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introduction


This one felt like a big swing for us when we wrote it back in 2022. Taking Cori from being a regular suburban mom to being a happy ending specialist seemed crazy. The idea was hot for both of us, but we wondered if we could write it in a way that made sense. Well, we were thrilled with how it turned out. Telling Cori’s story opened her doors in our minds and allowed us to explore new ideas in other stories down the line.

Magic Hands was originally written as a complete novel, but when the length got crazy, we decided to serialize it into more digestible bites. The full novel was broken into three books. For this volume, we decided to return Magic Hands to its original form and present it as one full novel without volume breaks.

What you’re holding here is the complete, uninterrupted story of how Cori Lynch went from stay-at-home mom to Kingston’s most in-demand massage therapist. And as an extra bonus, we’ve thrown in the Christmas follow-up we wrote, A Magic Hands Christmas. We sincerely hope you enjoy reading this novel as much as we enjoyed writing it for you.

Kirsten McCurran

April 2026
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. . .



“How long does she usually work on weekends?” Baines asked.

“I think her last appointment today is at four. Cori should be home between five-thirty and six. Not too late,” Dylan answered.

“Come on, dude. Are you really okay with what Cori’s doing?”

Dylan sighed, not bothering to mask his annoyance. Paul Baines—everyone just called him Baines—had been picking and prodding at him about Cori’s new job all day. Baines was one of his oldest friends—they’d known each other since meeting in class freshman year of high school—but he could be exhausting. Dylan was used to it after thirty-plus years of friendship, but sometimes Baines just needed to drop the bone he was chewing.

Today, that bone was Cori’s new job. No matter how many times Dylan insisted his wife was a legitimate, certified massage therapist, Baines kept acting like she was working in one of those shady massage parlors at the back of a seedy strip mall, trading happy endings for tips.

“Yeah, it’s no different than if she was a physical therapist. She helps her clients with injuries and body problems. She might even go back to school and become a physical therapist if she decides she likes it. Cori’s job is not what you’re trying to make it.”

“How many of her clients are guys?” Baines asked, arching an eyebrow.

“I have no idea. You think I should go through her appointments every day and pick and choose who she can treat? Yeah, that would go over really well with Cori.”

“Hey, I know she’s a good girl. I’m just saying, you know how guys are,” Baines said, holding up his hand defensively. He had a beer bottle in his other hand and drained it.

“I know guys can be scumbags. But I trust my wife. Are you suggesting I can’t trust Cori?” Dylan shot his friend a challenging look.

“Of course not, dude. I just said she’s a good girl. I’m just saying she might be put into compromising positions, that’s all.”

“Cori can take care of herself. She’s probably tougher than both of us.”

“That’s true. You just don’t know what goes on in those dark little rooms in those places. I’m just saying I wouldn’t be comfortable with my wife working there.”

“First of all, I think your familiarity with those places is part of why you don’t have a wife anymore,” Dylan started.

“Ouch, low blow,” Baines replied, laughing.

“Second of all, there’s a big difference between the kind of massage places you go to and places like Magic Stone. It’s a corporate chain, for chrissakes. And anyway, Cori’s not working at a massage place like that. She works for a therapeutic company that sends licensed massage therapists out to their clients. It’s a legit operation, not like that Orchids of Asia spa that Robert Kraft went to.”

“Oh, she’s an outcall girl. Cori’s going to these guys’ houses. Okay then,” Baines said, laughing even harder.

“Fuck you, man,” Dylan said, only half-hiding his annoyance. “I’m getting another beer. You want one?”

“I can have one more, but then I have to go. I’m meeting up with someone tonight.”

“You can tell me all about that. Let’s pick apart your personal life for a change.”

Dylan hopped up from the Adirondack chair and took Baines’ empty bottle and carried it into the house with his own. He appreciated his friend’s help cutting up the big tree limbs that fell into the backyard after the heavy storms that swept through that week, but he didn’t need Baines’ ribbing about Cori’s job. The truth was, Dylan wasn’t quite as okay with it as he let on to his old friend. He just knew better than to get in his wife’s way when her mind was set on something.

Cori had always planned to go back to work. Dylan knew that was the plan. He fully supported her decision to stop working and stay home until the kids were older. First came Grace, followed by Jack three years later. Dylan made good money, but relying solely on his income required changes to their lifestyle. Cori had done well working in corporate HR, giving them a comfortable lifestyle when they both worked.

The family wasn’t broke, living on one income, but it meant they couldn’t just take a Disney vacation without saving up for it. Luckily, Cori was an expert couponer and knew how to get the maximum out of their wholesale club membership. Still, Dylan had expected his wife to go back to work sooner, like once both kids were in school. However, their youngest, Jack, had just turned thirteen, and Cori had only begun talking about going back to work in the last year.

Dylan was relieved to have her take some of the financial pressure off of him, even if her new career choice puzzled him. He always thought Cori would return to the corporate world, but she had other plans.

Dylan had a lot of the same thoughts as Baines when Cori told him she wanted to become a massage therapist. He thought of massage parlors with their windows all covered up and middle-aged men skulking in and out, their eyes darting around to make sure no one saw them. His wife wasn’t a prude by any stretch—she’d always been rather adventurous in bed—but he just couldn’t imagine his Cori in a place like that. But when he thought of her giving out hand jobs in some dingy backroom and felt an unexpected tingling in his balls, the image touched some dark, unexplored place deep in his psyche.

Cori had always been able to read him like a book, and she knew exactly what that look on his face meant when she told him her plans. She punched him in the arm and told him to get his mind out of the gutter. Dylan got back to thinking rationally, and an adult conversation ensued—not that his mind didn’t go back to that sordid place from time to time. Cori didn’t mind indulging his fantasies, and they had some fun with it. She teased him about her day of giving happy endings as often as he teased her.

Cori assured him that she would be working in a professional capacity only and that he had nothing to worry about. Yes, she would have male clients, but she wouldn’t take any bullshit. She’d slug any guy who tried to push things. She was right, of course. Dylan decided he could trust her and gave Cori his blessing to pursue her new dream.

Dylan fetched two fresh Dogheads from the fridge and heard Jack shouting and cursing from the room beyond. Dylan was tempted to go in and tell his son to watch the language, but Jack was gaming with his friends on the Xbox, and he didn’t want to intrude. He had a mouth like a sailor, too, when he was his son’s age. Dylan just never spoke that way in the house. Grace was out with friends, doing god knew what. He popped off the tops and returned to Baines in the backyard.

“Sorry to yank your chain so hard, dude. I know Cori wouldn’t really take a happy ending job,” Baines said, taking the bottle.

“I appreciate that, but I know you’re just fucking around. That’s who you are. An asshole.”

Both men laughed.

“I don’t deny it. I have no idea why you put up with me.”

“Because I needed help with the trees,” Dylan answered. It had been sweaty work on the unseasonably warm fall day, and he didn’t own a chainsaw. Baines had brought the tools.

“No shit. I think doing all that work by yourself would have killed you. No offense.”

“None taken, I think. I could have done it myself,” Dylan said, without confidence.

He was in average shape for a suburban dad in his late forties, he liked to think. Dylan sported a bit of a paunch and was sometimes winded when running the sidelines while he coached Jack’s soccer games, but dad bods were supposed to be in, right? He should be in better shape, he knew, especially since Cori took such good care of herself.

She still ran every morning and watched what she ate. Cori made healthy food for the family, too, but when he was out working, Dylan just couldn’t resist eating junk. Cori ribbed him for his belly sometimes, too, like Baines was, but she did it with love. His wife insisted that she liked him cuddly.

“Dude, you were sweating like a whore in church while we were working. Do you sweat like that when you’re on top of Cori?”

“Hey! That’s below the belt, man.”

Baines laughed. “Maybe that’s why she’d be tempted at work. Cori gets some hot guy on her table, he’s all nekkid, it’s a lot of temptation.”

“You’re back on that again?”

“Sorry, I guess I just like the idea that Cori might be doing that. She’s cute as hell, and she’s just not the type, so imagining her doing it is extra hot.”

“That’s my wife you’re talking about, buddy,” Dylan warned, smiling. He knew he should be offended, but his friend had a point. He’d had the same thoughts.

“You know I’d say it if she was here.”

“And she’d just laugh at you.”

“Maybe I’ll book her for an appointment and see what happens,” Baines said.

“You do that and tell me how it works out for you. Keep in mind, she’s got incredible grip strength. She’ll pull your balls right off.”

“I should be so lucky.”
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Cori was exhausted when she pulled into the driveway. It was almost six, and it was turning dark. The shortened days were what she hated most about this time of year. She loved the crisp coolness and the fall colors, but it was tough to take the dark mornings and the early sunsets.

The lights were on inside the house, and she wondered what the family was doing in her absence. Cori still wasn’t acclimated to the family’s lives carrying on without her presence. Not that she was always there before, but as a stay-at-home mom, she was usually around. Cori would have been making dinner right about then. She suspected Dylan had already ordered pizza.

“Hey guys,” she announced, coming through the door. Cori was disappointed by the lack of a response.

Lights were on in the kitchen when she came in through the back door, and the lack of cooking confirmed that Dylan had ordered dinner in, or at least planned to. She deposited her purse on the counter and dropped her work bag onto the floor. Her massage pads and her folding table were left in the minivan; Cori didn’t have the energy to carry them into the house.

The click-clack of game controller buttons led her to Jack in the family room. He started and scowled at the intrusion, grumbling that she didn’t need to turn the light on. Cori spared him the lecture about sitting in a dark room. Jack’s attention returned to his game, and she lamented that it wasn’t so long ago that she would have been greeted with a smile and a hug by her youngest.

Dylan was in the backyard, walking the lawn and tossing twigs and other small debris into a big plastic trash can he dragged behind him. He looked as exhausted as she felt, and Cori felt obligated to come down from the deck and help. Her shoulders and back were sore, but it was good to move around. Dylan didn’t notice her until she was bending over to pick up a long stick.

“I’d know that ass anywhere. That must be my wife. It’s great you’re home,” Dylan said.

“Are you just happy to see me because I’m bent over?” she asked, laughing. She knew he liked her butt in leggings, which she often wore for work. They were comfortable and easy to move in. The official work uniform called for khakis, but Cori only wore them for the stuffier clients.

“Could be.”

Dylan moved in behind Cori and took her by the hips. He pressed into her, and she couldn’t resist grinding back, despite her exhaustion. She didn’t want to start anything she didn’t have the energy to finish, but Cori appreciated that her husband was still just as into her ass as he’d been when they met twenty-three years ago. It was only slightly larger than it had been then, but she swore it was just as tight. Cori worked hard to keep it that way. She maintained her fitness as part of her healthy lifestyle, and having a tight butt was a nice side effect. Cori was as vain as any other woman, even if she didn’t put effort into glamming herself up every waking moment.

“Don’t think you’re starting something, mister,” she said, feeling the lump in his shorts twitching against her backside. “You get all worked up, you’re taking care of it yourself tonight. I’m too tired to help you out.”

“Not even a quick handy? You have all that training with your hands now.”

Cori turned and straightened, working the kinks out of her back. His arms went around her, and she rested hers on his shoulders. They kissed, more of a familiar peck than the kind of heated smooch that would lead to something else.

“I’d like to think I was pretty good with my hands before school,” she replied, reaching down to give him a quick squeeze through his shorts. She really didn’t want to start something, but she couldn’t help herself.

“That’s true. Anyway, you’ve been using your hands all day. You probably have nothing left for me.”

Cori gripped him tighter, massaging his growing shaft. She smiled at her husband’s tortured groan. Cori enjoyed teasing him a little too much. She let him go and held up her hand, flexing it. “It has been a long day, but I might have one more happy ending in me if you tip well enough.”

“I’ve got your tip right here,” he said with a leer, pressing his crotch to hers.

“Really?” Cori laughed and tousled his thick, graying hair, sending a cloud of sawdust into the air. “That’s where you’re going?”

“Sorry, it’s been a long day, and I’ve got a few beers in me. You know how Baines is.”

“Don’t blame your drinking on him.”

“Good point. I thought I’d be done out here long before now, but we took a break, had some beers, and it just didn’t get finished. Seriously, though, you don’t need to help me. You’ve been working all day.”

Cori kissed him again and stepped back, done having her fun. “How is Baines doing?”

“You know him. He had to rush out of here to get ready to meet some Tinder chick. He’s a pretty simple guy.”

“Hard to believe you guys are friends,” Cori said.

“He’s basically a good guy. He just lives a very simple life. He has very simple needs.”

“I know. I like Baines. It’s just you two are so different.”

Dylan shrugged. “What can I say? I like the guy. By the way, he was very interested in your new job. He was talking about scheduling an appointment.”

Cori smirked. “Was he now? I can only imagine what he thinks I do.”

“Uh, he basically compared it to being a call girl.”

“Typical. If Baines books an appointment, he’s going to be very disappointed. I almost wish he would.” Cori wasn’t offended. It was what she expected from her husband’s oldest friend. She did not expect the strange look that came across Dylan’s face. “Would it bother you if I gave Baines a treatment?”

“No, of course not. I know it’s therapeutic,” Dylan replied unconvincingly.

“Right. You can tell me all the inappropriate things Baines said about me being a hooker later. I’m going up to get a shower right now. What’s going on with dinner?”

“Pizza?” Dylan said hopefully.

“Sure,” she replied, giving him one more peck before turning to go inside. Pizza and a beer would hit the spot, she decided.
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Dylan lightly stroked his cock in the shower, unsure if he really felt like jerking off. He was bone-tired from his day of yardwork. But he had things on his mind. He had Cori on his mind. Cori told him she was too tired for sex, but after her teasing in the yard, he still hoped she’d be coaxed into it. It didn’t need to be long. He was tired too. But that didn’t happen.

Cori had a couple of slices of pizza and a couple of beers while talking to the kids. She still insisted the kids come down and eat dinner with them like a family. The kids still did it, to their credit, even if Jack came with copious grumbling and eye rolls. Grace and her mother were still close, and Dylan suspected his daughter was having trouble adjusting to her mom not being around as much, so she valued that time together.

After they ate and cleaned up, Cori was as good as her word, heading up to bed, where she promptly fell asleep with a book in her hand and the nightstand light illuminated. Dylan stayed up and tried to watch Netflix. He was restless. But eventually, he went up and jumped in the shower, where he was now thinking about his wife and stroking his cock.

Baines got into his head, Dylan told himself. That wasn’t entirely fair, as the thoughts were already in his head. Baines just stirred them up. Dylan became hard as a fantasy formed in his mind while he stroked his cock. Cori was working on some nondescript man, but he was on his back on the massage table, not on his stomach.

The room was as unremarkable as the man. It was some generic living room with a picture window letting in plenty of light—the better to see things by. Cori was dressed for work, in the sea-green polo with a logo embroidered on the breast that her company provided and black leggings. Despite her slender frame and small breasts, the polo was still a tight fit—especially across the chest.

Dylan thought that was intentional. The massage therapy company was legit, but they still wanted their clients to “like” the girls. Cori’s dirty blonde hair was pulled back into a short ponytail. Dylan missed when she’d worn it longer, but she’d kept it to a length that just brushed past her shoulders for years. She just didn’t want to fuss with long hair, she said.

Dylan knew this anonymous man had been checking out Cori from the time she’d gotten to his house, ogling her ass when she bent over to unpack her gear. The man wanted her. Cori’s company did not allow clients to be nude. Some even kept their shirts on, but in Dylan’s head, this man was nude, with a little white towel draped over his genitals. The towel was tented out—very tented. There was no way Cori hadn’t noticed it. Dylan imagined she was doing her best to ignore it, as she said she would if something like that happened.

But this was fantasy, not reality, and Cori checked it out while she worked on the man’s chest, her smile quirking to the side in the mischievous way it often did. Cori moved down to stretch the man’s leg up, and when she did, the towel slipped away.

The man’s cock was big. Huge. Dylan didn’t understand why this cock in his weird fantasy was so big, but the thing was a monster. It arched up and flopped onto his stomach, exposing big, hairy balls.

“It looks like you have a problem there,” Cori teased in his head.

“You are here to relieve all my tension, aren’t you?” the man said, leering.

“I’m not that kind of masseuse.”

“Everything can be negotiated, hon.”

In real life, Cori would have whacked him for calling her hon, but in this weird fantasy, she couldn’t take her eyes off the thick cock in front of her, and Cori’s smile widened, and her slate-blue eyes sparkled. Her fingers danced along the exposed underside of his root. It twitched and drooled in response. She lightly tickled his balls, and he groaned.

Cori was teasing him, the way she’d been teasing Dylan in the yard earlier. She would deny it to her grave—unless she had a few drinks in her—but Cori did love to tease. She loved to flirt. She liked attention, but she was also always in control. Dylan imagined his wife out of control. He imagined Cori looking at that thick cock and wanting to play with it.

“Maybe, just this once, I can take care of you. It would be unprofessional of me to leave you with so much tension in your body,” Cori said, her voice husky.

“Please,” the man replied.

Dylan was fully pumping his cock, lubed by body wash. He pictured his wife getting a bottle of lotion from her bag and pouring it over the cock. The anonymous man was just reduced to a cock now. He was so big that Cori needed both hands to properly stroke him. Her hands worked up and down his meat, twisting as she played with it. Her pale cheeks flushed, and her breathing got heavy as she worked.

The man grunted and groaned as her hands moved faster. Cori’s tongue just peeked out between her teeth, the way it did sometimes when she was concentrating. She stared intently at her work. Cori focused her left hand on the top portion of the cock, tugging and covering the head to rub it, while her right massaged the guy’s heavy balls.

With a sharp cry, he was coming, spurting thick cream all over Cori’s polo, up to her tits, even hitting the bottom of her chin. The fantasy cock had an incredible load and amazing range. Cori moaned as she kept pumping, milking the cock until her shirt was covered.

Dylan echoed that cry as he came at the exact moment as the fantasy cock. He shouted and hunched over, pumping his seed down at the drain. His body shuddered, once, twice, three times. As he pumped his essence out, euphoria swept over him. The hot shower spray needled his back, and he panted in the humid air. Drained, Dylan almost slumped to the floor.

The euphoria was short-lived. Dylan was left exhausted and shamed. It felt too weird to masturbate to thoughts of his wife jerking off another man. He’d never entertained such thoughts—not before Cori’s new job, and even then, they were just passing thoughts of her jerking someone off, usually after she teased him about it. Dylan never had to run off and take care of himself before. He was guilty of being turned on by thinking of Cori that way.

Dylan quickly finished his shower and slipped into bed beside his wife, hoping he’d forget all about his strange fantasy in the morning.
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Cori had only been with her new company for about three weeks, but she’d already grown to hate their weekly staff meetings. Since the massage therapists all worked remotely at clients’ residences, the owner, Janine, thought it was important that they gather once a week to go over whatever she felt they needed to cover.

The staff meetings were mostly used to impress upon the therapists that proper procedures and paperwork needed to be followed in a timely manner. Paperwork was a misnomer. All scheduling, forms, and timesheets were completed on a company-provided iPad. The iPads came with constant reminders that if the staff broke them, the cost would be deducted from their paychecks.

The therapists gathered in a small, windowless conference room at Elemental Bodywork, LLC. The company headquarters was a small suite of offices in a nondescript office park. Clients never came to the office, so appearances didn’t matter. Besides the conference room, there was a reception area, a bookkeeper's office, a tiny kitchenette, and a third office used as a storage room. The masseuses were all subcontractors and thus expected to maintain their own equipment and supplies, but Janine maintained sets of pads and tables she could lend out in a pinch. Janine was a no-bullshit type of boss, but Cori liked her.

Cori found a space in the back corner of the conference room, not at the large, black-lacquered table, but in a spare chair. The room was crowded with eight therapists, Janine, and Maribel, Janine’s assistant, who was there to take notes.

Unnecessary papers had been passed around the room: a checklist for disinfecting equipment and a script for therapists to use in upselling clients. Cori disregarded both. She was almost anal about cleanliness, and she refused to engage in the sales aspect of the job that Janine insisted they do.

It felt icky to Cori. Her clients liked her so far, and they’d all booked further appointments. She didn’t need to push six-massage packages on them. Cori handed out the cards, and if the clients wanted to take advantage of specials, they could, but she had no intention of hectoring them. If Cori wanted a sales job, she would have taken one.

Janine ran through the weekly lecture with surprising energy for such mundane subjects. She was clearly energized by running her own business.

Before Elemental Bodywork had been a multi-therapist business with offices and procedures, it had been Janine on her own, schlepping around a massage table in the back of her Honda and building a client list by word of mouth. Janine still saw clients, but far less than she used to. Cori admired her boss’s work ethic and dreamed that one day she could build a business as Janine had.

But the business rules made it tough for Cori to strike out on her own. Therapists retained the right to clients they had before working with the company, but any clients steered their way by Elemental Bodywork were off-limits according to a strict noncompete clause Cori had to sign at her hiring. Cori didn’t think it was right that she had to sign the document as an independent contractor, but she understood Janine trying to protect her business.

“Finally, ladies,” Janine said, raising her voice as she was winding down. The meeting was drawing close to the end, and everyone in the room was restless. In deference to the one male therapist, Janine added, “And gentleman.”

“She always does that, like she doesn’t think Rodrigo should be here,” Mayde murmured, leaning back and twisting to direct her comment to Cori. “She should be kissing his ass. His clients love him.”

“Did you have a question, Mayde?” Janine called out.

“No, ma’am,” Mayde replied, plastering on a smile.

Cori suppressed a giggle. She didn’t know any of her coworkers well, but she liked Mayde’s energy. The woman had gone out of her way to be friendly at meetings and make Cori feel included, which was not true of everyone.

“Anyway, you all need to make sure that you’re checking into the app as soon as you arrive at a client’s home. That way, they can’t complain later that you were late and ask for a discount. Remember, if I have to give a discount, it’s coming out of your end for being late, not mine. And you need to get them to sign the consent for treatment and payment form. That’s super important.”

Cori glanced around the room and wondered who was responsible for this latest lecture. She was great with details, and her paperwork was always in order, which meant the reminder wasn’t directed at her.

It had always bothered her when a boss chose to correct everyone rather than just the employee who screwed up. When she worked in HR a thousand years ago, Cori always advised managers to avoid that mistake, but too many liked to use their power to discipline the entire staff.

“Any questions? Concerns?” Janine asked.

The room was silent. The therapists just wanted to get out of there. Some of them had late afternoon appointments to get to. Janine waited a beat too long before finally telling them, “Okay, then. You can all get out of here. You’re all doing great work. Keep it up. Remember you’re genuinely helping people.”

There was an audible exhalation and release of tension as the therapists began to move and gather their things. Cori was certainly eager to get out of there and get on with her day. She didn’t have any appointments scheduled, which meant it was a rare afternoon she could be home for the kids and make dinner. She lifted her bag from the floor and stretched to work out the kinks in her back caused by sitting in an uncomfortable chair for an hour.

“Are you joining us for happy hour?” Mayde asked. “We go out for drinks once a month after these things to bitch.”

“I would love to, but I really should get home,” Cori said.

“Should doesn’t mean you have to, hon. What’s waiting for you at home?”

Cori thought about the laundry and other chores awaiting her. She hated leaving things undone. Dylan tried to help, bless his soul, but most household chores weren’t in his wheelhouse. His laundry folding was almost worse than leaving the clothes in the laundry basket. It would be nice to grab a drink, but responsibility tugged at her.

“Someone has to make dinner,” Cori replied.

“You’re married, right?” Mayde asked, glancing at Cori’s wedding band, a simple gold ring. She didn’t wear her engagement ring while working. “Your husband can make dinner, can’t he?”

“He can, but he’s been doing it a lot lately. We’re still adjusting to me going back to work.”

“Then one more night isn’t going to kill him. Come out, Cori. You’ll get to know all the others and get the real scoop on working here. She should come, shouldn’t she, Lexi?”

Lexi was a curvy blonde in her early twenties. Cori knew her by name only. “Oh yeah. Come with us, hon. We have a lot of fun,” Lexi said.

“See, you need to come with us,” Mayde hectored.

Responsibility lost the internal battle with fun. “Okay, one beer, and then I’m out of there.”

“Great! We go to El Camino. It’s a fun Tex-Mex place nearby. Give me your number, and I can text you the address,” Mayde said.

The women exchanged details, and Cori was almost out the door when Janine called after her. “Do you have a minute, Corrine?”

“Uh oh. The teacher wants you to stay after class. Were you bad?” Mayde kept her voice low but laughed as she said it.

“I hope I don’t have detention,” Cori whispered to her new friend, adding in a louder voice, “Sure, Janine.”

Cori followed Janine into her office, and when the boss closed the door, she wondered if she was actually in some kind of trouble. She’d done nothing wrong. Janine walked around her desk and gestured for Cori to sit as she sat.

The boss’s office was the largest of the suite, which explained why the conference room was so small. The big steel-and-glass desk was uncluttered, with only a tidy in-basket and a laptop. Matching bookcases lined the walls and were tastefully decorated with an Eastern theme. If the outer office was Spartan, Janine’s office was an oasis. The glass desktop provided a perfect frame for Janine’s excellent crossed legs.

Janine Kostoff was an attractive woman, fit and beautiful. Like many of the people Cori had met since entering the massage therapy industry, Janine was health and body-conscious, projecting a certain image for her clients. It was as much about promoting a lifestyle as it was about selling individual massages, and Janine Kostoff was a walking billboard for her services.

Cori guessed her boss was probably in her early fifties, but she looked ten years younger, with jet black hair and bright, sharp green eyes set in a pretty, unlined face. The raven hair was surely from a bottle, and the smooth forehead a result of injections, but that didn’t matter. Janine projected youth and vigor.

She handled all of the high-end clients herself and provided nutritional and mindfulness services along with the massage therapy. Her loose, lavender Lilly Pulitzer dress did little to hide Janine’s soft curves. The first time Cori met her boss, she thought of her husband. Janine was exactly the kind of woman Dylan was drawn to.

Cori was almost the opposite body type—slender, toned, small breasts and hips. She’d always joked that she had no idea why Dylan had chosen her. If Dylan ever cheated, Cori knew it would be with a woman like Janine.

“I wanted to check in and see how things are going, Corrine,” Janine began.

“It’s been great so far. Everything has gone smoothly. Have there been any issues on your end?” Cori didn’t correct the boss on her name. No one called her Corrine, except for her mother.

“No. I have to say, your work has been exceptional. All of the paperwork is in order. I’ve had feedback from clients that they love you. In fact, I have the work whenever you’re ready to increase your workload.”

“I can talk to my husband about it, but I’m still getting my footing with the schedule, you know? It’s been quite an adjustment for my family.”

“Of course. I don’t want you to work more than you’re comfortable with. It’s important to take care of yourself, Corrine.” Janine’s smile suggested she didn’t mean a word of it. “There is one additional client I’d like you to take on, though, if you don’t mind. He had been seeing Diana. I don’t like to pair him with just anyone. He can be challenging.”

“Oh?”

“I’m only asking you because you seem like you can take care of yourself, Corrine. You’re tough.”

“Thanks, I think.”

“I mean that as a compliment. Hayes Caldwell has certain, I want to say, behaviors. He’s very wealthy, at the top of his field, and with that comes a sense of entitlement. He’s not a bad man. He just wants what he wants, and he’s not used to being told no. But if you’re firm, he’ll respect you and fall in line. I think he actually appreciates someone who’ll take a firm line with him.”

Cori grew concerned. It sounded like Janine was dancing around something, like she was trying to avoid stepping on a land mine, and Cori didn’t appreciate it. Her boss was right about one thing. Cori was a no-bullshit kind of girl. She wanted Janine to get to the point, although it sounded like she didn’t want any part of this Hayes Caldwell. “What are you getting at, Janine? What does this Hayes Caldwell expect?”

“You seem worldly, Corrine. You know how men are. You know what a wealthy, successful man expects from a beautiful woman. The more successful and confident the man, the more he expects. Different women have different comfort levels with that.”

“Janine, are you suggesting that I…”

“As I said, you’re a strong woman, Corrine. I know you won’t be bullied. The world is different now than when I started. Back then, there were certain behaviors from men we just expected. It didn’t mean we liked it, but the girls who knew how to handle themselves just took care of it and kept clients in line.

“Some took advantage to make extra money, of course, others did not. A smart, talented girl knows how to shut a man down. I never had a problem putting a man in his place. But these days, it’s all different. I don’t think some girls are realistic about the situation. Trust me, Corrine, I’d never tolerate anyone coercing one of you girls. But men will try to take advantage. It’s just their nature, and you can’t be the kind that goes scurrying away in horror if a man is less than polite.”

Cori knew some men were like that. Maybe even most men. She’d certainly had some male friends who liked to push boundaries. Her ass had been grabbed in fun more times than she could count. She would respond with an are you serious look, asking, “You just can’t keep your hands to yourself?” She never took it seriously because she knew those guys and knew they had no ill intentions.

Besides, if they really got out of hand, Cori would dick slap them, and they knew it. Not all men were like that, though. Dylan was not one of those men. One of the reasons she’d fallen in love with her husband was because he was one of the good ones. She’d never seen Dylan treat any woman with disrespect. Cori was glad he was the man raising her daughter.

Cori also understood what women in her field had to combat with male clients. Some massage therapists only treated women because of it. It was covered when she went to school for certification, and Janine went over how to handle male clients during her orientation.

In her few short weeks, Cori had already had her share of innuendos and even the occasional wandering hand. No female massage therapist should have to put up with such things, but it didn’t scandalize Cori. She’d always had more male friends than girlfriends. As long as the client could take a hint and stop when she politely put their hand back in place, she had no issue. If the client was persistent or she got a creepy vibe, Cori would just refuse to see them again.

It didn’t sound like Hayes Caldwell was just another client who might try to cop a feel while she treated him. It sounded like he expected certain services, and that Janine was implying she was good with whatever a massage therapist chose to provide him. It was at odds with the consistent message that Elemental Bodywork was not a brothel on wheels. Janine kept dancing around the point, forcing Cori to be direct.

“Are you saying Hayes Caldwell expects sex? Was Diana sleeping with him?” Cori asked, fixing her boss with the laser eyes she usually reserved for her misbehaving children.

“No, Diana was not having sex with Hayes, not as far as I know anyway. I don’t tolerate that behavior. I told you that when I hired you, Corrine.” Janine fell back in her chair like she’d been mortally wounded. Cori thought she was pouring it on a bit thick.

“What does he expect?”

“Hayes will push your boundaries. A suggestion here, an errant touch there. He can be very persuasive and very generous. If he sees you waver, he’ll come on that much stronger. I need to send a strong girl to him—one who can keep him in line and keep him happy.”

“So, you want to throw me into the lion’s den?” Cori didn’t hide her annoyance.

“No. As I said, if you put him in his place, he’ll respect you.”

“But he’ll press for more than just a treatment? And you want me to roll with that? Why do you even keep him as a client?”

“I told you. He’s very generous. I mean, very generous, Corrine. If you become his regular, you’ll find that out.”

“Even without jerking him off—or more?”

“Where you choose to draw the line with Mr. Caldwell is between you and him. And as long as you remain discreet, it will remain your private business. By all accounts, you’re a talented woman, Corrine. He should be pleased with any treatment you provide him. If you can handle him, you’ll be thanking me. It’s a privilege to be on his account. Diana appreciated being assigned to him. I used to treat him personally until I became too busy.”

“And Diana definitely wasn’t fucking him? Sorry to be so blunt, Janine, but we’re both adults here.”

“I appreciate it, Corrine. It’s one of the reasons I thought of you for Hayes. I can’t say for certain that nothing happened. I don’t know what goes on when you girls go to clients’ homes. That’s ultimately between you and the client, but I expect my girls to be honest and follow the rules. If I find out about any other arrangements, you’re gone. I believe I made that very clear when I hired you.”

“You did. Just checking. What I’m hearing about Hayes Caldwell kind of flies in the face of official policy.”

“There’s policy, and there’s reality. You’re smart enough to understand that, aren’t you, Corrine?”

“I do understand. I just want to make sure you’re never going to put me in a compromising position, Janine.”

“Never. I value you girls. Each and every one of you. What do you think about Hayes?”

“Can I have some time to think it over? I’m not afraid I can’t handle him, but I need to decide if I want to bother with him.”

“Of course, but not too long. I can’t stall him for too long. I may even see him myself this week to keep him happy. That should show you he’s manageable. And remember, he’s a great tipper, Corrine. The best we have.”

“I’ll keep that in mind. Thanks for the vote of confidence.”


three
. . .



“Oh, Diana was definitely fucking him. Trust me, Corrine. Everyone knew it,” Mayde said, laughing.

“No way that girl was tipped like that for just a shiatzu treatment,” Rodrigo confirmed.

“Please, it’s Cori. My friends call me Cori.”

Cori went to meet her coworkers at El Camino after meeting with Janine. She needed a drink after her unsettling meeting with their boss. El Camino was a Tex-Mex restaurant designed with the expected Southwest Mission-themed architecture. The food was great, and Cori and Dylan had been there with the kids numerous times. The chile rellenos were delicious. The Elemental Bodywork therapists were gathered in the bar area, drinking margaritas and splitting huge plates of quesadillas and everything nachos.

It was just before 5:00, and the happy hour crowd was still thin. Mayde and Lexi shared a table with Rodrigo and another therapist named Serenity. Cori chose to stay away from the tequila and ordered a Dos Equis. She didn’t get into the details of her conversation with Janine, but she did ask the others if they knew of Hayes Caldwell.

“Don’t listen to them, Cori. It’s not like Diana came to meetings bragging about how she took care of Mr. Caldwell,” Serenity said. She was in her forties like Cori and projected a very New Age, Stevie Nicks kind of vibe, aided by her flowy, colorful tie-dyed dress.

“Stop it, Serenity. You want to believe see the best in everyone, and that’s cool,” Lexi said, setting her giant margarita down after a generous sip. “And I’m not judging. I can’t cast the first stone. But there’s no way that man kept Diana on for so long if she wasn’t providing full service.”

“Have any of you ever treated him?” Cori asked.

“I saw him once. The money would have been nice, but I did not dig his entitled rich boy vibe. And I avoid the married ones. I told Janine to find someone else,” Mayde said.

“I treated him for a little while. He was nice enough to me. Janine is right. His tips are amazing,” Serenity said.

“Why did you stop?” Cori asked.

“He requested someone else.” Serenity looked sour about it.

“Probably because you weren’t putting out. I don’t blame you, girl. Men like him who think they can buy anything are gross. I won’t put up with it if I don’t have to, but rich White men run the world, so sometimes you just have to plaster on a smile and push through,” Rodrigo said.

“You don’t have to worry about it, hon. You’re not his type,” Mayde said. “You just might be, though, Cori.” She gave Cori a good once-over, looking the woman up and down. “Yeah, I bet he’ll like you.”

“It doesn’t matter what he likes. I’m a married woman,” Cori said, quickly adding, “Not that that matters. I wouldn’t be giving happy endings even if I were single. That’s not why I got into this.”

“It’s not why any of us got into it. But y’know…” Lexi said.

Cori stared at Lexi, her mouth hanging open. “Do you…”

“No. I don’t go there. I don’t need to.”

“Our girl Lexi gets them all fired up and leaves them hanging. These boys think it’s coming, but then she’s out the door, and they’re left to take care of themselves,” Mayde said.

“What do you mean?” Cori asked, taking a pull of her beer. She was learning a lot. Too much. One beer might not do it.

“I’m just very nice to my clients. I never promise them anything. If that gets into their heads, that’s on them,” Lexi said, with a devilish smile. “I’m not selling anything but a treatment and my company.”

“Lexi here is a super flirt. And she doesn’t exactly wear the company uniform,” Rodrigo said.

“Or if she does, that polo is two sizes too small,” Mayde chimed in, toasting her margarita to Rodrigo’s.

“Right. And she’s so nice and so sweet, and she’s all, Have you been working out? Your arms feel amazing! And maybe if a hand wanders to her butt, she doesn’t mind. All clients get a nice, big hug,” Rodrigo finished.

“And everyone is happy. They get a treatment and feel better. They feel seen. Most of these clients do really need the treatments, they’re a mess, but they need the company just as much. It’s almost boring to me when they just lie there and take the treatment,” Lexi said.

“Because that tip ain’t gonna be there,” Rodrigo said.

“You should talk. There’s a reason why all the rich housewives love Rod,” Lexi accused. “Go on, tell Cori your deal.”

“Catty much, bitch?” he replied, with a smile that belied his words.

“Rodrigo here gives his clients exactly what they need. When he’s done, those women are left smiling ear to ear and needing a nap,” Mayde said. “He is always fully booked. They call and ask for him by name, but there’s a waiting list.”

“You’re just jealous,” Rodrigo replied.

“Damn right. I wish I didn’t have to work so hard. Your massages are crap, and you know it. You just have the magic hands where it counts,” Mayde said.

“They really are magic,” Serenity added. “Rod’s treated me, and it was heaven. You should see if he can squeeze you in, Cori.”

“You don’t need to go volunteering for me, woman. No offense, Cori.”

Cori laughed. “None taken, and no help needed. I’m good. So, you, uh, finish your clients?”

“I ain’t fucking no one. Let’s make that clear. It’s not my thing, in case you hadn’t guessed. But I don’t need to be into vag to know how to handle one.” He held up a hand and did a complicated maneuver with his fingers. “It’s all in the touch, baby.”

“For sure,” Cori agreed. Everyone laughed, and she appreciated the moment of levity.

Cori didn’t like to stereotype, but it was obvious Rodrigo was gay. He was a handsome, dark-skinned Dominican in his thirties, extremely fit and even more handsome. He wasn’t feminine, but he just had that way about him that told Cori he didn’t play for her team.

“So, who’s giving out extras? Is it common here?” Cori asked, trying to sort all the new information in her head. She saw her job in a new light. Dylan owed Baines an apology for thinking her job was just a front for prostitution.

“No, not everyone does it. Lexi doesn’t, not really,” Mayde said.

“I don’t,” Lexi insisted. “I’m very nice, but I don’t get anyone off. Sometimes, if they’re very nice to me, I’ll stick around while they take care of themselves, but that’s it.”

“But yeah, some of the girls do things, to varying degrees. I guess it’s up to the individual conscience. Everyone draws their line in their own place,” Mayde said.

“But we are a legit company, right? It’s not a front for an escort service?” Cori asked.

“We’re legitimate,” Serenity answered. “And Janine has fired girls when she found out they were giving extras. Everyone just stays in their own lane. I don’t ask what you’re doing if you don’t ask what I’m doing. But we are helping people, Cori. I guess I can’t speak for everyone, but I’m doing legitimate shiatzu and reiki and deep tissue, if that’s what people want. I’m trained, and I take myself seriously.”

“Me too. I know the stereotypes, but I did not become a massage therapist to give hand jobs. I know I can really help people,” Cori insisted.

“Everything I do helps people, too,” Mayde said with a wink.

“You too?” Cori didn’t know why she was surprised after everything else she’d learned.

“I provide extra services for a very select clientele. I screen very carefully.”

Rodrigo almost snorted his margarita out. “That means they need to be willing to pay, and she needs to be into them. Sister’s not doing just anyone.”

Mayde made a face at him. “I’m not a whore. Yeah, I only do things if I’m into it. If someone wants to give me a gift for that, I won’t argue.”

“Wow, I can’t believe all this. I would never have guessed. Elemental Bodywork seems so normal, so boring. When I think about happy endings, I think about those seedy Asian massage parlors that always have their shades drawn. Janine doesn’t seem like a madam. Do you really think she doesn’t know? How can she not know?”

Cori was reeling. She thought about quitting. She knew she had to quit. How could she work at Elemental Bodywork knowing what she knew? Even if she wasn’t involved in anything illicit, wouldn’t she be tainted by association if it ever came out? Cori looked at the other therapists and just couldn't see any of them doing that. They all seemed so normal.

It was like finding out all your neighbors were swingers, and you were the only couple left out. Okay, that would be worse, she thought. Cori didn’t want to be a swinger, but she would be offended if she was left out. She was hot enough for her neighbors to want to fuck her. Cori had caught the husbands looking. That wasn’t the point. The point was that she worked with a bunch of prostitutes. Prostitutes might be strong, but Cori didn’t know what else to call them.

“I think Janine doesn’t know what she chooses not to know,” Lexi said. I had to stop in the office once after an appointment, and she gave me shit about how I was dressed. She warned me that I better not be giving out favors, but she never followed up.”

Janine did tell Cori that she wasn’t naïve, she knew things went on. Was it a tacit admission that her girls were turning tricks? Cori had to stop thinking in those terms. She liked these people. They weren’t at all what she had pictured when she thought about prostitutes. And who was she to judge? Cori wasn’t exactly the virginal type back when she was single, holding out to give herself to Prince Charming. She’d never been above hooking up if she thought a boy was cute.

Back in high school, she’d probably been with just about every guy in her friend group at some point on those nights when they were drinking around a bonfire in the woods. Would it have been worse if a guy had slipped her a twenty after they went off into the dark for a few minutes?

“Hey, we need another round of margaritas,” Mayde called out to the bartender, whipping her hand around in a circular motion. “And add another for this one. You look like you need something stronger, Cori.”

Serenity put her hand on Cori’s and smiled. “I hope you’re not going to quit now. I love your energy. You can do some really good work here, and you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to. There’s no peer pressure here.”

“But if you ever want to make the real money, keep in mind the option is out there,” Mayde added.

Cori noshed on a piece of the quesadilla. She needed something in her stomach if she was going to drink her coming margarita. And she was going to drink it. Something harder than beer was in order if she was going to process everything she’d learned.

“I’ll keep that in mind, but I don’t see it happening,” Cori insisted.

“That’s enough about us. Tell us all about you, hon,” Rodrigo said.

Cori laughed. “I am not nearly as interesting as you guys. I promise. I’ve been a stay-at-home mom for the last sixteen years. Before that, I worked in the corporate world. I couldn’t imagine trying to restart that career after so long, and honestly, I couldn't imagine going back to working in an office. I have a friend who’s a massage therapist, and she loves what she does. We talked a lot, and I think it’s a good fit for me.”

“How do you feel about getting back out there and working?” Serenity asked.

“It’s weird, in a way. I feel like there’s not enough time to get everything done now. I like to have things a certain way, and I made sure things stayed that way before. But now, I just can’t keep up. Sometimes it feels like it was a mistake. I do love getting out of the house and having another purpose, though. I love my family, and I love my life, but now I realize something was missing.”

“I get it,” Mayde said. “I love my kids, but I do not want to be home taking care of them all the time. If I didn’t get out and do something for myself, I’d lose my mind. I admire you, Cori. I could not have done what you did for so long.”

“Yes, the women who put their families first are the real heroes,” Serenity said, nodding.

“I’m staying home when I have kids. I know I don’t want to have to work and then come home and take care of everything. My man better be ready to hold up his end,” Lexi said. “How is your husband with all this?”

“Dylan’s been great. Super supportive. It’s been as huge an adjustment for him as for anyone. He’s really stepped up. I’m lucky to have him.”

“Good for you. Mine was a bum, which is why I kicked him to the curb,” Mayde said.

The bartender brought their new drinks and distributed them. Mayde insisted on a toast, and they all hoisted their giant glasses.

“To Cori. May you have a bright future with us, whatever you decide that future is,” Mayde announced.

Cori drank deeply from the handheld pool of margarita. The drink was strong, and she winced. She wondered what future she wanted. Could she stay with Elemental Bodywork and stay the person she wanted to be?
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Dylan was more than a little annoyed when Cori came strolling in close to 8:00 pm. He was used to her coming home well into the evening, but she’d said she would be home early that day. She only had two appointments, and they were both in the morning. Cori texted to say she was stopping to have a drink with her coworkers after the staff meeting and that she’d be home right afterward. Dylan expected that to take an hour, tops. He expected her at 7:00 at the latest.

Cori was supposed to take care of dinner, but Dylan had improvised and thrown some burgers on the grill. Luckily, it was a warm fall, and he didn’t freeze his ass off out there—not that the forties would have slowed him down. Dylan was one of those guys who’d be standing out there in boots and a parka at his grill in the snow.

“I’m sorry I’m so late. I completely lost track of time,” Cori said, putting her bag down on the kitchen table.

Dylan made a show of checking his watch, even though there were clocks on the microwave and oven right in front of him. “I thought you were just stopping for a beer.”

Cori gave him that goofy, innocent smile he’d fallen for so long ago. She had one of those little overbites that made women irresistible to him. Between that and her slate-blue eyes and smooth, alabaster skin, Dylan had been a goner the moment they met.

“One beer turned into a couple of margaritas, and then I had to wait long enough that I felt sober enough to drive home. You don’t hate me, do you?”

Dylan began thawing when she crossed the kitchen and slipped her arms around him. Her eyes widened to emphasize her innocence, but then that smile turned from goofy to naughty.

“Hate’s a strong word,” he replied, holding her close.

“I bet I can think of a way to make it up to you. Where are the kids?”

“Grace is working, but she’ll be home soon. Jack is up in his room, probably not doing his homework.”

“He’s not going to come down and interrupt us then,” she said, leaning in to nibble at his neck. The move gave Dylan those familiar goosebumps.

“But we don’t know that he won’t. And Grace could be home any minute,” Dylan protested, even though his root was already thickening. He had to fight to think clearly with Cori nibbling his neck. She added to the growing fire inside him by reaching down to rub him through his sweatpants.”

"Then you really should be quick.”

“You know this isn’t a good idea.”

“Maybe that’s the reason I want to do it, babe. You want it too. I can feel it,” she said.

Cori pulled him down and thrust her tongue into his mouth. Dylan was annoyed with her and didn’t want to give in for that reason. Also, it was risky. He didn’t fancy being caught by the kids, balls deep in Cori.

This seemed to be her thing lately, starting things up at random times, in random places around the house. Or maybe it had always been her thing. Cori was always ready to go, and she seemed to like the danger of getting caught. There’d been a long hiatus from that when the kids were younger, and the chances of getting caught were greater, but now that Jack and Grace were older and into doing their own thing, Dylan and Cori were mostly left to their own devices, and she had gone back to her old ways.

Dylan wasn’t there.

Maybe he’d become a stick in the mud in his middle age, but the thought of his teenagers walking in on them doing it was horrifying. He could only imagine if he’d ever done the same thing with his parents. Besides, they had a bedroom with a nice, comfy bed and a door that locked. Dylan liked sex in bed, where he could flop over gasping like a caught fish when he was done.

All of that warred with the fact that Cori was hot and grabbing his dick and kissing his neck, and he did want her. Besides, the last time he’d put her off she’d been pissed. One night recently they’d been watching TV in the family room and Cori had had a few glasses of wine and deposited herself on his lap. She was all over him the way she could be when she was drunk. Both kids were home, and it wasn’t that late. Jack could come down for a snack at any time.

Cori began pulling her shirt off and he stopped her. She didn’t care if they were caught and tried again. Dylan held his ground and saw her anger bloom. He suggested they move it up to the bedroom, but it was too late. Cori said he’d ruined it. Dylan paid for that. She made him chase her for weeks before she finally gave it up again. He wasn’t going to make that mistake again.

Cori slipped away from him and bent over that same kitchen island, resting her elbows on the top and wiggling her ass at him. she wore khaki pants, not leggings, but they still looked like they’d been painted on.

“Are you really going to turn me down…again?” she asked.

Dylan franticly pulled at her khakis, but they didn’t budge until Cori unsnapped them and pushed them past her narrow waist. He hauled them down and her skimpy, striped cotton panties came down with them. She did own some sexy lingerie, but she rarely wore it. Dylan had always been more of a get-her-naked-now kind of guy than one to savor fancy underwear.

He dropped his sweatpants and pulled her butt back to make it stick out higher. His prick was still hardening, but he was close enough. He smoothed his fingers over her puffy lips, sliding a finger between them and was surprised to find his wife already quite damp. Cori had never been one who required a ton of foreplay.

Her sex drive was as high as his—maybe higher—but he didn’t expect her to be so wet from just a kiss. Something already had her in the mood. Dylan suspiciously wondered if there’d been a hot guy at the bar. His suspicions didn’t slow him down. He hunched and slipped inside Cori.

Her breath caught and she exhaled a shivery moan when he sheathed himself in her. Dylan gasped when her muscles rippled around him. Cori had incredible control over her body. She was also the most flexible woman he’d ever known. Sex with his wife had spoiled Dylan for all other women. Even when it was routine—as it could be after so many years of marriage—it was still fantastic. He didn’t hold back. He began pounding away, taking her with short, powerful thrusts.

Cori softly moaned yeah yeah yeah and gripped the countertop tightly. Dylan kept a hand on her hip as he leaned over her back and groped her through her polo. She wore a smooth, padded bra underneath and he couldn’t feel much of her small breast underneath it, but he groped her anyway and imagined he could.

He panted and grunted, working up a quick sweat. Dylan wasn’t typically a minute man, but taking Cori so suddenly like that, combined with knowing she came home so horny, had his balls tightening before he knew it. He gritted his teeth and tried to hold back.

Cori was close too, he could tell by her moans and the way she pushed back at him. But before either of them could finish, Dylan saw the flash of light through the side window facing the driveway. Headlights. Grace was home.

“Fuck,” he groaned, pulling out of Cori and scrambling to pull his sweatpants up over his slimy erection.

Cori kept moving her hips for a second as if she didn’t realize he’d uncoupled from her. if Dylan knew her, Cori’s eyes were probably squeezed shut, as they always were when she was about to come.

“Grace is home!” he hissed.

“Shit,” she cursed, pulling at her khakis, which were down around her knees.

Grace came through the back door just as her mother was snapping her khakis. Luckily, Cori kept her back to the door. Grace glanced suspiciously from one parent to the other, as if she could sense she’d interrupted something, but she was a very polite, well-mannered girl. Jack was their handful. Grace was clever but bookish and responsible. She was much like her mother, without the wild streak.

“Everything okay, you guys?” Grace asked.

“Sure,” Dylan said, sounding winded, which betrayed his lie.

“Yeah, I just got home from work myself. I was going to grab a shower. How was work, honey?” Cori was in phenomenal shape, so besides a flush to her pale cheeks, she appeared normal.

“Same old, same old. Boring. But can I grab a shower first? I smell gross. All I can smell is garlic.”

“That’s a hazard of working in an Italian restaurant, Grace,” Dylan said.

“Sure, go on up,” Cori said.

“Thanks, Mom. You’re the best.”

Grace left them alone, and Cori was right back in Dylan’s arms. He could see the frustration on her face. He hated leaving her hanging because he knew how she felt. His balls were aching.

Dylan wanted to say I told you so, but he was still rock hard and didn’t want to be left hanging. They could continue it later in the bedroom.

“She’s right. You are the best,” he said, kissing her.

“We’re totally finishing that later,” she replied.

“Oh, no doubt.”
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The evening was winding down, and Dylan wondered if they’d get back to what they’d started before Grace came home from work. He was tired, and since Cori was such an early riser, she was usually falling asleep by ten. Dylan went up to the bedroom first, did his nighttime routine, and settled into bed with his phone, going over his fantasy football team. He was asked for a trade he didn’t want to complete, but he felt like a dick for saying no. The trade wouldn’t make his team worse, but it would make the other guy more competitive, and Dylan didn’t need that.

Cori passed through the bedroom and right into the master bath. He heard water running and things knocking around in there. About ten minutes later, she emerged and changed into a loose t-shirt and baggy sleep shorts. The old white t-shirt was soft as a kitten and so threadbare that it was translucent, even in the soft, orange light of their nightstand lamps.

Dylan saw the dark of her nipples when the t-shirt brushed against them. She settled onto the bed beside him, sitting crossed-legged, while leaning over to retrieve lotion from her nightstand.

“We never really got a chance to talk after I came home. Happy hour was interesting. I learned some fun new things about my coworkers.”

“Oh yeah? Are they a weird bunch?”

“Well, people in the massage therapy space tend to be a little different. A lot of us are into Eastern Medicine and New Agey stuff.”

“Right. And that’s you too, so you can’t think that’s weird.”

“There’s actually a very hippyish girl there named Serenity. I love her. I’d say she’s the most in line with what I expected. For some of the others, it does seem like it’s just a job. Especially the people I was with earlier.”

“Is that what was interesting? Are you disappointed they aren’t quite what you expected?”

“Definitely not what I expected, but disappointed isn’t quite the right word.”

Dylan caught her hesitation and looked up from his phone. Cori looked uncertain, which was unusual for his wife. She was one of the most confident women he knew. She was never shy, warm to everyone who deserved it, but not afraid to call out an asshole when they deserved it.

“What is it?” he asked.

Cori considered it a moment longer before speaking, finally saying, “I learned that some of the other therapists at work go the extra mile for tips.”

“What do you mean?”

A beat later, Dylan felt silly for asking. Of course, he knew what she meant. There was only one thing she could mean, but it was just so fantastical to associate his wife with something like that. His brain refused to make the connection. It was like a caveman trying to understand a lightbulb. When the truth did click in, Dylan felt a strange quiver in his stomach, like Cori was confessing that she’d been doing that too.

“You’re saying…” Dylan added.

“Yeah, I’m saying exactly what you think. Believe me, I’m as shocked as you are. I picture all those people sitting around the room, and I just can’t see them doing that. Even the people I got to know better at happy hour, like Mayde and Rodrigo. They’re so normal.”

“So, you work for a hooker service?”

“Hooker is a strong word, Dylan. These people aren’t hookers. They’re just, uh, providing services that aren’t on the menu.”

Dylan’s brain reeled. Cori was working at a place that sent people out to fuck clients. That made them hookers or call girls. He was unsure of the proper terminology. His brain made the next logical connection, and that quiver in his stomach turned into a full-on tremor. He had a queer flutter in his chest.

“Were they recruiting you? Are you expected to…”

“No, no. It’s nothing like that. Are you okay, babe? You look a little pale. I haven’t done anything. No one’s asked me to do anything,” Cori said, patting his arm. “Not really. Janine did talk to me today about a special client, but she went out of her way to emphasize she wasn’t asking me to do anything illegal. She strongly suggested but didn’t ask. Elemental Bodywork is a legitimate business, not an escort service.”

“Janine wants you to, uh, take care of a client like the other girls?” Dylan asked.

“No, they’re doing it on their own, like a side hustle. It’s a don’t-ask-don’t-tell thing, apparently. And it’s not just girls. Rodrigo does it too.”

“Gay guys order that?” Dylan was even more confused. He thought it was easy to get laid if you were gay. Why would they pay for it when they could just go on Grindr?

“Rodrigo is gay, but he takes care of ladies. I bet they feel safe with him touching them because he is gay.”

“He’s gay, but he fucks women for money?”

Cori laughed at his confusion. “Don’t be so heteronormative, Dylan. Rodrigo’s trained with his hands. We all are. And he’s only using his hands. Maybe that’s all anyone’s doing. I don’t know the details. It felt weird to ask for specifics. I hear he’s very good. One of the other girls, Serenity, has apparently tried him.”

“Jesus. What’s going on over there?”

Dylan tried to order it all in his mind. The therapists were pimping themselves out to clients for extra money, but it wasn’t part of the job, and they’d be fired if they got caught. Apparently, they told Cori all about it, but they weren’t trying to recruit her. But then why tell her? Would there be pressure?

It sounded like Janine was pressuring Cori to take on a special client, even though she wouldn’t say it. Dylan was confused and concerned about Cori’s position.

Dylan didn’t see his wife as the type to give in to peer pressure. He could never imagine Cori giving out hand jobs for cash, but it seemed strange for her to work there if she was the only one not doing it.

“Are you okay? Honestly, I thought you would just laugh it off. I kind of did. But I guess it’s a lot. Please don’t think I’m implying I want to do anything.”

“Would you? Could you? It sounds like it’s the thing there. The company really doesn’t know? It sounds like Janine came right out and admitted she knows what’s going on. She wants you to do it with this guy.”

“They think Janine must know but is looking the other way. I guess that makes sense. She wants to keep her clients happy and coming back, but she’s not a madam. Maybe she thinks deniability keeps her out of jail if someone gets caught.”

“And this client she told you about?”

“Hayes Caldwell. Some rich guy, probably a hedge fund douchebag,” Cori said, laughing. “I don’t know exactly what he wants, or what Janine expects, because she wouldn’t come out and say it. I’m more focused on what I do know, which is what the others told me.”

“What do you think? How did you react when they told you?”

“You know I don’t easily blush, but I bet I turned fifty shades of red. Once I got past the shock, I thought okay, it’s their business. If that works for them, that’s great. I’m pretty open-minded. We both are, right? I’m not going to judge anyone for what they do with their body.”

“So, you’re not quitting?”

“You think I should quit my job?”

“I mean, with everything going on, do you want to work there?”

“I like the job, and I like the people. What they’re doing doesn’t affect me. I told you, no one’s pressuring me to do anything.”

“I know, but…”

“But what, Dylan?”

“I don’t know, Cori. It just feels weird.”

“No one’s asking you to do anything. Do you really think I should quit my job because of what other people are doing?”

“What about Janine and this Caldwell guy?”

“Don’t you think I can handle myself? Do you think I’d let Janine pressure me into servicing a client?”

Dylan saw the fire in her eyes and knew he’d made a mistake. He didn’t know that he was wrong, but Cori clearly did not agree with him. The whole thing made him uneasy, even if he couldn’t put his finger on an exact objection. No one expected Cori to do anything. She had no intention to do anything. Cori was strong, but if she stayed, would she be tempted? The others had to be making good money.

“What’s the money like?” he asked.

Cori looked confused. “You go from thinking I should quit to asking how the money is? Are you high, Dylan? Seriously, are you high?”

“No, I’m not high. I’m just processing. Like you said, it’s a lot.”

“Well, I don’t know how the money is. I told you, I felt weird about asking specifics, like they would think I was interested in doing it too. I don’t think Mayde would be doing it if the money wasn’t worth it. And Lexi implied she’s making bank. Why? Are you suggesting that if the price is right, I should do it?”

Cori smirked, and Dylan felt the tension between them drain away. He was still tense. His chest felt tight, and for some reason, he was very tense in his pants. Dylan didn’t realize it was happening, but he was hard as a rock. It was so confusing. If he were a dog, his head would be cocked to the side.

“I don’t know, Cor. We still have your school to pay off. You don’t seem to have a problem with it, so if the price was right, maybe it wouldn’t be so bad.”

“Like I said, I am highly trained. I’m very good with my hands. If it’s just tugging guys off, would it be so bad?”

Cori was broadly smiling, enjoying teasing him. She turned, tucking one leg under her butt as she leaned over and rubbed the front of his boxers. When she found him already hard, she grasped him. “I don’t think you hate this idea as much as you were pretending.”

“It’s, uh, it’s just from earlier,” he protested, knowing it sounded like a weak lie.

“You haven’t been walking around hard all night. I think you have a dirty secret. Do you have a fantasy you haven’t told me about?”

“Cori, ahh…”

Dylan closed his eyes and moaned because he couldn’t look at her with the thoughts running through his head. He hadn’t been harboring a secret fantasy. They weren’t that kind of couple. When one of them had a fantasy, they played with it.

The Lynches weren’t an overly kinky couple, but they’d done their fair share of roleplaying over their nineteen years of marriage. Playing student and teacher had been a hot one early on in their relationship, with Cori playing the naughty schoolgirl. They liked sex in risky places when they first started dating in college. Dylan played a cop once and handcuffed her, but he wasn’t authoritative enough to make it work. But they’d never played out a fantasy where Cori was any kind of sex worker. It had never been in his head.

Now it was all Dylan could think about, just like the other day after Baines teased him about it. Cori softly teased his cock, tugging it and caressing the head, and he imagined her doing it to some stranger.

“You’re picturing it, aren’t you, babe? Me going into some client’s house, getting him all worked up with a massage, then telling him to turn over…”

“Cor…that’s…” Dylan licked his dry lips.

Cori released his cock, and Dylan was ready to pounce on her, but when he opened his eyes, he found her reaching for her lotion tube. She squeezed a generous portion into her hand and returned it to his cock. She gripped him tighter, but her fist smoothly glided up and down his shaft. Dylan grunted and lifted off the bed, pushing at her hand. He felt helpless.

“Do I just use my oils and go into it, or do I strip first?”

Dylan stared at her, unsure what to say. His brain filled with dirtier and dirtier thoughts—thoughts too dirty to share with his wife. Cori couldn’t know he saw her doing more than using her hands. He managed to croak out, “Take off your top.”

Cori threw her t-shirt aside and cupped her breasts. He loved her tits. They were small, but perky, and capped with tight, rouged nipples. They were pointed and swollen. Cori was just as aroused as he was. Dylan tried to reach for her, but she smacked his hand away.

“I don’t think the clients get to touch,” she said. “They only get to look. Do you like what you see?”

“Yeah,” he gasped.

“They aren’t too small? My husband says they’re perfect, but I don’t know.” She massaged a breast while she jerked him, moaning when she rolled her own nipple.

“Uhn…they’re perfect…”

“I guess I can tell you like them,” she said, staring down at his cock.

“Uhn…Cor…Cori…”

“That’s it, babe. You can do it for me. Just let go. I want you to let go for me. Come on, babe, let it go…”

Dylan closed his eyes again. In his head, Cori was cooing those words to some anonymous man, paying her to use her hands—and other things. He pictured his pretty wife bending over, sucking this guy into her mouth. Her pretty, plump, pink lips dragged up and down the thick shaft to a soundtrack of wet, sucking sounds.

Cori was great with her hands, but she was even better with her mouth. Her full, soft lips were incredible—like they were made for sucking dick. She’d always insisted she liked doing it, and so had a lot of practice. It was her go-to move back in those days, when she used to hook up with her friends in the woods, she’d told him. Dylan wished he had friends like Cori back in high school.

But Cori was still talking, encouraging him to finish, and the words brought his mind back to her standing beside some guy laid out on her massage table in a well-lit living room. His topless wife stood there jerking the guy off, telling him to come, her little tits bouncing as she jerked the guy’s cock. And it was a big one. Cori needed both hands to cover it.

“Come for me, babe,” she whispered. “Do it, come for me.”

Dylan shook and tensed before releasing a strangled cry. She rapidly jerked his shaft with one hand, while rubbing his head with the other. It was an amazing technique, and he fleetingly questioned where she learned it. But then the cum was bubbling out of his balls, and the intense surge of pleasure wiped out any thoughts.

He cried out even louder, and his seed fountained into the air, almost hitting Cori in the face before landing back on his thighs. Dylan had another couple of strong blasts before the rest of it oozed out onto her busy fist. She kept working his shaft until his body relaxed and he sighed. Euphoria flooded him, but as it receded, Dylan became self-conscious.

“That got weird, didn’t it?” he said, trying to sound light.

Cori leaned over and kissed him. “I don’t think so. It was different, but it was kind of hot. We never went there before.”

Dylan chuckled. “Never thought of it before. You’re putting ideas into my head.”

“Nice to know we still have some new tricks after almost twenty-five years together.”

“Yeah. Go us.”

“You were really into it.”

“I wasn’t that into it. It just felt really good. You’re good with your hands, right? That was some move you had there. Did they teach you that in massage school?”

Cori laughed. “Yeah, hand jobs are an extra credit course. Playing with the head was my thing to get a guy to finish fast. I guess you don’t remember. I haven’t given you a hand job in years.”

“Yeah, right. No reason to, I guess.”

“I’d better get back in practice,” she said. When he didn’t respond, she added, “You know I’m kidding, right?”

“Yeah, I know. But what about you, Cori? I’m done, but you…”

“I don’t think that’s part of the deal. I take care of the client, wash up, and go home. I guess it’ll be on you to handle all that frustration I’ll have. Or I can just deal with it myself.”

“Not a chance!” he said, rolling on top of her.

Dylan kissed her hard, and she grabbed his ass, pulling him into her. He wasn’t ready to get hard again so fast, but he wasn’t going to leave her hanging. He tugged down her shorts while he nibbled on her neck. He moved lower, circling her nipples with his tongue.

Cori hissed and pushed her tits at him. He kneaded them with both hands and flicked her nipples with his tongue. She cried out and twisted under him, the pleasure almost too intense. Playing with her tits the right way was the surest path into Cori’s pants. It always had been.

Dylan sucked and nibbled her tits and had Cori panting and whimpering, reaching for his cock. But he was still only at half-mast, so he slid further down her body.

“Mmm, I like where this is going,” she moaned.

Cori’s mound had a light dusting of downy fuzz. She maintained herself down there but didn’t shave it smooth—except on his birthday. Dylan was down on his belly between her thighs, which he pushed wide apart. Her lips were dewy and inflamed. Cori enjoyed their little fantasy as much as he did. It made him wonder if she would really do it.

Dylan couldn’t see it, but maybe… Cori had never been uptight with her body. Maybe if a client were a really hot guy… He pictured it as he dipped his tongue between her lips. He drove his tongue into her and kissed her there, slurping at her copious juices.

“Ohh…oh babe…yeah…”

His thumbs massaged her mound as he spread her open, and his tongue flickered everywhere. Dylan imagined she was picturing it, servicing a client. Cori was so aroused that she couldn’t help herself and started sucking.

The guy, a mountain of a man with a huge cock, fisted her dirty blonde hair and forced Cori down on her. She choked but kept sucking. In their bedroom, she cried out loudly when he focused on her clit. Dylan was sure she was picturing it too, choking on some stud’s huge cock. He plunged two fingers into her pussy and sucked her clit.

“Ahh…babe…shit…ohh…babe…ahh fuck!” Cori cried.

Cori howled and locked her thighs around his head. She flooded, and he licked it all up. She squished around his pistoning fingers and kept coming, thrashing under him. Dylan only stopped when she pushed him back, overwhelmed.

Dylan was fully hard by then and didn’t pause to think. He leaped between her legs and shoved himself inside her. Cori groaned and locked her legs around his waist. He pounded down into her, and she came up to meet every thrust. She painfully gripped his back, and he frantically tried to kiss her, but he was huffing from the effort of throwing himself into her.

Cori rippled around him, massaging his cock in her canal, but he held out because he’d just come in her hand. Dylan didn’t hold out long. He imagined her choking on that cock and the guy coming, flooding her mouth. His load spilled from her lips and then blasted onto her face when she pulled back. Cori kept her mouth open to try and catch it.

And then Dylan was coming again, burying himself inside Cori with a final, forceful thrust. She cried his name and her cunt locked around him and she was coming too. They both moaned and panted and clung to each other. It was the most frenzied sex they’d had in years. He stayed on top of her until she shoved him off. Dylan rolled out his back, a sweaty, gasping mess.

“Wow, that was something. You really got into that,” she said, laughing.

“Hey, you were into it too.”

Cori reached for his hand and clasped it. “It was crazy fun. It’s hot to let your mind go to wild places sometimes. I’ll have to thank the guys for putting in our heads.”

“Don’t you dare!” he said, afraid she just might.

“Yeah, I’ll tell them we fucked like rabbits after playing at me being a rub-and-tug artist. Okay, babe. Next, I’ll ask how I start doing it for real.” She laughed hard.

“Might be worth it for the look on their faces.”

“I’ll bring it up at the next staff meeting.”

They both laughed, but underneath, Dylan was uncomfortable. He’d never had such insane thoughts about his wife. He didn’t know what it said about him as a man. Men weren’t supposed to get off on their wives with other men. He knew it was a thing in porn, but he’d never watched that kind of porn. His tastes were more pedestrian.

Dylan turned and looked at his wife. She was flushed and smiling. Incandescently beautiful. Her tight body was incredible. She could make a fortune if she chose to give extras at work. Cori really wouldn’t, would she? She seemed just as into that fantasy as he was, but Dylan knew he was just projecting thoughts into her head. He had to stop.

“What are you thinking about?” she asked.

“Just how beautiful you are and how lucky I am that you’re all mine.”

“You are lucky, aren’t you?” she said, rolling into his arms and kissing him.
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Working for an out-call massage therapy service meant Cori sometimes had long drives between client appointments. All clients were supposed to be within an hour’s radius of her home, but that wasn’t a realistic estimate with traffic taken into account. She often listened to podcasts as she drove, but Cori was too mentally restless and instead turned to the New Wave music channel on satellite radio. Her old favorites usually kept Cori distracted, but today, as she sat in traffic, her mind kept going back to her job. Well, not her job, but the way her coworkers did it.

Cori did consider quitting after the happy hour conversation with her coworkers. She just didn’t want to tell Dylan that. The way he’d posed the suggestion made it sound like she’d already done something wrong, or that she was at least guilty by association.

Her contrarian nature led Cori to reject her husband's suggestion outright, but he did have a point. If somehow word ever got out about the masseuses of Elemental Bodywork, Cori would be tainted just by working there, even if her hands were clean. She didn’t see how that would happen unless someone chose to alert the police, but it was a possibility.

Cori had a sudden, horrifying image of doing a perp walk on the local news with Mayde, Lexi, and Rodrigo, ducking her head to try and avoid being captured on camera. She hoped that at least her mug shot would be attractive. Cori had a nice smile. But that was all silly. No one was going to get caught, and Elemental Bodywork was not going to get raided.

Quitting wasn’t a consideration anyway. Cori had taken a loan to pay for school, and they couldn’t afford the payments without her working. She’d looked at a lot of places before deciding on Elemental Bodywork.

The chains were out of the question. They didn’t pay great to start, and they wore their therapists down with too many appointments and not enough rest time in between. Cori would be forced to work more often at the lower pay point, something she wasn’t willing to do. There were other independent businesses she could work for, but many of them seemed sketchy.

Her massage instructor warned all the students—especially the women—about all the businesses that were fronts for prostitution. The best options seemed to be to get into a high-end spa or go independent, but those good spa spots were hard to get into, and Cori didn’t have a book of business to start out on her own. She wouldn’t feel right pestering her friends to book appointments with her. She’d be just like one of those pyramid scheme housewives everyone avoided.

Work considerations weren’t the only thing on her mind. Dylan’s reaction to the news about her fellow therapists was the biggest surprise of all. Not his judgmental, she should quit reaction. Dylan was not one of those jealous, overly protective husbands—thank god—but that reaction to her working at an out-call massage parlor-type business was normal.

Cori questioned how much of it was really fear of her getting in trouble versus some twisted fear that she might do something with a client. No, the real surprise was Dylan’s other reaction, the one in his shorts. There was no doubt that the news that Cori worked with rub-and-tug artists turned him on. Maybe not in his head, but in his pants, Dylan liked the idea that Cori was working there.

She didn’t think much about it at the time because she was pretty turned on, too, and her focus was on having fun and great sex. Sex was sex to her anyway. She’d never been one to overanalyze those things. If something felt good, do it. Cori thought some fetishes were out there, but she didn’t engage in kink-shaming.

Dylan didn’t have any strange fetishes that she was aware of, but his hard-on, followed by how much the impromptu fantasy she spun set him aflame, made Cori think. He seemed turned on by the fantasy of her giving out extras at work, not just the revelation that her coworkers were doing it. Role-playing jerking off a client made her husband lose his mind. He was shaking and could hardly speak. Cori couldn’t recall the last time she’d seen him like that, if she’d ever.

Dylan had been into it several years ago when Cori proved she still fit into her old Catholic school uniform—that had been a fun night. He came quickly and several times, but he wasn’t trembling and tensed like that.

And then last night Dylan pounced on her in a way he hadn’t done in ages. Cori loved it when he went down, but Dylan rarely took the time after nineteen years of marriage. Usually, they just agreed they were down for sex and got to it. The whole thing had been really hot, but she felt weird about why.

Should it bother her that Dylan came so hard thinking about her jerking off a client? She tried to tell herself it didn’t mean anything. It was just the situation, and he came because she was jerking him off and whispering dirty things to him, but the questions lingered. Did the situation plant an idea in his head, or had Dylan always harbored a fantasy about her being with other men?

Cori wasn’t naïve. She knew that was a thing. They knew a couple—the husband was one of her oldest friends—who were swingers. She didn’t judge, as long as Seth and Andi didn’t try to recruit them.

She could sort of understand the swinging thing. She got the logic behind it, if a couple felt like they needed to spice things up after years together. It wasn’t for her, but she understood it. Cori didn’t think she could ever do that. She was far too jealous to see Dylan with someone else.

Seth had been open about how much he enjoyed watching Andi when they were with another couple. But that wasn’t quite the same as Dylan being turned on by Cori going out and jerking off her clients. She scoured her memory and tried to think of any sign her husband might be into watching her with other men or even thinking about it.

Dylan liked it on those rare occasions when she got all dolled up to go out and wore something short and tight, but didn’t most guys? That wasn’t a sign of a hidden kink. It wasn’t weird that he liked other men thinking his wife was hot.

It wasn’t really a thing, she decided. Mostly because it couldn’t be, it just didn’t make sense. Their crazy night was just a one-off, a product of surprise and the taboo of Cori doing something so crazy. It wasn’t something anyone wanted to happen. She didn’t even analyze how turned on she was while spinning the fantasy for Dylan. She was too focused on him for that. But Cori did wonder how her coworkers’ significant others felt about their side work, or if they even knew.

The phone rang, and she looked at the dashboard screen to see that Mayde was calling. It was as if Cori had summoned her with her thoughts. She was so confused by the call—she forgot they’d exchanged numbers at the meeting—that Cori had to jam on the brakes to avoid rear-ending the giant SUV in front of her at the light. The close encounter left her heart pounding, and she pulled off onto the shoulder until she calmed down. Cori tapped the answer button on her steering wheel.

“Hey, Mayde,” Cori answered.

“Just wanted to check in with you, girl. Wanted to make sure you didn’t call Janine and quit as soon as you walked out of El Camino last night,” Mayde said, sounding chipper as usual.

“Of course not. Why would I do that?”

“You had a whole deer-in-the-headlights thing going. We obviously freaked you out.”

Cori hated thinking she came off as prudish or judging. That wasn’t her at all. She’d never been the person morally tsk-tsking in the corner. “I wasn’t freaked out. That’s not me.”

“Really? It’s okay, Cori. I get it.”

“I was surprised. Maybe shocked, but I wouldn’t say freaked out.”

“Okay, not freaked out, but are you okay with it all? No offense, but based on what I know about you, it’s all out there for you.”

“That’s for sure. I’m good with it, I think. It’s not like I have to do anything, and I guess what you guys do isn’t any of my business.”

Mayde laughed. “That’s a very safe, careful answer. You don’t have any feelings besides I’m cool with it? I don’t believe that.”

Cori felt like she was being pushed, but she liked Mayde, and maybe pushing was what she needed. She had a lot on her mind, and these weren’t things she was going to talk to her friends about. There were so many questions, but Cori couldn’t think of a diplomatic way to ask them.

“I guess I am intrigued.” Cori could hear the blushing in her voice. She was intrigued. She wanted more information, but she didn’t want to come off like she was interested in participating with her coworkers.

“You have questions. That’s natural. Fire away, I’m between appointments.”

“Are you sure? I don’t wanna pressure you or interrogate you.”

“Just ask your damn questions, girl.” Mayde laughed.

“So, you do it?”

“Yes, Cori, I do it. Not for everyone. Most of my clients are just straight appointments like yours, although I do less of those than I used to because I don’t need the money from them. It works out pretty well. You know this job can be rough on you physically, so being able to take the extra downtime is nice.”

“How good is the money?” Cori couldn’t lie. Working less sounded good—not that she was tempted to jerk off men for money.

“If you get the right client, like Mr. Caldwell, it can be very, very good, girl. I don’t quite have a Mr. Caldwell, but I have some very appreciative clients. Yeah, I love sex, but I wouldn’t be doing it just for the kicks.”

“And you’re good with that? Shit, sorry, that sounded judgy. I didn’t mean it like that.”

“It’s a natural question. I’m not offended. And yeah, I guess I’m good with it. Like I said, I love sex, and no one is making me do anything. Isn’t the dream doing something you like for money? Don’t you like sex?”

Cori did like sex. She’d always had a high-revving sex drive, and it had only seemed to rev higher with age. She’d jump Dylan every day if he was up for it. He wasn’t, but that wasn’t a complaint. Their sex life was satisfying, but Dylan just didn’t need it as much as she did.

Sometimes he was too tired or distracted when Cori tried to start up with him. It could be frustrating, and she tried not to take it personally. She felt a tickle in her sweet spot thinking about having sex on demand, but she’d never even considered doing it for money. That ran counter to every bit of her Irish Catholic upbringing.

“Yes, I like sex. Sex is great. Who doesn’t like sex?”

“And who doesn’t like money? It just makes sense to me to combine the two.”

“I don’t know if it’s always that simple.”

“But it can be if you want it to be.”

“Are you married? That makes it a lot less simple.”

“I have a man. We have a son. We don’t live together, but it’s a real thing.”

“And he’s good with it?”

“I hid it from him for a while. The first time it happened, I didn’t know how to tell him. And when I finally did, he lost his shit. I mean, he ghosted me for weeks. But he couldn’t disappear forever because we have to parent Isaiah together. When he calmed down, we talked. We got through it. My man is nothing if not practical. When I laid it out for him, and he saw the money, he got it. I was extra nice to him and let his ego heal. Now, he’s into it.”

“Really? Into it how?”

“He’s never told me, and I wouldn’t hurt him and make him confess anything, but a girl can tell. He’s all jazzed up when I tell him about my special appointments. I know he likes it that his woman is hot enough that guys will pay for it. He just needed time to wrap his head around it.”

“I don’t think most men would be so understanding. He’s a keeper.”

“Yeah, maybe. He’s an asshole too, sometimes, but I love him. And I think the word you meant to say was freaky, not understanding. I don’t know, girl, but I think most guys are a lot freakier than they want to admit. They just need to feel safe to express it.”

Cori’s mind went right to Dylan, shaking and moaning and coming so hard last night. Was he freakier than she thought, and trying to open up? It was hard to see.

Nothing about her husband screamed freaky. He didn’t have a pair of leather chaps at the back of his closet or jerk off to hentai—not that she knew about. Dylan had always been a meat-and-potatoes guy when it came to sex. She certainly didn’t see him excited about having a wife who men wanted to pay for sex.

“I don’t think my husband is that freaky or understanding.”

“I get it, Cori. Way more vanilla people out there than freaks. Or way more closet freaks, anyway.”

She didn’t like being considered vanilla, even if it was just by association with her husband. Cori hadn’t done anything too freaky, but she liked to think that she would if the opportunity arose.

“It sounds like you didn’t go into this planning to, uh, give extras. I don’t even know the right way to refer to it.”

“You can call it whatever you want, girl. It doesn’t change what it is. No, that wasn’t the plan. I was like you, just looking for a good paycheck where I didn’t have to sit behind a desk. I worked in a nursing home before, so I knew I got along with people and wasn’t squeamish about touching them. I did my research, and being a massage therapist seemed like a good path. I was just like you when I started. Well, maybe not just like you.”

“How did it go from that to what you’re doing now?” Cori asked.

“You know how men are. Most of my early clients were women, and they were all cool, although I didn’t like the way they watched me when I was in their houses like I was going to steal something if they left me alone for a second. Janine started mixing guys in. Most were cool, but you’d get the handsy ones. I did what we all do. And then I had one who just asked me how much?”

“He just asked you?”

“Yeah, like I was a ho on a street corner. I said, excuse me, but he just started negotiating. He thought a hand job was the point of the appointment.”

“Jesus, Mayde. And you did it?”

“No, I’m not a ho.” Mayde laughed. “At least, I wasn’t then. He got up to a hundred, and I seriously considered it. I knew I could whack that thing off in a second and get my money. Use a little hand sanitizer, and it’s like it never happened. But I was still like you. I didn’t like what that said about me. I told him to fuck off and reported him to Janine. He was banned. But I kept thinking about it, and he wasn’t the last guy to try it. I guess I finally convinced myself it was just another part of the massage. And daycare is expensive, girl. Once I decided jerking guys off didn’t make me some fallen woman, it was an easy leap to go further.”

“I get it. It totally makes sense. I just don’t know if I could.”

“And you don’t have to, girl. You do you. But for me, it’s mostly a win-win. It’s not always great, but most of the time I really do enjoy it. I know for some of the girls it’s just a job, and I wouldn’t do that.”

“And you’re getting a hundred bucks a hand job?”

Cori knew how her question sounded. Her tone suggested she was seriously considering it, but she wasn’t. She could never keep something like that from Dylan, and he would never want her doing that—whatever happened between them last night. Cori hastened to remind herself it wasn’t just about her husband. She wasn’t looking to jerk off guys for money either. She didn’t consider Mayde cheap at all, but it would make her feel cheap.

Cori Lynch could be called many things, but cheap and seedy weren’t on that list. She thought about the moms in the neighborhood she ran with and what they’d think. Marcy would go right to her sewing machine to stitch up a scarlet letter, while Becky would probably faint while crossing herself.

No one would ever let Cori within fifty feet of their husband again. Dylan’s friends would wonder how he stayed married to such a slut. If only they knew… she thought. She was so lost in her head that she barely caught Mayde’s response.

“Eighty to a hundred. And it’s usually pretty quick. Not bad money for a couple of minutes’ work. And most of them are quick, girl.”

“I have to admit, that doesn’t sound so bad. I think about all the hand jobs I gave out for free back in the day. I could have been making bank.”

“Sounds like you want in, Cori.” Mayde laughed.

“I wouldn’t say that, although a couple extra bucks here and there would be nice.”

“And that’s just the start. My premium clients pay way more than that.”

“Premium clients?”

“Did you really think it was all rub-and-tugs?”

“Maybe? I hadn’t thought about it before yesterday. I was just thinking about what’s in the movies and on TV.”

“That’s all bullshit,” Mayde said. “It’s not like the movies.”

“So, what are premium clients?”

“Are you allergic to the word fuck, girl?”

Cori laughed out loud. She was very comfortable with the word fuck. Too comfortable. She used it like punctuation when she was truly angry. “Okay, Mayde, you’re fucking men for money?”

“There you go, girl. Get real with me! Yeah, there’s some fucking. There’s some sucking. Those are the premium clients, and those are premium prices. And I have to be into it. I’m not fucking some half-limp sixty-year-old fucker. That’s cool for some girls, but for me, the guy’s got to have something I like, other than a nice bank account.”

“Oh my god. I have to know everything,” Cori blurted, crazy thoughts ricocheting through her brain.

“We need to meet for drinks, Cori. I have an appointment to get to. I’ve been sitting outside this house for almost ten minutes now.”

“Which kind of appointment?”

“Meet up with me for drinks, and I’ll tell you all about it.”

“I have to go too,” Cori replied, checking the clock on her dashboard. “But drinks sounds fun. Let’s set it up.”

Mayde broke the connection, and Cori stared out the window at the traffic whizzing by. People went in and out of stores in the strip mall beside her. It was typical of her daily suburban existence. Life went on as usual, even as Mayde confessed details of selling her body. Any of those women Cori saw through the big front window of the nail salon would have been horrified. Cori should have been, too. Nothing in her life had prepared her for that conversation. And yet, horror wasn’t her reaction. Cori was bizarrely, undeniably intrigued.
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Dylan wasn’t a big porn guy. He looked at it sometimes, just like any other married man, but he wasn’t a regular. He just didn’t feel the need. There were the women he liked to follow on Instagram, but that wasn’t porn, so it didn’t count. He wasn’t proud of it and pretended he barely knew what Instagram was, but it was just harmless fun.

I’m just a middle-aged married man, window shopping, is what he always told himself.

Dylan didn’t need porn because he had a wife who was just about always down to fuck—more often than he was. Sometimes he was embarrassed when Cori wanted it, and he just wasn’t in the mood, or too tired. A man was never supposed to turn down sex.

Cori’s extreme disappointment when he did reinforced that belief. The last time Dylan turned her down for sex, he’d had to chase her for weeks before he got it again. So, he didn’t have the crippling porn addiction some guys his age had. However, Dylan found himself clicking over to one of those porn tube sites on his laptop whenever he got a break that morning.

His office was in a corner of their semi-finished basement. Dylan provided IT support for a large local health system, but it was a work-from-home deal. He had the company-provided PC on the desk in front of him, where he could read trouble tickets and log into the system to try to resolve them, but he kept his personal laptop off to the side.

Working in IT, he knew better than to do anything personal on the company setup. They didn’t closely monitor workstations, except to make sure people logged in and out on time, but there was automated software monitoring mouse movement and keystrokes to make sure employees were doing something.

The IT department could check things if there was a reason. And, of course, naughty content blockers were running on all company workstations. Dylan would never be stupid enough to look at porn or do online gambling on the work computer. But his own laptop was right there.

The searches started innocently enough that morning. Well, innocent by comparison with the videos he watched later. His first search was for happy ending massages. Most of the results were about Asian massage parlors, which seemed to be the vast majority of them.

Dylan knew all about how a lot of women in those places were trafficked, which only added to the general sense of sleaziness. Dylan found there were websites that rated those places. He couldn’t read many details without registering—which he was not going to do—but he was relieved he didn’t find Elemental Bodywork listed on any of them, although they were mostly concerned with in-call businesses.

The reviews he could read were fascinating. Men—who oddly called themselves hobbyists—discussed the women like they were rating any other products, like they were TVs or cars. Age, body type, enthusiasm—they were all judged. There was also the lingo to decipher. Bolt-ons were apparently breast implants. Cups were coming. A place that allowed two cups let you finish twice. And $ represented a hundred dollars. Dylan felt like a World War II code breaker as he decoded the websites. The men could be either quite brutal in their assessment of the women jerking them off or quite broadminded.

Dylan had to wonder how these men might rate Cori. Some men preferred a curvier woman—hence a preference for bolt-ons—would those men like his wife’s slender, athletic body? He couldn’t imagine a man not wanting to see Cori naked. They’d have to love her enthusiasm. She was very into sex, and the handjob she’d just given him was top-notch. Her oral skills were even better. Cori would surely earn five-star reviews. He had no doubt. Dylan was hard as steel, pondering these truckers and other hobbyists raving about his wife’s services.

The reviews also revealed a much wider range of services offered by massage parlors. Dylan had to assume the women of Elemental Bodywork offered the same. He’d always assumed it was just handjobs or blowjobs, but it seemed full service was common too. His gut knotted with new anxiety when he thought about Cori fucking clients—as if her blowing them had been okay.

Somehow, he could see her giving out hand jobs at the end of her treatments. Cori was just so easygoing about sex in general, and a handjob wasn’t such a big deal. Even oral sex might fall into that wheelhouse. She had been pretty free with her mouth back in her hook-up days, she happily confessed. Cori had always been proud of how boys coveted her and equally proud of how she didn’t leave them hanging like other girls.

It was fantastical, but in Dylan’s head, those were lines his wife could potentially cross with clients—not realistically, but in his weird new headspace—but there was no way Cori would ever fuck some random man. Not for money. She may have laughingly referred to herself as a slut in the past, but never a whore.

Knowing that Cori could be something of a slut had been thrilling when Dylan first met her. He’d never known a girl quite like her. She was, at turns, a tomboy, bookishly smart, and utterly unpretentious. Cori was the shy, plain girl-next-door at first glance. But once she turned her attention to you, it was addictive.

Beneath that conservative exterior was a charming, sexy, wild party girl. It was like a tiger lurking inside a housecat. When she batted those lush eyelashes and turned that warm smile on a guy, he was lost to her.

Dylan was sure the reason his wife had numerous guy friends was that they’d all been caught in the guy zone—respectful enough to behave but hoping that one day they would get a shot. He’d never been jealous of that because he trusted Cori implicitly. He realized now that maybe he’d even liked it a little. Cori had all those guys who wanted her, and she’d chosen him.

His thoughts were a wild bouillabaisse of Cori’s many facets—her slutty, drunken younger behavior contrasted with the adult, responsible-mom version of her. The steadfast, loyal wife contrasted with a vision of her plump pink lips wrapped around a client’s shaft after he slipped her an extra hundred. The only place he didn’t allow his mind to go was Cori fucking anyone else. All of that led Dylan to search for happy ending massage videos on a porn site.

The porn tube sites had no shortage of masseuse videos. The list seemed endless, an infinite crawl of perversion. Many of the videos seemed similar from a quick glance at their thumbnails. The thumbnails were shots of a woman standing beside a massage table with a subject on it. The backgrounds were generic, usually a blank wall, but sometimes dressed up with some lights or maybe one of those rice paper room dividers to give the scene a proper massage parlor feel.

Many of the women in the videos were Asian, while the men were not. But once he started clicking through videos, Dylan found they weren’t all so similar after all. While some videos got right to the point, with the woman lotioning up to vigorously jerk off the guy on the massage table, others laid out a scene with the masseuse either coyly sneaking up to the act after being overcome with lust by the customer’s impressive endowment—almost begging to be allowed to jerk off the client or blow him.

In other videos, the masseuse was seduced or cajoled into the act by an aggressive client. He liked the first scenario better.

Dylan sought something specific. A lot of the Asian women came close to fitting the bill, as they were mostly slender with small tits and narrow hips. Their black hair didn’t fit the bill, though. Some of them were blonde—badly bleached—but he wasn’t looking for blondes.

Cori was almost a blonde. Her light, honey-colored hair could be mistaken for blonde in the right light and in the summer, but she was decidedly browner than blonde. And, of course, his wife wasn’t Asian. Dylan felt sleazy for trying to find a woman in a porn video who resembled his wife, but that was the itch he needed scratched.

He took a couple of detours with busty, raven-haired women. Cori was the sexiest woman on the planet in his eyes, of course, but he’d also always had a thing for a curvy woman with big tits and black hair. He’d never just flipped past a picture of Kim Kardashian. Cori was like an anti-Kardashian, but he loved the look of both.

Dylan found a video of a Kim Kardashian look-alike jerking off a Black guy—of course, it was a Black guy—until she couldn’t resist any longer and stuffed as much of his meat in her mouth as she could choke on. The guy had the hugest cock Dylan had ever seen. The Kardashian masseuse ended up bent over the table and railed from behind, and he couldn’t take his eyes off the way her tits swayed and bounced while she got hammered. Dylan had his cock out for that, but couldn’t finish. He did have work to do.

His lucky streak came when he ran across a performer called Jessy Deen. The girl was younger than Cori, but then most porn stars in the MILF category were caricatures with huge fake tits and big asses. Jessy Deen was also blonder than Cori, but she was tall and slender, built just like Dylan’s wife.

Best of all, she appeared to specialize in massage videos. Jessy Deen claimed to be an amateur, but Dylan knew enough about porn to doubt that. Her videos did look amateurish, though. He didn’t see any light stands in the background or other obvious signs of professional filmmaking. He clicked through a few of her videos until he found one that stuck.

All of Jessy Deen’s videos were massage-themed and shot in a realistic massage studio—as far as Dylan understood it. It was a small room with low lighting and neutral walls. Shelves behind her massage table held towels, lotion bottles, and other massage accessories. Soft, new-agey music played in the background.

They were presented as hidden-camera videos, and the men didn’t know they were being recorded, which also convinced Dylan that they weren’t truly amateur. There had to be laws against posting that kind of thing online. But her videos seemed real because Jessy Deen did, too. She even dressed like a normal woman giving a professional massage, much like Cori would dress for work, rather than in lingerie or a bikini, like many of the other women in the online videos.

Dylan forced himself to be patient and watch the massage unfold, rather than fast-forwarding to the good part. Jessy Deen, dressed in a black tank top and beige leggings, leaned into the camera beside the massage table and held her finger to her lips, shushing her online audience. It was a cute gesture.

A fit guy came into the room, stripped, and lay down on the table. Jessy returned a few minutes later and began a normal, non-erotic massage. The small talk was minimal as she seemed focused on her task. As she worked his legs and thighs, her hands pushed deeper and deeper between his thighs. Dylan was sure Jessy was handling the guy’s meat. She had to be rubbing his balls at a minimum.

When Jessy’s face was out of view, it was too easy to imagine it was Cori in that video, rubbing the guy’s balls. Dylan stiffened. She didn’t focus on the client’s back for long. Jessy asked him to flip over and turned her back to him, which Dylan thought was cutely coy.

The man flipped, and he placed a ridiculously tiny towel over his junk. The towel looked particularly small as it tried to cover the man’s impressive equipment. It looked more like a washcloth in comparison. The low camera angle revealed the length of the guy’s penis as it rested beneath the towel. He was semi-hard. Jessy glanced at the lump under the towel and smiled.

The video moved quickly from there. Jessy’s pretend massage was laughable, and the tiny towel was knocked aside. She gasped in feigned surprise and went right for it. Her hands were already slick with oil and slipped up and down the thick meat in her hands.

Meat was the only way to describe it. The cock was front and center on the camera and was thick and heavy, darker than the rest of its owner, almost like it was its own entity. Dylan had never paid so much attention to another man’s cock before and felt weird about it, but he couldn’t look away. He stared at the slender fingers wrapped around the growing cock, and to him, they were Cori’s fingers.

The hands slipped up and down the length of the cock, holding it straight up. The guy moaned and breathed heavily, and Dylan realized he was breathing heavily too. He was also as hard as the man on his screen. He took his own cock out and stroked it.

The highlight for Dylan came when the guy started touching Jessy—or Cori, to him. It was hot because it was so casual. First, he rubbed her cute little ass through the leggings, and she moved closer to the table. Jessy/Cori liked the touch.

He pulled the leggings down past her ass, revealing a black thong, and she let him, still focused on her task. He squeezed her ass, and Jessy/Cori moaned. Cori’s voice was raspier, more mature than Jessy Deen’s, but it was Cori that Dylan heard moan. It was his wife that Dylan fantasized about letting a client touch her. It hadn’t occurred to him in his earlier fantasies that the client might touch Cori back, but he loved it.

Dylan had one hand on the edge of the desk and the other stroking his cock as he watched Jessy/Cori do her job. He never glanced up at the face of the girl on his screen. It maintained the illusion. Cori’s lips were plumper than Jessy Deen’s and had a tiny birthmark beside them. Cori had the sexiest lips. He hoped the girl in the video would use hers.

His guts were slashed with a white-hot knife, imagining his wife jerking off some guy while he groped her. He thought of Cori wanting that man to touch her, wanting his cock, and he thought he might throw up—but his cock surged. The wild, conflicting feelings were madness.

The client briefly grabbed Jessy/Cori’s tits through the tank top before pulling it up to expose her. Of course, she was braless. He clumsily groped her, and Jessy/Cori’s moans intensified, but she was in the home stretch with his cock, and he couldn’t pull it together to touch her. She’d been sensually handling his meat to that point, but she kicked it into overdrive, holding the base and massaging his balls with one hand while the other rocketed up and down his shaft. The wet sounds of her lubed hand pumping overwhelmed the music in the background.

Jessy/Cori would never get the chance to use her lips because the guy erupted. His thick, white cream popped up for a second before flowing down over Jessy/Cori’s hand. She went slower then, but gripped him tighter, like she was trying to squeeze out every last drop. The guy groaned, and she cooed encouragement, telling him to let it all go.

Dylan let out a loud, strangled moan and painted the underside of his desk. He didn’t have the heavy load of the guy in the video, but it still felt like he’d drained his entire essence on his last pump. With a deep sigh, Dylan fell back in his chair.

The euphoria faded, and he was disgusted with himself. He couldn’t blame Baines for his twisted fantasy this time. He tried to blame his wife. Cori did way more to implant this in his head than Baines had. His friend was just kidding, crossing lines with his jokes like he always did.

There was nothing funny about what Cori did last night. She was the one who brought up the idea of her jerking off a client. Dylan had just been looking to get laid. Cori had grabbed his cock and started talking about handling her client. But that wasn’t fair. It was already in him. If it hadn’t been, her words wouldn’t have done anything.

Dylan frightfully thought Cori had seen it in him, and that’s why she’d brought it up. If she had, Cori must think he was a deviant, but then it had turned her on, too. Dylan had been the focus, but Cori was every bit as charged up as he was. She was soaked when he went down on her. He wasn’t the only one with the crazy fantasy of Cori with another man.

They hadn’t discussed it, but she was turned on by the idea of giving extras at work, too. It made him feel better that he wasn’t the only deviant in their marriage, but not much. They should probably talk about it, but Dylan had no idea how to bring such a thing up with his wife. They were on uncharted ground.

His work computer chirped with a fresh trouble ticket, and Dylan was saved from obsessing further, but it stayed right there at the back of his mind, ready to force itself forward the moment his guard dropped.
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They didn’t talk about her job after that, as if they’d mutually decided it was too hot a topic. Dylan asked how her day was when she got home, and Cori replied that it was fine, but not a word was said about the extra services her coworkers offered or the implication that Cori could be offering them too. They also avoided discussing what they’d done in bed the night before. They avoided sex altogether for a few days, both fearful that it would come up, but they couldn’t ditch sex for long.

The old days when Dylan didn’t want it as much as Cori were gone. The sexual tension between them was palpable. It was like they were virginal teenagers, each waiting for the other to make a move. Dylan was the one to finally make a move, grabbing Cori as they passed each other in the hallway Saturday evening.

Frenzied kissing and groping led to Cori dragging him into the bedroom and slamming the door. If the kids noticed, they didn’t come running. Cori was too distracted to lock the door. It was quick and fevered, only their bottoms came off, and Dylan pressed his hand over her mouth when she got too loud. Cori found it difficult to breathe, but the aggression made her ache for her husband. It was over almost as soon as it started, but they both came—hard. She was left a sweaty, quivering, panting mess, and she loved it.

Hot sex didn’t mean everything was right between them. All the things left unsaid created tension. Cori knew he was thinking about the possibilities of her job just as much as she was. Sexual tension hadn’t been the only kind of tension between them.

Dylan had always been reticent to discuss the things picking at him, and Cori was the one to force the issue, but this time she avoided it. She had so many reasons for avoiding the discussion that she couldn’t keep them all straight in her head.

Cori tried blaming most of it on Dylan because that was easier. She was still unsure how she felt about the way he had lost his mind imagining her jerking off a client. Cori wasn’t upset, and she didn’t judge him for it—not much—but she wondered if it had a deeper meaning. Was it a fantasy created by circumstance that could be easily dismissed, or did it run deeper?

Dylan could have thought about her with other men before, and she had no idea about it. A bigger question lingered. Was it something Dylan actually wanted her to do? It was insane to contemplate, but Cori had to. She did some brief research on the internet, and it really was a thing—guys who liked their women to sleep with other men. Some men liked to watch, others just got off hearing about it.

Cori didn’t understand it at all but tried to keep an open mind. Whatever the reason, Dylan was looking at her differently. She could feel it. Cori just didn’t know if it was because he was picturing her jerking off her clients and he loved it, or because he wondered if she was really doing it, and it was killing him.

Placing the blame on Dylan helped Cori avoid the thoughts constantly running through her head. They were always there, like the news crawl at the bottom of the screen on CNN. She’d met up with Mayde and Rodrigo for drinks, and it did anything but settle her thoughts about her job. Hearing their stories and about how much money they earned made a big impression on Cori. She insisted to herself that she’d never do it, that it was an impossibility, but how long could she stick to that if it was constantly in her head?

Rodrigo’s stories were entertaining but didn’t touch Cori the way Mayde’s did. He talked about the doctor’s wife who hadn’t screwed her husband in eight years because she just wasn’t interested in sex anymore, but screamed and squirted when Rodrigo made her come. He said he thought she’d shatter the windows. There was the CFO who tipped him better when he got her off faster. Time was money, she insisted. Rodrigo came to her office and didn’t even have to set up his table most of the time.

Sometimes he knelt in front of her chair while she hiked up her skirt and stayed on a conference call, keeping quiet through her orgasm while her toes curled in her $900 pumps. And there were the women who wanted more than Rodrigo’s hands, even though he had no interest in that from them. Those clients didn’t last. They weren’t worth the hassle.

Mayde’s stories touched Cori deep in an uncomfortable place. Cori found herself relating to her new friend—jealous even—and didn’t like it. Mayde talked about a client she used to see who was in town on a six-month contract and had an expensive rented condo with incredible views of the city. He claimed he needed treatments because of an old rotator cuff injury, but at the end of his third weekly appointment, he made clear he expected extra services if Mayde was going to continue treating him.

She said she appreciated his bluntness, and his confidence was sexy. He didn’t want to offend her if she didn’t offer those services, but he had to know. His confidence wasn’t the only sexy thing about him. The client was still built like the wide receiver he’d been in college, and Mayde told the table she would have happily fucked him for free—not that she told him that.

Their sessions lasted hours, and sometimes Mayde had to make herself leave. Their hottest encounters were out on his deck, overlooking the city, with the noise of the traffic and hustle-bustle below floating up to them. Knowing that people in nearby buildings could see them only made it hotter. Mayde loved that she wasn’t hiding what she was doing. She asked Cori if she could relate.

Cori related all too well. Being caught screwing wasn’t something that ever bothered her. Just the opposite. The risk of being caught, of being overheard or seen, was like a shot of sexual adrenaline to Cori and always had been.

When she went off in the woods with a boy on those nights when they drank around the bonfire, everyone knew what they were going off to do. She told herself back then that she didn’t care that her friends knew she was going off into the woods to give a blowjob or a hand job, or more if the boy was really cute.

But it wasn’t that. Cori wasn’t indifferent. She liked that her friends knew. When she loudly came, she liked knowing they overheard her. And those few times when one of the guys sneaked through the heavy brush to spy on her, Cori felt the tingle all the way down to her toes when she sensed the eyes on her. A couple of times, she locked eyes with a boy named Tom, who loved to watch her. He wanted Cori, but never worked up the nerve to say more than hi to her. He watched as a rangy kid called Murph took her up against a tree. Cori came hard that night and smiled while she stared at Tom over Murph’s shoulder.

Mayde had other stories, some hot, most of them funny or awkward. It was evident how much she enjoyed her work. Mayde wasn’t the hard, bitter working girl of the movies. She insisted it made her feel empowered, and that made all sex better, whether it was with a client or with her man. Cori could see it. Mayde had a power over her sexuality that a lot of women never felt.

Cori had always been confident in her sexuality, but could see how doing what Mayde did—if she did it right—could take that to the next level. Cori couldn’t help thinking about the thrill of touching someone for the first time, or of being touched. The feeling of knowing a man wanted her—but that she would decide if he’d get her—was intoxicating.

And then there was the dark, dirty, illicit thrill of selling her body. It was so immoral it couldn’t even be contemplated. She and Dylan had role-played many fantasies over the years, but they’d never gone there—not until the other night. Selling sex for money wasn’t something women like Cori ever contemplated, so she’d never confronted the dark, damp throb the thought caused deep in her darkest places. Cori avoided confronting it now, but it became more difficult every day.

The money mattered, of course. Rodrigo was coy about his earnings from his special services, but Mayde laid it all out there, and the money was insane. Cori couldn’t believe she could earn a hundred bucks for jerking some guy off at the end of a massage—or much, much more if she went further. Her loans could be paid off in no time.

They could do all the things to the house or finally take that family vacation to Ireland they’d been talking about for years. Screwing guys for a vacation should have horrified her—it would have horrified her friends—but then sex was just sex for Cori and always had been. It could be more—it was amazing when it was more—but just sex was pretty great too.

Cori suspected Mayde and Rodrigo were trying to recruit her, though she didn’t know what they would get out of it. Maybe it was just the thrill of corrupting her. They kept insisting they were only sharing information with her, and Cori went along with that—just like she told them she could never see herself doing it, and they went along with that.

She hoped that she wasn’t as transparent as she felt—that her friends couldn’t see how much their stories sunk in with her. She prayed they couldn’t see the interest they’d ignited.

Her coworkers weren’t the only ones keeping the illicit side gig in the front of Cori’s mind. Janine was pressing for a decision about Hayes Caldwell. The answer was an easy no—or it should have been. Cori was not going to sell her body to some rich, entitled jerkoff. But she still hadn’t told Janine to forget it. Cori avoided analyzing the why as much as she avoided making the decision. It couldn’t be put off forever.

[image: ]


Cori stopped by the Elemental Bodyworks office between appointments. The receptionist was out to lunch, but Janine was at her desk. She looked up from her computer when Cori tapped on the door.

“Corrine, what a nice surprise. Can I help you with something?”

“I hope I’m not interrupting. Do you have a minute?”

Janine stood and gestured to the chair across from her desk. She wore a tight, floral-print wrap dress that featured her feminine curves. Cori noted her hair and makeup were perfect as well. She looked like she was ready for a date, not a day of sitting alone in her office.

“I have an appointment with a client shortly, but I have a few minutes.”

Cori sat, holding her purse protectively on her lap, like a barrier. “I wanted to tell you in person, I’m not comfortable taking on Mr. Caldwell as a client at this time. I appreciate the opportunity, but I think I need more experience before I tackle a client with such high expectations.”

Janine frowned. Oddly, it made her even more beautiful. Janine Kostoff was like one of those women you didn’t mind scolding you. “This is disappointing, Corrine. Are you sure you won’t reconsider? Hayes likes the new girls. He says it’s easier to show them what he likes.”

Cori smiled, biting back a quip. I’m sure he does. She was dying to know exactly what Hayes Caldwell liked, but Janine would never tell her, and Cori was not about to find out for herself. Her talks with Mayde and Rodrigo had her curious, but Cori was not about to take that leap.

“Be that as it may, I just don’t think it’s the right fit for me at this time. I hope you understand, Janine.”

“Very well,” Janine replied, with a theatrical sigh. “Perhaps I judged you wrong, Corrine. I will have to look at the staff and identify a different girl for Hayes.”

“Have you considered Mayde? I’ve been talking to her. She’s good, and she’s very enthusiastic.”

“Mayde is not his type,” Janine coolly replied. “Hayes has very specific tastes, which is why I thought you’d be perfect for him. Be careful with Mayde, Corrine. She’s an ambitious one. She could lead you to trouble.”

Cori thought that was as close to an admission that Janine knew what was going on as she would ever hear from her boss. Did Janine object to Mayde’s activities, or just that she did them independently and Janine didn’t benefit from them?

“I’ll keep that in mind, thank you. And if I change my mind about Mr. Caldwell, I’ll let you know.”

“I think you’ll regret passing up this opportunity, Corrine. If you change your mind, do let me know. Perhaps it won’t be too late.”

Cori left the office torn. She didn’t know if she’d dodged a bullet or missed out on a wild adventure.
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Dylan couldn’t look at his wife without his head filling with dirty thoughts, like helium rushing into a balloon, and it made him feel like he would burst. He didn’t always picture her jerking off a stranger.

Sometimes, he just looked at her ass in tight pants or caught her lush lips pursed, and he sprang to instant hardness. He struggled to keep his hands to himself, still afraid the kids would walk in on them if he grabbed Cori in the kitchen again or pushed her back on the couch.

It was a stark reminder of how things used to be when they first got together. He loved going out with Cori back then. They shared a love of nature and hiked almost every weekend, but Dylan would have been happy to keep Cori naked in his bed all weekend, too.

If he were being honest, it wasn’t just when they first got together. They had a supercharged sex life for years, even after Grace was born. Dylan had always been proud that they weren’t one of those couples who let their sex life die when their kids came. But sometime in the last few years, it had just dropped off without Dylan realizing it. It was only now that he couldn’t look at Cori without having the filthiest of thoughts that he knew what they’d let slip away. He was happy they’d rediscovered it, even if the reason was unsettling.

They didn’t discuss that reason. Dylan knew they were purposely avoiding it, which was fine with him. He didn’t know how to tell Cori about his new, forbidden fantasies of her. There was no way to explain how he spent every day she was out on appointments, contemplating that she might be crossing the line with her clients.

The reality was that most of Cori’s clients were women, but in his head, they were all men who wanted to fuck his wife and thought she was available for the right price. Watching Jessy Deen’s videos fed that obsession. So, it was a relief that Cori wasn’t interested in discussing that weird fantasy they’d shared that night.

As always, Cori was content to just fuck, for as long as Dylan could go. One of the best things about his wife was her consistency. He could always depend on Cori to be the same—except she wasn’t. Not quite.

Cori’s legendary sex drive was next level. She’d never needed a ton of foreplay, but now she told Dylan to just put it in her. It was like she’d been simmering all day and came to a boil the moment Dylan touched her. It was impressive, even for her. He knew what was driving him, but there was no explanation for the change in her. No rational explanation.

Dylan’s newly twisted mind was more than happy to fill in the blanks, even if those fantasy reasons were ridiculous. He’d been fantasizing all day that Cori was selling happy endings, so the logical leap was that handling all those cocks all day had her desperately craving one inside her. Dylan wanted to think that he was receiving the fringe benefits of his wife’s side work. That wasn’t possible, but it sure was fun to pretend it was.

Dylan wanted to ask what Cori was thinking as badly as he wanted to hide what was on his mind. He also wanted to ask her to repeat the happy ending role-play they’d shared, but there was no way. He was already paranoid that she could see it in him every time she looked at him. Dylan wasn’t going to confirm her fears that her husband had become some sick cuckold. He knew what a cuckold was, and he knew that if Cori went through with crossing those lines, that’s what he would be. At times, he thought that might not be so bad.

Deep down, Dylan knew they couldn’t stay at this stalemate, but he wasn’t going to be the one to break it. Luckily, Cori could always be counted on to be direct—even if it took her longer than usual this time.

“Are you ready for bed?” Cori asked, standing in the doorway of the family room.

Dylan smiled and reached for the remote. That had become their code. They waited as long as they could for the kids to get settled into bed, but if that took too long, Cori would ask Dylan if he was tired or ready for bed. Blood surged to his manhood, and he groped for the remote on the couch beside him. His Netflix show could wait. He said he’d be right up.

Cori waited for him on the bed in a tight tank top and a thong. He was surprised she wasn’t already naked. Her new routine had been to strip naked and lie under the sheet in wait for him. Her tight nipples were darts in the thin, snug fabric of her top.

Dylan was so hard he painfully knocked into it as he turned and locked the bedroom door behind him. Cori patted the spot on the bed beside her. She had that I want to talk look, not the I need you inside me now look he’d been hoping for. But she was half-naked, which was promising.

“Remember how I had drinks with Mayde and Rodrigo after work the other day?”

“Yeah. It’s good you’re getting to know your coworkers better. You should do that more often.”

“You really don’t mind?”

“No, have fun. I know you’ve been working hard. I was honestly surprised you weren’t too tired.”

“I was beat,” she admitted. “But you’re not worried they’re going to be a bad influence? You know what they do, right?”

“Yeah, I know. But I trust you, Cor. You know that.”

Dylan sat on the bed beside her and noted Cori’s rosy cheeks. He knew she’d had a couple of glasses of wine earlier, but he got the sense now that she was tipsy. The rosy cheeks on her otherwise alabaster complexion were always a dead giveaway, but she also had that jolly lilt to her voice that always came when she was nicely lubricated.

“Good, that makes me happy,” she replied, an odd tone underlying the words.

“Unless I shouldn’t?” He tried not to sound suspicious.

“You can trust me, Dylan. Of course, you can trust me. I would never do anything behind your back.”

“Right. But you look like there’s something you need to tell me.”

“No, nothing I need to tell you, but I thought you might be curious what else I learned about Mayde and Rodrigo and what they do.”

He was curious but didn’t want to seem eager. He didn’t want Cori to know he was especially curious how she felt about it. “You mean…”

Cori gave a lilting laugh—her giddy, tipsy laugh. It was unusual for her to have that much to drink on a work night. It was like she was trying to work up her nerve, which was unlike Cori. “I mean happy endings, yes. It was kind of weird, like they were dying to tell me all about it. I don’t know if I would be bragging if I was doing that.”

“How would you be if you were selling happy endings, Cor? I think you should be proud if you were doing it.”

“You think so?”

“I mean, your skills are top-notch. I’m sure you could command a nice piece of change.”

“I’ll keep that in mind—if I go into the hand job business.”

“Maybe they thought you were interested.”

“I wondered that, but why would they think that?”

“Maybe you were giving off a vibe.”

“Do I give off a—I don’t know—call girl vibe?”

I wish, Dylan thought. “They don’t know you as well as I do. If you were asking a lot of questions, maybe. So, what did they tell you?”

Cori laughed again. “I heard all about Rodrigo’s deal. You’d be jealous. He gets paid for playing with women. Seems like the perfect gig.”

“But he doesn’t fuck them. You said he’s gay, right?”

“Well, yeah, but you wouldn’t want to get paid to get women off?”

“It could be cool, but frustrating if I never got mine. If I were doing that, I’d be ripping your clothes off the second I got home every night. You’d have to be waiting for me in the bedroom.”

“Or what?”

“I’d throw you down right on the dining room table.”

“Promises, promises.”

Dylan was tempted to do it one night just to prove her wrong. He felt like she was calling him out for being too timid, and he didn’t like it.

“But you could get laid if you wanted to,” she said, explaining how clients chased after Rodrigo for more.

“That I could get into if the women were hot. I might need Viagra if I didn’t get to pick and choose.”

“Like if they were J.Lo? You’re more like Mayde then. She only takes clients she likes, guys she’d probably fuck anyway if she were single.”

“Mayde does this, and she’s married?” That had Dylan’s attention. Excitement surged through his prick.

“Not married, but she’s in a serious relationship. They have a kid together. Close enough.”

“And how does he feel about it?”

“She says he likes it. He gets off on it.”

Dylan had to look away. Cori paused like she was waiting for a response, and he didn’t want to give one—not an honest one. Hearing Mayde was in a committed relationship and doing that was a twist. As much as the fantasy of it with Cori turned him on, Dylan didn’t know how a relationship survived that. He might think he wanted Cori to do it when his dick was hard, but rationality returned after he rubbed one out. But Mayde and her man made it work, so it wasn’t impossible. Cori still waited for him to say something.

“That arrangement works for them?” he asked.

“Apparently. I didn’t probe too deeply. I didn’t want to be nosey, but Mayde says he likes knowing she’s hot enough that men will pay for it.”

“I get that, I guess,” he tentatively offered.

“Yeah?”

“You want to know that other guys think your woman is hot unless you’re some jealous asshole. I like it when I catch guys looking at your ass.”

Cori smiled knowingly. “I know you do, babe. I like that you like it. It shows you still appreciate what you’ve got.”

Dylan chuckled. “That’s not a problem, Cor.”

“Looks like you really appreciate it,” she replied, staring at the lump in his boxer briefs.

“That’s not a problem, is it?” His gaze swept her body, pausing on her pert tits and their swollen nipples. “I mean, look at you. You can’t blame me.”

“It’s not a problem at all, babe.”

Cori laid her hand on him, and Dylan groaned. Her fingers traced the outline of his shaft through the fabric. It wasn’t the killer hand job she gave the other night, but it was a start.

“You know, happy endings—like hand jobs—aren’t the only thing Mayde does.”

“Oh? There’s a menu?” His voice was strangled as she tightened her fingers on him.

“If she’s into it, I think everything’s on the table.”

“Yeah?” he asked, trying to control his growing excitement.

“You’d really like Mayde, too. She’s just your type—beautiful Hispanic girl, really round ass, huge boobs.”

“She must do well.”

“She says she does. I bet you’d empty the bank account for her. Maybe I’ll get you a session for your birthday.”

“That would make you the greatest wife ever,” he said.

“In your dreams, babe.”

“Mayde could be my hall pass. You have your hall pass.”

Cori laughed. “Hall passes are supposed to be impossible, once-in-a-lifetime chances. I could pick up the phone and get you Mayde. I don’t think you have Ryan Reynolds on speed dial.”

“You’re the only woman for me anyway, Cor.”

“That’s because your dick is in my hand.”

They both laughed. It was partly true. Mayde did sound like his type—his other type. But Cori had been the only woman on his mind lately. Dylan was obsessed with his wife.

“Would you go that far?” he asked. “Like Mayde?”

“What do you mean? You ask like it’s a given I’d give hand jobs for money.”

Dylan panicked. He’d said it without thinking. It just came out as Cori playing with his dick blurred fantasy and reality. All the talk of happy endings had his mind in a strange place, a shadowy world of illicit fantasy where anything was possible.

“I didn’t mean that, Cori. I was just…” The words came out in a rush.

She squeezed his cock, almost painfully hard. The wet spot on the front of his underwear spread. His balls were tingling, but it confused him. Ordinarily, Dylan would throw Cori down on her back and rip her thong off, but tonight he kind of wanted her to just keep playing with his dick. He wanted a hand job.

“I’m just teasing you, babe. Chill out. Unless you were saying you think I’d give handys for cash.”

“I wasn’t. Of course, I wasn’t. I mean, uh, on a scale of one to ten, where a hand job’s a one and fucking is a ten, doing hand jobs isn’t that bad, I guess.”

“And blow jobs are a five?” Cori stared at him incredulously, and Dylan wasn’t sure if she was still screwing with him or not. Sometimes it was hard to tell with her. But she was still rubbing his cock, so she couldn’t be too angry. It was a slow burn tease, not like she was trying to get him off, but she was toying with him.

“Uhm, I guess? What about butt stuff? If fucking’s a ten…”

Cori did laugh then, and he was off the hook. She was just screwing with him. “We didn’t get into that. I’ll ask her next time.”

Dylan reached for his wife and kissed her. Her tongue flicked at his in that teasing way that drove him crazy and bit his bottom lip. He was done with playing around, but Cori pushed him back and tugged on his underwear. He wiggled out of them as she half-turned so she was facing him. It made it easier for her to reach for his cock.

“Keep your hands to yourself. If I’m going to do this, I need to practice. I don’t want anyone demanding their money back.”

Dylan groaned as she held him again, more aggressively tugging his cock now. “No one’s asking for their money back, Cor. And aren’t they allowed to touch back sometimes?” He thought of Jessy Deen’s videos and how hot it was when the men touched her. The thought of some guy casually touching Cori like that—like he owned her—made his brain burn.

“I guess they can, but that’s extra.”

“Oh, they’d pay, Cor. I’ll pay.” He slid a hand over her ass, so firm from running, and she didn’t stop him. He loved her in a thong.

“You haven’t even asked how the money is, if it’s worth it. Unless that doesn’t matter and it’s about something else.”

Worry slithered through his gut. Cori was probing too close to the truth. They were right there, but he still wasn’t ready to confess the truth. “How is it? The money?”

“I can make at least a C-note doing just this. Pretty good, right?”

“Yeah, it’s really good, Cori,” he moaned.

“I meant the money, perv,” she teased.

“Yeah, right.”

“Let’s see how fast I can get this done. I need to maximize my profits.”

Cori twisted back and grabbed the lotion bottle from her nightstand. She always left it there, which made it awfully convenient, since it was there when she needed it. The pump squirted a big gob into her palm, which she rubbed between her hands, lubricating her palms. Her fingers wrapped around him again, and it was magical. Dylan didn’t think she’d have to worry about him holding out for too long.

Dylan’s body was rocked by a shiver of ecstasy when she kicked it into gear. Both hands caressed his shaft, the top one curving over his head and toying with it. He gasped, and his entire body jerked.

Cori played with his balls when she went low but focused her efforts on his cock. His hips moved, matching her motions like he was trying to fuck her hands. It was a little embarrassing, the kind of lame move a boy might have pulled on her back in the day, but Dylan wasn’t in full control of his body.

He slipped his hand from her ass around her toned belly and upward. Her tits jiggled from the pumping motion, and his hand glided over them. Fingertips glanced over her nipples, and Cori shivered and purred. She let him touch her, but he saw that all her focus was on his cock. She stared at it while her hands worked their magic, speeding up their twisting, pumping motion. Dylan loved watching her, but he closed his eyes, and the scene changed.

They weren’t in their bedroom, but Cori was in a dim living room, kneeling on the massage table between some guy’s legs. He’d seen Jessy Deen do it in a video, and the position was hot as hell. The huge cock in her hands was pointed right up at Cori like it had a missile lock. Cori pumped it faster and cooed her in encouragement.

“Mmm, let go. You’re close, I can feel it. Let go for me. That’s it, that’s it…” The words were from a Jessy Deen video, but he heard them in his wife’s voice.

“Yeah…yeah…Cor…right there…” Dylan moaned, responding to the words in his head.

Cori hadn’t actually spoken while jerking him off, but replied, “Come for me, babe. Do it! I want to see it, babe. Mmm, yeah…”

That was all it took. Dylan didn’t know if he came in two seconds or if it took twenty minutes. It seemed like Cori had been playing with his cock forever, but it could never be long enough. His balls tightened, and with a strangled cry, they emptied, his essence rocketing up through his shaft and erupting out the top. They’d been having so much sex—and he was still jerking off while watching videos and thinking about Cori during the day—that he didn’t have a volcanic eruption in him, but he had a couple of good spurts that flowed down over her fists.

Dylan was sure he saw a light in her eyes when she watched him come. She loved it. Cori worked him harder then, like she wanted even more out of him. Dylan wished he had more to give. He knew she liked getting a guy off—she’d mentioned it made her feel powerful and gave a sense of satisfaction, but it hadn’t occurred to him that Cori would be turned on by giving him a hand job. A wicked thought: maybe they were secretly on the same page.

What if Cori was also fantasizing about jerking off a client? It would have bothered another man, but Dylan would be thrilled by it. Just the possibility made his spent cock twitch.

“Oh, damn Cori… You earned your money that time,” he huffed. “That was…”

“Damned good? I know. I know I’m good,” she said, laughing.

“And so humble.”

“You can’t be humble when you’re this good.”

Dylan couldn’t argue with that. “Although I feel like there should have been more for a hundred bucks.”

“It’s not my fault if you’re a quick one. If all my clients were as quick as that, I’d be earning close to five hundred dollars an hour for that. Hell, I could quit giving real massages altogether. If I just went somewhere and lined ‘em up, I could make bank.”

“Very funny,” he said.

Cori was grinning, pleased with herself. Her face was wild and animated. She breathed heavily like she was as turned on as he was. Dylan thought all her clients would be as quick as him because she was so sexy and so good with her hands, but the twisted thoughts in his head were almost as responsible for his quick finish as Cori’s skill. The way she talked, it was like she was already doing it. Dylan shivered in excitement and dread at the thought of it.

“Not so excited by the idea now that you’ve gotten off?” she asked, shooting him a look.

“I didn’t say that,” he snapped back, not realizing it was an admission.

“So, you are excited by it?”

Dylan felt the trap snapping shut. “Yeah, I am. You give incredible hand jobs.”

Her eyes narrowed. “You know that’s not what I meant, babe.”

“I…uh…”

“It turns you on, doesn’t it, this fantasy of me giving happy endings?”

Dylan squirmed. He hadn’t admitted anything yet and didn’t want to now, but he also didn’t want to lie to his wife. Cori could detect bullshit from a mile away, for one thing. She knew him too well. But he just didn’t want to lie to her. They’d always been as truthful as possible with each other, even when it was uncomfortable. Dylan knew he owed her the truth.

“I mean, just in the realm of pure fantasy…” he hedged. “We’re not talking about real life, right?”

“No, Dylan, I am not giving my clients handys,” she replied with exasperation. But her eyes twinkled when she added, “Not yet anyway.”

An evil thrill surged through him, and Dylan almost groaned. She was surely fucking with him, but Cori was so good at it that he always had room to doubt. He answered, “I guess, yeah, it’s kinda hot when you do this, when we pretend you’re doing it for money.”

“Babe, it’s okay. I’m cool with it,” she said, placing her slippery hand on his arm. His load was still shiny on the backs of her fingers.

“But it’s fantasy, you know. I’m not saying it’s something I’m really into. I don’t want you to—you know…”

“Dylan, take a deep breath. You’re acting like I caught you cheating or something. It’s okay if this gets you off. It’s hot.”

“You think so?”

“I don’t know. Maybe. I think it’s hot that we can still learn things about each other after twenty-four years together.”

“I don’t know how much of a thing it is, Cor. I never even thought about anything like this before the other night. I’m not one of those cuckold guys.”

“Of course not. You know Seth likes watching Andi when they’re with other couples. I don’t think it’s weird at all. Like I said, I think it’s hot.”

Dylan almost argued with her, but that would be counterproductive. Seth watching Andi fucking a guy while he was also fucking someone wasn’t the same as the things in Dylan’s head. He’d never quite understood how Seth was okay with that, even if he was getting laid too. Dylan understood it at least a little bit now, although he wished he didn’t.

At least Cori was taking it better than he suspected she would. That was unfair. The judgment was all in his head. Cori wasn’t the judgmental type when it came to sex.

“Thanks for that. I’m not saying I want you to do it,” he said.

Cori laughed. “You already told me that. I know you’re not asking me to go out and give happy endings, babe.”

Dylan felt like he was babbling. He needed the attention off him. “Is it just hot because of me, or do you like it too?”

Cori had been enjoying his discomfort, but now her cheer faltered. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, the other night—now—it seems like this fantasy turns you on as much as it does me.”

“I don’t think that’s possible.” She smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes.

“I’m not saying I understand why, but I’m not imagining things, Cor. I know this turns you on, at least a little bit.”

Cori scrunched up her nose. “Why would it turn me on? I’m the one giving it out, not getting it.”

Dylan shrugged. “Could be that old fantasy of being a bad girl. Isn’t that why every girl likes to dress all slutty on Halloween? Isn’t that why you all liked Samantha on Sex and the City?”

“I didn’t watch Sex and the City, you know that, and how often do I slut it up on Halloween?”

“You don’t get the chance much, but there was the one year you were a Playboy bunny. That was hot.”

“I was hot, wasn’t I? Although, I stuffed the hell out of that top. I think I still have the platinum blonde wig somewhere. But I only did that because I lost a bet, remember?”

Dylan remembered. Cori had been a bundle of nerves and drank like a sailor that night. She hated putting it all out there like that. But once she was drunk and at the party, she had a killer time. It was incredible watching her at the party.

Cori was luminescent. She commanded the attention of all the guys around her. Dylan remembered how much he loved watching her like that, seeing those men all over her. They’d fucked like rabbits that night, a quick, sloppy screw, even though they’d been so drunk they could hardly stand.

“But you loved it, Cor. Don’t even try to tell me you didn’t.”

Her smile was back. “I guess I did, didn’t I? That’s not the same thing as taking money for sexual favors, though.”

“In the ballpark, though. I think part of you wants to be bad.”

“I admit to nothing.”

Dylan wiggled his fingers between her thighs. Her thong was soaked. “Just as I suspected,” he said, smiling triumphantly. She moaned when he pressed.

“That’s just because I like getting you off, babe.”

“Right.”

“Anyway, what do you plan to do about it?”

Dylan’s cock was twitching, but he wasn’t bouncing right back. He wasn’t twenty anymore. He couldn’t just pop back up after Cori made him come so hard. He worked his fingers inside her thong.

Cori shook her head. “Oh, I’m going to need more than that. Come here, babe.”

She fell onto her back, pulling Dylan with her—not that he needed any urging. Cori pressed his face between her legs, and he was more than happy to follow her lead.
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Cori had a secret, and she felt terrible about it. She didn’t tell Dylan what she was doing because she knew what he’d think. She could hardly blame him if he did. He’d be drawing the logical conclusion. She would tell him what she did—when it was done. Somehow, Cori thought Dylan would be okay with it. Despite what he’d said, she suspected he was way more into this happy ending thing than he was letting on. Besides, it wasn’t like she was doing anything. Cori was just there to watch.

The address for Mayde’s client was punched into her GPS, and Cori was about ten minutes away. When Cori texted Mayde with the news she’d turned down Janine’s offer, she didn’t think it would lead to this. But closing that door with Janine only made her more curious about what was behind this one, and it felt safer to explore those questions with her new friend Mayde than with her icy boss Janine.

The last thing Cori thought would happen was that Mayde would invite her along on an appointment—a special appointment. Mayde insisted it would be easier to show her what it was like, rather than keep answering a barrage of questions.

Cori insisted she couldn’t do that. It would be too weird, she claimed, but Mayde wouldn’t hear it. She said she had the perfect client in mind, and she promised Cori wouldn’t have to do anything. Mayde laughed and said this client couldn’t afford two girls at once anyway.

The house was in a newer development of McMansions, hulking single homes on small plots of land with winding streets named after tree species, which was ironic as all the front yards were dotted with scrawny saplings. That was one of the things she hated about new developments. Cori loved the big, mature trees on their property and the shade they provided.

Cleaning up leaves sucked, but she’d take it over these barren yards. Besides, the kids were old enough to do that yard work now anyway.

The GPS informed her that she’d arrived, and Cori confirmed the address on the curbside mailbox. She parked behind a silver BMW SUV, not realizing it was Mayde’s ride. Her friend hopped out of the sleek SUV. It was a nice vehicle for a mobile massage therapist, suggesting the kind of money Mayde was making.

“Is that company-approved work attire?” Cori asked, climbing out of her boring, decade-old minivan.

Mayde wore a black zip-up hoodie and beige leggings that would have made her look bottomless from a distance. Her black, chunky-heeled booties were not comfortable footwear for a clinical massage therapy appointment. Cori would not want to be on her feet in those all day.

Mayde laughed and shrugged. “It’s appropriate for this job.”

“Are you sure this is going to be okay? Isn’t it going to be weird if I’m just sitting there while you’re…”

“Take a deep breath, girl. It’ll be fun to have an audience. You can tell me if there’s anything I need to work on.”

“Like I’m qualified,” Cori said.

“Roger is pretty chill. I already told him I had a new girl learning the ropes with me. He didn’t say it, he pretends to be very respectful, but I think he likes the idea they’ll be someone watching.”

Cori made a face. “But he doesn’t expect me to…”

“I told you, no. I made that part very clear. I mean, you could, I guess, but I’m not sharing my tip with you.”

“You don’t need to worry,” Cori replied, laughing. “Let me help you with your stuff.”

A drawback of being an outcall massage therapist was all the gear that had to be lugged around. The folding massage table weighed almost fifty pounds alone. Mayde had a couple of smaller bags to carry her supplies—linens, lotions, disinfectant, and a headrest—but Cori kept them all in one giant bag with many compartments, which she threw over her shoulder. She liked to get it all in and out in one trip. Carrying the gear was a workout in itself. Cori took the two bags, while Mayde hefted the table, which looked like a giant briefcase when folded up.

Roger answered the door, and Cori was surprised. She only had a vague image in her head of what a man ordering happy endings looked like, but it wasn’t Roger. He looked like any other successful businessman in his mid-fifties; tall, with razor-cut, thinning gray hair, slender, but with the paunch of middle age.

Mayde had said she only performed extras for clients she was into, but Cori didn’t see how Roger could possibly be her type. He wasn’t much Cori’s type. She found him handsome enough, and she didn’t mind the dad bod—she liked Dylan’s—but Roger wasn’t a guy Cori would be excited to put her hands on. She couldn’t imagine a girl like Mayde felt that way.

Cori took special note of his wedding ring. He was dressed for his session in a t-shirt and running shorts, the kind of loose, comfortable clothing they recommended for any legitimate massage.

They were shown to a Florida room in the back of the house, which was a lovely setting for a massage. Mayde clearly knew the way. Blinds were half-drawn on the wide windows that comprised the three exterior walls to provide privacy while still admitting some midday light. Plenty of bright sunlight also poured through the curved windows forming the ceiling. Roger excused himself while they set up.

The room was long and narrow, and Mayde was careful as she began unfolding the massage table. Cori unzipped a bag and handed Mayde a headrest to attach to the end of the erected table.

“Could you grab a sheet from the other bag?” Mayde asked.

Cori handed over the sheet and kept her voice low as she said, “He seems so normal.”

“Most of these guys are normal, Cori. As normal as anyone else. A guy like Roger, he just wants a little excitement. He’s been married forever. I don’t know if he and his wife still love each other, but I don’t get the impression they like each other very much. She’s a lawyer, and I think he likes that she works ten hours a day.”

“Do you feel weird that he’s married?”

“If it doesn’t bother him, it doesn’t bother me. I’m just providing a service. It’s not like he’s going to run away with me.”

Mayde unzipped and shed her hoodie. Okay, that was not Elemental Bodywork-approved work attire. The white, ribbed, knit Henley top was a size too small, and her considerable cleavage spilled from the unbuttoned neckline. The top was sheer enough that her lacy black bra was plainly visible through it. Dylan would love her in that outfit, Cori thought. Mayde had an incredible body, and Cori couldn’t help staring. Mayde caught her and smiled.

“I like to dress how the client likes. Roger’s a titty man.”

“He should be very happy then,” Cori replied.

Roger returned when the table was laid out. Mayde said, “This is Cori, the girl I was telling you about. She just started with us, and she needs to learn all the ins and outs of the job. You know, the stuff that’s not in the employee manual.”

His leer said Roger knew exactly what Mayde meant. His eyes swept over Cori as if she were on offer too, and he was deciding if he wanted to purchase her. Unlike Mayde, she was dressed like a professional massage therapist, although she wore the snug khakis that always got Dylan staring at her ass. Cori oddly hoped Roger liked her ass too, although if he was a boob man, he was going to be disappointed with her. She felt her body was almost boyish compared to Mayde’s. But Roger smiled. He seemed to like what he saw. Cori hoped he didn’t get any ideas.

“It’s nice to meet you, Cori. What do you think of the job so far?”

“I’m enjoying it so far. It’s more than I expected, but I like helping people.”

“You should follow Mayde’s lead then. She’s very helpful. If you can learn all her tricks, you’ll go far.”

“We all do our thing, Roger. Cori’s just figuring out what hers will be,” Mayde said, placing a bottle of massage oil on a nearby table.

My thing can’t be this, can it? Cori wondered.

“Still learn all you can from this one. She’s a pro,” Roger said, rubbing Mayde’s arm.

“Get on the table, you old horndog,” Mayde said, with a laugh. She told Cori, “Have a seat,” indicating a padded rattan chair in the corner with a wide, mushroom-shaped back. Cori curled into it, tucking her legs up beneath her.

Roger shed his t-shirt and lay face down on the massage table. Mayde synced her phone to a small speaker from her bag, but instead of putting on the Eastern-influenced music most therapists used, she chose slow jam R&B. Oil came next, and Mayde rubbed it between her palms to warm it up before starting on Roger’s shoulders. It was the common starting point for any massage.

Cori liked to examine a patient’s body first to get the lay of the land before she started bodywork. She also generally didn’t use oil or lotions. Her specialty was shiatzu, which was based on traditional Chinese medicine and focused on overall health and specific pressure points along meridians. It was a completely different discipline from the deep tissue or Swedish massage, which most people associated with massage therapists. Cori also incorporated a lot of stretching into her work, which she found beneficial for her clients.

Her focus on Eastern medicine was serious, which flew in the face of being a happy ending artist. Could she still take her other work seriously if she finished a treatment with her hand wrapped around a client’s shaft until his jizz sprayed?

Mayde also appeared to take her bodywork seriously. Her technique was solid, if a bit rushed. She also made small talk with Roger, which wasn’t Cori’s normal practice. She’d talk to a chatty client, but she preferred to focus on her work. Mayde had an easy rapport with Roger, like they were old friends. He asked about her son and her life.

Cori didn’t think she could be so open about her life, especially not with that kind of client. But Roger mostly talked about himself and his business. It quickly became apparent that the massage session was as much about having someone to unburden himself to as having a massage treatment. He talked about his cold wife and ungrateful oldest son. Roger complained that the kids treated him more like an ATM than a father, but he seemed like a man who liked to use his money to maintain control.

It was fascinating to be a fly on the wall during the session. Roger seemed to have forgotten Cori was there. Mayde glanced over occasionally and made faces belying the sympathy she expressed to Roger’s back. She rolled her eyes when Roger complained that his wife never wanted to be touched.

Roger turned over as instructed after about a half-hour. His eyes were glued to Mayde’s chest, and they bounced with her tits as they jiggled from her hand motions. She started on his chest before unnecessarily leaning across his body to reach his left arm, mashing her tits against him. Cori just smiled at the move. She was always conscious of her body around a client. Some contact was unavoidable, but it was important she didn’t make it appear something was on offer that wasn’t.

Cori would never press her boobs against a client like Mayde did, although it would take much more effort for Cori to make it happen with her small ones. Mayde was even more obvious when she worked on his head. She stood at the top of the table and smothered him with her massive orbs. Roger’s hands twitched like he was barely resisting the urge to grab Mayde. She wiggled and brushed her tits all over his face while she worked on his neck. Cori had to stifle a laugh watching the maneuver. She didn’t know if she had such a thing in her.

Mayde moved to the other side of the table and began working on his feet, again leaning so far over the massage table it looked like she was trying to climb onto it. Cori was sure her tits were going to tumble out of her top. She only saw the back of Roger’s head, but knew where all his attention was fixed.

The deep sighs that had been escaping Roger throughout the massage turned to moans as Mayde worked on his feet. Cori’s gaze trailed up from where her friend worked, and she was unsurprised to see his shirt tented up. She’d encountered erections during some of her own sessions, but it was different knowing that the point of this session was to get the client off.

Cori stared at Roger’s bulge, and her mind went to provocative places. As she tried to ignore a regular client’s unintended erection, she didn’t really think about them. Seeing Roger’s was different. She began thinking about his cock way more than she should have. A wicked part of her couldn’t wait for Mayde to reveal it so she could see what he had. Cori became aware of that old tickle of anticipation at the bottom of her stomach. She was getting aroused, which didn’t make any sense.

Roger’s legs relaxed and fell wider apart as Mayde worked her way up them. The massage was no longer relaxing. He visibly tensed as she moved higher, his legs taut. She wasn’t massaging anymore, but teasing, tickling her manicured nails up his hairy legs, making him shiver. Cori wondered why Mayde would keep her nails that way with the work they did, but now it made sense. Cori could never have her nails like that and give a decent treatment. Mayde’s nails tickled under Roger’s shorts, and he groaned.

“Should I stop?” she teased.

“Don’t you dare,” he said.

“Yes, sir,” she replied with mock seriousness. Cori loved their flirtatious exchange. It was the opposite of the mindset she’d been taught, and it would be a challenge to try and do it—not that Cori would be doing any of this in her appointments.

“I’m not sure my treatment is working, Roger. You look tenser than ever,” Mayde said, a smile in her voice.

“You know how to relax me. You know just what to do,” he replied.

“You’re right, I do.”

Their banter seemed almost scripted, leaving Cori to wonder how many times they’d done this little dance. Mayde said Roger had been a client for almost two years, but didn’t start hinting around for extras until he’d been seeing her for about six months. It was common for clients to sneak up on the conversation.

Mayde rubbed him through his shorts, and Cori was more frustrated by the tease than the client. She wanted Mayde to get on with it. Cori was annoyed by her own impatience. She didn’t understand her reaction to being a voyeur in Mayde’s session at all. Roger wasn’t even particularly her type, so it was odd that she wanted to see his dick so badly.

Roger lifted his butt from the table, and Mayde rolled his shorts down to his thighs. He was prepared—there was no underwear. His prick sprang straight up, slapping into his stomach, like a catapult being released. Cori leaned forward in her chair to get a better look, for once wishing she had the glasses she hated wearing and usually left in her nightstand drawer.

As if she read Cori’s mind, Mayde lifted it, holding it aloft for inspection. Roger was very average in the pants. It was not an unattractive cock, although he could have used some grooming. Even Dylan, who wasn’t often on-trend, groomed himself down there, but then Cori had told him that he’d better take care of himself if he expected her to do the same. It was an empty threat, but he didn’t need to know that.

The shaft in Mayde’s hand was darker than the rest of its owner, tapering up to a narrower, circumcised head that was a pleasing pinkish color. It darkened and grew as Mayde stroked him. Her tugging stretched his meat, but as he thickened, it became solid in her grip. She gave it a nice, hard tug, and Roger grunted. Mayde’s smile suggested she was enjoying herself, playing with Roger. Cori had always enjoyed playing with a guy, too, but she’d have to ask Mayde what she specifically got from playing with someone like Roger.

“There, is that better?” Mayde asked.

“It’s getting there,” he moaned. “But I’m gonna need the special treatment today.”

Mayde’s eyebrows shot up, but she kept smiling. “Really? We did that last time, too. It’s starting to become a thing. That wasn’t the original deal.”

“What can I say, Mayde? You’re too good. You make me want it too much. It’s all I’ve been thinking about all week.”

“That’s sweet, Roger.”

“Don’t worry, Mayde. It’ll be very worth it. Trust me.”

“Oh, I trust you, hon.”

Cori was lost. They were talking about more than a handy. She got that, but she had no frame of reference for what Roger wanted. Was Mayde going to fuck him? Would Mayde do that with Cori watching? Cori’s heart raced, and she felt trapped. She didn’t go in there to watch Mayde fuck someone, and she didn’t know how to handle it. Should she excuse herself?

Mayde went right on as if Cori wasn’t sitting there. She used both hands on Roger, stroking his shaft. His hands got busy, yet Mayde went right on with her work. He slid a hand over her hip and up her side, cupping a heavy tit from below. She scooted closer to improve his reach, and he squeezed. Mayde squealed and giggled, and Cori knew a girl putting on an act when she saw it. Mayde may have liked Roger touching her, but not as much as she let on. She turned her body, keeping his dick in her right hand, giving him full access to her chest.

Roger mashed her massive rounds with both hands, but he couldn’t contain them. They spilled out of his grasp, but he did his damnedest to corral the errant tits. Mayde shimmied, shaking them for him. Her nipples popped through her bra and top, like thick buttons he had to press. Roger gave the tips a hard tweak, and Mayde moaned loudly. Now that sounded real, Cori thought.

“Mmm, not too rough, hon. You don’t want to hurt me,” Mayde chided.

“Sorry, it’s hard not to get carried away. They’re magnificent.”

“And they’re real. They’re all mine,” she replied, laughing.

Roger was endlessly entertained with Mayde’s twins. Cori couldn’t remember the last time Dylan spent that much time on hers, but then she wasn’t packing what Mayde had. Cori was jealous. She wasn’t looking to be groped by a virtual stranger, but it would be fun to have someone pay that kind of attention to her. Maybe that was what Mayde got out of it. It was like Roger was worshipping her.

Cori noted that he didn’t try to take her top off or push his hands under it. Roger understood the rules. He was paying, and he was the man, but Mayde was fully in control. Cori was jealous. Not just jealous. That tickle in the pit of her stomach had moved lower and tightened her core. Watching Roger grope Mayde was hot. Cori wanted someone’s hands on her.

“Our time is running short, Roger. You going to do that all day?” Mayde said.

“No, Mayde. Please, work your magic,” he replied, obediently moving his hands to his sides.

“I thought you’d never ask.” Mayde showed her teeth when she smiled.

Mayde pulled her long, raven hair back into a high ponytail and secured it with a scrunchie from her wrist. She licked her ruby lips and dipped down, smoothing them over Roger’s flared head. His head dipped back, and he moaned from deep in his chest. His face was a mask of ecstasy. Dylan always praised her oral skills, but Cori had never seen a man look as enraptured as Roger. His mouth hung open, and his bottom lip quivered as he gasped. Mayde took him deeper, and he gripped the sides of the table. Her cheeks hollowed as she drew back up his shaft. She’d already swallowed about half of him.

Cori shifted in the big rattan chair, uncomfortable with how aroused she was. She tensed her thighs, squeezing her sex, without even thinking about it, and little pulses of pleasure moved through her body. It was like being at a live sex show. Cori loved watching Mayde do her thing, but she didn’t understand why. She watched Mayde sensuously bob on Roger’s meat, making soft, wet sucking sounds, now that she had his shaft soaked with her saliva. Cori fixated on every detail. Mayde took him deep, nearly devoured the whole thing, and her nose flared before she sucked extra hard, keeping him in her mouth.

“Ahh…oh god…” Roger gurgled, struggling to speak. His mouth moved like a fish out of water, gasping for air.

Mayde came up for air, smacking her wet lips and grinning at Roger, a string of saliva connecting her to his cock. Her fingers were tightly locked around the base of his shaft, and she jerked it as she spoke. “Mmm, baby, you like that, don’t you? I can tell. You gonna come for me, baby?”

“Uhn, fuck ya. Jesus!” Roger moaned.

“We’re in the home stretch, baby. Give me what you have.”

Mayde licked the underside of his shaft, dragging the tip of her tongue up and down it before flattening it against his twitching prick.

“Uhn…you want it…” he moaned.

“I do, baby. Let me do this for you. Abby doesn’t want it…”

“No…only you, Mayde…”

“That’s right, baby. Only I can do this for you.”

Cori almost laughed and ruined it when Mayde winked at her. Cori saw she was giving the performance of a lifetime, but Roger couldn’t see through it—not when Mayde was pulling on his dick. Especially not when she took him back in her mouth. Cori didn’t think she had Mayde’s chops. She didn’t think she could sell it like that, but it would be exciting to try.

She was jealous of how Mayde had Roger eating out of the palm of her hand. He was convinced she was dying for it. Cori felt that when she played with her husband’s cock, but knew the charge would be incredible if she did it to another man. It was shocking to realize, but she wanted to work her magic on another man. After nineteen years of marriage—twenty-four together—she wanted to prove her powers were still potent. She wanted to make a man lose it the way Mayde did.

Cori wasn’t touching herself—not actively—but her fist was in her lap, squeezed between her thighs, adding pressure when she flexed them. It was a trick Cori used to use ages ago, sitting bored in the back of a lecture hall in college, thinking it would be fun to get herself off with the other students around her.

The challenge to remain quiet was exciting. She worked her muscles now, and the syntribation mashing her fist into her mound rocked waves of pleasure through Cori. She stared at Mayde, shocked to find her friend looking at her as much as she looked at the client. Forbidden thrills spiked through Cori when they made eye contact. She had to relax her thighs because she was not going to make herself come with Mayde watching her.

Roger cried out, sounded like he was drowning, and went rigid, spiking his cock up into Mayde’s mouth. She pulled off just in time to point him at his stomach, rapidly jerking it while spurt after spurt of his stuff painted his stomach. Cori was impressed that he had so much in him. It looked like he’d been saving it up for Mayde, who cooed encouragement and told him to get it all out for her. Mayde pumped him until he was limp in her hand.

“That was so good, baby. You did so good. So strong,” Mayde cooed like she was encouraging a pet. Roger ate it up and was glowing. She looked up over him and asked Cori, “Could you go wet one of my washcloths?”

“Yeah, sure,” Cori replied, happy to get out of the room for a minute and catch her breath.

Cori stumbled out of the chair, weak-kneed like a newborn foal. Her heart pounded, and she felt lightheaded. A deep, centering breath calmed her, and she grabbed a washcloth and fled the room.

In the bathroom, Cori was deeply embarrassed by her flushed, ruddy cheeks. No way Mayde missed that. She stared at herself in the mirror and psyched herself up to go back into the other room. You can do this, she told herself. Cori tossed her short, braided ponytail back over her shoulder and went.

Mayde and Roger were laughing and having small talk, like she hadn’t just blown him for money. Mayde didn’t take the washcloth from Cori but asked if she could clean him up while she got her stuff together. Cori both froze solid and felt a hot flash. She didn’t know both were possible at once. She didn’t want to do it at all, but saw it was a test, and she never backed down from a challenge. Cori wouldn’t let Mayde think she was the bored, dabbling housewife.

“Sure,” Cori replied, narrowing her eyes at her friend, who looked pleased as punch.

Cori knew touching Roger’s penis was wrong. Confessing to her husband that she watched Mayde blow her client was one thing. Dylan would be excited by that. Cori was counting on it. Shocked, but excited. He’d better be shocked, she thought. But she knew Dylan would have feelings when she confessed that she’d touched Roger’s cock. Explaining that she only touched the client to clean him after Mayde did her thing wouldn’t matter. Cori knew Dylan would only hear that she’d touched another man’s cock.

Trying to keep it as clinical as possible, she held Roger’s spent prick, thankful that Mayde had done such a thorough job. The man was completely flaccid. He watched her handle it, looking like he was trying to will his shaft to plump up while she wiped it clean. Cori saw the question in his eyes when she was wiping jizz from his stomach.

You like that too, don’t you?

The answer should have been no, but handling his cock had her heart thumping in her chest. She was careful to avoid getting his release on her fingers, but the risk that she would soaked her panties. Cori hadn’t touched another man’s come in almost a quarter-century. She was tempted to slip and do it, but she behaved herself. Her vows remained intact. Mostly.

Earlier, she’d questioned Mayde’s motivation to provide extras to her clients. The insistence that she only did it for men she liked seemed like a shoddy justification—especially when Cori saw Roger. But as she held his warm, spent cock, Cori got it.

Roger wasn’t extraordinary, but he was handsome enough and making him come would be thrilling. She couldn’t imagine sucking his cock—certainly not for money—but Cori would be more than happy to jerk him off for a hundred bucks. Part of her was reluctant to let his cock go.

If he got hard again… she thought.

“Let’s get the rest of this cleaned up and get out of here, shall we?” Mayde said, catching Cori’s hesitation.

“Yes, right. Of course,” Cori hurriedly replied, dropping the dick.

The rest of the appointment was weirdly mundane. It was surreal watching Roger complete the paperwork on the company tablet and confirm his next appointment after his cock had been in Mayde’s mouth. They acted like it hadn’t happened, like she’d just given him a regular treatment.

They hugged at the end, which didn’t seem odd to Cori. She was a hugger, too, and she’d started hugging a couple of the clients she’d formed an attachment with. However, her clients didn’t slip her an extra envelope of cash with the hug.

Cori was dying to know how much was in that envelope, but she had to wait. As The Gambler said, you never count your money when you’re sitting at the table.
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Baines was sitting in the family room with Dylan when she got home, and Cori tried to hide her exasperation by plastering on a smile. It wasn’t unusual to find her husband’s best friend at their house on a Friday night during hockey season, but she had a lot on her mind and did not feel like verbally volleying with Baines. They would be fine left to their own devices with beers and the game, but Cori couldn’t just turn and leave the room.

“There she is,” Baines said, looking away from the wall-mounted television.

“Why aren’t I surprised to find you here drinking my beer?” Cori replied, with a smile she didn’t feel.

“Hey, I ordered pizza for everyone. I even got veggies for you, Cor. Grab a beer and join us.”

“I don’t know. It’s been a long day. Are the kids around, babe?”

“Nope, they’re out for the night. I can go grab you a beer if you want,” Dylan answered.

“I think a soak in the tub with a glass of wine is what I need.”

“That sounds fun too. Do you need someone to wash your back?” Baines eagerly offered.

“You know I’m sitting right here, right?” Dylan said.

Cori laughed and relaxed, despite the rock of guilt sitting in her stomach. I touched another man’s dick. How do I tell Dylan that? At least Baines being there let her put it off for a while.

“Don’t worry, you know he’s not my type. Besides, he wouldn’t know what to do with me if he got me. Classic dog chasing a car situation.”

“I know you’re only saying that to make him feel better. I get it, Cor. Have to maintain the domestic tranquility,” Baines said. Flirty banter had always been their thing, from the day Dylan introduced them.

Back then, Cori worried Baines might really be trying to get into her pants, which would make him a shitty friend, but over time, she realized he was just screwing around. He couldn’t help himself. Besides, if he’d really been trying to get Cori in bed, he wouldn’t have done it right in front of Dylan. But flirting truly was his favorite sport, and it did seem like he played to win.

Sometimes, in an unguarded moment, the way Baines looked at her made Cori wonder if there was more to the flirting. She’d always been clear that he was not her type, but Baines was handsome, with his shaved head and rugged beard. Working as a roofer kept him in great shape—better shape than Dylan she’d guiltily noticed from time to time.

Cori thought about how many nights they’d spent exactly like this over the years, the three of them drinking late into the night. Glancing at Baines from the corner of her eye, she considered the possibility that he really did want her. What if, on one of those nights, when Dylan was out of the room—or passed out from drinking too much—Baines took his shot?

What if? she considered. She’d never cheat on Dylan, but Cori knew herself and wondered how long she’d kiss Baines back before shoving him away if she were drunk.

Cori had never entertained the idea that she could be unfaithful. It wasn’t in her. But she’d never thought she’d hold another man’s dick, and Roger’s had been in her hands earlier. Tagging along with Mayde for that appointment had a lot of crazy things running through her head. Cori banished them. She sweetly smiled and replied to Baines.

“You got me. Nothing gets me hotter than a guy with salsa on the front of his Flyers jersey.” Cori laughed.

Baines looked down and cursed when he saw the blob of salsa on the front of his jersey. He looked for something to dab it with, but didn’t have a napkin, because he was a man. Cori laughed at that, too.

“How was work, Cor?” Dylan asked.

“You know, same old same old. I had six clients today, which is a lot. I’m totally drained.”

“I’m sure draining all those guys is draining. Do your hands cramp?” Baines said, ignoring the salsa on his jersey.

Both Cori and Dylan tensed, but she knew it was for entirely different reasons. He couldn’t possibly know she’d held another man’s cock just a few hours ago. But she had, and Cori carried that guilty secret.

Cori could have answered that she did see a guy drained earlier and that she’d cleaned him up afterward, but that was not a confession to make in front of company. Instead, she made an exasperated sigh and said, “Is this what it’s going to be like from now on, you accusing me of giving out happy endings?”

“Hey, I’m not judging, Cor. It would be pretty fucking hot if you did it. I’m just saying, I need to book an appointment, if you’re giving total relief. That’s all.” Baines grinned wickedly. He’d always loved pushing her buttons.

“I’m very good, but if you’re looking for anything more than a shiatzu treatment, you’ll be sorely disappointed. Hate to disappoint you, but I’m not quite the slut you wish I were.”

For a moment, he had the oddest look, and Cori was certain that her husband’s best friend was picturing her jerking him off. And for a split second, she did the same. Baines joking about her giving happy endings didn’t feel like the same old adversarial flirting, and she had trouble brushing it off the way she always had.

Luckily, Dylan had her back.

“Why don’t you go take that bath, Cor? I’ll bring you up some pizza when it gets here,” Dylan said.

“Sounds like a plan. You boys enjoy yourselves,” she replied, happy to extricate herself from the room.
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“Could you let up on her, please?” Dylan said, throwing a pillow at Baines when Cori left the room. “She’s been working really hard. She doesn’t need your bullshit when she comes home.”

He could tell she was exhausted by her day, but something else weighed on her. Dylan knew his wife well enough to see when something was off with her. He wouldn’t be able to ask her about it while Baines was there.

“Hey, it’s part of my charm. Besides, you know Cori loves it. She was laughing, wasn’t she?”

Cori did seem to enjoy his friend’s aggressive flirting. She’d never complained about it. They’d always just been that way with each other. Dylan would have had a problem with it, but he trusted them. Cori was his wife. Baines was his best friend. Neither of them would betray him. Cori was not a cheater anyway. It wasn’t in her DNA.

But is it cheating if it’s for money and I know? Is it cheating if I like it?

Dylan had such an insane, dark thought that it knocked the wind out of him. Baines could be the perfect test subject for Cori’s happy ending service. His best friend might be the only one he trusted his wife with. It could be about the money—or the experience—with them. Baines would never try to steal her. That would all make sense if it were ever going to happen—which it wasn’t. Dylan literally shook his head like a cartoon character to clear the thought.

“Hey, dude, you okay?” Baines asked.

“Yeah, sorry. I thought about you being a client of Cori’s. I think I need my brain scraped out now,” Dylan sort of lied.

“You know, my back is usually killing me by the end of the week. It probably would be a good thing, but not if it would be weird.”

“She’s not jerking you off, man.”

“I was serious, dude. I could use the help.” Baines sounded serious but then had to add, “But once she had me on the table, she might not be able to help herself. I mean, you couldn’t blame her, right?”

“Yeah, after twenty years of knowing you, she’s just going to lose control. Seriously, why are you so fixated on Cori giving happy endings?”

“Do I really think your wife is jerking guys off for a twenty spot? Of course not, dude. She just doesn’t seem like the type. Nothing about Cori screams hooker. But she did choose to be a massage girl. It’s like she’s asking to be ribbed for it. And seriously, she does love it, dude. You know Cori loves the attention, right? She always has.”

Dylan knew that about his wife, and it was part of what made her sexy. She was the kind of woman who effortlessly commanded attention but was grounded enough that it didn’t go to her head. It was as much about her brains, wit, and warmth as her tight body, sensual smile, and the warm rasp of her voice.

Cori had only grown sexier with age and experience. At forty-three, her body was tighter than ever. Of course, men would pay her for sex. Of course, Baines thought of her jerking him off. It would be strange if he didn’t. But Dylan’s mind stuck on one thing.

“You don’t think Cori could get more than twenty bucks? Seriously, man?”

Baines laughed, almost spewing beer all over the room. “So that’s your real objection? It’s not the idea that your wife could be giving out hand jobs, but that she would be doing it on the cheap? It’s okay if Cori’s a whore, as long as she’s not a cheap whore. You crack me up, dude. You need another beer.”

“You know what I mean. Not saying I want Cori to be one of those massage girls. I’m just saying if she was, she could get way more than twenty bucks for a handy. Come on, she’s hotter than that.”

“Yeah, she is,” Baines agreed.

“I think the floor’s like eighty. Cori’s getting a hundy, minimum.”

“Sounds like someone’s been doing their homework. Something you’re not telling me? Have you guys been researching the market?”

“No, that’s nuts, man. Cori doing that…”

Dylan tried to tamp down the panic in his voice. It felt like Baines saw right through him. The two men were close, close as brothers, but he was not about to share all those perverted thoughts about his wife he’d been having. It might help to get it off his chest, but he couldn’t expect Baines to understand. Would any man?

“Okay, don’t get all offended, dude. Not saying Cori’s a whore. But yeah, if she was, she could get way more than twenty bucks, especially if she went beyond giving out hand jobs. I know a lot of guys go for the stereotype, big fake tits, tons of makeup, and high hair, but a girl-next-door type like Cori could clean up. She’s like every guy’s dirty fantasy of the neighbor’s wife. Hypothetically speaking, of course. I know that’s not Cori. She’d sock me in the jaw before she’d jerk me off.”

Dylan shifted uncomfortably on the couch, holding his beer in his lap to hide the stirring he felt there. Baines was hitting too close to home. He pushed Dylan’s buttons like he had been reading his browser history. Dylan reminded himself that Baines wasn’t psychic.

“Yeah, yeah. I get it. It’s cool, man. We’re just talking. You know I don’t get offended.”

“That’s why I love you so much, dude. I know uptight dudes who’d throw me out of their house for talking about their wives like that, but you’ve always been cool. Not a lot of guys are so laid back about the kind of attention their piece of ass wife can get.”

Baines was pushing his buttons now, but Dylan was too freaked out to rise to the bait. Instead, he found the compliment in it. After all, Baines was saying that Cori was hot, and Dylan loved that men appreciated his Cori. He knew he was the luckiest man on earth. Cori had that special something that drew men and could have had her pick of the litter, but she chose Dylan. The thought kept him centered through the dizzying ups and downs of the past few weeks.

“I know I’m lucky enough that she loves me. I don’t have anything to worry about in that department.”

“Good for you, dude. I’m going to grab another beer. Want one?”

“Sure.”
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Cori reclined in the tub, the hot water soaking the tension from her body. The aromatic oil she’d added to the steaming water smelled of rose petals and took Cori to her happy place. When they’d rehabbed the master bath ten years ago, insisting on the big soaking tub had been the smartest thing she’d ever done.

A tub with jets was out of their price range, but this big tub was still heaven. They’d done the work themselves to keep costs down—with a huge hand from Baines—and Cori hated it, but when she slipped into her tub for a soak, it was all worth it. A glass of red sat on the side of the tub, half-drained, but ignored for the moment.

On the surface, she was the image of serenity, but underneath, she was a bubbling cauldron of taboo thoughts. She kept replaying the afternoon in her head and wondering how in the world she ended up with a stranger’s cock in her hand. She’d almost detached from it, like she’d been a voyeur and not a participant. She replayed the conversation she’d had with Mayde afterward in her head.

They were in Mayde’s posh BMW X3, away from the prying eyes of Roger’s neighbors.

“What was that?” Cori had demanded. “I was just supposed to watch to see how it works.”

“You were supposed to be a trainee. Learning how to clean a client afterward is part of the job.” Mayde had seemed to be enjoying her outrage way too much. “Come on, Cori. Was it really that bad? Roger wasn’t even hard. You’ve held a limp dick before, right? Or do they all get hard the second you touch them?

Cori had smiled, despite her turmoil. “I get insulted if they don’t.”

“I’m sure Roger would have gotten hard for you if he hadn’t just shot his load. A guy his age needs a lot of turnaround time.

“Haha. Seriously though, what the fuck, Mayde?”

“Okay, maybe I wanted to see what you’d do. I don’t have you figured out yet.”

“Was this whole thing a test? Was that your plan all along?”

“No, I really just thought of it in the moment. I was watching you in that chair, and I could tell you weren’t just an observer, like studying me. You were into it.”

“I was not into it,” Cori had lied.

“Right. That’s not why your cheeks were redder than a lobster right out of the pot. It’s cool, girl. Watching people fuck is hot. We weren’t fucking, sure, but watching is still hot. I’m hot, and I’m good at it.”

“You are good at it,” Cori had grudgingly admitted. “He was eating out of the palm of your hand.”

“That’s how you’ve got to work it, Cori. You’ve always got to have control of the situation, even if it’s a client who likes the power thing. Some of them like the power trip of paying you for it, like to act like you’re their whore. You can sell that, but you’re still in control.”

“Do you have a lot of that?”

“Nah, not my thing. I’ve played it a couple of times, but those clients don’t last long with me.”

A warm shiver ran through Cori, thinking about being used like a whore. She was so used to being in charge in every situation that the thought of just being used offered a new kind of excitement. But Cori couldn’t imagine seeking that from a client, no matter how much they paid—unless they were really hot. She could see selling herself to a man like Roger.

“I have a question about your thing. You said you only do it with clients you like. Roger is your type?”

Mayde had smiled tightly. “I like Roger.”

“That’s not what I asked. The mid-fifties accountant type doesn’t seem like the kind of man who’d rock your world, Mayde.”

“I’m not fucking him, am I? They’re not all guys I’d be with if they weren’t paying, that’s true. But Roger is a nice guy. He always treats me with respect and keeps himself clean. He’s not unattractive. I don’t feel like it’s a chore. I don’t know about you, girl, but just getting a guy off like that is hot, even if the guy himself isn’t Jason Momoa. You know what I mean, right?”

“I do,” Cori had admitted.

After watching Mayde at work, she got it. What she did for men wasn’t just about the money. But in the end, it was still a business transaction. Roger’s cock wouldn’t have been in Mayde’s mouth if he hadn’t paid for it—even if she got something out of it. Cori had chosen not to make an issue of it.

“What do you think, now that you’ve seen it? You haven’t said,” Mayde had asked.

“This is going to sound weird, but bear with me. I don’t know what I expected it to be, but was just normal. Routine. Like you were doing your job. And you did it all so seamlessly, going from massage to hand job to blowjob. Maybe normal isn’t the right word, but it wasn’t what I expected. I thought it would be…I don’t know…seedier.”

“I’m so comfortable with him because Roger is a regular. That first-time negotiation with a client is more of an awkward dance. A lot of them don’t know how to come out and ask for it. Or they’re too blunt and gross. Discussing money can be weird, like how much for what, but if you’re firm and confident it’s not bad. I have a feeling you’ll be fine with that part.”

“Who said I’ll be negotiating anything?”

“No one. Yet. But you could see yourself doing it, couldn’t you? You pictured yourself there with Roger. I know you saw yourself in my place. And you’d like it, too. I saw it in your eyes while you were watching me. Our appointment with Roger got you hot. That’s a good thing, Cori. It’s a lot easier if you’re into it.”

The interior of the SUV had shrunken, and Cori felt trapped. She would have squirmed out of the seat and through the window if it meant escape. Mayde was asking deeply personal questions, and Cori barely knew her. They’d drunk together a couple of times and spoken a bit outside of that, but they were hardly besties.

Cori should have been able to smoothly lie to Mayde, but opening up to someone who got it had been a relief. Mayde got it. She didn’t judge Cori or sit there with a hard-on like Dylan. Mayde could handle the truth—or the part Cori shared, anyway.

“Okay, I can see myself doing it. I wouldn’t. I just… I wouldn’t. Not even saying I want to. But I could…if I wanted to.”

Mayde had laughed at her. “Okay, you could do it? You don’t want to, but you could see yourself doing it. Like, what, if you really needed the money?” She’d muttered something in Spanish.

“Give me a break, Mayde. Even admitting that wasn’t easy. This isn’t my world.”

Mayde had smiled and squeezed Cori’s arm in solidarity.

“I know it’s hard. That first time…making that decision…it wasn’t easy for me either. I don’t care how much you like fucking—and I do—little girls don’t grow up thinking they’ll ever do it for money. We’re taught it’s sleazy and dirty. We’ll go to hell if we’re not good girls. There’s two kinds of girls, and good girls don’t do that. We’re not even supposed to like it too much. God, being a whore is the worst. But it’s bullshit, Cori. We’re all just women, and women have he right to decide what they do with their bodies. And that includes using them to earn.”

“The judgment is bullshit,” Cori had agreed. “Why can’t I sell myself if I want to? I’m not hurting anyone.”

“Exactly. We’ve all met a cute guy at the bar and gone home with him. Why is it a mortal sin to take a couple hundred dollars from him afterward? Is there a big difference between putting out because some guy bought dinner and taking cash?”

“Well, we’re supposed to keep our legs closed until Prince Charming shows up. But that is bullshit. What happens between you and a man you slept with…or gave a blowjob…is between you and him.”

“We’re not hookers, Cori. We don’t have a pimp, no one’s making us do anything. I like fucking, and I’m going at it. If someone wants to pay me for it, and I want to fuck them, that’s great. Why shouldn’t I use my skills to get ahead?”

“Right on, sister. Kyle Schawber can hit home runs. I happen to have a different skill.” Cori had laughed at herself.

“And I bet you’re damn good at it, too. I hate all those crusaders who think every woman who does this is being trafficked or some sad failure. There is a lot of that shit out there, and the people doing it should be thrown down a hole, but there are plenty of women who choose sex work as a positive choice.”

“You’re preaching to the choir. I don’t judge other women for their choices.”

Cori hadn’t added that her openness in that regard was a recent development. She’d always considered herself open-minded about sex, but she’d put sex workers in a different category. They were somehow less than because of their choice. She didn’t think that anymore. Becoming friends with Mayde and Rodrigo made her see what a judgmental bitch she’d been.

“Were you really so sex positive?” Mayde had challenged.

“You’re right. I wasn’t, but I get it now. It’s just a different choice.”

“A choice you could see yourself making. Something you’d actually do.”

Cori had smiled and allowed, “Maybe. But it’s not that simple for me. I have a husband. It isn’t just my choice.”

“It kind of is, but I get what you’re saying. Can’t expect a man to overlook something like this. Most men wouldn’t.”

“You said yours did.”

“I was lucky enough to get myself a freak. You got a freak at home?”

“Not a freak, but he’s surprised me lately. The jury is still out. I told Dylan about the extras you guys provide, and his reaction has been interesting, to say the least. But I think he’d lose his mind if I came home and told him I wanted to it.”

Mayde had laughed heartily. “You White people in the suburbs act all uptight and proper, but y’all freaks just like everyone else. I think it’s great, girl. You should test that man. See what he really thinks.”

“I don’t know. We’ll see.”

“Just make sure whatever decision you make, Cori, it’s yours and it’s for you. Don’t do what someone else wants.”

“Trust me, I’ve never had a problem asserting myself.” Cori had laughed as hard as Mayde.

Cori had left Mayde with a clearer head, but feeling just as guilty. She should have told Dylan she was going to watch her friend on one of those appointments. Touching Roger wasn’t just a lie by omission. That was a real sin. However, as she thought about it in the tub, guilt was not what Cori felt.

She imagined Roger was hard for her, and she was making him harder. Eyes closed, enveloped by the warm, fragrant bathwater, Cori thought about stroking Roger’s meat, making him moan, and her heart raced. Fingers dipped between her thighs, smoothing over the manicured, sparse, silky light hair of her mound, and slid into her crevice. Her button was awake and throbbed when she touched it. Cori chewed her bottom lip and sank deeper into the water.

Roger watched her jerking him, one hand greasing his pole while the other handled his sac. He stared at her helplessly, like she held his life in her hands. His body was tense with desire—as tense as his cock.

No, he wasn’t quite her type, but Cori was soaked fantasizing about handling his cock. She rubbed her button in tighter circles, her other hand strumming at a nipple, an electric line connecting the two and energizing her building peak. Cori thought of Roger grabbing her tits as he had Mayde’s. She always focused on what she’d do to a client when she thought of this, but seeing Mayde made her see that she wanted to be touched, too. Letting Roger handle her like that would be thrilling. Cori wanted his hands on her while she worked his meat.

The appointment had left Cori desperately needy. Baines was there, so she couldn’t get what she really needed, but she could make herself come while she waited for him to leave. She bit her lip harder, but the breathy moans still filled the echoey bathroom, bouncing off the condensation-slicked tiles. She tried to channel the girl who could make herself come silently in a lecture hall. Water almost sloshed out of the tub as she wriggled. Keeping calm when she needed to come that badly was impossible.

Cori came with a sharp cry that echoed off the bathroom tiles. She tensed, squeezing her thighs around her hand, and rode it, the throbbing pleasure like the hit of a drug. She sighed and smiled, twitching with the aftershocks.

“Uh, pizza’s here. Do you want some?”

Dylan stood in the doorway holding a couple of slices on a plate. He looked shocked.
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Dylan had paused outside the bathroom when he heard the soft, breathy sounds coming from his wife and the gentle, rhythmic splashing of the water. He didn’t know for a fact that Cori masturbated in the bathtub, but he’d always suspected it. She often came out of the tub with her creamy, pale cheeks rosier than just warm water would have accounted for.

The bedroom door had been closed, but unlocked, and the en suite bathroom door had been left open. Cori wasn’t usually so reckless, but probably assumed he’d be downstairs with Baines the whole time.

His cock sprang to full attention when he heard the sounds, and it stilled the words in his throat. Instead of asking if his wife wanted a slice of mushroom and black olive pizza, Dylan stood at the door as he listened to the sounds floating from the humid bathroom.

It was Cori touching herself, and the rising volume of her moans informed him she was close to finishing. He couldn’t remain lurking in the doorway and leaned through to find exactly what he expected. Dylan almost dropped a hand to touch himself as he watched his wife doing it.

The tub was to his left, with a vanity to his right and the toilet beyond it. A linen closet was between him and the tub, and Dylan had to step farther into the bathroom to see her. The en suite bathroom in their forty-year-old house was long and narrow, and they’d bumped out the one wall into the bedroom to create space for the wider soaking tub Cori had insisted on having.

Dylan had been annoyed by the expense of it. The only reason she got what she wanted was that they had Baines there to make it happen and do the heavy lifting. But seeing Cori in there now, rubbing one out, made it all worthwhile.

His heart raced as he watched his wife lie out before him, her knees and head up out of the murky water. Her tits were non-existent on her back, but her chest still rose to expose her pale, strawberry pink nipples when she took a deep, gasping breath. The hand between her thighs wasn’t frenzied, but focused on her clit, rubbing it deliberately.

Dylan filed that away in his brain as to how she liked it. This wasn’t the first time he’d seen his wife masturbate, but it was the first time he’d spied on her doing it—doing it just for herself. The other times he’d watched her were because he’d asked for it and she’d been performing. That never lasted long anyway. Dylan couldn’t keep his hands off her.

Her pink lips parted, and she licked them, gasping, before chewing on her lower lip to stifle a louder moan. His cock surged in his sweatpants, and Dylan held onto the wall as he was dizzied by the sudden rush of blood from his head. Cori was a ravishing sight—the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen. Secretly watching her touch herself was wildly erotic. Those videos he’d been watching online paled when compared to his wife getting off in the flesh.

Dylan noticed something off about his wife when she’d come home, and it played into the taboo fantasies that bloomed in his brain as he watched her. What was in her head as she rubbed her clit? She’d been treating clients all day, and his head went to the dirtiest place. It was too easy to imagine Cori crossing that line with a client, pumping his cock until he shot his thick load all over her. Even if she hadn’t done it, he still liked to imagine she’d been tempted by some hot client. They’d been so deep into that fantasy lately that it was easy to think that temptation had made her run upstairs to get off.

Cori slipped deeper into the water and teased a nipple. Her moans became deeper, and it looked like she rubbed her clit harder. Her tight, firm abs clenched as she worked her core. Dylan had never wanted a window into his wife’s mind more. He would have given anything to know exactly what was in her brain as she was about to come.

The insane thought was like a nuclear air burst in his brain. What if it had been Baines who brought a couple of slices up to Cori? What if it was his best friend standing there watching her get off in the bathtub? A hot knife of jealousy and forbidden ecstasy twisted in his gut.

Baines would not stand there and watch. In Dylan’s dark fantasy, Baines dropped the pizza and took over. And Cori was eager to let him. He saw it clear as day—Baines moving her hand and pushing his thick, rough fingers deep into his wife’s pussy, Cori crying out and reaching for his cock, which was magically out. She worked her hips, fucking his hand. Baines told Cori to come for him. He demanded it, and she whimpered yes, please make me come over and over again. After she came for him—harder than she ever came for Dylan—Baines tilted her head back and fed his cock into her mouth.

Reality yanked him out of the fantasy when Cori came with a sharp cry. The tension leaked out of his body, and his cheeks flushed when he realized he was about to be caught spying on his wife. Cori didn’t ask for a Peeping Tom.

“Uh, I brought you some pizza.”

Cori jumped, sloshing water onto the tiled floor and soaking the bathmat.

“Jeez, Dylan. You scared the hell out of me!”

“Sorry, I would have said something sooner, but I didn’t want to break your focus.”

“How long were you standing there?” She seemed amused, not angry, that he’d been watching.

“I’m not sure. Time stood still. It was quite a show.”

“Pervert. I didn’t know you liked to watch so much.”

“Really?” Dylan asked, chuckling. “Besides, who’s the pervert? I’m not the one upstairs getting off while there’s company in the house.”

Cori rolled her eyes. “Does Baines really count as company? I swear he practically lives here when he’s between girlfriends.”

“Maybe not, but you didn’t lock the door. What would you have done if he wandered in here?” Dylan felt the knife twist in his guts again, just suggesting it.

“If he was as quiet as you, I guess he would have watched me come.” She laughed. “Might be worth it just to see the look on his face. Maybe he’d finally chill out.”

“Yeah, I think chilling out is the last thing he’d do, Cor. No man who sees you like that is going to chill out.”

“Think so?” Her eyes narrowed. “What do you think would happen? Call him up here and let’s find out.”

“Yeah, sure,” he scoffed, trying to ignore his pounding heart. “One of these days, I’m going to call your bluff. Wonder what you’ll do then.”

You know Cori loves the attention, right? She always has.

Baines told him that downstairs. Deep down, he knew Baines was right. Cori was the most social person he knew. She didn’t seek attention and would swear it didn’t matter to her, but she loved it. She was always in the thick of it when they went out. Cori had always been the girl in the middle of the dance floor, dancing with abandon. She did it because she was lost in the music, but she loved all of the eyes on her.

“Really?” she asked.

“Yeah, I’m down. Let’s get him up here.”

“Oh, babe. You’re not down. Not at all,” Cori said, pointedly staring at his pointer. He’d repositioned it, but his bulge was still obvious. It didn’t help that she was still very naked in the tub.

“That’s on you, Cor. You know what seeing you naked does to me, but add…that…”

Cori twisted up out of the water and knelt in the tub. “Since that’s my fault, I guess I’d better help you with it then. Come here.”

Water soaked the front of his sweatpants when she grabbed him by the waistband and pulled him closer. She solved that problem by yanking them down to his ankles with his underwear. His cock sprang up, strong and needy. Cori grasped and stroked him.

Dylan wondered if his was the first dick in her hand today. The thought undid him, and he nearly dropped the pizza into the tub. More blood pulsed into his prick, and he groaned. She looked up at him, smiled, and took his cock into her mouth.

Cori was an incredible cocksucker, and she was particularly motivated. He went all wobbly and weak in the knees when his wife smoothly slid those full, ruby lips down his shaft, taking him right to the back of her throat.

She’d never been one to mess around with a blowjob. She could tease when she was in the mood, and her technique was amazing, but mostly Cori locked her lips around a cock and power sucked it. She did fantastic things with her tongue on the underside while she sucked, and her hand work was on point, but she was all about just popping it into her mouth and taking control.

Dylan knew she would make a killing if she decided to offer her clients extras. She was a natural. Cori loved a cock in her mouth. She squeezed and worked his base with her hand, but made the magic happen with that talented mouth, bringing him close to the edge very quickly.

“Are you ever coming back down? Do I need to send up a search party?” Baines called from beyond the room.

It sounded like he was at the bottom of the steps. Dylan remembered he’d left the bedroom door open. There was nothing to stop Baines from seeing Cori with a mouthful of cock if he decided to come upstairs and investigate why they’d disappeared. Dylan tried to pull away, but she sucked him harder.

“Shit, Cor, the bedroom door’s open,” he hissed.

Cori came off him with a loud lip smack. Her lips glistened with saliva, and all he wanted was to get his prick back between them, but Baines was right there. She kept a tight grip on him.

“I guess I’d better be quick then.”

She took his head between her lips and sucked, slathering it with her tongue. It was so intense that Dylan thought he might faint as he came.

“He could walk in,” he gasped. He’d never been so torn.

“Don’t worry, I’ll be done in a minute. I need practice getting it done quickly anyway. Time is money, right?” Cori rubbed his head against her lips between her words.

“Aw, fuck, Cor.”

The words were a strangled moan because she swallowed him again, redoubling her efforts, sucking like she was trying to drain the life out of him through his cock. Cori bobbed hard and fast. Dylan’s toes curled in his socks, and his balls tightened. He was almost there.

“Everything okay?” Baines called. He sounded closer, but not in the bedroom.

“Yeah, be right there,” Dylan shouted, voice up two octaves.

Dylan looked down at his wife and thought about her time is money comment. Suddenly, it was a stranger’s cock in her mouth. Cori was sucking cock for money, and that was all he needed.

An intense buzz exploded out from his balls as his essence pumped up through his shaft and into her hungry, sucking mouth. It hit the back of her throat, and she coughed but kept sucking. Dylan instinctively held the back of her head and kept his cock in her mouth as his balls drained. Cori coughed again and pushed him back as cum bubbled from her lips. She pulled back as the last of his load oozed from his tip.

“Hey, don’t choke me,” she complained, wiping her lips on the back of her hand. She sounded genuinely annoyed.

“Uh, sorry, got carried away. That was wild. I wasn’t expecting it,” he gasped, staggering back to lean against the vanity.

Cori softened and smiled. “Choking is extra.”

Dylan chuckled. “You’re crazy.”

“That’s why you love me.”

“One of the reasons.”
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Baines noticed right away that Dylan’s sweatpants were different. The pair had Cori soaked were gray. His new pair was black.

“You okay, dude? You look kind of winded. What happened upstairs?”

“Yeah, I’m good. What are you talking about?” Dylan replied, bluffing his way through.

Baines laughed. “Don’t let me get in the way. It’s cool that you’re still sneaking away for a quickie after like twenty years of marriage. I would still be doing it too if I had a wife like Cori.”

“Did I hear my name?” Cori asked, walking into the kitchen. She’d come down just behind Dylan and heard the exchange. She thought it was funny that Baines saw through them, but saw that Dylan was flustered. It was cute.

“He was, uh…”

“I was telling Dylan I thought you were upstairs fucking,” Baines proudly announced.

“And you didn’t come up? I’m disappointed,” Cori said, laughing.

“Is that an invitation? If I’d known you guys were into that, I would have run upstairs,” Baines said.

“We are not into that,” Dylan interjected.

“Yeah, I wasn’t thinking threesome. I thought maybe you’d sit in the corner and jerk off while Dylan took care of me. He doesn’t need your help for that.”

Baines slapped Dylan on the back. He had a slice of pepperoni pizza in the other. “I wasn’t saying my boy couldn’t get the job done. Just saying, if two’s company, three’s more fun.”

“I don’t think that’s the saying,” Cori replied, reaching around Baines to snag a slice of black olive and onions from one of the boxes on the kitchen island. She hadn’t gotten her pizza upstairs. Her mouth had been full.

“You have your sayings. I have mine,” Baines answered, shrugging.

Cori fetched a plate for herself and laid her pizza on it before grabbing two more. Neither of the boys had gotten plates for themselves. At least Dylan had a paper towel under his slice. Baines just ate over the pizza box. She caught Baines tracking the jiggling points of her nipples as she moved, and her baggy t-shirt brushed against them.

When she threw on the t-shirt and leggings after the bath, she’d skipped a bra. She’d taken her wet hair out of the braid, too, brushing it out. Cori almost admired his boldness. Not many guys would openly stare at their buddy’s wife’s tits like that. Her bathtub orgasm hadn’t been enough, and Baines’ attention did things she didn’t care to admit. She even put an extra bounce into her motion. If Dylan noticed what was going on, he kept it to himself.

“So, you’re not denying you were fucking up there while you left me waiting down here?” Baines asked after washing down a mouthful of pizza with beer.

“We were not having sex,” Cori flatly declared.

“His pants are changed. Your hair is different. I don’t believe you.”

“Who cares what you believe, man?” Dylan said.

Cori was sorely tempted to just tell him, I was up there blowing my husband. Jealous? She would have done it, but Dylan would have been pissed. He didn’t like it if she pushed things too far.

Hard to believe this is the same man who’s practically begging me to jerk off clients for extra cash, she thought, taking a bite of pizza. She made a sour face. Black olive and onion pizza didn’t go well with mouthwash. She dropped the pizza onto her plate.

“No need to be hostile, dude,” Baines said.

Cori planted both hands on the island and leaned toward Baines. The V-neck of her worn t-shirt may have hung low enough to give him a peek. He didn’t hide his long look. A tremble ran down her spine, directly to her pussy. She really needed Baines to get out of there so she could fuck her husband.

“We didn’t fuck. We’re not that quick,” she said, smirking. She thought, Dylan’s been pretty quick lately, but I get it.

Dylan went to fetch another beer, leaving Baines to look down her shirt a bit longer. Cori let him. Her smile let him know she knew he was doing it and was letting it happen. Baines raised an eyebrow. This was an escalation of their game.

“Yeah, I’d take my time, too, if I was my boy, Dylan,” Baines said, eyes right back on her tits.

Cori laughed. “You’d be done in two seconds if you were lucky enough to get your hands on me. But that’s all you’re getting. You’ll have to use your imagination for anything else.” She stood straight when Dylan turned back to them and went for a glass of water.

“Hey, are we getting back to the game?” Dylan asked. He sounded annoyed by their antics.

“Yeah, sure,” Baines answered. He asked Cori, “You joining us?”

“Why not? I could use some chill time,” she replied.
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Dylan could see that Cori was antsy throughout the game. Baines sat next to him on the couch, leaving her to curl up in the chair to the side. She checked her phone and bounced, and looked like she couldn’t wait for the game to be over. He knew she didn’t care about hockey, but it was strange to see his wife so distracted. The only thing that brought her back into the moment was when Baines bantered with her. Wisecracks and flirting kept Cori present. Dylan would have asked her what was on her mind, but he suspected it was something she didn’t want to discuss with Baines there, or she would have just brought it up herself.

Cori’s distraction led to his own. Normally, Dylan would have let it slide until they had a chance to talk about it, but he was so turned around these days that he couldn’t help guessing what was on her mind. He went right to her job and down all kinds of dark paths about Cori doing something to a client. It was nutty paranoia in the best and worst ways.

Dylan would be hurt if Cori did something with a client without discussing it with him first, but then it was incredibly sexy to think that she was so tempted she just lost control and did it anyway. He knew his Cori would never actually do that, but if she did…

His problem was that he wasn’t ready to actually admit he wanted her to do something with a client, and if he couldn’t be fully honest with himself, how could he be honest with Cori? The thought of it made him hard and nauseous at the same time. It was confusing as hell, but he’d learned to accept it. He had no choice. Thoughts of his wife jerking off strangers for money were ever-present in his head now—joined by visions of her sweet lips wrapped around another man’s cock. He thought he might need an intervention.

The kids had both come home during the game and gone right up to their rooms, ignoring the drinking adults. Baines tried to linger when the game ended with a Flyers blowout, and Dylan tried to hustle him to the door. He thought that Cori had lost her mind when she asked Baines if he was sober enough to drive. The couch was always available, she reminded him. It wasn’t the compassionate response, but he was a little drunk himself, and he wanted his wife alone.

Baines flashed that charming grin and insisted he was fine, straightening his spine as he gave Cori a crushing hug and made his way out the door. Dylan shook his head and laughed. It was the only response. He knew what his friend was up to and couldn’t blame him. He’d been staring at her tits since she came down without a bra, and he wanted to feel them. Cori let him do it, so he wasn’t going to stand in the way. Watching them made his cock throb.

She likes the attention. Baines knew Cori almost as well as Dylan did.

Dylan would have left clean-up for the morning. He was exhausted and knew Cori was too, but she couldn’t just leave it. He followed her into the family room, where she collected empty beer bottles. He gathered the plates, choosing a moment with his back to her to ask, “What’s up?”

Cori sighed. “I’m exhausted. Today was incredibly long.”

“Yeah, me too. I’m shocked you were up so late with us. You’re never up this late on a school night.”

“I wasn’t that tired, I guess.”

“Or there’s something on your mind.”

“Am I that obvious?”

“You are this time,” he answered, patting himself on the back. Dylan was aware he wasn’t always the most perceptive husband.

“Hold on. Let me get rid of this stuff.” Cori sounded like she was stalling.

Dylan took the plates to the kitchen and rinsed them before placing them in the dishwasher, while Cori dropped the clanking bottles into the recycling. He thought she went back to the family room to shut out the lights, but when he followed to see what delayed her, he found Cori sitting on the couch, wringing her hands, and chewing her bottom lip. She looked up at him and visibly squared her shoulders.

“I need to tell you something.”

Icy fingers of dread crept into his chest. Those were some of the most daunting words in the English language, right up there with we need to talk. “I guess I should sit down,” he replied.

Cori waited for him to sit beside her on the couch before continuing. “You know the stuff we’ve been talking about? The stuff with my work?”

“How could I forget?” he replied, smiling even though he didn’t feel it. He was anything but light in that moment.

Those icy fingers turned into a deep freeze, and Dylan couldn’t breathe. He’d wondered how he’d react if Cori actually did something. Dylan was sure he was about to find out. Why was he getting hard?

“I’ve been thinking about it on my own. I’m not saying I want to do it. That’s not what I need to tell you. But I am curious, and I’ve been talking to Mayde about it more, and she wanted me to come with her on an appointment to see what it’s like. Just to watch. I told her no, but she was insistent. Mayde can be very convincing.”

“You went,” he said simply. Dylan felt suspended in the air, waiting for his tether to snap and drop him into the abyss. “On that kind of appointment?”

“Yes. She was very insistent.”

“She kidnapped you,” he deadpanned.

“I wanted to go,” she admitted. “I don’t know why, but I’m curious.”

Dylan knew why she was curious, but it wasn’t the time to press that.

“I just went to see what it’s like. I was only there to watch,” she continued.

“Okay,” he carefully said. Dylan sensed a gigantic but, but he had to let Cori tell it. His cock rose with his dread. “And? Tell me all about it.”

“It was weirdly normal, most of it. The guy was normal. Just a typical business type guy.”

“Who pays for hand jobs…”

“Usually,” she replied, avoiding his eyes.

Dylan’s suspicion spiked. She couldn’t be this nervous if all she did was watch.

“Anyway, it was mostly normal. Mayde was dressed differently than she would for a regular client. Her tits were out. This guy, Roger, likes that she said.”

“Her tits are out, she’s giving him a massage…”

“Right. She turns him over. The guy is hard. Like, fully hard. I can see it from where I’m sitting across the room. His shorts are all pushed out. But Mayde ignored it, like I would if that happened, until she didn’t.”

“Which you wouldn’t do? Stop ignoring it, I mean,” he said. He couldn’t help himself.

“Of course not,” she replied, a touch defensively.

“So, she jerked him off?” Dylan needed her to get to it. He was dying inside, and his balls were aching like he hadn’t come in her mouth just a couple of hours earlier.

“Mayde started out playing with it, but Roger wanted more. Most of the time, she jerks him off, but sometimes she does more, and that’s what he wanted. Mayde didn’t miss a beat. She just started going down on him.”

Dylan sat back on the couch and exhaled, trying to order it all in his mind and picture the scene. This Mayde girl had a guy on the table and started blowing him. He pictured it just like one of the Jessy Deen videos, except his wife was sitting in the corner watching it all go down. His cock twitched in his sweatpants. Dylan couldn’t believe it. It just didn’t seem like the Cori he knew. She didn’t even watch porn, as far as he knew, but she sat back and watched a live blowjob?

“Just like that? She just blew him, with you there?”

“Yeah, pretty much. I don’t know what to say. It just happened. I knew something was going to happen, but not that. It wasn’t anything like I expected—none of it.”

“What was it like?” he asked, trying to read her. Cori was never one to hide her feelings, but she was being atypically opaque.

“I don’t know, babe. It was strange. I felt like I shouldn’t be there, like I should give them privacy, but the point was for me to be there. Mayde wanted me there, and Roger didn’t seem to mind. I bet he liked it.”

“Yeah, he did,” Dylan interjected, perhaps too enthusiastically.

Cori smiled. “Yeah, he probably did. I felt frozen, like I didn’t know what to do. I’ve never seen anything like that—not out in the open like that. Y’know, I saw people fooling around in the woods, maybe a surreptitious blowjob in a dark rec room when we were partying as teenagers. And you know how Andi and Seth’s parties can get after midnight, but that’s not like someone just giving a blowjob right in front of you in the middle of the afternoon.”

“And doing it for money.”

“That too.”

Dylan knew she was holding back, and it was driving him insane. He understood how she felt when she had to pull things out of him. It was like she was torturing him on purpose, but she wasn’t. He could see this wasn’t easy for her.

“How did you feel, Cor?”

Her cheeks flushed. “Once I got past that awkward feeling, it was hot. Mayde’s good at what she does. She had that guy in the palm of her hand. I know it was for money, but it was still sex, and it was hot to watch a sexy woman go down on a guy.”

“Was he hot?” Dylan asked, breathlessly picturing some fit, hung guy like the ones she serviced in his fantasies.

Cori shrugged. “He was fine. He wasn’t gross, and that was enough. It wasn’t really about him, specifically. Here was this girl I know doing this sexual thing in front of me, and she liked me watching. She made that clear. Mayde looked at me while she did it.”

“You liked that?”

“Yeah, I liked it. It’s been ages, but you know I like a hot girl.”

“I remember. Well, you’ve told me anyway. You’ve never let me see.”

“Maybe, if you’re very good,” she teased.

“What did you do while you watched? Did you, uh, touch yourself?”

“Not really,” Cori replied, going deeper crimson. “Like, I was squeezing my thighs, but I wasn’t going to do that, not with them there. Not with Mayde watching me.”

“That’s a shame. It would have been incredible. You must have been boiling over.”

Cori looked at him, eyes challenging. “You would have been okay with that? If I touched myself in front of them?”

“Yeah,” he answered, breathless.

“I need to be sure.”

Dylan groaned when she pushed a hand inside his sweatpants. He was hard and throbbing for her. God, he wanted Cori to give him a hand job. Or another blowjob. Now that he knew what was on her mind when she did it earlier, he wanted a repeat. No question she was thinking about Mayde servicing that client when she was touching herself, and then when she blew him.

She pulled on his sweatpants impatiently, and he thought he’d hit paydirt. Dylan helped her shove them down, and he closed his eyes, ready to feel her mouth on him, but it didn’t come. He looked at her, and Cori was shimmying out of her leggings. She straddled him, holding his dick up. Her damp heat enveloped him, and he turned to jelly. Her molten core pulled him in, and Dylan moaned. He wanted it so badly that he almost forgot they were in the family room and the kids were right upstairs.

“Cor…the kids…they’re upstairs…” he moaned, knowing he was insane for complaining.

“Swear to god, babe, if you try to stop me now…”

Her slate-blue eyes—normally so cool—blazed at him, and Dylan knew if he stopped her now, he would pay for it for weeks. They were on such a roll, he couldn’t risk it. Instead, he put his hands on her narrow hips, enjoying the feeling of her body as she moved on him, teasing him inside her.

“Okay, but we have to be quiet,” he insisted.

“I’ll scream if I want to. Don’t you want to make me scream, babe?”

“Yeah, but…”

Dylan cut off when she tightened her core, squeezing him inside her. An advantage of having such a fit wife was that she could do incredible things with her body. Her hips only betrayed slight movement, but she worked her pussy like a pro, milking his cock. He was thankful for that blowjob earlier, or he would have blown his load inside her in two seconds. He wanted to pull her shirt off and feel her whole body, but it was better to leave it on in case they had to scramble for cover. Dylan ran his hands up under it and cupped her tits. She moaned and fluttered around him when he strummed her nipples.

“How turned on did you get watching them?” he breathed.

“Very,” Cori moaned.

“Were you wet?” He started jacking up into her.

“Very…soaked, babe. I wanted to touch myself so bad…”

“You were jealous, weren’t you?”

“Ahh, yeah…”

Cori started rocking on him, providing sweet, sweet friction. He pinched her nipples, and she yelped.

“You wanted to do more than watch…”

Hesitation, then, “Yes…”

“Switch places with Mayde…”

“Yeah… I was jealous…” Cori moved faster on him, sliding up and down his shaft.

“You wanted to suck him…”

“Yeah…ahh…it was hot…”

“You would have done it, Cori. You watched it, and you want to do it too…”

“Yeah…god…yeah…”

Cori pounded onto him, and Dylan pumped his hips up to meet her, spiking up into her grasping sheath. His hands moved to her ass and clutched it, reveling in the feeling of her tight muscles working as she rode him.

“Should have done it…” he moaned.

“You want me to…”

“Yes…fuck yes…”

“Want me to jerk off a client…”

“Cori…yes…”

“Suck his dick…”

“Oh fuck…Cori…yes…yes!”

Her eyes drilled into him as hard as he drilled into her pussy. Cori asked, “You want me to fuck them?”

“Uhnn…uhnn…Cor…fuck…”

Dylan had never seen it in a Jessy Deen video, but it was so easy to picture. Cori climbing onto the massage table, grabbing a cock she made hard with her mouth, and sitting on it. Riding it like she rode him on the couch. Riding so hard that the massage table screeched across the floor. This stranger playing with her tits, unable to believe how lucky he was that a piece of ass like Cori would fuck him, willing to pay anything for it…

“Cor…” Dylan cried, fingers digging into her ass.

“Ahh…babe…ahh…yeah…”

Cori locked around him and buried her face in his shoulder, muffling her cries. Her entire body tightened on him like she was trying to burrow into him. Dylan wrapped his arms around her and pulled her against him. They were one as they came together, both their heads filled with dirty, forbidden thoughts. Dylan was still panting as Cori came back to normal. It was typical. Her stamina was incredible.

“I love you, babe,” she cooed into his shoulder.

“Love you too. You’re incredible, Cor.”

“You’re not angry I went with Mayde to watch?”

“No, it’s cool. I wish you’d told me first, but you’re a big girl. You can make your own decisions.”

It was the truth. Dylan knew he should have felt weird about it, but he didn’t. He just didn’t think rationally on the subject. He didn’t even understand why Cori had been so worried to tell him.

“There’s one more thing I need to tell you, babe.”

Dylan tensed, right back on that fraying tether, suspended above that dark abyss. He didn’t have the whole story yet. Of course, Cori didn’t just sit back and watch. That wasn’t his wife. Since when had she ever been content to just sit back and watch? She was always the one to jump right in. What had she done? Did Cori hold this Roger’s cock while Mayde sucked it? Did Cori take over?

“I touched him,” she whispered, like the words were too forbidden to say aloud.

He knew it! Cori jerked the guy off! She saw Mayde handling that hard cock, and she couldn’t help herself. She wanted to play, too. The tether snapped, and Dylan was falling. His heart was in his throat, his stomach pinned up in his rib cage. And while he was utterly spent, his cock still twitched inside Cori.

“I didn’t jerk him off,” she hurriedly added. “It wasn’t sexual…”

You grabbed his dick? How isn’t that sexual? His brain screamed. Outwardly, he tried to stay calm. But his wife grabbed another guy’s dick! Cori jerked off some stranger! Did Mayde split the money with her? Was Cori an actual whore now? Dylan couldn’t voice any of that. He was speechless.

“Mayde did her thing. She did what she did, and when she was done, and it was time to clean up, she told me to clean him up. And I did it.”

Cori had never sounded so timid. His confident wife sounded like she wanted to disappear. She clung to him tighter than before.

“What did you do?” he asked, keeping his voice even. “How did you…”

“I had a washcloth, and I cleaned his area—his dick. I wiped all around it, I cleaned up his, uh… I held him. I had to touch it.”

“With the washcloth?”

“Yes… No. Not just the washcloth. I held it up while I was wiping up his…”

“His jizz. You touched his jizz, Cor.”

“I tried hard not to. Jeez, babe, I know I fucked up.”

Cori pulled back from him, but Dylan couldn’t look at her until she forced him. She looked like the Cori he’d always known, his wife of nineteen years, but something was different. He saw something different in her. Cori had touched another man’s dick, and she wasn’t the same. That was probably irrational, but it was how Dylan felt. Cori held another man’s dick that day.

His cock twitched again inside her. He couldn’t get hard again, not after coming a couple of times in so many hours, but his cock desperately wanted to. His cock betrayed him. Cori had to feel it. She had to feel that this news aroused him, even as his face was shocked. He was still falling.

“Say something, babe.”

“I… I don’t know what to say, Cor. I mean, you touched another man’s dick.”

“I didn’t jerk him off, or do anything else…”

“But you touched it. You didn’t have to. It wasn’t your client. You must have wanted to.”

Cori looked away. He knew she was trying to dodge the truth. “I wouldn’t say that. If Mayde hadn’t asked…”

“You touched it because you wanted to. I’m not saying you wanted to fuck him, Cori. But you were horny from seeing what you did, and you wanted to touch his dick. You wanted to be part of it.”

“I guess I did,” she finally admitted. “What you’re saying is true. I wasn’t thinking straight. It was so far out of my experience. I felt like I was in a dream, like none of it was real, so if I did something…”

Dylan felt the same way. He didn’t know whether he was in a nightmare or a dream, but it didn't feel like real life. His wife was not touching other men’s cocks in real life, she wasn’t cleaning them. She wasn’t thinking about doing more. Dylan wasn’t thinking about Cori doing more in real life. But she’d really done it, and a very real part of him liked it. And he had to face that. They both had to face what they were feeling.

“Do you hate me?” she asked.

“Of course not, Cori. I love you. I’ll always love you.”

“Do you think I cheated?”

“I don’t know. I don’t think so. You said it wasn’t sexual. I mean, it was sexual, but he wasn’t hard at that point, right?”

“Oh, no. Mayde took good care of him. Couldn’t have done anything with it if I’d wanted to, and I’m not saying I wanted to.”

“But you kind of did. We need to be honest with each other, Cori.”

“Part of me did, yeah. But I’d never hurt you like that. I would never cheat on you, go behind your back…”

“Part of me likes it too,” he confessed.

Cori smiled. It was a weirdly sweet smile, considering their discussion, but no weirder than the fact that they were having that discussion with her straddling him, his spent cock still nestled just inside her. “I know, I can feel it. If you want to…”

“I want to, but I don’t think I can. Probably not a good idea right now, anyway. We need to figure this out.”

Her eyes narrowed. “What’s there to figure out?”

“Cori, honey, we’re dancing all around it. It’s okay if we talk about it. We love each other. We’ve been together twenty-four years. We should be able to talk about anything.”

“That’s usually my line, babe.”

“That’s right, which makes this weirder.”

“What are you trying to say, Dylan?”

He took a deep breath. Dylan couldn’t believe the words that were about to come out of his mouth, but he felt he had to say them. This had been running around in his head for weeks now, and if he didn’t confront it, it would ruin him. If they truly loved each other, they shouldn’t have to hide from it.

“Cori, you’re obviously interested in this. You didn’t go with Mayde today out of idle curiosity.”

“Babe, I don’t think I ever could…”

“You took a step in that direction today. A baby step, but a step. And I don’t want you to say what you think I need to hear. Say what’s in your head, what’s in your heart. I’ll go first. When I think about you doing it, doing stuff to clients, it drives me crazy. I feel like it turns my brain inside out, but it’s like mainlining coke straight into my dick. I don’t think anything has ever hit me like this, Cori.”

“You want me to do it?” she asked.

“I’ll never say that. It can’t be about me.”

“You’re my husband. It’s as much about you as it is about me. We’re a team.”

“I know, but you can’t do something like this because I want you to, Cori. If you do it, and this is still hypothetical, but if you want to do it, I’m with you. It’ll be like my darkest fantasies come true. You’ll be the ultimate sex goddess, so hot men pay you for it.”

Cori laughed. It was good to hear her laugh. “Now you’re being ridiculous, Dylan.”

“I mean every word, Cori.”

“And you think you could handle it, if I did it?”

“I think so. I’ve run it down in my head enough times.”

“You’re obsessed!” She slapped him in the chest.

“A little. So are you.”

“Maybe a little. I am not agreeing to anything. I still don’t know if it’s something I can do, no matter how curious I am. I tell myself it’s just jacking a guy off, who cares? But it does mean something more, doesn’t it? I’m a married woman. It’s touching another man.”

“But not cheating. Not if I’m on board.”

“Not cheating, but not normal, babe. And I need to be sure I’m okay with it—with what it makes me.”

“It makes you a sex goddess. I told you.”

“Really, stop it. You just sound insane now, and I don’t know if I can trust anything else you say.” They both laughed. “Hypothetically, what would the limits be?”

“You mean what’s on the menu?”

“That’s one way to put it.”

Dylan considered it. It hadn’t occurred to him that Cori would possibly screw another man. Oddly, that thought never entered his head until they’d just been having sex. But he’d imagined her doing just about everything else. Cori doing everything else made his blood boil, but did he really want his wife blowing other guys, no matter how hard it made him? Dylan knew the right answer, but then there was the answer his dick shouted.

“I think maybe you start slow, and we see how it goes. I want you to feel free to do what you want.”

“If, babe. If I do it, I start slow. That’s a good plan. I appreciate you offering me that freedom, but I don’t want to do anything you’re uncomfortable with.”

Dylan laughed. “I don’t know that I’m comfortable with any of it, not in a normal way, but that’s not stopping me. I’m trusting I’ll figure it out.”

“And if you can’t?”

“We stopped, and it was just a crazy experiment.”

“Except I’m the lab rat. I need to think about this. I’m not making a decision like this with post-orgasm brain. I’m still flooded with endorphins.”

“We could use the money. We could fill that vacation fund fast…”

Dylan knew he’d crossed the line to encouraging, but he couldn’t help himself. He was growing to like that queer, queasy feeling the subject provoked.

“Slow down there, babe. Don’t start spending my hand job money yet. Maybe none of my clients would even be interested.”

“I don’t believe that, Cor.”

She looked thoughtful. “I can think of one, maybe two who are possibilities, but jeez, how do I even bring something like that up?”

“I’m sure Mayde can help you with that.”

“She’d be happy to. There’s still the other client that Janine’s been pressing me to take. She’s hinted that he expects more than just treatments, but she won’t come right out and say what he’s after, which is kind of scary.”

“You said she’s all about keeping up the pretense that she doesn’t know what goes on behind closed doors.”

“Right, but if he expects more than I want to give…”

“Cori, you’re the strongest, toughest woman I know. I have no doubt that you can handle this guy, whoever he is. And you’ll be carrying mace if you do this.”

“I already carry it, babe. I’m not stupid.”

“If you want this client…”

“Janine says he’s very generous.”

“Even better!”

“You’re way too excited about pimping me out, babe.”

“What can I say? You’ve got to strike while the iron’s hot. And no one’s hotter than you.”

“You’re so damned cheesy. On that note, I’m going to go clean up.”

Cori peeled away from him and grabbed her leggings. She didn’t bother to put them on when she scampered out of the room. Dylan couldn’t believe she was going to run through the house bottomless, but that was Cori. He could see that some of that free spirit she’d had when they met was returning. He loved seeing it, but he was scared.

Dylan knew they’d unleashed something tonight, but he had no idea where it would take them, or how he’d handle it all. He still felt like he was falling and was scared to death of what hitting the bottom would feel like.
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Cori was as prepared as she could be, but she was still nervous as hell. She was tempted to put it off again, but she thought waiting any longer might actually cause Dylan to stroke out. Cori hated the wait, too. If she hadn’t needed to be so absolutely sure she really wanted to try it, she would have jumped in and gone for it at least a week ago. Being an overthinker sucked. She almost did an edible to calm her nerves, but didn’t think it was professional to be high during a treatment. She laughed at the irony of it, but she was still providing a real therapeutic treatment before she—hopefully—got to the unprofessional part.

The Lynches were not strangers to getting high, although they rarely smoked anymore. Dylan still had a vape pen, but he hardly used it. Edibles were just too easy, and they provided a great high. Their total pot usage had dropped off in recent years. When they did want to get high nowadays, they had a medical marijuana hookup. They would clear their schedules and choose a strain that went with their mood.

A sweater covered her upper half, but Cori caught her client checking out her ass. It looked good in her skintight black leggings. He should be looking, she thought. Cori didn’t have one of those curvy butts like Mayde, but if a guy liked a tight ass sculpted through lots of running and crunches, she was his girl.

One of the reasons she’d selected this client for her first try was because he always checked out her butt, no matter what she wore for his treatments. She suspected he might be interested in more than just a treatment. He thought he was slick, like most guys, but she knew he was looking. It was fortunate for him that she wasn’t the type of woman to be offended by that. She liked being admired if the man remembered his manners.

Steve Weisberg was her guinea pig. Steve was one of the first clients she’d been assigned when she started with Elemental Bodyworks and sought treatment for back and neck problems associated with an old car accident. Cori felt the knots and tension in his musculature, but suspected they had more to do with sitting behind a desk all day than with a five-year-old car crash. She also thought he just wanted someone to come over and touch him. Steve wasn’t married but had a long-term girlfriend he talked about.

Cori had qualms about doing it with a committed man, but that went with the territory, according to Mayde. All but one of her special clients were either married or in committed relationships. Single guys just didn’t seem to need the relief, which was counterintuitive to Cori. She comforted herself with the lame qualifier that Steve was just dating, not married.

Cori set up in the finished basement of his townhouse, which had been converted to a combo screening room and man cave for watching movies and sports. An enormous TV hung on the wall, and speakers were placed around the room, with cushy black-leather recliners facing the TV. A small bar was squeezed into a corner of the room. The room dimmed nicely, which was conducive to a relaxing treatment, but he always started with the lights up—the better to check out her ass. Cori set-up in the middle of the room, between the recliners and the screen.

Steve sat in one of the recliners, watching her prepare her table. She was acutely aware of his eyes on her body in a way she’d never been before. It was one thing to realize a guy was checking out your ass in passing, but another to be consciously aware of him watching the way you moved and letting it affect how you moved your body.

As a massage therapist, Cori was especially attuned to others’ movement and energies, but she didn’t concentrate on her own unless she was working out or meditating. Steve’s gaze brought that focus onto her. Cori pushed her butt out further than required when she bent over to stretch the linens over her massage table, posing for him. She met his eyes when she turned, smiling shyly as she pushed her hair back behind her ear, hoping he sensed that today could be different if he wanted that. And finally, she made a show of it when she unzipped her sweater.

Cori felt ridiculous stripping for her client. She did not have moves. Flaunting her body didn’t come naturally. She’d felt silly the handful of times she’d stripped for Dylan, and those times she was in something silky and slinky and really trying to be sexy. Cori wasn’t doing any of that, but just removing a sweater for Steve, trying to be sexy without acting like a stripper.

She wanted to give the impression that something was on offer without shouting it. The massage table separating them gave Cori a sliver of security as she smiled and slowly drew down her zipper. She shrugged the garment off her shoulders, pushing her chest out at him by pulling her shoulders back. Her boobs didn’t shake with the motion because her push-up bra was rock solid.

The bra was why she had boobs to shove at Steve, that and the much-too-small top she wore. Cori was not going to wear a sexy top to work. She couldn’t bring herself to do that—not yet. But she did take one of her five provided sea-green Elemental Bodywork polos and washed it three times in hot water, shrinking it to a pre-teen’s size. If Cori had tits worth speaking of, it would never have fit. The polo looked painted on her tight, toned body. Her every breath was obvious through the stretched cotton blend, and it molded to the smooth, round cups of her bra like a second skin.

Cori had to admit her body looked fantastic. Her boobs had never looked better. When Dylan saw her in that top on her way out the door, his jaw dropped, and he lasted about two minutes when she jerked him off for a trial run. She’d been jerking her husband off a lot over the last couple of weeks. Cori was horny as hell and demanded sex too, but Dylan wanted her to practice her hand skills on him almost every day. She didn’t know how the poor man had any fluids left in his body.

Steve’s wide eyes and slowly dawning, eager smile were just the reaction Cori had hoped for. His openly sexual gaze sent a shiver down her spine that terminated in a tightening of her sex.

Few of the teachings of her Irish Catholic upbringing stuck with her, but the lesson that men were animals with no self-control, and therefore girls had to be modest and chaste, had made an impression because it seemed mostly true in her experience. Good girls weren’t supposed to like it when men gave them that kind of attention.

Cori was too modern to buy into that horseshit about how women should behave—on the surface anyway—but it did seep into her subconscious. She’d never consciously sought that kind of attention from men. Of course, she’d never had to. Male friends just flocked to her. But the strange paradox was that while Cori didn’t want men to focus on her body or her clear blue eyes or soft lips, she liked it when they did.

Illicit attention always tickled something in the darker recesses of her brain, explicitly because she wasn’t supposed to like it. Cori felt that tickle—that thrill—now as Steve mentally undressed her. Being alone with him in his man cave suddenly felt dangerous and she liked it. The room was charged, and she knew she’d taken the first step down a dark road.

Cori paused to let Steve get a good look. It was obvious and her cheeks reddened as she did it. Finally, she told him, “Hop on up.”

As she didn’t generally use oils for a shiatsu treatment—and because she was trying to discourage bad behavior—Cori preferred her clients wore loose, comfortable clothing for their treatments. It was right there in the first email she sent to prospective clients, to set a tone. She’d only had one client strip nude for a treatment. Cori treated him and he tried all the obvious tricks they teach women in classes—he was clearly hard, kept trying to nudge the towel aside, and found ways to accidentally brush his hands against Cori as she moved around him. She pretended not to notice and finished the treatment, but never saw him again. Steve was dressed in a t-shirt and workout shorts. She wondered if she should tell him to get more comfortable, but couldn’t be that brazen.

“Are you synced?” he asked, using a remote control to dim the lights before climbing onto her table. Steve loved showing off his tech and made a flourish of dimming the lights with his oversized, complicated remote control. He’d insisted Cori sync her phone to his sound system to play her background music at their first session.

“I should be,” she replied. “Let’s get started.”

Cori selected her treatment playlist on her phone and set it aside. Mellow, soothing woodwind tones filtered from the expensive speaker system, filling the room. She took a deep breath and shook out her hands, psyching herself up for what came next.

The butterflies in her chest were so intense that she shook and tried to center herself. She hadn’t been so nervous for her first regular treatment, and that had been nerve-wracking. It was hard to center her energy the way she needed to give a proper treatment, and she closed her eyes. Cori controlled and focused her breathing. In out. In out. She put the plan out of her mind and focused on what was right in front of her, giving proper treatment to a client. That’s all it was for now.

“Is everything okay?” Steve asked, twisting his face out of the padded head cradle.

“Yep, I’m ready. Just needed a second. Let’s get started.”

Cori pushed his face back into the pads, roughing his curly, graying hair and teasing her short nails over his scalp. Men liked that sort of thing. Steve relaxed, and his energy shifted at her touch. Cori smiled, thinking, I can do this.

Once she allowed herself to relax, Cori got into a groove and began her treatment. The work wasn’t just about digging her fingers in and beating knots out of muscles for her. It was about that on the surface. Shiatsu, in particular, focuses on using thumb and finger pressure, sometimes sharp elbows, to work acupressure points in the body to relieve tension and increase blood flow. But it was also as much spiritual as it was physical, reading and treating the body’s energy through meridians.

When done right, it was more about the mind-body connection than a traditional deep tissue Swedish massage. Cori moved around the table, getting a feel for where his tension lay and where his energy might be pent up. She worked his acupressure points and pushed knots out of his muscles with almost brutal efficiency, but also soothingly ran her hands along his body, sometimes pausing with her palm flat on him to feel his energy.

Steve was alternately chatty during the treatment and then, at times, he settled down and just enjoyed the treatment. It was clear from their chats that he didn’t entirely buy into the spiritual side of shiatsu, but he liked her hands on his body. His breathing slowed and he relaxed under her expert touch. He sighed contentedly when she stretched his limbs.

Cori loved feeling the effect her work had on a client’s body. One of the reasons she’d chosen her field was because she wanted to impact people’s lives, and she truly believed she could help people. When he did perk up and chat, Steve spoke of the stresses of his job and how much responsibility he bore. It was as much intended to impress as it was a complaint.

It was similar when Steve spoke of his girlfriend. He didn’t quite complain about her but was looking for more excitement from her. He had lots of examples of what a great boyfriend he was, offering that he wished April, his girlfriend, tried as hard. Steve danced around the edges of discussing his sex life. Cori could tell he was probing, seeing how far he could go before Cori would shut him down. He’d never gone anywhere that made her uncomfortable and she’d never shut him down, but Steve had tip-toed along the line a few times. But he stayed respectful, and Cori rolled with it. Lucky for him, she was used to guys and talk didn’t bother her. Baines was the prime example of that.

“April and I finally had that weekend away we’ve been talking about,” he offered.

“That sounds fun. What did you guys do up there?” Cori replied. She only vaguely remembered him mentioning it before. She was focused on his lower back.

“We stayed at one of those casino resorts. It was really nice. I played a little poker. April likes the slots, but she’s not much of a gambler. We hiked to do some leaf peeping.”

“I love the fall colors.”

“We hit a couple nice restaurants up there. And I thought getting her up there would get her more in the mood. You know how hotel sex is always hot, right?”

“I haven’t stayed in a hotel without kids in years, so I’ll have to take your word for it.”

“You guys should get away. Aren’t your kids older now? It would be fun.”

“We talk about it, but you know how it is. Or maybe you don’t. You don’t have kids. The logistics are just a hassle. It’s just one more thing I’d have to plan.”

“Dylan should plan it. He should be chomping at the bit to get you away for some alone time.”

“You would think. But get back to me when you’ve been married for about twenty years.”

“I don’t believe it has to be that way. I can tell you’re not uptight, not like a lot of wives. It can’t be that bad.”

Cori laughed and moved higher again, working her thumbs into his shoulders. He tightened, and she knew it had to hurt. “Keep breathing and relax,” she reminded him. “And that’s sweet of you to say. You’re right. Honestly, we don’t have that problem.” She chuckled. “We’re kind of on a hot streak these days.”

“Is that so? You give me hope then. I’ve only been with April for six years, and things have cooled.”

“You have to work at it. You must know that, Steve.”

“I get it. That was the point of going away. I thought it would inspire April. I don’t know, maybe get her to dress up. She’s got great lingerie that I’ve bought her. I mean, if Dylan took you away for a romantic weekend, you’d take it up a notch, wouldn’t you?”

“Sure. I have some fun things, although he’s not much of a lingerie guy. He’s always been more into whatever comes off the fastest.”

“That must be frustrating.”

“Sometimes. It depends on my mood.” Cori smiled, even though he couldn’t see it.

She realized she was going further in discussing her personal life than she ever had before—further than was appropriate. But Steve took her there. She was just responding. They had a nice rapport and it set her at ease for a moment, until she wondered if her outfit and flaunting had given Steve the green light to push the flirting.

Normally, Cori would reel it in, but the vibe they were sharing would only help with what she had planned. All her focus returned to her end game and icy fingers gripped her stomach. It was almost time. She began to doubt she could do it. It was an insane idea. Cori was a regular woman, not the type that sold hand jobs. What was she thinking?

A pause and a deep breath, and Cori decided she had to try. She always told the kids not to let fear get in the way. That was a wildly different context, but it still applied. Cori didn’t know which would make her angrier later, if she chickened out after torturing herself over this for two weeks, or if she went ahead and did it and regretted what it made her. But she would not back down. That wasn’t who Cori was. She always followed through, even when it was a terrible idea.

“It’s time to flip over,” she told Steve.

Cori scanned the front of his shorts, looking for a sign that Steve was affected by their flirting and her outfit. She tried to be subtle about it. Checking a client for a hand-on, hoping to find one, felt shameful, but the shame was a powerful aphrodisiac.

When she was younger, the thrill she got from misbehaving had been a real problem. The dirtier the activity, the better. She’d thought she’d left that behind as she’d matured into a woman, but apparently that had been wishful thinking. She’d just buried those urges. Cori knew she wasn’t the only good Catholic girl gone bad, but that didn’t make her feel any better about being a little slutty.

Trailing her eyes up his body, she was relieved to find that Steve was much too engrossed staring at her tits to notice where she was looking. Cori didn’t see an obvious tenting of his shorts yet, but the way he stared made her heart race.

The work on a client’s front was never as involved as on the back of the body. Cori did work on the acupressure points around the abdomen to help with digestion and release specific tensions, and work on the chest to open up breathing, but the rest of it was mostly stretching the client’s body. She also did her best head and neck work while a client was on their back. Steve fell quiet again as she resumed her work. However, instead of closing his eyes to relax into the treatment, Steve continued to watch her body as she worked on him.

His gaze impacted her body movement. It was part of playing the game, she rationalized, but it wasn’t just about getting him in the mood. Cori liked his eyes on her and encouraging him was fun. She wasn’t being a tease because she had every intention of taking care of him—if he was willing to pay for it.

As she worked on his chest, Cori bent deep at the waist, drawing his attention to the tight valley of freckled cleavage created by her bra. Take a good, long look. Get nice and worked up, she thought. The prospect of Steve growing in his shorts made her own sex tighten.

Cori moved up to work on his head and neck and commented, “It doesn’t feel like the time away relaxed you at all.”

“I like being outdoors, but I don’t know if I find hiking relaxing. I’m more of a hang out around the lodge or take in a show kind of guy. I like to spend time in the pool. They had a nice hot tub.”

“Oh? Did you and April have fun in the hot tub?”

“It wasn’t one of those in-room deals. It was in an alcove in the pool area. There weren’t a ton of people around, but it was public.”

“That mattered?”

“It didn’t to me, but it did to April. It wouldn’t matter to you?”

Cori leaned forward and pressed her tits into the top of his head. He was subtle, but Steve snuggled into her chest. Things were moving along nicely. Her nerves diminished as her excitement grew. She smiled and answered, “My husband is a little shy about that sort of thing, but it’s never bothered me. If I’m having fun, I just go with it.”

“I love that attitude, Cori. Sounds like you maybe even like the risk a little bit.”

“Maybe… A little bit. Risk is sexy, isn’t it?”

“Hey, I think so. I need to get April to come around to your way of thinking. Or, maybe I could get Dylan to swap you for a day. I think he and April would get along.”

“You make it sound like it’s up to him. I’m a grown woman, Steve. I make my own decisions.”

Cori slid her hands down his chest, bending farther forward and pressing her tits into his face. Steve gasped, and she saw that twitch in his shorts she’d been looking for. She kept her boobs there as she worked her thumbs over his abdomen, and the lump in his shorts grew. Steve might still turn her down on general principle—he might be a guy who just wouldn’t pay for it—but she knew he wanted her, and that made Cori hot. She pulled back and let him breathe, moving around to the side of the table.

“I think you’re good, Steve.”

“You did an amazing job, as usual, Cori. I really do love our sessions.”

“That’s sweet.” She touched his chest and caressed through his t-shirt. It wasn’t out of place in a normal session—she was a warm person—but the thoughts in her head made it seem like a come-on. Cori trailed her fingers down toward his waist as she added, “I think I got your tension out. Do you feel relaxed?”

“Mmm, very,” he replied, keenly watching her hand. She read his mind, sure he was wondering how low she’d go and what exactly she was up to.

“Really? All of you?”

Her fingers slid down his shorts, going around his crotch to touch his bare leg. Cori smiled, projecting a confidence she didn’t feel. The butterflies were thick in her chest, and she felt lightheaded like she’d just done a massive whip-it. She’d loved that feeling back in high school, but now it was surreal. Confident Cori was gone, replaced by a girl who felt out of her depth.

“Yeah,” he said quickly, confused.

Steve watched her hand and then looked at her. Cori forced herself to meet his eyes. She saw the question there but couldn’t answer it until he actually asked it.

“Well, mostly. I, uh, sorry about that. It doesn’t usually happen during a session,” he apologized.

Cori was torn between being the fun, flirty girl she needed to be and the married mom-of-two who wanted to flee the room. She squeezed her thighs together to staunch her excitement. Getting horny was not helping—not at that stage. She needed to be her flirty self. Having a couple of drinks to get there wasn’t an option, so she did the next best thing. She pretended it was Baines there with her. Flirty banter with him just came naturally.

Thoughts of Baines flowed back to her husband. Dylan had a fantasy of this in his head, but if he were there, sitting in the corner like Cori had with Mayde, how would he truly feel? Would Dylan be rock hard, excited to see his wife come on to another man? Or would he be horrified to see it? Cori hoped it was the former. The fantasy was so intense for Dylan. She decided he would be in the corner, pulling out his cock.

“You don’t have to apologize, Steve, unless the fact that it doesn’t usually happen is an insult.” The line sounded so cheesy as it came out of her mouth. She fought rolling her eyes.

“No, no. Definitely not an insult. You’re hot, Cori. Uh, I mean, really pretty. Of course, you would, uh, make me… It’s just I know that’s not what our time is about.”

“Relax, it’s okay,” she replied, squeezing his thigh. “I know that’s not what we’ve been doing, and I appreciate that you’re respectful, Steve. I really do. That’s why I think I can trust you.”

“You can, Cori. You definitely can.”

“It’s good to know you think I’m hot…” she began, thinking, Here we go. “Because you’ve been so respectful, and because I trust you, I wanted to let you know that there’s more I can do for you if you’re interested.”

“Uh, what… Are you saying…” Steve was stunned.
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Cori felt like she’d made a terrible mistake. In her mind, this was a simple transaction. She’d offer herself—her hand anyway—and Steve would be so excited he’d just yank his shorts down. Steve did not yank his shorts down. He stared at Cori like he’d just passed through the looking glass and didn’t understand what she was getting at. Cori thought she was explicit enough. She followed the script Mayde gave her—more or less.

Mayde said she should not just come right out and ask the client if they wanted a handy. There should be a vague offer. If the client was interested, she was to make it clear that this was a private arrangement between Cori and the client. Elemental Bodywork was not involved, and this was just two consenting adults spending time together. The tip was not directly related to that. It was not a transaction.

Cori found it amusing that there was so much dancing around to make it seem like it was anything other than what it actually was. She was a much more direct person than that. But Mayde assured her that any guy—any client—would understand what she was getting at.

Steve had to know what she meant. His reaction had to be shock or disinterest. What if he was scandalized or horrified? Would he call Janine, or worse, the police? Cori had spent many a sleepless night tossing this around in her head. She knew the limb she was putting herself out on, and that risk was one of the scariest parts.

Mayde told her that she would not be turned down if she chose the right client. Cori should be able to read him and know if he wanted it. She thought she’d read Steve right, but as he stammered, she thought she’d made a terrible mistake. Her lips moved, but no words came out.

She had to say something. This was far more awkward than a boy trying to kiss her when she wasn’t interested. In those situations, Cori always kissed the boy just to make him feel better. A kiss wasn’t so bad, and the boy might surprise her. Her upside here wasn’t so obvious.

“Oh, my god. I’m so sorry, Steve. If I misread something, if you’re not interested, I’m so sorry. I know this is strange. If you just let me pack up, I can go. Please don’t call the business,” Cori blathered.

The words came out in a rush, tumbling over each other. Her insides turned to ice, the only heat remaining in her body the heat of shame on her cheeks. Cori snatched her hand away from his thigh and began to turn, but Steve caught her wrist. It wasn’t coercive. His shock was gone, replaced with a smile.

A hungry smile.

Time suspended for a moment as it all fell into place. Cori was in this man’s dark man cave, flirting with him, offering herself for money, and he was buying. She didn’t misread anything. Steve wanted it. She returned his smile, flooded with relief. She wasn’t going to jail. Just as it all went from sexy to disaster in a flash moments ago, it all flipped again, and she felt a new erotic charge.

The heat seeped down from her cheeks, thawing her body and reigniting her core. Cori glanced at an empty recliner, imagining her husband sitting there watching them. It would make her too nervous to really have him there, but it was hot to pretend he was watching her.

“It’s good, Cori. I’m interested. If you’re offering what I think you are, I’m very interested.”

“Only if you’re sure,” she offered, trying to sound seductive and feeling silly for it. Cori was dizzied by the wild emotional whiplash of the last few minutes.

“Is it creepy to admit I’ve played this all out in my head?”

“No, Steve. It’s hot that you’ve thought of me that way.”

“What, uh, how does this work? I’ve never done this before. I’m not that kind of guy,” he said defensively.

“What kind of guy is that? I think every guy wants to have a little fun, but they aren’t all confident enough to go for it. And confidence is sexy if you haven’t heard. You can tip me for the session we just had, and then we can spend some private time together. I’ll give you a special, private massage.”

Cori hoped her intent was clear enough. Private massage should clue Steve in that it was hands only. She didn’t ask Mayde what to do if a client misinterpreted, but Cori was a big girl. She could handle herself.

“What kind of tip is customary?”

“It’s a tip, so I don’t know that I can tell you how much to tip. That would be rude. But have I ever mentioned that Benjamin Franklin is my favorite president?”

“I need to, uh, run upstairs for a second.”

“I’ll be here. I’m not going anywhere.”

It was funny to see Steve adjust himself when he sat up and tried to stand. Cori pretended to avert her eyes, but she had to watch. That hard-on was for her, and she loved it. She spent the couple of minutes pacing the man cave, psyching herself up for the task. She was ready and wanted to do it, but there was still that last bit of morality hanging on, reminding her she was about to officially become a whore.

The nuns sprang up from her past to glare at her and judge. She imagined her mother—who wanted to pretend Cori was a virgin when she married Dylan—telling her she was punching her ticket to Hell. Cori shook it off. Fuck ‘em, she thought. It’s my life and I’ll sell hand jobs if I want to. The only person whose judgment mattered was Dylan, and he was all for it.

Cori grabbed her phone and shot her husband a quick text: He said yes! About to do it. Wanted to say I love you before my hands are too sticky to text. She hoped for a quick reply but heard Steve bounding back down the steps like an eager puppy and she put her phone down.

“How do I… Where do you want it…” he said, shifting from foot to foot and shuffling the money in his hands.

Cori laughed. “You can just give it to me, Steve.” It was endearing that he was as nervous as she was. Cori took the bills from him—4 twenties, a ten, and 2 fives—and folded them, stuffing the money into her bra like a stripper, even though she had pockets. It felt appropriate and Steve’s pleased look showed it was the right call. She told him, “You can get back on the table.”

“Should I?” he asked, gesturing to his shorts. They were as tented as before.

Cori would have been fine with Steve disrobing, but she remembered that Mayde had stripped Roger. She said, “Let me take care of that.”

Steve was nervously stiff when she stepped close—very close—and touched his waist. They were close enough to kiss, and she didn’t know what she’d do if he tried that. Kissing had never even entered her mind. It wasn’t part of the equation. Standing so close to Steve was uncomfortably intimate. She preferred him on the table.

Establishing client and therapist provided a comfortable remove. But he just stood there. He laughed when her touch tickled his sides, and it relaxed Cori. She pulled down his shorts and briefs, and he sprang right up, slapping against her leg. Cori’s breath caught. It was real now. She resisted the natural urge to just grab him, wanting him on the table. Steve reached for his shirt. Cori didn’t picture him nude for this, but she rolled with it.

“Let me take care of that for you,” she said.

Cori took his worn gray t-shirt over his head and dropped it on the floor, and there he was, standing completely naked in front of her. His hair stood up, and he smoothed it down. It was a shock she hadn’t prepared for. It had to have been over twenty years since a new man stood naked in front of her. The feeling was familiar, yet alien to her now. Instinct tried to take over. Her body knew what to do when a man stood naked in front of her.

Steve was a handsome guy. He had a pleasant gleam to his green eyes, and she liked his easy smile. He wasn’t a man who’d catch her eye in passing, but he was like the sweet boys she happily hooked up with back in the day. He was a few inches taller than Cori. The perfect kissing height.

Cori had to stop thinking about kissing. Why was that the only thing she could think about? Kissing was not on the menu. Dylan would not be happy at all if she were to make out with a client. That wasn’t the deal. She put her hands on Steve’s chest, and the temptation only grew stronger. She felt his hands on her waist. He was tugging at the hem of her shirt, and it brought Cori back to reality. She lightly pushed on his chest.

“You should probably get on the table, Steve,” she gently said.

He smiled dumbly. “Okay.”

Steve assumed the position while she fetched lotion from her bag. She turned back, and there he was, laid out naked on her table. Cori pumped a generous dollop of lotion into her hands and then rubbed them together, thoroughly lubricating them. She rubbed his chest, fingers playing through his mat of chest hair. She liked a guy with body hair—as long as he wasn’t an ape.

“Still feeling good?” she asked.

“Yeah, great. Maybe a little nervous. As I said, I’ve never done this. I never had to.”

Cori smiled and tickled his chest. “It’s okay, I know you’re an attractive guy. You don’t have to pay for it, Steve. We’re just doing this because it’s fun, so why not?”

“Yeah, why not?”

“Can I admit something? This is my first time too. You know I’ve only been doing massage therapy for a couple of months now, but I’ve never done this. It’s as new for me as it is for you.”

“That’s pretty hot, Cori. It makes me super lucky.”

Cori ran a slick fingertip around his nipple, and he shivered. She flicked it with a nail, and he groaned. She kept teasing his nipple and danced her other fingers along the exposed underside of his cock, which lay up against his stomach. Steve moaned and trembled, his whole body stiffening.

“You need to relax, Steve. This is supposed to be relaxing. Doesn’t it feel good?”

“It…uh…feels…really good, Cori,” he stammered.

“So, I should keep going? As I said, this is my first time too.”

“Yeah…please keep going…”

He twitched under her fingers, and she pinched his girth like she was measuring it, lightly grasping him with her fingertips as she ran them up and down his shaft. She still teased his nipple too, enjoying his expression as she teased. Cori had the strongest urge to bend down and lick his nipple, but resisted. It would have been fun, but she wasn’t there for that. She could do that to Dylan next time.

Cori was surprised by how much she wanted to do more than just jerk off Steve. The flood of excitement took her breath away, and she licked her lips, which Steve watched closely. She could see why Mayde went beyond just giving clients hand jobs, but Cori just didn’t want to go there, even though it was tempting.

Her full attention turned to his cock. Steve had a nice, thick one. Cori hadn’t thought much about what she might encounter, but now that a strange cock was in her hands, she carefully considered it. She’d seen more than her fair share of dicks, but it had been a long time. She’d seen Roger’s, of course, and from her vantage point, that one had been very average. Dylan compared favorably to Roger. But now she had another one to evaluate.

Steve was nice and thick. April had to enjoy that, she thought, immediately pushing that thought away. She did not want to think about Steve’s girlfriend while she played with him. Cori lifted him, and he felt heavier, hotter than she expected. He filled her hand more than Dylan, but wasn’t as long. Cori loved her husband’s cock and didn’t want or need another, but Steve did have a nice cock, and she enjoyed handling it. A prominent vein ran along the underside, and she traced it with her thumb up to the ridge of his helmet.

Steve moaned when she fingered him there. She covered the head completely with one hand, rubbing while stroking him with the other. Steve trembled and moaned her name. Cori hoped he wouldn’t come too fast. She was having fun.

The heat built between her own thighs, surprising her with its intensity. Cori squeezed her thighs, and the pressure surged pleasure through her. Her feet shifted as she squeezed her thighs tighter, and she was so wet she felt her pussy squish. God, she was hot. That was unexpected. Not being aroused, she knew herself too well for that. But the intensity of it surprised her. Cori did not expect that playing with a stranger’s cock would be so invigorating.

Her skin was tingly hot, and her nipples thickened. It wasn’t just that the sight of a cock made her lose control—like some porn movie floozy—but feeling Steve’s desire for her, and her power over him, was enthralling. He was wholly hers in that moment. Cori was in full command with his dick in her hand. Steve’s face was flushed, his eyes wide, his forehead sweaty. He moaned and panted through parted lips and watched her with fervid intensity.

His eyes moved from where she touched him to roam over her body—the curve of her ass and her rising and falling breasts as her aroused breathing became deeper. Cori didn’t want Steve to see how aroused she was, but knew he had to. Being discovered was dangerous, which only fed her excitement. She needed to touch herself so badly, but couldn’t. Cori smiled, thinking Steve would love that, but she’d have to charge much more for that kind of show.

Steve’s hand twitched, moving toward her leg. Cori recalled how Roger touched Mayde, and she wanted that too. Dylan would be okay with that, as long as the touch was limited. She softly told Steve, “It’s okay. Go ahead and touch me, Steve.”

He touched the back of her leg and then her hip, pausing like he didn’t know what to do now that he had been given the go-ahead. The shyness of his touch was sweet. Cori liked to be manhandled, but she didn’t want that from Steve. His light touch was nice, and it made her tingle in the right places. He went for her butt but didn’t have the nerve to squeeze it, instead rubbing like he was trying to polish it.

Cori would have liked a squeeze but felt slutty asking for it. This wasn’t supposed to be about her. Steve went higher, and he played with the hem of her shirt. He really wanted her topless! Cori was tempted to let him, but she wasn’t going to jump to that on her first job—if she ever got there. She lightly shook her head.

“Uh-uhn. Over the clothes, babe,” she gently admonished.

“Middle school rules?” he joked.

Cori laughed. That sense of humor was why she liked Steve. “Yes, middle school rules. Over the sweater only.”

Steve ran his fingers up her back, tracing her bra strap.

“You’re not going to snap my bra, are you?”

“I had a pretty good one-handed technique back in the day,” he said, smiling.

“I bet you did. I bet you had lots of practice.”

“I did okay,” he replied, fingering her bra strap like he was contemplating doing it.

“Leave it hooked for today, babe.”

“Just for today?”

“We’ll see how it goes, okay?”

Steve smiled, liking that answer. Cori had always been a good tease.

Cori stroked Steve faster. Playing with him was fun, but it was too much fun. The quicker she ended it, the faster she would be out of the danger zone. She needed to get home to her husband and demand he fuck her. Yes, that was what she needed. Cori wanted Dylan to throw her down and take her the second she walked through the door.

If he didn’t, she’d throw him down. That might be even more fun. She rolled Steve’s balls in one hand while the other tightened on his shaft as it slicked up and down his length. Steve’s breathing grew labored and raspy. He pushed up, fucking her hand the way Dylan did when he got close.

“It’s okay, babe. Just let it go, do it for me. Let it go for me,” she cooed.

“Uhn…uhn…uhn…”

The husky sounds she forced from him made her think he was holding out on her, trying to prolong his treatment.

Steve ran his hand over her chest, coyly tracing the underwires in her bra. He could touch her boobs all he wanted. There wasn’t much to feel through the firm, padded cups of her push-up bra. She hoped he wouldn’t be disappointed, but then would he be disappointed by how small she was if he’d really been feeling her? He didn’t seem to be. Steve touched her tits and squeezed like he was feeling the real thing.

The padding frustrated Cori. She wanted to feel his touch. She loved having her tits played with, but a lot of guys didn’t give them proper attention because they were small. She decided to skip the padded bra next time and let Steve feel the real thing. Funny how she’d already decided there would be a next time.

“Let it go…come for me, babe…do it, Steve…do it…”

“Uhn…uhn…Cori…god…uhn…”

After the stalling, his finish was sudden, like an overwhelmed dam bursting. The first shot came flying out, arcing so high that it almost hit Cori in the chin. She laughed and stepped back. That was unexpected.

He blasted again while she was distracted, and that one stained her shirt, globbing on the underside of her tits. Cori wised up then and pointed Steve at his own chest, stroking hard as two more spurts popped out onto him. He groaned and shuddered and began to shrink in her hand. Steve was finished.

Cori was impressed. His load was thick and plentiful. She had to admit it, that load put Dylan’s to shame. But to be fair, they’d been screwing like hormonal teenagers, and Dylan had little time to replenish. Cori kept stroking Steve, even as he shrank. She liked the feel of his slick, malleable meat in her hand. His body slowly deflated like his cock, and he grinned like an idiot. A very satisfied idiot.

“Now do you feel relaxed?” she asked.

“You have no idea, Cori. I don’t believe that was your first time. You’re a talented woman. Wow.”

“My first time with a client. I may have done that once or twice before,” she admitted.

Steve winked. “Yeah, just once or twice.”

“I’ll be right back. Just relax.”

“I don’t think I could move if I wanted to.”

Cori fetched a washcloth from her bag and soaked it in warm water in the powder room off the man cave. She washed her hands and dabbed at the stain on her shirt. The wet spot couldn’t be avoided. She’d been branded like the whore she was and decided to wear it as a badge of honor instead of a scarlet letter. She purposely avoided the mirror. She didn’t want to see how flushed she was. The urge to shove a hand into her panties for a quick orgasm was overwhelming, but she could not do that with a client right on the other side of the door. She at least had to wait until she got to the car.

Steve was right where she left him, and Cori lovingly cleaned the lotion from his cock and then the jizz from his stomach. He sighed and moaned as she wiped him, enjoying her gentle touch. He was one satisfied customer.

“I’d let you lie there all day, but I do need to get going. Can you at least move over to one of those big, comfy chairs?”

“Sure, yeah,” he said.

Cori offered a hand and pulled him upright. He was wobbly when he climbed down from her massage table and almost toppled when he bent over to grab his shorts. Steve dressed while Cori packed up her gear in a rush. She was ready to go, unsure how to interact with a client after she jerked him off. Cori didn’t want to make it awkward.

In her rush, she almost forgot the last bit of business. He still had to sign off on her work tablet. She smiled apologetically when she asked him. It felt like a mood killer. Steve was happy to do it. He would have done anything she wanted.

Steve walked her to the door, and she hugged him like she always did. Cori was a hugger. He hung onto her this time, holding her tight, their whole bodies pressed together. The contact made her heart race as if she needed another reminder of how horny she was. Steve promised to book another appointment soon through the app.

Cori didn’t masturbate at the curb in front of his house. She waited to touch herself until she was out of his neighborhood before, rubbing through her leggings. She’d soaked through her panties and leggings. She felt the heat radiating from her throbbing pussy. The light touch had her panting before she was even two blocks out of his neighborhood. She whipped the minivan into a strip mall and parked at the rear of the lot.

Being in broad daylight in the front seat of her family minivan didn’t slow Cori down at all. She shoved her hand inside her leggings, but was so close that she didn’t bother slipping into her panties. Her orgasm was right there. Cori tried biting her lip, but it was so overwhelming that she still shrieked when she came. The sudden, violent climax ripped through her like a summer storm, leaving her breathless. The minivan windows were fogged over.

Cori began laughing and couldn’t stop.
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Dylan stared at the text from his wife: He said yes! About to do it. Wanted to say I love you before my hands are too sticky to text. He locked in on About to do it. His wife of nineteen years was about to jerk off another man. As if that weren’t mind-boggling enough, she was doing it for money. Cori was going to come home a hundred bucks richer. Pretty good money for a few flicks of the wrist.

He was so hard it hurt. Shifting in her office chair didn’t help. Nothing did. Work wasn’t enough of a distraction. Dylan monitored for incoming trouble tickets, but all he could think about was another man’s cock in Cori’s hand. His routine maintenance wasn’t getting done today. Those four little words kept ringing through his head.

About to do it.

Time had stopped, and he read the timestamp on her text to get his bearings. Over ten minutes had passed since Cori sent that text. His pretty, sweet, tomboyish wife had her hand on another man’s dick while Dylan sat there losing his mind. Or was she finished already? She was very good with her hands.

Cori had been honing her technique to perfection on Dylan over the last few weeks. He would have killed to have her there right then because his cock felt like it was going to burst. He needed relief. The knife twisted in his gut when he realized that he was going to have to take care of himself because his wife was busy with another man’s dick.

The realization was confirmation that Dylan was twisted in some irredeemable way. Instead of being consumed by anger and disgust, he hauled out his prick and tugged it. He felt sick. The twisting of the hot knife in his gut had him nearly doubled over, but he only pumped his cock faster.

I let this go too far. Fuck. God, help me, he thought. Is this the first step in losing Cori forever?

Dylan didn’t know which would be worse—if she left him for a handsome, wealthy, hung client, or if she became so disturbed by his weird kink that she never saw him the same again. Cori had insisted that could never happen, just as he insisted he wouldn’t see her differently when she started jerking men off for money. But how could they really know what their reactions would be until it actually happened? Neither of them had a crystal ball. And yet, none of that slowed him down. He pumped more lotion from the bottle that had become a permanent addition to his desk and slicked his cock.

The lotion wasn’t there for watching porn on company time. He didn’t need porn anymore. Jessy Dean videos were hot, but picturing his wife at work was all the jerk-off material he needed. He closed his eyes and saw Cori standing beside a client on her table, his giant cock in both her hands. The image was so vivid because he’d seen how she’d dressed for work that day.

Cori flaunting her body like that did unholy things to him. The tight little top she’d intentionally shrunk was incredible. She was wearing makeup—dark eyeliner and lipstick—something she never did for work. Dylan had always liked it when men noticed his wife, but she’d never put it out there the way she was now. And knowing that she was going to shove it in some guy’s face, making him hard as steel, and that she’d then take care of the hard cock, was almost too much for him.

The visceral urge to grab his wife, throw her down, and claim her was all-consuming.

The plan was for Cori to jerk off her client today, but as Dylan worked his cock, he imagined lipstick smeared up and down this cock’s thick, veiny shaft. The client’s cock was massive in Dylan’s mind’s eye. Cori could hardly stretch her lips around it, and she struggled to suck much at all. She was a drooling mess while she tried to stuff more meat into her mouth. Dylan came with violence force, finishing into a tissue he hastily grabbed.

As the heat faded, the shame crept in. He was a grown man with masturbation supplies—lotion and a box of tissues—on his desk. If only that had been the worst of it. He had so many reasons to be ashamed.

Leaning back in his chair, Dylan tried to justify his behavior and talk himself off the ledge. Cori was not going to leave him for a client. They loved each other and had too much history together. She wouldn’t do that to the kids. Cori was too practical for that. But the fears kept creeping in.

Even if she didn’t leave, their marriage could never be the same again. His wife was jerking off guys for money. That wasn’t the Cori he married. He didn’t judge her for it. He’d encouraged it. But what if she turned on him for pimping her out for his own kink? Dylan sipped his Coke to steady his nerves. It was heavily adulterated with Jack Daniels. He knew that day drinking was a bad sign, but it was that or one of the gummies from his nightstand drawer. An Indica gummy would chill him out, but he was sure Cori would be pissed if she came home to find him high.

When had life gotten so complicated? He missed the old days, before the kids, when they’d play hooky on a beautiful afternoon to go for a hike, get stoned, and fuck in the woods. Everything had been so simple then.

Dylan couldn’t just sit there. He’d lose his mind waiting to hear from Cori. He had to talk to someone, and the answer was obvious. Seth Donovan was more her friend than his, but he was in a unique position to understand. Dylan had always been a little jealous of the guy because he was part of her old high school crew and they’d hooked up back then. The Donovans’ current lifestyle had always made Seth feel like a threat, but he needed someone to talk to.

Seth was a stay-at-home dad, which meant he was usually around. He’d moved from full-time journalism to freelance writing when the kids were born. Dylan wouldn’t come right out and tell Seth what he and Cori had fallen into, but he could hint around it. He texted Seth to see if he was available and left a note for the kids that he was going out.
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The Donovans lived about twenty minutes away in a tonier development than the Lynches. Dylan mostly shared his wife’s disdain for McMansions, but he did envy their friends’ house. The extra room must be nice. He wished they had that great room for entertaining. And he would have killed for the Donovans’ hot tub.

He’d heard the stories. That hot tub had seen a lot of action over the year. Seth and Andi didn’t flaunt their lifestyle, but Dylan had heard enough through Cori that he knew what went on at their parties. Dylan and Cori had never been over for those parties, but even at the parties for their vanilla friends, couples seemed to split and drunkenly pair off with others at the end of the night. The Lynches had always insisted that wasn’t for them, but now Dylan wondered if they’d been fooling themselves.

Seth welcomed Dylan in and back through to the great room. It was too brisk to sit out on the deck. Mid-October in Kingston was fickle. It could be as low as forty-five one day but pushing eighty on another. This was one of the cooler days. Seth offered him a beverage, and Dylan resisted the urge to ask for a beer or something stiffer, even though he was screaming on the inside. The storm in his gut would not calm, but he tried to keep a placid exterior and asked for water. His hand shook when he twisted off the cap.

“It feels like forever since we saw you guys. We need to get together,” Seth said, sipping from a glass of iced tea.

“I know you’re as busy with kid stuff as we are, and things are jumbled from Cori going back to work. We’re still figuring out schedules.”

“Cori’s said how much she loves the job. I think it’s great for her to get out there again.”

“She really loves it. She was born to take care of people,” Dylan said, reflecting that she was taking very good care of another man that very afternoon. When his eyes closed, Cori’s mouth was full of cock. “But it’s an adjustment for the family.”

“I can imagine. I know it’s not a 9-5 gig, but it’s still scheduled. I’m so used to working whenever I want that I’d lose my mind if I had to go back to any kind of schedule. Cori deserves a lot of credit for diving back into the working world.”

“Yeah, she does,” Dylan agreed. “I’m glad she found something she’s passionate about.” Cock, he thought. “We’re getting through. I make dinner most nights. I have to pick up the slack around the house, but I don’t mind. She does. I can’t stay on top of everything the way she does.”

“And I’m sure she lets you know it. Cori doesn’t hold back, does she?” Seth laughed. “But I’m sure she appreciates the support.”

Is she holding back right now? Was she so horny from handling that fuck that she decided to fuck her client? It was too easy for Dylan to imagine.

“She does. But all of that is why I’m here. You know Cori as well as anyone.”

“I like to think so. And yeah, I thought something must be on your mind if you’re reaching out to me. It’s not like we hangout without Cori around. No offense.”

“None taken.”

Dylan didn’t know where to start because he didn’t know how much he wanted to share. Telling one of Cori’s oldest friends that she was turning tricks was off the table. He felt guilty when he framed it that way. Turning tricks was unfair. But Seth did understand what it was like for your wife to be with other men, and he’d figured out a way to live with it. Dylan thought he had a way to work around the truth and put it on himself.

“I know this is going to sound kind of shitty, but I’ve got an issue with the kind of work Cori is doing. I didn’t think it would bother me, but it does. She’s not doing anything wrong. I know that. She’s helping people…” Helping them with their hard-ons… “but she’s also putting her hands on other guys. And I guess I feel a certain way about that.”

“I’ll admit it, I was surprised when Cori told me what she’d be doing and said you were cool with it. It’s not like an office job or even waiting tables. She’s putting her hands on people all day, and some of them are guys. Sure, she’s not a stripper or selling herself, but it’s a thing. I get that. Not a lot of guys would be comfortable with that—especially with how Cori is.”

“How she is?” Dylan asked, eyes narrowing. Is he calling her a slut? Seth would know. He was back there in her high school days, when Cori hooked up with every cute guy she came across.

“She’s just very warm and friendly. You know what I mean. And she’s hot. I can tell you that, right? It’s not a secret. So, even if she’s above board, guys are going to get ideas, especially if she’s touching them. Shit. Am I making this worse?”

Dylan reined it in because he didn’t want to overreact. He came to Seth, after all, but the man knew he had something of a jealous streak. He’d even alluded to it. Years ago, Cori went away for the weekend to a music festival with the guys, while Dylan stayed home with the baby. The whole crew was crammed into a single hotel room, which meant that she would be sharing one of those beds with someone. Dylan had a problem with all of it, but the idea that she might end up in a bed with Seth in particular. Cori did not want to hear about his issues. It was simple for her. Either Dylan trusted her, or he didn’t. When she came home that Sunday night, she insisted nothing had happened, and he believed her because Cori wasn’t a liar.

“No, you’re not. None of this is about you. I came to you because I thought maybe it was close enough to the…uhmm…things and you Andi do, and I could pick your brain.”

“You mean because we’re poly?” Seth laughed.

“Yeah…”

“Does this mean you and Cori…”

“No,” Dylan abruptly replied. “This is just about her work. I thought…uh…Cori is touching guys, and so does Andi…”

Seth laughed harder. “I don’t think it’s the same thing at all, but sure, I’ll help if I can, Dylan. We don’t label anything. When it started, we would just hang out with like-minded people and see what happened. But as time went on, things changed, and now it’s a bit more than that. Andi and I are both seeing people. It’s not so much about hooking up with other people—or mostly about it, anyway. Does that make sense?”

“Yeah, like, I get it…”

“So, it’s nothing like what Cori is doing. She’s a massage therapist.”

Seth smiled patiently, like he was trying to explain something to a child. He could be condescending like that, which was another reason Dylan had never gotten closer to him. He was actually closer to Andi, but he needed a guy’s perspective on this.

“I get all that,” Dylan replied, pushing down his annoyance. “But Andi is touching other guys. Shit, she’s doing a lot more than touching. How are you cool with that? Like, doesn’t it drive you crazy when she’s out there, and you’re just sitting at home waiting?”

“I don’t own Andi. On some level, it’s as simple as that. Yeah, she’s going out, and she’s with other men, but she loves me. By the way, it’s not just guys. Andi is very open. But I know she’s coming home to me. Don’t you trust Cori? Even if some guy does get a hard-on, you know that she can handle that, right?”

“Yeah, Cori knows how to handle that.” And that’s the problem, Dylan thought.

“And I’m sure most of her clients are women anyway. Do a lot of guys get therapeutic massages? If a guy is doing that, isn’t he going to a massage parlor for a happy ending?”

Seth got a dumb look on his face, and Dylan knew he was picturing Cori giving some hot woman a rubdown. Dylan had the same exact dirty thoughts when she started. But then it morphed into his dream of her being a jerk-off queen. But it was that look on Seth’s face that had always made him uncomfortable about his wife being alone with Seth. The man still wanted to fuck his wife. Dylan was sure of it. The Donovans had a no friends policy when it came to hooking up, but Dylan still didn’t completely trust him. Cori’s honest nature was the only reason he’d made any peace with the situation.

“If you trust her and you love her, you’ve just got to get over it. It’s just a job. Cori is working. And if she knew that you were reducing her job to something sexual, like she was giving happy endings, she’d kill you. You know that, right?”

Dylan almost laughed out loud. Seth had accidentally stumbled over the truth.

“I get it. She’s my wife. I know her better than anyone. But don’t you get why I feel weird about this? It’s a job, and it’s therapeutic, but Cori is still putting her hands on guys all day. It’s not the same as Andi, she’s not sucking dick, but I still feel a certain way about it.”

“Whoa, okay, man. No need to go there. I get it. Cori is going out and putting her hands on guys, and I’m sure they’re having all kinds of dirty thoughts—getting hard—whether she encourages it or not. You don’t have the same…outlook…as I do on this stuff, so it’s hard for you to think about. Okay.”

“That’s it. Her work is therapeutic. I know it is. But putting her hand on these guys is still inherently sexual, no matter how she does it. Cori’s hot. They’re having thoughts about her. I’m sure they’re getting hard.”

“But it doesn’t matter because she’s not going to do anything with it when they get hard. This is Cori we’re talking about. She’d probably smack a guy in the dick and tell him to get dressed. She’s not going to do anything just because a guy got hard. This problem is all in your head, man. You’re thinking about Cori handling guys because she’s handling guys.”

“Yeah, that’s the problem.”

“And you like it.”

Seth just laid it out there. It wasn’t a question. He saw right through Dylan. All he could think about was denying it, but then what was the point of coming to Seth? He wasn’t going to get any wisdom if he didn’t share something.

“Okay, I guess part of me does. And I don’t know what to do with that. I think about things happening…and Cori doing things…and I don’t know how to handle that. You’re not just neutral about Andi going out and doing shit, are you?”

Seth grinned and sipped his iced tea. “Guys should be able to talk about this stuff more, right? We’re all so guarded with each other. We’re afraid of looking like pussies or perverts, but we’re all thinking the same things. I’m honored you opened up to me like this.”

Dylan internally rolled his eyes. Typical Seth to make it about him. It felt like Seth was talking about everything but the thing.

“Yeah, I dig it when Andi’s fucking someone else. I’m usually doing my own thing too, but when I look over and see the ecstasy on her face while some dude is giving it to her good, or she comes home and tells me about a date, it’s hot. I love that other guys find Andi sexy and want to do her. I guess you feel the same way about Cori, right? Guys definitely think she’s sexy.”

“Yeah, I do. It was never in my head before, but now that she’s out there and touching guys—even if it’s not sexual—it’s impossible to ignore. I’m a guy. I know what they’re thinking. I don’t care how professional she is.”

“I was trying to be nice, but yeah, any guy Cori works on is going to be thinking about fucking her. I don’t know how they’ll relax at all. And some of them will push it to see if she’ll do anything. That’s how we are. We’re fucking animals. I’m not saying it’s right, but that’s the truth.”

“Yeah.”

The conversation was not making Dylan feel any better. The eagerness in Seth’s voice confirmed all of his worst fears. Now that they’d established the situation, the only question was whether he’d set Cori on a slippery slope. How long before she was bent over that massage table? Could he ever just roll with it the way Seth was cool with Andi fucking other guys?

“But listen, this is all in your head. Cori is not going to fuck her clients.”

“Right.”

“But hear me out, Dylan. Now that you have the bug, maybe consider encouraging her.”

“What?”

“If the fantasy is so hot for you, maybe you guys should try the real thing. I’ll be honest, the first time is like a punch in the face, but once you get over that, it’s fucking hot, man.

“Seth…”

“Once you’re into it, the jealousy fades. Mostly. And then you’ll feel something else. We call it compersion in the lifestyle. Instead of being pissed that she’s fucking someone else, you’ll learn to be happy that she’s happy. You’ll take pleasure in her pleasure. It’s not even sexual, really. It just means you love her and want her to be happy.”

“I don’t know about that…”

“When she’s out working, what exactly do you think about Cori doing with these guys? Is it happy endings? I know that’s obvious. But do you want her to do more than that?”

“I didn’t say I want her to do anything.”

“Yeah, I know, but what is it?”

Seth was all lit up. He seemed as excited about Cori fucking her clients as her husband was, and Dylan hated it. She wasn’t Seth’s to have dirty thoughts about. Dylan was aware that he was fine with Baines perving out on Cori, but Seth doing it made him want to punch the man. But Seth got it in a way Baines couldn’t. Dylan couldn’t have this conversation with his best friend.

“The stereotypical massage stuff. Do I have to spell it out?” Dylan asked. “Happy endings…I don’t know…more… Other things…”

“I get it. It’s Psych 101. The whole Madonna-Whore thing. Cori’s the good wife, she’s a perfect mom to the kids, but then she goes to work, and it’s hot to think she’s got this other side, like she’s jerking off guys, maybe blowing them, and she’s so good at it they’re paying her. And she likes it. It’s not just work for her. Maybe if they offer enough, she’s spreading her legs. Cori loves to fuck.”

Dylan held his breath. Seth said it, Cori loves to fuck, like they had an understanding. Like they were bros. He wanted to slap Seth, but maybe they were bros on some level? They had the same kink. He thought Andi was hot. She had great tits. Maybe he should tell Seth what he’d like to do to Andi?

“Sure. My head goes there,” he admitted, choosing to leave Andi out of it.

“I think all of us want our wives to be a whore on some level. It’s just hot to think about.”

Dylan really wished Seth would stop saying whore in reference to Cori. “Sure, that’s part of it, Cori being so sexual that everything is on the table… Is that how you feel about Andi?”

“A little bit, but not really. Andi’s always been free with her body, so it’s not like she’s going out and becoming someone else.”

“Cori’s been free with her body, too.”

Seth chuckled. “You’re talking about that stuff back when we were teenagers? Yeah, man, everyone was hooking up with everyone else, but that’s not really the same. It was just kids getting stoned and drunk and horny and hooking up. Maybe it seems like more to you because you weren’t around back then, but it was just standard stuff, man. And it’s not who Cori is now anyway. That was like a thousand years ago.”

Dylan knew Seth was right, but at the root of all this for him was that he hadn’t been there back in Cori’s wild days with her crew. He’d never known that Cori, which made it easy to build things up in his mind. The idea of her getting drunk and going off into the woods with whoever wanted her every weekend wasn’t true, but it was always what he’d imagined, and he liked that slutty fantasy of Cori.

They’d never had the talk about their numbers before they met. Dylan wanted to know, but he didn’t. Cori couldn’t care less about that stuff. He’d never wanted her to fuck other men, but it was hot knowing that deep down she was capable of it. And now he was confronting it happening in real life. Cori was very capable.

“Okay, Cori and Andi aren’t the same, but you still need to deal with her going out and fucking, right? I don’t believe you’re 100% a-okay with that.”

Seth avoided his eyes. He’d hit a nerve.

“Listen, it stings a little when Andi meets someone knew and she’s really into it. Sometimes she’s glowing like she’s never been fucked so good before. It makes me want to reassert myself. But we have an agreement. I just trust she’s not going to let it get in the way of our real lives. We have an understanding that as long as our extracurricular stuff doesn’t get in the way of our home life, it’s all good. She does her thing, and I do mine. It’s not like I’m staying home. I go out and fuck, too.”

“You’re cooler than me, Seth. These things in my head have me questioning everything I believe about marriage and being a man.”

“That’s silly, man. You’re into what you’re into. Nobody can judge you for that. If you’re okay with it and Cori’s okay with it, you’re good. Just make sure you’re on the same page. Right now, I’m in more of a poly place. I have a girlfriend. But Andi is all about the excitement of new dick. She’s always wanted to chase that high. We each know where the other is at, and we’re good with it. I think you’d be cool with Cori doing stuff with other guys, but you wouldn’t be into her dating. If you decide to talk to her about this, make that clear, and be sure she’s good with that.

Dylan snorted. “I didn’t say that. I don’t know that I’d be okay with any of this actually taking place,” he lied. But the truth was in there.

Cori had jerked off a client today, and while the dark, dirty side of him wanted it, Dylan wasn’t sure he was okay with it. That was what he had to figure out. Was the problem Cori doing it, or was the real problem that he couldn’t accept that he wanted her to? Seth hadn’t been very helpful on that front so far.

“Does Cori know? Have you told her any of this?”

“She does. It doesn’t bother her,” Dylan admitted, thinking that was the understatement of the year.

Seth nodded. “That’s the Cori I know. Nothing phases her. She’s so open-minded. I love that about her, just like I’m sure you do. She just came out and asked me what was up with Andi and me. It wasn’t like I volunteered that we’re in an open marriage. Cori just sensed something was different about us and came out and asked me. I think she thought I was cheating, but the point is that she wasn’t shy about confronting me. And when I explained it to her, she was so cool about it. She was curious about how it worked, kind of like you now, but I never got any judgment from her.”

“Yeah, that’s Cori. She didn’t judge me. I was afraid she might, but Cori embraced it.”

Dylan hated the look on Seth’s face, like he had some inherent understanding that her husband didn’t. He almost considered that Cori had already confessed all of this to her old friend. Dylan couldn’t stand the thought. But it couldn’t be. This wasn’t something she would be eager to have out there. She wasn’t going to tell Seth that she was selling hand jobs.

“That’s the Cori I know. Nothing phases her. She might even like it. Is she open to indulging you?”

“We didn’t get that far,” Dylan said. Don’t get any fucking ideas. It will never be you.

“Tell me if I’m wrong, but it sounds like the only real problem here is one you’re having with yourself. Cori started this job, and the thought of her touching other men took your mind to some new places. You like it, but you don’t. Cori doesn’t have any problem with it. You need to make peace with liking what you like.

“Stop being trapped by society’s programming. That’s why you dislike this part of yourself, man. But no one’s getting hurt. Let go of it, seriously. If you do that and explore it, you might find a whole lot out about yourself, Dylan. And Cori, too.”

Dylan wanted to tell him it wasn’t that easy, but he couldn’t without making a full confession. He could deal if it was just thoughts. He and Cori had talked that through, and while he still found his own urges weird, he’d accepted them. Wanting Cori to actually do things was different.

“I know you’re right. I should just roll with it. Let me ask you something else. Would you be okay if Andi was doing stuff and you weren’t?”

“That’s more of a hotwife scene. It’s not my thing, but I don’t judge it.”

“What’s that?”

“Sort of like swinging, but only the wife is with other people, usually because the husband gets off on it. Is that where your head is at? You haven’t said where you are in any of this.”

“I’ve only thought about her doing stuff with clients, so no, I’m not involved.”

“Let me ask you this, then. If she did that, or if she was with a guy in another way, would you also want to be with another woman?”

“We’re not swingers, Seth.”

“Okay. Chill out, man. You’re in that general headspace, though. Do any of these thoughts you have involve you with someone else, or is it just her?”

“It’s only been her,” Dylan admitted.

Seth nodded thoughtfully, and he felt he was being judged. Seth said that wasn’t his scene. Did he think Dylan was less of a man because he was only thinking about Cori and other men, but not about getting his own dick wet? Dylan found it bizarre. Why shouldn’t Seth?

“So, you wouldn’t be okay with Andi going out with people if you weren’t?”

“There have been times she’s had someone else, and I didn’t. That’s not uncommon in open arrangements. I get jealous if she’s going out and having fun, and I’m left at home to take care of the kids. I think it works best if there’s balance—if we’re both doing our thing. I wouldn’t shut Andi down if I was between girls, but it would probably motivate me to get moving and get out there. But don’t judge yourself against me, man. Your thing is your thing. You do you, man. If you can embrace it, you have no idea what you might be open to. You might just want to take it out of your head and into reality.”

“I told you, Seth…”

“Right, you’re not swingers. I got it. But once your mind starts going places, you never know where you’re going to end up.”

Dylan was trying to think of a witty response to shut Seth down when his phone vibrated in his pocket. He checked it and found a text from Cori: Get home now! I need you!

“That’s Cori,” he said. “Gotta go.”

“When Cori calls, you’d better hop to, man. I know it,” Seth agreed, grinning.

Dylan hated that grin. He hated all the things Seth knew about his wife.
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Dylan whipped his car into the driveway, parking behind Cori’s minivan. Her text said to meet her in the garage. Neither of them parked their cars in the garage because it was used for storage, clogged with all manner of debris of suburban life: bicycles, lawn furniture, outdoor games, gardening tools, a lawnmower, their beach gear, and skis and snowboards. Cori did her best to keep it organized, but family chaos worked against her. Dylan went to the side door and slipped inside.

The last rays of daylight came in through the windows at the top of the garage door, but the overhead light was off, leaving the garage dim and moody. Dylan whispered Cori’s name and squinted, trying to find her among all the junk stored there. She grabbed his arm, yanking him to the right. He was pulled into a kiss. Cori’s tongue snaked into his mouth as he tried to speak. Dylan caught on and wrapped his arms around her. Masturbating earlier had done nothing to slake his lust. He needed her. Her ass was nice and firm in his hands. Cori ground against him, pushing her taut stomach against his hard-on. He’d sprung to steel the moment she kissed him.

Cori walked backward, pulling him with her until she was backed up against their chest freezer. She pulled at the button holding his chinos closed. He swore he felt her heart pounding through her chest. Dylan was terribly excited and wanted her badly, but why were they doing it in the garage? He wanted to spread her out on their bed.

“Why here?” he asked.

“Kids are home,” she panted, freeing his button and pulling down his chinos. “If we both sprinted past them, they’d know what we’re doing, and you worry about that. We can do it here. They don’t know we’re home yet.”

“Unless they look outside,” Dylan replied, pulling off her tight shirt and tossing it to the floor. He tried groping her breasts, and when he couldn’t feel anything through her heavily padded bra, he unsnapped it and tossed it to the floor, too.

Cori had started grabbing him through his boxers, but stopped. She stared at him, her blue eyes blazing, even in the dim light. “Do you want to stop?”

“Fuck no, Cor.”

“Good. Now do me.”

Dylan pushed his boxers and chinos to his ankles while Cori wriggled out of her black leggings and thong. A wicked idea flashed: was this the second time his wife had stripped today? She was only supposed to give a hand job, but what if she got turned on and things got out of control? Dylan knew better than anyone how Cori could be when she was super horny.

Stripping in the garage with the kids right in the house was a perfect example. But her burning need to fuck now suggested she hadn’t crossed that line. She needed it because she was horny but hadn’t done anything. He believed she’d been good, but there was that part of him that wished she hadn’t been. Dylan pressed his fingers between her thighs and found she was soaked. He took her by the waist and boosted her up onto the edge of the chest freezer.

They kissed frantically and reached for each other. Cori’s hands were between them, down below, feeling for his cock, while Dylan wound her hair in his fingers and teased her tits with the other hand. He plucked at her nipples, and she moaned into their kiss. Cori held him and fitted his head to her slick folds. She pulled her lips from his with a gasp and pleaded, “Stop fucking around and put it in me. I don’t need…”

Cori’s sentence stalled with a gasp when he shoved inside her. She hissed a sibilant yesss when he buried to the hilt, his balls tapping the side of the chest freezer. She locked her legs around his waist and pinned him inside her.

Dylan couldn’t move but didn’t need to. Cori worked her hips, pushing at him while using her core to massage his meat inside her. Dylan gritted his teeth and just held back from crying out. The kitchen was just beyond, and if either of their kids were in there, he’d be heard. He gripped Cori’s face with both hands and forcefully kissed her. He’d never wanted to possess his wife so badly in his life. She’d been playing with another man’s cock, and now he needed to replant his flag, which was at full staff.

“Fuck, Cori. You’re on fire,” he grunted.

“You know why,” she panted.

“You were bad…”

“Yeah…”

“Jerked off your client…”

“He paid me to. I had to do it. Mmm…”

“You wanted to, Cori.”

“Yesss… You wanted me to do it.”

“Yes,” he agreed.

Dylan pulled loose so he could fuck her. He slipped his arms under her knees, tilting Cori back, and she held onto the sides of the chest freezer. He wasn’t so much taller than her, but he loomed over her in the semi-darkness. He felt power surging through him. Odd that Cori jerking off a stranger made him feel more powerful. He began pounding into her, grunting with every stab. Her little tits jiggled every time he thrust. Dylan thought of how she’d displayed them for her client. Next time she should go braless, he thought.

“Did he like your outfit?” he asked, thrusting.

“Yeah…couldn’t…stop…staring…”

“You loved that, Cori. Loved him staring at your tits—your ass.”

“Yeah, babe… I knew he…wanted me…”

“Staring at your body…hard before you touched him…”

“Yeah…babe…he wanted it…”

The chest freezer began to rock and scrape on the concrete floor. It was thunderously loud in the still garage, but Dylan only sped up. He was lost in the moment, worries about being discovered forgotten. He pictured this man ogling his wife, getting hard when she laid hands on him. How many times had this guy dreamed of Cori touching his dick, and now she was doing it? Dylan was weirdly jealous. He was the one fucking her now, but he wanted to be in that guy’s position, being teased and then rewarded.

“Bad enough to pay for it,” Dylan taunted, tightening his grip on the backs of her thighs.

“Yeah…couldn’t get the…money…fast…enough…ahh…babe…”

“Uhn…Cori…you’re so hot…love that…love that you…you’re…”

“Say it, babe…say it…”

Dylan didn’t know exactly what he meant. He wasn’t exactly thinking clearly. His mind was in two places. He was there in the garage, fucking his wife so hard that sweat beaded on his forehead despite the chill in the air, but he was in the room, watching his wife jerk off a stranger. Dylan boosted onto his tiptoes to drive it down into her. His balls slapped her ass. He heard her wet heat sloshing around his piston as he took her. Cori’s cries were getting loud—too loud. She was about to come. He was close.

“Tell me…tell me what I am…” she moaned.

“Cori…”

“Say it!” she demanded, fire in her eyes. Suddenly, he read her mind. It all clicked.

“You’re a whore! Uhn…fuck…Cor…you’re a whore…”

“Yes! He paid me…oh god, babe…he paid me…I jerked him off…”

“He touched you…” Dylan guessed, hoping.

“Yes…he paid me…he touched me…he wanted more…”

“Where Cor? Where did he touch you?” Dylan panted. He hated how desperate he sounded. His balls tightened. It was too much. His fantasies were all happening.

“Ahh…my ass…my tits…touched me everywhere babe…”

“He wanted more?”

“Yeah, babe…he was so hard…”

“Big dick?”

“Yeah…so big…thick…”

Dylan groaned. He loved and hated hearing it. His wife had a huge dick in her hands today—a dick that wasn’t his.

“He wanted your mouth on him. Wanted you to blow him, didn’t he, Cori?”

“Yeah…yeah…I’m sure he did…”

“You wanted to…”

Something dark passed over her face. Cori almost answered instinctively, but held back. Even in her ecstasy, he saw it. Dylan knew her too well, in a way no other man could. That’s why she was his, no matter what she did with someone else.

“Babe…do you…like…having…a whore…wife…”

Cori was so close that she could hardly get the words out. Her moans were dangerously loud. At least the chest freezer stopped screeching on the floor. It was backed against a wall stud, but now it was rhythmically thumping the wall.

“Yeah…oh fuck yeah, Cori… I love you being a whore…”

“Ahh…yeah…babe…yeah…”

“My…fucking…whore…wife…”

Dylan punctuated each word with a power thrust, and on the last one, he detonated, his balls pulling tight and delivering their load. His essence rushed through his shaft and filled her juicing, grasping pussy. Cori shrieked. He plastered his hand over her mouth, and she bit his palm. Dylan cursed but kept it there. She arched her back, locking her legs around him again, and lifted her butt off the chest freezer. Her body spasmed as she came like she was possessed and lost control of her body. Cori finally slackened and settled back onto the chest freezer, tearing his hand from her mouth.

“Can’t…fucking…breathe…” Cori gasped. She kept her legs locked around him, and the little tremors rocking her body gave him chills. God, she was a sexy woman. Cori licked her dry lips and laughed. She often laughed after an intense orgasm. She said, “Are you trying to kill me?”

“It would be easy to hide the body. The freezer’s right here,” he joked.

“You’d have to dump the industrial-sized bag of fries in there.”

“Hey, sex like that makes a guy hungry.”

“You’re not the only one.”

Cori kissed him hard. “I love you so much, you know that, right?”

“Of course, I know that. You’d never put up with me if you didn’t love me.”

“Good point. You still love me… After this…”

“I’ve never loved you more, Cor. I know it sounds silly because we’ve been together for so long, but it’s like I’m seeing you for the first time again.” He thought about his conversation with Seth, about her days with her old crew before they met. “It’s like I’m seeing a side of you I’ve never seen before.”

Cori laughed. “The slutty side? The side that gives handys for money?”

“Yeah, that side.” Dylan laughed too. “I guess this means today was a success?”

“It was. It was exactly what I expected, but completely different. At first, I thought I’d really fucked up, and Steve was going to report me, but he was totally into it. I think he just couldn’t believe what I was offering. Once he got it, he was all in. I mean, he was mentally undressing me the moment I walked in.”

“Of course, he was, Cor. I think most guys do that.”

“Stop it. That’s silly.”

“You said he’s always staring at your ass.”

“He does, but I could tell he also appreciated my extra effort today. I wondered if I should have gone sluttier when I was getting ready, but this was perfect.”

“Just the right amount of sluttiness,” Dylan agreed, although he would have liked Cori to go sluttier. “He actually did touch you?”

“A little, just over my clothes. Is that okay?”

“Yeah, it’s hot, Cor. It’s all hot. It would be mean to make him keep his hands to himself.”

“Just over the clothes, though.”

“I trust you, Cor. If you had let it go further, I’d be okay with it.”

“Really?” Cori replied, surprised.

“Yeah, I mean, I think so,” he hurriedly answered.

“Is that a blank check?” she asked.

“I don’t know, Cor. We can discuss this sometime when I’m not trapped between your legs and my dick is still inside you.”

“Barely, babe. I mean, it’s done.”

“Don’t worry, he’ll be back when you tell me all about it later.”

Cori grinned. “I thought I just did.”

“Oh, I need every detail. You’re going to have to reenact it with me upstairs.”

“Am I now? I thought I’d go to bed early. I’m pretty beat.”

“Come on, Cor. Daddy still has needs. I need my taste.”

Cori laughed and kissed him. “Don’t worry, babe. I’ll take care of you. And don’t ever call yourself Daddy when we’re having sex again.”

“Thought you might like that. We are trying new things.” Dylan laughed.

“Ah, no. But if you are pimping me out, I guess I need to give you your cut. You do need your taste.”

“Now you’re talking, Cori. It’s about time you got out there on the street and started earning.”

“Funny. We really should get inside.”

“Yeah, we should,” he replied, peeling away from her.

[image: ]


“So, we really are okay?” Cori asked.

“Yeah, we are. I am. I don’t know why, but I’m good with this. Are you?” Dylan rubbed his wet mouth on the back of her hand and rolled away from her.

“It’s complicated, but I think so. I’d be okay with anything after what you just did.”

Cori was on her back on their bed, smiling and sweating, twisting her body and rubbing her thighs together as the last of the post-climax tremors vibrated through her. The bedroom was chilly, and her nipples puckered in the cold air as the heat left her body. She should have tucked under the sheet, but Cori didn’t want to move. She wanted to lie there and bask in the lingering tingles of her orgasm.

The kids had known they were home when they had their tryst in the garage. Cori thought Jack had heard them, too. He couldn’t look his mother in the eye, so he mumbled as he fled to his room. Cori still had enough decency to be embarrassed. She also felt bad for Jack. No one wanted to hear their parents having sex, and Cori’s moans had been particularly spirited. But she wouldn’t have changed a thing. Dylan should have slapped his hand over her mouth sooner.

Grace made a few sarcastic comments when they sat together for dinner. Cori wondered if Jack told Grace he’d overheard their gross parents, as she didn’t think Grace could have overheard them from her room. Jack continued to be awkward through dinner, and for once, Cori was glad he inhaled his food and excused himself from the table early. Grace was in no such rush. She seemed to enjoy tormenting her parents. Cori didn’t rise to the bait, and Dylan ignored it. He was lost in his head. Cori was dying to know what her husband was thinking.

Dylan’s thoughts weren’t completely opaque. The erotic tension between them suggested what he was thinking about. He kept finding ways to brush against Cori as they cleared the table after dinner and finally pulled her into a kiss by the sink. Caressing followed, and for a moment, she thought they might get it on again right there. Cori was game, but Dylan pushed her away when she tried to get into his pants.

They turned in early, and Dylan was clear what he wanted the moment he closed and locked their bedroom door. Cori wanted them to just strip and pick up where they left off in the garage, but Dylan wanted a blow-by-blow re-enactment of what she’d done with Steve. She wanted sex, but agreed, knowing she owed it to him. After their tryst in the garage, she’d taken a shower and changed into comfy sweats, but Cori changed back into her pushup bra, shrunken work polo, and a new pair of black leggings.

Cori was not about to fetch her massage table from the car and took care of Dylan on the bed instead. But everything else was as close to her treatment of Steve as possible. Cori answered her husband’s every breathless question as she narrated her first hand job for money. She tried reading Dylan’s reaction to see if she’d shocked him, but he was too deep into her story to show anything but extreme lust. He was especially excited when Cori told him how Steve had touched her and put his hands where Steve’s had been.

Dylan didn’t last as long as her client. He came fast, and he was spent. Cori was not going to be coaxing life back into his cock, which was disappointing. Recounting the treatment for her husband had Cori drenched by the time Dylan’s jizz oozed out over her pumping fist. Cori didn’t need to worry about getting hers, though. Dylan pushed her right onto her back and brought her to a squirming, panting orgasm with his tongue and fingers. His renewed interest in going down on her was one of the favorite side effects of her new side gig.

His question didn’t have a simple answer. Cori was good with what she’d done, but she wasn’t entirely comfortable about being good with it, and deep down, she still didn’t understand why Dylan was so much more than good with it. They were in weird, kinky territory, and she wished she understood it better.

“I’m good,” she replied. “It’s not such a big deal, right? It was just a hand job.”

Dylan laughed, and it sounded like stress relief. “I guess it’s not a big deal that my wife gave another guy a hand job—for money.”

“That doesn’t sound like you’re all good, babe.”

“No, I really am. On a scale of flirting to fucking, a hand job is somewhere in the middle, closer to flirting than a blowjob would be, and it was work. It’s not like you have a boyfriend. I couldn’t handle that.”

“I don’t want a boyfriend, babe. But I do need to know you’re okay with this. If you think this was all a big mistake, please tell me now.”

“No, I don’t think it was a mistake at all,” he answered, rushing out the words. “Sorry, you know I can run off at the mouth when I’m trying to process things. This is why I don’t like it when you make me talk about my feelings. But you’re right, we need to talk about this stuff. It wasn’t a mistake. It’s incredible, Cor. It’s weird, but it’s incredible, and I think the weird part just takes some processing. I have no context for this because it’s not something I ever considered possible.”

“But you like it. I know you like it,” she said, reaching over to caress his spent prick. She touched it like a talisman.

Dylan grinned. “Yeah, Cor. I don’t think I’ve been hiding that. It’s hot. It turns me on like nothing else. If you want to keep doing this, I want you to do it. You don’t need to worry about that.”

“And you don’t see me differently now?” Cori felt silly. It wasn’t like her to be insecure.

“Of course I do, Cor.” Dylan paused, making Cori hold her breath. He was playing with her and smiled before he continued. She wanted to slap his limp dick. “Cori, you are sexier, hotter than ever. I always knew this was inside of you, but I never really got to see it.”

“The sex worker side of me?” It was her turn to laugh.

“No. This casually sexual, loose—I meant that in a good way—side of you. I have this image of how you were before we met, and it’s like I’m seeing that girl now. And I like it. Seth told me you weren’t like what’s in my head, but to me, this kind of confirms it.”

“You say all that like it’s a positive, but I don’t know most women would take it that way. You’re lucky I understand you so well, babe. I was pretty casual about hooking up in the past, but I never did it for money. Maybe I should have. I could have cleaned up.”

“I know you could have,” Dylan replied.

There was nothing but love and admiration in his eyes. Cori felt better but caught a detail that had slipped by her. “What do you mean, Seth told you…”

Dylan looked uncertain and guilty like a teen caught sneaking in after curfew. Cori tensed. What had he done? He said, “I talked to Seth this afternoon. That’s where I was when you texted me.”

Fear and anger flared inside her. Surely, Dylan did not go to one of her oldest friends and spill their secrets—her secrets. Dylan could not be that stupid. She loved Seth and trusted him, but she did not want him to know what she was doing. The chance that all her friends would know what she was doing was too great. And even if Cori did want Seth to know, she would be the one to tell him. She turned onto her side to face her husband. Being naked did not match her sudden mood change, and she grabbed the comforter to cover herself.

“What did you say to him?” she asked evenly, trying to tamp down her anger.

“I didn’t tell him what you’re doing. I carefully avoided that,” he defensively replied. Cori kept staring at him, and he continued. “I was going crazy while you were out. It all kept running through my mind—what you were doing, what you might be doing, where things could go…”

“You knew what I was doing, Dylan. We had a plan, and I followed it. Nothing else was going to happen. Don’t you trust me?”

“I do. Of course, I do. It’s not about trust, really. It’s about the crazy places my brain goes. But you liked it, didn’t you? It wasn’t just a dispassionate transaction for you.”

“What do you mean?”

“You rushed home so horny that I had to fuck you in the garage. Obviously, jerking that guy off did it for you.”

“So sorry you had to fuck me. Don’t worry, you won’t have to fuck me again.”

“That’s not what I mean, and you know it, Cori. What I’m saying is it’s not just about the money or taking a crazy risk for you. This excites you the same way it excites me. And there’s temptation in that. It’s just human nature.”

Cori bit back her immediate response. Dylan was right, but she didn’t want to admit that, both because she was angry and because admitting that she liked acting like a whore felt so wrong. Dylan knew it, of course, he did. Cori didn’t exactly hide it, but acting it out during sex and just saying the words during a serious conversation were different things. Everything was theoretical before, but now it was all very real. It wasn’t just role play. They were doing it, and even though her husband was her closest friend, some things were difficult to say.

“Yes, it also excites me. I’m not doing this for the money. I wouldn’t give a hand job for the money unless we were going to be out on the street or something. But I can control myself. I’m not going to jump on top of some client because playing with his dick turns me on. Give me more credit than that.”

Dylan looked like he was about to say something, but changed tack. “You’re right. I know you wouldn’t just do something crazy, Cori. But the danger that you could, even if it’s only in my head, is part of it for me.”

Cori tried to be reasonable about it and accept that his fantasy of this might not align with the reality. That would be okay, if it didn’t complicate things. But Dylan was not off the hook for going to see Seth.

“You still haven’t said what you were talking to Seth about.”

“I knew I couldn’t tell him what you’re—what we’re doing, really doing—but I also needed to pick the brain of someone who might understand. Who else do we know who fits that bill but Seth?”

“Because of him and Andi,” she said. Cori hated to admit it, but it made sense. She still wished he hadn’t done it.

“Right. I just told him I was having these thoughts about you…and men…because of your job. Your regular job. Nothing about hand jobs. But I thought I could get away with it because you do touch men in your day job.”

“You told Seth that my giving professional massages is giving you perverted thoughts about other men and me?”

“Pretty much. I know it sounds weird, and a little creepy, but it’s better than the truth, right?”

“I guess.” She was not in the mood to concede anything but knew it had to be hard for Dylan to admit that to Seth. It did sound creepy if he was turned on by her doing her job, like he couldn’t control himself. She asked, “What did Seth say?”

“Talked to me about swinging, and what they’re doing. It doesn’t quite line up with what I told him, but some of the feelings are the same. He asked if I’d told you what was in my head, I said I did, and you’re cool with it. He told me to get out of my head and feel what I’m feeling. He said I’m my own worst enemy.”

“Good advice for what you told him, since I’m not a prude and I’m okay with your fantasies. Good advice for both of us, I think. I know I keep getting hung up on how I think I should feel,” Cori admitted.

“Me, too. I wonder what he would have said if he knew the real story.”

Cori dug her nails into his thigh. “He never will. No one from our real life can ever know anything.”

“Hey! I know that. I don’t want that any more than you do. Giving hand jobs for money may be bad, but I swear being the husband who gets off on you doing it is worse.”

“I don’t know about that,” she said, but he may have been right. “And you’re sure you didn’t say anything that Seth could use to figure things out?”

“I was very careful, Cor. Sorry, I guess I shouldn’t have done it, but I was going out of my mind.”

“If this is too much for you, babe…”

“No, it’s not. I can handle it, Cor. What happened today, afterward, that was intense. I can’t wait until the next time.”

Cori laughed. “You’re so sure there’s going to be a next time?”

Dylan shot her a look. “I know you, woman. You had too much fun today.”

“Maybe,” Cori conceded. “And maybe, if you’re lucky, I really will go further someday. I could always tell Janine I changed my mind about that client, Hayes Caldwell. Sounds like he expects more than just a quick handy at the end.”

“Whatever you’re comfortable with, Cor.”

“I just don’t think I want to go there. Besides, I should fly under the radar with what I’m doing. I don’t think looping Janine in on the fact that I’m open to extras is a good idea. It feels like a deal with the devil.”

“If that’s what you want, Cor.”

“You’d really be okay with me becoming some rich guy’s plaything?” Cori was skeptical.

“Hey, it could be fun, right?”

“Famous last words,” she joked, realizing it wasn’t just a joke.
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Dylan adjusted to having a sex worker wife much better than he’d have expected. One of those adjustments was being frank about what they were doing. What Cori was doing. It was still fun to use euphemisms—extras. Special treatments, rub and tug, personal relief provider—but the truth was that when Cori crossed that line, she became a sex worker.

Dylan should have been horrified. Any reasonable man would have been. A reasonable husband would have thrown his wife out at such news and called a divorce lawyer. He’d be plotting how to keep the kids away from his whore wife. No reasonable man would have encouraged his wife to become a sex worker. Dylan felt he was just as responsible for her new side gig—another euphemism—as she was.

Claiming equal responsibility was taking too much credit. He knew that. It had ultimately been Cori’s decision to do it, and he knew she wanted it at least as much as he did. Dylan liked to think she was doing it because she knew it got him off, but the truth was far more complicated than that. It was awesome that Dylan liked it, but that wasn’t the reason Cori was doing it. He knew his wife better than that.

Cori loved him and would do almost anything for him, but jerking off her clients was not on that list. She would never do it just for him. She did it because she wanted to. Something inside her wanted to push boundaries and play with other men’s dicks. She likes the attention, Baines had told him. Baines had no idea how right he was, just as Dylan had never understood just how deep the love of attention ran in her. It frightened him.

The conversation Dylan shared with Seth was the closest he’d ever come to admitting to another human being what he thought of his wife’s past. He didn’t even like admitting it to himself, because he loved her and felt like it made him a bad person.

The naked truth was that Dylan thought Cori had been kind of a slut before they met. He didn’t judge her for it in any way that mattered, but it was still an adjustment. It was one thing to accept your girlfriend had a bunch of guy friends, but quite another to live with knowing she’d hooked up with so many of those guy friends. Was it normal to hang out with guys who’d seen your girlfriend naked? Dylan used to wonder how many of those dicks had been in Cori’s mouth.

He’d survived it by turning it into a positive. She may have taken a spin with those guys, but she didn’t stop on any of them. The train kept rolling—until she met Dylan. He was the man she’d chosen to stay with. But his fascination with Cori’s slutty past had never entirely gone away. It was what he’d admitted to Seth. Part of Dylan had always wished he’d known her back then and seen her in action. He wasn’t a jealous man, but he was jealous that Seth and the others had known that side of his wife, and he didn’t.

Dylan had no choice but to confront and understand all those old feelings now and admit their dark truth. He wanted to know the slutty version of his wife because imagining it was such a powerful aphrodisiac. When he allowed his mind to truly go there, Dylan became achingly hard. Baines may have jokingly planted the seeds that Cori’s new job could be something more, but it was the dark, fertile soil of Dylan’s old fascination that made them grow and encouraged Cori to sell herself. Dylan couldn’t know if the fruit would stay sweet as it was now or turn rotten.

Cori swore she could control herself and that she wouldn’t be tempted to go too dark, but Dylan knew the risk was real, no matter what she insisted. It wasn’t a matter of trust to him, but acknowledging reality. Things had a way of snowballing and getting away from people. Cori loved the buzz of handling this first client, Steve.

How long before she craved a bigger thrill or faced a bigger temptation?

He wouldn’t blame her for being tempted. Truthfully, Dylan wouldn’t even blame her for giving in to temptation. He understood the lure of the forbidden fruit all too well. He was just as sucked in as she was. After all, Dylan’s forbidden craving was to see Cori give in to temptation. He wanted to see the version of his wife that threw caution to the wind and was utterly free with her body. Dylan knew that if that happened, he would encourage Cori to go for it, even though it scared the shit out of him. That was the crux of his dilemma: the thing Dylan wanted most both frightened and disgusted him.

Dylan looked at the time on his computer screen. Cori was probably finished with the legitimate part of her appointment with Steve. His balls ached as he thought about his wife moving on to the good part. It was her third time seeing her special client.

Steve had rebooked Cori right away after that first rub and tug, and now it was turning into a weekly appointment. Dylan expected Cori to think it was too much. She didn’t want to just think of herself as a sex worker, but Cori was enthusiastic to see Steve again. Her second appointment with him had been much more relaxed than that first time. Cori glowed when she talked about how much fun it was to play with Steve. It fed Dylan’s excited paranoia.

Cori hummed as she got ready that morning, not hiding her excitement to see Steve again. Dylan commented on it, and she flushed red, embarrassed. Dylan felt bad about that when she rushed to assure him that it was still just business. Cori enjoyed her side gig, that was all.

He told her he was just as excited as she was, which was the truth. He just had an undercurrent of worry that he didn’t see in his wife. The crazy thing was that Cori told him over and over that Steve wasn’t even really her type. He was just an average guy, she insisted. Dylan had his doubts, but if that was true, how would she react to a client she was truly attracted to?

Steve was not her first appointment that day, and she planned to speak to him about it. Cori wanted Steve to book on the days he was her only client. He was third in line that day, and since she didn’t have time to run home, she carried a change of clothes with her. She would change in the minivan between appointments.

Dylan laughed and said it was like her old clubbing days when she would change in the back of her friend’s car because she’d dressed for a night of studying when she left the house in front of her parents. Cori smiled at the reminder. It was yet another throwback to her naughty, slutty days.

The photo Cori snapped in the minivan had Dylan jealously thinking Steve was a lucky man. She’d upped her outfit game. After wearing the same outfit for her second appointment with Steve, Cori wanted to do something new. She’d modeled the outfit for Dylan’s approval the night before, and he loved it so much that he demanded a walkthrough of Steve’s upcoming appointment.

Cori happily obliged. She loved teasing her husband. But seeing a picture of Cori in the minivan in some parking lot somewhere was so much hotter than her modeling in their bedroom. Had anyone glimpsed her changing? Dylan loved the idea of some random stranger seeing his wife half-naked. And knowing she was all tarted up for another man, a paying customer, was like a shot of adrenaline to his dick and his brain. It was the thing that sent him into this current spiral of horny navel-gazing.

Cori had found a green polo dress that nearly matched the color of her Elemental Bodyworks polo shirt. She joked she’d have had the work logo embroidered on it if she’d had more time. It wasn’t obviously slutty, like the top she’d shrunken, but it did alluringly hug her body, and it only came to about mid-thigh. Cori had great legs, and it was smart to show them off. Steve wouldn’t be able to keep his eyes off her legs and ass, no doubt wishing that dress was just a couple of inches shorter.

It was the type of thing she could wear to a neighborhood summer barbecue, except Cori would certainly wear leggings under it around their friends. She wore sheer tights for her client and left all the buttons on the neckline undone. Tantalizing skin was exposed, even if she wasn’t sporting the enhanced cleavage today. Cori skipped the push-up bra. Dylan preferred her perky little tits without it and bet Steve would too.

In the photo she texted to Dylan after changing, she leaned forward, exposing a frilly pink-and-white bra, teasing him that Steve would have the same view every time she leaned forward. Dylan had groaned, wishing he could be a fly on the wall for her appointment. He’d give anything to see one of her rub and tugs firsthand, but knew that was impossible.

Dylan imagined Steve would be hard the whole time, watching Cori move around in that dress, trying to will it off her. Steve was only getting a handy, but Dylan was sure he’d pay for more if it were offered. Once Cori got down to business, Steve would not last long. He’d know he could touch her ass because he had before. Dylan knew he would try to slip his hand up the back of her dress and grab her ass.

Cori wouldn’t stop him. She’d welcome the attention. Dylan was sure she wore a thong today, so Steve would essentially be feeling her bare ass through those sheer tights. Dylan couldn’t help himself while he imagined the appointment and took out his cock.

Cori would push her butt out, encouraging Steve to touch her while she jerked him. In Dylan’s vision, Steve was both quick and lasted long enough to get his hands all over Cori. Steve would move on to grabbing her tits. It was unlikely, but Dylan saw Steve rolling onto his side so he could get both hands on her at once.

Cori would have to lean forward to keep working his meat. Steve would pant with excitement as he massaged her little tits, her hard nipples popping through the dress. Cori would start moaning. Steve wouldn’t be able to control himself with his hands all over Cori. He’d explode, and because he was on his side facing her, his load would explode all over her dress, painting her from the waist up.

Cori would groan with disappointment because the treatment was over too soon, and she wanted Steve to keep groping her. She’d keep pumping him, hoping to bring him back to life. When that failed, she’d bend at the waist and suck him between those beautiful lips.

Dylan didn’t get to fixate on what would happen next because he came. He blasted his load into a tissue with a satisfied grunt, and the vision of Cori with Steve evaporated as he settled back into his desk chair and his brain clouded with orgasmic bliss. He didn’t feel the shame he’d used to. Dylan still knew he was weird, but he was moving past it—at least when he came. He didn’t think about himself at all, but how lucky he was to have such an insanely sexy wife. Dylan couldn’t wait for her to get home and tell him all about her appointment.
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“Man, what are you doing here?” Dylan asked, opening the door to find Baines on the other side holding two six-packs. “Shouldn’t you be working?”

“Short day. We only had to finish work on the house and then clean up. I sent the crew home early and then realized I had nothing to do. I was going to call and ask if you wanted to meet at the strip club for lunch, but you always say no.”

“Strip clubs aren’t my thing these days. Besides, who actually eats off the menu there? Ew.”

“Whatever. The Hideout has pretty good burgers. You should come out sometime, dude. It’s not like Cori cares.”

“Yeah, she’d be jealous she didn’t get to come with us,” Dylan agreed, laughing.

“The three of us should go then.”

“Yeah, I’ll get Cori to put it on the calendar. And what’s with the beer? It’s like two in the afternoon.”

“The workday’s done. It’s time for a cold one.”

Dylan could really use a drink, but he wasn’t an overgrown adolescent. “I don’t think having the kids come home from school to find me drinking is the example I want to set.”

“Suit yourself,” Baines said, pushing past Dylan and into the house.

Dylan sighed and closed the front door, following Baines into the house. Baines went back through to the family room and deposited himself on the couch. He usually wanted to sit outside, but the weather had turned too cold in late fall. He opened a bottle and offered it up to Dylan.

It was a terrible idea, but he did need a drink, and he took it, taking a seat in the recliner in the corner. Dylan wanted the beer, but he also hoped he could usher Baines out the door if he had a beer with him. Cori would be home soon, and all he could think about was getting her upstairs.

“You’re a terrible influence,” Dylan said, savoring the first, cold sip. “I should be working right now.”

“I’m just the influence you need, dude. You’ve gotten too uptight in your old age. Besides, isn’t the advantage of working from home that you can do what you want?”

“That’s funny. I think I’m anything but uptight,” Dylan replied, thinking he could prove it if he’d been willing to confess his secrets.

Baines was his best friend, but he could never tell Baines the things he’d confided to Seth. Seth got it, but Baines would never understand. He could just see Baines calling him a cuck and insisting Cori treat him if she was giving out handys. It would be like Christmas morning for Baines. Dylan knew his friend would never stab him in the back by going after his wife, but if Baines knew Cori was up for grabs, he would jump right on that.

“Maybe not uptight, but you’re not the fun, crazy guy you were when we were younger.”

“That’s called growing up. You should try it.”

Baines made a face. “Growing up is overrated. I’ve got a great life. My business is doing well, and thanks to technology, I can get laid whenever I want. Life is good.”

“But don’t you wish you had something more stable? Tinder hookups aren’t going to take care of you when you’re old and decrepit.”

“I’m not sure Cori’s going to take care of you either, dude. She’ll probably dump your ass in a home and go out partying.”

“Yeah, I could see that,” Dylan admitted. He had a sudden vision of Cori out at a bar being picked up by a much younger guy. She was definitely MILF material now, and Dylan had no doubt she would be in another twenty years, too.

“Dude, I’ll take her out partying. I’ll still be rolling then.”

“When we’re all that age, Cori will run circles around both of us. You know that.”

“True,” Baines agreed, nodding. Dylan got the feeling he was trying to picture a sixty-five-year-old Cori partying down.

“How is Tinder treating you?” Dylan asked, hoping to shift the conversation off of his wife. The more they talked about Cori, the more he thought about how badly he wanted her home—just not with Baines still there.

“You know how it is. It’s kind of like pussy on tap if you play your cards right.”

“If you have no standards, you mean?”

“Don’t judge, dude. We don’t all have such a hot wife at home. Most wives are not keeping it as tight as Cori after twenty years. No, not all my dates are tens, but as long as they’re a solid seven, I’m good. Meet up at the bar, have a couple drinks, if it seems like she’s a goer, it’s back to my place. We do the deed, and I hustle them out of there.”

“Really? It sounds like you’re treating them like hookers. They don’t care about that?”

“I get a clinger sometimes, but there is no staying overnight. That is a hard-and-fast rule, dude. Never let them stay over. Don’t want them getting the wrong idea and nesting. But I’m not treating them like hookers. I don’t pay for it. Don’t need to.”

Dylan smiled knowingly. Sure, Baines would pay for it if he knew Cori was for hire. How crazy would it be if she took on Baines as a special client? It was just too insane to even think about, though somehow the idea sparked Dylan hotter than when she was playing with Steve or any other anonymous client.

“They can’t all be one-night stands,” Dylan said. “You’ve told me you’ve got a couple of regulars.”

“Yeah, there are a couple. This one girl, Patti, she’s a cool hang. She comes over, we get high in the backyard, go inside and hit it, then she rolls. She’s cool because she knows the deal.”

Dylan tried to imagine living that way and just couldn’t. Sure, it would be great to get some strange, although he knew he’d never be lucky enough to hit the jackpot twice. He wasn’t getting another woman as sexy as Cori. He’d take a lifetime with Cori over Baines’ parade of sevens any day.

“It’s cool because I’m left alone when I want to be. No one’s nagging me to pick up my shit if I don’t want to. I can just sit and watch the game in peace. I’m not running kids to activities every night and every weekend.”

“I do envy your open schedule, but the upsides to having someone outweigh the negatives, believe me.”

“You’re going to tell me that as hot as she is, Cori isn’t a pain in the ass?”

Dylan chuckled. He couldn’t do that. Cori was great, but she was no-nonsense. She wasn’t shy about telling Dylan what she wanted. But the good still outweighed that. Cori would be home soon to blow his mind with her sexy story and fuck him into a stupor. That reminded him that he had to get Baines out of there. Dylan drank faster.

“I’m telling you she’s worth it. Now drink up. She’s going to be home soon, and I want you out of here.”

“A little afternoon delight? Maybe I am jealous,” Baines said, grinning.

“You should be jealous,” Cori said, appearing in the doorway. “And how exactly am I worth it? Sounds like I came in on an interesting conversation.”
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“Dylan was telling me that while you’re a pain in the ass, you’re worth the hassle,” Baines said, eyes openly drinking in Cori.

“You dick,” Dylan said, too distracted by his wife’s sudden appearance to truly give Baines the shit he deserved.

“I can’t argue with that, on either count,” Cori agreed.

Cori paused in the doorway like she was posing. Once the boys had had a good eyeful, she moved into the room, snagging one of the beers they were drinking. The early hour didn’t slow her down at all.

Dylan logged very detail of his wife’s appearance. The first thing he clocked was that she wasn’t wearing tights, and he was sure she had left the house in them. Her outfit for the legit clients that day had been a loose frock that fell to her knees, and she always wore tights under outfits like that. He loved seeing her bare legs, and Cori’s low-heeled booties gave them a nice shape, but he was dying to know what happened to her tights. He was also sure she was braless. Her nipples were high and tight—and obvious. One question dominated his mind. Is she still wearing panties?

Baines was enjoying the show as much as Dylan and didn’t try to hide it. He tracked the bounce of her tits as she crossed the room. When Cori dropped onto the couch between them, the polo dress rode up high into her lap, and she didn’t bother to fix it. He stared like she was about to flash her panties—or lack of them. Baines only looked away when Cori glanced his way. She smiled slyly. Every move was intentional, which was so unlike her. Baines was right that she liked attention, but she didn’t seek it like this. She had a swagger ger husband had never seen.

All the clues added up to one inescapable truth for Dylan. She’d crossed a new line with her favorite client. Steve with the big dick. The lucky bastard had gotten more than a hand job. Dylan broke out in a cold sweat. His heart hammered so hard he felt dizzy. Cori and Baines were chatting, but he couldn’t hear them over the blood pounding in his ears.

“I can’t argue with it either,” Baines agreed.

“Which part?” Cori asked.

“Either,” he answered, laughing.

Cori gave him a pointed look. “You have no idea if I’m worth it or not.”

“I have a feeling,” he replied, checking out her body again, this time very obviously and for effect. She didn’t punch his arm or make a snarky comment, but let him do it. Dylan watched the exchange speechlessly, like he was watching Mirror Universe versions of his friend and his wife.

“We were also talking about how we need to get out and visit a strip club,” Baines said.

“Really? We haven’t done that in ages. I don’t know if we’ve done it since the kids were born. What brought that up?” Cori paused when she looked at Dylan. “Are you okay, babe?”

“Yeah, you look like you just ate some bad shrimp. You okay?” Baines echoed.

“I’m good. Yeah, I’m good. The beer is just hitting me wrong. I didn’t eat lunch today.” Dylan immediately put the lie to his words by drinking his beer. He didn’t know what else to do.

“You’re not that much of a lightweight. Suck it up, dude.”

“I don’t think that’s just beer, babe. Maybe you should go lie down,” she suggested.

Like I’m leaving you two alone, Dylan thought. He almost said it, which felt insane. In the twenty-odd years they’d all known each other, he’d left his wife alone with Baines countless times and never questioned it. Baines was a scoundrel, but not that kind of a scoundrel. His friend wasn’t even the problem. The Cori sitting between them wasn’t the wife who left that morning, and she was giving off a vibe that Baines had a shot. This isn’t their usual flirty banter. Dylan wouldn’t have blamed his best friend if he took a shot with Cori.

Dylan was losing his grip, and he knew it. He had to get a hold of himself. He replayed the last minute of the conversation in his head.

“Seriously guys, I’m good. I didn’t bring up the strip club, Baines did.”

“Of course he did,” Cori replied. “Are you really the guy who’s our age and still a regular at the strip club?”

“For one thing, I prefer going to gentlemen’s clubs, and for another, regular is a strong word. They aren’t calling out my name when I walk through the door.”

“Are you there often enough to have a favorite dancer?” Cori asked.

“I plead the fifth.”

“I’m not judging. It’s just that most guys our age wise up and realize it’s a waste of money. You always brag about how you can get laid anytime you want. Why would you go there?”

“Because it’s something different. The atmosphere is fun in the right club. And besides, it’s really hot when I see someone like you go in there.”

“Someone like me?”

“Well, a woman who goes to strip clubs is always hot. But it’s even hotter when it’s a suburban soccer mom type who’s cool enough to go to a strip club. That’s doubly hot.”

“Neither of our kids plays soccer, dimwit. Grace plays field hockey and softball. Jack plays baseball. And I also like to think I’m much cooler than some stereotypical sitcom suburban wife type.”

“Yeah, you are, Cori. Most suburban moms aren’t going to guys’ houses and handing out massages.”

“Most of her clients are women,” Dylan lamely interjected.

“And it’s my job. I’m not handing out massages. You’re lucky I’m not easily offended, the way you keep shitting on my job.”

“I’m not shitting on it at all. I think it’s awesome that you’re going to guys’ houses and giving rubdowns. I want one, too.”

“You need to have something wrong with you, besides the obvious. Massage therapy won’t fix that,” Dylan said.

“It can be just for relaxing too, but that’s not the point. The way you talk about my work, it’s like I’m not a professional providing a real service, but I’m one step away from being a sed worker,” she said, fire in her normally calm blue eyes.

“You know I’m kidding, Cori. Come on,” Baines backpedaled. “I don’t think you’re a hooker.”

Cori sipped her beer like she was considering her next words. Dylan went from concerned by what she’d done to freaking out over what she might say next. He knew that look in her eyes. Cori was getting frisky.

“Okay…” she began. “But what would you say if I was doing that?”

“Doing what?” Baines looked confused.

“Doing what you said. Handing out rubdowns at guys’ houses. Full service. Don’t play stupid now.”

Baines laughed nervously. “Yeah, right. I know you wouldn’t really do that. I was just kidding. Sure, it would be hot, but I know you’re not a hoo— A sex worker.”

Cori turned on the couch to face him. She had Baines on the ropes and was pressing. Dylan was terrified by where she was going with it. And he was achingly hard.

“Do you really know? I’ll admit that you’re not crazy. A lot of massage businesses are fronts for sex work. It happens all the time. So, what if I took the job thinking it’s legit, but then I found out what the girls really do, and they pressured me into providing extras?”

“No one can pressure you into doing anything,” Baines replied, squirming.

“What if the money was too good to pass up, like Indecent Proposal? We have two kids to put through college at some point, and it’s only a hand jobs, right? I used to give those out for free all the time in high school.”

“Jesus, Cor. That’s not the same thing.”

Baines paused, struggling to figure out if Cori was messing with him. She was very good. Perfect poker face. Dylan would have felt bad for him if he wasn’t coming apart inside.

She’s going to do it, Dylan thought. She’s about to confess. Something happened today, Cori’s feeling herself, and she’s going to confess to Baines just to make a point. Just to wipe the smirk off his face. Oh god, don’t let her do it! Shit, I have to stop her!

Cori was not reckless, but she didn’t know how to back down when challenged. She’d do almost anything to make a point. That fire made Dylan fall in love with her, but sometimes, like now, it terrified him.

“I…uh…shit, Cor, I don’t know. If I found out you were giving happy endings, really doing it, I guess I’d say that’s cool? I mean, do what you want. If that makes you happy…” Baines was on his back foot, uncharacteristically giving a serious answer. But then he returned to form and added, “Hey, if you are doing it, I know you’re making a lot of guys happy, too.”

Cori held up a hand and waggled her fingers. “I can make guys very happy. I have magic hands. Don’t you agree, babe?” She turned to Dylan with the wickedest smile. The fire in her eyes wasn’t anger, but mischievous. She was enjoying herself.

Dylan got the feeling that Baines wasn’t the only one she was toying with. What did she do with Steve? He couldn’t stop thinking about it.

“Yeah, Cor, sure you do, but give him a break. Can’t you see the poor guy is suffering?”

“Nah, it’s all good. I know she’d never do it because you’d never let her. You’re not a cuck.”

Cori snorted. “Since when do I need my husband’s permission to do anything?”

“Sure, you’re your own women and all, but come on. No husband is going to sit back while his wife does that. Not if he’s a real man. And you’re not enough of a bitch to just do that and not give a shit.”

“Giving your wife some freedom doesn’t make a guy a cuck. It just means he’s strong and he trusts her,” Cori shot back. “And you’d be surprised how many men are open to sharing their wives. Poly is having a moment.”

Baines froze for a second. He looked at Dylan, who thought, Fuck, she’s going to out us. Out me.

“Okay, right, Cor. Stop fucking with me. You’re not doing that bullshit,” Baines said. His laugh sounded uncertain.

“Maybe you should book an appointment with me and find out for yourself.”

“I’d love to have your hands all over me. I don’t even care if there’s no happy ending. Fuck, I’m sure guys are lining up to book you just so they can jerk themselves off when you leave. It would be a dream if you were selling it, but I know you’re not.”

“Do you?” She steadily held his gaze.

Baines laughed again, sounding even less sure of himself. “Come on, Cor. You’re not going to convince me you’re giving happy endings.”

Dylan saw the question in his eyes. Baines was starting to believe it was possible. Dylan knew he was crazy because he wasn’t sure if that was a good or a bad thing.

Cori slowly and deliberately slid her hand up and down her beer bottle, still staring at Baines. Dylan was losing his mind. He was sure Cori had lost hers. She wanted Baines to know she was doing it. Dylan was sure of it. He just didn’t know why. He needed to know what happened with Steve to push her off the deep end. Dylan had to rein her in, but as horrified as he was, he was equally fascinated. He was also rock hard. His cock throbbed distractingly. Dylan had never been hard like that with another man in the room. It was disconcerting. He sat there and did nothing, willing his prick to go down.

Baines stared at Cori’s hand working the bottle in disbelief. She gave as good as she got, but she’d never pushed things this far. His breathing was slow and deep. Dylan knew Baines was just as hard as he was, and that thought made his balls ache. He nearly groaned out loud.

Is something about to happen? Shit. Is Cori going to jerk him off right on this couch?

Dylan was actively sweating. He had to stop this, but a huge part of him didn’t want to. The dark, twisted part of him wanted to see it happen. Dylan wanted to see Baines’s dick in Cori’s hands.

And just like that, it was over. Cori laughed, and the tension was sapped out of the room.

“I’m just screwing with you, babe.” She put her hand on Baines’s thigh. “Did you really think, even for a second, that I’m jerking off men for money? Is that who you think I am?”

Baines laughed, too, but it was uneasy. “I told you I know you’d never do it.”

“I think I had you going there, at least for a minute.”

“No, you didn’t. Never believed it. Not for a second.”

Cori shrugged. “I guess it’s flattering that you thought someone would pay me for it.”

“Guys would pay for it. I’d be first in line, Cor. Hell, I even think you could. I believe you could put everything aside and jerk someone off for the cash if you needed to. I just don’t think you would.”

“Maybe,” she replied. “Do any of us know what we’re capable of until we’re faced with a situation?” Cori drained her beer. “And on that, I’m going up to take a shower. I need to wash the day off me.”

She needs to wash something off her, I’m sure, Dylan thought.

“Need your back washed?” Baines asked.

Cori squeezed his thigh. Dylan wondered what she felt there. “Sorry, big guy, but I have a husband for that.” She pushed off the couch, shaking her ass as she walked out of the room.

The moment she was gone, Baines asked, “What the fuck is up with her?

“What do you mean?” Dylan answered, straining to sound casual.

“Dude, what the fuck? Cori’s a fun girl, but what was that? She had me believing she might actually be jerking guys off. What’s in her head?”

“She probably got tired of you joking about it and wanted to teach you a lesson. She’s chill, but she has her limits. And she’s tired. Work takes a lot out of her. What she does is very physical.”

Baines didn’t look convinced, and Dylan didn’t know what he’d do if his friend persisted. But then she smiled and said, “Like she’s taking cum out of guys all day?” He laughed and tried to get Dylan to play along, but stopped when it didn’t take. “Seriously, something is up with both of you.”

“Nothing is up with us. Just let it go.”

“Which she never does at work… Really? Okay, fine. But she almost had me going for a second there. She was so damn serious.”

“But she never would. You get that, right? It’s just not her.”

“Hey, she was the one who said you never know,” Baines replied with a smile.

“I’m her husband. I’d know.”

“Fine, but if she ever needs the extra cash, make sure I’m on the list, okay? In the meantime, my shoulder has been killing me. Think she’d take a look at it? I meant to ask her before she disappeared.”

Dylan tried to decide if his friend was setting a trap. “I’ll mention it to her. Just don’t expect a big finish.”

“Cross my heart.”

“Now get out of here. I think you guys were right. I don’t feel good. I need to lie down.”

Baines chuckled. “Yeah, I get it. I’d be chasing Cori upstairs too. I’ll get out of your hair.”
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Dylan saw Baines to the door and then rushed upstairs. They still had about an hour before Jack would be home, and he had to know what had happened at Steve’s. Cori’s back was to him when he came into the bedroom. He closed the door behind him and locked it. She pulled the polo dress over her head and tossed it on the floor. Her thong was still in place, but she was otherwise naked except for heeled sandals. She turned and stood with her hand on her cocked hip. It felt like she was presenting herself to him.

“I was wondering how long it would take you to get rid of Baines,” she said, smirking.

Dylan was too busy mapping her body with his eyes to reply. He scanned every detail of her for signs that Steve had had his way with her. If Cori crossed that line, he didn’t know how far she’d take it, but after her behavior with Baines, Dylan felt anything was on the table.

He wasn’t angry and didn’t understand that. Dylan should be angry if his wife fucked someone else, but he was nothing but excited as he looked her over. Her nipples were diamond-tipped points, but he knew Cori was horny, so that told him nothing. No marks on her tits, though her pale chest was flushed with her arousal.

Her lips were swollen, but again, she was horny. Her mound was puffed enough to reveal the glistening pink within. Dylan needed to sink himself into that inviting wetness, but he needed answers more. Looking at her body told him nothing.

“You seem to have lost a couple of things you left with this morning,” he said, hoping he didn’t sound crazed.

“Oh, I didn’t lose them. My tights and my bra are in my purse.”

“It’s been a long time since you came home with your bra in your purse.”

“True. Although when that happened, my panties were usually there too.”

“Guess I should be happy you managed to keep those on.” Dylan was still across the bedroom from her, and he didn’t know why. It felt like he was waiting for permission to touch her.

“You did tell me I should do whatever I felt was right. You said you trusted me, remember that?”

“I do, but I didn’t expect you to flaunt it around our friends when I said that. Baines knew you weren’t wearing a bra. I know he appreciated you in that dress.”

“In my defense, I wasn’t expecting him to be here when I got home. I saw his truck out front and thought maybe I should run upstairs, but then I decided to have fun with him. I’m in a playful mood.”

“I can tell.”

“You’re not mad, are you? I don’t think I was too bad. That jerk deserved it for all the shit he’s been giving me about my job.”

“I agree, but I don’t know if this was getting him back or feeding into it. I swear, Cor, I thought for a second there you were going to tell him.”

Cori laughed. “No way. That’s crazy. I was just fucking with him. And I think you were enjoying it too, sitting there on the side.”

“I don’t know about that, Cor. I was too preoccupied with your missing bra and tights. I still am.”

“I promise, I’ll get to that. But I think you enjoyed me teasing Baines. You can admit it, babe. You liked it just a little, right?”

Cori came to him, trailed her fingers down his chest and over the front of his pants. His cock twitched and he hated that he reacted. He couldn’t hide the truth from her. Cori knew him too well. “What would you have done if I had told him? What do you think would have happened?”

“Cor… You wouldn’t. I know you wouldn’t trust him with that.”

“You would. He’s your best friend. You almost told my friend. Why can’t I show Baines the same trust?”

“I did not trust Seth with it. I didn’t tell him anything, not really.”

“That’s not exactly true, is it? I know Seth. He’s got to be wondering what’s up with us. Now I bet Baines is wondering too.”

“This is a dangerous game, Cor,” he warned, breathing as her fingers trailed over his crotch so lightly that he hardly felt it. “We don’t want people to know this.”

“Would you be ashamed of me if people knew?” she mock pouted.

“I’d never be ashamed of you, Cor. But you know people…”

“I know Baines. I think I know how he’d react. How do you think he’d have reacted if I told him down there? I think he would have expected something, don’t you?”

Cori gripped him through his pants, and Dylan groaned. He had no control. She was teasing him, and he was powerless to stop her. He loved and hated the feeling. Dylan wanted to assert control, but he loved Cori playing the vixen. He finally gasped out, “You wouldn’t… He wouldn’t…”

“I guess we’ll never know. You’ll just have to keep guessing.” Cori kissed him hard, her tongue aggressive, and it took all he had to keep from coming in his pants. She peeled back, tugging his lower lip with her teeth. “You’ve been a good boy. It’s time to tell you what happened at Steve’s.”
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Steve had become increasingly bold since Cori leveled up his treatments. He used to watch her surreptitiously as she set up her gear for his appointments, but now he watched her openly, as if he were paying for the privilege. The new outfit change had been his suggestion. He’d asked if there were options to further upgrade his treatments. Cori replied that she was open to suggestions—within reason. She didn’t want him to jump right to offering her something like five hundred bucks to fuck him.

Sex was not on the table, but in her idle moments, Cori had begun to wonder what her price point might be. She would never sell herself cheap, for a couple of hundred bucks, but guessed that something like a thousand was too high unless she was willing to pull out all the stops and do whatever a client wanted. Cori didn’t think she could do that, even if she began selling sex. She tried to imagine herself having sex with Steve anyway and couldn’t quite get there. That didn’t mean she couldn’t do it, but it wasn’t a smoldering fantasy for her.

The lines were becoming blurrier, though, since she’d broken the first taboo. She gave a lot of thought to blow jobs and went back and forth on whether she would do that. Selling her mouth was much more intimate than selling a hand job, but Cori had always loved doing it, and she was good at it. Mayde made it seem like no big deal, and it even looked fun when she took care of Roger.

Steve wasn’t an asshole and didn’t press for too much. She was glad she’d chosen him for her first. He didn’t ask her to do more to him, but he wanted her to wear a dress. He offered to pay more, but Cori knew it would be fun to dress up for him and told him she didn’t need more money for that. It was bad business, and Mayde would have chided her, but Cori wasn’t in it entirely for the money.

She promised Steve she’d wear something nice for her next appointment, but told him not to expect anything too crazy. Cori was just getting her feet wet and didn’t know what she was willing to wear. She had to psych herself up for the shrunken top and push-up bra, but was glad she’d done it. Steve also asked for pantyhose, which was just kinky enough to make her smile, but not freak out. She hated the way pantyhose squished her, but she had some very sheer tights that would do the trick.

Cori found a sea-green polo dress that nearly matched her work shirt online and thought sticking close to the work uniform, but sexing it up, would be a nice touch. She ordered two, one her regular size and one a size down.

The size four was just too small, so she stuck to the six. It looked good on her, but would have looked better if she’d had time to hem it and bring it up a few inches. Next time, she thought. A lot of thought went into her shoes. She had several pairs of pumps that Steve would have loved, but Cori couldn’t see getting through an appointment in four-inch heels. She rarely wore the heels anymore and was out of practice walking in them.

Cori didn’t play coy when she got to Steve’s house. He watched her ass as he followed her into his mancave. She dropped her gear and did a spin in the middle of the room, asking, “How did I do?”

“You’re really hot, Cori. Can I say that?” Steve eagerly answered. He was in one of the big, comfy recliners, leaning forward to drink her in.

“I’d be insulted if you didn’t.” She placed her hands on her waist and cocked out a hip. Her hips were narrow, and it was her favorite pose to give herself curves. “I hope this is sexy enough. I wasn’t sure. I didn’t want to go too over the top and show up dressed like a stripper.”

“Don’t worry, you’re perfect, Cori. Your legs are amazing.”

He leered at her legs like he was picturing them wrapped around his head. Normally, such a thing might have made her uncomfortable, but today it made Cori tingle. She was there to sell a form of sexual gratification, and being treated like a sex object fit with that. She could have stood there with Steve lustfully regarding her all day, but they did have an appointment to keep. She encouraged him to get onto the table.

The legit part of the session had changed. Steve asked if he could take his shirt off, and Cori agreed. She still tried not to use any oils or lotions on his skin, as it was hard to apply pressure in the right places when her hands were slippery. His skin was hot to the touch, like he was burning inside for her—or that was all in her head.

Cori’s brain was going all sorts of interesting places during treatments now. His skin smelled fresh and clean like he was freshly showered for their appointment, which Cori appreciated—especially as she was touching his bare body. She found many excuses to use more than her hands while treating him, brushing her body against his as she moved around him.

Steve took his cue from her and turned his hands to brush Cori while she worked on him. His breathing deepened, and he moaned under his breath as his fingertips played over her smooth, tights-encased legs. She stood still while she worked his lower back and let him enjoy himself, touching her legs.

It was an odd feeling, something Cori never thought she’d encounter, letting a virtual stranger caress her like that. A lot of guys tried moves like that during treatments, and some massage therapists got very upset. Cori was the type to just take it in stride and politely move a client’s hand. It would normally be meaningless to her. But Steve had paid for the privilege to touch her—within reason—and being paid for such an illicit touch made her core tighten. Cori squeezed her thighs and felt her pussy dampen.

Knowing that he was hard for her was such a heady thrill—one she had trouble admitting to. The fingers wandered upward and took in the curve of her ass, just touching, not grabbing. She found it hard to concentrate on her work. Her energy had changed completely, from healing to sexual. Cori had to get a grip. Her arousal at such a simple touch was ridiculous.

The treatment proceeded as usual—except that she was completely distracted—until she told Steve to turn over. It had been like any other treatment until he was on his back. His hands were on her instantly. He touched the back of her thigh and slipped his hand back up her dress to feel her ass. She put her hand over his this time.

“I’m not going to be able to finish this treatment if you keep that up, Steve,” she gently admonished him.

“I feel pretty relaxed. I think we can just skip to the end this time, Cori.”

“If that’s what you’d like. You’re the client.”

Cori touched him through his loose cotton shorts, gripping and stroking him. Steve groaned and closed his eyes. His excitement surged through him. He wouldn’t be lasting long today, she knew. She went to pull his shorts down, and he caught her wrist.

“I have another request if you don’t mind,” he said, hopefully.

“Mmm, I don’t know. This is just a massage, Steve.” She tightened her grip on him.

“I don’t want you to do more, Cori. It’s just… Could we do it over on the recliners?”

Cori bit back a laugh and smiled with relief. She was sure he was going to ask for a blowjob, and she was scared that she wasn’t sure the answer was no. “Sure. This is your session, and I want it to be good for you.”

“It’s always good, Cori. Yeah, it’s really good. But I’ve never christened the chairs, and it would be awesome if you did it for me.”

“You and April haven’t?”

“No, she’s a do-it-in-bed gal.” His disappointment was evident. She felt bad that he was with someone who wouldn’t give him what he wanted. It justified what she was doing in some small way.

Cori put a hand behind his shoulder and helped him sit up from the table. She leaned in and kissed him on the cheek, saying, “I’d be honored to make your fantasy come true.”

The big, black leather recliners were a linked row of four, with wide armrests containing cup holders. Cori was not sure exactly what Steve had in mind and followed his lead. The armrests flipped up, like in the movie theater, creating two loveseats.

Steve indicated for Cori to sit, and she dropped her lotion bottle into the cup holder beside her. He did a funny wiggle to get out of his shorts and sat beside her. She wondered if leather on his bare bottom was part of the thrill. Steve touched a remote, and they both reclined back. She scooted up to avoid sinking into the seat. Her dress rode up, and she let it go. Steve was paying for the show. He reached for her legs. Cori was unsure, but went with it, allowing him to drape her legs over his.

“You don’t mind, do you? I like the feel of the hose. I hope it’s not too weird.”

Cori smiled and touched his thigh. Steve may have been a paying client, but he was also a human being showing vulnerability, and she could see it was difficult for him. She suspected April was not accepting of his kinks. She was happy to do this for him. It felt like she was providing a needed service, more than just jerking him off. She was already horny, but now she was touched. It was something she never expected to feel.

“It’s good, Steve. You can touch me,” she said, smiling. “It’s your time, hon.”

Steve vibrated with excitement. She sat back and let him touch her, afraid the experience would end too quickly if she touched him back. She had to twist at an odd angle to reach him anyway. He almost had her sitting in his lap, her legs draped over his thighs. His cock pushed up along his tummy.

He’d gotten soft while they moved from the massage table to the chairs, but he was back, his tip leaking his excitement. Cori was surprised by how badly she wanted to reach out and touch him. It wasn’t just a job. She wanted to play with Steve’s cock.

The touches were so feather-soft at first that Cori wasn’t even sure he was actually touching her. Steve acted like a man afraid he would be slapped if he made contact with her. It was sweet that he was so respectful, but he was paying for this experience, and she wanted him to get the fullest out of it—within reason. There was still a line, even if it kept getting blurrier and blurrier.

His fingers danced on her leg like he was playing the piano, sliding along the smooth fabric. Tights are not as slick as pantyhose, but his uncalloused fingers played along her leg smoothly. Steve leaned forward and followed the sleek lines of her legs, tracing the gentle curve of her calf and along the inside of her knee.

Cori snickered and squirmed when his touch was too ticklish, but she didn’t stop him. Both hands caressed her leg, one low, one high. She was pleased that he was enjoying himself. His obvious pleasure in touching her was arousing. Cori squeezed her thighs together, knowing Steve could feel them flexing. Could he guess why?

Steve paused on the top of her right leg like he was working up his nerve before he dipped down to touch her inner thigh. The touch was firmer and massaging. He came to where her thighs were pressed together, and she kept them tight for a moment before relaxing to let him dip between them. Her thighs relaxed, but the rest of Cori tensed.

Excitement surged through her, tightening her core. The distracting tingle there turned into a slow, deliberate throb. Her arousal was ramping up into the danger zone, where Cori might not make the best decisions. She didn’t stop him. She didn’t want him to stop.

Dylan had told her he trusted her, and she should do what she wanted. Cori doubted he wanted her to fuck a client—though she wasn’t positive about that—but that left so much open. When she tried to press her husband on where his line was, he always obfuscated, telling her to do what she wanted. It frustrated her, tempting Cori to do something crazy to test Dylan.

How would he react if she told him she blew her client today? But she couldn’t do that because she didn’t want to hurt him. She might tweak Dylan, but that was all in good fun, not to hurt him.

Steve swept higher on her inner thigh, high enough that he had to feel the damp heat from her pussy. Rather than hide it, Cori thought the tights concentrated it. It was embarrassing for her client to feel her excitement. It was supposed to be all about him. She knew she should stop him. Cori put her hand over his. He ceased his ascent but kept massaging her thigh. Steve looked at her, and she knew she should say something. It felt weird for them both to be so quiet, but Cori just smiled. He took it as a sign of approval but didn’t press his hand higher on her thigh.

The shuffle of his hands confused Cori. She thought he was done touching her and it was time to jerk him off, but he was just rearranging to enjoy more of her body. Steve slid his lower hand up to where Cori paused him on her thigh, freeing his other hand to feel the curve of her breast. His thumb sought—and found—the bud of her nipple. Cori gasped when he stroked it, feeling teased through her bra and dress. Sometimes she hated that her nipples were so sensitive. It was both a blessing and a curse.

“Would you remove your bra?” Steve asked, almost meekly. The sudden sound of his voice startled her, and Cori gasped. Her massage mix playing in the background had lulled her into a trance.

“I’m not taking my dress off, Steve,” she replied, smiling.

“I know. I wasn’t asking that. Can’t you do that thing under your clothes? You don’t have to.”

Cori knew what that thing was. It was funny that guys were always so amazed that a woman could remove her bra without taking off their top. She considered the request. She knew she shouldn’t, but knowing she shouldn’t do something rarely slowed her down.

“Only because you asked so sweetly.”

It was done so simply. A reach back to unhook her bra, a tug here, a shimmy there. Steve never stopped massaging her heated, tingling thigh, encouraging Cori to strip for him. A couple of last moves, and she extracted her black bra through her left sleeve.

It was a pretty one, with a spray of colorful, embroidered flowers on the cups. It was hardly padded at all but allowed her natural shape to show through the dress. Cori had skipped the heavily-padded push-up bra she’d been wearing because she wanted Steve to really feel her when he touched her. He was going to feel her now.

Her stiff, excited nipples dented through the polo dress like they were begging to be teased.

Steve only hesitated a second to stare before touching her. Her small breasts mashed in his hands when he massaged them, and when he rolled the nubs of her nipples, Cori couldn’t fight her moans. She closed her eyes and settled back into the big, cushy recliner, enjoying Steve’s touch more than she had any right to. Cori was well past just jerking off a client. It had turned into an encounter of mutual pleasure. She didn’t know how far this would go, but she knew Dylan’s limits would be tested.

Cori was so distracted by the pleasure radiating from her tender buds that she ignored his lower hand, which was creeping higher again. The encounter was so strange. Cori had never experienced anything like it. She was used to a boy groping her as they made out, hands frantically scrambling under clothing, looking for exposed flesh. But they weren’t kissing. They weren’t hooking up.

It was very much like Cori was there on display for him, stretched out for Steve to play with her body at will. The point that she was being paid for this, that she was providing a service, was driven home. It didn’t dampen her enjoyment. Her arousal was heightened. Cori felt like she was earning her stripes as a girl for hire, and it inflamed her sex. She would not fuck Steve, but damn did she need to be fucked. Cori badly wanted a man inside her.

Steve reached his goal and pressed his fingers to the sopping crotch of her tights. She thanked God she was wearing those tights. Otherwise, Steve could have slipped her little thong to the side and pushed his fingers right inside her. Cori was more than ready for that. She was molten and craving intrusion.

He pressed and massaged her mound, and Cori heard the soft squishing of her excitement. She felt she should be embarrassed to be so aroused by her client, but Cori was too horny for embarrassment. Her eyes stayed closed as she enjoyed the hands exploring her. They were so beyond a massage—which reminded Cori of something.

Cori blindly groped for his cock and wrapped her fingers around it. Her body twisted awkwardly, but he kept touching her. Her heat rose, and she stroked his shaft rapidly, feeling like they were in a race. She should not let Steve make her come, but that ship had sailed. All she could do now was make him come with her so she could try and get out of there.

“Mmm…Steve…” she moaned. Her eyes stayed sealed shut. Cori didn’t dare look at him.

“Uhn…Cori…oh…my…”

“Hon…come…for..me…come, hon…”

“Cori…you’re so hot…can’t believe this…”

Steve grunted, and his body jerked. Cori wanted to plead with him to finish, but she was close too, and only soft cries escaped her lips. Steve’s fingers were slipping all over her ruined tights, but he found that perfect spot, giving her that sweet, sweet pressure. He pressed right on her throbbing little gem, and she tensed, arching her back and giving a cry as a sharp, sudden climax powered through her, leaving her breathless.

Cori kept her grip on his cock and was vaguely aware of his release flowing over her fingers as she rode to her own finish. She shoved his hand away from her pussy. She was too sensitive there. She was also afraid that if he kept rubbing her, she would come again.

“Cori, wow, that was incredible. Wow, thank you. You’re…” His words came out in a tumble.

“I’m glad you had a good time,” she said, finally opening her eyes.

She was afraid to look at him because she was embarrassed by her loss of control. She knew she had let it go too far. But then she saw him glowing, and it swept her embarrassment away. She was there to make Steve feel good, and she’d clearly done it. Her therapeutic massage helped, but it couldn’t make someone feel as good as Steve looked. Cori didn’t know if it was morally right, but she knew she’d done a good thing.

“Where have you been all my life? That was the best thing ever,” he enthused.

Cori laughed. “Let’s not get carried away. It was just a hand job, Steve.”

“It was more than that, Cori. I mean, you, uh, did too, right?”

Cori smiled and went to squeeze his arm, but remembered her fingers were sticky. Instead, she swung her legs off his lap and stood on those shaky legs. She stretched, arching her back to get the blood flowing. Steve stared, loving how it thrust out her tits.

“Let’s not talk about me. I’m here for you. I’m going to go wash up.”

The woman in the bathroom mirror, with the flushed cheeks and the wild look in her eyes, was unrecognizable. That was Cori the sex worker, not Cori the wife and mother. That was a Cori who not only jerked off a client but let him touch her intimate places and make her come. That Cori was out of control. She was also an echo of the Cori who she’d lost touch with long ago—a version of her who was open to anything that felt good. It was exciting to see her again.

Steve was cool when she came out of the bathroom, which was a huge relief. She didn’t know what she’d have done if he were weird and creepy. His shorts were up, and he’d even found a shirt somewhere. He kept repeating how incredible she was and how the treatment was the best one ever. Cori thanked him as she folded her table, genuinely flattered. He asked if she had Venmo, and she shared her details.

Cori hugged Steve at the door as she always did. She expected it to feel awkward, but it was warm and sweet, just like always. Steve’s coolness went a long way to relaxing her. Cori packed up her gear in the minivan, and her phone dinged when she climbed in.

Steve had given her an envelope earlier, but he added another $200 to her tip. Cori stared in disbelief. She’d just made an extra three hundred dollars and hadn’t even really taken off her clothes. She even got an orgasm out of it. Cori got the appeal of going the extra mile.

Her body still tingled from her appointment with Steve as she drove away. The quick orgasm he’d given her was great, but she was still insanely horny. Seeing how much she earned had only heightened it.

Cori stopped in a parking lot and got herself off. She couldn’t wait to get home, as she’d done her last couple of appointments with Steve. She stripped out of her tights and tucked them into her purse. They were soaked and uncomfortable anyway. Cori wouldn’t mention the parking lot self-love quickie to Dylan. Her quick post-appointment pit stops were just for her.
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Dylan looked up at his wife, who was riding him in the recliner. He’d kicked it back, and she’d climbed right on top of him. Cori didn’t even strip her dress, but peeled her panties down and hiked up the polo dress while she straddled him. She sat up straight while she rode him, her firm little titties jiggling as she bounced on his shaft. Dylan did all he could to hold out. Cori had come once already—while she described her session with Steve—but he wanted her to come again. He’d been quick on the draw lately, and he wanted to prove to her that he hadn’t become a minuteman.

Holding out was difficult after Cori had shared that story. He wouldn’t have believed it was true if she hadn’t been drenched when he sank into her. Knowing he’d be the second man to make her come that day made holding out nearly impossible.

Today had been a major escalation. The session Cori described was right out of his fantasies. She went way beyond just jerking this guy Steve off, but she didn’t blow him or anything. That was okay. Dylan might have been more turned on by how Cori let Steve touch her than he would have been if she’d bent over and sucked the client’s cock.

Another man made his wife come today. That was a major milestone.

The truth was that Dylan was shocked Cori went that far. He didn’t tell her that. He had to be the dutiful, supportive husband. If he expressed his surprise, she might read it as disapproval. Dylan should have disapproved. He understood that. Any other husband would very much disapprove of their wife letting another man put his hand up her dress.

Dylan loved it.

Cori said she was disappointed that her tights were in the way, and Steve couldn’t feel her bare pussy. Dylan agreed. But he was still shocked she let it go so far. She had been clear that this was about her taking care of clients and earning money. It turned her on, but she wasn’t looking to mess with her clients the same way Mayde did.

Dylan knew she could go down that road, no matter how much she protested. He thought that old, casual-hook-up Cori had always been lurking in the shadows, kept behind a locked door, and now that the door had been opened a crack, that version of Cori would come bursting out. Dylan knew that was probably just wishful thinking, but she was moving faster than he ever dreamed she would, which left a dangerous new question.

How far would Cori go?

The thought of Steve’s greedy fingers getting past Cori’s tights and filling her pussy consumed Dylan as he thrust into his wife, feeling how juicy the appointment had left her. The tights had never come off, but Steve knew what he did to her. He knew how much she wanted more. Cori couldn’t hide how much she needed it. Steve must have been losing his mind when she let him touch her there.

The guy obviously had some kind of pantyhose fetish, and Cori was the woman who indulged it. He was a lucky bastard. She had incredible legs. Dylan would suggest that she wear thigh highs Steve’s next appointment. How far would the guy get if her pussy was open to him?

“Ahh…babe…you love it…you love your naughty wife…” she cooed, riding him harder.

“I do…Cori…I do…such a good whore…my good whore…” he moaned, meaning every word.

Cori fell forward, her hands on his shoulders pinning him back in the recliner. She worked her hips, slamming her grasping sheath onto his pulsing cock. Dylan held her slender waist and brought her down harder, pounding up to meet her thrusts. He stared into her eyes, her beautiful face. It was alight with ecstasy. Steve had seen her that way just a couple hours earlier. For the first time in two decades, another man had seen his Cori come. Dylan’s guts twisted, but his whole body sizzled, and it felt like the heat would consume him. The only thing that would have been better would be if he’d fucked her. The wild thought popped right into his head, unbidden.

Dylan wanted to push it aside, didn’t want to think about it, not when their coupling had them both so close, but once the thought was there, it was all he could think about. His Cori, bent over her massage table, that polo dress pushed up to her waist, Steve taking her from behind while she made the same moaning, crying sounds she was making now.

His balls tightened, and without warning, he was shooting his load up into his wife. There was no holding out until she came again. But she did climax. Cori shouted and held still, except for grinding her pussy down onto him. She worked her core like she wanted to milk every last drop out of him.

Dylan imagined her riding another man like that, her pussy grasping his huge cock inside her. Another wild, unbidden thought: Cori grinding on Baines’ cock while he blasted his load into her pussy. Dylan groaned and shuddered, his cock surging anew like his balls found more they hadn’t given her.

“Mmm, what was that, babe?” she moaned. “Picturing me being bad?”

“Something like that,” Dylan gasped, huffing for breath. He closed his eyes. He couldn’t look at Cori, not with those thoughts in his head. He felt like she’d be able to read his mind, and he didn’t want to explain why he was thinking of her fucking Baines. He couldn’t explain it.

Cori kissed him, sweet at first, then her tongue softly probing. She was trying to reignite him with her heat. Dylan kissed her back—God, he loved those lips—but he’d given all he had for now. Baines could keep fucking her, his brain whispered. Stop it! Cori is not going to fuck Baines! He’s not even a client!

“You are the best husband,” she said, breathless after their kiss and lovemaking. “I know you’re into this, too, but I really am lucky that you’re so open-minded. Always remember, I know how lucky I am.”

Dylan chuckled. “Thanks, but I’m the lucky one. There’s no way a guy like me should have a hot wife like you. Watching you indulge these twisted fantasies is incredible. I don’t know that I’m as open-minded as I’m perverted.”

“I guess I’m perverted too, then. It’s lucky we’re perverted in the same way.”

“We’re a match made in heaven,” Dylan agreed. “I love you.”

“I love you more.”

Cori lay on him, snuggling into his chest. His spent prick was still nestled in her gooey sex. If she kept squirming like that, she just might revive him. Dylan wondered how much time they had before the kids were home from school.

“I’m glad you’re good with what I did today. I know you said you trust me to do whatever I want, but I know it was a big escalation. I swear I didn’t plan it, babe. Steve wanted to touch my legs, and it just went from there. It felt good, and I was already so turned on. When he kept going, I just didn’t want to stop him. I had to hope you’d be okay with it.”

“I’m glad you did it. Really, Cor. It’s so hot. I don’t know how to explain it without sounding weird, but knowing it was unplanned, that you just wanted it, so you let it happen, that’s just so hot to me. I can’t wait for your next appointment with Steve. Who knows where it could go?”

“Don’t get your hopes up. I enjoyed today, but I don’t know if it’s wise to make it a regular thing with Steve. If I get into this thing where it escalated every week, pretty soon he’s going to want…”

“If you’re okay with that…”

“You don’t have to keep giving me blanket permission, babe. We both know the ultimate destination if I just let things go, and I don’t think that’s a good idea. That might sound hollow with what I’ve already done, but I like to think there’s still a line. I don’t know how I’d feel if I actually fucked a man for money.”

“Seems like it’s all just incremental to me.”

Cori laughed. “You would say that. You’re a man. I don’t know how to explain it. I just don’t think I want to become a complete whore. I need to keep something for us, don’t I? Hand jobs, fine. What Steve did today? It was a little weird, but okay. I feel like I got as much benefit as he did.”

“I disagree. He’s the big winner today,” Dylan replied, smiling.

“I don’t know about that. It was a good orgasm. It was like he was worshipping me, and I liked that a lot.”

“Makes sense. Who doesn’t want to be worshipped? So, hand jobs good? Letting them touch you, good?”

“Only if I’m into it. That matters a lot.”

“Okay, if you’re into it. Blowjobs?”

“You really want me to blow someone, don’t you?” she said, giggling and kissing his neck as she nuzzled him.

“If you want to, Cor. Not my decision.”

“Right,” she replied, skeptically drawing the word out. “Not saying it won’t happen, but again, I’d have to be really into it.”

“You like Steve a lot.”

“Maybe him, I don’t know. The temptation hasn’t been that strong yet. And I don’t know if he wants that. He might be good stopping at rubbing my legs in tights.”

“Wear stockings next time,” he suggested.

“Mmm, I bet he’d love that. Good idea.”

“What about this other guy, the next client you want to approach?”

“Brett? Hmm, he’s handsome. I’ll have to see how that goes, see what his cock is like, but maybe.”

Dylan thought about his wife evaluating cocks, and it made his twitch inside her. He didn’t think it was possible, but he was finding his second wind. The thought of Cori evaluating cocks and deciding which ones she’d suck was intoxicating. The wild thoughts returned.

Would she love Baines’ cock? Cori would probably love to suck him!

Dylan pulsed harder inside her, but he hated the reason why. Cori screwing a client for money was out there, but her screwing his best friend was truly insane. They’d be out of their minds to go there. Dylan didn’t really want that. It was only on his mind because of the heavy flirting he’d just witnessed. But the way they flirt, it’s possible… Dylan groaned and grew inside her.

“Mmm, what’s that I feel? Something’s got you going again,” she cooed, moving her sex against him.

“Thinking about you taking more clients is hot. I imagine you having a stable.”

“A different man every day? That could be fun. I don’t know if I could keep up, but it would be fun trying.” Cori began sliding on him. He was hard enough for it.

“I know you could handle it, Cor. You’re made for it,” he moaned.

Dylan maneuvered her and Cori sat up on him again, slowly, sensually riding him. He grasped her breasts, teasing her nipples through the dress. Cori paused long enough to pull the dress over her head exposing herself to him. Dylan pulled her forward and sucked on her nipples. She grasped him inside her.

“Think of all the money, babe,” she moaned. “Oh god, we could do so much… ahh…mmm…”

Dylan wasn’t thinking about the money. He thought of his wife having a different dick for every day of the week. Baines would be Fridays. That way he could take his time with her. “Ahh, fuck…” he groaned.

“I’ll be a good earner, babe. I’ll use this body to make all the money…”

“Damn…Cor…do it…”

“You want me to suck Brett’s dick?” she teased.

“Yes…suck it…suck them Cori…Brett…Steve…” Dylan almost added Baines to the list, but still had enough control to stop it.

“Ahh…god babe…I’ll do it…I’ll do it for you…I’ll be such a good whore…”

Dylan fucked his wife like a wildcat, doing everything he could to keep his best friend out of his mind…
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Cori was more confident going into her first special appointment with the next lucky client than she’d been that first time with Steve. She’d felt like she was fumbling when she first asked him if he’d be interested in more than a massage treatment. Cori had her approach down, she hoped. It helped that Brett was much more of a sure thing than Steve had been.

Brett was one of those clients Cori had considered dropping. He was a single sales exec who tweaked his back playing in a weekend softball league when he took an ill-advised slide into home plate. He twisted wrong to avoid the tag and got up from the dirt, wincing. A friend who’d had good results recommended Elemental Bodywork, and he’d scheduled an appointment.

Cori was in her second week when Brett Corbin appeared on her schedule. He lived in a new luxury apartment complex built near a tony section of the suburbs with convenient access to regional rail. It was the kind of place young professionals who want access to the city—without the hassle of living in it—flock to. It was also the kind of place where rents probably doubled Cori’s mortgage payment. The buildings were surrounded by large, beautifully landscaped courtyards, which meant she had a distance to lug her equipment to his fifth-floor apartment.

Brett Corbin was exactly what she expected when they first met, based on where he lived and the questionnaire he’d filled out. He was in his thirties, tall and athletic, with a mess of thick black hair and the kind of confident swagger required to succeed in sales. Brett had dressed in a tight, expensive t-shirt and a pair of loose basketball shorts—but not that loose. He’d asked if he should take his shirt off, and Cori had told him to just lie on the table.

He reminded Cori of the frat guys she loved to party with in college but never hung around with when she was sober. Hot and fun, but not the kind of guy to spend quality time with. Brett liked her. Cori could tell straight off.

He’d been pushing his luck from the first appointment, when he’d stood at the doorway, moving aside just enough that Cori could come in, but she would have to brush against him to get past. She was sure he’d been disappointed that her big equipment bag blocked his view of her ass from behind.

Cori had dressed in her work polo and snug khaki pants that day. He’s going to be one of those clients, she’d thought. Brett stood by a bookcase, arms crossed, watching her as she set up in his living room. His glass-topped coffee table had been pushed aside to give her space to set up.

The balcony door had been left open a crack, despite the cool fall day, chilling Cori. Her nipples had perked right up, and she’d suspected that was the point. He’d watched her move as she set up, and she had been looked at that way enough times to know what was on Brett’s mind. She’d really hoped he’d behave.

Cori wasn’t immune to his charms. She knew she’d have to work on focusing as soon as she started touching him. Brett was fit, hard in all the right places. It was like his confident energy conducted into her when she touched him, and she felt it in her core.

Cori had trained for that reaction. It was unrealistic to think she’d never be attracted to a client, and she was a sexual woman. She’d always felt her urges strongly. But she was also centered and controlled. She understood she had to tamp down that energy, or the client could react to it. And Brett Corbin was definitely the kind of client who would act if he thought there was an opening.

Brett had tried all the usual guy tricks during that first appointment. He’d brush her leg when she stood beside him. When he moved it higher, she politely placed it back on the table. It was pleasant but inappropriate. He’d spread his thighs wider when she worked on the backs of his thighs as if she would take it as an invitation. That one made her snicker to herself.

His shorts were tented out when she’d directed him to flip over, and he was proud of it. He’d looked down at his crotch purposefully like he could direct her eyes there. She’d ignored him, of course. Cori snuck a peek on her own, and it was impressive—but no. Back then, going there wasn’t even a glimmer of consideration.

Cori was more pointed when he’d touched her again. She’d moved his hand once more and said, “Excuse me.” She swore he was working his hips as she treated his front, trying to subtly thrust his crotch at her. If he’d been one of her guy friends, Cori would have just dick-slapped him.

He didn’t push it any harder than that, but she was still put off. Cori was just building her client list then, but she didn’t need the hassle. When Brett booked her again, Cori reluctantly took the appointment but made herself clear when she arrived. She wasn’t putting up with more bullshit.

“You’re going to have to behave yourself today, or this is our last treatment,” she’d told him.

“What do you mean?” he’d asked, trying for an innocent smile, and failing.

“I’m only here because I know your back is really screwed up, and I can help you if you let me. But you need to keep your hands to yourself and cut the bullshit.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he’d replied, still smiling.

“Do we understand each other?”

“We do. But uh, you’re an attractive woman, Cori. I don’t know that I can control how I react…” Brett glanced downward.

Cori had resisted the urge to make a smart quip—or dick slap him. She had to remain professional, even if he wasn’t. “I understand that, but that’s a problem you need to handle—after I leave.”

“Understood.” He’d made the Boy Scout sign with his fingers.

Cori didn’t have a problem with Brett after that, but she knew he wanted it, which made him the perfect mark for her sexy side gig. He would have been her first client, but she trusted Steve more to behave. Cori felt ready for Brett now. This would be a fun one. She couldn’t wait to blow his mind after so firmly putting Brett in his place.
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Brett stammered when he answered his door to find Cori there in her new work uniform. It was the tight green polo dress she’d bought for Steve, but she found the time to take the hem up a couple of inches, and the right bra made it even tighter across her bust. The dress was paired with lacy, patterned tights. A pair of ankle strap wedges boosted her butt and shaped her legs. Her hair was braided, and her lips were ruby red. Mascara accentuated her long lashes and made her blue eyes pop. She’d gone all out to make sure she had Brett’s full attention.

Brett stared at her like she was a mirage, and Cori loved it. She could get used to men looking at her like that again. It gave her little tickles of current down in her core.

“Excuse me,” she sweetly said, brushing past Brett. She wasn’t going to comment on her outfit if he wasn’t. This time, she was the one who made sure they brushed against each other as she passed.

“Uh, hey. Hi, Cori.”

“Is everything okay?” she asked, grinning like a lunatic as she bent extra low, setting her gear down on the floor. If Brett hadn’t been staring before, he had to be now. The shortened dress must be showing cheek in that position.

“Yeah, uh, everything’s fine. You just, uh, look nice today. Are you going somewhere afterward?”

Cori unfolded the table and laid out her gear. Brett’s attentive gaze intensified those tickles in her core, distracting her. Cori worked hard to maintain the illusion that everything was normal.

“I’m meeting a coworker for drinks after this, but I’m not doing anything special. Why do you ask?”

“You just, uh, look very nice today.”

“I hope you’re not suggesting I don’t normally look nice.”

Brett smiled like he was catching on that it was all an act. “You know I don’t think that, Cori.”

“I’ve just changed up the work uniform, that’s all. I guess you approve?”

“Oh, very much so. I think your tips are about to skyrocket.”

“Remember, you said that at the end of our session. Hop up on the table,” she said, unlocking her phone to put on her treatment playlist.

Cori worked through the legitimate treatment first, but it was not her best work. She’d been a bundle of nerves that first time with Steve and was able to have more fun with treating Brett, enjoying the subtle teasing. She was amused when she brushed against his hand, and he moved it away. She’d trained him well. It was funny to think she’d now have to undo all her hard work.

She felt like the worst cocktease, but he wasn’t the only one being teased. Cori was distracted throughout the treatment, finding it difficult to keep her attraction to Brett in check, knowing what was coming. She’d been able to keep her therapeutic mindset and ignore that Brett was a hot guy in the past because there was no possibility of the treatment going in the wrong direction. That had been tossed out the window, and her body reacted accordingly.

Cori knew Brett wanted her, and this time she was there for it.

“That feels so good, Cori,” Brett sighed. “You need to break this move out during every treatment.”

She realized that she was caressing his back as much as massaging it. Her fingertips traced over his solid delts and latissimus dorsi, and she appreciated the effort he put into his body. She’d always enjoyed getting her hands on a solid, fit guy, but it felt weird having that reaction to a client. Cori tried to rein it in. She wasn’t ready to show her cards yet.

“You haven’t been hitting the gym too hard, have you? I don’t think you’re quite ready yet,” she admonished.

“Yes, Mom,” he replied, chuckling.

“Don’t call me that. It feels weird.”

“You can call me daddy if you like.”

“Oh, can I now? You’re one of those guys, are you? Maybe that’s why you’re single.”

“I just follow the girl’s lead. You’d be surprised how many of them want to call you daddy. And I’m only single because I want to be. I could settle down tomorrow if I met the right girl.”

“I could see that,” Cori allowed. “I know some women who’d kill for a good-looking, successful guy like you. I don’t know if they would call you daddy, though.”

“You never know, Cori. Hell, you might even like it. You should try it sometime.”

“Why don’t you turn over before this gets any weirder?” she instructed.

The retreatment had taken an odd turn, and she didn’t feel like she was in control with Steve. She should have known Brett wouldn’t be passive like her other client. Cori would handle him. At least she was confident that Brett would be interested in her extra services.

Brett turned over and slowly positioned himself on his, watching Cori as he moved. His shorts were strained out, failing to hide his excitement. She stared before forcing her eyes away, thinking, That’s going to be fun to play with.

His whole demeanor was different than when he lay down. He’d caught on that this treatment was different. Brett had taken to adjusting himself when he turned onto his back, but this time, he proudly let his shorts stretch out, smiling as she shrugged into position. Cori decided it was time to stop playing games.

“I’ve seen you, what, like four or five times now, Brett? Is this always going to happen, or are you going to get used to receiving treatments?”

Cori swept a hand up his leg and gently cupped his balls and his cock. Brett gasped as he tensed. She was pleased that he looked surprised. He’d been hopeful something had changed, but didn’t quite believe it was true—not until she grabbed him. Toying with a confident man like Brett was more fun than with a sweetheart like Steve. Servicing Brett could become dangerous if she couldn’t keep herself in check.

“It’s like I told you, Cori. It’s a natural reaction to having a beautiful woman so close and touching me. And damn, you have magical hands.”

“And I believe I told you this was your problem to take care of,” she said, squeezing his shaft through the slippery, silky material. He felt thick.

“Yeah, I remember that.” Brett groaned.

“Well, I’ve expanded my services for select clients. I can handle this problem, too, if you’re interested.”

Her stomach twisted in knots while she waited for him to agree. He wanted her, but it was still risky to throw it out there. Brett could think she was playing games and get angry. She’d worked overtime to convince him this wasn’t a possibility. Not every guy could think on his feet. She wouldn’t blame him if he called her a cocktease.

But then Brett smiled like he’d unwrapped a PlayStation on Christmas morning.
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“Christ, Cori. I thought you’d never ask.”

Brett rushed to push down his shorts, but Cori stopped him with a light laugh.

“Slow your roll, cowboy. We need to talk business first. I want to make sure we’ve agreed to terms before I can provide any services.” Cori continued to caress his package as she opened negotiations.

“I think you’re enjoying this part a little too much,” he said, chuckling.

“I do feel like I’m holding all the power right now.”

Brett glanced down to where she touched him. “You certainly are holding my power. What are you offering and what are your rates?”

“Sounds like you’ve done this before.”

“Once or twice on vacation, on a boys’ trip out to Vegas.”

“You’re just as dirty as I thought.”

“You’ll find out how dirty I can be if you quit being so coy.”

“If you’re experienced, then you understand this is just two consenting adults having fun. What happens has nothing to do with my job or my employer. But my tip should reflect how much you enjoy my company.”

“Of course, Cori. I know I won’t be disappointed. Keep in mind, I can be very generous when I’m properly motivated. Your tip will depend on just how happy you want to make me.”

She was pleasantly surprised by how open and playful this negotiation was, and imagined this was the kind of fun Mayde had suggested she could have.

Steve was still sweet and shy about their activities, even after a few appointments now. Roger hadn’t been shy about what he wanted, but he was still stiff. Roger was appreciative but treated them like employees. Brett was loose and enjoying himself. He seemed proud to be paying for sex—not that Cori was offering that, which she had to make clear.

“Don’t get carried away, cowboy. I’m not going to make you that happy.”

Brett pouted. “I guess that may be too much to ask. You are still pretty new at this, aren’t you, Cori?”

“Don’t worry. I’m a fast learner.”

“Does that dress come off? I hope that’s on the menu. I’m dying to see what’s doing under there.”

Cori hesitated, but not for as long as she thought she would. It was all going so quickly. She kept pressing ahead, as if she were trying to speed up leveling in a video game. Steve was so sweet that when he urged her along, she just went with it. Cori had always had a sweet spot for nice guys like Steve, even if they didn’t get her motor revving the way guys like Brett did. She’d denied Steve when he wanted her dress to come off, but today she smiled and reached for the hem.

She was tempted to dance while she pulled the dress up her slender body, or at least sway her hips like she was doing a striptease, but Cori would have felt silly doing that. The tight dress snagged on her pushup bra, and her breasts gave a little bounce when she pulled it free—a nice extra for Brett. She dropped the dress onto her gear bag, posing with a hand on her hip. A black thong barely hid her sex under the lace-patterned tights. It was awkward standing there half-naked in front of a virtual stranger. Cori didn’t quite know what to do with herself.

“Damn, Cori, you’re even hotter than I imagined,” Brett said, eyes pouring over her. He sat up, leaning back on his elbow, for a closer look. He softly touched her stomach and whistled. “You’re in incredible shape. You don’t miss workouts.”

Cori allowed him to touch her stomach but put her hand over his when it began to stray, pausing him just below her bra. She was happy he seemed to appreciate her artificial cleavage. It made the uncomfortable bra worth it. It was a trashy number she’d bought just for work, white with an animal print and pink lace on the edges. His hand was warm against her body. The touch was nice, but she couldn’t be distracted by it.

“This is just a preview,” she said. “I need to know how generous you are before I show how nice I can be.” Just saying the words made her core tighten. Cori enjoyed playing the whore way too much. “Have I mentioned that my favorite president is Benjamin Franklin?”

“How nice will you be if his twin brother comes to the party?”

“I think we’ll all have a great time together,” she cooed, feeling silly.

Cori liked her Ben Franklin line, but going deeper with it just felt like she was trying too hard, like she was modeling off a hooker in a movie. She liked to think she was classier than that.

Brett's offering two hundred upfront raised the stakes, and she didn’t know if she was ready to deliver what he expected. Steve tipped her an extra two hundred after their last appointment, but that was only after she let things get out of hand—or put herself into his hands.

Things had only gone so far with Steve because it was their third appointment, and she’d established a comfort level with him. Cori was not starting there with Brett. She had expected to just use her hand on him today, but wasn’t going to turn down the extra money. She would earn it, but on her terms. She’d already stripped for Brett, something she hadn’t done for Steve.

“Do you take Venmo?” he asked. “I don’t keep that kind of cash on me.”

“Sure, babe. Where’s your phone?”

Brett hopped off the table, and she shared her details when he was ready. She tried to formulate a plan while he completed their transaction. Cori knew she should go into these things better prepared, but that took some of the fun out of it. A casual hookup after a night of partying was more thrilling on a pure animal level than making love after a romantic dinner, and it was that primal thrill she was after in her work.

Handling clients would be boring if every appointment was the same and she jerked them off like they were on an assembly line. At the same time, Cori knew she couldn’t keep allowing her appointments to escalate so easily.

“We’re good to go,” he said, laying his phone aside and coming to Cori with his hands on her hips.

He pulled her close. Brett was a good six inches taller, even with her wedges on. His erection pressed into her stomach, and her body reacted with a quiver. Cori instinctively rubbed against it, but the embrace was too intimate. It was the start of fooling around, and that wasn’t what she was there for. She was there to take care of him, not hook up. She stepped back from him.

“Let’s go and get you back on the table.”

“I think we’d be more comfortable over there,” he replied, nodding toward the couch. “I’ve also got a very comfortable king-sized bed.”

Cori smiled. “Sorry, babe, but Ben and his twin are not enough to get me back to your bedroom.”

Brett returned her smile, seeing an opening. He reached for her again and cupped her ass through her tights. “Money’s not a problem if that’s the issue.”

“I’m not that kind of girl, babe. You’re not going to get carried away, are you? I can trust you, right?”

“Isn’t everything a negotiation?” he asked, pouring on his salesman charm.

“This isn’t, so be a good boy and do as I say.”

Cori was concerned Brett was going to be a problem, but when she pulled down his shorts and grasped his cock, he fell in line. He didn’t wear underwear. She wondered if he’d gone commando for all their appointments, waiting for this day to come. His cock and balls were shaved smooth. She led him by the dick, getting him back to the table, where he lay down again. She retrieved the lotion from her gear bag.

“You don’t need that yet, Cori. I just want you to touch me.”

“Yes, sir,” she replied. “How’s this?”

Brett was gym fit, with the kind of sharply defined muscles men who earn their fitness honestly, through hard work, usually don’t sport. She suspected he shaved his chest too, as he was smoothly hairless. A tribal tattoo wrapped around his bicep, high enough that a short-sleeved shirt would hide it. A black sun was outlined in heavy ink on his left pec. Cori liked ink on a guy when it wasn’t tacky. Brett’s tats made him hotter, like there was an edge to the Millennial.

Cori hadn’t thought about his age until then. Brett had to be ten years younger than her. She was flattered that he found her so hot, which was obvious. His cock was dripping while he stared at her. Cori ignored it for now. Her fingertips followed the outlines of his tattoos, and she raked her fingers lightly down his chest. All guys loved that. Brett moaned softly.

“I like your ink,” she complimented.

“What about the rest of me?” he asked.

“That’s nice too. I’m sure you do very well for yourself. I’m surprised you’ve ever had to pay for it.”

Brett smirked. “I didn’t have to. It’s fun sometimes. It feels seedy, and I like that.”

Cori understood the feeling. She watched his cock twitch as she massaged his chest. She would get back down there, but she was having too much fun enjoying his body.

“Besides, I bet it’s the only way I’d get this from a woman like you.”

“A woman like me?”

Brett opened his mouth to speak, but thought better of it. If you were about to call me a MILF or an older lady, that was the right call. Think before you speak when your balls are so easily accessible. She would have said it aloud to Dylan or someone like Baines, but not to a client. She didn’t have that relationship with Brett.

“A sexy, married lady like you,” he finally said.

“That makes a difference?”

“Getting this from someone sexy like you would be hot either way. But yeah, knowing you’re a married woman makes it hotter. It’s dirtier, right?”

“I guess,” she admitted.

Cori trailed her fingernails around his nipples, and he hissed. She made a show of sucking her index finger between her lips to wet it and used it to play with a nipple. Her confidence was growing the deeper she went into their session. The power Cori felt from toying with Brett fed on itself, and her inner vixen was emerging.

“Mmm, yeah, Cori. Your husband is fucking lucky. You’re a great tease, baby.”

“I’ll let him know about your glowing review,” she replied, returning a hand to his cock while she played with his nipples.

“He’s cool with this? He doesn’t mind? I don’t think I could handle it,” Brett sighed, finding it harder to speak when she stroked his cock.

“Do you really want to spend our time discussing my husband, babe, or is this about us?” she asked, leaning down to make Brett think they were about to kiss. But she just blew him a sweet kiss instead and straightened back out.

“Fuck, you’re good, Cori. Yeah, this is my time, not his. This is about us, baby.”

Brett touched her back, and she moved closer to give him better access. His two hundred bought him the right to some light petting, she thought. She enjoyed his hands on her body anyway. She’d learned from Steve that she liked being touched by a client, and she wasn’t going to feel bad about it. She just wasn’t ready to let Brett touch her the way Steve had—not yet. He had to earn that. Brett took his time following the curves and contours of her butt.

Cori found it amusing that all these guys were so into her ass. She worked hard to keep it toned, but the media led her to believe guys were into big, round ones, and she had a tight little ass. Maybe they just appreciated how tight she kept it for a woman in her mid-forties. His hand then traced up her spine, giving her goosebumps and then making her squirm when it got too ticklish. Brett stopped at her bra strap, his fingers exploring. She knew where he was going.

“What do you think you’re doing?” she asked, pausing her tugging of his meat.

“C’mon, your bra doesn’t have to stay on, does it?”

Cori cupped his balls and lightly massaged them, knowing she could quickly make him very uncomfortable. She grasped his cock with her other hand. Rock hard now, he was very thick, with a slight curve she found interesting. Cori knew it would feel amazing inside her, but she wasn’t going there.

Handling a smooth, hairless cock and balls was interesting. It let her really feel him and admire what he had. Brett wasn’t particularly long—about average—but he had the kind of girth that a girl looks for. Cori had to consciously stop thinking about how he’d feel inside her, which she didn’t experience with Steve. Treating a sexy client like Brett was much more dangerous. Her attraction colored her decisions. It was certainly the reason her dress was on the floor.

“It doesn’t have to, but I don’t know if I should encourage bad behavior,” she said.

“Isn’t bad behavior the best kind?”

Cori pretended to think about it, even though the decision had been made. “I guess you can go ahead. I always have a way to slow you down if I need to.” She gave his balls a meaningful squeeze.

“Ugh, careful,” he groaned.

“Be a good boy, and you get the carrot, not the stick.”

Brett flicked her bra open with practiced fingers, and she worked his sac, rolling his balls in her hand, while she caressed his tip. Cori pressed fingers down toward his taint and massaged a tight circle. He grunted and jerked in appreciation, his manhood surging in her hand. She tightened her fingers at his base, not ready for him to come yet. It was counterintuitive from a business standpoint, but she was having too much fun playing with his thick cock.

Cori enjoyed his confident hands. Her bra was pulled out of his way, and she dropped it to join her dress on the floor. They both laughed when their arms tangled, and they maneuvered so he could touch her. His hands were warm, and her pale nipples popped and darkened at his touch. Cori swore her tits had been played with more in the last couple of weeks than they had been in the last couple of years.

It made her reflect on the drop-off in foreplay with Dylan. She credited it to the rushed life of being parents, but she realized now that she missed it. It was nice to be touched, especially by a guy with big, strong hands like Brett. All the attention to her breasts improved her confidence immensely. Cori appreciated that they were still perky, but she’d always been self-conscious about her small tits.

She used to joke with Dylan that she wanted a boob job for her fortieth birthday. It didn’t help that he’d always seemed to be on board. Brett seemed to love them just the way they were. He sculpted her petite globes and swept his fingers over their tips so lightly she could barely feel it. The combination was so good that Cori almost couldn’t take it. Intense thrills shot straight down to her core, tightening her and making her juicy, while she swayed and trembled on her feet.

“Mmm, babe, that feels so good,” she cooed.

“I could make you feel really good if you’d let me, Cori,” he said, giving her tingling nipple a tweak.

“Ahh…yeah…that’s not going to happen,” she moaned, rising on her tiptoes and twisting away from his hand. She needed a moment of relief to gather herself.

“I think you want it to,” Brett replied, still reaching for her.

Cori smiled and reminded him, “This isn’t a date, babe. It’s about me taking care of you.”

Brett’s fingers slithered down her tummy and over her tights. She squeezed her thighs together, but he still wormed his fingers in there, pressing at her center, encouraged by the humidity he found there. Pleasure pulsed from his touch, and her thighs instinctively relaxed for a moment, long enough for him to press deeper. She bit her lip, but still moaned, closing her eyes.

Cori squeezed him tighter, wishing her hand was lubed with lotion so she could get him off quickly. It would be smart to end it now. She’d more been massaging his cock than jerking him off because her hand was dry. His leaking excitement wasn’t quite enough lubrication to work up speed.

Brett had gained the upper hand in their transaction, and it thrilled Cori, even though it shouldn’t. She had to keep in control. Her session with Steve got way out of hand when she didn’t. This couldn’t be her pattern, or she’d be on her back in a client’s bed within a week. It would be so easy—and so good—to just let Brett between her legs.

“I’m a giving guy, Cori. I want to take care of you. Feels like you need it, baby.”

Brett reached up to work his hand inside her tights and thong, which gave Cori the moment she needed to catch her breath. She moved without thinking, reverting to old patterns. Cori had a move for when she didn’t want a hook up to end with fucking, but didn’t want to leave the boy unhappy. She pushed his hand away from her body and bent forward, taking him in her mouth.

Cori stretched her lips around his girth. Brett was much thicker in her mouth than he’d seemed in her hand. She’d forgotten what a challenge it could be to get a really thick cock into her mouth. She briefly withdrew to lick and wet him and went down again.

The deeper she took him, the more her pillowy lips stretched, but Cori was good. She’d always been up to the challenge when giving head, no matter how big the guy was. She just needed to tap back into those skills. Cori held him by the base and slowly began bobbing, picking up speed as her jaw loosened and she could take more. He tasted musky and masculine. Thankfully clean. Sucking a shaved cock was wonderful. She was spared those annoying little hairs.

“Oh shit, Cori. Goddam… I didn’t expect that. Yeah… Shit yeah, baby…”

Brett reached beneath her. He couldn’t reach her pussy, but he did play with her tits, which hung beneath her. He teased her pink nubs, and she moaned into her mouthful. The pleasure shot right to her core, and it was the last thing she needed.

Her head filled with dirty thoughts, all the things she wanted to do with such a wonderful cock. Cori sucked him harder, and her slurping filled her ears. She needed him to finish. She palmed his balls and stretched her fingers down to tease his taint.

“Aww, shit…aww yeah…yeah baby…shit yeah…Cori…”

Cori didn’t even have him in her mouth for two minutes when Brett bucked up off the table and blasted his seed into the back of her throat. She kept sucking, cheeks hollowed, sucking until his balls were drained. Brett twisted and grunted, his body jerking as he spurted into her throat. She thought she might be killing him. Cori finally let him slip from her lips when he began to shrink.

Her mouth was filled with his taste, similar to her husband’s, but different. It wasn’t her favorite, but she’d never minded the taste of a man the way some girls did. It gave her a sense of accomplishment. Cori looked down at him as she wiped her lips on the back of her hand. He looked like a spent husk.

“You look like a satisfied customer,” she said, smiling down at Brett and roughing his hair.

“Damn, Cori, you are a fucking pro. That’s some first-class dick sucking. That was above and beyond, baby. Maybe the best I ever had.”

“Just maybe?” she asked, fake pouting.

“I’ll need a larger sample size.”

“That could be arranged. Right now, I need to use your bathroom.”

“Yeah, yeah. Right down the hall, baby.”

Cori retrieved her bra and dress and scampered out of the room. She did not use the powder room in the hallway, but went back to the master bath, noting that Brett was the kind of guy who made his bed and didn’t throw his clothes on the floor.

It wasn’t surprising. He was the kind of guy who always wanted his place to be ready in case he brought a girl home. She looked at his big bed and thought about the fun they could have had there. Cori found what she was looking for under the sink. Mouthwash. She didn’t hate the taste of cum, but that didn’t mean she wanted to leave Brett’s place with it in her mouth. If she was going to add this to her menu, she would have to start carrying her own.

Cori tried to rationalize as she gargled and spat. She’d barely sucked his cock for two minutes. Did that even count? She just used her mouth to finish him off, and time was money. She barely considered that a blowjob.

She grinned, proud of herself. I’ve still got it, she thought. Would Dylan be as proud of her? Her husband’s resolve would be tested sooner than Cori expected. He would be excited, of course, but it was another chip out of the façade of the woman he thought he knew. Cori dressed, hoping Dylan was ready for what he’d asked for.
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“Look at you,” Mayde said. “You’re a hot momma. And you’re positively glowing. Someone is enjoying their job.”

Cori was fresh from an appointment with Brett and wearing her sea-green polo dress. She still wore the lacy-patterned tights underneath the dress. The outfit was a hit with Brett, although he probably liked it better on his floor. Cori was still processing the new lines she’d crossed in that appointment. As she tried to decide how she felt about it, she also worried about how Dylan would react when she told him. She’d teased him with a text after the appointment. He was probably spinning out right about then.

Ordinarily, she would have rushed home and told Dylan all about it while they fucked, but Mayde insisted they meet for drinks. Dylan would have to wait, which gave her time to think. The women hadn’t caught up in person since Cori began offering extra services. Dylan had to pick Jack up from baseball practice anyway. Sometimes being parents got in the way of their new, kinky lifestyle.

“I can’t complain.”

“Oh? Good appointment?” Mayde asked.

“I’ll just say that this was one of those appointments you talked about, where you really look forward to the good part.” Cori couldn’t help smiling as she thought of it, despite her conflicting feelings. She still couldn’t believe how far she went with Brett, especially because she went into it resolved that the appointment would not get out of hand.

“That sounds fun. It also sounds like you did more than provide manual release. Is my little girl growing up?”

“Stop it. But yes, I did go a bit further. Just a little bit. I don’t know if it even counts.”

“Spill it, girl. I’ll tell you if it counts.”

“It was mostly my hands, but at the end, I sucked it a little,” Cori confessed, both pleased with herself and shocked that she was sharing it so casually.

Mayde laughed. “You good Catholic girls and your technicalities. Thank God, I gave that shit up years ago. Listen, girl. If his dick was in your mouth, you blew him. Did you swallow?”

Cori turned red at that. “I plead the fifth.”

“Mmmhmm.”

A pitcher of Modelo waited on the table, and Mayde poured herself a glass. Cori knew she looked good, but Mayde was a flare to her candle. A tight green wrap dress showed off a deep valley of cleavage and hugged her dangerous curves. She thought about snapping a picture for Dylan. Mayde was also fresh off a premium appointment.

“I think the work suits you, and I don’t mean shiatsu. I knew it would.”

“You couldn’t possibly have known that.” Cori laughed. “I didn’t know it. I would never have guessed I could do this in a thousand years. How could you have known?”

“Just something about you, girl. Maybe I didn’t see it at first. I’ll admit it, you seemed like just another well-meaning skinny White girl looking for something to do when we met.”

“Skinny? Ouch.”

“You know what I mean. You’re tight, but you don’t have this going on.” Mayde gestured at her own body. “Anyway, after that first time you came out with us, I saw it in you. You didn’t go running away like I thought you might or try to report us all to Janine.”

“You must be psychic then.”

“My grandmother saw spirits, so maybe.”

“Where are you coming from?” Cori asked.

“His name is Emmet. He’s a day trader with a nice place in Old City. He’s not a frequent flier, but he expects to get on my schedule with short notice. I always make the time because he takes very good care of me.”

“I’m not the only one glowing,” Cori replied, noting the sparkle in Mayde’s brown eyes. “I guess you’re not just talking about the money.”

“Oh girl, the kind of money he gives me makes me glow.” They both laughed. Mayde leaned in and confided, “He also goes downtown for days. I usually have to make him stop, or my heart will explode. He’s got a nice dick too, but I need to be on top to really enjoy it.”

“Oh, my God. You’re too much.”

“You’ll get what I mean eventually.”

“I don’t know if I’m ever going full service. Dylan and I were talking about it the other day.”

“And he’s not down with it? Sounds to me like that man is down with everything.”

Cori sipped her beer and wondered if she should be confiding in Mayde as much as she did. She just didn’t have anyone else to talk with about this stuff.

“He’d be fine with it, I’m pretty sure. Or he thinks he’d be fine with it, but can you ever know something like that? I’m afraid that if I crossed that line, he’d never look at me again. It’s something you can’t take back. I just gave my first BJ today, and I’m a little afraid to tell him—not because I think he’s going to judge me, but because I know he’s going to see me just a little differently. Dylan’s going to go crazy, which is good, but I don’t want to entirely lose the old us. It’s like we’re just preoccupied with sex now. It’s always lurking there in the background. Dylan doesn’t judge me, but he definitely doesn’t see me the same.”

“How do you feel about yourself? That’s the most important thing.”

“I feel good. Really good. The only thing that bothers me is that it doesn’t bother me. I feel like there’s something wrong with me because I’m so good with it. But I love the way it makes me feel. The money is great too, don’t get me wrong, but I don’t know if I would do it just for the money if I didn’t like it. Steve’s excitement when he sees me is like a jolt of adrenaline. Having another man want me like that is intoxicating.”

“We’re supposed to be all about ourselves and find our own value, but there’s just something about a man wanting you like that. I get it, girl. I love it too. Makes me feel like a goddess.”

“Exactly. You get it. And then when I put my hands on them, really put my hands on them, it awakens this secret part of me. I know it’s all tied up in Catholic guilt bullshit, but I’ll be damned if I don’t like being bad. And I’m not going to apologize for it.”

“Amen, girl,” Mayde agreed, raising her glass for a toast. The girls clinked glasses and drank. “Your appointment with the new client must have gone well today.”

“Old client, new service, but yes, Brett was very eager to order off the secret menu. I was much smoother bringing it up this time, too, if I do say so myself. It went really well. Brett’s more aggressive than Steve, but still mostly behaved himself. His hands were all over me from the get-go.”

“Too aggressive?”

“No, I liked it. He has strong hands, and I liked his confidence when he touched me. I only stopped him when he tried to put his hand between my legs. I’m not going there the first time.”

“Because you might like it too much?”

“Maybe.” Cori smiled. “It’s all about managing expectations, like you told me. Brett wanted more than just the hand, and he was persistent, but I told him that wasn’t on the menu. Not yet.”

“You’re gonna be sucking dick in a week, girl.” Mayde laughed.

“We’ll see. I’ve got two special clients now. I need to pace myself. I’m still just a beginner.”

“Speaking of clients, I have an offer. Feel free to tell me no.”

“Oh god, what is this, Mayde?”

“Nothing too crazy, not to me anyway. I’ve done this a couple of times before with Lexi, and it worked out well.”

“Spill it.”

“Roger liked having you at his appointment that day. He keeps bringing you up and would love to have you back.”

Cori laughed. “He wants me to come and sit in the corner? And I’ll get paid for that?”

“I told him it’ll cost him, but it’s not you just sitting in the corner. Roger wants a two-girl massage. It can be really hot with the right partner. I think you’ll have fun.”

“We’d both work on him? And we’d both…”

“I can do the mouth stuff if you’re not ready for that. You can just use your magic hands on him.”

“And that’s all?”

“I like to keep it loose and see where it goes. We’re going to need to put on a show, too. Nothing you’re uncomfortable with, Cori, just a little playacting to make it special. It’s worth it, trust me. I told Roger it would be very expensive. I told him we want five hundred each.”

Cori was skeptical. Five hundred dollars seemed like a lot of money for rubbing Roger and playing with his dick—even if she and Mayde were also going to make eyes at each other. Cori didn’t object to flirting with Mayde. She was sexy, and Cori could appreciate a sexy girl. Boys weren’t her only casual hookups back in the day, but it had been ages. Considering the job gave Cori those dangerous tingles that got her in trouble. A situation like this could easily get out of hand, and Cori couldn’t count on Mayde to keep things in check. Agreeing to this was probably a bad idea.

“Can I think about it?” Cori asked.

“Not too long. I’ve been putting Roger off for a couple of weeks now. I didn’t know if you’d be up for it, but after that last appointment you had with Steve…”

“God, I should have never told you about that.”

“I think it’s awesome, you know that girl. This work isn’t worth doing if you’re not enjoying it. I see you’re open to other stuff now, and I just thought I’d throw it out there, but if you don’t want to do it, I’ll just tell Roger no. He’ll pout, but I know how to keep him in line.”

“As I said, let me think about it and talk to Dylan. I promise, I’ll get right back to you.”

“See, girl. I knew you were fun,” Mayde said, smiling and squeezing Cori’s hand.
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Dylan sensed something was different about Cori when she got home that evening, and he knew it wasn’t from having drinks with her coworker. She carried herself just a little differently, like she was proud of herself. He knew she’d had fun with her new client earlier, but her text had been cryptic. She said it had gone well, but he had to wait for the details.

He felt that now-familiar stab in his gut as he thought about how well it could have gone. He didn’t think she would be on cloud nine if she’d just jerked off this guy. What was his name? Brian…Brad…no, Brett. She’d been like this when she came back from that appointment where she let Steve get her off. Had another man gotten his wife off? His cock surged thinking about it, but his chest was icy.

Cori wore a coat over her new work clothes, which was a relief. Grace was sitting in the kitchen when her mother came in, though their daughter barely looked up from her phone. Cori smiled and beckoned him to follow her with a crooked finger. She’d done more than give a hand job. He was sure of it.

Dylan locked the bedroom door behind him and watched Cori drop her coat on the floor. Damn, she looked incredible in that little polo dress. Her ass was perfection. They’d been together twenty-three years, but he would never get tired of staring at that ass. He understood why men wanted to pay his wife for sex.

Dylan would happily pay her and felt privileged that he didn’t have to. He almost kicked himself for not putting that ass to work earlier. If only he knew how wild she could be—or how much he’d want that wild Cori.

She pulled the dress over her head with her back toward him, wiggling her ass. She unhooked her bra and let that drop too. Dylan was torn between wanting to be behind her and in front of her. Both views were spectacular. When she bent forward and lowered her tights and thong, she was glad to be behind her.

At least she came home wearing her bra and tights this time, he thought.

It was a good sign that her appointment didn’t get too out of hand. Dylan was disappointed by that. He watched his wife’s lithe body and thought about all the things she could have done with this client, Brett.

He imagined Cori on her knees, Brett standing over her and feeding her his dick, Cori staring up at him with begging eyes. Her hair was in a ponytail today, and he imagined Brett using it as a handle to fuck her mouth. Dylan’s own cock surged picturing it. He visualized Brett blowing his load all over Cori’s pretty face, and he almost came in his pants without touching himself. Would I really be okay with that? Should I be? His cock had its answer. He almost came in his sweatpants.

“Come here, babe. I have a story for you,” she said, slipping out of her shoes and kneeling on the bed.

“You had a good day, didn’t you?” Dylan pulled off his shirt as he came to the bed.

“I think so. I hope you’ll agree. I may have been a little too dirty.”

Dylan reached for her, smiling. He gripped her ass and kissed her. She tasted of beer, with a hint of mint. Did she pop a mint to disguise her drinking? That wasn’t like Cori. Of course, there was another reason she might need to clean her mouth. He thrust his tongue deep into her mouth, thinking another man’s cock might have been there just hours ago. It made him sick that he loved the idea, but that didn’t slow him down. Cori batted at his tongue with hers and shoved a hand into his sweatpants. He was proud that he didn’t come the moment she gripped him. His was the second cock she’d held that day. Dylan could be sure of that.

“I think you like me getting dirty,” she teased, between kisses.

“Are you going to tell me what you did or make me guess all night?” he groaned.

“Come on the bed, and I’ll give you a clue.”

Dylan jumped for the bed so quickly that he tripped on his sweatpants and faceplanted on the bed. Once he was arranged on his back, Cori popped him right into her mouth. Fuck! She did it! Fucking Cori sucked some guy’s dick! Jesus!

Her eyes sparkled as she stared up at him, seeing the realization dawn on his face. She sucked him so tightly, so quickly, so easily that Dylan wondered how big this guy was. She was always good at sucking dick, but she was handling him like he was nothing.

Did this guy have a monster cock? Is this easy because I’m nothing compared to him?

He groaned and would have come if Cori hadn’t pinched off his base and stopped him. She’d gotten very good at edging him. He was thankful she kept him from coming too quickly, even if it was painful sometimes. The pain made him feel powerless, and part of him liked that too.

“No, you can’t come, babe. I need you to fuck me. I really need you to fuck me,” she moaned. Cori knelt in front of him, her other hand between her own legs, stroking her sex. She rarely touched herself much in front of him.

Cori crawled over him and pulled him right into her. She was molten and tightened around him with a deep, satisfied moan like she’d been waiting for it all day. It made Dylan proud that she still needed him, even after taking this apparently huge client. She rode him slowly like she knew he’d just come right away if she fucked him too hard, too fast.

“Tell me, Cor. Tell me what you did,” he moaned, holding her ass as she moved on him.

“He paid me…paid me two hundred…” she gasped, closing her eyes to feel him.

Cori took his hands and moved them to her tits. Dylan happily massaged the little jiggling mounds. He rolled her nipples, and she cried out. “Ahh…yeah…he played with me like that…Brett loved my tits…”

“They’re loveable, Cor. Of course he did. You liked it, didn’t you?”

“Yeah…it felt sooo good, babe. His hands were so big and strong…”

“Where else did he touch you, Cori. How did he have you? Dylan moaned, his mind racing. His balls tightened, and he willed himself to calm down.

“Wanted to rub my pussy…touched it…but I stopped him…”

“Why, Cor? You wanted it…”

“Didn’t want him to think…to think I’m a slut…ahh…”

Dylan grinned, pinched her nipples, and was pleased with her gasp. “You kind of are, to be fair. You’re a whore now, Cori.”

“Yeah…you love it, babe…”

“I do, and you do too. What did my whore do?”

Cori rode him faster. Her face and chest flushed. She was close. He knew she was remembering, reliving what she had done, and that it was going to make her come. Dylan couldn’t take all the credit for that. He wasn’t the only man in her head in that moment.

“I had to finish him, babe…had to slow him down…”

“Tell me, Cori. Tell me!” Dylan growled. He knew, but he had to hear her say it.

“I sucked his dick, babe…oh god…I sucked it, and he came down my throat…ahh god…ahh…”

“Uhn, Cori, you’re such a whore…”

“Yes…yes…oh fuck YES!”

Cori collapsed on him, trembling, while her pussy rippled around him in orgasm. Hearing her say the words was all Dylan needed. I sucked his dick! He came down my throat! Dylan’s balls emptied into his wife, and he groaned in pleasure and pain, thinking he was the second man to come inside her that day. His sweet wife had taken two loads today.

The old Cori he’d always fantasized about was there. She was reborn. How many times did she take loads from different men back in the day?

Dylan shuddered as he thought about what they may have unleashed. He thought he wanted this. He’d told Cori he did. He came every time he thought about it, but was he really ready to live this way, his wife coming home from servicing other men and then finishing off the day with his dick? The benefits were obvious, but would he lose the Cori he’d loved all these years? And if he loved this Cori even more, what did it say about him?

“Seems like you’re okay with what I did. Are you okay, babe?” she asked, hugging him.

“Yeah, I’m great, Cor,” he replied, hoping he sounded more confident than he felt.

“You still love me?” she asked.

“Cori, I’ve never loved you more.”

Dylan wasn’t sure about much these days, but it was the stone-cold truth. She was dangerous, but this version of Cori was truly incandescent, and he had never loved her more than he ever had before.
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Dylan laughed at himself. He didn’t think he could be any more of a wreck than he’d been the first time Cori went out on a special appointment. This new job of Cori’s was forcing him to learn a lot about himself—things he’d never ordinarily have had a reason to consider. Just when Dylan thought he was settling into a new normal, Cori threw him another curveball. It didn’t stop. He didn’t blame her. Deep down, he wanted every single one of those curveballs. But damn, this new side gig of Cori’s was not going as she’d said it would, and it was hard to keep his footing when the ground kept shifting beneath him.

In the span of weeks, Cori went from swearing she could never do what girls like Mayde did to helping out one of Mayde’s clients to deciding that, okay, maybe she could, but just hand jobs, nothing more. Cori swore she wasn’t that kind of girl. She didn’t want to be a whore. Dylan believed it when she said it, but she’d moved on from that at record speed. He chose to believe that Cori had meant what she said and that maybe she didn’t know herself as well as she thought she did. Or maybe she did, but couldn’t admit it. Whatever the truth, it felt like Cori told him one thing and then was pushing the envelope the next time he turned around.

Cori, his sweet, practical wife, rapidly progressed from giving hand jobs for a hundred bucks to letting her new favorite client, Steve, rub her pussy and make her come. Cori was alight when she told him about it. She loved every second of Steve’s worship. His best friend, Baines, had warned him: She loves the attention. Cori added her second client, Brett, after that, and she was absolutely, definitely, no doubt going to give him a hand job for his first session. She didn’t want him to think everything was available, not on the first appointment. Cori stripped on that first appointment and ended up swallowing Brett’s load.

Dylan would have been reeling if his sinister inner voice hadn’t been urging her on. That dark, newly discovered side of himself wanted to see just how down and dirty Cori could get. It wanted to see Cori completely lose control and give in to her most primal desires. It was scary as shit. Dylan didn’t blame his wife because he was just as twisted as she was.

Cori’s latest curveball had the potential to blow through all her limits. Dylan tried to stay neutral when she told him of Mayde’s plan for them to handle a client together. Cori and Mayde servicing a client together was the hottest thing ever. It sounded crazy on the surface, but of course, Dylan wanted her to do it—because it was so crazy.

The way Cori pitched it made the appointment sound safe, almost tame. Mayde would be doing all the hard work, and Cori would just be there for eye candy and a little rubbing. Dylan didn’t believe that for a second. He knew his wife too well. Cori would be naked or sucking his cock or fucking him, and she’d come home to Dylan to explain she didn’t know how it happened. It did anger him, but he tamped that down. He was unsure why he was angry anyway.

Was he angry that Cori kept telling him one thing and doing another, or that his dick kept taking over his thinking and making him okay with it? At least he’d gotten over the worry that he could lose Cori to a client—even a rich, well-hung client. This client was neither of those things.

Roger was the client she’d visited with Mayde before. Roger’s was the first strange cock she’d touched in over twenty years. Cori didn’t lose her mind over Roger then, and she wasn’t going to now. And oddly, it felt safer if Cori was there with Mayde anyway. One-on-one felt instinctively dangerous. Three was just a party.

Dylan was only jealous that he couldn’t be there. He thought if she was going to have a threesome, he should be the guy in that setup. But then, Dylan didn’t have the thousand dollars to pay for this particular threesome.

Dylan joked that if Cori did this threesome, she owed him another. She rolled her eyes and reminded him it was work, not a threesome. She was doing her Cori thing, acting all conflicted and unsure whether she should do it. It was strange to see this new facet of his wife, who was ordinarily so confident and decisive. Cori usually analyzed something, made a decision, and didn’t look back, but when it came to this new work stuff, she was a different woman. She constantly second-guessed herself. Dylan recognized that some of it was performative, at least that’s what he thought. He could see right through her.

Cori hemmed and hawed, but she obviously wanted to do this appointment with Mayde. Dylan could see her excitement when she talked about it. She was just afraid to show him how eager she was for it. Cori was afraid he would judge her, which was funny. He was just as eager as she was.

It was ridiculous that they both wanted this—for their own reasons—and they were both afraid to share it. Dylan could have been the one to break the ice, but he didn’t. He defaulted to his usual, weak do whatever you think is best. I trust you. He wondered how long it would take for them to break that pattern and become completely comfortable with her side gig. It was another of their new rituals, like Cori needing Dylan to make love to her when she came home from those special appointments, though make love wasn’t quite accurate.

Cori needed Dylan to fuck her and reclaim her after she’d been with another man. He realized that ritual was important to him, too. Dylan hung on all the details of her client encounters. They’d relived her appointment with Brett several times over the last few days. He could picture it like he’d been there. He loved it when she described how possessively he touched her.

He wished Cori had let Brett have his way with her completely. Cori wanted it. Her eyes were fiery when she described it. She’d wanted to say yes when Brett tried to take her to bed. Dylan was rock hard when he pictured his wife underneath the big, younger man, writhing and begging him to fuck her. Cori would be seeing Brett again. Dylan wasn’t so sure she’d tell him no the next time.

Three days had passed, and now Dylan sat at home while Cori was on her way to that tag-team appointment with Mayde. Those three days had passed impossibly slowly, but the moment she left the house, time came to a stop. Every second was an hour, and it drove him insane. Dylan was not a wreck because Cori would be touching another man, as he was the first time.

This agony was different. It was the agony of anticipation. He would be a coiled spring, waiting for release until she came home and told him what happened. In the meantime, all he could do was sit there and drink and wait for each torturous minute to pass. He spent those minutes imagining what was happening in that hotel room.

Dylan was sure Cori would be crossing new lines tonight. She insisted Mayde would be the lead and would be doing the heavy lifting. Cori joked that she was just there to look pretty and rub Roger while Mayde did the hard parts. Dylan didn’t believe that. He didn’t believe his wife could just sit back and watch.

Cori was a doer. He also didn’t believe Roger wanted her to just watch and rub him a little bit. Roger obviously wanted Cori enough to pay a lot of money to see her again, and when he saw her in the outfit Mayde picked for her, he was going to lose his mind. Dylan had.

Mayde waited until Cori said yes to the appointment to add instructions. Dylan could tell his wife felt deceived, but she took it in stride. She also had fun with it. The first change was that it would be an evening appointment at a hotel. Roger couldn’t find a good time to have the girls to his house when his wife wouldn’t find out.

Dylan and Cori discussed how going to a hotel raised the stakes, but she assured him she would keep things from getting out of hand. The other detail Mayde shared after Cori agreed was that Roger was into leather and requested the girls dress up for him. Cori had nothing in her closet, but ordered several choices online, intending to keep one and return the others.

Dylan was Cori’s eager audience, sitting on the bed while she tried on her choices. She modeled them for him and snapped photos in the mirror for Mayde for approval. Dylan insisted she send him the photos, too. He wanted those keepsakes. Cori ruled out the first dress right off the bat. She only tried it on because Dylan insisted he see it on her.

It was a shiny, tight, royal blue dress with sculpted cups at the bust, and it looked like it was painted on her. He thought it showed off her tight body, but Cori thought she looked like a space hooker in it. She wouldn’t even send a photo of the dress to Mayde, although Dylan snapped one on her phone—Cori giving him a skeptical, annoyed look in the photo.

Cori also disliked the second dress, a strapless black cocktail dress, because she thought it made her look too flat-chested. She didn’t have a strapless push-up bra that would allow her to fill it. Mayde thought she looked good in it, and Dylan loved how much skin it showed. Cori put a lot of work into keeping her body toned, and she deserved to show it off. She was judging herself too harshly, but Dylan knew she shouldn’t go out in a dress she didn’t feel confident wearing.

The final dress was the one. Cori looked great in it, but it wasn’t quite as explicit as the other two. He knew that was why Cori loved it. The thin, black pleather shirt dress had shiny snaps up the front and a belt with a big, chrome buckle. It was vaguely dominatrix-ish, and that tickled Dylan’s balls. He also imagined Roger grabbing it by the front and pulling, yanking all the snaps open at once.

The dress was a style Cori would normally wear if it wasn’t pleather. She had several shirt dresses and looked great in all of them. This was a tad shorter than her ordinary dresses, but she’d just wear tights with it. Cori wore fishnet stockings for her appointment and complained she’d be tugging the dress down all night. Dylan laughed and said it just meant Roger wouldn’t have as far to go when he pulled up the dress.

Dylan watched Cori throw a coat over the dress and walk out the door to her big money appointment, leaving him home to keep the fire burning. He sat in his chair, sipped scotch, and kept his phone close to his side, imagining all the filthy things his wife could be doing at any given moment. He couldn’t wait for Cori to get home and tell him all the details.
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Cori met Mayde in the high-end hotel’s lobby, her coat belted tightly at the waist, lest it pop open and expose the dress she wore beneath. She already felt like everyone who passed her in the busy lobby knew why she was there, waiting with her teased hair, flashy makeup, fishnet stockings, and spiked, black heels.

Hooker, she knew they were thinking. Cori hadn’t done herself up so fancy since a girls’ night out over the summer, though she wasn’t wearing a leather dress that night. What would her friends think if they saw her in that getup?

If anyone had the nerve to say anything, Cori would give them a piece of her mind, but mostly people just passed on by as she stood by a wide pillar, hoping to blend in with the scenery. It wasn’t quite an effective strategy. Most of the men passing by noticed her, several of them smiling approvingly. A smile from one older gentleman earned him a smack on the arm from his unamused wife.

“Here, take this. You need to chill out,” Mayde said, passing her a small, gummy candy.

“Gummy bear?” Cori asked, eyeing it.

“It’s an edible, silly. You need to chill out. You look like you’re ready to jump out of your skin.”

“Sorry, I didn’t think it was that obvious. What kind?”

“It’s a Sativa, of course. It won’t put you to sleep.”

“Oh, I know. This will help. Thanks.”

Cori popped the edible in her mouth and chewed it, hoping the pot candy wasn’t too strong. It was an artificial grape flavor she didn’t love, but the taste wasn’t the point. She just wanted the edge off and to be energized for the appointment with Roger. She didn’t need to be out of her mind for eight hours.

Mayde brought her gear, but Cori carried an oversized purse with several extra items. Dylan asked if she wanted to throw some condoms in there. He played it off as a joke with a nervous laugh, but knew part of him hoped she’d say yes. She almost did it just to see his reaction. Mayde led her to a bank of elevators.

Thankfully, they had the car to themselves. Cori went to slip off her wedding band and put it in her purse. She’d never thought of it with her other clients, but this one felt different. Steve and Brett knew she was married anyway. She doubted Roger had noticed it when she met him before, and he didn’t need to know she was married.

“Leave it on,” Mayde said, putting her hand over Cori’s. “Roger likes that you’re married. He was asking about that when he asked about you.”

“Really? Does it matter? What did you say to him?”

“I think it turns him on that you’re married and doing this. He knows I have a man, but it’s not the same. I told him I don’t know what your husband knows.”

“Oh god, he thinks I’m whoring around behind Dylan’s back?” It didn’t sit well with Cori, but she didn’t know why. Roger knew virtually nothing about her. He could build whatever fantasy he wanted if it helped him.

“Who cares if it gets him off? That’s what we’re here for, right? We’re selling a fantasy of ourselves, not our real selves. He’s not getting the Cori who does the family’s laundry and takes the kids to practices. He’s getting Cori in leather, who likes to give men a good time.”

Cori laughed. “Is that who I am tonight?”

“It’s who we both are, girl. Embrace it. We’re going to have fun. I promise.”

Roger took a large room on the eighteenth floor with a sitting area. He cleared the chairs and coffee table to the side before the girls arrived, creating space for them to work. Cori was relieved they wouldn’t be treating him on the bed. That just felt like an extra risk of the night escalating. He offered them a drink when they arrived.

“That would be lovely, Roger,” Mayde said.

He assumed Mayde answered for them both, poured out three measures of Don Julio 1492, and passed them around. They didn’t toast. Mayde sipped hers, but Cori knocked hers right back, smiling as the warmth spread through her. There was no pretending this was a normal appointment.

Roger sat on the bed while the girls prepared the table. Cori kept her coat on as Mayde instructed. Mayde wanted a big reveal of their outfits. Once the massage table was assembled and prepared with linens, they stood side by side in front of Roger.

“I hope you approve. I want everything to be perfect tonight. This is a very special appointment. We don’t do this kind of thing a lot,” Mayde said, smiling as she unbelted her trench coat. Cori followed suit.

They dropped their coats, and Roger’s face lit up as if he had just won the lottery. He couldn’t stop smiling as Mayde did a little turn for him. Cori felt silly, but she did a twirl as well. She’d felt confident and sexy when she left the house, but seeing Mayde in her dress made her feel inadequate, like she was tagging along with her hot friend.

Mayde just dripped sex. Her deep plum dress was suspended from the hardest-working straps Cori had ever seen and looked like it was going to burst off her curves at any second. A zipper, with an oversized ring pull, ran right up the front to a low-cut neckline that struggled to contain Mayde’s breasts. All her exposed light brown skin was flawless.

Her outfit was completed with platform heels that could only be described as stripper shoes. Cori didn’t know how she walked so easily in them. She had to step deliberately in her own strappy heels, which had silver buckles on the ankle straps matching the buckle on her belt.

Cori questioned why she was even there. If she had to choose between the two of them, she would choose to fuck Mayde. But she held her head high and smiled. She may not have had Mayde’s big, curvy butt, but Cori had skills. She could do things that would blow Roger’s mind. She was supposed to be there for support, but she was suddenly feeling competitive.

“You girls have exceeded expectations,” Roger enthused. “I can’t thank you enough for taking this appointment.”

“The pleasure is ours,” Mayde replied.

“Although, hopefully not all ours,” Cori added.

“I have no doubt this will be memorable,” Roger said.

“Do you have a present for us, papi?”

“Of course. Sorry, I’m distracted at the moment.”

Mayde smiled and said, “I’d be disappointed if you weren’t.” She took an envelope from him and tucked it into her bag. Cori felt a sting of wantonness when the money was handed over. It was exciting to be paid. “Why don’t you come over, and we can get you ready for your treatment?” Mayde suggested.

Mayde held out a hand, and Roger took it, coming off the bed. He was dressed very suburban dad, expensive but not cool jeans, and a checked button-down. Cori followed Mayde’s lead when she began unbuttoning Roger’s shirt. Cori smiled sweetly and got the buttons at the cuffs while Mayde worked down the front. Roger stood between them, and Mayde pressed her leather-clad breasts to his chest when she spread his shirt open. Cori pressed in behind him and untucked his shirt. She ran her fingers up his sides under his shirt, and he was hot to the touch. Roger laughed as her fingers played over him.

“Sorry, didn’t know you’re ticklish,” she said.

“It’s okay. I like it,” he replied, his voice an octave lower. Yes, he liked it.

Cori pulled off his shirt while Mayde unbuckled his braided leather belt. Roger was decidedly uncool, but that was appealing in its own way. He was fit enough, and Cori liked the smattering of hair on his chest. It was the situation, but she found she was attracted to him in a way she hadn’t been during their first meeting.

It was the same with Steve. He wasn’t a guy she would usually go for, but the situation of being paid to take care of him elevated her attraction. She rubbed her pleather-clad body against his back and felt the rumble of a moan from him. Mayde knelt when she pulled his jeans down, suggestively leveling her face with his groin. Roger was tall, so Cori couldn’t see over his shoulder—even in her heels—to see if Mayde did anything while she was down there, but he did take a shivery breath.

The girls stripped Roger naked before leading him to the table and laying him facedown. His cock was already rising—he couldn’t stop staring at the girls—and had to arrange himself when he lay down. Cori was pleased that he spent as much time checking her out as he did Mayde. She even decided he gave her a bigger smile. Mayde was the kind of girl that every guy wanted, but maybe Cori was more Roger’s type. Her competitive side hoped so.

Mayde had been evasive when Cori asked for details about the appointment, leaving her to wonder how much actual treatment they would provide before they got to the fun part. She felt like they’d already thrown any pretense that they were providing a therapeutic treatment right out the window, with their outfits, the drinking, and stripping the client. She laughed to herself, thinking of offering to strip legit clients before a treatment.

The guys would love it, for sure, but would be greatly confused. Mrs. Silverberg, a polite but haughty grandmother she treated, would probably pass out.

Mayde did intend to give something of a massage. She popped a bottle of lotion into the room’s microwave for a couple of seconds before squirting a small pool into Cori’s hands. Cori got to work, while Mayde slicked her own hands. Cori took a deep breath as she began working on Roger’s shoulders. He wasn’t tense at all, but he released a deep sigh when she kneaded his flesh. She liked that they were giving something of a treatment. Cori found it centering to do what she was trained to do. Mayde stood on the other side of the table and started on his mid-back, working her way down.

“Take nice, deep breaths,” Cori advised, using her hands on either side of his neck. “Just relax and let me move you.”

“I’ve never been more relaxed,” Roger sighed, speaking down into the face support. “Mayde’s massages are perfection, but having four hands on me is incredible. I swear, every man should get to experience this.”

“Every man dreams of experiencing this, but you were bold enough to make it happen, papi. If you like tonight, we could make this a regular thing,” Mayde said, smiling at Cori.

Cori hadn’t considered this as anything but a one-off, but the money was very good. If she was comfortable with whatever happened tonight, she could consider doing it again. But that would have to be a conversation with Mayde. She gave her friend a look and told Roger, “Let’s just focus on making you feel good tonight and leave the future to itself.”

“Mmm, I am totally in the moment. Don’t worry about that, Cori,” he replied, turning his hand to touch her leg. He squeezed her thigh through the thin pleather, but then reached lower and ran his fingers over the texture of her stockings.

A shiver ran through Cori at the touch, her heart skipping a beat as she felt a sliver of danger. Roger touching her was different than when she treated Steve or Brett. They were both clients she’d treated for months or weeks before adding her special services. She had time to get comfortable with those men before suggesting taking their treatments to the next level. She barely knew Roger. Mayde trusted him, but Cori didn’t have that relationship with him.

Everything about this appointment was different, dangerous in that it all felt unknown. Cori had felt the thrill of her illicit, paid activity before, but this was the first time she truly felt like a sex worker—and she hadn’t really done anything yet. But the hotel room was filled with anticipation. They all knew why they were there. The girls were there to service Roger, not give him a therapeutic treatment.

They were his whores. Just thinking the word revved Cori with excitement. She stepped closer, signaling to Roger that he was free to touch her. Both his hands were busy. He felt Cori’s shapely legs and Mayde’s round ass on the other side of the table.

“What do you like, papi? Do you want us to work you over hard, or do you want the light touch tonight?”

“Tease me a little. I love a good tease.”

“Do you think we can do that, Cori? Do you know how to tease?” Mayde asked.

“I think I can be creative.”

Cori lightly raked her nails along his scalp, tousling his hair. She continued down his neck and over his shoulders, doubling back and retracing her route. Roger rumbled and seemed to deflate into the table as he achieved total contentment. Cori thought it was funny that clients were rarely that relaxed from a real treatment, but it just took a light teasing touch to turn Roger to jelly.

Mayde worked his lower half, her nails and fingertips teasing up and down his legs and over his butt. Her fingers dipped between his thighs, and Roger adjusted, opening his legs for better access. He trembled, and Cori was sure Mayde was stroking his shaft down there. The girls used all four hands to tease Roger and brought him to a trembling, moaning mass of contentment. Cori was weirdly jealous of Roger. Being caressed by four gentle hands must have felt amazing.

Mayde oiled Cori’s hands again and added more oil to her own. Roger rewarded them with deep, satisfied moans while their hands rubbed every inch of his back. The girls switched places, and Mayde worked on his upper half, while Cori went below. She gave his calves a serious massage and went down to work the pressure points in his feet. Mayde was still just teasing him with slick, sliding touches, but Cori managed to release tension from their client.

Cori didn’t forget the teasing. Her slick hands worked back up his legs, fingers dipping in between them with each stroke. Her fingers pressed deep and brushed his head. It was hard to tell with her oily fingers, but it felt like his tip was drooling its excitement. She teased her fingers all around the sensitive underside of his head. Roger trembled so hard she had to stop, afraid she’d make him finish prematurely. Instead, her fingertips trailed up his shaft and glanced over his balls. She even touched his taint, causing his legs to stiffen.

“I think it’s time to turn you over, papi,” Mayde suggested. “Let us help you.”

The girls stood on either side of the table and turned Roger onto his back. His prick sprang right up, flicking a web of his drooling excitement onto his stomach. He managed to look embarrassed, but Mayde smiled reassuringly. “Look at that. I’m glad you’re having such a good time, papi, but we’re not close to being finished. Are we, Cori?”

Cori trailed fingers through his chest hair and gently massaged his balls with the other. She did it without thinking—did it before Mayde could touch him. She saw his masculinity and wanted to touch it. She ran her fingers down and smeared the flicked precum into his belly. Her core tightened as she played with his leaked excitement. Cori was enjoying teasing Roger way too much. Her core tightened when she thought about the power they had over him in that moment. So much for hanging back and letting Mayde take the lead. She also felt the edible kicking in.

The Sativa gummy sharpened her focus, and Cori thought about all the things they could do to Roger if they were really going to cut loose. Her creative side was engaging. The sharper focus from the Sativa brought Cori deeper into her head, making her acutely aware of how horny this special treatment had her.

She hadn’t considered the aphrodisiac effect Sativa had on her. The few times she and Dylan had made love on it had been incredible. Would he be mad that she got high without him? Dylan would have warned her about the Sativa before she took it if he’d been there. He knew very well the effect it had on her.

“Does this feel good, papi? Is this what you like?” Mayde asked, taking Roger’s hand and putting it on the slight curve of her tummy so he could feel the tight plum-colored leather stretched across her body. She kept her hand over his and rubbed herself with it, over her sides, down to the high hem that barely concealed her sex, and then up again to feel the swell of her breasts through the dress.

Her thick nipples dented the leather. It didn’t look like Mayde wore a bra with her dress. Cori wondered if she wore anything under it. She was about to find out. Mayde hooked his finger in the big zipper pull ring. She released his hand, and Roger did the rest, slowly drawing the zipper down like he was unwrapping a present.

Mayde’s big tits pushed the dress open as soon as the zipper cleared. She was indeed braless under the dress. Cori felt Roger’s surge of excitement when he revealed her big, soft mounds and shared it. The zipper reached the bottom, and the dress parted. Mayde pulled it back and stood proudly with her shoulders thrown back and tits thrust forward. Her big, dark brown nipples were engorged, demanding attention. Cori didn’t look away until she realized she was staring. It was then that she noticed Mayde wore a tiny black G-string. She was barely covered and obviously waxed smooth.

“You didn’t prefer the dress on, did you, papi? I know you like the feel of the leather.”

Roger’s eyes were big as saucers as he took in Mayde. “No, off is definitely better. Goddam, honey. You’re…” He ran his hand back up her belly and cupped a heavy breast, this time touching her bare, hot flesh.

The scene was surreal to Cori. Just watching Mayde blow Roger that first time heated her center, driving her to distraction. Watching Roger freely touch Mayde while she stood there with an encouraging smile had Cori on fire. She squeezed her thighs together, but it just made her pussy throb harder. She blamed the edible but knew it was also her own dirty mind. She loved being part of such a sexy, dirty scene.

That first time, she’d been sitting in a corner, watching. This time, she was in the thick of it, caressing Roger’s chest and balls while he touched Mayde. Cori’s involvement wasn’t going to stop there. She was frightened of just how far she’d go.

“Give me a second, papi,” Mayde said, removing Roger’s hand from her. “I need to catch Cori up with the rest of us. You want to join the party, don’t you, Cori?”

Cori nodded.
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Cori met Mayde at the foot of the massage table, where they had room to maneuver. She opened the big, shiny buckle on her belt while Mayde loudly undid the top snap. Cori left the belt to hang down her sides. She fought the urge to help Mayde with her snaps. It was a better show for Roger if Mayde undressed her, and they were putting on a show. Roger had paid for that. Cori was unsure exactly what he’d paid for, but he’d paid for that at least.

Mayde stared at the snaps as she opened them, popping each one like it was a puzzle she was solving. She smiled over at Roger and then looked up at Cori, who was still slightly taller, despite Mayde’s stacked heels. A naughty, challenging smile played on Mayde’s lips. How far will you let this go? She seemed to ask.

The last snap popped, and Mayde’s hands pushed inside it. Roger watched down the table, over his erection, but the dress still concealed Cori’s body from him. He could only see that Mayde was touching her beneath it. The gentle touch of another woman made Cori close her eyes and revel in the sensation of those warm, oil-slicked fingers on her body. Mayde touched all over her torso but came back to focus on Cori’s abs.

“Damn, girl. You are tight. I knew you were fit, but damn, you are solid. I’m jealous, girl.”

“You’re jealous of me with that body?” Cori marveled, touching Mayde. She was soft in all the right ways.

“You’re like an athlete, girl. No way you had two kids, mami.”

Cori answered with a kiss. She just leaned in and planted a deep kiss right on Mayde’s plump, red lips. The shorter woman snaked her tongue right into Cori’s mouth, and she sucked on it, flicking back with her own tongue. The heat rose in Cori quickly, and she wanted to throw Mayde down on the bed and forget about Roger. Part of that was the Sativa, she knew.

Mayde’s every touch was scorching, spreading prickly heat of pleasure throughout her body. That particular strain of pot focused Cori on the hands roving her body. Cori hefted Mayde’s big, soft pillows in turn. She loved Mayde’s femininity. Mayde ran her hands up over Cori’s breasts, but she was not nude under her dress.

Cori wore a matching midnight blue bra and panty set, with black lace trim and little silver pendants—one that hung between her breasts, the other at the waist of the panties, above her sex. She wore it, hoping to make Roger hard. He hadn’t seen the lingerie yet, but Mayde fixed that, pushing the pleather dress from her shoulders.

Freed from the dress, Cori wrapped her arms around Mayde, and their making out heated up. It had been more than two decades since she seriously kissed another woman, but kissing Mayde and feeling her lush body crushed to hers brought back everything Cori loved about being with other women. She loved brushing back Mayde’s hair, feeling her round ass, feeling the crush of her big globes against her slender body.

Mayde was an excellent, teasing kisser, the flicks of her tongue elevating Cori’s passion. Cori had never thought of herself as quite bisexual. She liked girls and liked playing with girls when the opportunity presented itself, but she’d never dated a girl or even considered it. Cori just liked to think of herself as open, and she felt very open to Mayde.

“Look at her body, Roger. Couldn’t you just eat her up?” Mayde said, ending the kiss and turning them so Cori’s backside was more exposed to their client. She grabbed Cori’s butt with both hands, squeezing it hard. Mayde tried to jiggle it, but Cori’s ass didn’t have much give. “See how tight this thing is? You could bounce a quarter off this thing.”

“Your ass is incredible, Cori,” Roger affirmed, his cock twitching while he stared at her.

Cori might have blushed if her cheeks weren’t already so flushed from making out with Mayde and being exposed to Roger. Being objectified by a man was bad, but should she feel weird that Mayde was doing it with her standing right there? Should she feel weird that she liked it? Cori felt Roger staring at her, wanting her, and she liked that. She liked it a lot.

Her pussy wasn’t drenched only because of Mayde. But she couldn’t just allow herself to be presented to Roger, like a commodity he’d purchased. Mayde was just as bought as she was. Cori grabbed Mayde’s ass, which had a fun shake to it.

“Or do you like this juicy peach better?” Cori asked.

“You are both stunning, and I’d like a closer look. I love you two enjoying each other, but I’m feeling left out over here,” Roger said, smiling but serious.

“We can’t have that,” Mayde answered. “Let’s go make Roger feel special, Cori.”

“That’s what we’re here for,” Cori agreed, giving Mayde another kiss before they pulled apart and approached Roger on either side of the massage table.

“What would make you feel included, papi?” Mayde asked, touching his chest and running her fingers through his hair. Cori was impressed by her rapt expression. Mayde looked down at Roger like he was the only man in the world. Cori hoped she was that convincingly seductive with clients.

Roger complained he felt left out, but Cori felt like a third wheel standing to the side. The night didn’t resemble her expectations at all, and she felt lost at sea. Mayde had told her she only had to be as involved as she wanted. Cori surprised herself by wanting to be very involved. She grasped Roger’s cock and stroked it. Her hand was still slick enough with oil to smoothly slide up and down his length. The heat and energy in his engorged shaft excited her.

“Ahh, that’s a good start,” Roger moaned. He palmed Cori’s ass, bringing her closer to the table. Her panties were skimpy, leaving plenty of bare cheek for him to grope.

Cori stared at his manhood while she stroked it like she was fascinated by it. She swore it pulsed in her hand, and the excitement that oozed from the tip felt like a reward for her efforts. Roger was a nice size, but she didn’t need both hands to pleasure him. She used her other hand to massage his balls.

He was neatly trimmed down there, and she wondered if he was specially groomed for them. She couldn’t recall how he looked the first time she saw it. Either way, she appreciated it.

Mayde leaned down and kissed his chest. She ran the tip of her tongue all over him, circling his nipples when she reached them. Roger stiffened and trembled. He moaned deeply when she sucked his nipple. He surged in Cori’s hand, and she thought he might blow his load right then. She gripped him tighter at the base to stop it. Cori wasn’t ready for him to come yet. She pressed her fingers lower, massaging his taint.

“Ahh, fuck…” he groaned, fingers digging into Cori’s butt.

His fingers worked lower too, pushing between her thighs from behind. She adjusted her stance, giving him access. The angle was awkward, and he could hardly touch her down there, but he had to feel her panties were soaked through. Cori was frustrated by his limited, teasing touch. She took his hand and guided it to the front of her panties.

Cori gasped and moaned. Roger used four fingertips to push her soaked panties into her cleft and massage between her lips. She braced against the table as her knees went weak. She closed her eyes and held onto him, gripping but not stroking. She was too distracted. Pleasure pulsed through her body, centered on her core. Cori focused on it, reveling in it.

While Cori was occupied, Mayde worked her way up Roger’s body, kissing and licking the side of his neck. She was careful not to leave any marks. Mayde came close to kissing him, her lips hovering over his, but when he tried to kiss her, she pulled back. It was an exquisite tease. Roger surged in Cori’s hand. He wound his fingers in Mayde’s thick, curly raven hair, trying to pull her down. She teased, licking his lips, but refused to kiss him. Instead, Mayde whispered something in his ear.

“Ahh, fuck yeah,” he moaned.

Mayde came around to Cori’s side of the table and stood behind her. Mayde didn’t ask permission but swept Cori’s hair aside and kissed her neck. Cori sighed her approval. She leaned back into the other woman, enjoying the softness of her body. Cori’s body undulated to its own erotic rhythm, lost in two people touching her at once.

Roger kept his smoothly massaging fingers on her pussy, while Mayde kissed her neck and held her hips. It was suddenly all about her. Cori should have had questions, but it was too much fun to just roll with it.

“Roger wants me to play with you, mami. You don’t mind, do you?” Mayde whispered, seductive honey in Cori’s ear.

Cori gently shook her head and smiled at Roger. “He’s the client. I guess I have to do what he wants. What do you want to see, honey?”

“I think you girls have a good handle on it,” he said, looking up from where he touched Cori to meet her eyes.

“You mean this handle?” she teased, squeezing his cock.

Roger moaned and pressed harder through her panties, bringing a matching moan from her. “You’re handling that perfectly, Cori. You really know your way around a cock. I bet you’ve had a lot of practice.”

“Mmm, I have. I know just what guys like you want.”

“You sure do, Cori. You’re going to give me exactly what I want.”

“Mmm…yeah…if you’re good…”

Mayde flicked her bra open while she was distracted, and Cori let it fall, releasing Roger’s cock and balls long enough to remove it and set it on his chest. He felt its silky softness for a moment and reached for her. Mayde wrapped her arms around Cori and cupped both little rounds, rolling the swollen, pale buds capping them.

Cori purred and melted back against Mayde. Roger reached for her too, tangling his arms as he tried to touch her pussy and tits at the same time. Mayde made room for him, and they both caressed and massaged Cori’s breasts.

Mayde was more aggressive, tweaking Cori’s nipples to the very edge of pain, making her hiss and whimper, while Roger had the soothing touch, caressing Cori as a lover would. The combination drove Cori wild. She loved having four hands on her. She understood why Roger paid $1,000 for it.

Cori had a stab of hesitation when Mayde took her panties and eased them down her hips. She knew she should stop her friend as it increased the danger of it all getting out of control, but it was like her own hands were glued to Roger’s genitals, and the way the pair had her body pulsing with pleasure made Cori weak. She knew she should stop them, but she didn’t want to. Mayde rolled her tiny panties down her hips to her knees.

“Tell me how wet she is, papi,” Mayde encouraged.

Roger moved like Mayde’s was the only permission he needed. Two fingers pushed right up inside Cori. She cried out and arched her back, pushing at them. It also frightened her, and she finally let go of Roger to grasp his wrist. But Mayde took both her arms and gently pulled them behind her back. Cori didn’t really resist. It was more symbolic that Mayde had control. Mayde held both wrists with one hand and played with Cori’s tits with the other. Roger plumbed her depths with his fingers, and she tightened her core, grasping at them. She couldn’t pretend she didn’t want this, even if she knew it was crossing a line.

“You’re so fucking juicy, Cori,” he said, hungrily staring at her. The urbane, professional Roger was gone, replaced by a hungry, possessive man who wanted to enjoy what he’d paid for. Cori felt cheap and loved it. He looked to Mayde. “She’s drenched. She fucking loves it.”

Roger sat up, swinging his legs to the side of the table, sitting right in front of Cori, with her between his legs. Somehow, he kept his fingers inside her as he moved. His cock was right there, dangerously close to her sex. She was relieved he didn’t try to put it inside her.

Cori didn’t know that she would have stopped him. She wanted to reach for him, but Mayde kept her arms behind her. Cori liked the helpless feeling. It let her pretend this was happening to her, rather than accepting that she just wanted it. That acceptance would come later when she was clear-headed again.

“You do love it, mami? Do you love the attention?” Mayde purred in her ear.

Cori nodded, barely able to breathe out a whimpering, “Yes.”

The first time Cori came, it was startling. Her body was ramping up to it, but she was so enjoying the hands all over her—Mayde’s lips on her neck—that she didn’t even think of coming because she never wanted it to end. But Mayde rubbed her clit and Roger pistoned his fingers into her.

Cori heard her own squishing, thought she might go mad from it all, and then she was howling and shaking and climaxing. Her legs were jelly, but her lovers held her in place while they toyed with her body. Cori cried out over and over as their hands extended her orgasm and her brain emptied out. In that flash, her world was reduced to those four hands and those lips on her. Cori was nonsensical.

Everything moved fast after that. Cori was lying on the massage table, and Mayde knelt by the end, lifting Cori’s legs over her shoulders. Her hands scooped under Cori’s butt, and she plunged her face into Cori’s honey pot. Cori cried out, gripping the side of the table and pushing herself at Mayde’s voracious mouth. Mayde’s agile tongue was everywhere inside at once, like a prodigy stroking piano keys, bringing notes of pure pleasure from Cori’s throat. Cori kept her eyes squeezed shut and rode the waves of ecstasy buffeting her body.

Roger watched Mayde pleasure Cori for a while. He was in every man’s dream position and had the best seat in the house. Cori’s lithe body twisted and trembled on the massage table, shaking her little tits, glistening with a fine sheen of sweat. The room had been cool when the girls arrived, but Cori was burning up. She felt Roger watching her and looked at him—looked at his cock.

It dripped with excitement. Excitement for her. His desire for her was like a physical presence in the room. She hadn’t felt such pure lust from another man in ages, and she craved it so badly. Cori felt a dangerous need for his lust that was dangerously addicting. She reached for his cock and stroked it. She wanted to make him come. Cori wanted to manifest his desire. She would do whatever was needed to give him what he wanted.

Cori freely offered her body when Roger touched her. Mayde dining on her sweet puss burned brightly like a star, but Roger’s desire for her took center stage. He massaged her breasts with both hands, and when he pinched her nipples, she begged for more.

“Ahh…yeah…ohh…honey…” Cori moaned and cried.

Roger bent and sucked on her nipples. Mayde sucked on her clit and swiftly fingered her. Cori came again. It was otherworldly. Cori lifted out of her body and, absent-mindedly, knew that edible from earlier was making all of this that much more intense. She was in a magical place where these two people could make her come all night, and she would never tire. Cori usually pushed Dylan away when he made her climax like that, but she grabbed Mayde’s hair and pulled the girl’s mouth into her.

Oh Dylan, she thought. He said he wanted this, but she feared he’d be angry. Cori feared she’d revealed herself to be exactly the slut he’d suspected she was and that he’d turn away seeing it. She imagined he was there with them, watching. Phantom Dylan was horrified but couldn’t look away. He also loved it like she did. He furiously stroked himself.

Cori slammed back into her body and out of her dream state when Roger slipped his cock into her mouth. The moans and cries that filled the room were muffled like a stopper had been stuffed into a bottle. Her head was cradled in the headrest, and he turned her face to him. Cori felt the pressure of his smooth, spongy tip on her plush lips and opened her mouth like it was the natural thing to do.

He didn’t just cram it in there, but slowly fed Cori his cock, and she began suckling him on instinct. She twisted her arm back and cradled his balls as he slipped deeper into her mouth. She wanted to look up at him—Cori loved eye contact when giving a blow job—but it was impossible at that angle.

Roger tried turning her head further to the right to get more into her mouth, but the table was in the way. Cori fumbled back by her head with her left hand and found the release for the headrest. It folded down, and her head hung off the edge of the table. Roger stepped in closer and pushed more cock into her mouth. It was quicker than expected, and Cori gagged, caught off guard. He pulled back and let her catch her breath, but then he was right back into her throat.

“Just relax, Cori, that’s a good girl. Just relax and take it all. I know you can handle it, Cori,” he encouraged, his voice taking on a paternal tone she would have found creepy in another context, but tonight it enflamed Cori. It was a reminder that her mouth, and yes, her throat, were his—at least for the time he’d paid for them.

Cori did her best to close her lips around his moving shaft and suck, but Mayde was relentless, feasting on her molten center. As she ramped up to yet another orgasm—she’d lost count of how many she’d had—Cori felt like she was just hanging on for dear life.

Roger thoughtfully took over. He cradled the back of her head and stuffed his cock into her mouth. At that angle, he had a perfect path right down her throat, as long as she remained relaxed. It required every ounce of mindfulness Cori had practiced, but she was able to regulate her breathing with Roger’s thrusting rhythm and breathe through her nose, despite Mayde going nuts on her pussy.

Mayde slurped away on the pulsing nub of Cori’s clit, while her fingers pounded into her pussy. She had three fingers going, and the force jolted Cori on the table. Cori felt like she was being fucked from both ends. She’d had a threesome with two guys once, back in college, but she didn’t recall it being so enthralling. Every inch of her body sizzled with excitement like Cori had turned into one throbbing sex organ. It felt so good being used by Mayde and Roger that she felt like she should be paying him, rather than the other way around.

“Ohh fuck…ohh fuck…Cori…I’m…I’m gonna…” Roger gasped, like a freshly caught fish thrown onto a deck. “Can I come in your mouth?”

Cori didn’t know how he expected her to answer when his cock was crammed down her throat, but she wouldn’t have objected. He could finish anywhere he liked. Cori wasn’t uptight about that, and he was paying the piper, so he could call the tune.

Roger slowed as he came close and pushed even deeper. He was longer than he was thick, a little longer than Dylan. He probably hadn’t experienced many women who could deep throat him. His wife surely never did. Cori was twistedly proud of herself for giving him that.

He pressed deep down her throat, and his balls rested on her chin, her nose buried in his trimmed pubes. He held it in her throat, feeling her pulse around him. Cori’s eyes watered and her vision blurred. She was running out of air. His balls tightened on her chin, but she didn’t know if he’d finish before she passed out.

Roger grunted like an animal and spurted into her throat. Cori gagged uncontrollably, and he pulled back as he kept coming. His head cleared her lips, and she coughed up cum and spit all over her chin and her cheek. It ran down into her hanging hair. Roger wasn’t done. He shot more strings of jizz across her cheek, nose, and neck.

Cori was a mess but couldn’t think about that, because while she was still light-headed, Mayde gave her an earth-shattering, soul-quaking climax that exploded from her core, rushing out like it had to escape her body.

Cori was incandescent. She felt it in her toes and her fingertips. Cori shook on the massage table and dug her spiked heels into Mayde’s back. She crushed Mayde’s head between her thighs, imprinting the pattern of her fishnet stockings into her friend’s cheeks.

When it was finished, Cori felt like she’d lost time. That could have been down to the edible she’d had. She was still under its influence. But it was the totality of what she’d just experienced that had overwhelmed her brain, and she had to reboot.

Cori came back into a fuzzy dream state as she lay on the massage table. She felt the mess on her face and couldn’t stop smiling. It didn’t sink in that she’d been left alone until she heard Mayde moaning. Cori groaned when she pushed herself up to a sitting position.

Mayde sat on the edge of the bed, with Roger on his knees before her. She held the back of his head and mashed his face into her sex. Mayde stared down at this client with an evil smile. She was all about controlling this man who’d paid them. Cori wondered how much of that was about taking back her power after being paid for sexual contact. Whatever the reason she was there, Mayde was clearly enjoying what Roger was doing with his mouth.

“Oh yes, papi. Right there… Right there, papi. Lick it… Lick it… Ooo, papi. Yes!” Mayde cooed.

Mayde churned her hips up at Roger’s mouth and locked her ample thighs around his head. Cori was afraid she was going to smother the poor man. It was exciting to see Mayde in the throes of passion. She was vocal and spirited. She held nothing back. Cori could see why men paid her for sex. Watching Mayde in action made her want the woman. Cori would have gone over and joined them if she wasn’t still wrapped up in the afterglow of her own orgasms. They’d left her drained. If Cori went over to that bed, she would have just crawled into it and gone to sleep.

Mayde shrieked that she was coming and leaned back on her elbows, pushing her pillowy breasts at the ceiling. Roger grunted between her thighs and Cori feared that Mayde was actually suffocating him in her ecstasy. He pushed away and gasped for air, while Mayde fell back onto the bed with a joyous laugh.
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Roger disappeared into the bathroom, smiling at Cori as he passed. Was it because he just liked seeing her naked, or that he was proud of his handiwork on her face? Cori bet it was both. Cori hopped down from the massage table and stretched like a sleepy kitty. Mayde popped up from the bed as if nothing had happened. Cori questioned if the woman truly had an orgasm, or if that was a performance for Roger. Mayde tugged her G-string back into place and retrieved her dress from the floor, shrugging into it. She came close and appraised Cori.

“You’re going to want to ask Roger if you can shower,” Mayde said.

Cori chuckled. “You don’t think I should go home looking like this?”

“Your man might like to see you this way, but I don’t think you want to walk through the lobby downstairs with sticky hair and that on your face. You were quite something tonight, Cori.”

“It didn’t feel like I had much choice. It all felt out of control.”

“We’re always in control, remember that. You always have the choice, Cori. You didn’t feel forced, did you? It seemed to me like you were into it.”

“You’re right. No one forced me to do anything. And I was into it all.”

Mayde smiled. “That was obvious, mami.” She brushed back the hair from Cori’s face on the clean side. “You were off the hook tonight. You were made for this work. I don’t know if I ever saw a girl throw herself into the work like that.”

“You said you had that one client who rocked your world,” Cori replied. She started feeling weird, like she’d done something wrong.

“Oh yeah, but most clients aren’t like him. Roger is not rocking my world, girl.”

Cori reached out and ran her hands over Mayde’s curves before pulling her dress closed and starting the zipper. “It wasn’t really about him. It was the situation. It just flipped a switch inside me. And it was about you, Mayde. I know it was the job, but I had a good time with you. You’re a great kisser.”

Mayde replied with a slow, soft kiss. “It wasn’t just the job, mami. You’re sexy. You were the fun part. If you ever want to get together outside of work…”

They didn’t realize Roger had come out of the bathroom, but he was behind, watching their intimate moment. He said, “You girls can keep the room all night if you like, but I need to get home.”

“That’s very generous, papi. Cori needs a shower after what you did to her.”

“Sorry about that. I guess I got a little carried away,” Roger said.

Cori was still naked, except for her thigh highs and heels, and Roger stared like he wanted to get carried away all over again. It was tempting because the one thing she hadn’t gotten was a good, solid fucking, but he’d gotten what he’d paid for. Cori wasn’t selling that. Yet? She pressed her naked body against him and kissed his cheek.

“It’s okay. I had a good time. I hope you feel like you got your money’s worth.”

“Oh, more than that. Here’s a little something extra for going above and beyond. You earned it, honey.” Roger pressed a sheath of folded bills into her hand. “Hopefully, we can do this again sometime soon.”

“Talk to Mayde about it, and we’ll see if we can arrange something,” Cori said.

Mayde showed him to the door, and Cori counted the four hundred-dollar bills Roger gave her. If two hundred of that was for her, that was seven hundred dollars for the night. Her mind was blown. She’d never had a job where she brought that home in a week, let alone for a couple of hours of work. She laughed and left the money on the dresser, headed for the shower.

It was a huge marble space with a glass wall facing the bathroom. The water was hot and the pressure excellent. Cori filled the bathroom with steam as she scrubbed her body. Even the hotel shampoo was a good brand, which was nice as she had to wash Roger’s jizz out of her hair.

Cori stood under the fall of steaming water like it could wash the night away and return her to the woman she was before stepping into that hotel room. She didn’t regret anything she’d done, but she’d have to be honest when she got home, and she had no idea how Dylan would react. It was like he’d sent his wife out to work and a crazy whore was coming home.

His attitude that she should do what felt right would be tested this time. Would her husband look at her the same way when she confessed a client had his cock shoved down her throat tonight? Cori didn’t honestly know how she’d react if she were in his shoes.

Mayde knocked on the glass. “Are you okay? You’ve been in there forever.”

“Yeah, sorry. Just thinking about stuff. I’ll be out in a minute.”

“Take all the time you need, but I need to get out of here. The sitter is off duty in less than an hour. I left your half of the fee on the dresser with the tip.”

“That tip wasn’t all for me. Take half. That’s ridiculous.”

Mayde laughed. “I really do think it was for you. You went above and beyond, girl. I couldn’t fake what you did. I’m into it, sure, but not into it, into it. Not like you were. You earned every penny, Cori.”

“Thanks, I think. You have to take some of it. It wouldn’t have happened without you.”

“Okay, I’ll take a hundred if you’re going to twist my arm.”

“Good. That makes me happy.”

“Take your time. As Roger said, the room is paid for all night. But text me and let me know you got home okay. And we’ll connect sometime tomorrow.”

“Great. Thanks, Mayde. I mean it. None of this would be happening if it weren’t for you.”

“I’m just a facilitator. Nothing would happen if you weren’t into it. Good night, girl.”

I am into it, aren’t I? I know what it makes me, but I truly loved tonight. I love this, Cori thought. She also thought, Holy shit, eight hundred dollars. Eight hundred fucking dollars! For a couple of hours' work! And I came like a billion times! What was that old saying? It’s not work if you love what you do? Cori howled with laughter.


twenty-seven
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Dylan sat beside Baines at the bar. The Flyers game was on the screens hanging behind the bar, and his friend was talking, but Dylan wasn’t listening. He was too in his own head. Baines wanted to hang out and watch the game, but Dylan didn’t want to have him over. He had to get out of the house. He knew he was shitty company, but it was better to sit at the bar with Baines than sit there alone.

“Have you heard a word I said?” Baines asked, nudging his friend.

“Sorry, no. I’ve got some stuff going on. I’m distracted.”

“What is it, dude? You’re not usually one of those moody fucks. Is it work shit?”

“Nah, work is easy. I can do my job in my sleep,” Dylan replied, thinking it was a good thing that he could, considering how distracted he’d been.

“You and Cori aren’t having problems, are you? Don’t tell me it’s that. You two are the most stable couple I know. You guys are so solid, it’s boring. I mean, you guys are great, and you’re fun when you party, but you’re boring. And I mean that as a good thing, dude.”

Dylan smiled, thinking how far from boring he and Cori were. He almost confessed what was going on to simply get it off his chest, knowing Baines would think it was all bullshit. They’d come a long way from when he was terrified that Cori would expose them to his friend. He refrained because he was afraid that if he started confessing, he wouldn’t stop until he convinced Baines that Cori was turning tricks. He wasn’t prepared for the fallout from that.

It had been three days since Cori had come home from her double-date appointment with Mayde and told him about their session with Roger. In those three days, he’d been forced to face the reality that his wife was a call girl now. Any ambiguity was gone. He’d encouraged her to do it every step of the way, but now that Cori had gone so far, he didn’t know how to deal with it. Dylan was sure she would be fucking clients next.

No way she’d done everything she’d confessed to. That was his first reaction, despite her insistence that it was all true. It was a great story, and he appreciated the creativity. Her fiction had the desired effect. He was rock hard when Cori told him how she ended up on her back, with Mayde eating her out and Roger stuffing his cock down her throat.

The confession was so hot that he had to stop her from pumping his cock, or he would have gone off in her hand. Instead, he’d done what she’d sworn Roger had done. He’d laid his wife down and fucked his cock down her throat. Mayde wasn’t there to go down on Cori, but Dylan had rubbed her pussy while he used her mouth.

Cori took him right to the root, making him believe it could be true. He hadn’t wanted to believe that she could have taken Roger’s nice-sized dick down her throat at all, let alone so violently as she’d described. She’d never deep-throated Dylan in all their years together, but then he’d never tried to shove it into her throat. Cori had gagged on him, but then she’d relaxed and taken it.

The memory was shrouded in a surreal haze, like he’d been stoned when it happened. Obscene sounds came from her throat while he’d fucked it hard, just the way he imagined Roger doing it. The man wouldn’t hold back if he was paying for it. Dylan had been so freaked out that he’d almost stopped, but he couldn’t stand the thought that another man had gotten something from his wife that he hadn’t. His balls had tightened while he’d imagined Roger using her hungry mouth, and he’d shot his load right down her throat.

Dylan had imagined just about the darkest thing he could—Cori being used by two people in a hotel room—and he recoiled from it. But she’d been reliving it too, and she’d been soaked. He’d prayed she’d take it back afterward, but once she’d been done choking and snorting and drooling, she’d rasped that every word was true. Cori had wanted to know that he was okay with it, but he’d shut down. He hadn’t been angry, but he was freaked out and hadn’t been able to talk about it.

Dylan still couldn’t, and things had been strained between them ever since. The lack of communication only made him feel worse. They had to talk about it, but he didn’t have the words for his feelings.

“Hey, come back from outer space, dude. You zoned out again. I think you need to slow down on the Jamison,” Baines said, moving the shot glass away from Dylan on the bar, even though it was empty.

“I can’t really talk about it. I appreciate the support, man, but I just need to work through some stuff. I probably should have stayed home tonight. I knew I’d be shit company.”

“Work stuff? Can’t be marriage stuff. Last time I saw you guys together, everything was so chill. Cori seemed happier than she’s been in forever.”

“Cori’s good. She’s fine. Everything is fine. We’re not getting divorced or anything. There’s just some stuff going on, and I have to work through my shit. Don’t worry, we’ll be back to the same old boring couple you expect.”

The last sentence was a lie. Dylan knew his marriage would never be the same again. How could it be? He’d gotten this crazy fantasy, and Cori had fulfilled it, and now they’d flown too close to the sun. There was only one way to go. He didn’t judge his wife—or was trying very hard not to, anyway. He was just afraid she’d go somewhere they couldn’t come back from. After all those years of wondering what younger, wilder Cori was like, he’d finally gotten a taste, and he wasn’t sure he liked it.

All those fantasies he’d had about his wife stoned and randomly hooking up with whatever boy caught her attention that night had been incredibly hot. Dylan loved thinking about a Cori who’d suck cock in a backseat without a second thought. He’d jerked off to visions of her getting fucked in the woods and coming so loudly that her friends by the bonfire all knew it so many times. But the fantasies were safe, and so was the reality they were based on because it was in the past. Cori’s sex work was very present.

Putting it on his wife was easier than looking at himself. And that was a dark reality. Thoughts of Cori getting her throat fucked on that table while Mayde licked her pussy twisted his gut, but they also made him so hard he couldn’t think straight, and that was the frightening part. There was a beast inside of Dylan that wanted Cori to keep going—that was enthralled by her depravity. And now that it had been awakened, he didn’t think he could tame it. He had no idea how to admit that to Cori.

It wasn’t just that he couldn’t see his wife the same way anymore. Dylan couldn’t look in the mirror.

Baines clapped him on the back. “I hope so, dude. You need to figure your shit out. I hope this isn’t some midlife crisis bullshit. You outkicked your coverage with Cori. I love you like a brother, but you’re never doing better than her. You need to do whatever it takes to keep her.”

“Believe me, I know it. And I’m not having a midlife crisis. I don’t think so anyway. Maybe I am. Or maybe she is. We’re just in a weird season of our marriage.”

“This is why I stay single, so I don’t need to go through seasons.”

“Please. If you had met a girl like Cori, you’d be wearing a ring too, man.”

“That’s probably true. She is one-of-a-kind. But honestly, we’re both too intense. I think we would have killed each other long ago. She needs a chill guy like you.”

“Thanks, I think I needed to hear that.”

“No problem, dude.”

The men were silent for a few minutes, watching the game. The Flyers were down by two goals in the third period, and it wasn’t looking good. They had no offense that night. Dylan realized Baines was right about why he and Cori were a good match. He was equally sure that, bad match or not, Baines would take a shot with her if she were available.

Dylan figured his friend was thinking about the same thing, though that could have just been him projecting. Too much of his time lately was filled with thoughts of his wife with other men.

“I can see Cori going through some midlife horseshit. It kind of makes sense,” Baines said.

“How so?”

“There’s the job stuff, first of all. That shows she wanted to make a big change.”

“Right, but it’s not what you think,” Dylan lied.

“Yeah, I know, that’s all teasing. But seriously, it’s a big change. She’s been mostly home with the kids for years, and now she’s out there. Maybe she’s reevaluating herself, seeing some things differently. One change often leads to another.”

“That’s weirdly insightful coming from you.”

“Wiseass,” Baines cracked. He finished his beer and waggled the bottle in the air to signal the bartender he wanted another. “And don’t get all weird about it, but the way she was dressed when she came home the other night?”

“What do you mean?” Dylan asked, excitement tickling down his spine. His cock started to perk up in his jeans.

“Dude, that little dress she was wearing when she came home from work? When does Cori ever wear shit like that? I mean, she should. She’s got the fucking body for it, but she doesn’t wear little minidresses. And I know she wasn’t wearing a bra. Sure, she doesn’t have to with those cute little tits, but she always does.”

“Careful, that’s my wife’s cute little tits you’re talking about.”

They paused when the bartender brought Baines a fresh beer. She placed one in front of Dylan, too, assuming he was dry. He wasn’t, but that was easily fixed. Dylan nodded thanks to the bartender and downed the rest of his beer. It was his fourth beer, and he felt it—his buzz increased by the two shots of Jamison he’d done.

He craved a third but knew it was a terrible idea. He was too attracted to terrible ideas lately. Dylan caught the bartender’s eye and tapped his empty shot glass. She poured a fresh measure of the amber liquid.

“I wouldn’t have said anything about it if you hadn’t brought it up,” Baines said. He asked the bartender, “Can I get one of those, too, honey?”

Dylan would never have called the cute bartender honey. He would have expected a dirty look if he did. Baines got a warm smile, even though he was nearly old enough to be the girl’s father. Women just ate up Baines’ charm.

“I did not bring up my wife’s tits,” Dylan said, trying to muster an offended tone.

“Not her tits, her midlife crisis.”

“Her tits are part of her midlife crisis?”

Dylan was playing dumb because his brain was short-circuiting from discussing Cori’s breasts with his best friend. It was not a conversation he ever thought they’d be having. He recalled how seeing Baines staring at Cori’s body that night electrified him. He’d had been left with disturbing thoughts, which were all coming back to him now. Every furtive glance and flirty comment from Baines directed toward Cori had a new context in his brain.

“I think showing them off is part of it.”

“What makes you so sure Cori was showing off her tits?”

“Come on, dude. She didn’t go out in that dress unless she wanted to show off. Her nips were perked right up. Did she wear that to work, or change for happy hour or something? She’s always going on about that wellness and spiritual crap around giving massages when I rag her about giving happy endings, but if she wore that for her clients, she was not going for a breezy, new age vibe. I’m not crazy, right? Something’s going on with Cori, and that’s what’s got you so bent.”

“It’s not what you think,” Dylan said, trying to think of exactly what he should and shouldn’t say. He lifted his shot and raised it. Baines toasted him, and they both downed their Jamison. “It’s just that Cori working again means adjustments for everyone in our family, but I think it’s a huge leap to assume that she suddenly wants to show off her body in public. I mean, why would she?”

“We both know she likes attention, even if you won’t admit it. She’s coy. She doesn’t initiate it, but if a dude starts it, she loves to flirt. She’s over forty now. Could be that she needs to capture some of that old magic to feel sexy. I’m sure you tell her she’s beautiful, but it’s different coming from other guys than it is coming from your husband. That’s why if you go out to the bar on a Friday night, married chicks in their forties and fifties are such easy marks. You give them the attention their husbands aren’t, buy them a few drinks, and they’re going home with you.”

Dylan stared into his beer, consumed with the idea of Cori out at some bar, a smooth customer like Baines starts hitting her on, and next thing you know, she’s going home with him. He saw it so clearly, her blowing the guy in his living room before going back to the bedroom and wrapping her arms and legs around him.

Afterward, she slips out of his bed, finds her dress on the floor, and slinks home to Dylan. That was exactly how old Cori behaved, and now she was awakened again. Was that the next step? Dylan couldn’t handle that. Tying her fun to her work made it feel controlled. He did not want his wife going out seeking one-night stands.

“I give her plenty of attention,” he defensively replied.

“But it’s not the same as when another guy does it, that’s what I’m saying.”

“Another guy like you?” Dylan regretted it the moment he said it, but the words just slipped out of his mouth.

Baines looked confused, like he understood the context, but it didn’t compute. “Yeah, like me, I guess. I like seducing married women sometimes. There’s the extra thrill of conquering another man’s woman, but I’m not going to seduce Cori.”

“But if you saw a woman like her out at the bar, you would. She’s the type you’d go for,” Dylan pushed. Shut up, he thought. What the hell are you doing?

“Uh, yeah, I guess so. What are you getting at, dude? It sounds like you’re asking if I’d fuck your wife.”

“I’m not asking you to fuck Cori,” Dylan hurriedly replied. Baines stared at him, and he had to keep going. “But like, you guys have flirted for years. I know you wouldn’t snake me and do her behind my back, but if you’d met her first, you totally would have fucked her, right? Or if I was out of the picture?”

“This has taken a weird turn. You’re asking me if I’d really fuck Cori?” Baines paused, searching his friend’s face.

Dylan wanted to crawl away and hide. Going out tonight had been a terrible idea, as was starting this conversation. He needed to wipe away the last ten minutes.

“I’m sure every guy in this bar would fuck Cori if she strolled in here in some little dress,” Baines bluntly replied. “I’m a man, so yeah, if she came in here, and she wasn’t your wife, damn right I’d try to take her home. But the flirting’s just a game, dude. It’s like our thing. If it bothers you, I’ll stop. I don’t mean anything by it. There’s no need to be jealous.”

“I’m not jealous, and I know you’re not up to anything, man. I trust you like a brother. Don’t pay attention to me. I’m drunk and in a weird mood. Forget about all of this. I should go home.”

“Yeah, maybe you should. You can’t drive, though.”

“I’ll text Cori and have her pick me up.”

“Tell her to wear that dress if you want to see how guys will react.”

“Haha, maybe I’ll do that,” Dylan replied, clapping his friend on the shoulder.

He texted Cori that he needed a ride and went to wait outside. He hoped the chilly night air would sober him up before she arrived. Baines said he’d wait outside with him, but he wanted to be alone.

As he stood there in the cold night, he went right back to thoughts of Cori showing up at the bar in some tiny dress and flirting with every hot guy in the place, just like the old days. And just like the old days, if someone caught her fancy, she’d go off with him, at least for a blow job in his car in the parking lot.

But instead of it being some generic guy, that guy was his best friend, Baines. Dylan saw his wife and best friend laughing, drinking, and flirting in the bar before going out to Baines’s truck. Baines’ hand would go up her dress to see if she was pantyless to match her lack of a bra. She would be. Cori would take out his dick and blow him right there in the front seat of his truck, right in the parking lot, where anyone could catch them—where even Dylan could see them.

By the time Cori arrived to pick him up, he told her to park the minivan at the back of the parking lot, and he was all over her.
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Cori was with Seth when she received the message to pick her husband up from the bar. Seth had been texting her ever since his talk with Dylan, and she had been dodging them. She’d known Seth since elementary school and knew what he was thinking. Dylan swore he played it cool with Seth and made it all about himself, but she knew Seth’s imagination was running wild.

Seth would have a thousand questions for her, and she had no idea how to answer them. But she couldn’t avoid him forever. She finally told him to come over to the house for a hangout. Like a lot of friends who have known each other forever, there was no bullshit between Cori and Seth, and he cut right to the chase.

“Had an interesting talk with your husband,” Seth said, kicking back in the family room with a beer.

“I knew that’s why you’ve been texting me like a madman. It wasn’t because you were looking for hand-me-downs for Stella.”

“Yeah, no. But do you have any?”

“I have a box of stuff for you. Anyway, what seed did Dylan plant in your head?” Cori was beside him on the couch but stuck to water. It had been a day of ordinary treatments, but she was still exhausted and needed to hydrate.

“I think Dylan wants to be a cuck,” he said, throwing it right out there like he always did.

“A cuck? Like the political thing?”

“Don’t play dumb with me. He told me he talked to you about his new feelings. Is that not true?”

“No, we’ve talked.”

“He had a ton of questions. I tried to tell him that it’s perfectly natural for a boy to have strange new feelings at this time of his life.” Seth laughed, pleased with himself.

“Don’t be an asshole. That’s my husband you’re talking about.”

“Yeah, sorry, Cor. But what’s going on? Dylan was cagey, like he wanted to talk about something, but not talk about it. I don’t see you guys as swingers unless something’s changed.”

“We’re not considering swinging. It isn’t anything like that. I don’t think swinging is for me.”

“If you ever change your mind…”

“I know, Donny, you’re always there,” she replied, patting his leg. Donny was an old nickname from when they were younger. Their crew was the kind that called each other by last names, like Dylan and Baines. “But I don’t think Andi would be down for that. Aren’t certain people off limits?”

Seth grinned wolfishly. “If you and Dylan were into it, I think she’d make an exception.”

Cori laughed. “You’re saying that Andi wants to fuck my husband, so she’d deal with you fucking me?”

“Something like that. But don’t keep changing the subject. What are you guys up to? That was not a casual chat the other day.”

“He told you he’s going through some stuff, right? He’s just got these ideas, and he’s not sure how to deal with them.”

Seth sipped his beer and stared her down, clearly not buying what Cori was pushing. “And it has nothing to do with anything you’re doing?”

“What would I be doing?”

“Dylan said it’s about your job.”

Cori had her first oh shit moment. Dylan swore he didn’t give anything away to Seth, but he clearly said something about her work, and now she had to guess how much Dylan had said to avoid spilling anything to Seth. She should have talked to Dylan before seeing Seth, but they had hardly spoken since the other day.

Dylan swore he was fine, and he didn’t hate her or want a divorce or anything, but she feared she’d broken him. He was oddly quiet, and when they were in the same room, he was skittish, like he didn’t know how to react to her. This was what she feared from the beginning. He swore he wanted this, but what if he just couldn’t handle it?

She hadn’t done any special appointments since her night with Mayde and Roger, and she thought she should probably cancel her appointment with Steve for tomorrow. The fun probably had to end. The thing was, she didn’t want it to. It scared her, too, but she felt like she was just scratching the surface.

“I’m a therapeutic massage therapist. It’s not that different from being a physical therapist. My job isn’t responsible for whatever Dylan is feeling.” She felt bad lying to her oldest friend.

“But you’re not a physical therapist, Cor. Physical therapists don’t do the things massage therapists sometimes do. You know what I mean.”

“Not you too. Really, Donny? Cori faked exasperation well. She channeled her frustration with her husband at Seth.

“Apparently, Dylan’s head is filled with images of you jerking guys off, or whatever, so I have to ask the question. Sure, maybe it’s all in his head, but Dylan’s pretty even keel. I don’t see him taking off on a flight of fancy.”

“Just come out and ask it, Donny. I know you’re dying to.”

“Are you jerking guys off for money, Cor? Or does Dylan just want you to?”

Seth sat back, grinning broadly, and waited for her answer. He might as well have had a bucket of popcorn in his lap. He was way too entertained.

Cori could have just lied, as she had been doing with everyone else, but she knew he would see through it. She could deny it all night, but he would know. She could also have confessed the truth, but didn’t know how. It didn’t matter if she swore him to secrecy.

Seth would at least tell Andi, and Cori would always wonder if the group was talking about her new job behind her back because he let it slip some time. It was the last thing she needed in their incestuous little group. They were all just friends, but she knew those guys would line right up for her services. She felt trapped.

“Dylan has some interesting fantasies about my work. Maybe I’ve teased him a little, but I was just teasing him back. Baines has been acting like I’m working down at the local sleazy massage parlor, and Dylan sits there and lets him.”

Seth looked skeptical. “Dylan sits there and lets his best friend call you a hooker? That’s a little hard to believe.” He thought for a moment. “But I get it. It’s cool to think about, you going out there and doing what you do best—and getting paid for it.”

“Et tu? I can’t believe you’re going to pile on.”

“I’m just saying, I know why a guy’s mind goes there, Cor.”

“And I’m just saying, fuck off. Anyway, yes, I’ve teased back, and it gets Dylan going in a way he didn’t expect. I didn’t expect it either. He’s not like that.”

“I don’t think we ever really know what we’re into, or what we might do until we’re faced with it. How do you know if you’d be into your wife jerking guys off until it comes up, right?”

They both laughed. “Yeah, right? I guess not. None of this even entered my mind when I decided to do this. He never said anything about it when I was going to school for it. Really, in my head, what I do is a thousand miles away from that other stuff. I guess I was naïve that I didn’t make the connection.”

“Guys are gonna be guys. We can’t help ourselves. I hadn’t really thought about it either, but now that it’s in my head…”

“You’re my friend. Shouldn’t you be better than that?”

He laughed while looking at her with a naked desire she hadn’t seen in years. Their period of hooking up, when she was nineteen, had been brief, but intense. They didn’t date as much as rip each other’s clothes off every chance they got. It was a scorching two weeks in the middle of summer. But Cori knew they worked better as friends, and after some convincing, he’d agreed. But that heat had never completely gone away, and she saw it flaring up again.

“You know I’m not better than that, Cor.”

“I hope you didn’t come over here thinking you’re going to get something,” she warned, feeling a charge in the air. She wouldn’t. Not with Seth. She knew how Dylan would feel about that.

“I do have a fresh fifty in my wallet…”

Cori laughed. “You think you could get me for fifty? I’m not a cheap whore.”

“So, there is a price?”

“Fuck off, Donny.”

“Does Dylan want you to do it?”

“What did he tell you?”

“I think he really wants you to do it.”

“Did he say that?”

“Not exactly.”

“And what if he does? Do you think that would be a good idea?”

Seth leaned forward, coming closer. They were already close on the couch, their legs brushing. Cori sat on a leg tucked up under her, and her knee pressed into his hip. She focused on that physical contact in a way she shouldn’t. It was Seth, after all.

“What if he does? Do you want to do it? We’ve been talking about Dylan the whole time. We haven’t talked at all about how you feel about all of this, Cor.”

“Are you seriously asking if I want to jerk off guys for money?”

“Maybe it’s not just for the money. You could be into it. Don’t forget, I knew you back in the day. You were glowing when you realized a guy was into you, even if you weren’t into him. And you were always nice about it, not like one of those stuck-up bitches.”

“Thanks, I think.”

“It’s a compliment. And I know you hooked up with guys you weren’t into, just because they were into you, almost like a thank you.”

Cori swatted at Seth. “You make me sound like a slut! I was not a slut, Donny!” She remembered Grace was in the other room doing homework and lowered her voice, repeating. “I was not a slut.”

“I didn’t say you fucked them. You just hooked up. Probably used your hand. So, if you started doing it again—for money—it would be like coming full circle.”

“Is hooking up really a big deal?” she asked.

That was the kind of thinking that brought her to where she was now. Thinking that a hand job for a hundred bucks wasn’t a big deal led directly to Cori being in that hotel room with Mayde and Roger, which may have broken Dylan. But she was who she was. She still didn’t think hooking up or giving a hand job was that big of a deal.

“I don’t think so. And clearly you don’t either. Which brings me back to, would you do it, Cor?

She smiled enigmatically. “You’re dying to hear me say yes, aren’t you?”

“You’re not saying no.”

“I confess to nothing. Whoever’s dick I might put my hand on is between me and my husband, Donny.”

“That’s not fair. You know about Andi and me.”

“I didn’t say there was anything to know, did I?”

Cori was enjoying this too much. To Seth, she was Schrodinger’s Whore: both jerking off clients and remaining faithful to her husband. She didn’t dare look down but imagined Seth was hard as he contemplated that she was selling hand jobs. The discussion had already stirred an unexpected tingle in her core. She knew what she’d feel if she saw evidence that it had done the same to her old friend.

“You’re being a bitch,” he complained.

“Poor baby.”

They could have kept going in circles, but that was when she received the text that Dylan had gotten too drunk to drive home from the bar. She kicked Seth—and his hard-on—out of her house.
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Cori started on Dylan the moment he slid into the passenger seat of the minivan. “Seth thinks I’m jerking off my clients because of you.”

“I didn’t tell him that. I wouldn’t, Cor,” Dylan complained, slamming the door. The words were loose in his drunken mouth, and she smelled the booze on him—beer and something else.

“He at least thinks you want me to. He thinks you might have asked me to.”

“I didn’t ask you to do anything. You wanted to do this.”

“Is this the place to have that conversation, Dylan? You’re drunk.”

She shifted into drive and pulled away from the front of the bar.

“What did you tell him?” he asked.

“I didn’t tell him anything, but he knows I was hiding something. He’s always going to suspect I’m doing something, even if I never say anything.”

Dylan smiled, sloppy and drunk. “He knows you too well.”

“That’s not helping,” she replied, cruising toward the exit.

“Go to the back of the parking lot,” he directed.

“Why? We’re not talking about this here. It can wait until the kids are in bed.”

“I don’t want to talk. Go to the back of the parking lot, Cori. Now.”

Normally, she would have laughed at him for trying to give her a command, but it was kind of hot in her current mood, and she was happy he was done with the cold shoulder routine. The change from barely speaking to her to wanting to fuck in the bar parking lot gave her whiplash, but Cori decided to roll with it. She needed it, too.

Dylan didn’t even wait for her to stop, but dove between the two middle captain’s seats to the back row bench seat, cursing as he banged his knee on something. She threw the minivan into park and followed. She paused to slide one of the middle seats forward on its track so they would have some room before diving into the gap between the seats, where she straddled Dylan, ducking so she didn’t bump her head.

He clumsily worked at the buttons on her loose, denim-blue chambray shirt, but moved too slowly. Cori unbuttoned the cuffs and yanked it over her head, bending awkwardly to remove it. Dylan grabbed her ass when she leaned forward to pull at her shirt. The tank top she wore under the shirt followed, leaving her in a purple, strappy racerback bra.

“Should I be concerned that hanging out at the bar with Baines got you so horny?” she asked, giggling as she wrestled his shirt over his head.

“It’s you, Cori. It’s always you.”

“Nice to know I get you so horny when I’m not even there.”

Cori was silenced when he frantically kissed her. Dylan held her face in both hands and attacked like he wanted to consume her. His flashes of sexual aggression had always excited her, but it was concerning when it came on the heels of his recent weird behavior. She ignored that and rolled with it. She’d always had more fun when she didn’t slow down to think about what she was doing. After years of being the family’s planner, she was enjoying sliding back into being the impulsive one.

Dylan shoved his hands into her leggings and grabbed her tight, naked ass, which was split by a black thong. Her tongue wrestled with his, while she wrestled with his belt. She slipped to her knees when it was clear he wasn’t wrestling out of his jeans without help.

Something crunched under her knee, and she tried not to think about it. God only knew what was on that floor. He lifted his butt, and she yanked his pants and boxers down in one smooth motion, stripping her husband like the pro she was.

His cock popped right up, and she was relieved he wasn’t suffering whiskey dick. Dylan’s brain may have wanted it, but that didn’t mean his body was going to cooperate, and she could tell he was hammered.

Cori grabbed his dick and stroked it, staring up at him. His fire for her flashed in his eyes, but she saw something else there too, something dark. It wasn’t quite the way a husband looked at his wife, even during hot sex, and it sent a shiver down her spine. But it wasn’t enough to slow her down, and she stroked him while grinning evilly.

“Is this for me or some hot bartender?”

“You…” he groaned, pulling her in, pushing her face at him. “Can’t stop thinking about you, Cor.”

She let him pull her mouth down on his cock. Dylan wasn’t gentle. He jammed her down, forcing in as much as she’d take. Cori sucked in air through her nose and sucked him. She should have pushed him away and asked what the fuck, but she sucked him fiercely. He needed to get something out, and she felt that she had to let him. It could be the thing that relieved the pressure between them.

He gripped her head tightly and fucked her mouth up and down on him. She gagged and dug her nails into his bare thighs, but she stole breaths where she could and sucked him as if her life depended on it.

The minivan filled with his moans and labored breathing, her muffled grunts, as she struggled to keep up with her husband. It brought her back to Roger forcing his cock down her throat, and Cori did what she did that night, focusing on pleasuring the meat in her mouth, and her breathing.

His thrusting became erratic, his breathing ragged. She was sure he was about to fill her mouth and braced herself, but he stopped, ripping her mouth from his shaft. His eyes were wild when she looked up at him, and he fumbled to pull her back onto his lap.

What is wrong with him? Cori thought. Their encounter was just turning weird, and finally, she didn’t know if she liked it. Dylan was behaving like an animal. It was fun to play-act that she was a whore, but for the first time, it felt like he was really treating her like one.

“Dylan, babe,” she said, hoping to slow him down.

“Cor…come up…I need you…”

Cori wiggled out of her leggings and thong and climbed onto his lap, holding his shaft straight up. She sank onto him with a satisfied moan. It didn’t make all her reservations disappear, but things also felt right when her husband was inside her. She would give him what he needed, but then he’d better be prepared to talk.
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Dylan couldn’t think straight. He was driven by primal urges. All he wanted was to stick his dick in his sexy wife. He rammed her mouth down on his cock like the paid whore she’d become, and was frightened by how much he loved using her that way. He’d never thought of using Cori in all their years together. Even when it was just sex, and not making love, he never felt like he’d used her.

They were there for each other. That wasn’t always the case for Cori, he knew. Sometimes his wife just had the itch and just wanted to get off, and she brought him along for the ride. Sex with Cori was always fantastic, so he never complained about it.

Anger had surged through him when he jammed it into her mouth. Dylan thought about how she willingly let Roger fuck her throat for money—except it wasn’t just for money. He knew damn well Cori took it because she wanted it. He was sure she wanted to fuck Roger that night, too.

Wasn’t that what he wanted?

Dylan knew it was, which was why he was so confused. Everything about a normal marriage told him that he should be angry with her for being such an easy slut, but he wasn’t. Cori was being Cori. He’d told her that was what he wanted.

She would never have just gone ahead and done any of this without his encouragement. He’d fucked her mouth because he wanted to turn his anger outward at her, but it should have been directed toward himself, and he knew it. Dylan didn’t know how to accept that he wanted this.

Cori settled onto his cock and tightened around him. He was in heaven. Feeling his wife’s pussy gripping him focused him. She ground her hips against him, and he looked at her in the dark confines of their minivan, and he felt nothing but desire for this woman.

How could he want to share her? How could he ever risk losing her? But thoughts of sharing her consumed Dylan. He was so out of control that he couldn’t keep his mouth shut. It was possible that Baines was convinced Dylan wanted him to fuck Cori after tonight. And once that thought was in his head, it was all-consuming.

Suddenly, he imagined she was riding Baines in the back of their minivan in that bar parking lot—like his friend had just picked his wife up. Dylan groaned, and his cock surged inside her. It was so easy to picture his best friend and wife doing it that it felt more like a memory than a fantasy, and he was just reliving it. He thrust up from the seat to get deeper into her pussy.

“Babe…feels so good…ahh…” Cori dug her nails into his shoulders as she moaned it.

Dylan felt her hot, toned back, fumbling for her bra clasp, but felt none. He wanted to play with her bare tits. He tried to find her clasp in the front, and she took mercy and flicked it open for him. She rode harder when he mauled her tits, the tight pebbles of her nipples digging into his palms.

“Ahh…babe…that’s it…show me how you want me…” she moaned.

“Fucking hot…you’re so fucking hot…can’t stop…thinking about…”

“Me and Roger? You don’t hate it…do you?” she panted, slowing, but working her core harder to milk his cock.

“God…fuck…can’t believe…you did it…he fucked…”

“My throat, babe. He fucked my throat like he owned me because he paid for me…”

“Because you’re a whore…”

“Yeah…ahh…a dirty whore…you love it…”

“Fuck, Cor…I do…all I think about…”

“You don’t want me to stop?” she teased.

“Uhn...no! Cori…”

“You want me sucking more dick?”

“Uhn…fuck yes…”

“Mmm…seeing Steve tomorrow…”

“Fuck…Cori…yeah…do it…”

He pinched her nipples harder, and Cori trembled on top of him. Her head was cocked at a weird angle until she leaned all the way back and held onto the two seats behind her to keep from tumbling backward. She was stretched out, as if on display for him. The way she displayed herself for Roger on that massage table, with Mayde’s face buried between her legs. Dylan’s body sizzled.

A flash of headlights illuminated the interior of the minivan, and he froze, but she worked her muscles around him, like the chance of being seen excited her. That was the Cori he’d always wanted to know. The same Cori who came into their family room and dropped onto the couch next to Baines in her sexy outfit and flirted with him. He substituted Baines in his place beneath her again—saw her impaled on his best friend in the minivan. His balls tightened.

“Has to be our secret, babe,” she moaned. “Seth knows you want me to handle clients, thinks I might be doing it.”

“You want him to know,” Dylan groaned, surprising himself. It was a weird time for his old insecurities about Seth to pop up.

“Ahh…babe…no…”

The tightening of her pussy around him suggested otherwise.

“You like him thinking it…like the attention, Cori,” Dylan pressed.

“Mmm…no babe…no one…can know…”

“But you like them thinking about it.”

“Ahh…them?”

“Baines knows something’s up. He thinks I want you to fuck him.”

Cori’s eyes flew open, and she looked as confused as he felt. Dylan wasn’t the one on his back heel for once. He could see she was torn between desire and logic, just like he’d been.

“Ahh…god…no…why…”

Dylan smirked. “He sees the change in you. I denied it, but he saw right through me. He sees it because he wants it, just like Seth,” he taunted, pulling her back into him. Her body slapped back to his, and her needy pussy squished around him when their position shifted. Her pussy told the truth, even when she denied it.

“They know you…they see you…they want it to be true…they want it, Cori…”

“Ahh no…babe I can’t…”

“Baines wants to fuck you. You know it. Don’t you?” His voice took a hard edge, not anger, but determination. Dylan was determined to make Cori come with him and confess the truth while she did it.

“Ahh…babe…”

“The way he looks at you…flirts with you…how he looked at you the other night…”

“Yeah…I saw it…”

“He wants to fuck you,” Dylan demanded.

“Yes! Ahh, fuck yes! You want it… Say it!” Cori growled, too loudly for such a public place.

That hardly mattered, because the minivan was rocking around them. Dylan forcefully jammed her up and down on his prick.

“Yeah…Cor…yeah I do…”

His answer spilled out. He was too drunk and horny to keep it in.

“You want to whore me to Baines…”

“Yes…” he hissed.

“I’ll fuck him if you want it…”

“Uhn…god Cor…”

“I’ll be such a good little whore for you…”

“Uhn…Cor…fuck…”

“Do you want it?”

“Yes! Fuck yes!”

“Anything for you, babe. I love you,” Cori moaned, bouncing so hard her head banged into the roof.

“You love whoring,” he groaned.

“Yeah…so hot…when Mayde and Roger…”

She came first, which pleased Dylan immensely. He couldn’t recall the last time she came before he did. She squealed and locked around him. Dylan kept hunching his hips up at Cori, and her spasming pussy milked every drop out of him. He grunted into her shoulder as his essence jetted up into his wife. He locked his arms around her and clung as tightly as she did.
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Later, after Cori cleaned up with tissues from her purse and pulled her clothes back on, she asked, “How much of that was real?”

“How much of what?” Dylan replied, uneasy. He wasn’t comfortable with everything he’d admitted. Honestly was usually best in a marriage, but he’d confessed to dangerous fantasies.

“You know what I mean. You didn’t really tell Baines you want him to fuck me, did you?”

“No, I didn’t tell him that. But our conversation got weird. I drank too much, and I had too much on my mind. I said things I shouldn’t have.”

“Like?”

“It’s kind of a blur, honestly, Cor. But I think I got him to admit he’d fuck you if I was out of the picture.”

“Why would you do that? I think we all already knew that, but why would you force that out of him?”

“I haven’t been in my right mind since the other night. You know that. It’s a lot to process, and I think it all came tumbling out tonight. I couldn’t bottle it up anymore.”

“All of it?”

Cori crossed her arms and stared at him. She was in the driver’s seat, but Dylan remained in the back, trying to avoid the wet spot on the seat.

“No, not all of it, but probably too much.”

“But you should have never bottled it up in the first place, babe. You need to talk to me instead of saying crazy things to our friends. How am I going to face anyone if they figure this out?”

“I know. I need to lock it down. Sorry, Cor.”

Dylan realized that while he was so consumed with the fear that she would lose control, he was the one who was out of control. He was just flailing. He wanted Cori to keep going, but maybe he just couldn’t handle it.

“If this is too much for you, I can stop.”

“You don’t want that.”

“I don’t,” she admitted, and it made his spent balls tingle. “But your sanity is more important. I don’t want to see you lose it, babe.”

“I won’t. I see things clearer now.”

Cori laughed. “Because you made Baines tell you he wants to fuck me, and then you did it in the minivan?”

Dylan smiled wryly. “Something like that. I do think this is one of the most honest moments we’ve had. You’re not just doing this for the money. Let’s be real.”

“No, I’m not. I like how it makes me feel. I love feeling the desire and the power when I make these men come. And I don’t know why, but I like the feeling of being bought, too. Maybe I need therapy.”

“Or you just need more clients to satisfy your cravings.”

“It sounds like you don’t want me to limit it to clients. I believe you didn’t tell me how much of what you said when we were fucking just now was true.”

Dylan looked away.

“Do you really want me to fuck Baines?”

“Christ, Cori, I don’t know why, but when I think about it…”

“You know that’s a terrible idea, right? Like, the worst idea ever.”

“I’m well aware. But I think I just need to flush it from my system. Make it happen so I can move on.”

“And that would work? I’d just do it, and you’d move on?”

“I think so.” He knew he didn’t sound convincing at all.

“Really think this through, babe. I fuck your best friend, and then we all just act like it never happened? Do you really think that’s possible?”

“Baines is cool. He knows fucking is just fucking.”

Cori laughed. “You make it sound so simple, like fucking Baines would be just another Saturday night.”

“Are you afraid it would get complicated?”

Dylan was afraid of what she was implying. Is there something more between them than I thought? “I know you both like sex, and you’re both pretty casual about it. Are you saying it wouldn’t be casual? Is there something about him?”

“Jesus, babe. He’s your best friend. I’ve known him as long as I’ve known you. So no, it wouldn’t be like doing it with a client. I’m not afraid I’d fall in love or anything, but it would just be a transaction. Would you even make him pay?”

Dylan laughed at that, and it took the tension down a notch. “Well, he did help us redo the bathroom. I guess we owe him.”

“And you could live with this? Don’t think with your dick. Wouldn’t it haunt you? I don’t believe it would just be out of your system. When you looked at us afterward…”

“I can’t predict the future, but I trust both of you. I love both of you. I know you’re not going to run away together.”

Cori stared at him. That didn’t answer her question, and they both knew it. Dylan didn’t think it would haunt him. He wanted to believe he was better than that. But there was another possibility. Once he’d had a taste, he might want more. It was the most dangerous thing imaginable, but what if he wanted Cori and Baines to be a regular thing?

Dylan banished the thought. He knew he couldn’t handle that. He didn’t want to share his wife with another man in that way.

“How do you see this happening? Will I give him a treatment, like a client, and then…”

She’d changed from discussing the possibility to planning. It hit him like a slap.

“So, you want to do this? You want to fuck him?” He hated the desperation in his voice.

“All things being equal, would I fuck your best friend? No, absolutely not. I want it on record that I think this is a terrible idea. But if it’s something you really want, I’ll do it. And yeah, sure, if I do it, it won’t be a chore. He’s good-looking. He’s in shape. I bet he knows how to fuck.”

Her smile didn’t make him feel any better. It made everything inside of him scream to tell her that he agreed that they shouldn’t do it. Cori wants to fuck Baines. It seemed so obvious now. His wife wasn’t malicious, but Dylan felt like he’d walked into a trap. A smart man would have run in the other direction, but he’d already established he didn’t do the smart thing.

“Yeah, do it like a treatment. Can you imagine the look on his face when you grab his junk? He won’t know what hit him.”

“He’ll probably think it’s a trap.” She laughed. “It would be worth doing even if I wasn’t going to follow through with it and screw him.” Her eyes were alive with excitement, and it wasn’t because of the prank.

“Keep him guessing as long as you can. Drag it out. I want to see if he tries to take the high road.”

“Oh, you want to watch? Do you want to be there?”

“Well, yeah. That’s kind of the point. There’s no way I can be there when you’re treating clients, but if you do Baines, I want to see it. I have all these images in my head. I want to know if the reality is hotter.”

“I’ll try, but I don’t know if I can do this with you there. Doing those things in front of you might be too hard.”

“He’s not going to do anything unless he knows I’m on board anyway. Baines won’t just fuck you.” He’d better not, Dylan added in his head.

“Right, I don’t think he would either.” Cori didn’t sound nearly as convinced. “But that doesn’t mean you’re in the room with us. You wouldn’t be hanging around if I gave him a normal treatment.”

“Please, Cor. I need this.”

Dylan hated how pathetic that sounded. Am I really begging Cori to let me watch her fuck my best friend?

“Okay, I promise I’ll try, babe. But if it gets too weird…”

“I understand.”

“I guess we’re doing this then.”

Fuck, we’re doing this, he thought.
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Cori regretted their decision the next morning. She had no idea why she agreed to seduce Baines. She may have even suggested it. The details were foggy in her post-orgasmic bliss. Dylan had been off the rails, spilling their secrets to Seth and Baines, and she’d wanted to tweak him because she was annoyed, but she didn’t believe she’d seriously suggested that she should have sex with Baines. She knew better.

At least, she used to know better.

She’d been making a lot of questionable decisions lately, and she had to accept that something else, something darker and dirty, had caused her to throw the idea out there. Cori was learning that she felt her sexiest when she was at her dirtiest, and what was dirtier than fucking her husband’s best friend? She was being seduced by this wild, uninhibited side she’d rediscovered.

Deep down, she knew Baines could make her lose control. It wasn’t like she’d been harboring fantasies about him all these years, but when she thought about it, Cori knew what a man like him could do to her. Being a slut for him would be so much darker than anything she could do with a client. Just thinking about it made Cori want to slide her hand into her panties. She squeezed her thighs together and willed the feeling to go away.

But Dylan wants to watch. God, how can I…

Cori couldn’t believe he wanted to see that. He had some dark fantasies bouncing around in his head, but she knew it was better for him to imagine it than see the real thing. Dylan did not want to see her fuck another man. Even if he thought he did, he didn’t. The details would be burned into his brain. He couldn’t unsee it. Every time he looked at them… Baines wasn’t a client they could banish from their lives.

What if Dylan sees me lose control…truly lose control? The things I might do… The things that come out of my mouth…

The worst-case scenario played out in her head.

What if Baines is bigger? Cori knew how guys were about that, and from what she’d spied in his jeans over the year, he probably was larger than her husband. But Dylan had to already know that, didn’t he?

What if I moan louder for Baines? Come harder? What if I do things for him that I’ve never done for Dylan? Cori was least worried about the latter. After decades together, she and Dylan hadn’t left many stones unturned. She was not going to give Baines her ass. But the other things? She didn’t even have to moan louder for Baines. Dylan might hear it that way, no matter what she did. And she had no complaints about their sex life, but having a new man—with a bigger cock—after so many years, Cori knew Baines just might make her come so hard that her eyes rolled back into her head. She could not let her husband see that happen.

Since the idea had been put into her head, Cori was ignited by the idea of having sex with her husband’s best friend, but she still thought it was a terrible idea. That didn’t mean she wouldn’t do it. But part of her hoped that when she talked to Dylan about it, he’d come to the same conclusion and they would simply dismiss the whole thing as drunken dirty talk. Baines would probably laugh at her if Cori tried to seduce him anyway.

But if not, she was ready.

God help us, she thought.
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“I was starting to think I’d never hear from you again.”

Cori felt her cheeks flush as she looked at Mayde across the table. She owed her friend honesty, but hated that the truth made her sound naïve. She confessed it anyway.

“I know. I’m sorry. That appointment was just a lot. I wasn’t expecting any of that. I guess I knew it wasn’t going to be as simple as it sounded, but I still wasn’t prepared for all that.”

“It’s okay, girl. I tried to give you space because I know you’re still a baby to this side of the business, but I didn’t like thinking you might be mad at me over everything that went down with Roger,” Mayde said, reaching out to squeeze Cori’s hand.

The girls were at their usual hangout, El Camino, in their usual booth to the side of the bar, splitting a pitcher of Modelo. Cori feared it would be awkward seeing Mayde again. She truly believed that hooking up was just hooking up, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t embarrassed by how easily she’d lost control in that hotel room. It made her feel like a stereotypical suburban mom who couldn’t handle herself, and she didn’t want Mayde to see her that way.

“I wasn’t mad at you, maybe just a little bit at myself,” Cori admitted.

“You were incredible. Why would you be mad at yourself?”

“Being with a client is all about maintaining control, right? You told me that. It’s okay to have a good time and enjoy yourself, too, but you’ve got to keep control of the appointment. I didn’t do that. I didn’t make deliberate decisions about what would happen. I just got, uh⁠—”

“You got horny and let yourself have a good time. Nothing wrong with that, Cori. You might not want to let go quite so fully on a solo appointment, but I had your back. There wasn’t a chance Roger was going to take advantage and try to make you do something you didn’t want to.”

“Thanks, I think.” Cori grinned. “I don’t know that it felt so much like you had my back as you were egging me on, though. Felt like you wanted me to lose control.”

Mayde’s smile was dark and seductive. It suggested she wanted to take Cori home, strip her, and make her beg. A shiver went down Cori’s spine, where it made her core tighten and pulse. “I was curious about you. I’ll admit it. I wanted to figure you out. And yeah, I wanted to taste you. Is that bad?”

Cori returned the smile and tried to ignore the tingles sparking throughout her body. She wasn’t there for that. Besides, randomly hooking up with her friend would be well outside her arrangement with Dylan. Mayde wasn’t about to pay her for a treatment.

“It didn’t feel bad,” Cori confessed. “I hadn’t enjoyed that in quite some time.”

“Dylan doesn’t go down? That boy is begging you to go out and fool around.”

“No,” Cori replied, laughing. “I meant with a girl at all. It’s been a very long time for that. Dylan has no problems taking care of me. None of this is about dissatisfaction at home.”

Mayde pouted. “Aw, I was hoping I was your first.”

“Is first in a long time good enough?”

“It’ll do.”

The women held each other’s gaze, and Cori’s heart hammered. She was sure they were about to kiss, which was another bad idea. Kissing other women in public was not a way to keep her business private. Mayde sipped her beer instead of kissing her, and Cori was disappointed.

“Have you heard from Roger?” Cori asked. “Did he feel he got his money’s worth?”

“What do you think, girl? We blew that poor bastard’s mind. You think he ever dreamed he’d have something like that? I know you feel kinda set up, but it really wasn’t supposed to go down like that. I thought you’d help me tease him—yeah, fool around with me a little—and then I’d blow him, and we’d be done.”

“I don’t know if that makes me feel better.” Cori chuckled. She looked around and was relieved no one was sitting close enough to eavesdrop. Any stranger overhearing their conversation would be scandalized. “It sounds like Roger would have been happy with half as much action. I did way too much. Worked way too hard.”

“Is it work when you enjoy it that much?”

“Fair point. It didn’t feel like work at all, and I don’t know if that’s good. I don’t want the line to blur.”

“I told you about that one client, the one who rocked my world. It can be a lot of fun if you blur that line—at least smudge it—but you’re right, it’s safer to keep it clear. You don’t ever want to get caught feeling things you shouldn’t. It’s dangerous.”

Cori thought of Baines and how blurry that line would be if they followed through on Dylan’s fantasy. There would be no pretending that it was just about money or work. “Is that the only time you’ve blurred the line—with that guy?”

“He’s not the only client who’s been good enough to make me forget I was doing it for money—not that I’d ever refuse to collect—but he’s the only one I was in danger of catching feelings for. I loved the ride, but it wasn’t smart. It could have worked out way worse.”

Cori stalled by draining her mug and pouring herself another beer. She refilled Mayde’s mug, too. “Have you treated someone you knew? I mean, knew from your civilian life?”

Mayde laughed, and she wanted to crawl under the table.

“No, because I don’t want everyone in my life to know where I get my real money. There are a couple of Quan’s friends who would love to get on my client list because they hope something would happen, but no, girl. That is a line I will never blur.” She eyed Cori suspiciously. “That’s not just an idle question, is it?”

“Something’s come up… with Dylan… with his best friend…”

“Dylan wants you to fuck his best friend, and you’re thinking about doing it,” she replied, lips pursed like she’d tasted something sour.

“We’re still working that out.”

“Which means that boy wants it, but he’s afraid to just say it, so he’s trying to sneak up on it like it’ll be okay if he’s slow and sneaky about it.”

“I’m the one who decided we’re doing it.”

Mayde snorted. “That boy is good. He convinced you it’s your idea.” Her eyes narrowed. “Unless it really is. You've been wanting to fuck his friend, and now you have an excuse?”

“No, I haven’t been waiting for my chance to pounce on Baines. He’s a good-looking guy, he’s got that cocky energy that pushes a girl’s buttons, but no, it’s never been a thing. And yeah, Dylan’s brought it up a few times in bed, but always as this out there fantasy. I think you’re right, he does want it, but he doesn’t. He knows how dangerous it is.”

“He’s right. You should listen to that instinct, girl. Is fucking his best friend a box you want to open? That’s the kind of thing you can’t take back and almost always blows up in your face.”

“I know it’s crazy to even consider. I don’t even know if I really am considering it. This all came up while we were having sex and right after, so no one was thinking clearly. But me and Baines is something he’s been obsessing over. He thinks he can get it out of his system if it just happens. I’m not so sure, but I’ll give it a try.”

“Because you want this boy in your system. I won’t lecture you because you know it’s a terrible idea. Just don’t fall into the trap that so many girls who jump into this business fall into. Don’t get high on the thrill and start chasing it. It’s got to be about the money, not some kink.”

“I know, Mayde. I know. I probably won’t even do it. I don’t know why I brought it up.”

“Because you want it, girl. You know it’s the shittiest of shitty ideas, but you still want to do it. Maybe that’s why you want to do it. You, sweet Cori, are a thrill-seeker, and you want to touch the third rail, don’t you?”

“Maybe when I was younger. I’m a mature woman now. I know better.”

“Mmhm. If your mind is set on it, you’re going to do it no matter what I say, so I’m not going to try to convince you not to. But make very, very sure what you’re risking is worth it, girl. Do you want this that bad?”

“It’s not what I want. It’s Dylan. I don’t know exactly why he wants it, because he hasn’t been able to say it, but all this stuff with clients and me touching other men has fixed this fantasy in his head, and it’s something I can give him.”

Mayde shook her head. “You White people are crazy. I knew you had a wild streak that first time we talked about all this. Good luck, girl. You’re gonna need it.”
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Dylan poured all his attention into setting his fantasy lineup because he needed something to focus on. Otherwise, he’d spiral out of control as he locked into his new, batshit crazy obsession—Cori fucking Baines. He literally could not think of anything else when he let his guard down.

Cori should never have tossed the idea out there. She liked to tease—it was one of the fun things about her—and she liked to challenge people, but this was over the line. It was a good thing he didn’t think she’d ever actually do it. They’d discussed it like it was happening, and she’d been very practical about it in that Cori way of hers, but he had a hard time believing she’d go through with it. He was angry that she’d made it real when it wasn’t, but none of it was her fault.

His body screamed yes when she’d made it real. He’d felt like the years of Baines and Cori flirting, all the times she’d dropped herself in his lap and wrapped her arms around him—only to laugh and jump away—and all the innuendos between his wife and best friend had led to that moment. Somehow, it was fated that his wife and best friend would fuck. And that was a head trip.

Baines and Cori always wanted to fuck each other. It was a dirty little secret they’d shared from the beginning. They’ve just been playing the long game, waiting for their chance to make it happen. The paranoia kept telling him that, and it was a seductive voice in his head. Rather than make him sick, it made him so hard that his balls ached every time he thought about it. His dark desires made it true, whether it was or not.

The flirting had never been that innocent. It was too easy to believe. He’d watched them together over the years. Dylan just refused to see the truth. He’d seen them together when they thought they were alone. More than once, he’d found Cori in his friend’s lap, wiggling her cute little ass. No way Baines wasn’t hard, and there was no way she hadn’t felt that. She wanted to make him hard. She wasn’t naïve, so no other explanation made sense. What were they whispering when they were so close and she felt his hard cock grinding against her ass?

Hmm, that hard dick feels good. Bet it would feel better inside me. If we were alone right now, you have no idea what I’d do to you, babe. I’m so fucking wet for you right now.

Baines would have his hands all over her. He wouldn’t sit there and take it. Dylan knew better than that, but he’d never gotten close enough to see what they were doing. Baines probably grabbed her tits, too. He loved Cori’s little tits. And then she’d hop off his lap with that musical laugh of hers, after getting the reaction she wanted. Baines would take it in stride, happy getting a piece of her, knowing that one day he’d get it all.

We both know she likes attention.

The words had been stuck in Dylan’s head ever since Baines said it. Cori was flirty and had a lot of guy friends, but he’d never slowed down to consider that it was a problem. And now it was all he thought about.

When Cori turned pro, it forced him to see all that flirting with Baines in a different light. She was fooling around with other men now. Going there with his best friend had to be a possibility. Once she was unleashed, there had to be a list of men she wanted in her head, and Baines had to be on it.

Dylan wanted him on it. He had to keep reminding himself that this was his obsession and she hadn’t really pushed anything on him. But that paranoia kept doing things to him. It whispered that the whole sex work thing was just a long con for Cori to get to Baines without going behind his back. He laughed out loud when he thought it. That craziness was proof that he’d gone around the bend. Dylan was losing it, and he had to stop.

Or, Cori could do it, and he could stop obsessing that it would happen.

A text from his wife pulled Dylan out of the spiral: Come up to the bedroom. Now.

Cori waited on the bed, wrapped in her big, fluffy robe. He’d expected something sexier and hoped she was naked under that robe. She patted the spot next to her on the bed, and his growing erection flagged. Cori had that let’s talk face.

“So, about Baines…” she began.

“Neither of us was in our right minds last night. I know what we said, but please know I don’t expect you to go through with it. I’d never ask you to do something like that.”

“Stop, babe. Take a deep breath and tell me what you really think, not what you think I want to hear. Don’t do the safe thing. I need to know what you want. We can’t go forward with any of this if we’re not completely honest.”

“Okay,” he agreed, frightened and excited. His erection began to rise again.

“You want me to fuck Baines.” It was not a question, but when he didn’t answer, she added, “Don’t you?”

Dylan was done hiding. He couldn’t do it anymore, staying in his head and torturing himself. He loved and trusted Cori more than anyone else in the world. She was the one person he could tell these things to. He thought of how much courage it must have taken for her to admit she wanted to touch other men for money. He owed her the same candor.

“Yeah, I do. I feel like there’s this whole will-they-won’t-they thing that’s been going on between you guys for years.”

“That’s all in your head, you know that, don’t you, babe? There’s never been a will they. I have not been harboring a secret desire to screw your best friend.”

“I know you wouldn’t do that, but you must admit that you guys have this crazy sexual energy, and now that you’re…uhm…open, it just seems natural you should do it—if you want to. Do something with him anyway. Fucking might be going too far.”

She laughed. “I don’t know if natural is a word I would use, but okay. And I swear, there is not a thing between Baines and me, not on my side, anyway. But now that you’ve brought it up, okay, it might be fun. He’s hot in a rough-and-tumble kind of way. You guys are so different. It’s hard to believe you’re best friends. So, if this is really going to happen, how far do you want it to go? Give me your real answer now that you’re sober.”

“I really don’t know, Cor. It’s not like I’ve given this serious thought as a real thing. Fantasies are very different.” He prayed that she did not ask what his fantasies entailed. “I guess if you gave him a treatment like you would with a client…”

“And give him a hand job?”

Dylan knew that wouldn’t be enough, and he was ashamed to admit it. He wanted to see more. He wanted to see Cori fuck Baines, but wasn’t that too far? It was stupidly dangerous. “More than that,” he hedged.

“Oral? Would you like me to blow him?”

“That would be so hot.”

“And what if that’s not enough?” she asked.

“For who?”

“For you? For him? We both know how Baines is. If we start things, he’s not going to want to stop there.”

“It’s not really up to him, is it?” he replied. She didn’t answer, but her silence spoke volumes. “Blowing him wouldn’t be enough for you either, would it?”

Cori looked conflicted, like she was afraid the truth would hurt him, but she wasn’t one to hold back. That was his job.

“Don’t take this the wrong way, but if we started, I would want more. I’ve been thinking about how far I should go with clients, and I don’t know if I’ll ever be comfortable having full-on sex for money, no matter how turned on I am. I don’t want to wake up and regret it. Baines is different. He’s not just a client. And I do have this itch I want to scratch now. I’m sorry, but it’s something I want, babe. I want to be honest with you.”

“You want to fuck Baines because he’s not just a client, but because you know him? That just feels so much worse than the client thing.”

“Does it? I know you want me to cross that line, babe. You’re not hiding it well.”

Dylan hated that she could see right through him, but she was correct—like always. He was still afraid of Cori having sex with his best friend because they might not be able to get the lid back onto that Pandora’s Box. But on the other hand, if he had to trust a man with his wife, shouldn’t it be his best friend?

Baines would not try to steal his wife. He had to believe that. And if she was going to fuck another man, it should be someone who knew what they were doing. He wanted it to be incredible for Cori, and he just knew Baines could get the job done. After all those years of sexual tension, getting them together would be like a bomb going off. He just hoped that it didn’t blow up their life.

“I do in my head,” he admitted. “It’s so hot in my head. I just know real life is so much more complicated. But you and Baines? It just makes sense in my head. I don’t think I can even properly explain it. You’re so damn sexy. And he’s… Well, he’s Baines. And a guy like him…”

“I’m going to punch you if you call him an Alpha. I hate that bullshit, and you know it,” she warned with a smile.

“I won’t say Alpha.” Dylan laughed. “But Baines is that kind of guy. He fucks. And he doesn’t have trouble finding a partner. But you’ve always been the forbidden fruit. You’re the one woman he can’t have.”

“Until now?” Cori asked.

“Until now,” Dylan agreed. “He can finally have what he’s always wanted.”

“And you’re giving me to him like you’re granting an indulgence?”

“Something like that. I don’t know. Maybe I just want you to blow his mind, so he knows what I have. He can have a taste, but he can’t have you.”

Cori rolled her eyes.

“I get it. This is the ultimate way to one-up him. It’s like, check out my piece of ass wife. I want you to know just what you’re missing out on. Men are so fucking ridiculous.”

“Like you don’t want to blow his mind, too. I know that’s part of this for you, Cor. You’re the one granting the indulgence. Like, here’s a sample. You’ve wondered all these years.”

She smiled smugly. “That could be some of it. I think it’s safe to say that we both have complex reasons for wanting this.”

“This whole Baines thing does it for you as much as it does for me. We’re being honest, remember?”

“It’ll be fun,” she conceded.

He decided that was enough of an admission.

“We’re agreed. We’re going to do this.”

“I’m going to do this. If you’re lucky, I’ll let you watch.”

“I really want to. I need to. Can I, Cor?” He didn’t care that he sounded like a kid begging to go out.

“I’m still not sure if I can go through with this if you’re watching, but I’m willing to give it a try.”

“That’s enough.”

Cori laughed. “It had better be. This isn’t a small thing. And now you’re going to show me how much you appreciate me doing this for you.”

Cori rose up on her knees and threw off the robe. The sheer black nightie underneath it hid nothing. Her nipples were fine, dark points through the filmy fabric, begging to be teased. Her tight curves were like a taunt, barely shrouded from his eyes.

“You’re in charge,” Dylan said, reaching for her.

“I always am,” Cori sighed, giving herself to her husband.
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The setup to seduce Baines was surprisingly simple when they decided to do it. Dylan often invited him over to watch the game, which would work out perfectly. Grace would be at work, and Jack would be out with his friends seeing the latest superhero movie. They’d have hours alone. He knew Baines would jump at the chance to get on Cori’s table when she offered to check out his bum shoulder.

They’d agreed that a treatment, like she did for paying clients, was the best approach after further discussion. Dylan wanted to see her in action. Cori preferred the direct approach. She didn’t think they needed to ruse of a massage and thought it would be more fun if they got the kids out of the house, invited Baines over, and she told him that after twenty years she was ready to see if he lived up to the hype. Grabbing his package during a massage would be a fun surprise to spring on him, but she wanted to see his face if she just came out and said, “I want you to fuck me.” She agreed to Dylan’s plan because it was his fantasy.

After practically begging to be in the room when it happened, Dylan reversed course. He was dying to see Cori in action, but when he thought about the reality of it, sitting in the corner like a cuck while Baines fucked his wife senseless felt weird and weak. She assured him that she wouldn’t judge, but he knew his friend would. He also knew that she was relieved that she wouldn’t have to look over at him when Baines made her come.

Cori felt very strange clearing the kids out of the house so she could fuck another man. It was just so wrong on so many levels. She didn’t recall a chapter on integrating outside lovers into the family dynamic in any of the parenting books she’d read over the years. She wondered, Does this make me a bad mother? Just asking the question gave her a good laugh. That line had been crossed when she began pleasuring men for money. Having sex with Baines for the pleasure of it was arguably better than taking money. It was strange to try to find her place on that moral spectrum.

It didn’t matter what anyone else thought. Her whole life had been about prioritizing her family, and Cori was still doing it. Her work wasn’t just about indulging some deep, dark kink. She was bringing in money for her family, too. The only person whose opinion mattered to her was Dylan, and he was more than okay with her behavior. He wanted it even more than she did.

She just hoped he’d feel the same way after she fucked his best friend.
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Dylan was drinking way too much. It was only the second quarter, but he was already wobbly. He’d barely touched the pizza they’d ordered. His stomach was a violent cauldron. Adding food would be a bad choice. He was barely holding it together as he sat there in the family room with Cori and Baines, knowing that they would be fucking before the two-minute warning.

He watched them on the couch together—he took his typical position in the recliner—and swore the sexual tension came off them in waves. They might as well just fuck right now, he thought. But it was all in his head. Well, maybe Cori’s, too. For Baines, it was just another fall afternoon.

Cori didn’t usually join them to watch football. She could hang for anything—she was a social animal—but Sunday was the day she reserved to catch up on doing all the things she couldn’t stay on top of since she’d started working—or stealing time to relax. If Dylan helped with the laundry like he was supposed to—it happened sometimes—she’d go curl up in bed with a good book. But today, she made a point of hanging out with the boys. Baines seemed pleased to have her hang out with them. She looked good, and Baines was all about it.

“You might want to slow down there, dude. Why are you chugging those beers? The birds are winning for once, but you look like we’re down by three touchdowns,” Baines said. He gave Dylan a look that was as close to concern as an emotionally closed-off man could muster.

“You know them. They could turn it around at any point and start losing. Walker’s too streaky. He can go from hot to cold in a heartbeat. He was a turnover machine a month ago.”

“More reason to enjoy the good game while you can. I’d bet you anything we don’t make .500 this season.”

Dylan nearly took his action and offered up his wife. What would Cori say if he broke with the plan and wagered her? It would be incredibly hot, he knew that. She would also kill him. She wasn’t leaving any of this to chance, and she made it clear she was in charge.

Cori might refuse to fuck Baines out of spite if Dylan pulled a stunt like that, no matter how badly she wanted to do it.

“Dylan’s had a rough week, haven’t you, babe?” Cori interjected. She turned to Baines, who she sat closer to than was typical. “He’s under a lot of pressure.”

“You should do something to release it. Do you ever give my man one of your treatments?” Baines asked.

Dylan had felt a moment of respite when Baines’s attention was turned to him a moment ago, but now it was firmly back on Cori. It had been from the moment she’d joined them. She stayed upstairs when Baines arrived, leaving the men to settle into the family room with the big screen like they always did on game day. He knew she wanted to make a grand entrance.

Cori appeared in the doorway, beer in hand, midway through the first quarter. She smiled and asked if they minded her joining them. Baines stared hard, sweeping up her long legs and over her tight figure. She’d gone with sheer tights, which Dylan conceded were hotter than bare legs. After he followed the lines of her body up, Dylan swore Baines focused back down on her cute little feet, encased in the tights.

“Are you all dressed up for us?” Baines had asked.

“Is this all dressed up?” she’d innocently replied. “I’m going out with friends later, but I didn’t think I was all dressed up. Thanks.” She’d concocted the lie about plans to explain why she wasn’t lounging around in leggings or sweats.

Dylan wanted to feel bad that she’d agonized so long over her outfit choice for the afternoon, but watching her model different choices had been so hot that Cori almost had to get him off before Baines came over. He’d had trouble keeping his hands to himself, which slowed down the process. Neither of them minded.

He’d offered his opinion with each quick change, but he wasn’t quite helping. She was going for sexy-but-not-obvious, and he kept pushing the sluttier choices. Learning that she had so many slutty outfit options had been eye-opening. Cori didn’t want Baines to walk in the door and think she was down to fuck. The goal was for him to be dazzled and suspicious, like the night she came home from that appointment with Steve. She wanted him to be guessing whether she was actually coming on to him.

After it seemed like she’d tried on everything in her closet, she’d settled on a distressed, military green khaki miniskirt with a wide copper zipper down the front. The boho skirt was cute, but she hadn’t worn it in years. Cori didn’t wear anything that short anymore—even with tights. Dylan kept pushing tight, skimpy tops, but she’d paired it with a wine-colored, flowy top that perfectly matched her style. It was something she’d wear every day, but she skipped the tank top she’d ordinarily wear underneath it. Leaving its two buttons open meant Baines would be treated to a peek down the blouse almost every time she moved, if he cared to look.

Dylan knew he’d be looking all afternoon.

The outfit was perfectly Cori and exactly what she was going for. He still wished for something trampy and obvious because he was a guy and wanted to see Baines’ eyes pop out of his head the moment he saw her, but that would come because that outfit wouldn’t stay on all day. Deep down, he knew her instincts were correct.

Cori planted her butt on the couch right beside Baines and tucked her legs up under, her favorite way to sit. The skirt was ridiculously short in that position, and Dylan was sure she would have flashed her panties if she hadn’t been wearing the tights. He spent more of the afternoon watching the would-be couple on the couch than watching the game, which was how he knew Baines was as distracted as he was.

Baines couldn’t keep his eyes off her legs. He seemed obsessed with getting a flash of her panties when she shifted. She knew it and kept shifting like she just couldn’t get comfortable. She found a lot of excuses to lean over when she chatted with him, patting his arm as she provided a perfect view down the front of her billowy blouse.

Dylan wished she’d gone braless to truly shock Baines, but her sheer black bra, with its spray of embroidered flowers strategically placed to obscure her nipples, was damn sexy. He loved sheer underwear and knew his friend would agree. Baines spent as much time staring down Cori’s top as he did watching game replays. The sight of them on the couch together made all Dylan’s agonizing worth it.

The build-up was almost as exciting as the actual event for him. He’d had days to baste in the charged eroticism and discomfort of his thoughts, and he was—almost—past punishing himself for his strange new fetish of wanting his wife to experience other men. However, now that they were on the precipice, the weight of knowing it was so close was almost more than he could bear. The fantasy had played out so many times in his head, but that would be like a puddle compared to the ocean of the reality of it.

He needed it to begin before he lost his mind, but that was all in Cori’s magic hands.

“I’d work on Dylan anytime. He just never asks. You know that, don’t you, babe?” she said, looking at him with a mischievous sparkle in her baby blues.

The comment brought him back to the present. He’d been zoning out all afternoon.

“Yeah, you’re always available for me,” Dylan agreed.

“I’d be asking for it every day,” Baines said.

“And that is why you’re single, babe,” she replied, patting his thigh. Dylan’s crazed mind thought she was reaching for his cock. Every previously innocent gesture was now loaded—not that any of it was truly innocent. Cori knew what she was doing. And did she always call Baines babe?

“Don’t worry, she takes good care of me,” Dylan said, recalling all the teasing hand jobs he received recently. “You should be so lucky.” And you will be soon, he added in his head.

“Then why are you so stressed, dude? You’re not yourself today,” Baines commented.

“Just not feeling great. I think I’m going to run upstairs and throw some water on my face at halftime.”

“That’s a good idea, babe,” she agreed. She turned to Baines. “And I could look at that shoulder for you today, if you’d like. “

“Really?” Baines lit up. “That would be great. This week was brutal. We were pounding out roofs every day. We’ve got so much work, I was up there with the crew way more than usual. They need the extra hands.”

“Poor baby. Are you saying you’re getting too old to keep up?” she teased, leaning closer and rubbing his shoulder.

Dylan watched his wife touch Baines, caressing his shoulder through the football jersey. They looked like a natural couple, a handsome man and his beautiful wife. He had a little dad pudge around the middle, but Baines was just as fit as Cori, with broad, muscular shoulders and lean muscle. His shaved head had just enough five o’clock shadow to add color, and his dark beard, flecked with gray, was neatly trimmed. There was a reason Baines didn’t have trouble with the ladies, and it wasn’t just his charisma.

He got why his wife would want to fuck his best friend. It would be weird if she didn’t. His gut twisted with a flash of insecurity when he realized that a guy like Baines could probably fuck her way better than he ever could. Cori insisted she didn’t need any other men, but would she feel that way after Baines pinned her legs behind her ears and pounded her into submission?

For the millionth time, Dylan feared agreeing to let Cori fuck Baines was a mistake. He wanted them to play, but it would have been safer if Cori had stuck to just jerking him off or blowing him. He wondered if she’d even listen if he asked her to rein it in now.

“Give me the chance, and I’ll show you how well I can keep up, Cori,” Baines replied. He didn’t even bother to look up from his view down her blouse. He’d become so enamored with her tits that he’d stopped pretending he wasn’t staring. And she let him do it, so he had to assume it was okay. She couldn’t pretend she didn’t know when he was so obvious.

The last two minutes of a half in football can seem incredibly long with all the timeouts being burned off and the other clock stoppages. The birds were trying to score because they would get the ball back to start the second half, giving them a chance at back-to-back scores. But they fell short, with the kicker going for a fifty-eight-yard field goal and missing as time expired.

Those last two minutes were an eternity for Dylan because he knew what was planned for halftime entertainment. He was eager to get to it, but he also wanted to drag it out forever. That voice of reason in his head, the one that tried to stop this slow-moving train wreck, was screaming.

You think you want this, but you’re going to regret it, moron. He’s going to fuck your wife into a sex coma. She’s going to scream for him in ways you’ve never heard. He’s going to show you just how hard Cori can come, while you’re listening from upstairs with your little dick in your hand. Get used to it because there’s no way this is going to be a one-time thing. Cori’s going to want it every day once she has a taste. You know how she loves to fuck.

Dylan nearly shouted aloud for the voice of doubt to stop.

The game went to commercial, and Cori came over to him, touching his cheek and smiling sympathetically. “You do look kind of pale, babe. Are you good? We could kick him out, and you could go up and lie down.”

“Hey, what about my massage?” Baines complained from behind her.

Dylan knew why his friend wouldn’t go easily. He had a perfect view of her ass in that miniskirt while she was bent over. The voice of reason told him, Yeah, that’s a good idea. Let’s kick him out and go upstairs together. Cori looks incredible. Why are you giving her to another man? None of that came out of his mouth.

“Nah, I’m fine. I’m gonna go, throw some water on my face, and chill out for a couple of minutes. Don’t let me ruin your fun.”

“Are you sure, babe?” she pointedly asked.

“I’m sure, honey,” he replied, managing a wan smile.

Baines got up when Dylan stood and clapped his friend so hard on the back that Dylan staggered a step. “Don’t worry, dude, I’ll take good care of her until you come back.”

“Yeah, great, thanks,” Dylan mumbled. On top of everything else, he was kicking himself for his inability to play it cool.

They were close and talking before he even left the room. He heard her tell Baines, “Let me get my table.”

“Oh, is this going to be a real, full-service massage?” Baines gleefully asked.

“Have to do it right,” she replied. “I’ll be right back.”


thirty-one
. . .



Dylan sat on the bed, wondering how much Baines would ruin Cori. Once his friend had stretched her open, it would probably be all over. He knew he’d never get over hearing her cry out Baines’s name and beg for more. And more would never be enough for her. He could see Cori going over to his friend’s place a few times a week to get a real fucking.

She doesn’t have to fuck him. Watching her gag on it would be enough.

Closing his eyes, he imagined her pretty pink lips stretched around Baines, Cori straining to breathe as he pushed it into her throat—and then her face covered in cum when he was finished with her.

The iPad sat on the bed next to him, but Dylan stared at it like it was contaminated. He couldn’t allow himself to be in the room while Cori was with Baines, but Dylan had discreetly installed three small Wi-Fi cameras in the room. He would be able to see and hear everything they did if he worked up the nerve to pick up the iPad. He told himself he didn’t need to see Cori setting up her table. He would join them once she got started.

Splashing water on his face hadn’t helped. He had swabbed a cool, wet washcloth over his face, but was still overheated. He was dizzy and felt like he’d fall over if he tried to stand. Straining to overhear them downstairs was pointless. It was too far away. He couldn’t even hear the TV. The iPad mocked him from the bed. All he had to do was pick it up, and he’d know exactly what was going on. Instead, his imagination filled in the blanks.

They were laughing and flirting while Cori set up her table. Baines kept joking that he couldn’t wait for his happy ending, never suspecting what was coming. He didn’t know if she would ask Baines to strip or if he’d just do it to show off what he had to a thirsty Cori. Maybe she helped him out of his clothes to get the ball rolling. And once she was pulling at his clothes, he would tear away hers. They may have even skipped the massage and gone straight to the fucking, while Dylan sat alone upstairs with aching balls.

The torment was so much worse than anything he’d felt when she was out with a client. And all he had to do to spare himself the uncertainty was to pick up the iPad. He finally gave in to the temptation.

His hands shook so badly that it took three attempts to enter the passcode. The buffering wheel kept spinning while the app tried to connect to the cameras, and he thought it might mercifully fail to connect, but he knew better. Dylan knew his way around tech and had chosen well. And then he was in. His heart leapt into his throat when he saw Cori standing beside the massage table with her hands on Baines.

Dylan was weirdly disappointed to see his friend was still so clothed. He’d stripped off his shoes and socks, and jersey, but still wore his jeans. He was sure his wife planned to draw it out and tease Baines. Cori could be a get down to the fucking girl, but she would want to soak in making him want her.

The iPad showed Dylan a grid of the three cameras he’d placed. He tapped the one he’d concealed behind his recliner, and it filled the screen. It gave him a good downward angle, showing Cori from the front, with Baines feet pointed toward the camera. He could zoom in and almost look down her blouse, just like his friend had been doing all afternoon. She knew where he’d placed every camera, and Dylan fully expected Cori to play to them.

Cori was working Baines’s midback, and working it hard from the way he grunted. She pressed in and up, her arms flexing with the effort. She stared down at him with her full attention, almost like she had X-ray vision and could see the muscles she manipulated.

Seeing his wife in action was impressive. It was a timely reminder that she didn’t go back to school so she could play with strangers’ cocks for money. She wanted to help people and make a difference in their lives. Their discovery of dirty new kinks had been a happy accident.

Cori leaned on Baines’ bad shoulder with both hands, and he loudly grunted.

“Relax and breathe. I told you, just put yourself in my hands,” Cori admonished.

“I thought this would be more relaxing,” Baines whined. “It kind of hurts.”

“That’s because your shoulder is so fucked up. You’ll appreciate this later when the soreness begins to wear off.”

“Is fucked up the technical term? Did you learn that in massage school?”

“Yeah, smart ass. You should be careful how you talk to me. I also know a lot of ways to hurt you.”

“Promise?”

“Asshole. Now take a deep breath and let it out.”

Dylan heard Baines suck in a deep breath, and as he released it, she did a quick maneuver with his shoulder that made him gasp. Dylan saw his hands ball up on his sides. She followed up by gently rubbing a spot on his shoulder. To his untrained eye, it looked like she was caressing Baines like she enjoyed touching his muscular back.

“Mmm, it hurts so good,” Baines mock moaned.

“You know, you’re a bigger baby than some of the grandmothers I work on,” she teased.

“I’m picturing you with your hands all over some GILF, like Christie Brinkley. That’s hot, Cor. Tell me more.”

She laughed. “You’re not taking this seriously at all. Do you even need help, or was this just an excuse to get my hands on you?”

“You know I’d use any excuse to get your hands on me, but I am deadly serious. Let me turn over and take off my pants, and you’ll see how serious I am.”

“Go ahead and turn over then. I need a good laugh. I can get some decent leverage if I get under your shoulder, anyway.”

He eagerly turned over on the massage table, moving so quickly that he almost fell over the side, and Cori laughed at him. He reached for the button on his jeans, but she smacked his hands away, pushing him onto his back, and admonishing him to behave.

“Am I going to have to call my bouncer back down here?”

“I love Dylan, but I’m the muscle here, and you know it. Besides, the poor guy needs his rest. You can handle me if you need to.”

“You would love it, if I handled you.”

“Why do you think I’m on this table? This is a full-service massage parlor, isn’t it?”

He took her hand from his shoulder and moved it down his chest. She only resisted when he reached the waist of his jeans. Cori snatched her hand out of his and smacked his stomach.

Baines didn’t look like an action hero, but he still had the outline of a six-pack. It had been a long time since Dylan had seen his friend without a shirt, but he didn’t recall Baines being so ripped. The guy was built. His pecks were well-defined, and his arms were like hard slabs.

It was like he’d gotten himself all pumped up for Cori, like he knew this would happen, which was ridiculous. Dylan thought he’d kept himself in decent shape for his age, but Baines put him to shame. The knife in his gut twisted, and letting his wife get her hands on such a ripped guy felt even stupider.

Cori tapped the button on his jeans. Baines’s stomach muscles rippled in anticipation. “I’m sure it would be quick service, like going through the drive-thru,” she teased.

“Haha. Whip it out and find out, Cor,” Baines challenged.

She laughed and withdrew her hand. She trailed her fingers up through his dark chest hair. Baines wasn’t particularly hairy but had enough to make him look like a man. She followed his treasure trail up his stomach, away from the goal, and traced around his pecs.

Dylan had switched cameras and was looking over her shoulder now, but he needed to see her face, switched back to her front. She lustfully stared down at the man on her table, and it electrified Dylan. Baines had to see the way she was looking at him.

“I’m tempted to do it just to see your reaction. It would be worth it just to see you pussy out,” she taunted.

“I know you’re not going to do it, Cor. You’ll all steak and no sizzle. You love the tease and the chase, but we both know you’re a domestic cat now. That’s why it’s so fun to tease you.”

“So, you’ve never considered it? That I’m really giving my clients hand jobs?”

“Come on. You Cori? I don’t think so.”

She smirked, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief. She tickled her fingers back down his stomach and twisted the button open. Dylan was sure he heard Baines gasp. His view of his friend’s face was imperfect, but he could imagine the look of shock there. Maybe he even looked a little scared. Cori always said Baines was like the dog who wouldn’t know what to do if he caught the car.

“Your move,” Cori purred. “Take off your jeans.”

“You don’t think I will.”

Cori kept smirking and shrugged.

Dylan switched back to the other camera view. He couldn’t see Cori as well, but he was dying to see Baines’ reaction. Baines was an open book to him. They’d known each other for so long, and his best friend wasn’t a complicated guy. Dylan was sure he saw fear flicker across his face like this was a trap. Then there was the calculation, Baines trying to anticipate her next move if he really did it.

But underlying all that was unadulterated lust. He stared at Cori like all he wanted was to bend her over that massage table and fuck her. Dylan knew the feeling. He couldn’t be mad at his friend for it. A smile slowly dawned, and Baines unbuttoned his jeans. He pushed them down his hips and kicked them off completely before lying back. Dylan could see him thinking, checkmate.

Cori walked around the massage table, coming back to the side where Dylan had an excellent view of her. She was stalling because she needed to think. It was obvious what she was thinking about. Her attention was locked in one place. She moved like her gaze was tethered to Baines’ bulge, and she was being pulled toward it. Dylan got it. The thing in his underwear looked huge. Baines was clearly enjoying the game of cat and mouse. His smile only grew larger when he caught her staring, and it wasn’t the only thing growing.

Dylan had seen Baines naked here and there over the years. He wasn’t looking for it, but they had gym classes together, shared a tiny motel room during Spring Break, and had even gone to the gym together at one point. He didn’t stare on those occasions, but a guy looks, and he knew Baines wasn’t small. It was why he knew Cori would be pleased if she got this chance. But the growing tent in Baines’ boxers looked ridiculous. He thought it had to be his new kink, twisting reality, but Cori was staring too. She was impressed. He knew she couldn’t wait to get her hands on it.

“Your move,” Baines proudly said.

Dylan was a statue while he waited for his wife’s reaction. He didn’t breathe. Even his heart had stopped pounding. This is it. She’s going to do this.
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Cori felt dizzy as she looked down on Baines’s fine body, which made her feel silly and girlish like she was some Regency romance heroine getting the vapors from seeing a man with his shirt off. She knew how to handle herself around men. She’d been doing it quite well since she hit puberty and realized how much she enjoyed being around boys.

She would bat those long lashes over her pretty blue eyes, flash that flirty smile, and think of some disarming quip to keep the boy guessing if she was truly interested. But it wasn’t just any boy half-naked on the table in front of her. This was her husband’s best friend.

All those years of flirting had been fun, but she’d never taken it seriously. Baines was just fun to tease, and he took it in the spirit it was intended. But that thing between his legs was very serious, and she had to decide what she was going to do with it. Her first instinct was to grab it, but she didn’t want to appear eager for it—to Baines or her husband, who was watching from their bedroom.

Dylan was watching her every move. The knowledge was ever-present. He’d decided he couldn’t be in the room, but he still needed to see it—see her. She knew it would be easier for both of them this way, but she felt the weight of her husband’s gaze as she decided what to do next. But there was something she didn’t expect. A buzzing thrill that Dylan was going to see her be bad, Very bad.

Baines looked so smug. He glanced from Cori to his cock, which she’d been openly staring at, and back to her. She almost wanted to deny him just to wipe that smirk off his face, but honestly, the smirk was hot. She had the same Achilles Heel most other women did. She loved a cocky, confident man, and he fit the bill. She was dying to know what was going on in his head.

“You’re not worried about Dylan walking in on us?” Cori asked.

“You’re the one who told me to take my pants off. I get the feeling he’d understand,” Baines replied.

Cori touched his thigh, just below his boxers. Baines jumped, and his cock visibly twitched. She caressed him, and he tensed. He wasn’t as confident as he pretended to be. She looked at his dick again and saw the wet spot spreading on the front of his boxers. They were well past the point where either of them could pretend this was just a teasing game.

Baines wanted her, and she was dying to touch him. She forced herself to look him in the eyes as her hand swept higher, first feeling the soft cotton of his boxers and then smoothing over the curve of his heavy balls. His balls felt massive, which just seemed appropriate. He gasped when she touched his balls, and his confidence finally wavered. She saw her wondering, Is this really happening?

“Is this how you pictured it?” she asked, running her fingers along the outline of his shaft.

He stammered, looking from her face to her hand on his cock. She smiled, pleased to see his bravado slipping away. Her panties dampened from feeling how much he wanted her. She traced all around his outline, impressed by what he had.

Size wasn’t everything, but he was impressive. She assumed he knew how to use it. He’d had enough practice. It should have bothered her, but something about being another notch on his bedpost made her hot. She wanted to drag out the tease, but need becoming too much. Her core tightened when she thought about how that big thing would feel inside her.

“It’s…uh…a good start. You really do love to fucking tease, don’t you, Cor?”

“You think I should just pull it out and go to town? I’m trying to be respectful and make sure you really want this, babe. I don’t want you to do anything you’ll regret. She wrapped her fingers around him as she spoke, feeling his heat through his boxers.

Baines went from unsure to determined, and his smirk was back. She swore he swelled in her hand.

“Or maybe you’re just scared. Don’t put it all on me. Do you have a plan for Dylan coming back downstairs before you finish me? Take it out and finish me or don’t, but I think you’ve reached your limit in this game of chicken.”

Cori was almost constitutionally incapable of backing down from a challenge. It had been a sign of her spirit when she was younger, but felt silly and immature as a grown woman. That didn’t change anything. She shoved her hand inside his boxers and gripped him. He grinned and made it twitch in her hand. She barely stifled a groan. God, she wanted to fuck him. It was all she could think about. She would not let him know that.

“Fuck…that’s good, Cor…” Baines moaned when he began to slowly pump his cock. She pulled down his boxers with her other hand to free him. “Yeah, take it out, honey. It’s yours now.”

She finally stopped staring at that annoying grin because her eyes were drawn down to what she was holding. She had to see it. He felt so big—big enough that she couldn’t close her fingers around him. Cori didn’t play it cool when she saw him. Her lips parted with an involuntary gasp. Why did he have to be Magic Mike big? She couldn’t even cover that thing with both hands.

Baines easily had the largest cock she’d ever held. She hated Dylan seeing it in her hand because she knew how guys are. He’d never believe he could satisfy her again. Was this what he wanted? Did he want to see me lose my mind over Baines’s giant dick? At least the man’s ridiculous confidence finally made sense. He wasn’t just handsome and charming. He had a huge cock.

“You like that, don’t you, Cor?” he moaned. At least, she was having an effect on him. “You’re impressed, I can see it. Go ahead, have fun with it.”

She laughed, thankful for his cheesy lines. It broke the tension. He just couldn’t help himself and let the moment unfold. He had to be Baines.

“Okay, you have a nice dick, but you’re the one getting all the fun here. Am I supposed to lose it just because you have a big dick?”

“I knew you’d like it, Cor. And you can have as much fun with it as you want.”

As he spoke, Baines slid his hand up the back of her skirt, grabbing her ass through her tights. His hand was all over it like he was reading Braille. It was like he’d spent so many years staring at her ass that he couldn’t believe he was truly touching it. “I don’t expect you to stop at holding it, if you want more. You know I’d love to…”

Cori palmed his head and smeared his leaking excitement into her hand. He grunted when she played with his sensitive tip, and it silenced him. She used the fluid to lube her hand and confidently stroked up and down his length, tugging that thing hard, not teasing as she had been. She was torn between making him come as quickly as possible—just to prove she could—and saving his cock to have real fun with it. Although she suspected that Baines had more than one shot in him. He wasn’t a young man anymore, but he was nice and fit. Cori wanted to climb all over him.

The hand up her skirt was distracting. He had a lot of fun feeling the curve of her tight ass, but he also kept dipping his fingers lower, between her thighs, where he had to feel her damp heat. She widened her stance to give him better access, but he was still clumsy in trying to get his hand where she needed it. Roger had been smoother with his hands, but he had a better angle. She could have moved closer, but she was still afraid to appear too eager for their secret audience.

“Fuck, Cor, you really know how to handle a dick. I always knew you would,” Baines moaned, staring at her as she manipulated his cock. It was like he thought he could will her clothes away.

“Yeah? You’ve thought a lot about me playing with your dick?” she teased.

“Ahh…you know it, honey. You know I’ve wanted to fuck you forever.”

Cori massaged his heavy balls as she corkscrewed her other hand up and down him, teasing the head with her thumb every time she reached the top. Baines was nice and groomed down there, which she liked. It made his genitals easier to enjoy, and she guessed it made his cock and balls look even bigger—not that he needed the help.

His breathing grew husky, and she knew she had him close to the edge. Her heart pounded. She desperately wanted to feel that thing inside her, but just then she realized she wanted to see him come first. She wanted to see how much those huge balls were packing.

“Your best friend’s wife? That’s so wrong, babe. You’d never do that to Dylan,” she teased.

“No…” he gasped. “Couldn’t do that, but now…”

“Now? What’s changed, babe? Why is it okay now?” she pumped him faster.

“You’re…ahh…fucking pro…jerking me off like a pro, Cor…”

“Now do you believe I’m getting paid for it?”

“Oh yeah…too good at it…magic hands… It’s your calling…”

Cori leaned over him, gripped his cock tighter, and slowed down her stroking. His eyes went right down her blouse, drawn to her tits like magnets to steel. She felt his balls tightening.

“You really think so? You think Dylan would let me do that? Let other men pay me…” she cooed, hovering right above him.

“Yeah, Cor. Ahh…fuck… He loves knowing guys want to fuck you…gets off on it…”

“You’re so fucking sure, aren’t you, babe? You have us all figured out,” she whispered, close enough to kiss him now. Her left hand moved to his cock, while her right stroked his shaved head, feeling the rough stubble. “You think Dylan would let me fuck you?”

Baines gritted his teeth like he was trying to hold out, then he panted, barely managing a smile through the intensity of Cori stroking him. “He…he wants me to fuck you…basically admitted it the other night…”

“Yeah?”

He used her new position to thrust his hand up between her thighs, squishing her tights into her bare, soaked pussy. Cori moaned and sagged against the table. He pressed his fingers up against her, and she felt a tiny explosion like him just touching her cunt gave her a quick orgasm.

“Not wearing panties,” Baines taunted through his moans. “You fucking want it too, honey. You want me to fuck you, don’t you, Cor?”

Her response was a sharp moan when his fingers sawed the tights up between her lips, pulling them in to press on her clit. She leaned down and kissed him, thrusting her tongue into his mouth. He reached for her with his free hand, tugging her hair to keep her in the kiss. She kissed him desperately, feeling the balance of control shifting. Cori didn’t care. She wanted him to have her.

Baines exploded in her hand, blasting his thick seed all over her blouse. She pulled back, forcing him to release her. His hands slipped away from her body. She straightened up just in time for him to shoot again, this time across her tits, ruining her blouse. Another shot went into the air, landing on his stomach, and the rest oozed out over her pumping fist.

Cori stared at his cock as if she’d never seen a man come before. She kept stroking him like she could will him to stay hard and fuck her. He stayed half-erect in her hand, his root still pulsing with life. She knew she could get him to full mast again. She got an idea so filthy that she could only smile. Both of her men would love it.
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“Iguess you’re right. I guess you’re right about everything,” Cori told him, leaning over and stretching her tongue out like she was a Gene Simmons impersonator. She drew the tip of her tongue along his toned abs and lapped up the jizz he’d shot there. She swirled it with her tongue before drawing it in and tasting him with a smile.

Dylan saw it clear as day. His third camera was mounted just below and behind the TV, perfectly level with the massage table. It was a close-up of everything that happened there. He had a perfect, high-definition view when Cori took out Baines’s cock and stroked it, stunned by how tiny Cori’s hands looked on his best friend’s massive cock. He saw what oozed from the tip and how his wife used it, making Baines’ cock glisten, and how she rolled his big balls in their sac. The mic on that camera even picked up the sound of flesh on flesh as Cori jerked him off.

Dylan had cut to a split-screen when Cori leaned in, as they were too close for him to see much. He’d added the shot from her right and saw down her blouse, as Baines did, and saw her whisper to him. The TV was still on in the background, but even though the volume was muted, he’d only heard every other word. He’d heard enough.

You think Dylan would let me fuck you? Cori had asked.

Baines had answered, He wants me to fuck you.

The exchange had sent a chill down Dylan’s spine. He loved that this was happening, but he felt weak for exposing himself to Baines that night at the bar. If they were going to keep going with this, Dylan had to learn to control himself.

Cori held Baines by the base and continued her licking, tracing the thick veins that ran up his shaft before swirling her tongue around his head like she was working on an ice cream cone. The shot was so good that Dylan could see the glistening trails she left on his skin. He also saw the look of absolute ecstasy on his wife’s face as she licked his best friend’s cock.

Her plump lips spread over the thick, flared head, and she suckled Baines like she was nursing from his cock. The soft sucking sounds made Dylan tremble the same way the actual sucking made his friend shake.

Dylan shed his pants and lay back on the bed, with the iPad resting on his stomach. He lubed his hand with the lotion on Cori’s nightstand and went to town on himself. He stopped immediately. Just touching himself almost made him come. He took a deep breath and lightly stroked his prick, avoiding touching the sensitive head. He wanted to enjoy the show, not blow his load in two seconds.

Cori did not avoid Baines’s head. She focused on it, sucking hungrily while she stroked up and down his shaft. He ran his fingers through her hair, but he didn’t force her head down. He was in control and content to let her work her magic while he enjoyed her mouth.

Dylan swore his friend grew thicker in her mouth. He was jealous of how quickly Baines got hard again. If he had blown a load like the one he’d seen from his friend, he would have been done for hours. Baines looked to be man enough to give Cori everything she needed.

Baines pulled her mouth from him and eased her back. He sat up and swung his legs off the massage table, pulling her in between them. His back was to the camera and Dylan switched to a split-screen of the other two views. He held her face with both hands and kissed her. She put her arms around him, but he pushed Cori back and pulled at her shirt.

“Let’s get rid of this,” Baines said.

“You ruined my blouse anyway,” she replied, laughing as he pulled it over her head.

“I’ll make it up to you, honey.”

“Promise?”

He held her at arm’s length for a moment, absorbing the half-naked woman in front of him. He’d seen Cori in bikinis before, but he looked like he was truly seeing her for the first time. Her bra was sheer, only the embroidered flowers on the cups hiding her nipple from view. Dylan appreciated that seeing her in lingerie was different than seeing her in a bikini. He loved that his friend slowed down to truly appreciate her. Cori deserved it, and it made Dylan’s cock throb to see how much Baines wanted her.

But it stabbed at his gut because it was an intimate moment that wasn’t just about sex. That was plain on their faces. They both understood the meaning of what was happening. This wasn’t a one-night stand with a stranger, but the culmination of years of veiled lust between the pair.

Cori breathed quick and shallowly, her eyes wide. She looked like she needed to say something, but couldn’t find the words. Dylan knew how she felt, and he was glad he’d chosen to be upstairs rather than in the room. He was overwhelmed. There were no words for the things swirling inside him. He had to assume this was what a junkie who needed their fix felt like.

Everything moved quickly after that. Cori and Baines kissed ferociously, pawing at each other’s bodies. Baines twisted her bra behind her, trying to unhook it, and she reached back to help, but he got it, and she shrugged off the bra. He pulled the big copper zipper, and her skirt parted, falling away to the floor. Cori was down to just her tights that quickly.

“Ahh…yes…” she cried, throwing her head back when Baines pressed his face to her chest.

Cori wrapped her arms around his shaved head and held him in place while he feasted on her flesh. He finally got his hands on her tits. Dylan wished he had a great close-up view of that action, but all he could see was Baines’s face moving against her, while he heard kissing and sucking sounds. But he could see that his wife was slowly coming undone.

Baines was learning what Dylan already knew, that she lost it if someone took their time to tease her small tits and nipples. She lost it like they were licking her clit. Dylan ruefully acknowledged that he didn’t take his time often enough anymore, leaving the door wide open for his friend to wow Cori. It wasn’t entirely his fault. When she wanted it, she wanted it. She didn’t want to be slowed down by foreplay.

After waiting for years to get his hands on her, Baines was taking his time. Cori bit her lip, but failed to hold it in. She threw her head back and moaned at the ceiling. Dylan’s ego made him hope she was holding back for his sake, but it was a stab in the heart to see that she couldn’t. Her eyes popped open, and she stared right into one of Dylan’s cameras.

His pounding heart seized, and he thought he might pass out. Cori stared right at him as she moaned, excited encouragement to her lover. He had to stop touching himself because his balls tightened right up, and he only just avoided spilling his seed. The edging was torture, but he knew it would bring a heart-stopping orgasm when he was ready.

“Ahh…babe…that’s so good…yeah babe…ahh…” she exclaimed, and Dylan was unsure who she was talking to.

Baines stood and effortlessly lifted Cori from her feet. Her legs wrapped around his waist, and he carried her like it was nothing. They skirted the coffee table and spun, and he dropped onto the couch with Cori straddling his lap. Their wild kissing resumed, and she rubbed his head while he pressed his hands between them and pinched and teased her nipples.

“Fuck, your tits are perfect,” he exclaimed, between kisses.

“Not disappointed?” Cori moaned, enjoying his touch.

“They’re perfect, Cor. Size isn’t everything.”

“Mmm, thank you, babe.”

Dylan knew the compliment went right to her head, as she’d always been self-conscious about her small tits. If she wasn’t going to fuck Baines before, she’d do it just for that. Dylan imagined his wife had fucked guys for less.

“You really do have a great dick,” she sighed. She had a hand between them now, too, but down low. Cori was keeping him ready for her.

“You think you’re impressed now…” he teased.

“Mmm, what are you waiting for?”

He reached down, and she scooted back to help. Dylan couldn’t see their fumbling because their bodies blocked the view. Obviously, her tights frustrated Baines. She squirmed impatiently on his lap.

“Fucking tights…” Baines cursed.

“Here, let me,” she said.

A loud rip followed, and he said, “Got it.” They both laughed. She rose, hand between them, surely grasping Baines.

“I’ll make a mental note,” she said. “No more tights.”

“Thigh highs next time,” Baines said.

“You like sexy lingerie?”

“Mmm, I’d love to see you in it, Cor.”

Dylan felt like it was a dig at him, even though his friend couldn’t possibly know it. He was not a big lingerie guy. He just wanted Cori naked and hated anything that slowed that down. He loved her in sexy outfits, but nothing beat nude. He would have had her greet Baines naked today if there was any way she’d have gone for it.

But now Cori had a man who appreciated her in lingerie. He was sure she couldn’t wait to dress up for Baines. They both talked like this wasn’t a one-time thing, and he wasn’t even inside her yet. That was like an icy dagger in Dylan’s chest. He didn’t think he could handle this being a regular thing.

Will I have a choice?

“Stop stalling and fuck me,” Cori demanded.

She settled onto him and must have taken his tip, because she put both hands on his shoulders and lowered herself, impaling her pussy on him with a long, low, impassioned moan. Baines held her hips and guided her down, moaning with her. Her legs spread wider until she was fully settled onto his lap. He had to be fully inside her. She slowly rolled her hips with shaky moans, trembling like she was trying to acclimate to his size. She never had to do that with Dylan.

“Take it easy, honey. You’re not used to something this big,” Baines offered.

Cori chuckled, but it was from low in her throat like she had to force out the sound through a moan. “Mmm, don’t worry, babe…I can handle anything you’ve got…”

“Prove it, honey. Show me what that pussy can do.”

Dylan came. There was no more edging. Seeing his wife impaled on his best friend was the end for him. Watching her fuck any man would have made him blow his load, but seeing her riding Baines was too much. It felt wrong in ways he couldn’t comprehend, but he couldn’t look away. Maybe it would destroy him, but he needed this as much as they did.

Paranoia was replaced by cold certainty. What had seemed like playful flirting had been serious. Cori had always wanted Baines to fill her. It was only loyalty and propriety that kept her in check. The look on her face as he stretched her was all the confirmation Dylan needed. Cori looked like Baines was rewriting her. Rather than hate her for it, he loved every second of it—no matter how much it tore him apart.

The pleasure he took from seeing his wife screw his best friend was unnatural, but that only made it hotter. He finally understood that compersion Seth had told him about. Dylan could only see Cori’s face in profile—seeing her head-on would have been too much anyway—but her ecstasy from having Baines big cock stretch her open was evident.

Her lips were parted, and she was panting. Her eyes were tightly closed, crinkled in concentration. Dylan wondered if a big cock hurt after years of his average size or if his wife was so wet and ready that she took it right in.

Cori didn’t move like she wanted to get away from it. She slowly rolled her hips and started nudging up and down. She was in ecstasy. She wanted to feel every inch of him inside her. Impossibly, Dylan felt himself getting hard again watching his wife enjoy his best friend’s cock.

“Feels good, doesn’t it, honey?” Baines taunted.

“Yeah…” she whimpered, sounding wrecked.

“You’re nice and tight. You’ve got to be feeling all of it.”

Cori stopped, and he groaned in surprise and cursed. She smiled.

“I feel it all, babe, but I know how to work it, don’t I?”

“Fuck, Cor. That’s a nice trick. Ohh fuck…keep doing that…”

“I don’t know, babe. Can you handle it?”

“Fuck…that’s a magic pussy…Dylan’s a lucky guy…”

“And he knows it. Don’t come too soon now. I want to enjoy this.”

She slowly moved on him, her fingers gripping his shoulders. Dylan knew she was doing his favorite magic trick, working her cunt muscles around that big cock. He was impressed she could still do it with something that big in her.

That’s my girl, he thought. Show him how incredible you are, Cori! He loved that Baines got to experience how special she was. Baines had spent all these years thinking about it, but he could never have guessed just what an incredible lay she truly was. He wanted Baines to be jealous that Cori belonged to him. Even if she and Baines became regular lovers, she could never belong to him. She would always be Dylan’s. He knew it in his soul, even if he experienced passing insecurities.

“Oh, I can take whatever you’ve got, honey,” Baines grunted.

He slipped his hands under the curve of her tight ass and started bouncing her on his dick. It was impressive. When Cori worked her magic on Dylan’s dick, he had no control. But he couldn’t let her keep the upper hand.

It was just like their relationship had always been, Cori and Baines constantly trying to one-up each other. She dug her nails into his shoulders as he bounced her harder on him. Dylan saw her hips flexing, showing it wasn’t all Baines. She was riding him. Riding him hard. The couch creaked beneath them and his camera mic picked up the sounds of their flesh slapping together. Her gasps and moans grew louder, more frenzied.

“Ahh…yeah…ohh…fuck…” she cried.

Baines released her butt. She didn’t need his help any longer. Cori rode him like a thoroughbred jockey. She handled his big dick like a pro. Instead, he grabbed her little, bouncing tits and pinched her nipples. He pinched until she cried out, but she didn’t beg him to stop.

“Yeah! Ahh…fuck!”

“Come on, Cori! Ride that dick! Ride my fucking dick!” Baines roared.

“Yeah! Yeah! Ahh!”

“You’re gonna come on that dick! Come for me, Cori! I wanna hear you scream!”

“Yeah! Yeah! Fuck!” she howled.

Dylan was so transfixed, he didn’t think about what Cori’s yelling meant. The illusion that he was resting upstairs, and they were doing this behind his back, was shattered. No one could have napped through the racket she was making. Dylan had to know they were fucking—even without cameras—and Baines knew it. He didn’t care at all that Dylan knew he was fucking his wife.

It made Dylan shiver to his core. His cock should have shrunk, but it only grew harder. He didn’t want to be humiliated by them, but there was something primal about the way that Baines so confidently took his wife. Baines was proud of how he used her body, and he wanted Dylan to know. He understood what Dylan wanted, so why not go for broke?

He pinched Cori’s nipple with one hand and reached back, pulling her hair with the other. Dylan could never be that rough with her. He’d never pulled her hair like that. Baines wasn’t fucking around. He was making Cori his. Her head jerked back, and she screamed at the ceiling of their family room. It felt like she was trying to scream her pleasure up at Dylan.

“Yeah…yeah…yeah… That’s it, honey… Let it out… Come for me, honey… Let him hear how hard you come for me…” Baines cheered as Cori violently bounced on him.

Dylan was handling his own dick again, but before he could come a second time, Cori screamed. She screamed like she was being murdered, and it killed his soul. He’d never heard her make a sound like that—and she was doing it for Baines, not him.

God, why do I love it so much?

“Ahh…fuck...AHH! Yes! Oh fuck… Oh fuck… Yes!”

“Keep it going, honey… Keep fucking me… You’re gonna come again…”

“I can’t…” she whined.

“Yeah, you will. Gonna come even harder for me, honey…”

Cori shook her head, but then she was slamming her pussy down onto him and howling again. Baines was in complete control of her body. He was proving she was his once again, and she couldn’t even fight it.

“Oh God… Fuck… Yes… Ohmygodfuckyes!”

“There she is… That’s what you needed, wasn’t it, honey?”

“Yesss…” she sobbed, hips still moving as the rest of her trembled. “I did… God, Tommy, I did…”

Tommy. Maybe more than anything else, that tore his heart out. Tommy. In the twentyish years they’d all known each other, Dylan couldn’t recall his wife ever calling Baines by his first name. Tommy. That big cock had rewired her. The intimacy was chilling.

Cori was pumping her hips again. She looked and sounded exhausted, but she couldn’t get enough. She arched her back, fully impaling her pussy on Baines. Her whole body rippled, covered in a sheen of sweat. She convulsed once, twice, then crumpled down into him.

He wrapped his arms around her and kissed her as she panted. Seeing them cuddle was worse than watching them fuck, and Dylan stopped touching himself. He understood it, but it made him uneasy. Baines was petting her hair and rubbing her back. He appreciated Cori’s orgasms as much as Dylan did. He marveled at his wife’s power. Just seeing her come like that was worth all the angst.

Dylan would never get used to seeing Cori like that with another man, but he’d never be able to see it enough. It would be weird, but Dylan would let Baines fuck Cori anytime he wanted if Dylan got to see her come like that.

“That’s my girl. Feels good to let go like that, doesn’t it, honey?” Baines cooed, kissing her.

“Oh my fucking God, Tommy… That was…” A tremble shot through her. “Fuck, Tommy…”

They shared a long, deep kiss.

“Did I wear you out, honey?” Baines whispered. It was so low Dylan almost missed it.

“Not a chance,” Cori panted in reply.

“Good, because we’re not done, honey.”

“I can feel that.” She wiggled on him.

How did he hold out? Dylan marveled. How is he still hard? And then, Shit, how long is he going to fuck my wife?

Baines turned them without his cock slipping out of her. Dylan was impressed with the move. She ended up on her back on the couch. Baines held himself over her and stirred his cock inside her. Cori moaned, holding onto his arms. She looked up at him, eyes pleading.

“Don’t just tease me, babe. Fuck me,” she whimpered.

“Not afraid we’re going to get caught?” Baines chuckled.

She smiled through her need. “You think it’s still a secret?”

“I did make you scream pretty loud.”

“Don’t be an asshole, or you can get off me.”

“Is that so?” he challenged, thrusting down into her.

Cori gasped and arched her back.

“Fuck…babe. Don’t tease me…”

“I can be whatever I want if I fuck you, can’t I, honey?”

Baines thrust again.

“Yes…oh fuck yes… Please, babe…”

“Now let’s see if I can make you scream even louder. Maybe that will finally bring Dylan down.”

Baines started fucking her again.
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Cori’s feet were high in the air, her legs spread, as Baines pumped away between them. She clawed at his biceps, hanging on for dear life as he possessed her pussy. That was the word for it. She knew it was wrong as it was happening, but he was possessing her. She’s surrendered to her husband’s best friend. And it felt so good. The ripples of his thrusts went right to her enflamed core, centering her world on his wonderful cock.

He was an incredible lover, and she was all about him in the moment. Baines had her body, completely, but she held something back. There was a part of herself that Cori wouldn’t give up. She was another man’s wife, and her husband was watching this happen.

Does Dylan hate me for how I came apart for Tommy?

She tried not to, but Baines knew how to fuck. More importantly, he knew how to fuck her. It was like he had her instruction manual. She prayed that Dylan loved what he saw. It was what he’d been asking for. She’d put on a show for him—screaming, begging, coming so hard she was dizzy. Every second of it was real, but she wanted her husband to love it.

Cori came that last time—with Baines telling her to come—because she’d had an epiphany. She loved that Dylan gave her to his friend. This wasn’t hotter because Baines was so big, or because he wanted her so much—all of that was perfect, too—but it was because Dylan asked her to do it.

Being a whore with her clients had been fun, but in that moment of orgasmic clarity, Cori realized that more than anything, she wanted to be Dylan’s whore. Knowing that he loved her enough that he wanted this for her, and that he was strong enough to handle it, was everything.

Cori prayed he could handle it.

A moment of doubt did creep in there. When she clung to Baines after coming on his cock for the third—fourth?—time, she’d had the space to think about Dylan. What if this was too much for him? He wanted it, but was he truly prepared to see it? Could any man handle someone else making their wife come like that?

Even as she clung to her lover, Cori thought she should check in with her husband. But then Baines was shifting them, and he was on top of her, and he was moving inside her again, and his filling cock banished all other thoughts. She didn’t want him to stop. She had to trust Dylan to handle himself.

Baines grunted and sweated as he labored above her, and Cori loved his sheer masculinity. She didn’t realize how much she missed being manhandled because she’d just stopped thinking about it. He was the kind of man who had always just caused a chemical reaction in her. A primal desire. She’d never allowed herself to truly see him that way because he was her husband’s best friend, but now that his cock was deep inside her, it was all she could think about.

Cori wanted Baines to keep fucking her until she couldn’t move. And God, was he deep. She thought he was impressive when she was just holding him, but she wasn’t prepared for how he felt inside her. He opened her right up, stretching her wide and filling her like she’d never been filled. She should have taken it slowly, but she wanted him so badly that she ignored that initial moment of discomfort. She just wanted to feel him.

She felt him now. God, did she feel him. He drove his cock down into her like he was trying to push her through the couch. She raised her arms over her head, and they bounced with the motion just as her elevated feet did. Baines had scooped her ass underneath, and while she hated that he ruined her favorite pair of tights, she loved the smooth feeling of his touch through the slick, silky material. It made his hips riding between her thighs give her goosebumps.

Sweat dripped onto her forehead, and her eyes blinked open. Baines stared down at her intensely. Cori expected to see nothing but animal lust there, but there was deep emotion in those soulful gray eyes, like he wanted her, not just sex. It pierced her soul, and her heart quivered.

She didn’t love him, certainly, but it was foolish to think it could be just sex when they’d been friends for so long. He saw something on her face, and it made him smile. In that moment, she realized that the racket ringing in her ears was her own cries and moans. She was urging him on without even thinking about it as another climax built.

“Ahh…ahh…yes…yes…oh god yes…”

“Knew you’d fucking love it, honey. Knew it all these years,” Baines grunted, holding himself over her and leering down as he thrust.

“Yes…god yes…”

“Knew you’d fuck like a beast…”

“God yes…”

“You love that cock,” he accused.

“Yes…yes…fuck me…oh fuck me, Tommy… Don’t stop…”

“You’re gonna come again.”

“Yeah…yeah…”

“You ever come like this before?”

“No…ohmygod…no… You’re…”

“The best? The best fuck you’ve ever had, Cori?”

“I… I… Tommy…please…”

Cori wouldn’t say it. She couldn’t say it. Dylan was right upstairs.

Baines didn’t look away from her, but he called out loudly to Dylan. He smirked as he spoke. “Come on down here, dude, and watch me make your wife come. Again. You don’t have to hide, dude. See how much Cori fucking loves it.”

The taunt undid her. She hated him for it, but loved the confidence.

“Ohh…ohh…ohh god…oh god…YES!”

Panic stabbed at her heart when Baines called out Dylan. It was nonsensical, but in that moment, what they were doing felt painfully wrong. Her husband asked for it, but she should not have been fucking another man. His best friend. She wanted to push him off her, but that was not going to happen—not when Baines was making her come like that.

The old Catholic guilt swarmed back. The nuns had warned it was a slippery slope, and they were right. Cori had opened her legs for the wrong man, and now she couldn’t keep them closed. She’d never felt sluttier—or more alive. The guilt pushed her to another mind-bending orgasm. She’d always been multi-orgasmic, but Baines found a new gear in her.

She looked to the doorway and was relieved she didn’t see her husband there. Her body rippled under Baines, and the pleasure made her giddy. She laughed, but then she was moaning again because he kept fucking her. She was breathless.

“That’s it, honey. That’s it,” he cooed, slowing down, letting his shaft slowly slip into her as she rippled around it. “I love feeling you come, Cori. Let’s take it down now. Nice and slow. Come on, honey, I want to feel you.”

The words were porno cheesy and the sentiment a little weird, but it got to her. She got the hard pounding she’d expected from Baines, and now he was taking her nice and slow, letting her feel every inch of him, the weight of his body on hers. Their eyes locked, and she smiled. Being treated like a slut was great. It was exactly what she’d wanted, but he was sensual now, and Cori needed that too. He leaned in, and she kissed him without thinking. Her arms and legs wrapped around him, and she moved her body in rhythm with his.

“Yes, Tommy… Let me feel you… Do you feel me all around you, babe?

“Yeah… oh Jesus, Cor. Feel how bad you want me…”

“Yes, babe. Just like that… Just like that…
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Dylan froze when Baines called him out. His best friend had to know he was aware of what was going on downstairs. They weren’t even trying to be discreet about it. Cori screamed so loud when she came that the neighbors probably knew she was fucking Baines.

It had been such a long time since he’d heard her so unbridled. Dylan told himself it was because the kids were always around and they had to be discreet, but the reptile part of his brain smirked and taunted him.

Yeah, buddy, you just don’t do it for her like that anymore. Maybe you never did. You saw that cock. Of course, she’s screaming for him. You give your wife to a stud, you have to expect this is going to happen.

The thoughts were dark, and they should have made him sick, but they fed his kink and made his balls swell. He might have spontaneously come again if he hadn’t let go of his cock.

It was painful for his ego to hear her come like that with someone else, but he loved that he heard her so rapturous, and because he was watching—not doing it to her—he got to appreciate it in a way he never could have otherwise. Opening their bed wasn’t just a gift for Cori, but for both of them. It was just difficult to fully appreciate that when she was howling on the end of his best friend’s dick.

Dylan watched Cori lose it and come again. Baines kept fucking her like he was a machine. His friend had called him down to join them. He didn’t want to, but he was starting to think he’d have to come down and tell them to stop before the kids came home. They may have wanted to, but they couldn’t screw all day.

Baines did slow down, but they weren’t stopping. Cori wrapped her arms and legs around him and drew him down into her. Her arms looped under his, and she hooked his shoulders, clinging to him. They made out while they did it, and Dylan shuddered watching the intimate moment. It was uncomfortably close to watching them make love.

This was just supposed to be about hot, dirty sex, not intimacy. Dylan knew that was naïve to expect that. Maybe with a client, but not with Baines. There was too much history. She called him Tommy.

Dylan felt he should look away, but was too obsessed to stop watching. The strange feelings it engendered in him were almost too intense, scorching his insides. If anything, he needed to see more. His cameras weren’t good for this, and that made him pull up his pants and go downstairs.

Not because Baines summoned him, but because he wanted to experience it properly.

The couple was murmuring to each other when he entered the room, oblivious to his presence. They kissed as they whispered, and Baines’ hips churned, pumping his muscle into her molten center. The wet sounds of their coupling filled the room, with the TV barely audible in the background. The football game was forgotten.

Dylan moved closer. He had to hear. He had to see.

“Yeah…yeah…yeah… Tommy…” Cori breathlessly chanted.

“So amazing, honey…uhn…uhn…yeah…”

“Come on, babe…come on, babe…yeah…yeah…”

It was so strange to hear them so tender with each other. Every time Cori called him babe was a stab to the gut, but it made Dylan’s cock pulse.

“I’m close, Cori. Do you want it, honey? Do you want it?”

“Yeah…yeah…please…”

“Inside you, Cori?”

“Yeah…yeah…oh god yeah…wanna feel it…”

Cori was begging him to come inside her. Dylan was dizzy. They’d never discussed condoms. Had never considered it. They hadn’t used them in years.

A complication in her second pregnancy made it highly unlikely she would conceive again. They’d never discussed her encounter with Baines in any kind of practical terms. That took the fun out of it. She’d already let another man come in her mouth, but this felt so different. Dylan staggered and dropped into his chair, and that was when the couple noticed him.

“Oh god…babe…” Cori gasped, now addressing her husband.

“Uhn…you’re just in time, dude…” Baines grunted, taking his wife deep and slow.

“Ahh…ahh…oh god…AHH!” Cori cried.

“Aww fuck, Cor…”

Baines grunted and stopped, his meat spiked deep inside Cori. They both shook, and Dylan knew his best friend was emptying his balls inside his wife, pumping a huge load of seed into her. It had been massive when he came all over her the first time. She trembled and jerked, smiling before uttering a satisfied, “Ahh…”

Dylan realized Cori loved him filling her. She sounded complete. Watching them made his cock ache painfully. He had to take care of himself, but he couldn’t sit there and beat off while Baines was inside his wife.

“Get over here, dude. You must need some fucking relief,” Baines said, as if reading his mind.

Baines pushed off Cori, and it looked like she only reluctantly released him. Dylan stared at her gaping, red pussy. She was so swollen, a trickle of Baines’s finish leaking from her. He had read about reclaiming, but Dylan was afraid to feel how loose his friend had left her. Instead, he dropped his shorts and moved to her mouth. She turned to her side and took him right down her throat. Dylan wasn’t gentle, and Cori sucked him vigorously.

“Yeah, dude, feed her. She fucking loves it. Cori sucks dick like it’s her job,” Baines encouraged, laughing before adding, “I guess it is.”

It was a strange vibe, Baines encouraging him to take Cori’s mouth as if he was the husband and Dylan was the interloper. But he had to admit, he liked the way Baines casually claimed his wife—the way he used her and talked about her like she was a whore. It gave voice to Dylan’s darkest desires.

He lasted about ninety seconds before blasting what little he had left down her throat. He staggered back to his chair as she wiped her lips on the back of her hand. Baines watched with a smile.

“It’s hot to watch her, dude. I get why you like it. Next time we need to do this shit all together,” Baines said.

“Next time?” Dylan asked, finding his voice and managing a weak smile.

“What kind of a slut do you think I am?” Cori asked.

“The fun kind,” Baines said. They all laughed.

“Which one of you two is going to get me a water?” she asked.

“You think we’re just going to wait on you now?” Baines laughed.

“Oh, I think I’ve earned that much,” she said.

“They’re in the fridge,” Dylan directed, thinking Baines owed him just as much as he did Cori.

“Right away, m’lord and lady,” Baines said, standing and bowing. He confidently strode out of the room with that big piece of meat hanging between his legs.
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Cori was happy they kept it light, but she could tell Dylan was working hard to seem chill. She knew well how awkward the moments after a threesome could be, although she’d never done one with a boy she was committed to.

Having a casual threesome with two guys she was just hanging out with had much less potential for drama. It was always the guys who got weird. Cori was always good with it—granted, she’d been high—and just rolled over and grabbed her clothes. The guys suddenly got weird being naked around each other when their hormones weren’t in charge.

The moment Baines was out of the room, she called Dylan to her. She hoped Baines took his time finding the water. She sat up on the couch and grabbed a throw pillow from the floor. She would have gotten dressed, but her clothes weren’t close enough to grab. She awkwardly covered herself with the pillow. It would have to do.

“Come here, babe,” she told Dylan, holding out a hand to him.

He slowly stood, pulling up his pants before trying to cross the distance. She took both his hands and made him look at her. His face was stormy. She hoped it was one they could weather. Cori knew that blow job a few moments ago didn’t mean everything was okay. It was just a biological response. She wondered why he didn’t want to fuck her to reclaim her and hoped he wasn’t disgusted with her behavior.

It was awful, but she could understand if Dylan couldn’t look at her the same again after what he saw. Cori gave him what he wanted, but that didn’t mean he could live with it.

“Are you good?” she asked. “Are we good?”

Dylan hesitated before saying, “Yeah, we’re good, Cor. I mean, I have a lot to process, but I think we’re good.”

“You think we’re good, or we’re good?”

“We’re good,” he insisted. He didn’t sound at all confident.

“I’m sorry if this hurt you,” she said, although she didn’t think she had anything to be sorry for. “I never wanted that.”

“It didn’t hurt me.” He managed a wan smile. “My ego may have taken a few body blows…”

“Babe, I love you. You know that. Nothing Baines could do to me could change that.”

Dylan chuckled. “It’s Baines again, not Tommy? Really, I’ll be fine. I know you love me, but I also know I’ve never made you make those noises.”

“Tommy?” Cori had no idea what he meant. She was still flushed from the vigorous sex, but her pale cheeks still found a way to redden. “I may have gotten carried away. I wasn’t really thinking, babe. I was just reacting. If I had thought…”

“Stop. Don’t apologize to me for enjoying yourself. That was what I wanted. I wanted you to have a good time. I wanted you to be free to just let go. It’s part of why I didn’t want to be in the room. And you blew my mind, Cori. Oh my god, I’ve never seen anything so hot. Maybe it was hard to see at times, but damn, I wouldn’t change a thing. Every man should get to see his wife like that.”

“You’re one in a million, babe. I don’t think most men could handle that. It’s only an open heart that would even think about it.”

“Me and Seth.”

“I’ll take you over Seth any day. I don’t want what he has with Andi. I want what we have. I want this.”

“And what do we have, Cor? What are we moving forward? I heard you and Baines, the way you talked…”

So much had happened that she didn’t know which thing Dylan meant. Was it when she told Baines what a nice cock he had, or when she begged him to come inside her? Yeah, that was weird. She didn’t know what came over her.

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“Like how this isn’t a one-time thing.”

“Is that what you want? If a one-and-done with him is all you want…”

“I don’t know, Cor. There’s the rational answer, and then my answer when I think about how hot it was to see you together.”

“I want the answer that will make you happy, babe.”

“What about work?”

Cori was confused. It hadn’t even occurred to her that having sex with Baines could affect her lucrative new side gig. She had no intention of giving that up. She had no idea what she would do if her husband demanded it.

“Why would that be on the table? I’m good at it, I like it, and the money is awesome.”

Dylan was thoughtful. “Does this change what’s on your menu?”

Cori smiled slyly. She had no plans to fuck a client, but couldn’t rule it out. Steve couldn’t possibly take care of her the way Baines did, but that didn’t mean it wouldn’t be fun. Just being a paid whore for him would be exciting.

“We’ll see how things go. Are you okay if I don’t take that off the table?”

Baines chose that moment to return. “Take what off the table? Seems to me like everything is on the table with you, Cor.”

“Haha, very funny. Don’t think you can just treat me like a slut all the time now. You get this, doesn’t change anything about our relationship, right?” she said, accepting a cold bottle of water and twisting off the cap. She downed it in one go.

“Don’t worry, I know how to be appropriate,” Baines insisted, handing a second bottle to Dylan. He kept one for himself and took Dylan’s chair. Cori was glad he didn’t try to squeeze in on the couch with them.

“Since when?” Dylan commented. “I’ve seen no proof of that. Like, when are you going to put on some clothes? Your naked ass is in my chair.”

“Sorry, dude. I thought we were just sharing everything now.”

“Don’t get any ideas, asshole. And don’t take anything for granted. I’ll decide what I want,” Cori said.

“I’ll follow your lead, honey. It can be fun when a woman takes charge.”

“You make sure you do,” she replied, thinking it was much more fun when Baines took control. She would insist on it if there was another time.

“Seriously, man. Put some pants on. I don’t need that thing hanging out,” Dylan said.

“You need to get dressed and go anyway. We need to put ourselves back together before the kids come home. They cannot find us like this,” Cori said.

“Got what you wanted, and now you’re kicking me out. Cold, Cor.”

She smiled. “You know me. What did you expect?”

Cori laughed, realizing that the old, casual version of herself had finally come out. She could probably tamp it down and return to just being the dutiful wife and mother, but she didn’t want that. She liked this version of herself. It was the Cori who felt most truly authentic. It was the version of her who had fun taking care of clients and getting paid for it.

You never work a day in your life if you love what you do, she thought.

Cori hoped Dylan could accept that. He always said he wanted to see that old, fun version of her. Whatever happened with Baines, fun Cori was here to stay.

Everyone had better fasten their seatbelts, she thought.
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Cori was surprised when her phone rang, and it was Mayde. They talked all the time, but she’d just texted a photo of her new hair color and didn’t think that required a phone call. Perhaps Mayde really hated it. Cori had been a dirty blonde—emphasis on the dirty—for as long as she could remember, and she felt like a change. Cori had been through a lot of changes over the last few months, and updating her look felt appropriate.

The new chocolate-brown color felt like a dramatic change after so many years as a blonde. Karen, her stylist, wanted her to take it shorter like she’d worn it for so long, but Cori was growing her hair out and liked it longer.

Her clients also preferred longer hair. They liked blondes too, but the truth was she hadn’t been a real blonde for a long time. Cori was a true blonde when she was younger, but her hair had settled into more of a dull brown in her early forties, with the stray gray creeping in, and she’d been coloring it for a long time. She’d accepted the need for glasses last month, but she was not ready for grays.

“Hey, girl,” Mayde said when Cori picked up the call.

“Didn’t you have clients today?”

“Just two. I’m just leaving Roger’s. He wore me out today. Our appointments have become much more intensive since that night we all had fun at the hotel. His expectations have changed.”

“It was a wild night. I guess I can see why he thought it opened the door to more. Are you good with that?”

Mayde’s laugh was a warm purr. “Roger tips very well. It’s all good, girl. You need to get yourself a client as generous as him.”

“I’m doing very well, thank you. Not as well as you, but there isn’t as much on my menu.”

“You’ll get there, Cori.” They both laughed. “Love the hair, girl. Very sexy and dramatic. I bet the clients will love it. Makes you mysterious.”

“Haha. There’s nothing mysterious about me, but thank you. What you see is what you get.”

“Really? You don’t need to be modest. You’re not just some boring stay-at-home mom anymore. No offense.”

“None taken?”

“But your new life would be very mysterious for all your friends. Bet you haven’t shared your new profession at the PTA meeting.”

“They know I’m a massage therapist.”

They both laughed again. Cori sometimes imagined what her friends would say if they knew she did more than therapeutic massage. She didn’t think they’d believe it in a million years. She just didn’t give off that vibe.

She was more the caring, Earth mother type, not the sexpot. She was sure some of them joked about happy endings behind her back. It was everyone’s go-to joke. It bothered her when she first started, knowing people would compare her to one of those cheap massage parlor girls and have a good laugh.

Cori appreciated the irony in how things turned out—although she was not cheap. And one of their friends knew how she made her real money. She still wasn’t sure whether or not that was a mistake. If it was, it was a fun mistake.

“Speaking of work, I have an opportunity I thought you’d want in on. You’re the first one I’m asking.”

“I’m scared to ask what it is. The last time you brought me in on an appointment, all my lines were crossed. I ended up on my back on the massage table with Roger’s dick in my mouth.”

“But you got paid very well.”

“True,” Cori admitted.

“And as I recall, you enjoyed yourself every bit as much as the client.”

“I plead the fifth. What do you have going on this time?”

“I have a client. He’s a finance guy. He holds a special Christmas dinner for the top people in his office. Super swanky, all first-rate. He hires a top-notch chef and makes it a special evening. He also brings in entertainment for the evening.”

“And we’re the entertainment? I don’t know if I like the sound of that, Mayde.”

“No, there will be a DJ. We’re not the entertainment—not really. He just thought it would be fun if he had some girls there to give back rubs. Should be easy money.”

“Just backrubs?”

“I don’t expect it will be anything more than hands-on. I mean, I guess if you want to go the extra mile and earn more, Anthony will be cool with it.”

“How good of a client is he?”

“Anthony is a full-service client, but I will make sure that he knows the girls I bring are not full-service providers. Unless…”

“You know I’m not there,” Cori said defiantly.

“Not yet.”

“I swear you won’t stop until I’m a full-fledged call girl.”

Mayde laughed. “I just think you’re leaving money on the table, girl. With that tight body and that whole MILF thing going on, you could seriously cash in if you wanted to.”

“I’ll keep that in mind, but I don’t know if I’ll ever be there.”

Cori knew she maintained an arbitrary, silly line like the girls she’d known back in high school who remained technical virgins. Was blowing every date, but not giving up the pussy, keeping your virtue? She maintained that same line with her clients.

Most of them just got a hand release. Some of them could touch her back, and she only went down on a couple who paid for the premium. It wasn’t just about the money. They were the clients she was most comfortable with. She’d been tempted to go further, and honestly might have if they’d really pushed—she had a problem with losing control during hot sessions—but she had no plans to cross that final line with a client. It felt like there was no coming back from that.

Everything was done with her husband’s full and enthusiastic approval. Dylan loved that his wife was a whore. He got off on it. Cori may have never gone there if he hadn’t nudged her in that direction. It had created a new bond between them, and their marriage was hotter than ever. She knew Dylan was good with her crossing that final line with her clients, but Cori wasn’t.

No, crossing that line was reserved for one person. The one person she should absolutely not be fucking. Her husband’s best friend, Tommy Baines. Her husband, Dylan, had known Baines since high school, and she’d known him as long as she’d known Dylan. Their relationship had always been odd, a weird cross between bickering siblings and hot and heavy flirting. Never in a million years did she think the flirting meant anything, until she found out it meant something to Dylan. It felt like overnight he’d become obsessed with Cori fucking Baines.

And now, on top of providing special services to her clients, Cori was regularly sleeping with her husband’s best friend. It may have started because Dylan pushed for it, but she kept doing it because sex with Baines was incredible. He wasn’t a threat to her husband, but God, he made her feel things. It wasn’t just his cock—and it was big—but everything about him. It was so wrong, but she couldn’t get enough. She knew it was wrong, but didn’t care. She loved that she could be Dylan’s whore, but she was also doing this for herself.

Her husband was far more conflicted about it. He loved watching Cori fuck Baines, but it tore him up inside. It was even worse when he wasn’t there to watch it. Sometimes, she swung by Baines’s place after work when she needed a fix. Dylan got cranky about it, but he never told her not to. He knew she wasn’t just his puppet, and it couldn’t just be about what he wanted. He got what he needed, but so did she.

“Are you still there, girl?” Mayde asked.

“Yeah, sorry, got distracted waiting for the light to change. You said girls. It’s not just you and me?”

“It will be a dozen people. I figured it would go more smoothly with three of us. We don’t want the customers waiting too long. But if you think you can handle six in one night…”

“No. I think three of us is a good idea. I don’t even know if I want to do four in one night. That would be tough even if it was just legit treatments. Who will be the third?”

“I want to ask Lexi. What do you think? She’s cute, and she’s so different from you and me. There will be someone for every taste.”

“I thought Lexi only teased.”

“That was bullshit because you were new,” Mayde said, laughing. “She didn’t know whether or not you were a narc. She’s also a sugar baby, and those guys get more than the tease. I don’t know if she’ll be down for this, but I thought I’d ask. So, are you in, girl?”

“Let me think about it and talk to Dylan. This isn’t quite what I usually do.”

“Always have to talk to Dylan. You know that boy would happily let you pull a train if you wanted to do it. He loves this shit, and you know it, Cori.”

“I need to confide in you less.”

They both laughed.

“Think about it, but not for too long. I need to get my lineup set. The party is next week.”
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“What do you think?” Cori asked.

She struck a pose, fluffing her hair with her hand, and hoped it looked hot. Vamping wasn’t her thing. She liked being sexy—she loved guys’ attention—but she hated to look like she was trying too hard. Cori had always had guy friends who wanted in her pants, and she’d just never had to work for men’s attention.

“It’s hot, Cor. It’s going to feel like I’m with another woman tonight,” Dylan replied.

Cori laughed. “What makes you so sure you’re going to get lucky tonight?”

“My check just deposited. If I have to pay…”

“Very funny. You know that’s not all I am. Right?”

“Come here,” he said, reaching out for her.

Dylan hugged her tight, and she snuggled into him. Her husband still gave the best hugs, and Cori had a large sample size these days. She understood he was only teasing her about the job, but it still bothered her when he made little cracks about her job. Those comments played into her own insecurities. She couldn’t understand how he didn’t see her differently now that she was a whore.

She used to have trouble thinking it, let alone saying it. She wasn’t even exactly sure what to call herself. Was that the right word? Sex worker? Happy ending girl? Handjob specialist? Whore? Handjob specialist wasn’t exactly accurate. Cori’s favored clients got more than handjobs—if they were willing to pay.

“You know I love you, right, Cor? Sorry, I can’t help it that your job turns me on so much.”

“I’m still a legitimate, licensed massage therapist, don’t forget that. I didn’t go to school to give handjobs.”

“You didn’t need to. You were already an expert.”

“Haha. Very funny.”

“You know what I mean.”

“I know what you mean, and I can tell how much you like thinking about my job.”

Cori felt his growing lump when she wiggled against him. “And I like that you find it so hot. I really do. But I don’t want you to forget I’m still me. Whatever else I do, I’m still your wife. No one is going to replace you, Dylan.”

“I know, honey. I’m not worried that a guy paying for your body will steal you from me.”

“Good,” she replied, kissing him. She ignored the loophole he left open, Baines.

“I know how lucky I am to have such a hot wife, Cor. Believe me. And you’re even hotter with that sexy dark hair. I’m going to show you just how hot I find you later tonight.”

“So, you said. Just make sure you bring your A-game, babe. It’s been a couple of days, and Mamma needs it.”

Cori reached between them and rubbed the growing lump in his jeans. She really did want it. She hadn’t seen Baines in almost a week, and she didn’t work that day. She was ready for sex all the time these days. She’d always had a high sex drive, but since she’d started selling extras to her special clients, it felt like sex was always on her mind. She was ready for it at the drop of a hat, which sometimes made it difficult to keep her boundaries at work.

“I’d let you show me right now, babe, but I need to get dinner started.”

Dylan cast a look over her shoulder at the doorway to the family room. “Where are the kids?”

“Grace is at work. Jack is in his room, probably on his phone instead of doing homework.”

“Jack’s loud as hell when he comes thundering down those steps. We’ll hear him in plenty of time.”

“What kind of a girl do you think I am, Mr. Lynch?”

“I know exactly what kind of girl you are, Mrs. Lynch.”

Dylan kissed her hard, and Cori thrust her tongue into his mouth. Her heart raced when he grabbed her butt and pulled the loose, brown tunic she wore higher. The outfit didn’t do much to show her slender, toned body, but it did feature her fantastic legs, honed from her dedication to working out and running. She pushed him backward, and he dropped when his legs hit the couch. She kicked off her booties and shucked her tights and panties.

“Jesus, Cor. How is it that you’re ten times hotter now than when I met you?” he marveled between kisses.

“You know that’s bullshit, babe,” she replied, laughing.

Cori pulled off her dark-framed glasses and tossed them onto the couch beside them. She tossed his glasses away, too. Both of them needing glasses made her feel old. She was in the best shape of her life, but she didn’t believe she was hotter than the nineteen-year-old version of her he’d chased almost twenty-four years ago. She had laugh lines and freckles from too much time spent in the sun. She saw every damn line when she looked in the mirror. Her breasts were still damn perky because they were small, but they weren’t as plump as that girl’s had been. The one thing she could say was that her ass was firm and tight—tighter than it had been at nineteen.

Dylan kneaded her breasts through her tunic. She loved being groped but didn’t feel much. She always wore a padded bra to round out her bust—except when a client had a specific wardrobe request. Steve, her first regular client, liked it when she wore a flimsy bralette. Thinking of a client made her core tighten. Cori’s work turned her on just as much as it did her husband. She wrestled with Dylan’s jeans and got them down to his knees.

Cori stroked him because she liked the feeling of his cock in her hands, not because he needed it. He was already rock-hard. She loved that he was so horny for her after so many years together—even if a lot of it was down to her job. She had had about a dozen cocks in her hands over the last few months, but she still loved her husband’s the best because he was the man she loved.

“Uhn…Cor…why are you teasing me?”

“Maybe I need practice before my appointments tomorrow. You are my favorite practice dick, babe.”

“You just like to torture me.”

She kissed him hard with aggressive tongue action and gripped his cock hard. Dylan groaned, and his whole body surged. His desire for her made her burn brightly. Men wanting her was Cori’s new favorite drug, and she couldn’t get enough. She pulled back from their kiss, catching his bottom lip with her teeth. She and Dylan were playful in a way she’d never share with another man.

“You just have my favorite dick, and I like to take my time with it.”

“Lucky me.”

“Don’t forget it, babe.”

Cori rubbed him against her slick, swollen lips, smearing her copious juices all over her smooth mound. She was always professionally waxed now, a suggestion from her work bestie, Mayde. Mayde had taught her all the ropes about her new profession, and Cori appreciated it. She also knew the sexy Latina was a dangerous influence. Mayde loved to get her in trouble. Cori pressed his head to her slit and sank down on Dylan.

“Uhn…Cor…always so hot and wet…feels so damn good…”

“Ahh…love you inside me, babe…”

Their bodies rocked together, grinding while they just enjoyed their closeness. Dylan held her butt and pulled her into him while he lifted off the couch like he was trying to reach new depths. Cori worked her muscles, massaging him inside her, and he groaned and trembled, making her fear he might lose it right off the bat. Dylan did that sometimes when he was too turned on, but she took it as a compliment—even if it was frustrating. She rocked harder on him, and the old couch creaked beneath them. It was a good thing Jack’s gaming headphones had become a permanent attachment. Dylan pulled the tunic up her body. Cori hesitated to raise her arms.

“What are you doing, babe? We aren’t alone in the house, remember?” she gasped, eyes closed as she concentrated on the pleasure in her core.

“You’re the cautious one now? I want to feel you, Cor.”

“If Jack comes down, you’re explaining this,” she replied, raising her arms to let Dylan pull the tunic over her head.

It was ironic. He was usually the one to worry about being discovered when Cori wanted spontaneous sex. Dylan plucked the front clasp of her pale pink bra open, and she shrugged out of it. She gasped when his hands covered her breasts, and his fingers plucked at her dark, lust-swelled buds. Excitement bolted from her nipples straight to her clit, and she cried out.

“I think he’ll know what that sound means,” Dylan taunted.

“We can stop.”

“Don’t you fucking dare, Cor.”

Dylan pulled her back into a hard kiss, and she rocked harder on his shaft. The sweet friction made her body throb. It wouldn’t matter if he was quick this time because Cori didn’t need much. He pulled from their kiss and buried his face in her breasts, licking and sucking, pulling at her nubs with his lips, bringing sharp, intense pleasure.

“Ahh…babe…ahh…yeah…ahh…shit…yeah…”

The couch made a terrible racket beneath them. Cori pounded her pussy down onto Dylan. Their coupling was frenzied, and it made her feel like a teenager again, trying to get off before they got caught, except in this case, it was their son who was home and not her parents. Some things never changed. Cori threw her head back and cried out. She was right there.

“Ahh…fuck…babe…fuck…”

Cori buried her face in his shoulder when she came, hoping it would muffle her shouts. She loved these quickies because they often brought the best, sharpest orgasms. Her sheath tightened around him, and he exploded, pumping his load deep inside her. Cori ground onto Dylan and her muscles instinctively milked every drop from him. She loved the feeling of a man coming inside her. Her climax kept pulsing through her body as she drew it all out of him. He crushed her against him, and she squeezed him back, panting and glowing.

“I love you so fucking much, babe,” she cooed.

“Love you, Cor.”

Cori gave him an extended, sensual kiss. “I know how lucky I am that you put up with all my stuff. Yeah, you get your thing out of it, but it takes a special man to deal with it. I appreciate you.”

“I’m the lucky one, Cor. No one I know has such a sexy wife that every man wants to fuck. I know I’ve outkicked my coverage.”

“No way. You’re my perfect man.”

Dylan chuckled. “Why does it feel like you’re buttering me up for something?”

“There is an event I wanted to talk to you about, but it can wait. I need to get dressed before Jack comes downstairs looking for food. I really have to get dinner started.”
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Dylan hated the way his stomach clenched when he read his wife's text. She expected him to play the parent while she was out getting some. Cori was stopping by Baines’ place after her last appointment and asked Dylan to pick up Jack from soccer. She’d had three appointments that day, the last being with one of her preferred clients, as she’d taken to calling them. She was now up to half a dozen preferred clients, giving them varying levels of service. Her side gig had taken off in the few months she’d been doing it, but that was Cori. She was the most driven person he knew.

The client visit wasn’t what gave Dylan the agita. He’d taken to his wife selling her body with surprising ease. The idea of it caused consternation in the beginning—when Baines would tease him about Cori giving happy endings—well before she even considered doing such a thing—but under that annoyance had always been a spark of arousal.

He twisted himself into knots when she started doing it for real, but after a few months of Cori selling sex acts, he’d learned to just be proud that he had a wife other men were willing to pay for and enjoy that she was just slutty enough to take their money—and enjoy it. His conflicting feelings weren’t totally gone, but he understood that these men weren’t going to steal his wife. They could rent parts of her body, but Dylan owned her heart.

It was harder to accept her thing with Baines.

Dylan felt like a cuck when Cori went to see Baines without him for a quick fuck. She always described it that way, but he knew their encounters weren’t always so quick. It was unfair, especially because he was the one who pushed her to fuck Baines in the first place. She warned him it was dangerous, but he didn’t care. The obsession had set in, and he couldn’t let it go.

His wife and best friend together grabbed him by the balls in a way no client appointment could ever touch. Dylan always suspected they wanted each other, and it had always annoyed him. Two people didn’t snipe and flirt with each other that much unless there was something to it. Nothing would have come of it if he hadn’t pushed it. He trusted both implicitly. This was a torture of his own making.

Cori would stop if he asked her to. He suspected she wouldn’t like it, but she loved him, and she would do it. The thing was, he didn’t want her to stop. Thinking about Baines and Cori together turned him on as much now as it ever did. He was hard just knowing she would be in his bed soon and he wouldn’t get to watch it. She was doing this because she wanted to, not for him.

He wanted to watch, or better yet, join in. Cori did still fuck Baines when he came over—if the kids were out—and that had turned into a couple of hot threesomes, but Dylan preferred watching. Competing with his best friend over who could make his wife come harder took away from his enjoyment of just seeing her in action.

Dylan didn’t get to see Cori with her clients. Watching her with Baines was the only direct benefit he got from her side gig—besides the money and the perpetually horny wife. Yeah, Dylan realized he could seem like some kind of an asshole for wanting it all, but he wanted what he wanted.

However, he would not demand it because it felt too weird. Too weak. He didn’t know how to tell his wife, I don’t mind you fucking my best friend. I just want to be able to sit in the corner and jerk off while you do it.

No, he would never say that. He hinted at it, and he knew she knew what he wanted, but Cori was tough, and if he didn’t have the balls to come out and say it, she wasn’t going to give him the out. He had to stand up for what he wanted. He could be petulant when she came back from seeing Baines, but she would have none of it.

She was probably there already. Dylan imagined Baines opening the door and pulling her into a kiss. Baines didn’t give a shit what anyone thought of him and wouldn’t care if his neighbors saw him making out with a married woman on his doorstep. Anyone who noted her comings and goings probably knew he was fucking her. She was not cheating, of course, but that suggestion that she was a cheating slut made his balls ache.

He’d always wanted to know what she was like in her younger days, when she was free with her body, giving it up to any cute guy who caught her fancy. He had that version of Cori now; he just didn’t know if he could live with it.

Dylan wanted to believe the thing with Baines was just about sex, the way it was with her clients. Cori promised him it was, and she was not a liar. But there was so much history. They’d known each other for so long. It wasn’t a transaction with Baines. How could it just be sex?

He knew what it looked like when they were together, and it wasn’t just his friend pounding Cori until she screamed. Sometimes it looked like they were making love when they were together. He imagined it was even more intimate when he wasn’t there watching. Cori was probably truly free to give herself to Baines completely. The image of them kissing passionately while Baines’s cock churned into Cori was burned into his brain.

Thinking about Cori and Baines together was going to drive him crazy if he let it. And if he didn’t do something about his raging hard-on, he was never going to be able to stand up and go pick up Jack.

Dylan eased his pants down and grasped his dick. He forced images of Cori and Baines together from his mind, instead focusing on the party she was offered. It sounded like a situation where his wife could lose control like her night with Roger and Mayde. He was freaked out when he first heard about that night, but now he loved thinking about those two freely using his wife.

Cori said she was on the fence about working the party, but she would eventually say yes. He could see it in her eyes. Not only did it sound like a lot of fun, but the money was too good, and she was nothing if not mercenary. She couldn’t pass up that payday. Dylan rubbed his meat and thought about his wife in a hotel suite with a bunch of horny, entitled businessmen. They’d pass her around like a party favor and then toss money at her. He came quickly.
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Cori gripped the headboard and rode Baines hard. His hands mauled her firm butt, prying her cheeks apart so he could tickle her rosebud. He’d been teasing her back there for a couple of weeks now, and she knew what he was after. Anal had never been her thing, and she hadn’t tried it in decades. Maybe Baines could have her ass if he were a good boy. It was hard to say no to anything when his big cock felt so good inside her.

“Yeah…babe…ohh fuck…” she cried.

“Ride that dick, honey…you know you fucking need it…”

“Yeah…I do…babe…I do…”

“Come on my dick again…come for me, honey!”

“Ahh…fuck…fuck…Tommy… fuck!”

Baines had already made her climax once when he bent her over his kitchen table about five minutes after she walked through the door. Her little black dress and tights were still on his kitchen floor. She’d warned him to be ready when she’d texted. He’d been trained well and knew that meant to be showered and waiting for her. He understood how horny she was after an appointment.

She saw Steve that day—hence the tights. He had a pantyhose fetish that she was happy to oblige. Steve was a sweet guy and hadn’t pushed things, which meant her service for him hadn’t progressed past Cori getting him off with her hand, but he liked to make her orgasm. He rubbed her tights-covered thighs and mashed his face to her pussy, and she ground until she got off. It was hot—if weird—but it left her wanting much more. She used to run home to Dylan to take care of her, but he didn’t always make himself immediately available. Baines was more than happy to step in and take care of her needs.

Cori liked it when he took charge. He’d ignited a submissive streak that she’d almost forgotten she had. She liked it a little too much, which was why she made sure to keep it balanced to show that she was ultimately in control. She’d let him bend her over his kitchen table and ravish her, but then she dragged him back to his bedroom to use his dick as she pleased. He was good with both.

“Yeah…yeah…yeah…ohh fuck…fuck…”

“Jesus, Cor,” he groaned. “Your pussy is so hot when you come on my dick. Take what you need, honey. Take it all…”

“Yeah babe…oh yeah…”

“There she is… There’s my dirty girl… Tell me you need it… Come for me, honey…”

“Fuck…babe…I’m your dirty girl…fuck you feel good… I need it, Tommy… Fuck, yes…”

His dirty talk enflamed her. She came so much harder when he treated her like the slut she was, but his words sounded like they were a million miles away when her body was consumed by the fiery climax. Baines pushed his finger into her ass when she came, and it made her see stars. She froze on top of him, but he just thrust up and continued fucking her from below. She felt like she was glowing.

He turned Cori onto her back, taking back control. He took her hands and pinned them above her head with one hand. She gasped with fresh excitement. Her orgasm hadn’t even faded, and she was building to another. Baines had learned exactly what she liked over the weeks they’d been fucking.

“You’ve got one more for me, don’t you, Cor?”

“Yeah…”

“Wanna feel you come again…show me you love the dick…”

“Yeah…fuck me babe…oh god, it’s so good…”

“So beautiful, Cor…so perfect when you come…Jesus, you’re perfect…”

Cori got goosebumps when his glacial blue eyes blazed into hers. It felt dangerous, like they weren’t just two friends fucking, but it was something more. That could never be—Cori didn’t even want it—but she loved how intensely he wanted her, and she wouldn’t discourage it.

“Tommy…” she gasped, just before his mouth covered hers. She’d called him Tommy for the first time—after decades of him just being Baines—that first time he fucked her. He’d strummed a chord inside her, and he couldn’t just be Baines.

Baines released her wrists, and her arms wrapped around him. Her legs locked around his waist, drawing him deeper inside her. Her nails dug into his shoulders. Their coupling was scarily perfect. Her heart pounded so hard she thought it might seize. Yes, it felt so dangerous.

Her breath caught, and her body tensed, and she was coming one more time. Her hot sheath locked around Baines, massaging his shaft, and urging his essence from him. He jacked deep inside her, and he blasted away, filling her with his seed. It felt very much like he was trying to embed it as deeply as possible and breed her. Cori knew that was just his masculine instinct kicking in, and she enjoyed it. It was safe. She took precautions.

They kept kissing until Cori was done shaking, and Baines rolled to the side. He tugged her to snuggle against him, but she resisted. They weren’t a snuggling couple. She would not give in to that intimacy they’d shared moments ago. True intimacy was reserved for her husband. She would indulge the danger of more with Baines, but would never let it progress. She was too sweaty anyway. She needed to breathe.

“Guess you like my new hair color,” she panted, satisfaction radiating through her entire body. That hair was a sweaty mess now.

“You did something with your hair?”

Cori smacked his chest. “Asshole.”

“It looks good. Darker hair suits you.”

“Blondes aren’t more fun?”

Baines laughed. “I don’t think any woman is more fun than you, Cor. You were shot out of a cannon today.”

“Thanks, you were pretty good yourself. No other dates this week?”

“Sheila canceled a couple of nights ago. I’ve been hoping you’d text.”

Cori patted his rock-hard abs and sat up. “Don’t take it for granted, babe. This was work-related stress relief.”

“Yeah? You had a good one today?”

“He’s very sweet, but a little weird. I don’t understand it, but his kink gets me going.”

Baines laughed.

“What?”

“I don’t know, Cor. It’s still just so hard to imagine you doing that. Yeah, I used to joke about it, and it was hot to think about, but I just can’t picture you doing it to random guys.”

She tugged his slick, spent cock and was pleased when she felt it twitch. He could go all night if she had the time. A big part of her wished she had the time.

“Why is that so hard to picture? You’ve seen me in action.”

“But I wasn’t a real client. I don’t know—because you’re Cori. You’re the warm, mom-type who brings people soup when they’re sick and stays up all night helping the kids with their school projects. You’re not the pro who takes a C-note and beats guys off. Fuck, it’s hot, but I just can’t picture it.”

She smiled inwardly at his assessment of her goodness.

“You need to work on your imagination, then, because I am all those things. I can be the woman who waits in the pick-up line after school, and the one who indulges her client’s pantyhose fetish. You need to open your mind, Baines. And it’s not just random guys. I’m very selective about my clients.”

“Okay, okay. I wasn’t trying to insult you. I truly am impressed, Cor. You’re very skilled, and I’m grateful to be on your client list.”

Cori laughed. “Oh yeah? When are you going to start paying?”

“You needed it as much as me. Maybe you should be paying me.”

Baines pulled her on top of him, and she let him. They kissed deeply, and she felt him stirring beneath her, making her core tighten. She hated how easy she could be.

“Let me check my cup holder for spare change,” she teased, staying on top of him.

He worked his fingers between her thighs from behind. They easily slipped inside her, and she gasped.

“If I need to start paying for this pussy, I need to get my money’s worth.”

Cori laughed, but it slipped into a moan when he pressed deeper inside her.

“Mmm…you can’t afford me, babe.” She trembled, grinding into his fingers. “Okay, one more time, but you’d better be quick. I need to get home to my husband.”

“Don’t worry, my man Dylan is endlessly patient.”

“I don’t know about that,” she argued, before moaning and surrendering to him.
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Dylan watched Cori getting ready for the evening, filled with jealousy and trepidation. He’d had a lot of fun fantasizing about just how crazy she might get with these clients, but now that he saw her in the outfit Mayde had sent over, he was worried the night could get too out of hand—even for his depraved fantasies.

Dylan had always told Cori he was comfortable with her offering whatever she liked, but now that she was doing more and more for her clients, he thought it might be wise to set some boundaries. Did he really want Cori to get banged by a roomful of investment bankers? She looked so hot that it felt inevitable she would go to that dinner. The fantasy was intoxicating, but the reality was frightening.

Cori posed in front of the mirror, turning this way and that, trying to tug the outfit down over her ass and plumping her tits with both hands. She had cleavage, thanks to her best push-up bra, but she was still insecure about competing with the other girls. Cori told him Mayde had huge tits, and her small rack had always been an insecurity for her. Dylan loved his wife’s tits. They were still high and perky after two kids, with perfect dark, puffy nipples. He loved a huge rack as much as the next guy, but he wouldn’t have changed a thing about his wife.

The outfit was a tiny elf dress in green crushed velvet with furry white trim, designed to accentuate the wearer’s assets. Cori’s high, tight rear end made the skirt flare perfectly, and it hugged her body. Dylan didn’t think anyone could be complaining that Cori wasn’t a D-cup. He was confident his wife would be the hottest girl in the room. The outfit was completed with black patterned thigh-highs that barely met the hem of the skirt and spiked heels that sat off to the side.

Dylan came off the bed and pulled her into an embrace. He was already hard from watching her get ready, but his cock twitched, feeling her lithe body against him. It would be hard to let Cori out of the house looking like that when all he wanted to do was pull her into bed. He tried to kiss her, but she turned her head.

“You’re going to ruin my lipstick,” she complained.

Her lips were candy apple red. Cori was a natural-look girl and never wore that much makeup, but when she did, she looked like a sex bomb. Her newly dark brown hair was blown out with bouncy curls. She had contacts in, as she always did when she was working. Dylan couldn’t help feeling jealous that this was all for her paying customers. She never made that kind of effort for him anymore.

“Don’t look so hot, and I’ll keep my hands to myself.”

“I’m glad you approve.” She kissed his cheek, leaving a faint, red impression.

“You’re lucky to have me. Not a lot of husbands would approve of their wives going out looking like this.”

“It’s a good thing I’m a grown woman, and I don’t need your approval, Daddy.”

“Hey!”

“I’m just teasing you. You know I want you to be happy. And I know that you’re very happy that men will be drooling all over me in this outfit.”

Cori grasped him through his sweatpants to prove her point. Dylan groaned and grabbed her ass. It didn’t feel like she was wearing panties under there, but he knew she’d put on a forest-green thong.

“You feel how tortured I am, Cor. Just spare a few minutes for me. I promise I’ll be quick.”

Cori laughed. “I don’t doubt that. I bet your head is filled with all the naughty things I’ll be doing for money tonight.”

“You have no idea.” Dylan smoothed his hands over her round, velvety swells. “Don’t you think your husband should get to test drive you before you’re all dirtied up by these guys?”

“You love it when I come home all dirtied up, and besides, I’m not going to be doing anything too crazy tonight. It’s just my usual menu, Dylan.”

His look was skeptical. “Like last time you worked with Mayde.”

Cori looked over at the clock on the nightstand and said, “Sit down. I have a few minutes.”

Dylan surged with excitement, thinking Cori was going to at least blow him. He knew he wasn’t getting laid because that would require her to do too much fixing afterward. But Cori fetched the lotion from her nightstand and ordered Dylan to get his pants down. She carefully got on her knees in front of him to make sure she didn’t ruin her thigh-highs.

“I should probably warm up my hands before I head out anyway,” she said, winking at him.

Another man would have been disappointed that only a handjob was on offer, but it tickled all the dark places in Dylan’s brain. He was her first test subject when Cori considered going pro, and she refined her skills on his dick many times before ever touching a client. Handjobs represented what a dirty girl his wife had become, and Dylan was there for it. It was so easy to imagine Cori doing it to another man when she did it to him.

Cori used one slick hand to stroke him in a twisting motion, covering the head when she reached the top, while her other hand massaged his balls. Dylan kept his area neatly trimmed these days, at her request. She never came out and said it, but he knew it was because she handled a client who was groomed in that manner, and she liked it.

Rubbing his head with her palm made Dylan gasp and squirm as she manipulated his sensitive tip. Seeing Cori on her knees while doing that almost made him come in three seconds, but he had a lot of practice holding back. It wasn’t as much fun if he just came right away. He wanted to enjoy her skills.

“This really isn’t going to be as crazy as you think it is, babe,” she reassured him.

“How many guys?” His words were halting. The pleasure made it difficult to speak.

“Mayde says about a dozen.”

Dylan moaned, thinking about Cori taking on a dozen guys. He’d had some insane thoughts over the past few months, but this was the first time he thought about his sweet wife getting gangbanged. It made his cock surge with erotic power.

“Slow down, tiger. There will be three of us, so I’ll only be handling like four clients. And it’s just going to be rubdowns.”

Cori switched to holding his root while using the other hand to stroke up and down at a steady pace. Her grip was tight enough to make it feel like he was sliding into a virgin. Dylan groaned. His wife was an expert at this. She was worth every penny these guys paid.

“Just rubdowns?”

“Well, the special kind of rubdowns,” she admitted with an evil smile.

“I…don’t believe…it’ll just be…rubdowns…”

“I don’t plan on offering myself, but you never know. If these guys are hot or have fat wallets, I might be motivated to offer more.”

“Fuck, Cor…you little…”

Cori leaned close enough to feel her breath on his head. He wanted to be in her mouth so badly, but she’d never do that now that he was coated with body lotion. Dylan looked at her shiny red lips so close to him and imagined them wrapped around some stranger’s thick cock. She only offered additional services once she got to know a client and established trust, but tonight Cori would be handling strangers. She might be sucking a guy she’d known for ten minutes. It was so fucking hot!

“Little what? Little whore?” Cori grinned when she said it.

“Yeah…fuck yeah…Cor…”

“Are you going to come for this little whore? You’re not paying me, here I am, babe, on my knees, stroking you like the pro I am.”

“Fuck…Cor…”

“Who knows? These will all be money guys tonight. If they have enough cash on them, I might have to expand my menu.”

“Yeah…”

“Is that okay, babe? I already sell my hand and my mouth. Do you think I should sell it all?”

“Uhn…you want to…”

“Maybe you and Baines aren’t enough. Maybe I need more dick, babe.”

“Uhn…”

“I think you’d love me to sell it all.”

“Yeah…uhn…Cor…”

“Should I do it tonight? Four guys, if I charge five hundred a piece, that’s a nice payday.”

“Fuck…uhn…Cor…Cori…”

Cori laughed. It was musical and wicked. She enjoyed toying with him a little too much. He knew it was part of the thrill for her when she handled clients, but she loved winding him up the most. She would never do it. Cori would never fuck those guys tonight, but if she did…

“That’s it, babe. I know you need to let it go.” She pumped him faster. “Do it, babe. Give it to me. Give it to me, babe!”

Cori leaned close and opened her mouth wide. She flicked her tongue at him but didn’t touch. Dylan groaned, and his body heaved. It was all too much.

“Give it to me, babe. But your aim had better be good. I’ll kill you if I have to redo my makeup.”

Dylan grunted and lifted his hips off the bed, jetting his seed into his wife’s waiting mouth. He knew it wouldn’t be the only load she swallowed that night, which only made him come harder. Dylan shot three thick ropes into her open mouth. His aim was excellent, and only the last bit landed on her lacquered lower lip. Cori closed her mouth and swallowed. Seeing that made Dylan wish he could come all over again. He collapsed back on the bed and laughed. His tension had drained with his balls, and he felt light for the moment.

“You’re too easy,” she said, laughing. “You know that isn’t going to happen, right?”

“Which part?”

Cori hesitated because he knew she wanted to say, none of it, but they would both know it was a lie. Dylan knew at least a couple of guys would be shooting their loads into his wife’s mouth that night—just like he did.

“I’m not fucking men for money. I do have a line. You believe me, don’t you?”

Dylan wanted to say, I know you believe that, Cori. Instead, he was smart and said, “I believe you, Cori.”

“But you’d be okay with me doing it?”

“If you wanted to, I’d be open to the conversation. As you’re so fond of saying, it’s your body, so I don’t know that you need my permission.”

Cori’s eyes narrowed like she was trying to peer into his brain, and it felt like she could do it. Dylan was glad she couldn’t. He didn’t want her to know what he was thinking. It would be so hot if Cori sold her body completely. She was fucking Baines, but this would be different. His wife fucking his best friend tickled his reptile brain in ways he didn’t understand. Dylan didn’t want to understand. He made a conscious effort to try to just enjoy it.

But Cori fucking men for money was just such a different thing. It was so much dirtier. If he was so aroused by her selling her hand and sometimes her mouth, how insanely hot would it be if she sold it all? It was like Cori giving happy endings with her hand was the gateway drug to the heroin of her selling it all. Dylan might just OD if she did it.

Dylan sat up and held out his hands. Cori took them and smoothly pulled up to her feet. Her care paid off, and her thigh highs were unscathed. She gave him one more look and let him off the hook.

“You’re right. I don’t need your permission, but I’d never do it if you were against it. I’d want your blessing—if I was going to do it. Which I’m not.”

“I’m not disagreeing.”

“Good. Now I really need to get a move on, or I’ll be late. Go downstairs and check to see if the coast is clear. I don’t want the kids seeing me in this outfit when I leave.”

“Would want them thinking their mom is a little whore.”

Cori punched his arm. “Stop it. That isn’t even funny.”

Teasing her was funny, but no, the reality was not. He would be mortified if anyone found out, especially the kids. It was bad enough that Baines knew—and that her friend Seth suspected. They would have to move to another state! And Cori would have to build a new client base! That last part made Dylan laugh to himself as he left the bedroom.
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The dinner was held in the highest penthouse in the city, which the firm’s managing partner, Anthony Scaduto, had rented for the evening. Anthony was a multi-millionaire in his early forties, squat and heavily muscled, with thick black hair he wore slicked back. He was about the same height as Cori in her four-inch spiked heels. Mayde and Lexi were taller than him. He was the kind of built man who should have looked ridiculous in a suit, except that he had the money to have his black suit custom-tailored, which meant he looked more like a movie star.

Anthony radiated confidence and power when he inspected the girls upon their arrival. They stood in the foyer, just past the private elevator that had brought them up, all lined up while he walked around them. It was a boss power move. They all wore the same outfit, but they each wore it rather differently.

While Cori’s tight elf dress showed off how tight her body was, Mayde’s accentuated her thick curves and looked like it was a size too small. Cori was worried about having the cleavage to fill the dress, but Mayde spilled out of her version. Her bottom was similarly hardly covered, and an inch or so of olive-toned thigh showed between the tops of her stockings and the hem of her skirt.

And Lexi looked like a Christmas-themed Barbie doll. Long, blonde hair fell straight down her back, and her twenty-four-year-old ass was just as high as Cori’s, just rounder. She had curves—hers weren’t as exaggerated as Mayde’s—but she was tight and fit. Those elf dresses didn’t hide anything. Lexi looked every bit the varsity cheerleader she probably had been in high school.

Cori felt a tingle in her core when Anthony’s eyes swept over her. She stood straighter, pushing her boobs out, even though she couldn’t compete with the women on either side of her. But she could tell he liked her. She had a sixth sense about that sort of thing. She was disappointed she wouldn’t get her hands on him since he was Mayde’s client. Maybe he wanted variety tonight. Cori could hope. It was all about his pleasure, but that didn’t mean Cori couldn’t enjoy getting her hands on a fine specimen of a man.

“You girls look perfect. The crew will be pleased. Thank you for coming. There are three bedrooms, two on the right and the master on the left. You can each set up in one of the rooms so everyone has their privacy. Set up your gear in your rooms, and when everyone is settled and has drinks, I’ll call you all out and introduce you. I’ll leave it up to the crew who they’d like to see. I’m thinking half-hour sessions to make sure everyone gets a turn. Does that work for you, ladies?”

Anthony spoke like a man who was used to being in charge, giving the vibe that his payment for the evening meant they belonged to him for the duration. That tingle in her core grew stronger in response to his cockiness, but Cori’s rebel side chafed at his assumption that they were just there for his pleasure—even though that was exactly what they were hired for.

Giving therapeutic massage treatments tapped into Cori’s nurturing side—as Baines said, she was like the group mother to her friends—but the energy required for her task tonight required something else. Subservience wasn’t quite the right word, but close. Cori played the courtesan for her special clients, and she’d become quite good at it, but she always projected that she was in charge with her clients. Anthony seemed to expect something very different.

“Sounds perfect, Anthony. Thank you for bringing us in. We’re eager to get started, aren’t we girls?” Mayde said.

Cori forced a smile to match the others. She was pleased to be there but had to bite back a snide comment.

“I can’t wait to meet everyone,” Lexi enthused.

“I’m sure everyone will have a good time,” Cori said, because she had to say something.

“Excellent. Everything needs to be first class tonight. I know you ladies will be up to the challenge.”

Mayde took the master bedroom, and Lexi followed Cori down a hallway to the other two bedrooms. The penthouse was stunning. It was a corner unit, and the two walls in the spacious living room were floor-to-ceiling windows looking out on the city. A long table had been set up near them so the diners could look out at the lights.

The bedroom Cori chose had similar windows, but with a door to a small, narrow balcony. This wasn’t even the master bedroom, but it was twice as large as the bedroom she shared with Dylan. Their whole house might have fit in that penthouse.

Cori moved two armchairs and a small table to the side and set up her table. There was ample room at the foot of the king-sized bed, but she thought it was wise to create distance from the bed. If the other men were alphas like Anthony, they probably had expectations.

Mayde assured her she wouldn’t be pressured, but Cori knew how men were. The attached bathroom had a large jetted tub. She was disappointed she wouldn’t get to use it. Cori filled the large sink with hot water and set her oil bottle into it. She only used the oil for happy endings. Her usual shiatsu treatments didn’t require oil. Most of her clients kept all their clothes on anyway. Cori finished setting up her room and knocked on the door to the bedroom beside her.

“Oh, hey,” Lexi said. She was still erecting her massage table.

“Let me help you with that.”

“You don’t have to.”

“I have nothing else to do,” Cori said.

They stood on either end of the collapsible massage table and locked the legs into place before turning it upright. Lexi took a folded sheet from the bag, and Cori helped her unfold it and spread it over the table. It didn’t look like she was prepared with extra linens, as Cori was.

“Isn’t this place incredible? It must be costing Anthony a fortune to rent it,” Lexi marveled.

“I’m sure it’s all a write-off.”

“Even us?”

“Entertainment usually is.” Cori smirked when she said it. It was funny to be categorized as entertainment.

“I hope we’re entertaining enough then. I couldn’t believe it when Mayde said we were each getting six hundred for the night, before tips. It sounds too good to be true.”

Cori pointedly looked at the way the elf dress hugged Lexi’s body. “I think the clients will be properly entertained. You have nothing to worry about, Lexi. I bet we each clear at least a grand tonight.”

“I’m hoping for even more. These guys are high rollers, right? They can afford it.”

“That all depends on what you’re willing to do, I guess.”

“Do you…y’know…”

“You can say it, Lexi. We’re both grown-ups,” Cori replied, thinking that one of them was much more grown-up.

Cori didn’t much like the idea of competing with a blonde twenty years her junior. She imagined the guys would line up for Lexi. None of them was guaranteed clients that night. The guests would have their pick of the girls. She knew her skills were unmatched, but she had to get her hands on someone to prove that. Cori hoped these guys liked the MILF-type, as Mayde always called her.

“She means fucking. Lexi wants to know if you fuck for money,” Mayde said, joining them.

“I wouldn’t put it that way,” Lexi said.

“Do you have a preferred word? I find fucking works just fine.”

“I just don’t like to toss it out there like that. I mean, we need to use discretion, right?” Lexi said.

“I doubt tonight is about that,” Cori said. “These guys all know that we’re not just here to give massages. Right?”

Mayde laughed. “We are officially here to help these gentlemen relax. Finance is a high-pressure job, and it’s understandable these boys need to blow off some steam. I haven’t promised Anthony anything specific.”

“Right. These are typical work uniforms,” Cori said, posing.

“I think the outfits are cute. Do we get to keep them?” Lexi asked.

“You can keep them,” Mayde agreed. “And I didn’t say there aren’t certain expectations. I’m just saying nothing is promised. Besides, you never know. Some of these guys may be happily married. They might just want a massage. Or nothing at all.”

“I’ll count on that,” Cori replied, laughing.

“Now, speaking of relaxing, who wants help chilling before we start?” Mayde said. She produced a tin that held three orange, sugar-crusted gummies and took one for herself.

“Awesome! Thanks, girl,” Lexi said, selecting one of the pot candies and popping it into her mouth.

“No thanks. It’s best if I stay clear-headed tonight,” Cori said.

Mayde pouted. “But it got you so relaxed last time, and we had a ton of fun.”

“A little too much fun, I think,” Cori replied, laughing. “That’s why I want to stay clear this time.”

“Suit yourself,” Mayde said.

They settled in for their wait. Lexi sat on the edge of the bed, while Cori and Mayde took the chairs. The room was identical to Cori’s, but Lexi placed her table right by the end of the bed, leaving the sitting area intact. She leaned back and put her heels up on the table in front of her. Lexi’s heels were green.

“You never said, Cori. What do you offer?” Lexi asked. “You don’t have to say if you don’t want to.”

“I’m not full service. It’s mostly just handjobs.”

“Mostly?”

“I have a couple of clients I go the extra mile for, but just a couple.”

“Cori’s mouth is very precious. You have to be royalty to gain access,” Mayde teased.

“Hey, I still feel like I’m getting my feet wet. I haven’t even been doing this for six months. I feel like I’m moving at lightning speed.”

“I’m just razzing you, Cori. We all have different boundaries, and what you’re comfortable with can change over time. Right, Lexi?”

“Mmhm. I’m no prude, but I never thought I’d be doing these things.”

“You told me that you only tease. That’s obviously not true,” Cori said.

“It was true for a while. It’s still mostly true. Most guys are just looking for a little attention from a girl like me. They all have their blonde bombshell fantasies, so when you look like this, you don’t have to try very hard.” Lexi paused like she caught how it sounded. “Like, I don’t mean you have to work hard. You’re hot, Cori. I’m sure the guys all want you too.”

“It’s okay,” Cori said, laughing. “I never wanted for male attention. I know all the guys want girls like you and J-Lo over here⁠—”

“Hey!” Mayde complained.

“But guys love the cute, cool chick who can hang, and that’s always been my thing. I’ve always had a ton of guy friends, and they all wanted to fuck me.”

“Did you?”

Cori laughed. “Some of them. Fooled around with a lot of them. Our group had a pretty loose vibe. I’m sure there was some talk behind my back, but I didn’t want it to be that I couldn’t keep my legs closed.”

“Yeah, guys can be shitty,” Lexi agreed.

“That’s why I like married clients. They know how to keep their mouths shut,” Mayde said.

“One of my daddies is married. I know he’s so generous because he wants me comfortable, not that I’m the type that would ever go to his wife.”

“Daddies?” Cori asked.

“I told you, Lexi does the sugar baby thing,” Mayde answered.

“I have three. They’re all older guys, but only one is married. One is divorced, and I think the other one was always just too busy working to bother with getting married. He likes our arrangement because I’m there when he needs me.”

“But that’s not just teasing?” Cori asked.

“One of them is. The married one. He acts paternal, which I know sounds creepy, but I promise it’s not. He just likes to share his wisdom with me. And I take it because he’s paying me to. The single one—he does something in tech—he started as a massage client. When he wanted something more, I told him we could come to a different kind of arrangement. I swear, my massage clients are mostly teasing. There’s just a couple I give happy endings when they’re really eager. They pay a lot for it.”

Cori had to admit it. She was jealous. It would be nice to get away with just teasing the clients and still make good money. Maybe if I were a twenty-four-year-old blonde with big tits, she thought. But she didn’t mind giving happy endings, and it made her horny as hell, so it wasn’t just about the money. It didn’t seem like Lexi got the same turn-on from her work. Cori knew she could be just as turned on by admiration as she was by touching. But she also wasn’t the type who could just sit back and watch a guy jerk off while she flashed her boobs. Cori would feel bad. She knew she would end up getting in there anyway.

“Sounds like you keep pretty busy with all these men. Do you see any clients for strictly therapeutic massage?” Cori asked.

“Not anymore. Janine knows the score and who to send to me. I don’t get the old ladies with sciatica,” Lexi said.

“We told you, Cori. Janine knows what’s what. She just pretends not to for plausible deniability. I’d say half the staff is doing more than just rubbing sore backs,” Mayde said.

Cori laughed. “I feel so naïve. I swear, I had no idea when she hired me. And I really did get into this to just give massage therapy. I never thought I’d be doing the other stuff. I didn’t even think I was capable of it.”

“We all have our price, girl. No shame in that,” Mayde said.

“And tonight, that price is going to be high!” Lexi said.

They all laughed.
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Cori felt strange being “the help.” She made side money working the occasional catering gig in college, but the servers were so busy at those events that she never had time to step away and think about being separate from the attendees. Tonight, she and the other women were left in their room when the party started.

They heard the music and the guests arriving in the living room, but they weren’t called in to meet the guests. The only nod to their presence was a bottle of wine and three glasses, brought by a server with Mr. Scaduto’s compliments. Mayde poured out the wine, even though Cori said she didn’t want to drink.

“You won’t even have a glass of wine?” Mayde asked.

“I told you⁠—”

“Blah, blah, blah, Cori. If you’re not relaxed, you’re not going to be able to relax your clients.”

“She has a point,” Lexi agreed. She took a glass.

Cori hated the peer pressure. She didn’t need to get stoned or drunk to do her job. Giving hand jobs was no big deal to her. It was just a transaction. And if she did get drunk or stoned, the chance increased that she would do something she probably shouldn’t. Cori stared at the proffered glass of red. If she was good at anything, it was handling her liquor. One drink wouldn’t hurt.

“Fine, just one,” Cori said, taking the glass.

“To big money,” Lexi said, raising her glass for a toast.

“Big money!” Mayde and Cori repeated in unison.

They clinked glasses and drank. The wine was incredible, but then someone like Anthony Scaduto wouldn’t buy cheap wine. He did say everything would be first class. The wine was so good that one glass turned into two, and Cori finished the bottle after the others had their second glass. She wasn’t close to drunk, but the fine wine succeeded in taking the edge off, leaving her warm and happy.

Mayde and Lexi were smiling, their eyes wide, telling Cori their edibles had kicked in. All the women were warmed up and ready when one of the servers came to inform them that Mr. Scaduto was ready to present them.

The guests were seated around the long table by the windows. Cori counted twelve people, besides Anthony. She was surprised to see two women in attendance, not because women couldn’t keep up with the boys, but because this didn’t seem like the sort of evening Anthony would invite female colleagues to.

All the guests were dressed to the nines in expensive suits and cocktail dresses for the women. The waitstaff stood at the ready around the table. It wasn’t lost on Cori that they were all attractive young women in snug white blouses and short, tight black skirts. She would die if she had to wait on the party in those heels. She already hated walking in the heels she was wearing. Hers would be coming off when she started working. She preferred working barefoot.

Each guest had a plating of surf and turf in front of them. The petite steak and lobster tails were accompanied by new potatoes and green beans. It all smelled delightful, making Cori wish she’d had more than a light snack earlier. She didn’t like working on a full stomach, but she didn’t anticipate having wine. Her mouth watered, and she would have happily taken part of her payment in one of those dinners. Anthony stood and tapped his butter knife against his glass.

“Your attention, please. Gianni, cut the music,” Anthony said, waiting until the music was silenced before continuing. “Gentlemen—and ladies—I’d like to introduce the real perk for this evening. Yes, the food is five-star, the wine top shelf, and the powder the finest Colombia has to offer, but we cannot live on wine and food and nose candy alone. I work all you bastards to the bone. We all know this ain’t no nine-to-five job. That’s a lot of fuckin’ tension you’re building up, am I right?”

Everyone at the table concurred, laughing and nodding. Cori thought it could be fun to be a part of that type-A crowd.

“These fine ladies are here to drain that tension you’ve built up making me a lot of money. Trust me when I tell you that they are all experts. Their magic hands will turn you into putty.”

“Some of us faster than others,” someone called out, followed by raucous laughter.

“Yeah, and some of us never get past being putty,” someone else chimed in.

Cori felt an uncharacteristic flush rise to her cheeks, hearing these men openly acknowledge that she and the others were there to jerk these men off. She wondered what the women at the table thought of all of this. That we’re cheap whores, she thought, answering her own musing. Cori knew she was anything but cheap.

“Enough, boys,” Anthony said, quieting the room. “Be respectful. These ladies have taken time out of their lives to take care of us. And make sure you’re as generous with them as they are with you. Your tips for services are your own business.” More laughter. “Ladies, will you please step forward and introduce yourselves?”

Mayde stepped forward first and posed, placing a hand on her round hip. She radiated attitude. “I’m Mayde, and I’m looking forward to getting my hands on you guys. My room is off to the left.” She finished by blowing a kiss. One of the men whistled.

Wow, she’s really laying it on, Cori thought. She didn’t know if she had that in her.

Lexi stepped up next, while Cori tried to summon sassiness to match Mayde.

“I’m Lexi. You’ll find me behind the first door on the right. I can’t wait to help you boys relax. I know just what a tense man needs.”

Cori barely suppressed her eye roll. She could see why Lexi got away with teasing alone. Several of the men were practically drooling over the former cheerleader. She was probably the girl they couldn’t get in high school, but jerked off to every night. And that left Cori. She had no idea what to say. She certainly didn’t think she could compete with Mayde and Lexi.

Mayde always told her she had the MILF thing going on, but she had no idea how to work that. Should she have worn one of her carpool outfits? She stepped forward and tried to strike a pose, and immediately felt silly.

“Hey, guys. I’m Cori. If you just want a chill, relaxed environment to cut loose, you’ll find me in the last room on the right. Come see me, and I’ll make all your worries melt away.”

Cori stepped back, staring down at her feet. It was not like her to lack confidence, but after that, she didn’t expect anyone to come back to her room. At least the base money is good, she thought. And I get to keep my dignity. There’s that.

“Very nice, ladies. Very nice. You can go on back to your rooms, and we’ll be back as the evening winds along. You might get some early takers if these bastards are raring to go and want to skip dinner,” Anthony said.

The women waved to the crowd and walked away, Mayde splitting off to go to her room. Lexi took her arm and giggled the moment they were out of sight.

“How do you think that went? I’m excited to make some money. They all look like big spenders.”

“I think you’ll make plenty of money tonight, Lexi. I’ll be in my room filing my nails.”

“I saw guys giving you the eye. You’re hot, Cori. I’m sure you’ll have your hands full.”

“Haha. Very funny.” They paused outside the doors to their rooms. “Do we leave our doors open?”

“I guess so. Good luck.”


five
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Cori spent the next hour watching videos on TikTok and scrolling Facebook. She thought about snapping a selfie and tagging it with, Waiting to sell handjobs. Typical Saturday night. Cori laughed. At least she amused herself. She tapped her foot to the music coming from the living room. It was mostly Christmas music, with the occasional standard thrown in. She wasn’t surprised these were Sinatra guys, even though most of the group looked to be in their thirties.

A lanky blonde man with glasses stopped in the doorway, and Cori looked up hopefully. He wasn’t much to look at, but this wasn’t really about her. She could rock his world. He spotted her and their eyes met briefly before he looked away.

“Uh, sorry. I was looking for the other room,” he said, with a sad little wave.

He turned and walked into Lexi’s room. Cori heard a squeal of excitement and the door closing. Maybe someone will come in because the other two are busy, she thought. Cori was sure Mayde’s room was already occupied. She got up and started walking around the room to keep limber and worked on a calming breathing exercise.

“You’re available, right?”

The voice from the doorway made her jump. The man it belonged to was handsome but looked like a baby. Was he even old enough to be a broker? His brown hair flopped over his forehead, and his stubble was closer to a five o’clock shadow than a beard. The suit fit him well, but he didn’t look like he was used to wearing it. He looked like a frat boy dressed up for the Spring Formal. Cori suspected he was closer in age to her sixteen-year-old daughter than he was to her.

“I am very available. I’m all yours.”

“Sweet,” he replied, tentatively stepping into the room. “I’m Charlie.”

“I’m Cori,” she replied, crossing the room and offering her hand. She also took his arm and guided him into the room. He seemed shy about the whole deal, but she didn’t think a good-looking kid like him had trouble getting girls. She closed the door behind him and dimmed the lights.

Charlie stood in the middle of the room as if he were waiting for instructions. Cori was used to clients who’d never had a massage and didn’t know how to behave, but she expected these alpha brokers to stride into the room as they owned her and demand their service. Charlie was a nice surprise.

“You can go ahead and get comfortable,” she said, pulling up her standard treatment playlist and connecting to the Bluetooth speaker she carried. Soothing New Age music filled the room.

“How, uh, comfortable should I get?”

Cori smiled. “As comfortable as you like, Charlie. This is all about you, remember? I’m here to help you relax.”

“Yeah, right.” He smiled to signal he knew the deal. Charlie had a goofy, endearing smile.

Charlie removed his jacket and looked around for a place to put it. Cori took the jacket and laid it neatly on one of the chairs. He slowly worked on his tie, as if he hadn’t tied it himself and didn’t know how it worked. His innocence was a pleasant surprise, but it emphasized his youth.

Their age gap felt even more pronounced when Cori helped him with his tie, loosening it enough to slip it over his head. He was half a foot taller than she, and Cori had to reach high to remove the tie. She put the tie around her own neck and began unbuttoning his shirt. His crisp white shirt felt good under her fingers, and she felt an unexpected tingle. A well-dressed man had always done it for Cori, and Charlie was cute—even if he was young. Maybe it will be fun to play Mrs. Robinson, she thought, hastily reminding herself she wasn’t really old enough to be his mother at forty-three. Maybe his cool, sexy aunt.

Cori finished unbuttoning his shirt and pushed it back to reveal a white undershirt. He was slender, and his chest felt nice. It had been ages since she’d touched a guy in his twenties, and as wrong as it was, she felt the lure of his youth. Charlie looked down at her like he expected her to keep undressing him, but she stepped away.

“I think you can get the rest. Get ready and climb onto the table. I’m going to get my lotion from the bathroom, and I’ll be right back.”

Cori stared at herself in the bathroom mirror. Are you really going to jerk off a kid in his twenties? Of course, she would because it was her job. What bothered her was that she realized she might like it. Charlie was tentative when he came into the room, which made her suspect that he had been looking for Lexi and she was taken, but Cori chose to think he wanted her, and that tingle between her thighs strengthened her thinking someone his age found her hot. She didn’t know whether her husband would find it hot too or tease her mercilessly for jerking off a kid.

Charlie was face down on the table when she came out of the bathroom with her bottle of warm oil, naked as the day he was born. His shyness was disappearing. He did not place the sheet over his ass. It was nice and firm in the way a twentysomething ass should be. Cori just wanted to squeeze it. Instead, she draped the sheet over him. They could pretend for five minutes that this was about the massage.

“Sorry, I’ve never had a, uh, massage before,” he said, his face buried in the donut-shaped headrest.

“I would have never guessed,” she replied with warmth. “Just relax, Charlie. I’m going to give you a good time. Do you want oil?”

“Whatever you think is best.”

Cori set the oil aside for the moment. She didn’t use it in her usual, legitimate practice, as she specialized in shiatsu massage, which focused on acupressure to increase blood flow and release tension, rather than pulverizing the subject as in Swedish deep tissue massage. Her therapeutic clients didn’t even take their clothes off. For the clients that night, she would use a combination of shiatsu and a more standard massage. Healing wasn’t the point so much as relaxing these clients—and giving them a happy ending.

Charlie started tense, but as Cori worked her magic, he relaxed, sinking into the table. He jumped and giggled when her slender fingers brushed over his ticklish areas. She apologized, but he said he liked it. Cori was tempted to attack him there and see if he had a tickle fetish. That would be something new for her. As this was an abbreviated session, she quickly worked down his back, massaging down one side before switching to the other side of the table to get the other.

Cori smiled when she felt him tentatively touch her leg. If it were a legit treatment, she would have politely moved his hand and hoped he took the hint.

His arms were at his sides, and all he had to do was turn his hand to touch her. She could have moved lower, but patiently stood in place and let him enjoy her green-velvet-encased leg. His fingers found the hem of her dress and glided lower over her smooth thigh-high. He slipped higher then and squeezed his fingertips under the tight hem of her elf dress. She let him reach the lace border of her stocking top before she moved lower to work on his legs, pointedly skipping off his butt.

“Have you worked for Mr. Scaduto for long?” she asked.

“Echelon recruited me right out of college, so I’ve been there about three years. It’s not bad. The pay is great, but I have no life. There’s no time for that.”

Cori refused to do the math to calculate his age. “The time to do that is when you’re young. You have the time and energy to make bank. Your priorities will change when you get older. If you have a family, you might actually want to see them.”

Charlie laughed. “Have to have the time to find a girl to get to the next stage. The only thing I have time for now is Tinder hookups. You know what it’s like.”

“They didn’t have Tinder when I was single. I don’t know what online dating is like at all,” Cori replied, working on his feet. He got squirrely when she hit the pressure points there, but she knew it was releasing tension.

“You never did the online thing?” Charlie sounded baffled, like he didn’t understand how else she could have met someone.

“My husband and I met through friends at school. Online dating is well after my time.”

“You’re not that old, Cori,” he blurted, and quickly backtracked, “I mean…”

Cori moved back up his body and pulled the sheet aside to give his butt a playful smack.

“It’s okay, Charlie. I guess it’s a compliment that you don’t think I look that old.”

Cori grabbed his cheeks with both hands and gave them the squeeze she’d been lusting for, deeply kneading them. Her fingers wedged down between his thighs, and he wisely adjusted, spreading his legs wider. Guys experienced with happy ending massages started with their legs spread for easy access. She brushed along the underside of his shaft, and Charlie jumped. He shivered and gasped when she teased the underside of his tip. Cori smiled. She did love the tease.

“You’re like thirty, right?” he gasped.

“Something like that. It’s wise to guess low when I’m so close to your jewels. I think you should turn over, Charlie.” She stepped back to give him room to move.

Charlie spun onto his back so fast that he almost flopped off the table. Cori came close again, and he didn’t hesitate to palm her ass. She smiled down at him and let him have his fun. His big hand on her butt made her core tighten. She enjoyed being pawed way more than she should, which was why she never made her clients keep their hands to themselves—if they didn’t push it.

The hand on her butt wasn’t the only thing that stoked the heat between her thighs. Charlie’s big slab of meat slapped right up onto his belly when he turned onto his back, and it was impressive. He may have seemed young like a kid, but Charlie was hung like a man. His was closely trimmed down there, which she liked. Cori had a good, recent sample size to compare it to, and he was one of the bigger ones. He stretched all the way up his stomach and was nice and thick. She squeezed her thighs together and thought about how much fun it would be to do more than jerk off that thing. This was the danger in her line of work. Cori had always been easily aroused.

Cori ignored the thing that demanded her attention and instead rubbed his chest. Charlie was nearly hairless, and she enjoyed caressing his smooth, young skin. He stared up at her like he could will her to just grab his cock, but she wanted to keep the pretense that it was about the massage going for a while longer. She walked around to the top of the table and gave him a thorough head rub. Guys loved it when she ran her fingers through their hair, and Charlie was no exception. He moaned like she already had his dick in her hand.

“Mmm, that feels amazing,” he sighed.

“Not too much fingernails?”

“No, it’s great, Cori. You could do that all night.”

Cori watched his cock as she massaged his head. It may have relaxed him, but it made him horny for her too. He stared up at her breasts while she massaged him. His shaft twitched against his belly, and the tip leaked sticky excitement. She thought he would be quick when she made her way down there, but she had one more trick up her sleeve first. Cori leaned down over him, pressing her boobs into his head while running her hands down his chest, scratching her nails along his skin. Her hands kept to either side of his cock, but he moaned like she’d grabbed it. Charlie rubbed his face into her tits. Cori glowed with pride that she had the young man so worked up for her.

“I could keep rubbing your head the rest of the time if that’s what you like,” she said, straightening and returning her hands to his head. She caressed his face and massaged his temples. Charlie looked like he was in love.

“I, uh, thought there would be…”

“I would be happy to really relax you, Charlie. Is that what you’d like?”

“Yeah,” he eagerly replied.

Cori moved back to the side of the table and rubbed his shaft as it lay along his stomach. He was hard like steel. God, she remembered how hard guys got back when she was young. She missed it. If this were any other situation—and she was single—Cori would be climbing on top of Charlie and having real fun. But she was not selling that, even if she was tempted. Hadn’t she just told her husband she wasn’t going to cross that line? Cori blamed the wine for even putting the thought into her head.

“Your boss took care of the massage, but it’s up to you to handle my tip. I promise you won’t regret it if you’re generous, Charlie.”

“Yeah, Cori. I want to be very generous. How generous do I need to be?”

Cori still found this part awkward. She hated the money exchange. She couldn’t just lay out prices for services for legalities' sake. The tip was for the massage, and anything else that might happen was just fun between consenting adults, but sometimes she wished she could just lay out a price list. At least it became smooth with her regular clients. She also made sure she got her tip before they moved on to the fun with a regular client, but she felt she could trust the guys tonight. Anthony Scaduto didn’t seem like the type of man who’d be happy if his people stiffed the girls.

“That is entirely up to you, but my appreciative clients usually tip me at least a hundred, and then I can give the massage a very happy ending.”

“Is that all I can get, a—uh—massage?”

Cori smiled. Charlie wasn’t all that shy. He wanted a blowjob. She was sorely tempted because he was so cute, but Cori didn’t plan on doing that for any of these guys. She only did it for three of her special clients and felt that adding more men to that list would push her further down the road to selling it all. Once selling her mouth became routine, was it such a leap to start fucking clients? Mayde would say no. She told Cori about how it was a slippery slope, even though she only went there with a very select group of clients.

“Don’t worry, Charlie. I think you’ll be very happy with my hands. I’ve been told they’re magic.”

“Does your dress have to stay on?”

Cori considered it for a second. “Not if you’re very generous.”

Charlie smiled. “I believe in tipping very well for excellent service, Cori.”

“I’ll hold you to it, Charlie.”

Cori stepped back to give him a full view of her body and swayed her hips to imaginary music in her head. The soft, instrumental music she played during treatments was not exactly striptease music, and she wasn’t a striptease kind of girl anyway. She would have felt silly pouring it on.

She removed his tie and tossed it onto the chair before unsnapping the halter behind her neck and rolling the elf dress down past her breasts, exposing a fortified, black strapless push-up bra. Cori caught the zipper at her back, and the dress slipped when she drew it down. The Christmas costume was still tight, and she had to wiggle her narrow hips to drop the dress to the floor and reveal her tiny black thong.

Stripping was not part of the plan, but Cori knew it was likely to happen with this crowd and had purposely chosen sexy underwear. The black, patterned thigh-highs and spiked heels completed her look, and she felt sexy as she posed with her hands on her hips. She had never been someone who enjoyed glamming it up, but Cori was starting to love the attention it brought her.

Charlie looked like he wanted to bend her over the massage table and plunder her pussy. She stared at his cock and was tempted to let him do it. If money were the problem, she could give it away and be in the clear—except she was married. Dylan was okay with her fucking Baines. How would he feel if she gave it up to someone else? She couldn’t test that without talking to him first.

“Damn, I wish I were your husband,” Charlie said when she came back to the table and grasped his cock.

“It’s not all lingerie and sexy times. You’d think I was a pain in the ass. Trust me,” she replied, smiling down at him. She slowly stroked him, her hand traveling far to cover his length. Her fingers couldn’t quite close around him.

“Ahh…I can’t believe he’s good with this. I mean, I’m glad he is…”

Cori squeezed him tighter to distract him. “We have an understanding. You don’t need to worry about my marriage.”

“I like it, Cori. It’s so hot that you’re married.” His eyes devoured her body. “If you were a mom too…”

So that’s why he’s in here, she thought. He has a MILF kink. Cori almost laughed. She hadn’t encountered it so explicitly with her other clients, but she hadn’t taken on anyone as young as Charlie. Mayde always told her guys would pay for the MILF thing and encouraged her to play it up. Cori felt silly—and a little dirty—doing it, but this was a good chance to play with it.

“Why don’t you think I’m a mom?” she asked, adding a second hand to his shaft. He was so big, one hand wouldn’t get the job done.

“Your body’s fucking rockin’, Cori.”

Cori didn’t know if she should be flattered or insulted that he thought all mothers were lumpy and had stretch marks.

“Thanks, Charlie. But moms have rockin’ bods too. Gisele Bundchen has kids.”

“You’re hotter than Gisele,” he moaned.

“That’s because I’m half-naked right in front of you, but thank you, Charlie.”

Cori squirted oil into her palm and rubbed it into both hands. The room filled with a vanilla scent. She used a flavored massage oil with preferred clients because sometimes she did end up tasting it, and ordinary massage oil was foul. Cori would never make that mistake again.

Her slick hands easily glided up and down his thick meat. She rubbed his flared head like she was buffing it, and Charlie lifted his hips from the table with a low groan. Cori thought he was going to come right then, but he held on. He wouldn’t get his money’s worth if he blasted too quickly.

“I have two kids, a boy, and a girl. Did you ever have a hot classroom mom, Charlie? Did it make you feel all funny?”

“Ahh…god…Cori…yeah, but not as hot as you…”

“But you’ve seen moms like me at your baseball games, or driving your team to soccer, and wondered how they looked like this.” She pushed her augmented tits at him.

“All those guys…his friends…are jerking off to you…they want it…”

Cori didn’t want to think about that at all, even if it could be true. She’d caught teenage eyes lingering on her ass and moved out of view. Why did guys always go there? That wasn’t something any mom wanted outside of porn videos. But Cori would play her role.

“Did you jerk off to your friends’ moms? You can tell me, Charlie.”

“None of them looked like you. Ahh… If they did, I’d have been beating off every day…”

“I’d love to see you beat off to me, babe. Your dick is so big, and I love that it’s so hard for me.”

“God, if you want it, I can really give it to you, Cori.”

Charlie twisted and grabbed her tits with both hands. His big hands were strong, and he kneaded her pert swells roughly in his excitement. Cori might have slowed him down, but she didn’t feel much through the pushup bra. He needed to squeeze that hard for her to feel him at all. Her breath still caught in surprise and excitement when he grabbed her. She loved an assertive man. Cori made a snap decision and reached back to unhook her lacy red bra. Charlie pulled it away and dropped it to the floor.

“Ahh…your tits are perfect, Cori,” he groaned, sculpting her flesh.

“Mmm, that feels good, babe, but not too rough.”

Charlie adjusted, and his fingers grazed over her breasts, teasing her nipples. They were incredibly sensitive, and shivers went down her spine straight to her heated core. Dangerous arousal throbbed through her body, but Cori was determined to keep herself in check. She wasn’t going to let this first client push it too far, or it was going to be a long night.

“You don’t have to be that gentle, babe,” she encouraged. Cori liked his strong hands.

Cori leaned over to give him better access to her tits while twisting to keep her hands on his cock. Her extreme flexibility often came in handy on the job. She gripped him tightly at the base and rapidly stroked her other hand up and down his length. Another way to make sure she wasn’t tempted to let Charlie push things was to finish him quickly.

“Have you ever been jerked off by a soccer mom before?” she asked, her voice husky.

“Ahh…no…it’s so hot…you’re so hot…”

“I shouldn’t admit this, but I love your big, young dick. God, you’re so hard, Charlie. I love how hard a young dick gets.”

“Ahh…Cori…I wanna fuck you so bad…”

“If we met out somewhere. If you flirted with me, I’d love to ride this thing all night long.”

“Ahh…”

“You want this soccer mom bad, don’t you, stud?”

“Yeah…fuck yeah…”

“Come for me, Charlie. Show me how bad you want me...”

“Yeah…yeah…ahh…yeah…”

Cori leaned closer, pointing him at her chest.

“Do you want to come on my MILF tits?” Cori was excited, but still had trouble getting MILF out in dirty talk.

“Ahh yeah…Cori…you dirty mommy…”

“I’m such a dirty mommy…jerking off your young cock…”

“Fuck!” Charlie roared, pulling his hands away from her.

Charlie came so hard his load actually splatted on her tits. Cori was used to excited clients, but none of them had come as hard as Charlie. She worked his cock, and he pumped four huge helpings of cum all over her chest. Cori involuntarily moaned, her core tightening with excitement from the young man coming all over her tits. His desire for her filled her head with dirty thoughts. She wanted to get Charlie hard again, and she wanted to fuck him, but she was a grown woman, and she would control herself.

“Fuck, that was intense. Is it always that intense?” he asked, huffing and shaking.

Cori smiled down at him and would have ruffled his hair if her hands weren’t slick with oil. “When it’s done right. I’m glad you had a good time... That was a lot of fun.”

“But you didn’t get anything out of it.”

“I like giving pleasure. And I like getting guys off. Maybe it’s hard for a guy to understand, but it’s hot for me to know I turn you on.”

“That’s so sexy, Cori.”

Cori looked down at his cum running down her chest. “I’m going to clean up, and then I’ll be back to clean you. Stay right there, Charlie.”

Charlie hungrily stared at her body. “I’m not going anywhere.”

“Don’t get too comfortable. I have to kick you out in a few minutes.”

Cori picked her dress up and carried it into the bathroom, where she washed her chest with a warm washcloth. Her teasing was rooted in truth. She did feel like a bad, dirty girl for jerking off a kid in his twenties, and especially for letting him come all over her chest. It was not a move she offered to most of her regular clients.

Only a handful of them had even seen her topless. It was like the devil was whispering in her ear to be bad that night. She was so wet.

The elf dress went back on—sans bra—and Cori returned to the room with a fresh washcloth to clean Charlie. She did a thorough job, and he started to get hard again—because of course he did. He was twenty-five years old. Cori finished washing him and dropped his cock like it scorched her hand.

“You need to get dressed,” she told him.

Cori enjoyed watching him dress, feeling safer once that tempting cock was put away. She put the tie back around his neck and tightened it for him. Charlie held her hips and slid his hands around to her ass while she stood close. He looked down like he wanted to kiss her, and she was tempted. Cori hugged him and stretched up to kiss his cheek.

“Time to go, babe.”

Charlie reached into his pocket and peeled three hundreds from his money clip. He’d come prepared for a good time. She took the money and tucked it into the top of her dress, thanking him. Charlie left, and she closed the door behind him. She needed a minute.

Cori lay on the bed and pulled the dress up over her hips. Her thong was scooted to the side, and she caressed her slick furrow. That big piece of meat filled her mind, and Cori fantasized about Charlie using it to pound her into the mattress. She rubbed her clit in a tight circle and bit her bottom lip to keep from crying out.

The orgasm came quickly. Cori’s body heaved, and she cried out, and pleasure flooded out from her core like a tsunami. She slowly, gently stroked her slit through the aftershocks and smiled, thinking about what a hopeless slut she would be if she really let go as she had in her younger days.

Did I just say I’m a dirty mommy? What the fuck is wrong with me? She thought, laughing out loud. Cori pulled the three hundreds from her dress, and that made it all okay. She’d say whatever Charlie wanted for that kind of money. She’d never been paid so well for a handjob and a quick grope. Tonight might be worth it after all.
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Dylan was surprised when his phone dinged with a message from Cori. He never heard from her when she was working. She focused all of her mental and physical energy on her clients, whether or not they were in her preferred tier. He paused The Godfather, which he was watching for the millionth time. He’d needed the distraction from obsessing about what Cori was doing at that party. He snatched up his phone and unlocked it.

Cori


just had the hottest session. Jerked off this 25 yr old guy with a thing for MILFs. His dick was huge. [image: eggplant][image: eggplant][image: eggplant]




Dylan


glad you’re having fun. All you did was jerk him off?




Cori


he wanted me to blow him but I’m trying to behave. Don’t want to lose my head in this situation




Dylan


would have been hot if you blew him. Sounds like you wanted to




Cori


you’d understand if u saw his dick.




Dylan


should have had your fun with that thing. Don’t get a chance to play with a big 25 year old dick every day




Cori


what if I wanted to fuck him?




The text hung there, and Dylan didn’t reply because he suddenly had trouble breathing. It was likely Cori was just messing with him because she’d always been adamant that was a line she did not want to cross with clients, but he also knew his wife. He knew how sexual she was and how she’d been something of a tramp before they’d met. He knew she couldn’t seem to get enough of Baines’ cock.

Cori being tempted to fuck some big-dicked twentysomething didn’t come as a surprise at all. She said it was different with Baines because he wasn’t paying her for it. Dylan understood it in principle but thought that once she started selling her body it didn’t make much of a moral difference how far she went. It didn’t make a difference to him.

Deep down, Dylan always thought the moment would come when Cori would start fucking clients. Her line had shifted a lot in just a few months. The original plan was handjobs only, but it didn’t take long for her to get carried away and let a client touch her and make her come, which led to Cori dressing up—and stripping—for some clients. She was even blowing a couple of big spenders now, although Dylan knew it wasn’t just about the money. Cori sucked their dicks because she wanted to.

The money just made it dirtier and hotter. Dylan just never told his wife what he thought because he didn’t want to incur her wrath.

Dylan wanted Cori to fuck her clients. Okay, he did, and he didn’t. It was his darkest, most powerful fantasy. He fantasized about Cori being so horny from handling a client that she’d surrender herself. Every appointment with a preferred client left her so hot that she either had to run home and fuck him or go see Baines. Eventually, she’d decide not to wait until she left the client. Dylan believed it was just a matter of the right client coming along.

The idea of other men having their way with his wife twisted his guts, but he loved it. If he could live with Baines being her fuckbuddy, he could certainly handle Cori doing it for money. It would be easier. The intimacy his wife and best friend shared was what truly wrecked and scared him. Their history sparked his jealousy. Fucking clients would just be about the sex and money. Dylan could enjoy that even more than he did his love-hate relationship with Cori’s fling with Baines.

All of that played in his mind as he wondered how to reply to her last text. His horny, degenerate side wanted to tell her to go for it and get paid, but Dylan hesitated. Telling his wife to sell her pussy was something he couldn’t take back. Cori might just take the permission and run with it, and he would have to live with that.

Dylan


did you?




Cori


it’s too late. he’s gone now. Waiting for my next client




Dylan


but did you?




Cori


it would have been a blast. I really got into his MILF thing. Said the craziest things




Dylan loved knowing other men wanted to fuck his wife. He was hard as a rock thinking about this big-dicked kid wanting Cori and him wanting her because she was a sexy older woman—he’d never tell Cori she was an older woman—was the icing on the cake. How much would he have paid her? Dylan would give anything to be hiding in the corner watching it all go down.

Dylan


you should fuck him




Cori


seriously?!? [image: astonished face]




Dylan


if you want to, go for it. Just make sure you get paid




Cori


ur okay with that?




Dylan didn’t know if he was. His text came out like his fingers were acting with a mind of their own. But it was out there now, and even though his insides felt like he’d just bungie-jumped off the Golden Gate Bridge, he didn’t want to take it back.

Dylan


you know I want you to have fun




Cori


and you love me selling myself. Ur probably so hard right now




Dylan


guilty as charged




Cori


prove it. Show me




Dylan


really?




Cori


if u want me to fuck a client tonight u need to show me u mean it




Dylan wanted to argue that he didn’t want it per se. He didn’t ask her to fuck someone tonight. He was just good if it happened. He needed to tell himself that. Dylan stared down at the tent in his shorts. Cori sent him sexy pictures sometimes, but he’d never sent her a dick pic before, and she’d never asked for one. It felt silly to do, but he pulled down his sweatpants and pulled out his dick and snapped a photo. Cori replied right away.

Cori


u really do want it




Dylan


you want it more. Are you going to do it?




Cori


we’ll see. I’ll let u know. [image: beaming face with smiling eyes] have to go. Luv u!




Dylan texted back that he loved her, but Cori was already gone. The rest of the night was going to be torture while he wondered if his wife was fucking someone at the party. Or everyone at the party. What if they were all willing to pay for a turn? Cori was worth it. She was the best fuck on the planet. Dylan loved thinking that a room full of men wanted to pay for sex with his wife. He turned off The Godfather because he had to jerk off.

[image: ]


Cori had the green light. She didn’t quite believe Dylan said to go for it. He’d said in the past that it would be hot if she screwed her clients, but it was always during dirty talk, and he always backtracked after he came. She thought that deep down Dylan would love it if she started fucking her clients, but she didn’t know if his head could handle it. He got pissy whenever she went over to see Baines. It turned him on to share her with his best friend, but he couldn’t fully control his jealousy.

A better woman might have stopped seeing Baines—at least without her husband present—, but she enjoyed it, and Dylan would have to tell her to stop if he wanted it to end. And now Dylan told her to fuck a client. What would he do if she went through with it? Cori was tempted to test him and just say she did. That way, she could take it back if Dylan lost his shit.

Dylan’s permission didn’t change how Cori felt about sex with her clients. It still felt like a bridge she shouldn’t cross—no matter how much fun it might be with a guy like Charlie. Cori feared that if she went all the way and sold everything, it would fundamentally change something about her. Or maybe she was afraid it wouldn’t change anything at all, and what would that say about her?

Cori also had a very real fear that if she gave in to temptation, she wouldn’t stop. If Cori had said yes to Charlie, would she have spent the rest of the night on her back? Sex with Baines was supposed to be a one-time thing, but they’d been doing it for weeks.

Cori decided it was a good thing she didn’t have Dylan’s go-ahead before Charlie came into the room. It made her decision easier. She didn’t expect to be so tempted again that night. Cori didn’t see anyone who rocked her world when she’d scanned the table earlier, but then she hadn’t picked Charlie out of that group either. And while Anthony Scaduto wasn’t quite her type, she did like his masculine energy. It could be fun to let him toss her around.

Moans from the next room cut Cori’s musings short. She stilled her breathing to better hear what was happening in Lexi’s room. The moans were distinctly female. Lexi had a soft purr to her moan, which sent an unexpected tingle through Cori. She moved closer to the shared wall and strained to eavesdrop on the blonde’s session.

“Stroke it for me, baby… It’s so hot watching you do that… It’s sooo big…” Lexi cooed between her moans.

“Fuck, just touch it…please, Lexi…”

“My hands are already busy, baby. My pussy’s so wet watching you. I’m gonna come too. Will you come with me, baby?”

“Fuck…yeah…grab those tits too…”

“Like this? Ooo! Ooo! Ooo baby!” Lexi squealed.

Cori stifled a laugh. Lexi’s performance sounded fake as hell to her, but it wasn’t to the client. That guy was jerking off while watching Lexi. Cori understood why Lexi got good money without having to touch most of her clients.

When she said she teased them, this wasn’t what she expected. But Lexi looked like a Barbie doll, so of course, guys would pay to see her “get off.” Dylan would get off if he got to watch a girl like Lexi do that. Cori could hire Lexi for her husband’s birthday. That might be fun, and she could handle that. If he actually put his hands on another woman, Cori would kill him.

“Ooo baby! Yes! Ooo, you’re coming so much. It’s so hot!” Lexi squealed.

It wasn’t a bad approximation of a climax, but Cori knew better. She had so many questions. How close were they? Did Lexi let the guy come on her, the way Charlie came on Cori’s tits? Cori could see Lexi making the guys keep a respectful distance. She admired the blonde’s game. Lexi knew how to keep control.

Cori had never been asked by a client to play with herself. Her knee-jerk reaction would be to say no, but if he paid well, could she? Would she? She could not put on a performance like the one she’d just overheard. Cori would feel ridiculous. She would have to close her eyes and try to get into it. It might be fun. She might even come for real.

Cori filed that one away. Her first preferred client, Steve, would probably lose his mind if she proposed that—although he liked touching her. He may not like just watching. Cori loved the way he worshipped her body. Every time he pushed further, she let him because she was so horny. Steve went down on her the last two times she saw him. Cori loved it. She came hard and got paid for the trouble. It was a win-win for everyone, even if she felt more like a sleazy whore than ever when she left his place.

Lexi’s room went quiet, and the show was over. Cori was disappointed. It was fake, but it still made her pussy buzz. Listening to people fool around was just hot, even if it was a half-performance. Lexi was good at it. Cori was tempted to ask to be a fly on the wall next time. She could even lend a hand if the guy was willing to pay for it. Don’t think about that with Lexi, she admonished herself. You really will get into trouble tonight. It had been over a month, but her night with Mayde and Roger was still vivid in her mind.

Cori moved away from the wall and stood in her doorway, hoping to lure a fresh client. Lexi’s door opened a few minutes later, and the guy who came out couldn’t even look Cori in the eye. She smiled and gave him a little wave, laughing to herself.
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Cori saw two more clients in quick succession. They were both happy ending handys, and she let both of them touch her, but she only removed her dress for one of them. The older guy didn’t even ask, as if it didn’t occur to him that he could. They were both respectful and seemed pleased with whatever Cori was willing to do with them. She congratulated herself for keeping control with both clients, rather than letting it slip as it had with Charlie, but truthfully, neither of them pushed her buttons the way he had.

The first man was probably ten years older than Cori and leered at her body in a way that suggested he could be trouble, but he was a pro. He knew how to be a good client for a happy ending massage. He didn’t even respond to her dirty talk, but just closed his eyes and let her do her thing. Cori appreciated it. He tipped well, dressed, and left when they were finished.

The second client was just about her age and was very excited by her girl-next-door, suburban mom vibe. Cori felt like he was picturing her as one of his wife’s friends when he watched her peel off the elf dress. He stared at her tits jiggling while she jerked him off, and she had the feeling he was thinking of someone specific at that point. Either way, Cori was happy to fulfill his fantasy.

Although neither man got her motor revving, Cori was aroused by handling their cocks, and their desire for her. Cori wasn’t flashy or comfortable being overtly sexy. She didn’t vamp it up, but she’d come to understand she loved men's attention. Maybe she loved it so much because she didn’t work hard for it. Men responded to something naturally sexy within Cori.

Cori counted her money after she finished cleaning up from her last client. She had $700 in tips from three clients, which was insane. It was a truly incredible night, but she still wanted at least one more. She was there to earn, and she would love to get to a thousand in tips. She was about to return to her doorway and flaunt herself—even though it was against her nature—like she was working the red-light district in Amsterdam when a stunning redhead with piercing jade eyes appeared in the doorway.

[image: ]


“Are you available?”

Cori was struck dumb. She did not expect to see a woman at her door. She’d noted the women sitting at the table but didn’t expect they would seek a treatment. It was clear that Cori and her coworkers were not just there to give treatments. Cori expected the female guests to stay out in the living room, rolling their eyes at their horny, lecherous male coworkers going back to get their handjobs. But if this redhead wanted a treatment, Cori was happy to oblige. She became a massage therapist to treat people, after all, not jerk off guys.

“Yes, of course. Please come in. I’m Cori.”

“I remember from when you introduced yourself. I’m Shelby.” She had an alluring hint of a Southern accent.

Shelby entered the room and closed the door behind her. The woman projected just as much confidence as the alpha males at the dinner, maybe more. Charlie and one of the other guys Cori had seen that night came into the room timidly and needed guidance. Shelby strutted right over to the table and stood beside it, running a hand along the padded edge. Cori suspected she was checking to make sure the linens were clean. They were. Cori ran a tight ship.

“Do you have any problem areas? Is there anything specific you’d like me to work on?”

“I’d just like a relaxing rubdown, Cori. I need a break from the flood of testosterone out there.” Shelby smiled and gave Cori the same kind of once-over she’d been getting from the men all evening.

“Sounds great. I’ll give you some privacy, and you can get comfortable on the table.”

“I don’t need privacy, Cori. You’re going to see it all anyway, aren’t you? We can get right to it. Is there a hanger? I don’t want it to wrinkle.”

Cori fetched a hanger from the closet while Shelby pulled open the knot at the waist of her short, green wrap dress. It was just a shade or two lighter than her jade eyes, with a subtle, black snakeskin print.

Shelby’s copper-colored hair flowed over her shoulders like a fiery waterfall, and she brushed it back before slipping the dress off her shoulders. She handed it over like Cori was there to wait on her, and Cori almost dropped it because she was mesmerized by Shelby’s curvy body.

Shelby was petite, shorter than Cori, even though both were wearing high heels. What she lacked in height, she made up for in curves. Her soft, feminine body was encased in expensive, champagne French lace and silk—a see-through bra with a gold clasp in the front that barely contained her large, cushy breasts, and a matching pair of panties that were similarly see-through, with a peephole in the rear.

Cori didn’t own anything nearly that sexy—or expensive. It was the kind of lingerie she would only wear if she expected it to be seen. Was Shelby planning on that this evening?

“That bra and panty set is incredible. I’m jealous,” Cori commented.

“I confess, nice undies are my vice. I see something soft and sexy, and I just can’t help myself. This is from a company called Fleur of England. It feels decadent against my body. You must feel it.”

Shelby took Cori’s hand and pressed it to her breast. The French lace was buttery soft but not as exciting as the soft, round flesh it barely concealed. The lace was gossamer thin. Cori suspected it felt like wearing nothing at all. Feeling the lace meant caressing Shelby’s warm flesh, and Cori followed the generous curve. Heat spread through her as if it flowed directly from Shelby’s body into hers.

Cori loved dick—probably too much—but she’d always liked girls too. It had been a couple of decades since she’d been with one—before Mayde recently went down on her—but if Shelby wanted more than a massage, Cori was down for that too. She was just surprised. Some women sought their own happy endings from their masseuses, but Cori thought that was from hunky male providers, not other women.

Shelby moved Cori’s fingers to the gold clasp holding the bra closed, and she got the message, popping it open. The filmy bra sprang apart, finally freed from all that tension, and Shelby’s large, puffy nipples were fully visible. They were so pale that Cori barely made them out through the see-through lace. Shelby had incredible breasts. Their pale slopes were dusted with freckles, fading to where those puffy caps sloped upward. A sparkling diamond pendant hung between the oversized swells.

Cori was ready to have fun with those pillows, but Shelby moved away. Cori felt like she was being teased, which broke the first rule of her work: always maintain control. Shelby stepped out of her heels, emphasizing how tiny she was, and rolled the scrap of lace down her legs, leaving her beautifully nude. Cori didn’t know why, but she was surprised to see angel wings tattooed on the small of Shelby’s back. She didn’t seem like the tramp stamp type. A fiery landing strip pointed to the hidden pleasures between Shelby’s thighs.

“I don’t think it’s fair that I’m naked and you’re not,” Shelby said. She had a smile that would melt butter, like she was asking if Cori wanted a cup of tea.

Shelby didn’t wait for Cori to answer, tugged the elf dress upward. Cori should have fought it. She never would have allowed a male client to assume such an air of familiarity right off the bat, but when the dress got above her boobs, Cori pulled it over her head, tossing it onto a chair. She was not as precious with her outfit as Shelby.

“Wow, you’ve got a terrific body, Cori. You must be a runner. I’m jealous of how tight everything is.” Shelby touched Cori’s toned stomach and trailed her fingers higher, over her breasts. Cori trembled when Shelby brushed her nipples. “And your tits are still perfect. We’re probably about the same age, but mine are not up there.”

Cori cupped Shelby’s big orbs, and they were heavy in her hands. They didn’t sit high like Cori’s, but they were beautiful. She would have guessed Shelby was younger, maybe in her late thirties, but people always thought Cori was younger than forty-three.

“I’m jealous of your body. I’ve always been built like a tomboy. You have no idea how long I prayed I’d grow a set like these when I was a teenager. I used to joke with my husband that I’d get a tit job when I turned forty. Obviously, that didn’t happen.”

Shelby softly caressed Cori’s tits, making her heart race and her core tighten. She had a great light touch. Shelby kept it so casual that it was almost like this wasn’t a seduction, but Cori didn’t believe that for a second. She knew when she was being teased.

“First of all, there’s no way you’re over forty, honey. Thirty-six tops. And secondly, don’t you dare ever touch these. They are perfect. I bet the guys go crazy when your clothes come off, and they see this body.”

Cori laughed. “No one complains. But let’s be honest, guys—especially ones my age—aren’t too picky. They’re just excited if a woman is getting naked for them.”

“True enough.” Both women laughed.

Shelby gave Cori one more squeeze and lay down on the massage table face up—not the typical position to start a treatment. Cori didn’t usually even get a client on their back in a short treatment. Cori’s head spun. She was sure the redhead was about to kiss her. She watched Shelby wiggle and get comfortable on the table, mesmerized by the way her tits jiggled with the movement. They were like two bowls of Jell-O. Cori forced her mind back on the task at hand and stood beside the table. It was hard to think about massage when looking down at Shelby’s body, filling her head with dirty thoughts.

“You can get started at any time, Cori. And don’t be skimpy with the oil. I love the feeling of strong hands sliding all over my body. I hope you have strong hands.”

Cori squeezed a generous portion of oil into her palm and got to work. She started with a standard rubdown, unsure how much massage Shelby wanted before the good part. Cori was happy to be touched anywhere on her beautiful body. She traced those gentle curves, outlining Shelby’s hips, and worked her shoulders. Her hands were everywhere—except Shelby’s tits. The redhead wasn’t the only one who could tease. But Shelby was not one to be teased. She guided Cori’s hands to her breasts.

“We don’t need to pretend, honey. Just make me feel good,” Shelby said, closing her eyes.

“Everything I do makes my clients feel good.”

“I bet that’s true, but some things make them feel better than others. Do you handle any female clients?”

“I have quite a few in my regular practice, but all of my, uhm, preferred clients are men.”

“That’s a shame. We need to be as comfortable as men asking for what we need.”

“I couldn’t agree more, Shelby.”

Cori’s oil-slick hands were all over Shelby’s globes. They were the most fun Slip and Slide Cori had ever enjoyed. It was so much more fun playing with those big tits, with their round, soft squishiness, than some hard man’s body—not that Cori didn’t love a hard man too. Cori sculpted those things and discovered that the harder she worked them, the more Shelby liked it. Shelby moaned and smiled when Cori attacked her nipples. The buds puffed out and turned a dark strawberry color when she teased them. Cori used both hands on one big orb, massaging with one while teasing the puffed tip with the other.

“Ahh…honey…that’s so good…just like that…” Shelby moaned with a sighing laugh.

Cori circled that strawberry nip over and over. She wanted to pinch it harder, but her fingers were too slick with oil. She had to be satisfied with rapidly switching her fingertips over them, which drove Shelby crazy.

“Ahh…that’s torture…I love it, honey…ahh…Cori…”

Shelby twisted and turned, gripping the edges of the table while she pushed her tits at Cori, who switched from one to the other, turning the redhead into a quivering mess. Cori had so much fun teasing Shelby’s tits that she almost forgot there was so much more of her sexy body to explore.

She kept teasing one of those buds with a circling thumb while running her other hand down Shelby’s stomach and over the soft fur of her landing strip. Shelby’s mound was hot to the touch, and her lips slick to the touch. Cori didn’t need any oil down there. Shelby hissed with excitement when Cori caressed those puffy lips.

“Ahh…you really do have magic hands, honey…”

“I can tell you’re having fun,” Cori replied, dipping her fingers into the woman’s honey pot.

Shelby was soaked, and she squished when Cori parted her entrance. Two slim fingers weren’t enough, and Cori added a third, filling Shelby’s canal when she pushed them in and curved them upward. This was all new ground for her, and she hoped she was getting it right.

Cori had been with girls in the past, but those were frantic fooling-around sessions. She’d never had a woman on her table for pleasure. She’d never had a woman passively lay there while she tried to make them come. Cori didn’t want to simply rely on what got her off. She usually just rubbed her clit and came easily.

“Does that feel good, babe? You can tell me what you like, Shelby.”

“Ahh…that’s perfect, Cori. You’ve done this before.”

Shelby smiled when she said it, her eyes still closed. Her hips began to churn, moving with Cori’s rhythm.

“Not like this, but I’ll do my best.”

“Ahh…that’s more than enough…ahh…like that, honey…”

Cori was proud that she had the sexy woman eating out of her hand. Shelby took control early, teasing Cori, but now the masseuse was fully in command. Shelby squirmed on the table, her movements a wordless plea for Cori to make her climax. Cori focused all her attention on that pussy, using both hands to drive Shelby wild. She slowly fingered the redhead and rubbed light circles around her clit. Shelby began to pant. Cori knew she had the woman close.

Shelby grabbed Cori and pulled her down into a kiss. Cori opened her mouth and allowed the redhead’s tongue to slip right in. It was another liberty she’d never allow a male client.

The kiss was so surprising that Cori stopped everything to make out with the other woman. Shelby’s fingers raked through her hair, blood-red nails scraping along Cori’s scalp, something a man could never do. The sensation gave Cori goosebumps, and she sucked harder on Shelby’s tongue.

Shelby pulled at Cori, who followed and climbed onto the table, lying on top of the redhead. The massage table creaked and swayed in protest, but it had no trouble supporting their combined weight. Cori reveled in the feeling of her small, tight breasts mashed against Shelby’s big, cushy tits. Shelby wrapped her legs around Cori, pulling the slender woman tighter against her. Their bodies moved together. Cori loved feeling Shelby’s soft body all over her.

Cori’s heart pounded, and her pussy was drenched. The idea that Shelby was simply a client slipped away. They were just lovers having fun. She slithered lower on Shelby and sucked one of those puffy nipples. The oil’s artificial vanilla flavor was pleasant enough. Shelby dug her nails into Cori’s scalp and held her there, cramming as much of her tit into her mouth as possible. Cori sucked harder and even scraped her teeth along the bud.

“Ahh…Cori…that’s so good, honey…”

Cori switched and fed at Shelby’s other globe. The redhead went crazy, and Cori turned up the heat. Her hip was pressed into the cleft between Shelby’s thighs, and Cori felt the redhead’s slick excitement as Shelby rubbed herself against her body.

“Love your mouth honey…eat my pussy…ahh…”

Shelby pushed Cori lower. Cori smoothly slid off the end of the table and pulled the redhead down so that her ass was closer to the edge. The masseuse burned to make Shelby come. Cori didn’t like that she was stopped earlier. She had Shelby right there. The redhead’s orgasm became her personal mission. Cori would make her come harder than she ever had before. Shelby pulled her legs back and spread them wide, holding them behind the knees. Cori maintained eye contact as she moved into position.

It had been many years since Cori went down on a woman. Mayde licked her pussy that night with Roger, but didn’t expect her friend to return the favor. Cori wished she had that experience under her belt before diving in with a client. Here goes nothing, she thought.

Shelby was drenched, and Cori slurped when she kissed and liked the woman’s sweet peach. Cori tasted herself sometimes, but it wasn’t the same. Shelby’s tangy flavor was delightful. The masseuse didn’t shove her fingers right in there the way guys did when they went down, but let her hungry mouth do all the work. Her tongue flicked deep into the redhead’s pink with teasing strokes.

“Ahh…ooo…ahh…Cori…”

Cori was encouraged by the reaction and latched onto Shelby’s clit to bring it home. Her tongue flickered madly like a windblown flame, igniting Shelby’s engorged button. The redhead released her legs and grabbed Cori’s head with both hands. She held the masseuse’s face in place, pulling Cori’s hair while she wailed. Shelby’s thighs locked around Cori’s head, trapping her. The redhead lifted off the massage table, fucking her pussy at Cori’s face. The masseuse kept licking and sucking even though she thought she might suffocate.

“Ooo…ahh…ahh…yes…YES!”

Shelby flooded Cori’s face, and the masseuse worked overtime to keep licking and sucking through the woman’s bucking climax. Cori wasn’t sure now if she would suffocate or drown first. She kept her focus tight on Shelby’s throbbing button, and the redhead exploded again with a fresh round of lusty exclamations. Cori stayed down there as long as she could, hoping to eke out one more orgasm for her client, but she needed to breathe. It took force to pull away from the grip of Shelby’s thighs and come up for air.

Cori sucked in a deep breath and smiled down at the quivering woman on her table. Another satisfied customer. She was going to sit back and enjoy her accomplishment when Shelby sprang up from the massage table, reaching for Cori. Shelby grabbed her face with both hands and gave her a frenzied kiss. Cori barely had time to catch her breath, but dove right into the kiss, chasing Shelby’s questing tongue back into her own mouth.

She was on a high from having made the woman come so hard—twice. Shelby’s hands slipped lower and covered Cori’s petite swells, tightly massaging them. She caught and rolled the masseuse’s dark, pointed tips, making them throb in ecstasy. Cori moaned into their kiss and pushed her chest against Shelby’s hands.

Shelby ducked and smothered Cori’s tits with kisses. Cori swayed on her feet, the throbbing from her tits spreading through her entire body. Fingers pushed inside Cori’s thong and found her honeypot slipping inside and filling her. One…two…then three, spreading Cori open. It wasn’t a cock, but it felt amazing. She was soaked, and Shelby took full advantage, steadily pumping her fingers into Cori.

“I love your cute tits, Cori. They’re so perfect. Can’t believe you thought about ruining them. I love your body.”

Cori was rising to her apex and clung to Shelby as she went weak in the knees. The redhead slipped off the table and steered Cori backward, using the fingers in her honeypot to steer the masseuse. Cori’s legs hit the bed, and she fell onto it. Shelby kept coming, and Cori slid back on the mattress. Shelby made her thong disappear. Cori had lost the advantage again, but it didn’t matter. She burned for the other woman. Shelby hovered above her, and Cori reached for her hanging fruit but threw her head back when the redhead flicked her clit.

“Ohh…fuck…yeah…fuck…Shelby…”

Shelby dove lower, fucking Cori with her tongue while tormenting her clit with fingers. Cori’s back arched off the bed, and she grabbed her own breasts, kneading them and pinching their enflamed tips. Her heels dug into the plush bedding, giving her leverage to thrust up at Shelby.

“Fuck! Fuck! Yeah! Ohfuckyeah!”

Cori’s brain was emptied, and sweet release flooded in to fill it. Her body pulsed as one, and Shelby’s ravenous mouth kept her coming. It felt like the redhead would make her come all night, but she lifted her slick face from Cori’s center and gently kissed the masseuse’s thighs and caressed her throbbing sex. The move prolonged Cori’s pleasure when allowing her to slowly come down from her sexual high. Cori just wanted to burrow into the comfy mattress and pass out for the night.

“Mmm, that was so much fun it should be illegal,” Shelby purred, moving alongside Cori. “And I thought a night with those bags of testosterone thumping their chests all night would be awful. You made my night, honey.”

“It was my pleasure. Literally.” Cori snuggled into Shelby’s lush body. “They can’t all be that bad. Charlie seems nice.”

“He’s a good kid, and you made his night, too. He was glowing when he came out of here. I heard him talking you up like crazy. I’m surprised you haven’t been mobbed.”

Cori laughed. “He was specifically into what I have to offer. We were a perfect match.”

“Everyone’s into what you have to offer, honey.”

The women lazily kissed and caressed each other for a while, but all good things must end. Shelby rolled out of bed and took her dress and lingerie into the bathroom. Cori didn’t want to move and stayed in bed until the redhead reemerged, fully dressed. She reluctantly pulled her dress back into place, but couldn’t find where Shelby tossed her thong. Her thigh highs had to be rolled down and discarded as they were ruined by all the friction between them. She would find it after the client left.

“You must give me your number, Cori. I need to book an appointment—maybe weekly.”

“That would be fantastic. I can fit you in somewhere.”

Shelby ran her hands down the masseuse’s body, pausing over her sex. “I’m sure you can, honey.” She found her purse and pulled a sheath of bills from it.

“You don’t have to pay me, Shelby. That didn’t really feel like a treatment. We were just enjoying each other.”

“Nonsense, honey. You’re working and your time is valuable. And you earned every penny. You must take this.” She pressed the bills into Cori’s hand.

Cori saw the redhead to the door and dismissed her with a final kiss. She closed the door and leaned back against it, unable to stop smiling, like a romcom cliché. Did that really just happen? she thought. Cori fanned out the money Shelby had given her and was shocked to find she was holding five hundred dollars. Holy shit! She was definitely in the right line of work. Cori came hard and got paid for it!
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Cori was ready to call it a night after Shelby. The glow from those marvelous orgasms lingered, making her want to just curl up and chill. She couldn’t wait to get home and tell Dylan all about Shelby. He was going to lose his mind. Cori would slowly ride him while she told him all the filthy details. She was satisfied, but she still wanted some dick.

Thinking of teasing her husband with stories of what a good whore she’d been was making her horny all over again. She might just rain all the money down on Dylan while she rode him.

The door was open, but she began to pack her things. Cori heard the party still going on in the living room and hoped no one would object if she slipped out. Handling four clients should be enough. She was stuffing her dirty linens into a bag when Mayde rapped on the door.

“Glad I caught you unoccupied,” Mayde said.

“I haven’t been that busy tonight. Well, maybe I have. I saw four clients. Better than I thought I’d do with you two for competition.”

“I told you that you’d be in demand, Cori. I came by a bit ago, but you sounded very busy.”

“Oh?”

“Sounded like someone was getting murdered in here from all the screaming, except for all the yes yes yeses! I heard.”

“Oh, that. She was a special client.” Cori felt her cheeks redden. It was a relief that she was still capable of blushing after everything she’d done.

“The client wasn’t the only one I heard screaming. Everyone heard you. Some of the guys out there applauded.”

“Are you kidding?”

“I wish I were. I’m jealous. The guys who didn’t come see you must feel like they missed out.”

“Their loss. I think I’m done if that’s okay. You and Lexi can handle anyone who’s left. If anyone is.”

“Everyone’s been seen, but there’s one more special request. Anthony already saw Lexi, but he’d like to see you, too.”

“I’m flattered, but I guess as the master of this domain, he wants to sample all the merchandise. Tell him I’ll be happy to take care of him.”

“He wants us. You and me. I told him how well we work together, and he wants to experience it for himself.”

“I don’t know, Mayde. I wasn’t planning on anything like that tonight. Last time we worked together, things got wild, and my last client left me kind of drained.”

Mayde crossed to her and seductively caressed her cheek. The Latina was beautiful, with perfect, tanned skin and deep brown eyes. Cori knew she was being seduced, but Mayde was so good at it that she found it hard to resist. She should go. Cori had already lost control once that night and shouldn’t push her luck. Mayde knew how to push her buttons, and despite the fun she had with Shelby, Cori was horny again. She’d become insatiable since entering this line of work.

“I think you can rally. Anthony deserves this. I deserve this.”

“What do you have in mind for him?” Cori asked.

“Whatever he wants, girl.”

“I don’t know if I can agree to whatever…”

“You know how I work, Cori. No one does anything they don’t want to do. But Anthony does have high expectations. Let’s go have some fun together.”

Cori knew it was a bad idea, but she nodded.
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The master bedroom was twice the size of the room Cori had been working in on the other side of the penthouse. It was bigger than entire apartments she’d lived in. The bed was a California king, but still looked small in the huge space. It was on a platform with a mahogany headboard that reached the high ceiling, making it the focal point of the room. A wide mirror was set into the headboard above the shelf.

The gas fireplace opposite the bed was ignited, casting a rosy glow into the room, which was mostly lit by dim, recessed lighting. Another set of floor-to-ceiling windows—with inset French doors—led out onto a balcony, where a giant modern tub sat in a corner, allowing one to luxuriate in the bath and look out at the city. Cori would have given anything to slip into that tub and look out on the city lights.

Anthony was already in the master bedroom when Mayde led her into it. He was on the bed, his shirt, tie, and shoes gone. Mayde cleared her throat, and he looked up from his phone. He exuded confidence just sitting there doing nothing. Cori preferred a taller man, but Anthony had a magnetic presence. She reminded herself that this was about the client and not her own pleasure, but that line had become so blurred as to be meaningless that night.

“I was starting to think you ladies were going to stand me up. I was going to go back and hit the party.”

“You’re the boss. How could we stand you up, Ant?” Mayde said.

“Thought you ladies might be tired out after taking care of everyone else.” He fixed his look on Cori. “I heard how much effort you put in with Shelby.”

“I like to make sure my clients are satisfied.”

“Heh. And if you’re satisfied along the way, no harm, no foul. Am I right?”

Cori thought of a lot of clapbacks she would have thrown at someone like Baines, but as Mayde pointed out, Anthony was the client. She plastered on a smile.

“It’s not truly work if you do what you love.”

“Very good.” He pointed at Cori and addressed Mayde. “I like this one. You need to bring her around more often.”

“I’m sure we can arrange whatever you want, Ant.”

“What I want is for you ladies to get ready and get over here.”

Anthony didn’t move toward the massage table in the living room area of the master bedroom, and Cori wondered if they were treating him on the bed. Mayde made it clear what he wanted. She closed the double doors behind them and took Cori’s hand, bringing her closer to the bed. They stopped at the bench by the foot of the bed, and Mayde turned Cori around to unhook the halter of the elf dress and unzip it.

Cori hesitated and held her hands at her breasts to keep her friend from pulling down the dress because she was nude beneath it. Her thong was still somewhere lost in the other bedroom, and her bra had been off since Charlie. The elf dress and her heels were her only attire.

“You’re shy now?” Mayde joked, half-whispering. Anthony still heard it.

Cori had already made the bad decision to agree to this, so she relaxed and let Mayde pull down the dress, revealing her body to Anthony. Cori still cupped her breasts, at least until the dress cleared her hips and she was fully exposed. At least she was turned to the side, and he couldn’t see everything. Mayde turned her to face the man on the bed. Cori felt silly covering her boobs when her smooth, shaved pussy was exposed and dropped her hands. Anthony’s gaze moving across her made Cori’s whole body tingle, as if he were physically touching her. She went from being shy to posing to project confidence.

“Yeah, you’re ready to go, aren’t ya, Cori?” Anthony clapped when her body was exposed. Cori felt both silly and complimented.

“You do me,” Mayde said when Cori just stood there. She turned her back to Cori.

“Right. Sorry.”

Mayde’s dress matched Cori’s but was stretched much tighter over those lush curves. The halter snapped down under the drag of her heavy tits. Cori took a different tack in undressing the Latina and pulled the dress down past those big orbs to present them to Anthony, even though she was sure he’d seen them before. No way Anthony Scaduto wasn’t one of the clients Mayde fucked. It had occurred to Cori that she might be expected to fuck the boss too, but she hoped Mayde would handle those duties. Dylan claimed he was okay if Cori did it, but she still wasn’t sure she was okay with it.

The rest of the dress fought Cori’s efforts to remove it. Cori didn’t know how Mayde breathed in it. Mayde wiggled when Cori pulled on the green velvet, making her tits bounce, and Cori was squatting with her face right in that big, round butt when she finally got the dress to the floor. Mayde still wore a thong and her thigh-highs. Cori felt like she came off as the bigger whore for being essentially nude, but for her heels. She convinced herself that Mayde had just put her underthings back on at some point.

“That’s more like it. Just what I ordered. You two make quite the pair.” Anthony looked like a kid given a new toy—or toys.

Cori thought the pair he referred to had to be Mayde’s tits. They were just so big and round hanging there beside her with their thick, dark nipples. Even Cori couldn’t stop staring at them. Mayde looked like a fertility idol, and Cori felt almost boyish beside her. Cori had her allure, and she had some great tricks, but if she were a guy, she’d pick Mayde between the two of them. They both stood at the foot of the bed while Anthony inspected them. Cori craved his approval and didn’t know how she felt about that. It flew in the face of how she thought she should feel. Strong women did not crave a man’s approval.

“Come on up here, ladies. I’m getting lonely over here.”

Mayde crawled right onto the bed, her tits swaying beneath her, and Cori followed. They came up on either side of Anthony, and he put his arms around both. He palmed Cori’s tight ass and ran his hand up Mayde’s back to play with her long, black hair. Cori was used to clients touching her—many were forward—but Anthony projected true ownership over her body that she hadn’t experienced before. He was like a king with his harem.

Cori fought to keep projecting confidence because she was in over her head. She had no idea what was going to happen. Okay, she knew what was going to happen, but it felt strange to be a part of it. This was all new territory. Cori had never done it without the pretense of a massage treatment.

It was always that she gave a massage, got her tip, and things turned sexy. She gave happy endings to massage treatments—even if those happy endings had become a larger part of the appointment for some of her preferred clients. It had never been a man just paying for her body outright. That was a line Cori never intended to cross, but Mayde was pulling her right over it.

Anthony extended his ownership over Cori’s body by slipping his fingers between her thighs, from behind. She gasped when he massaged her slick folds. Did she have to be so wet? Cori didn’t want to appear so eager. She didn’t want to be so eager, but his possessiveness was intoxicating. Part of the attraction to Baines was that he takes what he wants, and Anthony had that in spades. She caressed his smooth chest—she was sure he waxed—but paused when he explored her slit, riding the pleasure that rippled out from her core.

“This one’s ready to go. Is that all for me, Cori, or did Shelby leave you wanting more?”

“Cori is always ready to go, Ant. That’s why I knew you’d love her,” Mayde answered for her friend.

“Just like you, baby.” Anthony pushed a hand between the Latina’s thighs to prove his point, and she purred for her master.

Time hung for a moment as both girls knelt on either side of Anthony and he played with their pussies. Cori spread wider to give him better access. She couldn’t help herself. Mayde worked her hips like she wanted to urge his fingers deeper.

Anthony looked back and forth between the girls, enjoying that they both seemed entranced by his hands. Cori shifted to sit back on her haunches, which blocked his access. Anthony was not deterred but just reached for her sex from the front. His fingers squished between her lips, and she couldn’t contain her excitement.

“Ahh…” she cried.

Cori took him in her hand to return the favor. Anthony wasn’t the only one with magic hands. The fingers exploring her drenched furrow were distracting, but she was experienced enough to find the focus to squeeze and stroke his cock.

It was a nice one, surprisingly big for a short man. It was thick too, just like its owner. Her thumb traced a throbbing vein along his length as she played with him. Anthony grunted and found her clit. Cori bit her lip but still moaned and trembled.

“I love your hands, baby,” Mayde cooed, joining her friend in teasing their host. She rubbed Anthony’s heavy sac while Cori handled his meat.

“Even when you have to share them?” he asked.

“I’m happy if you’re happy, baby.”

Anthony chuckled. “I think we’re all going to be happy tonight. You girls look hungry. Why don’t you go for it?”

“Come here and help me, girl,” Mayde said, reaching for her friend.

Mayde kissed Cori, who was thrilled to feel her friend’s soft lips. She remembered the Latina was a fantastic kisser. Their tongues fought, and Cori’s arousal was amped knowing Anthony watched them and liked what he saw. His cock jumped in her hand. It felt like they were his sexy puppets, but she would roll with it as long as it felt good. Mayde guided them lower while they made out, before pulling away and directing Cori’s mouth to Anthony’s dripping tip. It was fat, red, and ready for her.

Cori opened wide to get her lips around him. Mayde truly was a terrible influence. Cori always made it a dance with her clients, seducing and teasing, working up their excitement so they knew they were getting something special. She didn’t want them to think sucking dick was something she did for just anyone.

But Mayde had her on Anthony’s cock like it was nothing. Cori’s lips stretched to accommodate his girth, and her tongue switched across his head to collect his dripping excitement. Her cheeks hollowed, and she sucked like she was nursing from him.

“Jesus fuck, she sucks like a Hoover,” Anthony marveled.

“She loves dick, baby. I only bring you the best,” Mayde replied, winking before diving in herself.

Mayde crowded down there and sucked on his shaved balls, getting cheek-to-cheek with Cori. The girls worked like a team, providing their client with maximum pleasure. Mayde loudly slurped as she messily swallowed his balls, while Cori slowly bobbed, taking him deeper with each pass. Anthony lay back with his hands behind his head, watching the beautiful women work on him.

Cori’s mouth was stuffed, and she had only taken half of him. She swore he grew as she was sucking. But she was a determined cocksucker and worked to devour more, relaxing her throat to let him slip into it. Her yoga breathing exercises came in handy in regulating her breathing. Cori didn’t want to choke on that monster.

“Take that thing nice and deep, Cori. You can do it, baby. Swallow that thing whole…yeah…just relax and take it…”

Anthony stroked her hair as he cooed his encouragement, applying subtle pressure to force Cori to swallow more. Drool ran down his shaft, and she made soft gurgling noises as she struggled to go as deep as Anthony wanted. She could have stopped, but Cori was driven to please her client, even if it meant choking on that monster.

Mayde lifted Cori’s mouth from Anthony and met her lips at the head. The girls made out, kissing each other and licking him at the same time. They both sucked on either side of it, their wet lips mashed to his shaft as they worked up and down him. Cori was glad for the chance to breathe, but she was also thrilled because she got to kiss Mayde again, and she knew they were driving Anthony crazy. They moved as one, like they’d shared a thousand dicks before.

“Jesus fuck…you girls are too much…fuck yeah…get that dick…”

Cori stayed down to suck his balls, and Mayde took over cocksucking. It wasn’t something she did often, but Cori swallowed those balls like they were a delicacy. She was pleased that he was smooth down there, and he even smelled good, like he’d washed up for them before they came into the bedroom. Such effort deserved to be rewarded.

She sucked those balls hard and pushed his legs apart so she could get deeper under them, her tongue darting down toward his taint. Cori felt dirty doing it, which made her pussy throb. She felt like she had license to be as slutty as she pleased because she was doing it for money. She could always blame her bad behavior on her job. Cori had to please the client.

Mayde sucked that dick just as hard as Cori had, maybe harder. Cori felt how hard her friend went at it. The Latina smoothly deep-throated the huge thing, impressing Cori. Mayde also pushed Cori deeper, shoving her face right at his taint, and Cori feasted on the musky goodness down there.

The girls took turns on that dick for a while, and Cori was amazed he didn’t come. She suspected he may have popped a little blue pill to make sure he was up for the challenge of two sexy women. But she wanted him to finish. A blowjob felt incomplete to her if the guy didn’t blow his load. It was like she wasn’t good enough.

Cori also wanted him to come so she wouldn’t be faced with the choice of having to fuck him—if it came to that. She went on a tear, taking over the dick and sucking like a woman possessed. Cori would make that bastard come!

Anthony held the back of her head with both hands and thrust up into her mouth, fucking his cock deep into her throat. It was difficult to keep up and she gagged on him, but Cori knew she had him and she sucked as hard as she could.

“Fuck…jesus…fuck…” he grunted.

“Fuck her mouth, baby. Use it to dump your cum. Give it to her! I love watching you fuck Cori’s mouth!” Mayde encouraged.

“Ahh...ahh…ahh…fuck!”

Cori choked hard when he kept his cock jammed in her throat. She tried to pull back, but he had her locked in place. His wad shot into her throat, and she coughed hard. Cori was seeing stars when he finally relented. He shot another wad into her mouth, and the last one on her chin when she pulled back, a sputtering, drooling mess.

Mayde was there to jack his shaft and got one more burst out of him, while Cori had a coughing fit. The Latina covered him with her mouth, taking over the sucking.

“Jesus, you girls don’t stop,” Anthony said, pushing his cock into Mayde’s mouth.
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Cori wiped her mouth on the back of her hand and finally got her breathing back to normal. Her head spun, and not just from the lack of oxygen. She felt used and objectified. Anthony took her mouth, like it existed for his pleasure, and Mayde urged him on in the filthiest way possible. Cori wanted to hate it—part of her did—but her pussy pulsed with need. Anthony taking her mouth was a wild thrill.

“You have a great dick, Ant. Can’t blame us for wanting to play with it,” Mayde said, pulling off his cock and licking her lips.

Anthony laughed. “You don’t have to sell it so hard, baby. We all know this is work.”

“Cori said it best. It’s not work when you love what you do.” She looked at Cori. “Come here, girl.”

Mayde leaned across Anthony’s lap and pulled Cori into a fresh kiss. It wasn’t really fresh. They both had his cum on their lips. Tasting him on her friend reminded Cori of the crazy thing they’d just done, which made her kiss Mayde harder. She groped the Latina’s heaving rounds, pulling her nipples—maybe a touch too hard. Mayde deserved some punishment for letting Anthony use Cori’s mouth like that. The Latina played with Cori’s chest too, rolling her tingling buds.

“Can one of you girls grab the champagne from the table?” Anthony asked.

Mayde hopped off the bed, and Anthony pulled Cori down beside him. His hands freely roamed her body, keeping her lust stoked. His touch on her breasts was gentle, as if he wanted to decipher what she liked best. Rolling her nipples made Cori tremble and moan, and he focused on that. She reached for his shaft, not at all surprised he was still hard. Yup, she thought. Little blue pill.

Cori tilted her head back, and Mayde poured champagne into her mouth. She greedily swallowed—she was so thirsty—but it still ran down her chin and down her chest, where Anthony lapped it up while sucking on her nipples. All the tiny bubbles felt incredible. Mayde poured the amber bubbles directly over Cori’s tits and into Anthony’s mouth. Cori felt like they were in a movie. She took the bottle from her friend and returned the favor, first giving Mayde a drink, and then bathing her breasts in champagne. Anthony switched and devoured Mayde’s chest.

Anthony pulled Cori down to suck on Mayde’s tits with him, which she happily did. Her friend tasted of champagne, and she loved snacking on the full, soft flesh. Mayde held both their heads while they enjoyed her body, cooing encouragement.

He also slipped a hand beneath Cori and pushed his fingers into her again. She was sopping wet and ready for him, working her sheath down onto his fingers. Cori needed something inside her. The plan was to ravage her husband when she got home, but she didn’t know if she could wait that long.

Mayde turned their heads, encouraging them to kiss. Cori hesitated for the first time all night. Kissing was not something she did with clients. Baines was the only man besides Dylan she’d kissed in the last twenty-four years, and that felt weird at first, even though she’d known Baines for years. But Anthony was hungry for her and persisted, and Cori opened her mouth to him.

Anthony teased with his tongue, and she chased it back into his mouth, grabbing his thick hair to keep him from escaping. She worked her hips, wanting his fingers deeper inside her while they kissed. Cori felt possessed. The wrongness of kissing another man—a client—made her heart race.

The others worked together to put Cori on her back on the bed, and she lay between them. She went back and forth, kissing each of them while they played with her. They both had fingers inside her, bringing Cori to the edge and panting for release. They sucked on her breasts together, making Cori see stars. She lost her mind with two lovers focused on her.

It didn’t matter anymore that it was supposed to be work, and the man was paying for her body. Cori didn’t even care if she got paid. She was just down for the experience. They finally let her come when Mayde went low and feasted on her pussy, while Anthony kissed her and teased her tits.

“Ahh fuck…yeah yeah…fuck…” Cori cried. The climax she desperately needed ripped through her body, and she shouted with joy.

“You’re beautiful when you come, baby,” Anthony murmured, between kisses. “I’m gonna make you come so hard.”

Anthony moved between Cori’s legs, and she reached for it when his weapon nudged against her swollen sex. Crossing the line with a client should have been a bigger deal. Cori should have thought about it more, or at least paused to affirmatively think, Yes, I want to do this. But she wanted to be fucked so badly that she didn’t care much who did it and wasn’t about to slow down to consider the ethics of fucking for money. His blunt head opened her, and Cori grabbed his hips to pull him inside her. Her deep moan of satisfaction when he pierced her sounded like it came from someone else.

“Jesus fuck, that’s good. That’s a tight pussy, Cori. Oh fuck, that’s hot. You fucking needed that, didn’t you, baby?” Anthony groaned. He kept it buried inside her while she rippled her taut muscles around him.

“Ahh…yeah…fuck me, Ant. Fuck me hard,” she moaned.

“Yeah? You need that, don’t you?”

“Yeah…I do…” Cori locked her legs around him to urge him to get to it.

“Told you she’d be worth it,” Mayde said. She was right beside them, touching both their bodies.

“Fuck, she is. You’re a fucking diamond in the rough, Cori,” Anthony said.

Cori was going to scream if he didn’t stop talking and get to it. Anthony made her wait, but he was worth it. He pulled her legs from her waist and put them over his big forearms. He pounded his fat dick down into her, and it felt like he was going to split her in two. Cori loved it.

That was the fucking she needed—dirty and powerful. Her moans quickly turned to wailing. Anthony savaged her like a man just released from prison. Cori came explosively, quickly, shamelessly. Anthony just laughed and shifted her legs up over his shoulders. He got the perfect angle and power drove her. Cori clawed at his arms and wailed his name, begging him for more.

“Ant…Ant…Ant…fuck…fuck…ahh fuck me…”

“I’m gonna get every penny’s worth of this pussy, and I’m paying a lot of fucking pennies,” he growled, savagely using her.

“Yeah…yeah…fuck…”

Anthony pulled out, and she wondered if he had come without her realizing it. Cori was out of her mind. She’d already come twice and felt like he could make her come all night. But he was still rock hard and dripping with her juices. He wanted more of her. Anthony pulled her up to kiss him and shifted their bodies while they made out. He went onto his back and pulled Cori on top of him. Her body was vibrating from the hard fucking she’d just experienced, and was shaky, but Mayde was there to help her mount their client.

“I wanna see what you can do, Cori. I want you to fuck me real good,” Anthony said.

His dark eyes shone up at her with malevolent lust, saying, I called the tune, now dance for me, whore. I own you tonight. That look shot to her core like a flaming arrow, igniting her. She found her second wind. Cori would be the best fuck he’d ever paid for.

Cori sank onto him, and he felt even bigger than before. He’d already opened her up with his rough fucking, but she still fit him like a glove when he filled her. Anthony grunted and pushed up with his hips to grind back into her, not content to let her do all the work. Cori rotated her hips and let her muscles do all the work.

Dylan and Baines loved it when she used the trick. Anthony closed his eyes and moaned. She was pleased to see that it impressed her client as well. All those years of doing yoga and strengthening her core paid off to make Cori an incredible fuck—the kind worth paying for. She kept teasing him with her pussy until she saw him become impatient.

“Is that what you’re looking for, Ant? Is this the tight pussy you paid for?” she teased.

“Jesus, Cori. I can’t believe this is your first time with that kind of talent,” he groaned.

“Maybe we conned you.” Cori winked. “What did Mayde tell you to sell me?”

Anthony grabbed her hips to try to bounce her on his dick, but she was strong. She locked her thighs around him and maintained control. Cori braced her hands on his stomach, giving her the balance to find another gear and really torture his meat inside her.

“She, uh, said you’re new to this. Said you’re some suburban mom…”

“And corrupting me was too much temptation to resist?”

“Uh…Jesus…yeah…fuck you’re going to squeeze it off…c’mon and fuck me, Cori.”

“And you think I’m worth it?”

“Worth every…fucking…penny…”

Cori had teased him enough. Besides, she was teasing herself too. She wanted to ride that big cock just as much as he wanted her riding it. Little thrusts came first while she worked up speed. She showed her extreme flexibility by getting her feet under her while keeping him in her pussy. The move could only work with a large man, and he fit the bill. With her feet planted, Cori rode him hard.

It was a pornstar move, balancing on her feet and pounding up and down his meat. The level of difficulty was high, and it was mostly to impress a man since it made her calves burn so badly. She’d only done it a couple of times over the years to blow Dylan’s mind. She’d been holding the move back from Baines, waiting for the right moment, but here she was deploying it on a guy she’d known for less than a day. But then, Anthony was a paying client. He deserved the best she had to offer.

“Oh fuck…oh fuck…Jesus, Cori…you’re fucking wild…”

Anthony was suitably impressed, which meant she could get back to sex they would both enjoy. Cori leaned forward, sliding her feet out from under her. It was a nifty move that could have gone horribly wrong, but she handled it well. She planted her hands on either side of his head and worked her hips, bouncing them on him. She worked into a hot rhythm, and the sweet friction spread pleasure through her like wildfire. Anthony tried to kiss her, and she turned her head. Cori was back in charge, and that meant she was going to be a proper whore—no kissing. Instead, she locked her eyes on his.

“Ahh…your dick is so big, Ant. I’ve never been so filled. It’s sooo good inside me. I want to feel it come. Don’t hold back on me, give it to me,” Cori moaned. It was only a half-performance. His huge cock did feel incredible, and she was close to coming again. Anthony grabbed her firm ass and forced her to go faster and faster, grunting her name. Cori knew she had him. He was going to come for her.

Mayde had been on the sidelines the entire time, watching them. Cori was so focused on Anthony that she’d almost forgotten her friend. But Mayde chose that moment to get involved again. Anthony had her ass pried apart and the Latina pressed her finger right into Cori’s rosebud. The finger was slick with something and popped right past the tight knot.

“Fuck!” Cori shrieked, freezing in place when the finger pressed all the way inside her.

Anthony took over when Cori stopped. He held her by the waist and drove his cock up into her. The finger in her ass burned, but that twined with the pleasure to blow her mind. Mayde fingered her ass, and when it relaxed, she added a second finger.

Cori was filled to bursting. She thought Anthony’s cock alone had her stretched, but it felt like the two of them were going to tear her apart. But Cori’s need spiraled higher and higher. She’d never had much interest in ass play because she just thought it would hurt, and Dylan never pushed it. Cori realized she’d been missing out.

“Now you’re getting it, aren’t you? You like all your holes filled?” Anthony growled. He obviously liked having both her holes filled.

“Ahh…feels…sooo…good…”

“Eat her ass, Mayde baby. Give her a real thrill,” he commanded.

Cori thought that was insane, but the fingers left her ass, only to be replaced by Mayde’s tongue. The Latina pressed her face to her friend’s ass and got her tongue right up there. The fingers burned, but the slick, probing tongue was sublime. It did feel weird, making Cori squirm, but she was locked in place by Anthony’s hands and cock. When she let go and enjoyed it, Cori swore it sent tingles straight through to her pussy.

“Here we go…here we go…love you fucking girls…”

Anthony was back to driving his cock up into her, but Cori matched him stroke for stroke, pounding her pussy down on him. Mayde was impressive. Somehow, she held on and ate Cori’s ass the entire time. Cori threw her head back and wailed, her orgasm shredding her brain. Her whole body sizzled.

“Here it comes, baby…”

Cori knew exactly what he meant and found the presence of mind to slide forward, pulling off him just in time. Behind her, Mayde grabbed his slick cock and pumped it. Anthony grunted and deposited a thick load all over Cori’s sweet ass. When he finished, his spent meat flopped between her thighs. Cori lay on top of him, catching her breath, and dreading when she would have to move. She didn’t want to cuddle with the client, but she was exhausted.
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Anthony rolled Cori off of him and crawled out of bed to take a shower. She stayed on her back and enjoyed the little tremors that still rocked through her body. Cori loved that freshly fucked feeling. In a perfect world, she could just roll over and blissfully go to sleep after great, exhausting sex, but that didn’t happen enough anymore. She could not stay there, and even when she saw Baines, Cori had to get dressed and slink home.

Mayde didn’t bother to dress yet, but did meet Anthony when he came out of the master bathroom. They spoke, but Cori couldn’t hear their conversation. She didn’t much care what they said. She was done for the evening.

Anthony dressed and told the girls they could stay in the room as long as they needed to. The whole night was paid for. Mayde followed him to the doors and closed them behind him. She was so excited, she was bouncing.

“We made so much money tonight!” Mayde announced.

“You set me up.”

“But we made so much money! Wait until you see, girl.”

“Right, that’s awesome, but you set me up. You sold me to Anthony, didn’t you?”

Mayde smiled. “He wanted you, especially when he found out that you didn’t normally do sex, and I told him something could be arranged.”

“It’s not that I don’t normally do it, Mayde. I’ve never done it. Fucking for money isn’t something I do.”

“Until you did. Tonight.”

“That’s not the point, and you know it.” Cori sat up in bed. It felt silly to have the argument when they were both naked, but she was too heated to stop. “You didn’t even ask me first.”

“I was afraid you would chicken out.”

“And if I really didn’t want to? Did you have a plan for that?”

“If you weren’t into it, we would have stopped. It’s that simple, Cori. Did we make you do anything?”

Cori wanted to argue that, but instead replied, “That’s not the point. You should have asked me. Why not Lexi? She’s young and hot.”

“She doesn’t have what you have. Ant wanted the thing you could only give once, and he was willing to pay a lot for it.”

“I wasn’t a virgin, Mayde.”

Mayde laughed. “He paid like you were.” She walked over to the table and opened the drawer, where she extracted a stack of money. Mayde walked over and showered Cori with hundred-dollar bills.

“Holy shit! Are you serious?” Cori gathered the money.

It was twelve hundred dollars. She couldn’t believe someone paid that much money to have sex with her. Cori had always been the tomboy. The plain girl. Guys wanted her, but she always thought a lot of that was because she seemed cool and getable. It seemed inconceivable that a man would pay over a thousand dollars to have sex with her. “He gave us twelve hundred bucks?”

“That’s all for you. I already took out my cut.”

Cori was stunned. It was hard to stay angry when she held that kind of money. Her family was going to have the best Christmas ever! Jack might get that gaming laptop he’d been asking for. And it was all for something she enjoyed anyway. Really enjoyed.

Cori always thought fucking a client—if she did it—would probably be lackluster. She loved sex, but she didn’t expect much from a transaction. But Anthony fucked her silly. He was so good she would have fucked him for free. She tried to glare at Mayde but just couldn’t hold onto her anger. She should. Mayde deserved it. The Latina acted as her pimp tonight.

“Who’s your girl?” Mayde said, jumping on the bed with her.

“I’m still mad. It all worked out, but it wasn’t cool.”

“Stop playing, Cori. You loved every goddam second of that. He made you come like a maniac.”

Cori allowed a smile. She couldn’t even pretend to be angry anymore. She still had feelings and knew she couldn’t trust Mayde, but great sex and money made it all better. She let Mayde hug her, and they both laughed.

“I can’t believe you got me twelve hundred bucks!”

“Told you that pussy is valuable, girl. Now maybe you start putting it to use earning.”

“Let’s not get crazy, Mayde.”

“You’re so funny, girl. You draw these lines and hold yourself back, but you’re just as much of a ho as I am. You love to fuck, and you love money. Nothing wrong with combining the two.”

“You don’t have to explain yourself to a husband.”

Mayde laughed. “We both know he’s going to love this even more than you did. That boy is going to lose his shit when you tell him how some guy fucked the shit out of you.”

“We’ll see,” Cori said. Would Dylan regret telling her to go for it? She would know soon enough. “Hope I can use your couch if he throws me out.”

“Girl, I know boys like him. He’s going to want you more than ever. Now let’s get cleaned up and get the hell out of here.”
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Dylan waited for Cori in their bedroom. The kids had gone to bed, and the house was quiet, and he knew he would hear it when she came home. It would be better if their reunion was in the privacy of their bedroom. He’d already jerked off once, but he was still rock hard. Dylan had been hard ever since that last text exchange with his wife.

The last thing she texted him was, "We’ll see." I’ll let you know. Cori never let him know. He hadn’t heard from her since then, and it had been hours. Dylan spent those hours obsessing over what his wife could be doing with the men at the party. It was unrealistic, but he envisioned her completely losing control and giving it up to every guy at the party willing to pay. Dylan imagined a line of guys waiting outside the door to her room—or maybe they were all gathered around, cheering. It was that last thought that forced him to masturbate. He hated that his darkest fantasies about his wife made his balls ache the most.

Cori had a wild streak when she was younger, and deep down, he’d always been obsessed with it because he’d never witnessed that version of her. The woman he knew was smart, cool, and funny. Her energy always drew attention from the people around her, but she wasn’t the type to openly seek that attention, which only made the attention she received from men hotter. He realized now that it was inevitable that Baines’ jokes about Cori giving happy endings to clients—before she was actually doing it—would take root in his psyche. Dylan didn’t know what it said about him as a man, but he loved the thought of his wife letting her inner slut run wild.

Telling Cori she should fuck a client by text was crazy. The subject warranted a serious, in-person conversation, but Dylan couldn’t help himself, given his proclivities. She told him about the younger man who wanted her, and it made Dylan just as hot as it did Cori. He loved knowing some young buck lusted after his sexy wife. None of his friends’ wives could hold a candle to Cori’s hotness. This kid wants to fulfill his MILF fantasy with her just confirmed it. His brain short-circuited, and Dylan told her to do it. He’d spent the last several hours wondering how terrible a decision that was.

The sound of the front door snapped Dylan out of his obsessing. Cori was home. He resisted the urge to rush downstairs and meet her. Staying in the bedroom was torture. She took her time coming up, maybe ten minutes, but it felt like ten hours to Dylan. He took a deep breath and tried to appear casual when she opened the bedroom door.

“You’re still up,” she said, not sounding at all surprised.

“It’s not that late.” It wasn’t—just half past midnight.

“Just staying up reading?”

“Yeah, you know, thought it would make me sleepy.”

Cori laughed. “Your book is upside down.”

“That must be why it doesn’t make any sense.”

“But you’re not up because you need to know what I did tonight?”

“You were working.” It took everything he had to make it sound routine.

“That’s one word for it.” Her lips quirked into that crooked, mischievous smile he loved. “I worked hard tonight, babe. I’m all worn out. You don’t mind if I just go right to sleep, do you?”

Dylan stared at her, needing a moment to realize she wasn’t serious. He was too busy evaluating her appearance for signs of what she’d done that night. The bumps of her nipples made it obvious her bra was gone, and the thigh highs she’d left wearing were missing too. Cori was barefoot, but she’d probably left her heels downstairs. Her face was scrubbed clean of makeup, and her chocolate brown hair was mussed as if she’d just run a quick brush through it to be presentable. Cori’s complexion was ruddy like she’d had a rough night. She looked for all the world like she’d spent the night on her back. But Dylan didn’t know. He couldn’t quite believe she’d actually done it.

Cori laughed when he kept staring. Something was different. She wasn’t a shy woman, but she radiated a confidence he’d never seen in her before. Cori did look tired, but she was glowing, energized. He’d never seen his unassuming wife look so proud of herself. Dylan still didn’t know for sure that she’d done it, but somehow he knew.

“I think you have some questions,” she said, still smiling.

“What’s so funny?”

“You. I can see the gears turning in your head. What do you think I did with my clients?”

“I know you jerked off some guys.”

“Three. I’ve never handled three men in one day. I think I might get carpal tunnel.”

“But that wasn’t all.”

“No. I had a couple of other clients. One of them was our host, Anthony.”

“What did you do, Cor?”

“Let’s see if you can guess. I’ll give you some clues.”

Cori stripped off the elf dress and dropped it on the floor. Dylan wondered how many times that had happened that night. She was nude beneath it. Cori had the creamy, fair skin of a true Irish girl, which made the red marks on her body jump out at her husband.

Dylan noted blemishes on her hips and thighs, her beautiful breasts. His wife had been on the receiving end of some rough handling. He bet she loved it. Her sex looked well-used, puffy, and red.

“What do you think?” she asked, walking toward the bed.

“You look like you had a lot of fun tonight.”

“But what kind of fun? Can you tell just by looking at me? Take off your pants.”

Dylan shed his pajama pants and t-shirt. Cori turned her back to him and took something from her purse. The bed creaked when she stepped up onto it. Cori used her incredible balance to walk up the bed and stand over him, her feet on either side of him.

She held her hands high and rained money down on him. Dylan saw hundreds everywhere, along with several twenties. Damn, he thought. How many guys did she take on tonight?

Cori kept standing over him, and he looked up at her. The marks on her body were even more vivid up close. She sank to sit on his legs and grasped his cock. Her grasp on his tool made him moan as his gut tightened. He was relieved she didn’t stroke it because he might have come in her hand right then.

Dylan traced the marks with his fingers. Cori hissed when he touched her swollen nipples. He wasn’t surprised they were sore. The red buds looked like they’d seen a lot of action. He swept down her toned stomach but hesitated to touch her between the legs. His heart pounded thinking that she’d had another man’s cock there—at least one—hours earlier.

He knew what her used pussy felt like. Baines had fucked her enough at that point, but Dylan felt differently about it tonight. Whoever fucked her had paid for the privilege. Cori took his hand and pressed it to her lips and sucked on his fingers, which didn’t help him keep his orgasm at bay.

“This is the second time I’ve had your dick in my hand tonight.”

“It’s only one of many.” He tried to chuckle, but it came out as a groan when she squeezed him.

“One of several, anyway. How many do you think were in my mouth?”

Cori sucked on his fingers, hollow-cheeked, pulling them deep and licking them. Dylan watched her, and it was too easy to imagine his wife with some paying customer’s cock in her mouth. Did she look so hungry for it when she sucked her clients?

“Uhn…five…”

“You really do think I’m a slut! It was only one. Well, one dick and one pussy.”

Dylan’s eyes popped out of his head. His mouth formed the word what, but no sound came out of his mouth. Cori smiled and enjoyed the moment. He hated that she was taunting him, but he loved it too.

“There were ladies at the party, too, and one of them requested my services. You know I don’t discriminate.”

“I know you liked girls before.” His voice was husky. Cori slowly pumped him.

“I never stopped liking girls, babe. I’ve just been a good married woman, and I wasn’t going to cheat on you.”

“You could have…” His words were cut off when she squeezed his dick tighter.

“Could have brought one home. I know. And I told you I don’t like to share.”

Dylan wanted to tell her how ridiculous that sounded, given where their marriage had gone over the last couple of months, but it was a dangerous argument to make when she held his manhood.

“You ate her pussy?”

“I did everything to her, babe. And she made me come so hard, too. It was so hot. You would have loved to see it.”

“Uhn…god…”

“No, babe, don’t come yet. You don’t know everything.”

“Fuck, Cor. Just tell me,” he whined.

Cori had to pinch his base hard to keep him from coming, and it hurt. She’d gotten too good at edging him over the past few months. It had never been part of their sex play before she started her side gig, but now it was routine when Cori told him about her appointments. His masculine side wanted to throw her down and give her a punishing fuck, but he loved how she toyed with him. Dylan always came so hard when she edged him.

“Shelby wants to see me again. I bet she’ll become a regular.”

“So hot, Cor…”

“Ask me.”

“What?”

“Ask me what you really want to know.”

“Did you? Did you do it?”

“Do what?”

Cori straddled Dylan and took him right up inside her. Her core was molten hot and drenched. Dylan thought he could feel another man’s come inside her. He’d become intimately familiar with what her pussy felt like after another man.

Dylan rarely lasted more than a couple of minutes inside his wife when Baines was done with her. He hated that Cori and his best friend had that bond—especially when he wasn’t around—but he loved it when she came home to him used. Cori moved on him like she was stirring his cock inside her.

“Do I feel different, babe?”

“You’ve been fucking Baines.”

“But Anthony was so much thicker. God, babe, he stretched me out. And he pounded the fuck out of me. He wanted to get his money’s worth from my pussy.”

“Uhn…fuck…Cor…damn it…”

“He made sure I earned my money.” Cori began riding him, slowly rocking on his cock. “He had me every way he could. Ahh…he pinned me to the bed and fucked me until I screamed.

“Cori…you whore…”

Cori stared down at him and rode him harder. She was as into it as he was. Dylan was sure it wasn’t him she saw, but the man who used her earlier.

“Yeah…I’m a whore…you love having a whore wife…”

“Uhn…I fucking do, Cor…you’re so fucking hot…”

“And then he made me ride him just like this. He said he paid me to fuck him, so I had to do the fucking.”

“You blew his damn mind, Cor…”

“He couldn’t get enough of me, babe, but he lasted so long because he already came down my throat.”

“Fuck…”

“He was the one paying, but I came so many times.”

“Did he come inside you?”

“Yeah…I was riding him…and Mayde ate my ass…and I came so hard that it made him come too…”

Dylan’s orgasm was spontaneous. His cock exploded, and he flooded her pussy with his load. He came so hard he thought he was going to blast her right off of him. Mayde ate her ass? What the fuck? He stared up at Cori, riding him hard, and could see it.

He saw his wife bouncing on some rich guy’s cock while this hot Latina chick licked her ass, and everybody coming. This was the slut he always knew Cori could be. It was what he’d always wanted, even if it scared the hell out of him. He wondered if she had any limits.

Cori cried out and tightened around him. He was pleased that she was able to squeeze out an orgasm, even as his cock deflated inside her. She didn’t always get to come when she came home to tell him her stories. Dylan got too excited and came too quickly. He suspected that was why she chose to go see Baines for her satisfaction sometimes. She leaned down and kissed him hard. She tasted strongly of mouthwash, a reminder that she’d been choking on another dick earlier. Dylan twitched inside her.

Dylan held her close when she slid off him. Both their hearts still pounded as they intertwined limbs and clung to each other. The coming was great, but their cuddling was the best part. When Cori pressed her warm body to his, Dylan knew she still belonged to him, even if she rented herself out for a few hours.

He was her home, and always would be. Cori told him all the time that the only reason she could do it was that she knew Dylan had her back. She would never have gone down that road if they weren’t so solid.

“I know this was a big step, babe. Are you okay with it?”

“I told you to go for it.”

“And I know that was probably your dick talking. If you have second thoughts, you can tell me.”

“Do I feel weird that my wife fucked a man for money? Yeah, I’m only human. I need to process that. But honestly, is it so much worse than blowing guys for money? I bet a lot of people would say no.”

“I don’t care what a lot of people think. I care what you think, Dylan. You’re my husband.”

“I think it’s hot as fuck, Cor. Honestly. Yeah, I feel weird about it, but I think maybe that’s just because I think I should. I don’t know. Besides, it’s not like you haven’t been fucking someone else anyway.”

“But he doesn’t pay me.”

“Maybe he should start.”

Cori laughed. “He probably would if I asked, but it isn’t about money. I don’t want it to be.”

The knife twisted in his gut ever so slightly. He felt too good at that moment to let it get under his skin the way it did when he obsessed on Cori and Baines, but what she said was the core of his problem with their arrangement. Cori wasn’t fucking Baines for money. She did it because she wanted to, and that stirred jealousy in Dylan that his wife selling her pussy did not.

“It is what it is,” he dismissively replied.

“Dylan…”

“I love you, Cori. I love you and you were incredible tonight. I mean, fuck, that’s a lot of money. You must have worked damn hard.”

“I did work hard, especially with Anthony.” She paused to let that sink in, and he was glad she did. “But I swear it wasn’t as many guys as you probably think. Three handjobs, Shelby, and then Anthony. But these were all guys with money, so they were very generous. I can’t believe I made so much money.”

“Maybe I can finally get that motorcycle.”

“Haha. When you get on your back.”

Dylan kissed his wife. “That’s fair.”

“Don’t worry, babe. I’ll get you something nice.”

“You’ve already given me something incredible, Cor.”

“Aww.”

“So, is this a thing you do now?”

“I don’t know. I haven’t even thought about it. I have a couple of guys I know would love to, but I don’t know if it’s something I want to do with clients all the time. Maybe it’s just something I should reserve for special gigs.”

“That’s probably wise. But think about what you want, Cor.”

Dylan knew she believed it when she said it, but he knew his wife. The seal had been broken, and Cori wouldn’t be able to resist. Why did he love that his wife was kind of a slut? He chose not to analyze it, but to appreciate it instead.

“If you’re going to start doing it, I only ask that you make them use condoms.”

“Yeah, I know I should have made Anthony wear one. I just got carried away in the moment and didn’t even think of it. I didn’t go in there with a plan to fuck him. I’m sorry.”

It was sweet that she apologized, but Dylan didn’t need that. He wasn’t angry about it. The thought of a man paying for her pussy and filling it with cum made his cock begin rising again. He truly loved his wife being used. But she had to be safe.

“You don’t have to be sorry, Cor. I love that you get carried away. That’s what makes this so hot for me. But just for safety’s sake, if you’re going to do this again…”

“I know. I will. If I do it again, and that’s still an if, I will have a plan.”

“Good. That’s smart.”

“Okay, I am going to sleep. I really am exhausted.”

“Sure, Cor. Sleep in tomorrow, you earned it.”

“This is why I love you so much, babe. You make me feel so appreciated.”

“Always, Cori.”

Dylan reached over and turned off the light.
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The open road promised freedom. It delivered danger.

Tom and Megan Henderson walked away from everything—the careers, the mortgage, the grind—and never looked back. Now they're living on their own terms, chasing sunsets and racking up online followers from Coast to Coast. Life is good. Life is free.

Then they met the Lupinos.

One campfire. One reckless night. What felt like a once-in-a-lifetime adventure becomes an obsession. Somehow, Bobby and Alicia keep showing up. Same campgrounds. Same rest stops. Always smiling. Always waiting. Tom wants out. Megan loves the danger. And the Lupinos? They aren’t letting go without a fight.

What began as a thrilling escape is closing in fast. There's nowhere to run when someone knows every road you travel. No one to call when the threat is a campfire away. And no way to know how far two strangers will go to keep what they've decided belongs to them.

The Hendersons are about to find out that the most dangerous place in America isn't always a dark alley or a bad neighborhood.

Sometimes, it’s a peaceful campground after dark.

They thought that night was a detour. It became a dead end.

ORDER YOUR COPY TODAY
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She walked away from the life. Now the life needs her back.

Madison Sinclair was one of the CIA's best. Then she chose love over the field, traded covert ops for carpool lanes, and spent sixteen years behind a desk in Langley. She told herself she didn't miss it.

She was wrong.

When Deputy Director Bristow summons her, Madison is pulled back into a world she thought she'd left behind. A Russian hacker collective called Glacier Flame has built Null:Echo, a quantum cipher key capable of cracking any system on earth, instantly and without a trace. The buyer? Kharabat, one of the world's most dangerous state sponsors of terror. The CIA has one shot to stop the deal, and it needs Madison to take it. The target, Prince Zaydan, has a very specific weakness: older, married women. Madison fits the profile perfectly. Operation Scarlet Phantom is born.

So she's handed a new identity, a new "husband," and a mission that will push every limit she has.

Her husband? Damien Kane — her former partner, former lover, and the man she walked away from sixteen years ago when she chose Charles. Their last mission together nearly killed them both. This one might finish the job.

As David and Michelle Richardson, Madison and Kane infiltrate Nox Venari, an elite, international sex club where the Null:Echo deal is set to go down. Madison must seduce the prince, neutralize the threat, and keep her marriage—and her sanity—intact.

Undercover Wife is the bestselling erotic thriller series from Kirsten McCurran, The Queen of Sexy Suburban Secrets.

PRE-ORDER YOUR COPY NOW!
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From the mind of one of hotwife erotica’s most loved writers comes this bestselling collection of 5 sultry stories featuring sexy suburban couples exploring their sexuality with their friends and neighbors. These very good wives behaving very badly could be the woman you see at the grocery store or the president of your local PTA. Kirsten McCurran specializes in pulling back the curtain on everyday couples’ most forbidden desires.

ORDER NOW!
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Once, she was everyone’s fantasy. This Christmas, she’s about to become her own.

At forty-eight, Claire Weston is a small-town celebrity. Every December she takes the stage as the leading lady in Merry Hollow’s annual Christmas play—a beloved local tradition that lets her dust off the spotlight she once knew so well. Decades ago, she played the sultry Raven Chandler on the hit soap The Edge of Desire. Now she teaches elementary school, tends to her marriage, and saves her acting for the holidays.

But this year’s production feels different. Her new co-star, Ethan Blake, is twenty years younger, dangerously charming, and very aware of who she used to be. Their chemistry is instant—and impossible to ignore. Every rehearsal runs a little hotter, every “stage kiss” lingers a little too long, until the line between acting and wanting begins to blur.

Her husband Daniel has always loved watching her shine, but seeing other men drawn to her stirs something unexpected—something thrilling, possessive, and just a little forbidden. And as the snow falls and the curtain rises, Claire finds herself at the center of a passion she never expected to feel again.

Claire Unwrapped is a steamy, emotional holiday romance about marriage, trust, and the intoxicating power of being desired—on stage, and off.

ORDER YOUR COPY NOW!
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When Jeremy Sampson lands his dream job, it seems like a golden opportunity for his family. His wife, April, reluctantly gives up a life she loves for the shiny promise of a new adventure.

The Sampsons’ luxurious new house on Milford Court is a dream home, but as they settle in, April can't shake the feeling that something is off about their glamorous new neighbors.

Sultry secrets lurk everywhere. April discovers the wives of Milford Court share a very special bond, one they’re eager to share with her. As she delves deeper into the secrets of the gated community, April uncovers a world of forbidden temptations and dark desires.

Can April and Jeremy resist forbidden games played by the couples of Milford Court? Will Jeremy's dream job become a nightmare when he learns the real reason behind his good fortune? Get ready for a thrilling journey into the exclusive world of Milford Court, where nothing is as it seems.

The New Wife on Milford Court is the latest adventure from bestselling author Kirsten McCurran, The Queen of Suburban Secrets!

BUY THE SERIES NOW!
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From the mind of one of hotwife erotica’s most loved writers comes this bestselling collection of 5 sultry stories featuring sexy suburban couples exploring their sexuality with their friends and neighbors. These very good wives behaving very badly could be the woman you see at the grocery store or the president of your local PTA. Kirsten McCurran specializes in pulling back the curtain on everyday couples’ most forbidden desires.

ORDER NOW!


about the author


“Kirsten McCurran” is the pen name of a wife and husband team exploring the sexy secrets of middle-class, suburban couples. This couple has their own dirty little secret: they have lots of fantasies about what all their friends and neighbors are up to behind closed doors, and they turn those sexy fantasies into the stories they love to share with the world. The Mrs. could be the sweet mom you see in the stands at the soccer game or the pretty woman at the supermarket you wonder about as she's squeezing the melons. The Mr. could be your kid’s little league coach.

Most of their stories are about married women looking to bust out and explore their wild side, often with the encouragement of their husbands—and sometimes without it. The strength of the couple behind Kirsten McCurran is that husband and wife writing together can uniquely capture the feelings of both partners in their couples as they explore their most forbidden desires. The Mrs. is all about exploring stories of daring women of a certain age exploring their sexuality, and the Mr. captures the feelings of the men who love them.

Kirsten McCurran has written over 60 books, which can be found at major booksellers. You can reach Ms. McCurran by email at kmccurran@gmail.com.

If you’d like other ways to support Kirsten McCurran’s writing, visit her website for links, books.kirstenmccurran.com.
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