylinder to form a seal. He pumped the bladder a few times, adjusted the chamber, then pumped again. The head flared. His dick began to expand. 

	I couldn't believe my eyes. His big dick already turned me on. Brett had been so right about that. But this device was expanding and lengthening the staff, filling the helmet head. Inside, his straining dick almost touched the plastic walls. 

	His cock was sexual and obscene; a bloated, swollen testament to virility. He looked rosy and healthy, a fleshy human trunk designed by nature to inject sperm. He looked capable of impregnating every woman on Earth. The sight made my empty pussy ache. 

	"There is no party, is there?" I asked, distracted.

	"There is," he said, motioning towards the front door. "But not here. Ronald and his girls just left for it. We can go or we can stay."

	I glanced at the door and then stared at his ballooning cock again. Precum was oozing from his slit. He looked too thick to get my hand around and I shivered, wondering how that girth would feel. I imagined him pushing in, spreading me wide.

	"Let's stay," I said. 

	He smiled. "Good answer."

	The vacuum inside the tube drew more and more blood into his shaft. It looked uncomfortable but that only added to the rampant masculinity of the event; a man bearing his pain silently.

	"I love your outfit," he said, running his eyes over me. "You look great. Really incredibly sexy."

	"My husband picked it out. I'll let him know he pleased you. Are you at maximum or may I squeeze the pump?"

	"I can go a little more."

	He held out his hand and I took the bladder from him. I gently clenched my fist and air hissed. His cock head expanded and the raised veins grew. 

	"How long do you stay in there?"

	"I usually leave it on twenty minutes. My size gain will last all night. You should see me in a G-string. My package looks huge."

	"Your package is huge, Evan."

	I reached under to fondle his big smooth balls. His turgid cock throbbed within the chamber; deep red and shiny. It was an artist's exaggeration of a cock. He brushed a strand of hair away from my eye and kissed my cheek. Sweet, but I didn't much care. I couldn't take my eyes off his dick. Minutes ticked off and his growth slowed. His thick shaft touched the inner plastic wall from the base of his dick to halfway up the tube. My mouth watered.

	"How much longer?"

	He chuckled, running fingertips down my shoulder to my elbow.

	"Another minute. What do you want?"

	"I want to suck it," I said, and meant it. "Then I want you to fuck me with it."

	The seconds stretched forever. I impatiently licked my lips. He brushed the back of his hand against my hard nipple and I caught my breath.

	"Your husband dressed you? For me?"

	"Yup. He knew I was coming here. He knew you'd be the beneficiary. Not him. He's home for the night, waiting for me to return. I left my outfit up to him."

	My gaze flicked to his eyes but then back to his dick. I wanted to see that tube come off. The cylinder bobbed slightly with every beat of his heart. 

	"Time," he said. "That's enough."

	He turned a small knob near the bladder and air hissed. His penis began contracting. The air stopped and he wiggled the tube, pulling the plastic sheath off his erection. He was thick and hard and angry and gorgeous. A red ring circled the base, denting his scrotum. He was enormous.

	"Put on a G-string for me," I said. "I want to see what they see."

	"It won't fit while I'm hard. Wait for it to go down."

	He put his hands on his hips. We both stared at his pulsing cock. I wanted it so badly. I want to kiss it, to touch it. I wanted to put it in my mouth. Bit by bit he began to deflate. Soon he was horizontal. Moments later he pointed at the ground. He'd lost his stiffness but not his girth or length.

	"Wait here," he said.

	He disappeared into his bedroom. I heard a closet door and then a drawer open and close. He stepped into the room again, a tiny red thong trying desperately to contain all that meat. He looked massive. 

	"I feel foolish," he said.

	"You look delicious."

	I moved in front and tilted my face for a kiss, surprised how easy it was for me to cheat on Brett. My heart raced. Evan met my lips and I cupped his nylon covered package. It was breathtaking. He overflowed my hand by a lot. I added my free hand and still the man had too much dick.

	"Hang on," I said. "I need a record of this."

	 I fumbled I my purse and took a few pictures with my phone.

	"Take it out," I said.

	He held it at the base, allowing all those inches to arch out into open air. He wobbled the thing like a fat snake and we both laughed. The pump had added both length and thickness. I stopped taking pictures.

	"Take me to bed," I said.

	"Are those pictures for your husband?"

	I looked at my phone. 

	"No, me. Why? You think he'd want to see them?"

	He shrugged. "Possibly. Probably."

	I was not his first kinky married woman.

	"He'd like them better if it was your hand holding my dick and not mine."

	"Seriously?" I asked. "You've been with wives that sent photos like that?"

	"A few."

	Uncharted territory. Would Brett want to see that? I searched my heart but that was no help. I impulsively tapped out a message to my husband: Pictures?

	Okay, came the quick reply. He was obviously keeping his phone close.

	I cupped Evan's balls, allowing his pump-enhanced snake to rest on my forearm. I snapped a picture and hit send.

	Wow, was the response. Then, seconds later: WOW.

	Not Stop, not What are you doing? not I've changed my mind. Just, Wow.

	All right, Honey, if that's how you feel.

	I handed the phone to Evan.

	"Start snapping pictures."

	I bent at the waist and turned my face, looking back at the camera. I opened my mouth wide, working my lips over the head and inching down the shaft. I heard the shutter sound several times but concentrated on sucking this new dick, my first since I married Brett. I was beyond thrilled. Everything was perfect: Brett's consent, Evan's bad boy status and the fact he was a younger man, but what I loved most was this hot stripper's cock in my mouth. Evan snapped one picture after the next.

	I wasn't reliving my younger days. 

	This was better than my younger days.

	I took the camera and dropped it on the floor. I hooked my thumbs under my miniskirt and whipped my panties down.

	"Enough pictures," I breathed. "Fuck me."

	I sat on the carpet and leaned back, spreading my legs, aiming my dripping pussy at him like a whore. His dick had risen as I sucked and now gently curved up from his hips like a bulky spike. He moved between my legs, coming in for a kiss, but I ducked my head to keep my eyes fastened on his cock. My knees moved farther apart and then I felt the huge plug smother my hole. He pressed his weight forward, trying to penetrate, but I was too small. He grunted and pressed harder and the head eased inside me.

	"Fuck," I groaned. "That's intense." 

	He was simply too big but didn't give a shit and I loved that he didn't give a shit. He was going to get his dick in me. He had to. He needed to. He flexed that rock-hard ass and shoved more into me.

	"Yeah," I moaned. "Give me all of it."

	He held me at the shoulders and bore down, splitting me open. A tight fit before the pump, now he forced me wide in every direction. I was cheating on Brett and elated to do it with this man. I curled my legs behind his ass and helped him fill my cunt. He lifted himself over me on one arm and with his free hand ripped my shirt open. He tugged my bra down and planted his hot mouth on a nipple, nibbling until I squealed. His cock sat in my guts like a dead weight. He began to move and I got sopping wet fast. He slid a little easier and I pulled his mouth down for a kiss. He crawled his knees forward and something happened, some angle he hit electrified my nerves.

	"Agh!" I gasped. "Right there!"

	He held himself and worked his ass, stirring that absurd stripper dick in my married cunt. The thong held his balls. He began short strokes that sent chills through my body. He cupped my head to kiss me and mauled my tit, never breaking rhythm. He was harder now than when he started and I was building towards an earthshaking climax. He sensed it, and covered my mouth and nose with his big hand.

	"Cum on my cock, Carlie Jo. I want to watch your face."

	Like I had a choice. His dick hit every nerve and introduced me to new ones. Stabbed repeatedly, I urged him on, moaning. I was delirious for new cum, cruelly hungry to be fertilized by a new man. The lack of air was making me dizzy but fueling incredible sensations through my body.

	Evan scooped my ass in his hands and lifted my hips. His solid cock was a battering ram. My slick walls encased him in hot wet flesh, tightly wrapping his inches. My head fell back as the first tingling vibrations of my orgasm began.

	The front door opened. Ronald and his girls stepped in. Evan looked up briefly and then kissed me again. 

	"Sorry, Mate," Ronald said, starting to back out. 

	The girls leered over his shoulder, snide, judgmental expressions as they saw the faithless married cunt take a pounding. I was flooded with shame but then unexpectedly excited. I liked that they saw me being bad. I liked that I had an audience. Evan was not taking me secretly. There were witnesses to my infidelity. The rush further energized me, throwing me off the cliff. My climax seized my body and twisted my spine. I growled beneath his hand, I whimpered, I orgasmed around his impaling rod from head to toes. He wasn't just too big for my pussy, he was too big for my body, too big for my mind. Deprived of oxygen, my orgasm exploded like nothing I'd ever felt. I screamed against his calloused palm, desperate for air.

	Ronald and the girls pushed into the room. They all watched my total submission. I held nothing back from Evan and his invading cock. He fucked my body. He owned my body. I went limp in his hands and he pounded me. 

	Then he grunted loudly and dropped his head. Drool spilled from his lip.

	"Fuck!" he yelled, driving every inch I could take. 

	He swelled like before, remarkably bigger this time, then exploded with searing juice, gushing his hot potent seed everywhere inside me. I threw my arms and legs around him, pulling him deeper still, rocking my hips to milk everything he had.

	 

	Chapter 10

	 

	I would have fucked Ronald if he'd tried. I would have fucked any man at that moment. Evan's friends dropped into chairs to watch. One of the girls did a line of cocaine.

	My lover withdrew his puffy cock and brought it to my mouth. I'd never sucked Brett after sex but I did not hesitate with Evan. His dick was dripping with our juices but I opened wide and sucked him in. The taste was strong but thrilled me; this was us combined. 

	I took him in my hands and licked every inch, cleaning his sperm and my nectar from his skin. He remained surprisingly firm, not erect but heavy and bendable like clay. I removed his thong, now silly and ridiculous, so he could be naked beside me.

	After a few minutes, he had me stand and strip in front of everyone. A little unnerving given the youthful girls and their hot bodies, but I didn't let them see my uncertainty. When I finished, he motioned me to sit on the carpet, guiding my mouth to his enhanced cock once again. I played with it while he talked to Ron, learning they'd forgotten to bring money.

	"Can't go to a drug deal without money," Ron joked. 

	Ron and the girls had gotten halfway to the party when Ron realized he'd forgotten his wallet. Their plan had been to run in and grab it while the ladies used the restroom, but they'd seen us fucking and that had stopped them. 

	I lifted Evan's testicle on my fingertips and slurped him into my mouth. The men kept talking. The girls headed for the coke mirror. I wondered how I looked to Ron: Evan sat cross-legged, I knelt beside him, head in his lap, languidly tonguing his dick, learning every vein, learning every inch. 

	What would Brett have thought?

	Evan regained some rigor as time passed. He no longer had quite the enhanced size but he was still impressive. I'd never thought about dicks much but I'd never experienced anything special. Now I knew. 

	I played with his cock, taking him as far into my mouth as I could, rolling his balls around on my tongue. The girls watched but I ignored them. I wondered if they'd longed for Evan but never had him. I put on a good show just in case.

	Once he was mostly erect I straddled his lap and hugged him, easing onto his cock. Jesus, he filled me. I knew the girls were watching and having an audience for the first time was an unparalleled thrill. I felt their eyes on my body. I saw them looking at my tits, my ass, my stuffed pussy. Fucking in front of others is decadent and something I'd never imagined myself doing. Now that I was, I reveled in it. They were strangers and there was safety in that and I wondered what it would be like to fuck in front of people that knew me. That sent a tantalizing shiver up my spine. Then my mind jumped to fucking for Brett and I almost came. Dear God. Brett watching me would be so hot. 

	I moaned as I sank onto Evan. I rode his cock, felling him expand and harden inside me. More of that heavenly size returned and my face was twisted with intense pleasure as I slowly went up and down and up and down. I didn't look at the girls but I knew they were jealous. I grabbed my abandoned phone. I parted my legs, leaning farther back to reveal the fat dick inside me.

	"Take that picture too," I told Evan.

	He did and I sent the result to Brett. I hoped he was home masturbating like crazy. I hoped he wasn't regretting all this. Actually, a little regret would be fine, I'd want him to hate losing me, but not enough to ruin the moment.

	My phone dinged: a short video of my husband jacking off. He's a man of few words. I showed the video to Evan who smiled like the Devil.

	"Ask him if I have permission to cum inside you."

	"You already have," I said.

	"He doesn't know that. He'll think I did because he said so. He'll agonize over his decision. Giving another man permission will haunt him but make his dick hard for months. Trust me."

	"I already have you in me. What if he says no?"

	"He won't."

	"But what if?"

	"He won't. Trust me I said."

	I did trust Evan. I had no idea how many wives he's fucked, and with their husband's consent, but he knew what he was doing. I felt a pinch of jealousy imagining him with another woman but I also got tuned on, thinking about how many women wanted him but he was with me tonight.

	May Evan cum inside me? I typed. I hit send.

	The long delay told me the message was brutal. Brett must be wrestling with a horrible reality right now, tormented and troubled. Would he give me to Evan so completely? I dripped at the possibility. What was my husband thinking right now? My phone dinged: Jesus, Carlie Jo. Yes, Evan can cum in you.

	I moaned and read it again. I showed the phone to Evan and his penis flared inside me.

	"That's hot," he rumbled. "That must have killed him to send."

	I dropped my phone and slipped my arms around his neck. We kissed lustfully, my tight pussy already sliding up and down his fat dick. I checked to make sure Ron and the girls were watching and drew myself to the tip of that enormous cock before smashing my hips down, capturing every inch. In moments, my orgasm was bubbling. I fed Evan a nipple to put me over the edge and clenched my pelvis around the thick iron bar impaling me. I groaned loud, cumming hard. Evan was right behind me, bucking his hips upward, growing to stretch my tunnel before erupting like a fountain and flooding my guts. 

	I rested a bit, happy and content, feeling the man shrink. Even soft he was a snug tube of firm flesh inside me. He breathed deep, recovering from his exertions, and I rested against his slowly heaving chest.

	All at once I missed Brett. A powerful longing for my husband washed over me. I was eager to leave this place and get home.

	I lifted my butt, creating a sucking sound as Evan exited my saturated cunt. His wet dick landed on his belly with a splat. I dribbled semen across him as I stood, retrieving my phone and looking for my clothes.

	"Leaving?" he asked, looking surprised.

	"Yes," I said, dressing.

	"I'm going to fuck you again someday soon," he said.

	"Yes," I repeated, loving that the girls heard his desire for me.

	I pulled my underwear up my legs and saw a dollop of sperm ooze from my slit and land in the cotton panel. I nestled my panties in place, excited by the indecent loads I carried home.

	 

	Chapter 11

	 

	Brett waited in our bedroom. 

	I've never been so nervous in my life. Because Evan had torn it, I left my white dress shirt unbuttoned to my navel as I drove, showing my black bra and cleavage, hoping a cop would pull me over for a broken taillight. Who knows what I'd do? I felt impetuous and impulsive. Brett might shut everything down the moment I stepped through the door, but I'd have tonight forever.

	I dropped my purse and keys, alerting him I was home, and opened our bedroom door gradually. He had his back against our headboard, slowly stroking his erection. 

	"Hey," I said.

	He left the bed to take me in his arms, his penis poking my stomach. Suddenly I wanted to weep. Not sad tears or regretful tears, but tears of relief. It was good to be home. It was good to be in Brett's arms again. I circled his neck with my arms and pulled his lips to mine for a kiss to end all kisses. He held me tight, breathing deep. His body was a furnace, trembling with excitement.

	Neither spoke, as is our way, and he stepped back to look at me, running his eyes over every faithless inch. He slipped his hands under my skirt, drawing my panties down. I stepped out of them.

	"Is he?" his strained voice croaked. "Is he in there?"

	I nodded and he groaned. I gently aimed his pulsing erection between my legs, guiding the second cock into me in less than an hour. I felt so immoral, so reckless. I lifted on my toes and Brett slipped in effortlessly and for the first time in my life I felt the surprising difference between two men. I gasped, astonished. Brett misunderstood.

	"Did he leave you sore?" he growled.

	I nodded.

	"I feel him all over my dick. He's dripping out of you."

	My husband began fucking me through Evan's semen. I've never felt sluttier. He's never felt so hard. There was no lovemaking in his touch. He was letting me know I belonged to him, repossessing what was rightfully his. I didn't argue. I welcomed it. Our marriage has infinite love and respect but not much raw passion. 

	This time, Brett fucked me. 

	"He pumped it in," I hissed, lips close to his ear. "Twice."

	Brett lifted me off the ground. Two steps had me pinned to the bedroom wall, his arms hooked under my knees. His hips hammered my cheating cunt, his stiff dick plunging balls deep. He made animal sounds, pounding away at his woman. Our eyes met and I saw a furious lust, a deep hurt, and a wild runaway hunger. I held his face and kissed him.

	"Add yours," I moaned. "God! Two men! Cum in me, Baby. Fill me like he did."

	Brett groaned out of control. His spastic hips jerked and thrust. Without warning he roared and buried his dick, pumping hot cum into me. I kissed him over and over.

	"Next time," I whimpered. "I want you there. I want to fuck him in front of you. I want you watching me, seeing for yourself how bad your wife can be."

	His climax spiked at my words. I thought he might weep. He held me pinned until his arms shook and his legs trembled. His penis softened and fell out of me and again I was astonished by the difference between my two men.

	"When?" he asked.

	I knew what he meant.

	"He says he wants me soon. I want him too. I'll let you know."

	We sank to the floor and held each other, spiders tangled in our own web of lust.

	"We must be careful," he said. "He can't know who I am. Not in my profession."

	"All right." 

	"He looked huge in the photos."

	"He is." 

	I said nothing about the penis pump. Why pour salt in the wound?

	"Did you orgasm?"

	I held his chin and looked him in the eyes. 

	"Like a volcano," I said. "I've never felt anything like that dick."

	Hurtful? Maybe. But maybe that's what Brett wanted to hear. I sure enjoyed saying it. I watched his face closely. He'd heard enough for now but his eyes said I'd turned him on again. He nodded slowly.

	 He stood and offered a hand and I followed him to bed. 

	An hour later he was hard and fucked me again. We fell asleep but I was awakened by his dick digging between my legs. He fucked me again. He had no interest in my orgasm. That would come later. For now, he needed to have me again and again until the demons retreated into the darkness. 

	 

	 

	Chapter 12

	 

	Connie held her bite of salad about mouth level, hand frozen in midair.

	"What?" she said.

	"I fucked someone. Brett knows."

	"What?"

	The hand holding the salad began to tremble. I grinned.

	"It's true," I said, smug. "Can you believe it?"

	She set the fork on the side of her plate, glancing around the restaurant looking for cameras.

	"Am I being Punked?" she asked. "Are you filming my reaction? Is this some Candid Camera bullshit?"

	"No, it's real."

	"Why?" she asked. "Who? Why? Why did you tell Brett? Are you guys getting divorced? I love Brett, and I generally hate men as a rule. Brett is one of the good ones. Why would you do that to him?"

	"I didn't," I said. "We did this together."

	Connie took a big gulp of wine and sat up straight.

	"Tell me everything," she said.

	I did. She ended my narrative with a toast.

	"Fucking-A, Carlie Jo. I had no idea you had that in you. What an awesome story. I never would have guessed that about Brett, either. Jesus."

	"Next time I want to fuck Evan in front of Brett," I blurted. "I want Brett to watch me do it. Right in front of him. But Brett doesn't want Evan to know who he is. He says that's too dangerous as an attorney."

	Connie leaned back in her chair. She finished her wine.

	"Bring Evan to my place," she said. "Brett can just happen to be visiting as my friend. Sabrina too. You can fuck Evan in front of all of us. He'll never know."

	A huge smile spread across my face.

	"You won't think less of me?"

	She waved me away.

	"Girl, you wouldn't believe the shit I've done."

	"Brett will hate that you and Sabrina know our secret, but he'll understand eventually. Holy shit, Connie. This could work. You're a genius."

	"It's been said."

	"Evan will want to fuck you. Sabrina too."

	"Tell him to keep dreaming," she laughed. "Me and Brina don't swing that way." 

	I was in a great mood when we left the restaurant. I text Brett the true plan and then Evan the phony one. I'd meet Evan for dancing and drinks, then cut the evening short because I couldn't wait to have him. Connie's place would be right around the corner so I'd take him there.  

	As expected, Brett was anxious that Connie and Sabrina now knew our dirty little secret but if he trusted anybody on this planet other than me, it was those two. I knew he'd come around. Two hours later I got a text from him telling me he was hard. He liked that someone else knew his shame. 

	I stopped at the mall and bought a new Betsy Johnson dress. Lacy and frilly and more sexy than cute. I felt strange that my best friend Connie would watch me fuck but as a lesbian, maybe it would turn her on to see me naked. 

	The week past slowly. I was too eager for the weekend. Brett changed from fucking me nightly to eating me. He wouldn't stop until I came. After a few days I asked why and all he said was: "I'm excited for Evan to have you fresh. None of me I there. It makes your pussy his. I'll take you back once I get you alone again."

	Okay by me. He was right. Once I started thinking about my body in those terms, saving myself for Evan was blazing sexy. What married woman does this? My secret sex life was as hot as the sun. Brett tried for sex on Thursday and I told him I was saving myself for Evan. That got him going. He got so hard! I had him show me his erection and then requested he jack off for me. He was unsure at first but got into it. As he got close, I grabbed my phone and showed him the picture of Evan inside my pussy. He spurted about a gallon, groaning in ecstasy. That got me all worked up but I forced myself calm, storing that sexual energy for Saturday night. 

	At last the day arrived. I began with nails, hands and feet, and a waxing and threading, eyebrows and everywhere else. I looked my best. Brett loved the dress I'd purchased but suggested I skip a bra.

	"The areas of lace reveal tantalizing amounts of breast," he said.

	"Betsy knows what she's doing," I replied, tossing my bra on our bed. I stared at it a moment, lost in thought. "Someday I'm going to fuck Evan right here," I added, sweeping my hand over our bed. I patted the comforter. "Maybe while you're out of town on business."

	Wow, did I push some buttons. Brett's eyes grew wide. He gasped.

	"Jesus, Carlie Jo," he exhaled. "You're way too good at this."

	He walked me to my car and kissed me. My heart hammered my ribs. Look at what we were doing! It's insane. We were deliberately arranging for me to fuck a man in front of my husband. I could barely breathe. I opened my door and my unholstered tits wobbled. I shook them and Brett scanned the neighborhood.

	"It feels great," I giggled. 

	I shook them again. The loose fabric stimulated my over-wrought nerves. My whole body was ready for this. 

	I eased into my car and drove away.

	I met Evan at the club, a funky local place with slot machines and cigarette smoke hanging in the air. We shared a drink at the bar before moving to a booth. The conversation flowed smoothly but that was only because he's so suave. I was a nervous wreck. He sensed it and put me at ease, talking softly, asking lots of questions and not rushing anything. The music started and we danced a few but our hearts weren't in it. Our hearts were eager to fuck. 

	"My place?" he said.

	I shook my head. 

	"Too far. My best friend lives around the corner. Let's go there."

	He chuckled that fucking chuckle which I'd grown to love and dropped money on the table. I sent Connie a text. We took my car and in three minutes we were driving past the guard gate into Connie's neighborhood. I was nervous as fuck. I pulled into guest parking.

	"If she has company," I said, killing the engine. "They'll be totally cool."

	"Good to know," he said, looking at me a little funny.

	I let it go.

	I rang the bell with a trembling finger.

	Brett opened the door, releasing a cloud of smoke. Evan laughed.

	"I guess the party's here," he said, extending a hand. "I'm Evan."

	"Brett," my husband said, shaking. "Friend of Connie's." He swung his open hand over to me. "Brett," he said again.

	"Carlie Jo," I quickly responded, caught by surprise. "Call me CJ."

	"I like Carlie Jo," he said.

	"Me too," Evan added.

	My husband stepped aside and let us in. Sabrina sat on the floor and Connie had one end of the couch. The air was thick with weed. The girls smoke often but Brett only rarely. No doubt tonight this was for nerves.

	"He's hot," Connie said, buzzed. "You never told me he was hot."

	"I did," I said. I turned to Evan. "Ignore her. It's all sham. She likes girls."

	"Which is where I come in" Sabrina said, raising her hand and giggling. 

	She stood and gave Evan a hug, her light robe parting enough to show off her gorgeous cleavage. She's a writer and blogger and sometimes cam girl. Connie's an engineer and makes almost all the money. 

	"Smoke?" Connie offered, extending a bong. 

	"Sure," Evan said. 

	He dropped next to her on the couch like old friends having a puff and started asking about the Picasso pencil sketch framed on the wall. While they chatted, I risked a glance at Brett. He was high. Sabrina too. Connie acted high but wasn't as much as she pretended. Sabrina had a glow about her, like she couldn't believe what she was about to see. She smiled constantly. Brett fidgeted, tugging on his collar and wiping his palms on his jeans.

	I had no idea how to make things happen. I'd only thought as far as getting Evan here. He and Connie talked and laughed and Sabrina beamed and Brett glanced around nervously and suddenly I couldn't wait anymore. I tried to think of something to say, something to get things going, but drew a blank. It was Connie that saved the day.

	"CJ tells me you're a stripper," she said.

	"Sometimes," Evan replied. "Mostly I give massages now."

	"I'll get your information from Carlie Jo. I could use a good massage. Do you make good tips dancing?"

	"A ton."

	"You must have a big cock."

	Evan shrugged but Brett casually turned, interested in their conversation but trying not to show it.

	"It's pretty big, yeah. Just born lucky. There are a few bigger guys who dance at the club but I'm in the top three."

	Connie pretended to give a shit for my sake.

	"Can I see it?" she asked, her eyes mischievous. 

	Bless her heart. What a true friend.

	Evan looked around the circle, waiting for a protest.

	"Whip it out, brother," Sabrina encouraged. "Show us ladies."

	"Yeah," Brett added. "Give us a private show."

	I picked up on the strain in his voice. He was nervous, and probably worried that he'd sounded gay, but he genuinely did want to see the cock that fucks me. The weed was helping all of them in this awkward situation. I regretted I'd not smoked any.

	"All right," Evan said, standing.

	"Hold on!" Sabrina shouted, laughing. "This needs music."

	She used an app on her phone and soon some Trance with a heavy beat and soft euphoric sounds filled the air. Evan took a huge hit off the bong and began a silly dance, unbuttoning his shirt and jeans, exaggerating his strip-tease movements. Brett was riveted. The girls laughed and clapped, making cat-calls and inspiring Evan to go farther. His shirt came off a shoulder and then whipped down an arm, exposing muscle and tattoos. Sabrina roared with laughter. Connie applauded. His shirt hit the wall and shoes and socks went next, bouncing across the living room carpet. He paused to feel the music and the weed, closing his eyes and tilting his head back. 

	If he was hoping for a sexy moment, he nailed. Even the girls fell quiet.

	Evan let the music build and then slowly opened his fly. He reached a dramatic hand in and withdrew it, freeing his serpent for all to see. He let it dangle, hanging freely down the front of his jeans. His balls were still in his pants but that only made his cock look longer. 

	My husband looked like he'd been punched in the gut. He scrutinized Evan's cock, studying every inch, imagining, no doubt, what that thing had done to me. He'd seen the picture but here was the beast in the flesh. This thing had been inside me. Evan knew how I felt from the inside, my pussy wrapped tightly around his inches. All this wandered through Brett's befuddled mind; that cock had fucked his wife. That cock had injected me with sperm. I saw Brett thinking hard and then his lips moved: "Twice," he muttered, and I knew he was remembering I'd enjoyed that dick so much I'd orgasmed on it two times. 

	Evan kicked his pants off and struck a silly pose. All three girls giggled. 

	"You ever get hard dancing?" Connie asked.

	"Sometimes, but it always goes away fast. Dancing takes too much energy to maintain an erection."

	Connie looked at me. 

	"Go make him hard," she said. "I want to see him dance like that."

	A weak and clearly contrived reason but they were high and I was horny. Brett glued his eyes to me as I slipped from the couch to crawl at Evan's feet. 

	"Do it," Connie ordered.

	I opened my mouth and rose from below. Evan's plump head slipped in and I closed my lips, meeting the eyes of my audience one by one but lingering at my husband. He looked ready to scream.

	I slurped and sucked, stretching the soft cock with vacuum. I glanced at Brett again, so excited to have my husband there, watching me. Sabrina was astonished, eyes darting back and forth from me to Brett. Connie stayed on me, watching her best friend ravenously sucking cock. 

	I got so hot.

	Evan engorged. Before he got too stiff to play with I relaxed my throat and took all that I could. Brett's eyes got big and Connie applauded. I held Evan there and took a deep breath, then eased him deeper still. I had three-quarters of the man's shaft in my mouth. His dick head tickled my tonsils. I breathed through my nose, determined, and pulled his ass forward. Another inch slid deep. I swallowed and he jumped.

	"Holy shit," he exclaimed. "Do that again."

	I hurried. He was swelling fast and would soon be too big to handle. I swallowed around his cock, my throat muscles working his shaft. He moaned and doubled over.

	"That feels fantastic."

	I did it again. And again and again and again. I had to back off as he became stiff and thick but I'd done a number on him. I felt the blood rushing. I felt his heart pounding. I pulled my mouth off with a pop that left his dick bouncing. I sat back. We all watched and marveled as he grew bigger and more vertical on his own. He leaned back to accentuate the size and shape.

	"Never mind," Connie mumbled. "I don't want to see him dance."

	All of us, including my husband, stared at that porn star dick.

	I slid underneath to lick his balls. With my husband present, I was going to indulge every slutty urge I had. I licked Evan's asshole and slapped my tongue against his nuts. They covered my chin. I braced myself on his legs and burrowed my face into his nut sack. He started stroking himself.

	"Make me a drop of cum," I said. "Squeeze it out."

	He gripped his shaft hard and drew a fist to the head. A large clear bead appeared and I teased the drop with the tip of my tongue before closing around the slit and sucking his seed down. 

	Sabrina moved closer to Connie. My best friend cupped her girl's tit and rolled the nipple slowly. If I was getting to a couple of lesbians, what was I doing to Brett? I unbuttoned my top and unzipped my skirt. Connie left the couch to help me strip so I could continue sucking cock. Sabrina drew a huge blast off the bong and passed the instrument to Brett who sucked an even bigger hit.

	"I've never said this in my life," Connie panted, tugging down my panties. "But that cock is beautiful."

	Evan grinned. 

	"Considering the source," he said. "That might be the best compliment I've ever received."

	I let Connie undress me until I was nude at Evan's feet. 

	"You should strip too," I whispered to Connie.

	"Why?"

	"Because then Sabrina will too and I can see you both naked. She's cute."

	I jerked my chin at Brett and lowered my voice.

	"We should all get naked."

	She caught the hint. 

	"All right."

	She stood as I got back to work on Evan. She moved to Sabrina and took her hands, encouraging her to stand.

	"What are we doing?" Sabrina whispered. 

	Connie opened the girl's robe and nudged the fabric off her shoulders. Sabrina was naked in an instant. Connie began to strip, telling Brett he should join us. Thank God for the weed. My husband started with his shoes.

	Sabrina and Connie joined me on the floor, making out and fingering each other. Brett watched all of us with shock and amazement. I leaned over to kiss Connie and Evan held my ass in his hands and spread my cheeks.

	"God Damn that's a pretty pussy," he crowed.

	"Show us," Sabrina teased.

	I was mortified when Evan swung my ass to face them but turned on too. My pussy was mere inches from my friends. Brett was stroking himself.

	"Fuck her," Connie said. "Jam that big cock in there."

	"Hold her open," Evan growled. "Each of you take a butt cheek."

	Oh. My. God. 

	Connie grabbed my naked ass and kissed the cheek. Sabrina smacked my butt first and then kissed her hand print before pulling the other cheek away. They opened me wide. I felt cool air on my inner lips. Evan took a step but Connie stopped him.

	"Wait," she said.

	I looked over my shoulder for the delay.

	Sweet Jesus in Heaven, she popped Evan's cock into her mouth and sucked!

	"Too yummy to pass up," she chuckled.

	What the fuck?

	"Get it wet, girls," Evan said. "Help make it fit."

	Connie and Sabrina sandwiched his cock between their mouths and licked from head to balls. I stared in disbelief. Fucking lesbians. Connie laughed as Sabrina captured the head in her mouth.

	"What?" she said to me. "He's hot. Even we can see that. His dick is pretty."

	I shook my head. 

	"You don't like men," I reminded them.

	"We like this one," Sabrina said before slipping the head into her mouth again.

	Evan took another step and the girls opened me. His fat head covered my slit. Pressure, and then I winced as his unyielding thickness filled me. He slid several inches deep and my mind reeled to think their spit lubricated him. I had them in me too. Fucking hot. Connie pushed on his ass until he thumped against my cervix.

	"How's that feel, slut?" she asked. 

	"Do it again," I gasped.

	"As you wish," Connie said.

	Sabrina giggled. Connie and her fucking movie quotes. 

	I looked at Brett. My husband stroked his penis, eyes wide and mouth open, as he watched Evan shove that fat veiny cock into me. I groaned with pleasure. I couldn't help it. Brett had to hear the satisfaction in my voice and I'm sure it stung but his hand just jerked faster. Evan was all the way in but I wanted more.

	"Push him deeper," I told the girls, bracing myself against the arm of the sofa.

	Evan grabbed my waist and Sabrina and Connie leaned on his butt. My pussy stretched in all directions as more of his stiff cock move deep. I groaned again, this time a mix of pleasure and pain. I was stuffed with dick. 

	"Get some," Evan told Brett. "I'll share. You can't have her pussy but that mouth is empty."

	I tensed. How would Brett react? Evan just told my husband my pussy was off-limits. I held my breath.

	"Thanks," Brett muttered, moving in front of me. "I can't compete with that dick anyway. She'd barely feel me after you."

	Evan laughed. "I always wonder about that when I send her home to her husband."

	Brett nudged my lips with his erection and I looked into his eyes. He was torn up by all he'd seen but his dick throbbed. I refused to open up for a second and he groaned in frustration.

	"Hang on," I said. "Let me savor this cock in my pussy first."

	He gulped air. I swear he almost spurt. 

	I giggled and engulf the head with my lips, holding him against my teeth. Who knew teasing your husband could be so much fun? He pushed, trying to enter my mouth but Evan pushed at the same time. I clenched my jaw and groaned. Evan began fucking me while Connie and Sabrina kept my hips from moving and it was wildly intense. I felt how incredibly hard Evan was, how much he wanted me. 

	After a moment, I remembered Brett at my lips and opened my mouth. He pushed his entire dick in and I clamped my lips around the base. He held the back of my head and groaned. I knew from there he could watch Evan fuck me and I felt his excitement in the pulsing of his dick. I whipped my tongue around the head, daring him to cum too fast. He eased out of my mouth briefly before sliding back in. Our eyes met and he almost smiled.

	Evan got to work on me. He moved his hands to my ass and began the long smooth strokes I loved. Every inch rubbed across my clit before the head drilled my cervix. Connie slipped under and shocked me by licking my clit. From the sounds I heard I knew Sabrina was licking hers. This was not the night I expected. Connie is an expert and Evan has too much dick to resist and I came hard in under a minute. Brett almost spurted again. What would he do when Evan filled me with cum? 

	I sucked my husband's dick and took the pounding that Evan gave. I was eager to drain his balls and let him know it, rocking my hips and milking him. Brett saw it all, grunting suddenly and spurting jizz in my mouth. I sucked hard, teasing until he pushed my head away. He staggered backward and dropped to the floor.

	Evan lifted Connie to her feet. He bent her over next to me and pulled his dripping dick from my cunt. Before I could remind him she was gay, he slid his wide cock into her slick pussy. Her head snapped back and she groaned, happy to be filled. I grabbed her swinging tits and made her kiss me.

	"Now you get to see what it's like," I teased.

	Evan fucked her hard and deep. Sabrina recovered from her shock and slid under to lick her clit like Connie had done to me. Despite her feelings regarding men, Connie was quickly into her fucking, grinding her hips and urging Evan harder and faster. What a glorious moment.

	Evan whipped out and slammed into me again. After a moment, he switched to fuck Connie again. The bastard pummeled our pussies, pleasuring us for far too short a time before swapping. His face was gleeful, proud of what he'd accomplished. Seducing a lesbian gave a man bragging rights. 

	Sabrina and I would taunt Connie the rest of her life.

	Connie orgasmed like an explosion. She sucked air and cried out and clutched at the couch and my arm. Evan pounded her through it and then stabbed deep into me. 

	"I get your cum," I gasped over a shoulder, forgetting my husband was merely three feet away. "I want to feel you shoot into me."

	Brett gasped. I continued.

	"Fuck me, Evan. God I love your dick. Fuck me hard."

	I got what I asked for. Evan turned into a beast. He held my hips and hammered my body until I screamed a climax right in Brett's face. After that Evan shortened his strokes and then exploded, gushing lava deep in my guts. I reveled it in, laughing for joy and wiggling my hips. Connie and Sabrina were making out but stopped long enough to look at me, look at Brett, and then look at me again. Hot.

	Evan pulled his dick out with a slurp and dropped to the couch. His cock slapped against his thigh. I spun on weak legs and licked that still swollen monster until he was clean and soft. Sperm trickled down my leg.

	"We're going to the bedroom," Sabrina said, laughing. "You guys stay as long as you like."

	Since I wasn't supposed to know Brett, I curled up in Evan's lap. We kissed softly and he stroked my head. So incredibly, wonderfully awkward. I loved it. 

	Evan small-talked with Brett and my husband made up every word, lying through his teeth. I was enjoying our scandalous charade very much. I joined the conversation while idly playing with Evan's dick. Do you know how much fun it is to play with a dick while talking to your husband? I do. I play with Evan until Brett started to grow again. Twice so soon it a rarity for my hubby. Evan noticed and waved him closer.

	"You can have her mouth again but like I said, her pussy is mine. Cool?"

	"Cool," Brett stammered.

	Evan looked at me.

	"Cool," I added. 

	I reached for the bong.

	 

	Chapter 13

	 

	"I can't believe Connie sucked his dick!" Brett exclaimed.

	"I can't believe she fucked him!"

	We laughed long and loud. We were headed to another weekend at the lodge, although this time I doubted there'd be three cute girls to join us. 

	Brett and I needed some time together as a couple.

	In the weeks after our night with Evan I'd continued physical therapy right up until my golf tournament. Connie and I finished second, our highest place ever. After the tourney, I'd stopped visiting the spa and Evan dropped out of our lives. Connie called yesterday wondering when we could repeat that night of weed and fun.

	"Evan is one sexy man," I said. "I'm not completely shocked about Connie. She knows dick can feel good. She was straight until after high school."

	"You mean she lived the lie until she moved out of her parents' house."

	I nodded. "Yes, that is what I actually mean."

	Since that night, work had been brutal for Brett with a corporate defense trail. We'd had virtually no time together to just sit and talk. We'd had a lot of sex though. He'd get home at ten or eleven at night, exhausted from his long day but still ready for a hot fuck. We were all over each other after that night.

	The mountain was surprisingly busy for a fall night. We dropped our bags at the cabin and drove to the lodge for dinner. I was reading the menu when Brett nudged my arm and smiled; the girls weren't there this time but the same three guys were. Pretend bikers in shiny new gear, playing pool like they lived their life on the road. Whatever. We all have our fantasies.

	"Think they'll remember us as the couple that stole their dates?" Brett asked.

	I sized them up. Not a bright eye in the group. 

	"No. They don't have a sharp mind among them."

	Brett sipped his water. "Maybe you should mess with their heads."

	"How do you mean?"

	"If you had to choose one, which would it be?"

	I sized them up again. The shortest guy had a handsome face and nice body.

	"Denim jacket," I said.

	"Short?"

	"Yeah, but not too short. He's handsome."

	"I wonder if he was with Simone, Julia, or Tawny?"

	Now I understood where he was going with this. 

	"Like maybe we should share a few drinks and talk about the last time we came up here?" I asked. "Play dumb and let it drop how you fucked all three girls?"

	"We fucked all three," he corrected. "Hotter that way."

	"What if those girls don't want that known?"

	"Good point."

	We watched the guys shooting pool and dug in when our dinner arrived. We ate and drank and talked, happy and in love. Dessert arrived and Brett took a bite and then pointed with his spoon.

	"We should play them a game."

	I grinned. "You are determined to make this happen."

	He acted hurt. "What? No."

	"You got to fuck three hot girls and you want those guys to know it."

	"Maybe."

	I studied his face.

	"All right," I said, resting my spoon on my plate.

	I dug in my purse for a quarter and sauntered to the billiards table. I chatted the guys up, glancing occasionally at my husband, fully aware how I pushed his buttons. The pretend bikers finished their game and Brett joined me. 

	As challengers, they graciously gave us the right to break. Brett sank the nine and we were off. Conversation flowed as smoothly as the drinks and soon we were buzzed right along with them. I zeroed in on the short guy, Neal, engaging him in deeper conversation whenever I could. It too a while but at last I was able to mention our last trip to the lodge.

	"That's a night I'll never forget," I hinted. "My husband will remember it too."

	"Why?" Neal asked.

	I told him. Indirectly, like I was sharing a secret with him and expected him to keep it, but I told him everything. His eyes narrowed to slits.

	"That's hot," he said.

	"Tell me about it. My husband wants a repeat for his birthday."

	"You're not going to believe this," Neal said, sipping his beer. "But I know those girls. We were here with them that night." He gestured towards his friends with his beer bottle. "We all know them. They work in our building downtown. We invited them thinking they would be fun dates but they were just bitches. I'm happy things worked out for you though."

	I feigned surprise. "Well, lucky me then, catching your castoffs."

	We toasted and I took my shot.

	Nothing much happened after that. Brett and I took a brief bathroom break and I told him the secret was out. All the guys looked at him differently when we returned. Brett strutted around the table, proud he'd nailed their women. I strutted a little bit too. The guys looked at me differently as well, especially Neal, who I suspected had more than a causal relationship with one of the girls, like he'd tried several times to bed one and maybe succeeded. He'd show me what a cool guy he was proving they were the bitches. I played along.

	We drank and drank. Game after game went by, all of us having fun. They actually were nice guys. I don't know what went wrong that night to make them abandon Simone and her friends. Two side to every story, I guess.

	Brett was concentrating on his shot when Neal brushed against my ass. The back of his hand grazed my jeans, following the curve of my rump. I gulped air but said nothing. Brett sank his ball and moved to the next and Neal did it again. 

	The old me would've panicked. I would have gotten angry or embarrassed. The new me pushed against his hand just a bit. Brett and I came up here to take a break from our super-charged sex life so I had to behave, but a little flirting is fun.     

	Neal took his shot and I took mine and when he had the chance, Neal brushed his shoulder against my breast. That was enough. When Brett took another bathroom break, I went with him.

	"Neal is all over me," I said, explaining what happened. 

	He looked surprised. "How'd I miss all that?"

	"You play to win," I said. "Let's go back to the cabin and fuck. We came up here to get away from extramarital stuff."

	"Neal made you horny."

	"I'm always horny these days. The booze makes it worse."

	He grinned.

	"Neal made you horny."

	I stared into my husband's sweet eyes. Who were we trying to kid? The cat, as they say, was out of the bag. We couldn't do things the way we had before. We saw every situation through new lenses now. We had way more options. Neal was an option now, mine for the taking or not.

	"Neal made you horny," he said a third time.

	"Yeah," I admitted.

	"You want to fuck him?"

	"Yes. He's cute and he wants me. Badly."

	He thought for a moment. "I don't want to be humiliated. Not in front of those goofballs. We need a plan where they won't know what you and Neal are doing."

	Good God I love this man. All I had to do was say I wanted someone and my sweet husband was ready to make it happen. How did I get so lucky? I wrapped my arms around Brett and squeezed.

	"What's happening?" he asked.

	"I love you," I said. "You're wonderful. Let's use the restroom and go back and finish our game and then I'll need you to take me to bed and fuck my brains out."

	"No Neal?"

	"No Neal," I said. "We left the city to spend the weekend as a happily married couple and that's what we're going to do. There will always be another Neal."

	He was pleased.

	 

	Chapter 14

	 

	I pulled on the panties but skipped the thin bra. They knew me here. I laid facedown and pressed the button. Tony entered right away. We chatted about my back and how I did in the tournament while he filled the bowl with oil. I was already wet anticipating. 

	Evan had sold his share to the guys and moved to Tennessee to take care of his sick mother. Such a good boy. 

	Tony was talented but lacked Evan's aggression. I encouraged him several times to dig deeper and he did, but quickly fell back into his old way. 

	"I don't want to hurt you," he said.

	"That's sweet but don't worry. I'm muscular for a woman. I can take it."

	I wondered if Evan had ever bragged to the guys at work. Did Tony know how Evan fucked my brains out? Was that just an assumption the guys made whenever Evan got a married client? 

	I tilted my head to stare at Tony's crotch but his pants were too baggy to tell what was going on there. I got curious. Every masseur will occasionally bump his dick against you and Tony was no exception, but it'd been weeks and weeks since he'd last placed hands on me. I couldn't remember what I'd felt back then. The warming oil was working magic on my back and Tony's hands were near my waistband.

	"If you wouldn't mind," I said. "Can you go under the elastic to hit my glutes?"

	"With pleasure," he said.

	I smiled. It seemed like so long ago he'd said those same words to me. I'd been an uptight borderline prude back then. 

	That woman was long gone.

	I lifted my hips slightly, rising from the tabletop.

	"In fact," I purred. "Will you slide these panties off? The cloth is itchy."

	His hands almost broke the sound barrier. Never has a young man moved so quickly. I stifled a giggle and rolled my hips to help him. The towel shifted and I felt cool air. I knew my bald slit was visible. His excitement vibrated the air.

	"Really get in there," I teased. "Big muscles need extra attention."

	"Yes, Ma'am."

	"Call me Carlie Jo, Tony. Or CJ. Don't ever call me ma'am again."

	He was only half-listening. I'd told him to get in there and he was formulating his plan of attack. He opened the valve a bit and slick oil dribbled over my ass and down my crack and then he let his fingers graze my sensitive labia.

	That a boy.

	I innocently parted my legs another inch and his fingertips strummed my lips so I opened another inch. He leaned over me and I felt the success of my plan pressing my thigh: fat and hot and hard.

	"When you switched to Evan I worried I'd done something wrong," he said.

	"Not at all. Evan's just more assertive."

	"So you wanted something deeper?"

	I smiled at the floor.

	"Yes," I said. "Go deeper."

	A finger teased my inner lips for a moment then tentatively slipped inside. He lacked Evan's confidence but not his desire, and confidence can be learned.

	"Yes," I exhaled, encouraging him. 

	He almost withdrew and then slid two knuckles deep. I lifted my hips for full access. Now he knew he had full privileges and added a finger to stretch me. The sounds of my own wetness turned me on. His fingers jerked in and out and I moaned softly, loving his touch. 

	"Can I fuck you?" he blurted, his breath ragged.

	"You may," I whimpered.

	I heard him tug his drawstring and then open a drawer under one of the cabinets. I looked up. He held a condom. His pants were around his knees. His white briefs formed an absurd tent in front. I lifted my head higher.

	"Show me," I rasped.

	He seemed confused. Girls his age did not want to see it.

	"Take it out," I said. "Show me your hard cock."

	He hooked a thumb and pulled his elastic waistband down and away. Lovely. Smooth skin so healthy is glowed pink. Substantial girth, above average length, topped by a tapered red helmet head. His large rosy ball sack filled his underwear. This young man carried huge loads and I suddenly found the idea erotic.

	"Forget the condom," I growled. "We've got no time for that. Get your cock in me right now. I need it."

	Shoes flew, pants flew, underwear flew, bare feet thumped carpet. His hand grabbed my hips and pulled me to the edge of the table. 

	"Use oil," I said. "I love that warmth."

	The bowl clinked and then heat spread. Instinct guided him well. I felt his hot cock spear me and the tingling glow begin to radiate. He'd bathed his dick in the stuff. 

	I was going to cum hard. 

	"Oh my god," he said, fumbling with my legs. "Oh my god, oh my god."

	He shoved it all the way in, like every young man does, but I forgave him. His desire charmed me. He held on tight and started to pound away. I reached back to slow him but changed my mind. He'd obviously wanted me for a long time.

	"Fuck me, Tony," I said. "Cum in me. I want to feel you cum in me. Would you like that?"

	"God yes!" he barked.

	"Do it. Fuck me hard and then unload. Pump every drop into my wet pussy."

	His hands squeezed so hard they hurt. I took it, savoring his unsophisticated lust. He hammered my hole mercilessly then drew a huge gulp of air.

	"Unngh!" he cried, "Oh shit!"

	He sprayed spit through clenched teeth and his cock swelled heavy in my pussy. A bucket of hot sperm fired like a cannon ball, thumping inside me, quickly followed by another and another. Our hips splashed at each thrust and I laughed with glee. This young man was inundating me with hot fresh semen. He was a marvel. Those big balls sent a tsunami of sperm barreling through my insides.

	"I'm sorry," he coughed. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry."

	"Don’t' be!" I said, reaching back to pull his ass forward. "Keep cumming."

	His hips pumped hard but began to slow. His throbbing cock still forced spurts of seed into me. I rocked my ass to milk him. Soon his weight rested on my back.

	After some time, he lifted.

	"You okay?" he asked.

	Sweet boy. 

	"Yes," I said. "I'm fine."

	I turned to look at him.

	"How about you leave your pants off and finish my massage?" I asked. "If you get hard, you can fuck me again."

	End.
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