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      This is the third book in the “Never Too Late to Play” series. It can be read as a standalone, but you’ll get more out of it if you’ve followed Julianna and Stephen’s journey from the beginning.

      And if you do start with this one and enjoy it, go back and check out the others. You’ll see their journey into the hotwife lifestyle.

      There are many more stories to be told about this couple. If you enjoyed it, please leave a review or send me some feedback. I read everyone’s emails and reviews, and many of the best ideas come from fans. So thanks and enjoy!
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      Stephen’s flight touched down at DCA late Friday evening. It was still May—and the sun had set—yet even still the humidity hit him like stepping into soup as he entered the gangway. Turning his phone on, he was happy to see a text from Julianna waiting for him.

      [Julianna]: Hope you didn’t hit any other delays.

      [Julianna]: Getting ready for drinks. Wish you were here to “help out.”

      This was followed by an image of Julianna wearing a black halter dress with a subtle floral pattern on it. Stephen loved how the dress showed off her toned shoulders and arms, and knew that her date that night—Gavin—would love how much cleavage it offered.

      Julianna was in Washington, DC for some professional development, attending a conference for occupational therapists looking for some CEs. The conference had ended earlier that day, and the plan had been for Stephen to fly in earlier, help her get ready for drinks with another man, and then discretely watch her flirt with him at the bar. It was a first for them. While Julianna had slept with two others already—Anthony first, and then Nick just six weeks prior—Stephen had never been there to watch. He’d always been at a distance, literally hundreds of miles away both times. He was beyond excited to witness it live.

      [Stephen]: Finally landed! Grabbing a cab and will meet you out. Don’t wait for me, I’ll see you at the bar.

      [Julianna]: You sure? I can always cancel.

      [Stephen]: I’m sure. And don’t do that. Maybe this is better. He really won’t know we’re together.

      [Julianna]: Okay. See you there. And I love you!

      [Stephen]: Love you, too.

      As bummed as Stephen was to miss even a part of this date, she had two others lined up for this epic trip to the nation’s capital.

      After Julianna’s return from Boise, they’d started looking into their next adventure. Neither of them wanted to play too close to their home town, as there was too much potential for risk, but Boise had been a huge success. The DC trip seemed like the perfect opportunity for some fun, so they’d set the “looking for” location for the district during the convention’s run of dates, and had immediately gotten a deluge of messages—way more than the experience with Idaho.

      Most were crass and had Stephen shaking his head—or laughing out loud.

      [RandomGuy94]: "If your husband's cool with it, I got a hotel room and a fistful of Viagra. You bring the heels."

      [BigDCBulge]: "You into DVP? I got a buddy who’s down too. Let’s break in that wedding ring."

      [WantsItRough]: "You ever been tied up in a hotel bed while your husband films? No? Let’s fix that."

      [BlueCheckBrad]: "You’re hot. I’ll fuck you better than your man does. Tell him to take notes."

      There were a few that passed through Stephen’s initial filtering and made it to “Ana,” who was even more discriminating than he was. Most were too old or too young, or she didn’t like the “tone” of their initial message, or she just wasn’t in the mood that day. Despite all the hotwife fun, Julianna was still just a normal professional with a career that kept her busy and satisfied, and a social life beyond dating other men.

      But some did pass muster. Three new guys, in fact, all made it to the “I’ll meet you in person” phase of vetting.

      Gavin was tonight’s date. He was about their age, good looking but not the way a few of the other prospects had been. From the back-and-forth that they’d had, Stephen and Julianna had figured out that he was pretty wealthy, traveled a lot for work—pluses for Julianna because it meant he was flexible should things develop further.

      As fun as Gavin was, it was her date tomorrow night—an actual dinner out—that had Stephen the most excited. Zane had captivated Julianna in a way that Stephen didn’t think she cared about. He still couldn’t get that photo out of his head…

      But that was tomorrow. Tonight, there was Gavin.
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        * * *

      

      Stephen made it to the hotel, retrieve a key card from the front desk, and went up to their room. Julianna wasn’t there, but the whirlwind of her preparations were everywhere. She had a couple outfits laid out, along with a champagne colored thong and bra. In the bathroom, her makeup kit was open. Stephen pictured her leaning close to the mirror as she applied mascara and blush. She often did this in nothing but her lingerie, not wanting to get makeup on her dress. What had she selected for tonight?

      There was also a box of condoms beside the soap dish with a note taped to it. Stephen’s heart pulsed as he noticed that it was open. He picked the note off the box, recognizing his wife’s precise handwriting, and chuckled.

      “How thoughtful of you to sneak this box into my bag. I hadn’t intended to need this kind of protection this trip, but a girl never can be too prepared.

      xoxo

      Ana”

      Stephen blushed. He hadn’t told her that he’d bought them or packed them, but thought it was a fun little surprise. That she’d taken one along while meeting Gavin was pretty sexy.

      After a quick pee—always difficult  with an erection—and some water splashed on his face, he was out the door again, feeling lighter now that he didn’t have his bags, and ready to find his wife.

      Not that any of this was actually light. Even after all the months and all the lines that they’d crossed, it was hard to describe the feeling that Stephen had as he went to watch his wife out on a date with another man. This wasn’t an experience he’d have on a delay, or through texts, or even through a shared FaceTime. He’d actually see her with someone else with his own two eyes.

      “You visiting?” The Uber driver tried to make conversation.

      “Hm?”

      “First time in DC?”

      “Oh, um, no. I’ve been here before.”

      “So Hotel Washington. Going to meet someone for a drink at the VUE?”

      “Uh, yeah. Something like that.” Stephen realized how weird it was to answer that way. “A friend.”

      “Ah, I see,” the driver said knowingly, although there was no chance this guy actually knew. “Well, I once took a date there. Ordered her a glass of champagne.” He paused for dramatic effect. “Fifty bucks, man. To open the bottle and pour.” He shook his head. “Watch yourself and I hope she’s worth it.”

      That made Stephen smile. “She’s definitely worth it.”

      His stomach squirmed as he rode the elevator up, and didn’t settle at all when the doors slid open. The buildings in DC weren’t tall, but the view from up here was still stunning. The sun had set, and in the distance the Washington Monument stood erect and lit up. Stephen snickered at that.

      “Do you have a reservation, sir?”

      “No, just going to the bar.”

      “Of course.” The host directed him towards the bar area, which was already packed and bustling.

      “Thank you.”

      Stephen scanned the crowd as he made his way in, but didn’t see Julianna or her date. For a moment, he thought that he’d gotten the venue wrong, but no, this was definitely it. He’d Googled the place extensively when he’d learned that Gavin had made a reservation here.

      A cool, autumn breeze swept in from the Potomac. Tables lined the balcony between the bar and the glittering city below, and there at the edge he saw Julianna at last.

      Her back was to Stephen, but he’d recognize her anywhere—the dark hair, the way she held herself, upright and elegant, the way her shoulders shook when she laughed.

      She was laughing. Another man was making her laugh. It struck Stephen in a deep and visceral way.

      Stephen settled in at the bar, making sure to scan the prices of the drinks—they were all incredibly overpriced—before ordering an IPA.

      [Stephen]: I’m here.

      He watched her glance at her Apple Watch quickly, but there was barely a break in their conversation. She was talking now, and Gavin was listening intently.

      Stephen studied the man—although he tried to do his best not to stare too openly. Gavin was better looking in person. Leading up to this… date—still a rush to think of it like that—Stephen had actually taken some comfort in this guy, about his age at 60, being just an average looking guy.

      But seeing him here, in that suit, in this crowd, there was a charisma to him, and while Julianna wasn’t totally eating it up, he could tell that she was intrigued.

      What were they talking about?
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        * * *

      

      “Right, but how does that make you feel?” Gavin probed.

      “I’d say my feelings have evolved.”

      Julianna swirled her glass of wine as she considered the question further. She’d never gone to therapy before, but she imagined that this is what it felt like. This guy seemed much more cerebral than any of the other men that she’d met up with. Not that she hated it. It was just different.

      Glancing back at Gavin, she tried to answer his question. “When my husband first brought it up, I was confused and… I don’t know… kind of insulted. Was I not good enough for him? Was he trying to suggest that we open up our marriage so he could sleep with other women?”

      “Was he?”

      Julianna paused. Gavin had intense, dark eyes over a slightly hooked nose, giving him the look of a hawk or a falcon. It worked for him, and she could already imagine what he was like in bed—firm, commanding… She never used to have these kinds of thoughts. Now she had them all the time.

      “No, as far as I can tell, he’s happy with just me and… other men.”

      “So back to the original question: how does that make you feel?”

      He was probably a good kisser, she thought. Assertive and direct. She liked that he was also tall—tall enough that she still needed to look up, even in her tall heels.

      “It’s empowering. Like I said, my feelings are still evolving, but yeah… empowering. I didn’t really have a wild period. That’s mostly a myth of horny guys. I mean, there were men before my husband, but I didn’t sleep around. I didn’t really get the appeal.” She felt the flush climbing up her neck as she looked at Gavin and wondered if he was good with his tongue. “Now I kind of understand that appeal,” she finished. “Guess it’s never too late.”

      Gavin chuckled. “Hardly too late.” He sat back and seemed to take in their surroundings. She didn’t know what he did for a living, but he seemed so comfortable in this atmosphere. She wouldn’t be surprised if he was some kind of lobbyist. Normally this would have been a turn-off, but she was finding that all kinds of things turned her on these days.

      One of those things was that her husband was actually here. She’d seen his text on her watch, but didn’t want to be rude to Gavin and take out her phone to respond. Still, just knowing that he was actually here was more thrilling than she would have thought.

      “So you’re exploring his fantasy, but what about your own? I hope you get to do some of that, too.”

      In the past, when Stephen had asked her this, she’d maintained that she didn’t have any fantasies, or that she was currently living her fantasy. And that was absolutely true. She had a dream life: doing work that she enjoyed with a partner that she loved and respected. They’d raised a great son. They lived in a comfortable home in a nice neighborhood. They had friends.

      Maybe it was the hotwife thing. Maybe it was actually having slept with other men now, crossed those lines, but she definitely had fantasies now. Not that she was going to share them with a man she was meeting for drinks for the first time.

      “I get to explore, yes.”

      Julianna thought about Anthony and their shower sessions. She’d had a few more in the months since Boise, and every one had been intense. Never in her life would she have done something like that—even with Stephen. But it was so thrilling.

      She thought about fucking Nick, too, although that relationship had started to fade. He still messaged her, but he was stuck in Idaho and she wasn’t sure that she’d ever make it back there.

      And then there was Zane, tomorrow. Her face flushed.

      “What?” Gavin asked, seeing her reaction.

      “Nothing.” She calmed herself. “Just thinking about how far I’ve come.”

      “You’re a fascinating woman, Ana. And I have the feeling that you’re at the very beginning of your journey.”
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      Julianna gripped the bedsheets on either side of her, her face buried in the mattress, her ass up, pleasure rolling through her as she was on the brink. “Oh, yes… mmm…”

      Reaching between her legs, she played with her clit, touching herself, pushing herself ever closer to release. She’d actually gotten a Brazilian bikini wax for this trip and was completely smooth down there. She’d done it initially for another man, but kept it that way for herself.

      “Fuck me,” she hissed. “Oh, baby, fuck me.”

      “Are you thinking about him?” Stephen asked. His hands tightened on her hips and his dick seemed to swell at his own question.

      “Yes,” she lied. Or sort of lied. She had been thinking about Gavin until he’d asked that question. Now she was thinking about Stephen thinking about her and Gavin, and it always threw her off.

      Or maybe it was all of Gavin’s questions, the microscope on her thoughts and fantasies, or Stephen’s own motivations.

      “Did you want to fuck him tonight?”

      Julianna had been tempted. They’d talked longer, deeper, so late into the night that they had to move to the bar to free up the table. She saw Stephen there, making small talk with some guy from out of town, but his eyes couldn’t stop going to her. That was fun and thrilling, and she wondered if she could handle him actually being in the room.

      Gavin had asked her about that possibility, too, and up until that moment, she didn’t think that she could perform like that. But having Stephen there at the bar made her wonder if she could.

      Stephen’s questions brought her back into the moment again, single-minded and focused. ”Did he ask you back to his room?”

      “Actually… no…” He hadn’t, respecting her boundaries that this was only a meet-and-greet. She liked that. “But he did… invite me to… to the Cayman’s…”

      “Like the islands?”

      Julianna could feel how close her husband was. She could feel his shock at this new revelation, and knew how even the idea of her going on a vacation with another man could get under his skin in all of the best ways.

      “Yes. And bikinis and yachts and paradise… with him.”

      Stephen came hard before she’d even completed her sentence. She was close, too, partially because she’d been close all evening, but also because Gavin’s invitation had an effect on her, too. She liked the idea of being pampered like that, and Gavin seemed like the kind of guy who could pamper.

      “Oh, fuck, Jules…” Stephen groaned, his fingers digging into her hips as he pressed into her.

      “Think I should go?” She rubbed her clit faster as she teased it out, imagining herself on some yacht wearing the kind of bikinis she used to when she was much younger and modeling.

      Stephen didn’t answer. He couldn’t at first. He was breathing so hard as he tried to recover from his orgasm. He pulled out of her and they collapsed, side-by-side. Sweat had beaded up on his shaved scalp.

      “Did he really ask you that?”

      Julianna kissed his forehead, tasting his perspiration. “Yeah, he did.”

      “And what did you say?”

      “I told him that I needed to talk to you first.”

      She could see his face light up. ”So you’re considering it.”

      “I think we should go together. Make it a vacation for the two of us.”

      Stephen leaned in and kissed her. “How did I find someone so amazing like you?”

      “You got lucky,” she said with a giggle. “But also, you’re handsome and charming and I love how you put in the work.” She ran her hand along his shoulders and pecs. He’d certainly been working out more since this all started.

      “So you had fun tonight?” Stephen propped his head up on his elbow. “In all seriousness?”

      “It was a lot of fun. At first, it was like being interrogated.” She laughed. “But that’s kind of his style, I think, and I didn’t mind it. It was honestly the first time I’ve ever had to confront some of those questions. At least with another person.”

      “Other questions?”

      “You know the idea of the five Why‘s? Keep asking to get to the truth? With Gavin, it was more like twenty-five Why’s.”

      “And what truth did he get to?”

      Julianna followed her own hand as it trailed over her husband’s body and up along his neck. At last, their eyes locked and she smiled. “That I’m having more fun than I ever thought possible, and maybe we’re just getting started.”

      “You’re thinking about tomorrow’s date, aren’t you?”

      Julianna blushed furiously. “I wasn’t until now, but… okay, now I am.”

      “I’ve never seen you like this before,” Stephen said, staring at her in a way that made her want to look away.

      “That’s because I don’t usually care about… that kind of thing.”

      He just kept staring, and she knew exactly what he wanted to hear. She lowered her voice at last and whispered, “But, I mean, come on… it’s a really, really big dick.”

      “And I love how it’s turned you into a giggling fangirl.”

      Julianna kissed her husband. “And I love that you’re okay with that.”
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      Zane didn’t immediately jump out to Stephen after the first few messages. He seemed like a nice guy, if nothing special. Still, nice guys on Debauch—meaning free of total vulgarity or crass introductions—were on the rarer side, so he’d messaged the guy back, explaining their situation more.

      The photos that he had on his profile were intriguing enough, too, if they were real. There was one in particular—a shirtless photo in his bathroom wearing only a towel—that showed off his impressive physique. His age was listed as 52, so if that pic was recent, it was a true feat to have abs like that after 50.

      Stephen remembered going through the regular screening process after that. He asked if Zane had any performance issues, of which Zane assured Stephen that he did not. He then asked for a photo of Zane holding a piece of paper with the message, “Hi, Ana,” on it. Stephen knew something like that could easily be faked these days with AI, but why would anyone go to so much trouble?

      The picture he got back, with the message, didn’t have Zane shirtless, but the shirt that he did wear was stretched tight over a physique that appeared to match the one from the shirtless profile one.

      It was enough for Stephen to pass his contact information along to Julianna, as was their process, and then he moved on to screen other potential guys.

      Hearing from Julianna, it didn’t seem like Zane was going to make it very far along. he wasn’t the most engaging of guys, and it had become clear how important that it was for Julianna to connect with these guys. They did have a couple messaging sessions that seemed promising, but she never seemed blown away. Not like she had with Anthony or Nick, or even Gavin.

      That was, until one evening.

      Julianna had gone out for an evening run. Stephen was outside, messing with their sprinkler system once again, when he saw her walking up the sidewalk for her cooldown, reading her phone.

      He took a moment to check her out in her black running shorts and pale pink top. Her skin glistened with sweat, and her dark hair was pulled back into a high ponytail. She would always be youthful in his eyes, but she was also the epitome of “sexy older woman.”

      Just as she arrived at the front of their house, her eyes went wide and her mouth full open. She actually stopped right there on the sidewalk, staring at her phone, her free hand covering her mouth.

      “What?” Stephen asked, calling out. He was worried for about two second before Julianna started laughing. She glanced up at him, seeing him there for the first time, and dropped the phone by her side as she hustled up to him.

      “Stephen, oh my God…”

      “What?”

      “He… he sent me a video!” Her eyes were like saucers.

      ”Who’s ‘he‘?”

      “Zane.” She lifted her phone. “Zane sent me a video and honey… honey, oh my God, you will not believe this.”

      Turning the phone in Stephen’s direction, there was an opening still of him standing just outside of what appeared to be a newly renovated tile shower. He was wearing black boxer-briefs, but was otherwise unclothed. There were those abs and the enormous pectoral muscles. His legs were like tree trunks. He was fit, but somehow didn’t seem overly bloated. He wasn’t a weightlifter, but he sure as hell lifted weights.

      “You ready for this?” Julianna asked. She tapped play before Stephen could answer.

      The guy was holding his phone in his hands and was pointing it at his bathroom mirror. He was careful not to reveal his face. “Okay, here goes,” he said. With his free hand, he dragged his underwear down… and down… and down… until his boxers were almost to his knees before his dick sprang free.

      “Jesus!” Stephen said, staring at one of the biggest cocks that he’d ever seen in his life. “Is that for real?”

      ”I know, right?” She giggled, then looked around, realizing that they were still standing out on their front lawn. Kate Miles from down the street walked by with her dog and nodded at the two of them.

      “Nice evening,” Kate said.

      “So nice,” Julianna agreed, shooting Stephen a look.

      “Best time of year,” Stephen responded automatically.

      The two scurried inside before they had any other embarrassing confrontations. Before the door was even closed, though, Stephen said, “You have got to check this guy out.”

      Julianna’s laughter was almost hysterical. “I’m not sure I’d know what to do with that thing.”

      “I can think of a few things you could do with it,” Stephen joked.

      It continued like that for the two of them over the next few days. Stephen never thought that Julianna had a thing about cock size—she’d always said that ”size doesn’t matter.” But maybe Zane was big enough to break it. They couldn’t stop teasing each other about it. Stephen would be walking by her and would say something like, “You could use it to tenderize a steak” or “you could use it to beat the dust out of a carpet” and she would burst out laughing.

      A week later, they were curled up on the couch watching football—or, rather, Stephen was watching football. Julianna was on her phone, chatting with her various guys. She did this more often these days, and Stephen loved that she did. Every now and then, she’d show him something that one of them said, or ask him a question about how she should respond. He kept thinking about just how lucky he was, and how much she was embracing this role.

      This time, though, he had a suspicion about what she may be looking at.

      “Zane?”

      “Yeah.”

      Stephen chuckled. “You’re obsessed.”

      “No!” And then a moment later, “And besides, can you really blame me?”

      “No.” He laughed, shaking his head. “I can’t stop thinking about it either. I swear, I’ve never seen anything like that outside of a movie.”

      “A ‘movie’ huh? That what we’re calling porn?”

      “A film of the adult variety?” he offered with a smirk. “Thought he was a dud to talk to.”

      “He can be charming. When he tries.”

      “And let me guess, he started being ‘charming’ after that video.”

      “How did you know?” Julianna said with feigned surprise.

      “I wonder if he could travel to DC next month,” Stephen mused aloud.

      “He can.”

      Stephen turned to her, lifting his brows.

      “Drinks Saturday night. We just arranged it.” She showed him the thread, which confirmed the date.

      “Something tells me that you’re going to make an exception to the ‘no sex on a first date’ rule.”

      Julianna laughed. More importantly, she didn’t deny it.
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      Zane would be the fifth man that Julianna had met for a drink or a walk in real life, and yet as she got ready back in the hotel room, the butterflies were back. They were there yesterday, too, getting ready for Gavin, and Julianna wondered if that feeling would ever go away. She hoped not. That nervous energy was all part of the fun.

      Zane, though, had her stomach fluttering even more because, well, because of that video and the possibility of what may happen.

      Julianna had never put much stock in a well-endowed man. Not that she was completely unaffected, but it was just another appealing attribute, like nice hair or broad shoulders or a good sense of humor.

      On the other hand, her friend, Lori—the one who was now divorced because she’d cheated on her husband—couldn’t get enough big dicks. Since her breakup with her husband, Lori and Julianna had reconnected. Despite Lori being a cheater, she was still Julianna’s friend, and was a fun friend at that. If Julianna could talk to anyone about her new life as a hotwife, it was Lori.

      Not that she talked to Lori about it. Julianna wasn’t ready to share that secret beyond Stephen and some random strangers on the internet. Oh, what a world they lived in.

      But Lori had her thinking about big dicks more and more, and when Zane had sent that video, Julianna couldn’t think of anything else. And now, tonight, she was going to meet Mr. Big Dick himself.

      Tonight, she wore a tight white dress that showed off a healthy amount of cleavage and a pair of tall white heels. “My bride,” Stephen had said as he watched her get ready.

      “So virginal,” she’d joked as she applied her red lipstick in the mirror.

      “Hope not after tonight.”

      Julianna glanced at Stephen, leaning against the doorframe of the bathroom, and her heart fluttered once again. “You know I don’t… not on the first date…”

      “And you know that it’s your rule, not mine.”

      Julianna blushed even more. As crazy as it was, she was actually considering it—a one-night stand. Even the idea of it seemed wrong. But it also was so tempting, taboo, kind of like everything about this lifestyle.

      She realized that Stephen knew what she was thinking. She could see it in the way his eyes glazed over as he watched her, but mercifully he didn’t say anything.

      Like last night, Stephen was going to eat dinner by himself at the restaurant’s bar, watching her flirt. That had been surprisingly erotic. She’d flirt, her husband would watch, and hopefully Zane would be up to meet her again.

      Like really hopefully. But if not, that was fine, too. She wasn’t going to lose her mind over a big cock.

      She wouldn’t.
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        * * *

      

      Stephen really hoped that Julianna would lose her mind over the big cock. He could tell that she already was, and it was cute to watch her hide it and deny it. It seemed to go against her sense of self to let herself dwell on it, much like Stephen would never admit that he liked big tits. But he did, she Julianna liked big dicks, and he hoped tonight would prove that out.

      The restaurant that Zane had picked out wasn’t on the same level as last night’s venue. Stephen didn’t know much about the guy—such was the clandestine nature of these relationships—but he’d picked up on enough clues to put together that he wasn’t as wealthy as the other men Julianna chatted with.

      Stephen and Zane had exchanged a few messages back-and-forth in the lead up to this date, but he didn’t seem overly chatty. He was just a normal guy. With an abnormally large cock.

      This time, Stephen entered first. Glasswell was a modern, yet unpretentious bistro with concrete floors, exposed ceilings, and an open kitchen. Stephen had looked into it, and approved. It was the kind of place that he’d take Julianna, rather than a spot where most of the guys would take Ana, but for Zane, it worked.

      Zane arrived next, ahead of Julianna’s arrival. Stephen was surprised that he was so tall, although given the equipment he was packing, it made sense. . The man looked as nervous and Stephen felt, scanning the bar and restaurant area before speaking with the hostess. He didn’t wait for her at the bar, but instead waited near the front doors for her to arrive.

      When Julianna arrived, Stephen was already buzzed. That initial moment of connection—watching her see Zane, her smile lighting up her face, the way she strolled up to him and gave him a gentle hug—sent a bolt of excitement and anxiety through him. Zane, for his part, looked thrilled that “Ana” had turned out to be even more stunning than her photos.

      Stephen watched them get seated, but unlike last night, he didn’t have a direct line of sight on them. Still, it was magical enough to know that they were nearby, and every time he went to the rest room or made an excuse to move around and peek into the dining area, the jolt was back.

      Julianna seemed to be the one doing more of the talking this time, unlike with Gavin. Stephen texted her at some point, asking her how it was going. Her response came a little bit later, which was definitely different than last night, when she ignored him most of the night.

      [Julianna]: It’s fine. He’s a little reserved.

      Stephen knew that was code for boring. Not good. When he looked in on her again, he actually caught her yawning. Not good.

      Stephen had just ordered another drink when he saw them out of the corner of his eye. They were leaving. Glancing at the bartender, who was filling his pint glass, he wondered if he could settle his tab fast enough to follow. Then realized that he couldn’t.

      Instead, he pulled out his phone.

      [Stephen]: Headed to a hotel room?

      It was a joke, but even still, his heart rate leapt.

      Julianna responded pretty quickly.

      [Julianna]: No, we’re going to another bar. He wanted to take me somewhere that didn’t seem as stuffy.

      Stephen looked around at the classy lounge and wondered what that meant. He liked this place, but shrugged.

      [Stephen]: It going well?

      [Julianna]: It’s fine.

      Oof. Well, maybe Zane wasn’t the one after all, monster dick or not.

      Sitting at the bar after they left, Stephen thought once again about a conversation that they’d had last month, shortly after she’d returned from Boise. About size. Again. There were some things that he couldn’t shake, and that was certainly one of them.

      “Tell me… baby… is he bigger than me?”

      These kinds of conversations could only really happen when they’d either had a little too much wine or they were in the middle of sex. Or both, like now. He was lying on his back as Julianna straddled him, riding him, her full tits bouncing.

      She’d just had a “shower session” with Anthony, as they now called it, where she’d set up her phone in the bathroom and he’d watch her shower, also on camera, also jerking off. Stephen waited outside of the room, his ear practically pressed to the door, listening to her moan under the hiss of the water. They’d done it twice already, and the sessions were intense every time. For all of them.

      “Yes,” Julianna had responded. Yes, he was bigger. The way she said it, clipped, matter-of-fact, slightly delayed, set Stephen off. He was bigger. Bigger. And maybe she liked that. He exploded inside of her, one hand on her hips, the other reaching up to play with her swollen nipple.

      After, he’d probed some more, and she’d met him with her usual questions.

      “Why is it always about size?” She rested her head on him, one leg draped over his, a hand running his fingers through his chest hairs. “Sometimes, I think a big cock is more important to your fantasy than mine.”

      This was such an evolution. Months ago, she never would have said cock and she would have told him that she didn’t have any fantasies.

      Stephen had stammered a bit, unsure of how to respond. “I don’t know, I guess… I just wanted to know what it’s like. For you. If it’s a big deal.”

      She’d tilted her head to look up at him. He angled his head down, meeting her searching eyes. “You think size matters that much?” she’d asked, seeming genuinely curious, not accusing.

      “It kind of goes with the fantasy,” Stephen responded. “The hotwife, cuckold thing, I guess. I don’t know. I want you to experience things that I cannot provide.”

      She’d reached down and stroked his dick, which had already started to rise again with all this talk. “Well, that’s one area where you provide just what I need, baby.”

      So she’d said back then. That was before Zane, though. Stephen blinked, and was back in the present, finishing up his drink and once again slightly disappointed that things hadn’t ended the way that he’d hoped. Guess a big dick really wasn’t enough to excuse an awkward date.
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      “Hey, you want to get out of here?” Julianna whispered.

      Zane hesitated before saying, “We just got our drinks…”

      They were tucked into a booth at the new bar, smaller and more intimate than the last. This felt more like Zane’ usual vibe, and he looked like he was settling in for the night here.

      Julianna sidled up to him, running a hand up his chest. It was like touching cloth stretched over a block of smooth stone. She couldn’t believe this man’s physique. She was also definitely feeling the alcohol of the night, which only encouraged her more.

      “We could stay and wait for those. Continue small talk that may or may not be true.” To be fair to Julianna, most of what she talked about was true, with a few details left out. “Or, we could skip all that…” Her hand roved lower, following the rocky plainscape of her abs. She stopped at his belt, looking up and meeting his eyes.

      Zane licked his lips. “You know what? I think I’ve had enough to drink anyway.”

      That’s a good boy.

      For a man with a large dick—who clearly didn’t have an issue sending pictures of it to strangers on the internet—he didn’t seem to carry himself with Big Dick Cockiness. She liked that. She also appreciated that he’d paid for the drinks in cash, because it meant that they could just leave.

      He took one last pull of his beer. Julianna sipped her glass of wine. And they were off, stepping back out into the night.

      “Where to?” Zane asked.

      Now that was an excellent question. She actually had no plan other than that she wanted to get him alone. So she started there. “Somewhere private.”

      Zane grinned. “I parked my car a few blocks away.”

      “I hope it’s nice and big,” she whispered. Then realized what she’d said and cracked up, her face going hot with embarrassment. What’s gotten into her?

      Like everything with this man, Zane processed the oblivious innuendo almost impassively. He was like a rock jutting out of the sea—an object so used to having things crash against that he barely noticed.

      “Ford Expedition.”

      She thought about her playful banter with Anthony and said, ”Well, at least it’s not a Chevy.”

      Zane just blinked at her, confused.

      “Nevermind.” She linked her arm into his. “Lead the way.”

      It was a good thing she had him, too. In her heels and with the amount of booze that she’d had—more than she was used to these days—she was happy to have his stability. She breathed in the evening air, feeling the electricity of a late night in DC’s upscale Georgetown neighborhood.

      “God, I haven’t felt this way since I was in my twenties,” she said.

      Zane glanced down at her and smiled. “You mean last year?”

      She bumped him with her hip, once again surprised at how solid his body was. It was like hip-checking a cliff face.

      “You used to go out a lot in your twenties?”

      “Not really, no,” she said. “Sometimes me and my girlfriends would dance late into the night, drink a little too much, you know? I always remembered leaving though. That sensation of walking out into the evening, into the streetlights, my ears still ringing.”

      Most of those times she’d gone home alone. She hadn’t been one for casual sex back then, although she’d had a couple encounters. Her memories were innocent. Tonight, she was anything but.

      “I know what you mean,” Zane said.

      Julianna turned as they walked, ready to hear a little bit more about this man, to hear him open up. But then he didn’t add anything beyond that. No story. No anecdote. She almost cracked up at how wooden he was when they turned into a parking garage.

      “Here we go,” he said.

      “Yes, here we go,” she agreed, grabbing him by the shirt and pulling him into her for a fierce kiss. He may have been a quiet guy, but he had no issue kissing her.

      He maneuvered her into the alcove that led to the stairs, just off the street, and pressed her against the concrete wall. She held him close, grasping at his shirt as he leaned down into her, their lips crashing.

      Julianna loved kissing. She hadn’t realized just how much she loved kissing other men until she started to explore this hotwife fantasy. Every man kissed differently. Anthony had been dominant. Nick had been forceful.

      Kissing Zane was surprising. She had expected him to be stiff, mechanical, maybe even hesitant. She expected him to be as “meh” as his conversational skills. She’d be happy to report to Stephen, later, that the moment his lips touched hers, he came alive. Like he was hungry for her. Like he’d finally gotten permission to show himself.

      Stephen would like that detail. She almost laughed in her drunken state, thinking about her husband and how fun this was. She got to do this. She got to kiss strange men in parking garages. She got to do so much more.

      His kiss deepened with each breath, each movement of his mouth sending a pulse through her. But she needed more. With one hand clutching the solid column of his neck, she ran the other down his body, down to that thing she couldn’t stop thinking about.

      She groaned when her hand ran over his bulge. He wasn’t even fully erect, but he already felt huge. She broke the kiss, moaning, staring up at him with need.

      His expression hadn’t changed much—steady, unreadable—but his lips were parted, and his chest rose and fell with an intensity that matched her own.

      “Which floor are you parked on?” she whispered, her voice uneven.

      “Fifth.” He reached for the door, turned the knob. “Hmm…” He tried again.

      “What?”

      “Locked.”

      That’s when they stared at the sign bolted to the metal frame.

      GARAGE HOURS: 5:30 AM to MIDNIGHT

      “Well that’s not good,” Julianna said, her laughter edging on the hysterical. She’d finally gotten this man out of his shell and now she was literally blocked by a locked door.

      Zane looked just as flustered and frustrated as she felt. They stared at each other for a second, then both started to laugh. It was the first time that she’d seen him let his guard down. Like truly down.

      “Guess you’re here for the night,” she said.

      “I can take an Uber home.”

      Julianna rolled her eyes. Must she lead him everywhere? She took his hand, tugging him back out into the street. The garage was a few blocks away from the restaurants and bars, a quieter neighborhood in a city that she didn’t know.

      “We’re not waiting until morning,” she said, leading him in the opposite direction that they’d come from.

      “Where are we going?”

      “I’ll know it when I see it,” she said, scanning their surroundings. There were storefronts here, all closed up—high end stores that fit with the high end nature of Georgetown. She pulled him over to a path that ran along a narrow canal behind the stores. Lights dotted the gravel path, but there were plenty of dark spots for her to pull him towards.

      When she pulled him into the shadow of a closed up boutique lingerie store—how fitting—any restraint he may have had dropped away as he seemed to feed off her impulsiveness.

      “This is your plan?” he asked.

      “This is it.” She grinned sloppily before kissing him again.

      The kiss was different this time. At last, she felt the urgency from him, the desire, the recklessness that she’d wanted to draw out all night. He pulled her against him, his body hard against hers, and they made out in the shadow of that brick building.

      “Actually, there is one more part of the plan,” she said. With one last kiss, she met his eyes meaningfully, her stomach squirming as she considered what she was about to do.

      In this public place.

      With this man she hardly knew.

      She glanced left and right. They were alone back here, but she could still hear the cars honking just a block away. Tomorrow, this tow path would be teeming with tourists. She might even visit this lingerie shop, pick up something sexy for her next date.

      But right now, they were alone, and she felt the thrill and the danger, to be seen and not seen. She’d sobered up just enough to know that this was probably a bad idea, but there was no stopping her now.

      Julianna lowered herself to her knees, her fingers working open his belt. She knew that eye contact was important, and kept stealing glances up at him, but the thing that she really wanted to lay eyes on was what he had hidden here, and whether it matched that photo.

      “Jesus, you are huge,” she whispered, more to herself than for Zane as she fished out his semi-erect cock. Her breath caught in her throat as he swelled in her hand, the weight of him filling her palm. His selfie hadn’t lied—if anything, it had undersold him. She gave him a slow stroke, fascinated by the way he thickened, the way his chest rose sharply as though he’d been holding his breath this whole time.

      When she glanced up at him, his face wasn’t wooden anymore. His jaw was tight, his eyes locked on hers, his lips parted as if he were just about to speak and couldn’t find the words.

      She liked that expression. She liked that she could make these younger men feel that about her, even now. She smiled, wicked and teasing, already thinking about what she’d tell Stephen later. “He was so large. I had to use both hands on him…”

      Holding it in both hands, her lips brushed the tip, soft and deliberate, and Zane’s breath hitched. He pressed one hand against the brick above her head, as if bracing himself against the wave of sensation.

      “You like my plan now?” she whispered.

      His only answer was a sound—half groan, half laugh—and Julianna giggled.

      Her lips parted, stretching around him. She couldn’t believe the sheer girth of him—she knew he was a big guy, obviously, and she’d been fantasizing about this moment quite a bit, but this was wild. Her jaw ached the moment she tried to slide him past her lips, and she had to use both hands just to keep him steady, stroking the thick base while she suckled at the swollen head.

      “God…” she mumbled against him, her voice muffled, saliva already slicking her chin. She tried to push down farther, wanting to prove to herself that she could do it, that she could take him, but her throat rebelled after only a few inches. She gagged softly, pulled back with a wet gasp, and rested her forehead against his shaft for a breathless second.

      Zane looked down at her as if about to tell her that it was okay, that she didn’t need to. But she wanted to, she thought. He was a challenge, and she didn’t back away from many challenges.

      She licked him from base to tip, tasting salt and skin and the faintest tang of sweat. Her lipstick smeared along his length, and she couldn’t stop herself from laughing at the mess she was making. “Too big,” she said, shaking her head with a grin before swallowing him again, cheeks hollowing, spit dripping freely.

      Her clit throbbed with every groan he made, with every twitch of his cock in her mouth. The danger of where they were—the possibility of someone walking down that tow path and seeing her, elegant, fifty-five-year-old Julianna, on her knees with her mouth full of this man’s monster cock—had her soaked and panting around him.

      She wanted to keep going. She wanted to see if she could conquer him, but the ache in her jaw was unbearable, and the hot pulse between her thighs was demanded more. She pulled back one last time with a wet pop, her chest heaving.

      “Fuck,” she breathed, swiping her spit-slick chin. She stared up at him, his cock now at full and impressive extension, jutting out into the dark night. She couldn’t stop there. “I need you inside me. Like… now.”
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      Stephen checked his phone again. Still nothing. It had been about an hour since he’d watched Julianna leave the restaurant with Zane. She normally texted with an update, and he was mostly expecting her to tell him that she’d ditched him and gone back to the room.

      Instead, they actually had ended up going to another bar—a much smaller one that Stephen didn’t dare follow her to for fear that Zane would recognize him. So instead, he nursed a drink, read the news on his phone, and waited.

      Until he grew impatient again. He considered texting, but brought up her GPS location again. His stomach tightened. She wasn’t at the bar anymore. Her little dot hovered a few blocks away, tucked along the canal path next to what appeared to be a lingerie shop. Were they shopping?

      That was strange.

      Stephen signaled to the bartender to close his tab as quickly as he could, then stepped out into the night. He was already hard and he hadn’t even seen anything. By the time he slipped down one of the side streets, the city sounds softening around him, he was practically shaking with anticipation.

      He’d watched her on video before. He’d been there, over FaceTime, to see her get fucked. But this was entirely different. This was live, and even wilder, he got to spy. She didn’t know, which meant she’d be at her most uninhibited.

      Lights dotted the gravel walkway, but shadows pooled thickly between them, especially near the back entrances of shuttered shops. He spotted her before he believed he had: Julianna, on her knees, dress bunched around her thighs, hair falling wild as she bobbed her head.

      For a moment he thought he must be imagining it. But then Zane’s hand braced against the brick wall, the long line of his body tense, and Stephen’s breath caught. His wife. On her knees. Taking that giant cock that they’d both been obsessing over these last few weeks.

      Stephen froze in the darkness, his pulse hammering in his ears. He couldn’t look away. Julianna pulled off with a wet gasp, spit shining on her chin, and he heard her whisper, “I need you inside me. Like… now.”

      And then, as if answering his most private fantasy, Zane hauled her up against the wall, her laughter sharp and breathless as she shimmied out of her panties.

      Stephen pressed himself deeper into the shadows, hardly daring to breathe as he watched. Zane had her pinned against the brick, her dress shoved high around her hips, one of her legs hooked over his arm.

      “Jesus…” Stephen muttered under his breath as Zane’s cock, monstrous even half-hard in the video, now jutted full and rigid, thick enough that Stephen could see Julianna’s hand struggle to guide it between her thighs.

      She was panting, impatient, her voice low and urgent. “God, yes—please, I need to feel that thing inside me.”

      Stephen gripped the railing beside him until his knuckles whitened.

      Zane pushed forward slowly, the broad head straining against her, and Julianna cried out, the sound sharp enough that Stephen glanced around, terrified someone else might hear. But then her moan dropped into a guttural, hungry sound that left him weak.

      “Oh my God,” she gasped, clutching at Zane’s shoulders. “You’re so… fucking big.”

      Stephen’s cock pulsed at her words, heat rushing down his spine. She’d teased him about size before, dismissed it as his hang-up. But now, here she was, spread on the towpath, moaning at every inch of another man’s thickness.

      “Stretch me… oh, fuck, yes—just like that.”

      Her voice seemed to crack as Zane rocked into her with steady force. Stephen watched her body absorb Zane, watched her take him, watched her head fall back against the wall as she whimpered.

      Stephen wanted to pull his own cock out, but something stopped him. Instead, he rubbed himself through his trousers as he watched. Zane lifted her, both legs up off the ground, her white heels bouncing along his lower back as he bounced her.

      He fixated on the little details—the way she ran her fingers through his hair, the way her eyes were shut and her head tipped back, the way she came.

      Stephen wanted to record it, but didn’t want to spoil the moment. He barely breathed, like the whole moment was as delicate as a soap bubble that had landed improbably on his finger.

      “Fuck, fuck… uhh!”

      He could hear the pain mixed with pleasure in his wife’s cries. This wasn’t how she’d sounded with Nick. Was that because she didn’t think he was there, or because of Zane’s large dick. Maybe both.

      That’s when he heard the sound coming from the other end of the towpath. People were coming, spilling out from some bar, drunk or tipsy and headed right in their direction. Stephen glanced at Julianna and Zane, who were oblivious, so lost in each other. He glanced back at the group, hoping that they’d turn the other way. They didn’t.

      Shit.

      The voices grew nearer, and Stephen started to panic. Chest tight, he took one last look at Julianna—her head tipped back, hair wild, moaning around Zane’s thrusts—and tore himself away, slipping down the towpath toward the approaching group. His legs felt shaky, his cock still painfully hard in his pants, but adrenaline pushed him forward.

      Oddly, he thought of his panicked response the very first time Julianna had crossed the line with Anthony. The way he’d gone a little manic, calling her, hitting the panic alarm on her phone. He could feel himself going that way now, only for very different reasons.

      Stepping out of the shadows, he deliberately staggered in front of this group, his gait sloppy. “Hey, friends!” he said, raising his voice loud enough to carry. “I think I am so fucking lost!”

      The group of four slowed, blinking at him. A couple in their twenties, arm in arm, and two guys with loosened ties.

      One of the men grinned. “Rough night, man?”

      Stephen laughed too loud, swaying as though the sidewalk itself pitched beneath him. He waved at the canal beside him with its placid water. “I thought I was in the city, and yet look at this place? Does it look like a city to you?”

      “I mean, kind of?” one of the women said with a laugh. She pointed over the canal. “There’s, like, a freeway there. And a bunch of office buildings.”

      “Right, right.”

      They moved past him, one of them patting his arm. “You should probably head that direction. It’ll get you back to M Street and away from the water. Wouldn’t want you drowning.”

      “Thanks,” Stephen said. His heart hammered as he watched them move further down the path. He glanced back towards the spot where Julianna and Zane had been fucking. They were gone, the spot against the lingerie shop empty, the echo of his wife’s moans still burning in his ears.
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      Was that you?

      The text came in as Stephen was waiting for his Uber to arrive. Sweat had begun to cool beneath his clothes, but his heart was still racing.

      Reading her text, his immediate thought was to deny, and his immediate emotion was shame. He had followed her, spied on her, and if that group hadn’t wandered onto the path, he might have kept it a secret.

      That realization, though, was not a good one. For this to work, they needed honesty. But would she have admitted to what had happened if he hadn’t caught her? After all, going from saying, “It’s fine” to public sex was pretty wild and out-of-character for his wife. Or maybe out-of-character for the old her.

      In the end, he decided to go with the truth. Honesty should be their default.

      [Stephen]: Yeah, it was me.

      He watched the three dots bounce, holding his breath, waiting. The dots stopped, but no message came. Then they started bouncing again, stopping, still nothing.

      A honk broke him away from his phone. His driver had arrived. “You Stephen?”

      “Yeah. Sorry.”

      He got in just as Julianna responded.

      [Julianna]: I’m back at the hotel. Join me.

      That was a very short response for all of that typing. He tried to read the tone. Was she mad? Upset? Horny?

      [Stephen]: Already in an Uber.

      The ride felt endless, every stoplight dragging. His chest was tight, his cock aching. He kept checking his phone, but she sent nothing more. That silence only fueled his imagination—Julianna back at the hotel, maybe waiting for him… or maybe not alone.

      The thought hit him in waves: Zane’s thick body pressed against the glass of their shower, water cascading over Julianna’s shoulders as she moaned beneath him. Stephen gripped his thigh, torn between dread and a hot, guilty thrill. A darker part of him whispered that it would serve him right—punishment for spying on her, for sneaking around in the shadows. If he opened the door and saw her riding Zane, it would be no less than what he deserved.

      By the time the Uber dropped him at the hotel, he was half hard again, his pulse refusing to steady. He hurried through the lobby, his reflection in the mirrored elevator doors flushed and expectant.

      The keycard clicked, and as the door swung open, the sound reached him at once—the steady rush of water, the faintest hum of her voice drifting through steam.

      For one wild second, he was sure it was them, together. That when he opened the bathroom door, he’d see Zane’s cock still buried inside his wife.

      Instead—

      Julianna was in the shower when Stephen finally got back to the hotel. If Zane had come back with her, he was gone now. She was humming to herself, the water splashing along the tiles.

      “Washing him off?” Stephen asked as he entered the steam-filled room.

      “Mmm… I was hoping that you’d get home in time to help me clean up.” She shut the water off. “But now I’m done.”

      She pulled the curtain back, revealing her naked form, dripping with water. Her dark hair was slicked back. Her makeup washed away. Rivulets of water made their way down her familiar curves, between her breasts, catching on her swollen nipples before gliding down her stomach and between her thighs.

      Her waxed pussy looked pink where Zane had used her. Or maybe it was just the heat of the shower.

      Stephen advanced on her, a primal urge to reclaim overcoming him. “You’re going to get wet,” Julianna laughed as he pulled her damp body against him and kissed her. There was the distinct and astringent taste of another man’s come. Pulling back, he looked at her, and she just grinned.

      “What?” she asked playfully.

      “I think you know.”

      Julianna tilted her head, eyes sparkling even through the steam. “Well, after we heard that group coming, we quickly scurried away, but… well…” She was beat red, but that could have been the shower.

      His pulse throbbed. He tightened his grip on her hips, dragging her slippery body closer until her breasts pressed into his chest. “You weren’t ready to leave that big dick.”

      “It was so big,” she practically whispered, giggling. It was almost like she was drunk of the man’s size.

      Stephen kissed her softly. “So you took care of him?”

      She nodded.

      “Tell me.”

      Her cheeks flushed deeper as she held his gaze, water beading and rolling down her temples. “We got out of there. Zane ordered an Uber⁠—”

      He shook his head. “Not at the end. Start earlier. Last thing I saw was you leaving the bar.” He kissed her softly, running his hands along her damp curves. “How did you end up in a DC alley on your knees?”

      “Oh, God…” Her blush deepened, but she seemed just as thrilled at the memory as Stephen was. “We went for drinks at some other place, but then decided to go somewhere more private.”

      She shivered, and Stephen realized that she must have been getting cold. He grabbed a robe from the back of the door and draped it over her shoulders.

      “Thanks,” she said, starting to unbutton his wet shirt. “Let’s get you out of this.”

      “So somewhere private?” he pressed.

      She giggled at his persistence, continuing. “Well, the garage where he’d parked his car was closed⁠—”

      “Wait, you were going to fuck him in his car?”

      “I mean, I wasn’t really thinking all that straight.”

      “You just had to have him.”

      This time, she didn’t blush. And when she said, “Yes,” the rush was real. “So we wandered around Georgetown and ended up on that towpath and… I guess I had him.”

      It was so hot that she did that. That she was so enamored that she couldn’t wait. He kissed her hard as she worked open his pants and ran her hand along his length. Was she comparing him to Zane? Would he always be compared to Zane from now on?

      “And then you fucked.”

      “We fucked.”

      “And after?”

      Julianna’s face was a picture of mischief. “After we heard those people, we nearly ran away. I was shaking with adrenaline. I could barely think straight. He told me that he’d ordered an Uber to head home… and we were down one of the side streets… and he hadn’t come yet, so… well, I had about four minutes…”

      “Damn, you’re insatiable.”

      “Lori calls it being cock-drunk,” she said, then clapped her hand over her mouth at the word.

      “Lori would know, huh?” He found it fascinating that she was talking to Lori about this stuff. But in the moment, he wanted to know more about why her mouth tasted like a man’s come. “So what did you do?”

      Still with her hand covering her mouth, as if part of her wanted to keep this confession in, she said, “Dragged him into a loading bay alcove and…”

      She hesitated.

      “And?” He kissed her hand, pulling it away. She was smiling, eyes once again alight.

      Without a word, she sank down to her knees and wrapped her hand around his cock. “And I just couldn’t help myself.”

      With that, she wrapped her lips around him and sucked hard. Stephen jerked, putting a hand against the shower wall to steady himself.

      A memory came to him—the first time that she’d crossed the line with Anthony. Stephen remembered the chat he’d exchanged with the man, how Anthony had told him that she’d sucked his cock goodbye. He’d read that chat exchange so many times he could almost see the words.

      ‘As she was leaving I gave her a kiss goodbye. I was still naked, and still hard. She felt it against her, stroked it some. Then got on her knees and just sucked me off. Swallowed and all. Then left.’

      And now, Julianna had done it again. It was a borderline slutty aspect that Stephen had never even considered his wife having, yet tonight was proof that it existed, quiet and waiting beneath the surface.

      Watching her bob now, Stephen knew what she was capable of now. ”You wanted more of him.” His eyes were shining. “You sucked him until he came.”

      It wasn’t a question. He wasn’t even looking for a confirmation. He said it just to hear the words out loud.

      When Julianna nodded, he almost lost it. She pulled back, jerking him off, as lost in lust as he was. “Mmhmm… he was so worked up. I swallowed as much as I could…” She sucked him again, once more. “But there was so much, Stephen. It spilled out, down my chin, onto my chest. I was such a mess.”

      Her words were like fire, spilling from her without hesitation. His cock pulsed. His blood thundered in his ears. “Fuck…”

      She bobbed away some more. He was close. So close. “How was it? How was he?”

      She slurped back, batting her lashes up at him. “When I was sucking him? Or when he fucked me?”

      Stephen shuddered, but didn’t come. Julianna went on before he could ask.

      “Big. Almost too big.”

      “Almost?”

      Julianna giggled. “I’ve never experienced something like that. He… he touched areas that I’ve never…” She stared at his own cock, and Stephen was pretty sure that she was thinking about Zane’s.

      That’s all it took. That look and the last willpower of the night broke. He came alive in her hand, popping all over her face before she could redirect his blasts onto her tits. She laughed out loud as the water washed it all away.

      On rubbery legs, he sank down beside her. “God, you’re incredible, you know that?”

      “I think I may still be drunk,” she giggled. “I can’t believe I did that.”

      “Come on, let’s get in bed.”

      She nodded, following him out. By the time they crawled beneath the covers, she was all but passed out.
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      Julianna’s head was throbbing when she woke the next morning. Her mouth was dry. Her whole body ached in that unmistakable way—her thighs sore, her jaw tight, her pussy still tender from the way Zane had filled her. Still naked, she rolled over and looked around, disoriented for a moment at seeing the hotel room.

      Beside her, Stephen was reading a book, his glasses on, his shirt off. So domestic, despite the wild time they’d had.

      “What time is it?” she asked, her voice coming out as a croak.

      “You’re awake.” Stephen set his Kindle down and turned to her. “Not late. Just past nine. But I wanted you to sleep.”

      Julianna laughed weakly. “Nine is pretty late.”

      “For you maybe. But you had a late and pretty eventful night.”

      Heat flushed through her. A part of her hoped that it had been a dream, despite the ache between her legs and the very vivid memories of public sex. She eyed her husband, who’d put his book down and was watching her.

      “So that wasn’t a dream?”

      He shook his head, sucking in air before responding. “So you remember hooking up with a guy in public, too? Guess it wasn’t a dream.”

      Julianna buried her face in the pillow, heat overwhelming her. Was he upset? Was he disappointed in her? “Oh, my God did I really do that?” she said, her voice muffled. But even saying it, flashes hit her—her lips straining around him, her jaw aching, the way her body had opened to him when he slid inside. She could still feel it.

      She peeked at Stephen with one eye, her hair a mess across her face. He was right there, close now, running his hand along her naked back. “What?” she croaked.

      “I love that you’re still capable of surprising me,” he said. That’s when she started to read his expression more—there was curiosity, wonder, hunger there, all swirling beneath that half-smile and those thoughtful, familiar eyes.

      “And me!” she said with a barking laugh. Pain cracked through her head, making her wince. “I think I may actually be dying of dehydration right now.”

      Stephen chuckled. “Let me get you some water.”

      She shifted in the sheets as she watched him go, hissing softly at the lingering soreness between her thighs. God, she really had done that. She really had taken all of it.

      Stephen returned with a bottle of hotel water.

      “This probably costs ten bucks,” she said, taking it and chugging greedily.

      “Nine, actually, but you’re worth it.”

      “Aw.” The water tasted wonderful, cool and refreshing in her parched mouth. Totally worth the money.

      Stephen lay back on his side, propped up on his arm. His gaze drifted down her bare body, lingering unapologetically on her breasts, then lower.

      “So… going to see him again?”

      “I don’t think so. There wasn’t much chemistry there.”

      “Except for the one thing.”

      “Yes, the one thing.” She blushed, heat stirring low in her belly.

      “You called it being ‘cock-drunk’ last night,” he said.

      Her eyes flared wide. “I did not, did I?”

      Her husband grinned. “You did.”

      Julianna sank back into the pillows again, putting a hand over her eyes. What else had she done? “Last night… I don’t know what came over myself.”

      She felt Stephen’s kiss on her shoulder, the soft hairs of his goatee so different from Zane. His hands stroked down her soft belly, pausing at the smooth rise of bare skin. Freshly waxed, pink from use. She looked impossibly exposed.

      “But you definitely came last night,” he whispered. “Hopefully multiple times.”

      When she pulled her hand away, he was looking at her expectantly. She knew what he wanted to hear, but she wasn’t sure about sharing it. She didn’t want him to start looking at her like some kind of slut, which was totally what she was last night.

      He seemed to read her, though, kissing her softly. “Let’s call it a temporarily bout of insanity,” he said. “You definitely know I get them. Like all the time.”

      She giggled, thinking about all the times that Stephen acted erratically. “I’m just not used to being so… so out-of-control. I’m a 55-year-old woman⁠—”

      “Who’s gorgeous and can still shock the hell out of me,” he said. He stroked her hip, then grew more thoughtful. “But Jules… last night. You kind of disappeared on me. You were in it with him. And I—” He stopped, drawing a breath.

      “You got worried.”

      He nodded.

      “So that’s why you followed.” She hadn’t had a clear enough head to piece it all together. Once upon a time, she may have gotten annoyed with that, with the secrecy, but then again, she had been secretive too, even if she hadn’t intended it that way.

      “I’m sorry about that.” She’d been expecting teasing, more insistence on hearing about her encounter. But his vulnerability cut straight through her. She swallowed. “I was… drink, and not just on the wine.”

      “Cock-drunk,” he interjected.

      Julianna giggled. “Sure, yes.” She couldn’t even say those words now. How had she said them last night? “I wasn’t thinking about you the way I should have. And that terrifies me. Because I never, ever want to lose you in all this.”

      His hand slid up her side, pausing beneath her breast. He studied her, glasses catching the thin morning light. “You didn’t lose me. You couldn’t. But hearing you say that helps more than you think.”

      “I just…” She covered his hand with her own. “It felt reckless. Dangerous. And I let it happen because for that moment, I didn’t care. That scares me. What if one day I can’t stop myself?”

      He leaned closer, kissing her cheek. “Then I’ll be right there to pull you back.” He kissed lower. “I’ll always be close, Jules, whether you like it or not.”

      Her breath hitched as he moved down the bed, kissing a trail over her stomach. Reaching the soft folds of her freshly waxed sex, he was gentle with her, reverent, and groaned at the sight of her glistening. He thumbed her tender pussy. “Tell me, Baby. Tell me how he felt.”

      Stephen licked her before she could answer, and she groaned and hummed at the sensation.

      Her hips shifted against his mouth involuntarily. “So… so big,” she whispered.

      Stephen hummed as he licked, the vibration making her shiver. “You’re now appreciating a man’s size?”

      “Yes,” she gasped, her thighs twitching.

      His tongue swirled around her clit, then paused. “Did it hurt?”

      “Stretching at first,” she admitted, her voice barely audible. “But then… oh God, Stephen—it was so full. So deep. I couldn’t believe it.”

      He groaned into her, sucking gently on her clit until she moaned. He pulled back just enough to look at her, lips wet. “You were blowing him when I first saw you. He must have been all the way down your throat…”

      Her eyes met his, dazed and aroused. “I couldn’t even take him halfway.”

      Stephen’s breath seemed to catch at the image. He groaned, devouring her now, lapping with hunger at her slick folds. The details poured out of her in between moans, until her voice cracked and her thighs clamped around his head.

      Her orgasm hit fast and sharp, rolling through her while Stephen held on, drinking every drop of her release.

      Julianna sagged back into the pillows, still trembling from the orgasm he’d pulled out of her. Her hand found his shoulder, stroking his skin as he kissed his way back up her body.

      But when he started to settle beside her, she caught his chin and pulled him into a kiss, tasting herself  in that slow, hungry exchange. “I want you,” she whispered, when their lips broke apart.

      He wanted it, too, but being the gentleman that he was, said,. “You don’t have to⁠—”

      “I know,” she said, her voice firm but tender. “I don’t have to. I want to. I need to feel you, not just your mouth. I need us.”

      Last night, she’d denied him sex. She’d been so sore. She still was now, but sometimes it was worth a little discomfort. She needed to reconnect.

      Stephen smiled at her and moved over her, his erection pressing between them. “Then us it is.”

      He was careful as he eased inside of her. Even the stretch of him made her gasp, her body still sensitive. She cupped his face, holding his eyes. “God, yes… this is what I need.”

      He pressed his forehead to hers, moving slowly, giving her room to adjust. Her hips lifted to meet him. The ache melted into warmth, into connection, into something deeper than last night’s reckless frenzy.

      They made love quietly, no more talk of last night, of being a hotwife, of fucking gigantic cocks. His hand twined with hers against the sheets, hers pulling him closer, grounding him. Their bodies found the rhythm they’d built over decades—one that belonged to no one else but them.

      When his climax came, she held onto him, feeling his heat fill her. She joined him in a quiet orgasm of her own, feeling better as he slumped against her.

      “Thanks for that, Jules,” Stephen said.

      “You don’t have to thank your wife for fucking her,” she said with a giggle.

      “Well, that, but also… all of this. This crazy second life adventure.”

      “I couldn’t have done it without you. I definitely wouldn’t have.”

      “You mean to tell me that if you were single, you wouldn’t be shaking up with Zanes all over the place?”

      The humor was back, but Julianna was good with that. It was Stephen’s love language. “I don’t think this old body could take more than one Zane.”

      “Now that’s a hot idea. You and two guys…”

      Julianna blushed, but he wasn’t wrong. That was an… interesting idea. She cleared her throat. “Seriously though, part of what makes this work is… well, that we’re doing this together. Even when we’re not, you know, together all the time. It’s this crazy shared thing.”

      “I get it.” He sat up. “Hey, let me order us some breakfast. You hungry?”

      “Starving, now that you mention it.”

      She watched him as he picked up the phone and ordered them something to eat, thinking about what she’d said. She really couldn’t do any of this without their partnership. As wild as last night had been, she never would have put herself in that situation was it not part of their shared adventure.

      Order placed, he turned back to her. “So… Oliver this afternoon?” he asked.

      Oliver, the third man in three days. On paper last week, it sounded completely reasonable. Now, it felt like the last leg of a marathon. But she was determined to see this through, even if just for the experience.

      “Yes, although I wonder if he’d notice me ordering non-alcoholic drinks.”

      “Mocktails are definitely a thing now,” Stephen replied, looking eager once again. He always got like this before a new guy.

      She giggled at his enthusiasm. “But I’m back to my rule. No sex on a first date.” Before Stephen could even open his mouth, she cut him off before he could say what she knew he was going to say. “And no, this rule is not meant to be broken.”

      Stephen laughed. “I was just going to tell you how amazing you are, that’s all.”

      “That’s sweet.”

      “And also, rules are meant to be⁠—”

      “Stephen!”
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        * * *

      

      Stephen wasn’t sure what amazed him more: how easily Julianna bounced back after last night, or how anticlimactic this third man felt now that the moment was here. That, more than anything, was a real testament to how far they’d come in this lifestyle, and yet after what she’s done last night, there was still so much more possibility.

      That possibility was as unnerving as it was exciting. That was the world that he lived in now, caught between those two emotions. This morning had been just what he needed, though, a moment of reclamation—or reconnection, as Julianna thought of it.

      He didn’t want to be the guy left on the outside, as Julianna slipped into moments where he didn’t quite exist. If his beautiful bride of three decades was capable of blowing a stranger in public just because of his size, what else was she capable of? And was he ready for that answer?

      A part of him screamed, “YES!” The other was not so sure what that could mean after the fact.

      Oliver had been one of the first men that Stephen had ever screened. He was part of the birthday brigade of men messaging Julianna, way back before she was a hotwife. Like Gavin, he was closer to Stephen’s age of sixty.

      Stephan once asked Julianna if she preferred older or younger men, and she just said it didn’t really matter unless they were much older or much younger.

      He knew some details about Oliver. Like Zane, he was local to DC. Unlike Zane, he was both wealthy and married, although Stephen was pretty sure the older man had some kind of arrangement with his wife.

      That was about it. They stuck with first names and little personally identifying information. He was a good flirt, and Julianna seemed to like him enough to meet him for a drink.

      By early afternoon, she was standing at the mirror in nothing but a black lace bra and a thong that disappeared between her heart-shaped buttocks, holding up two dresses against her body.

      “Which one?” she asked, studying her reflection as she held the black one against her curves.

      Stephen was familiar with each of the dresses she had selected. This one was a sleek, black, and clingy—cut just above the knee with a plunging neckline that would frame her breasts in a way Stephen knew Oliver wouldn’t miss. The other was a scarlet wrap dress, looser but shorter, designed to flash thigh every time she shifted or crossed her legs. Both were hot.

      “I like them both.”

      “Not helpful.” She laughed. “I’ll go red.” She slipped into the red, letting the fabric skim over her bare skin, leaving Stephen with the image of her thong-clad body forever imprinted in his brain.

      “Zip me up?” she asked, turning her back to him.

      His fingers brushed the warm line of her spine as he tugged the zipper. The scent of her perfume rose around him. It was a new scent, but one that he was quickly associating with their hotwife adventures. “You look incredible,” he said.

      Her eyes caught his in the mirror. “You’re okay with this.” It wasn’t a question, but he nodded to her as if it was. She just grinned at him, adjusting the neckline in the mirror as Stephen stepped back and watched her finish up, his cock pressing uncomfortably against his trousers.

      The neckline was more modest than the black one, but it still showed off a healthy amount of cleavage. “I think Oliver will approve.”

      “That’s the plan,” she said with a sly smile.

      He savored the details—the way she applied her lipstick, or bent forward as she lengthened her lashes, or just how she studied herself as she considered another man studying her. Watching his wife get ready for another man would never get old.

      When she bent to fasten her sandals, her tits nearly spilled out of the top, and the hem of the wrap dress parted around her thighs, displaying a healthy amount of skin.

      “I can’t believe I’m doing this… again,” she said as she gathered her purse. Stephen met her by the door.

      “It’s just a drink.” Oftentimes, when he said this, it was with the hope that a drink would turn into more. Despite the makeup and the smile she put on, though, Stephen could tell that his wife was exhausted. Now he was just excited that she may establish a connection with yet another man for a future session. “Then we can relax.”

      Julianna kissed him lightly, so as not to smear her makeup. “You’ll be there?”

      “Of course.”

      She took a steadying breath. “Then let’s do this thing.”
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      Julianna arrived a little early, a little surprised that she still felt first-date jitters as she stepped into the Georgetown bar. She ordered an Elderflower mojito—non-alcoholic—and settled into a table near the back. Checking her phone, she saw there were no new messages. She wondered if he’d flake, but hoped not.

      Julianna had been chatting with Oliver, on-and-off for nearly as long as she’d had her profile up on Debauch. Their schedules had just never aligned until now.

      He was a good conversationalist—at least over texts. More than Gavin or Zane, she’d been looking forward to sharing a drink with Oliver and seeing where it led. After her late night, however, what she was most looking forward to was a quick drink and an early retreat back to the hotel. No offense to Oliver.

      Julianna spotted him as soon as he walked into the bar. He looked like his photos, maybe even better—trim, sandy hair that hid the gray, a friendly face. She started to raise her hand to catch his attention⁠—

      —when she realized he wasn’t alone.

      A woman walked in beside him. Dark hair, pale skin, striking in her tight beige cami and snug, matching trousers, a strip of bare midriff exposed with the deliberate ease of a woman still in her prime. Her hand brushed Oliver’s arm familiarly, and when Oliver steered them toward Julianna’s booth, her stomach dropped.

      Oliver grinned. “Ana, glad you made it.” He gestured. “This is my wife, Leah.”

      Julianna blinked, scrambling for composure. “Your—oh. Hi.” She extended her hand, trying to smile. Leah took it warmly, her eyes sweeping over Julianna with an openness that made her flush.

      “Nice to finally meet you,” Leah said, her tone low, intimate. “Oliver’s been telling me all about you.”

      Julianna glanced at Oliver, then back to Leah. “I… wasn’t expecting… both of you.”

      “I hope you don’t mind the surprise,” Oliver said. He glanced at his wife—his wife. “Leah and I thought it might be… fun.”

      Fun? Julianna wasn’t sure whether she should laugh, bolt, or order something with actual alcohol in it. She went with the former, forcing a light laugh before adding, “I, um… please sit.”

      If this couple was feeling the same kind of awkwardness as Julianna, they sure weren’t showing it. Oliver sat down beside her, with Leah across the table. A server came over to take their orders. “What are you having? It looks delicious,” Leah asked her.

      “Oh, it’s the… mojito mocktail.” She braced herself for judgement, or some quippy comment about her not drinking booze in the middle of the day. Instead, Leah’s eyes lit up. “That sounds delicious. I’ll have one of those, too.”

      “Just water for me,” Oliver said.

      When the server left, Oliver turned to Julianna. “I know I should have said something before meeting up with you…”

      The two glanced at each other. Julianna could practically feel the connection between these two. Leah picked up her husband’s sentence. “Like you, we’re also in the lifestyle. We just… like doing things together, you know?”

      Leah was younger than Oliver by a few decades, full of confidence and very pretty, but they behaved like a couple who’d been together their whole lives.

      “Together?” Julianna asked, processing. She was impressed with herself that her mouth wasn’t hanging open in quiet shock, or that her hands didn’t shake as she lifted her glass and drained what little was left. This was not what she was expecting. Like, at all. And it wasn’t a fantasy that she had on her bucket list, either.

      “We like meeting people on Debauch, too,” Oliver said.

      This was not happening.

      “And Leah here has a thing for older women.”

      Oh, my God, this was happening!

      Julianna’s face must have been bright red. “I’m… not sure what to say…” But actually, she did. “I’m… I’m sorry, but I’m straight.” She punctuated the statement with a nervous laugh.

      “Oh,” Leah said, glancing at her husband. “I thought you said…?” She must have read something in his face because she immediately turned to Julianna. “I’m so sorry. You really didn’t know? About us?”

      Julianna slowly shook her head, going over her exchanges with Oliver, trying to remember if either of them had implied that she was open to this kind of thing.

      Leah was looking like she was trying to decide whether she should be angry or embarrassed. “Oliver?”

      “It’s okay,” Julianna said at last. While her first instinct was to get out of there, Julianna also felt bad for the wife. “We’re all here now, and… as long as we’re clear that this isn’t going… there…” She blushed. “Might as well enjoy a drink.”

      As if on cue, the server came by with Leah’s mocktail and Oliver’s water. Before he could leave,though, Julianna said, “Actually, could I get a glass of your Chardonney?”

      “Same,” Leah quickly added.

      “Make it three,” Oliver said.

      They all laughed, and Julianna let herself relax. Despite Oliver’s presumption, these two seemed friendly, and like Leah had said, they were all in the “lifestyle,” albeit slightly different flavors of it. It wasn’t often that she could have this kind of discussion with other people about this kind of thing.

      She also noticed that Stephen had entered the bar at some point, sitting across the way at the bar. When Julianna glanced in his direction and he lifted his brows at the couple, she just smiled, turned away, and went for her phone, sending him a quick text.

      [Julianna]: Don’t get any ideas. We’re just having a conversation.

      His response was quick, a heart emoji on her own.

      “Sending your husband an all clear?” Leah asked.

      “Yeah.”

      “Does he ever meet the guys with you?” the younger woman asked.

      Julianna felt mildly guilty that she didn’t just tell them the truth: that Stephen was watching right now. But Julianna and Stephen hadn’t discussed including him so directly, and she knew that he was more of a voyeur than a participant.

      “No, never. He likes hearing about it after, though. And he likes helping me get ready.”

      Leah’s eyes dipped once again into Julianna’s cleavage. “He helped you pick a nice dress,” she said through her long lashes.

      “Thanks.” Julianna tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “We have done a video call. He’s more of a voyeur than… well, I guess you two.”

      “Oh, we’re voyeurs, too,” Oliver said. “There’s nothing quite like watching the person you love exploring someone new.”

      Julianna felt her body warm. “And you’re… always there? Both of you?”

      Leah laughed softly. “Not always. We’ve tried separate, but honestly, this way feels right for us. Less complicated.”

      Julianna resisted looking over at Stephen. Once again, she felt guilty, wondering what they’d think if they discovered that they were being watched. She considered calling him over again. They wouldn’t care, but Stephen might. Still, she was happy that he was within sight. It gave her courage to go on, knowing she had an audience and a safety net.

      “Everyone’s arrangement looks a little different,” Oliver went on. “But it should always be about trust and open communication.”

      Julianna considered last night, when she’d gotten so caught up in the moment that she’d forgotten to include Stephen. “It sounds so easy when you say it like that,” she said. “We’re still pretty new to this, so sometimes…”

      “You forget,” Leah finished.

      “We’re not perfect,” Oliver said.

      “We’ve definitely made mistakes,” Leah nodded. “But it’s important to talk through them. To acknowledge them, you know?” She turned to Oliver. “Like we’re going to have after this drink,” she said. “You’re lucky that Ana’s so cool, mister.”

      Oliver held up his hands, trying to disarm the tension. “It’s because she’s so cool that I thought that maybe… you know…”

      Julianna cleared her throat. “So do you always play with… other women?” She went so hot. “Or do you sometimes…” She couldn’t even finish the line of thinking.

      The server decided to arrive at that exact moment, and Julianna’s heart nearly burst through her ribs. Had he heard what she’d just asked? Judging by the way he wouldn’t meet any of their eyes, he definitely had. Did he think that she was there for a threesome? Now her tummy started to flutter right along with her pulse.

      “He’s cute,” Leah said of the server as the man left quickly. To Julianna, she said, “But to answer your question, it’s not always other women. We started with other couples, and like your husband… Oliver likes to watch me with other guys.” She’d hesitated on his name enough that’s Julianna knew it wasn’t his real one. Just like hers wasn’t “Ana.”

      Leah continued, her eyes locking onto Julianna’s. “But we’ve discovered that our favorite thing to do is play with another woman.”

      Julianna had never been with another woman. She’d never fantasized about it. Stephen had teasingly asked about it, musing about her modeling years, or her time in college. No, she’d never experimented.

      And wasn’t going to start now.

      And her stomach was fluttering because that server guy had overheard, nothing more.

      Leah had a sultry voice—the voice of a storyteller. “I still remember my first time with another woman so vividly.”

      Oliver chuckled, shaking his head. “She blindsided me.”

      Leah’s smile turned sly. “I did. It was his birthday, and I wanted to do something he’d never forget. So I asked one of my best friends, this cute blond who Oliver had a secret crush on, to help. I didn’t tell him. Just brought her home one night with a bottle of champagne and this look on my face like, ‘Happy birthday, darling.’”

      Oliver groaned, still grinning. “I thought I was dreaming.”

      Julianna blinked, gripping her wineglass a little tighter. “You just… surprised him? Like that?”

      Leah nodded, the memory clearly one that she savored. “Exactly like that. We had been talking about swinging, so it wasn’t totally crazy. And at first, it was only going to be a man-in-the-middle kind of thing, you know? But then she kissed me, and her lips were so soft, and I’ll never forget Oliver’s gasp, and it was game on. The taste of her, that softness of her lips, the way she touched me…” Leah’s voice went lower, threaded with heat. “I hadn’t expected to want her. But I did. Badly.”

      Oliver was locked in on his wife, reliving the memory right along with her.

      “What surprised me most was how natural it felt. The way she moaned when I touched her, the way her body arched under me… and then watching Oliver with her. Watching how good my man could make her feel while I was right there, part of it. It was intoxicating.”

      Julianna tried not to squirm, but heat crept into her chest, her throat. She swallowed a mouthful of wine, hoping they couldn’t see her pulse racing in her neck.

      “So he… and the other woman…?” Julianna stammered.

      “Yeah. Oliver had sex with her, too.”

      So matter-of-fact, and yet so sexy. “Doesn’t that… affect your marriage?”

      Oliver nodded. “Yes, but not in a bad way.”

      “If anything, it makes it stronger,” Leah put in, reaching to lace her husband’s fingers in her own. “We’re in it together.”

      “Like I’m sure it does with you and your husband,” Oliver said.

      Julianna blinked at that, her mind racing. She could see his point, yet she couldn’t imagine Stephen with another woman. “Doesn’t it ever get complicated?”

      Leah and Oliver glanced at each other like they’d had this conversation all the time. “Of course it does. But so does monogamy. We’d rather choose our complications, you know?”

      “That… makes sense.” And it did.

      Leah nodded. “So what are you into, Ana?”

      “That’s… that’s not something I normally talk about with strangers. But, well…”

      It wasn’t something she ever could talk about, even with her friend Lori. But it was possible she would never see this couple ever again, and they didn’t even know her real name. Stephen was posted nearby. She didn’t live in this city. And it was not like she hadn’t just fucked a guy up against the exterior wall of a lingerie shop a couple blocks away just the night before. That struck her as far crazier than confessing her motivations for getting into the lifestyle to like-minded strangers.

      “I like the… attention, I guess. Well, not attention like… attention, but I guess I like being… wanted. And I know that St—my husband wants me, but it’s different…”

      “When it’s someone else,” Leah said.

      “Yes.”

      “Because you know we’re not just being polite,” Oliver added.

      Julianna thought about how hard she’d made Zane last night—Zane, a man who could have anyone he wanted, had wanted her.

      “I also like that my husband is into it,” Julianna added.

      “Of course. That’s important,” Leah said, “but also important that it’s not the only reason.”

      “It’s not.” She took another sip of her wine. This was not only getting easier, but more liberating. Like each admission was another pound of weight off her shoulders. “I… I like the sex.” She barely even blushed at that. “It feels different. New. Risky. It pushes me in ways I didn’t think I’d enjoy.”

      Leah was watching her intently, chin propped on her hand, her dark eyes sparkling. “Tell me.”

      Julianna bit her lip. She should have pulled back, laughed it off. Instead she went on. “Last night… I was with someone new. He was…” She paused, searching for a word that didn’t sound crass, but nothing softer fit. “He was enormous. Like, I didn’t think it would even be possible.”

      Leah’s brows arched, her lips curving into a slow grin. Oliver chuckled into his drink.

      “I’m serious,” Julianna said, laughing nervously. “It was shocking. I didn’t know if I could even—well. Let’s just say it was a first for me.”

      “Did you like it?” Leah asked, leaning in again.

      Heat climbed Julianna’s neck, and she heard her own voice come out lower, quieter. “You know what? I never thought that mattered. Size. Or so I told myself. But I… I…”

      “You needed to try it,” Oliver helped out.

      “Yeah.”

      “That’s the beauty of this lifestyle, Ana,” Leah said. “I never thought that I could have so much fun with women until I tried it. There’s no shame in what we do. No judgment.”

      Oliver watched adoringly as his wife spoke. Then he said, “That’s the core. It’s not about cheating or sneaking—it’s about expanding what the marriage can hold.”

      Sure, but last night, I was… I was completely out of control. If I could do it all over again, I would.”

      “How?”

      “Well, I’d fuck him in a bed.” It was so easy to say that now.

      “You weren’t in a bed?” Leah asked, puzzled yet amused.

      Julianna moved on quickly. “And I would have made sure that my husband was there.”

      “Well, is this guy local?” Leah asked.

      “Yeah.”

      “And when do you leave?”

      “Tomorrow.” Julianna knew where this was going, and was growing hot just thinking about it. But she couldn’t. “I couldn’t…”

      “Why not, dear?” Leah asked. “We only have one life to live, right?”

      “I’m sure your husband won’t mind you making the most of your trip here,” said Oliver.

      Julianna swirled what was left of her wine, her mind spinning almost as fast as the liquid in her glass. She’d come hoping for one quick drink and maybe some polite flirtation. Instead she’d gotten a window into someone else’s marriage, their own fascinating intimacy laid bare like the invitation that she hadn’t accepted.

      Leah leaned back, her smile easy now. “Well, we’ve kept you long enough, I think. But thank you for letting us share. Not everyone is as open-minded.”

      “Or as gracious,” Oliver added. “Sorry again for springing my wife on you.”

      “I’m glad you did,” Julianna said. “I… I learned a lot. I’m just sorry I couldn’t be that fantasy woman for the two of you.”

      Leah eyed her up again as they rose to part ways. “Oh, you’re plenty fantasy,” she said. “And if you ever want to explore, we don’t have to include him if you don’t want to.”

      “I’ll keep it in mind,” Julianna said with a blush.

      They parted with hugs—light, friendly ones—and promises to “stay in touch.” Julianna thought that she even meant it.

      She sat there, pulse still fluttering as she watched Oliver and Leah disappear through the glass doors. Sunlight spilled in after them before the door eased shut. A silhouette blocked it out. Stephen sliding into the chair that Oliver had just left.

      “So,” he said quietly, “that was unexpected.”
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      Stephen was about as shocked as Julianna must have felt. He’d sat across the room in disbelief as his wife was clearly being hit on by the younger woman, his heart and dick pulsing as one. That fantasy wasn’t as strong as his desire to watch her with another man, but it was still a fantasy.

      “Yeah, he… he brought his wife,” she said.

      “To vet you?” Judging from the body language, he knew that wasn’t it, but he played dumb anyway.

      “They, um, wanted me to be their third.” She seemed to have trouble meeting his eyes.

      The confirmation was just as powerful. He took a shaky breath. “Wow, that’s so hot.”

      Her laugh was soft, nervous. “Stephen…”

      He reached across the table, covering her hand with his. “If you ever wanted to explore that side of yourself⁠—”

      “Stephen,” she said, stronger, a warning. Something occurred to her. “You didn’t set that up, did you? Some kind of back channel⁠—”

      “No, I swear. I haven’t talked to the guy since I passed him along to you months ago.” He brushed the back of her hand with his thumb. “Honestly, I’m surprised you didn’t bolt immediately.”

      Julianna laughed again. “I almost did.”

      “I saw how big your eyes got. So why did you stay?”

      Julianna shrugged. “I was curious.” She giggled at Stephen’s thirsty expression. “But not for the reasons you’re thinking. I was curious about what it was like for another couple. If things were different.”

      “And were they?”

      “You mean beyond the thing where they play together?” She giggled. “They were different but not. I got the feeling that they’d had their own ups and downs, but at this point, they just seemed so… comfortable. They knew what they wanted, and weren’t afraid to express it in front of each other.”

      Stephen thought about their own journey here. They’d come a long way, but there was still so much more to learn.

      She went on.  “It made me realize how new we still are to this. How clumsy we can be.” She licked her lips nervously. “Like last night.”

      Stephen felt a twinge of something. “Last night?”

      “I should’ve slowed down,” she said quietly. “I should’ve… checked in with you before I let it go that far with Zane. I didn’t mean to shut you out.”

      He squeezed her hand. “Jules, you didn’t shut me out. You got swept up in the moment. That’s what this whole thing is about, isn’t it? Chasing something raw?”

      Her laugh was fragile. “Raw is one word for it.” She looked at him, eyes searching. “Reckless is a better one. I got lucky that he wasn’t a creep. And that you followed and warned us before that group came along. Or that we weren’t caught by police⁠—”

      “The risk is part of what made it so exciting,” he said, even though he’d been having all those same thoughts himself. “But you’re right. We should be more careful.”

      “No more sex on a first date. It’s a rule that I never should have broken.”

      A pulse of excitement shot through him at the thought of the night before. “Really? Because if it seemed like you enjoyed breaking it.”

      His wife blushed. “But think of how much better it could have been if I’d waited. Like tonight, even, I could have invited him to the hotel room. No risk of being caught. No need to run away.” She turned her hand over in his and squeezed. “And you could have been there. If you wanted to be.”

      Stephen’s lips parted as he took in a sharp breath. Was she really offering that?

      “Do you want to see him again?”

      She met his eyes, unwavering. “Yes.” She leaned forward and kissed him. “We pick our own complications.”

      “Hm?”

      “It means, ‘I hope you’re ready to watch me get cock-drunk again.’”
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      Stephen had been in a lot of high pressure situations over the course of his sixty years. He’d given speeches in rooms filled with hundreds of people. He’d given presentations in front of countless corporate boards. High blood pressure just meant that he was still alive. But it had never quite felt as intense as it did during their wait in that hotel room.

      “Eight o‘clock?” he asked Julianna again.

      “That’s what he said.”

      She looked nervous, too, smoothing the front of her dress down again. And it was some dress—blue satin, as short as a negligée, and thin enough that he could see her erect nipples make bumps in the fabric. She’d paired it with glossy black stilettos, and had left her hair down.

      Stephen stepped up to her, smoothing his hand along the fabric, the satin cool to his touch. Her subtle perfume tickled his nostrils. “You’re so sexy. This dress⁠—”

      “Is not a dress,” she said with a smile. It wasn’t the first time she’d said it, maintaining that she’d never wear it outside of a hotel room.

      But then, they weren’t planning on leaving the hotel room.

      They’d discussed this moment all afternoon. Stephen kept checking in with her, making sure that she was okay with him being there. When she pointed out that he’d watched her already—on a FaceTime and later from the shadows—they had that discussion, too.

      “You do have the tendency to kind of freak out. Are you going to be okay?”

      “I do, don’t I?” He tried to be cool about it, but he was aware that sometimes he definitely let his nerves take control. “I think part of it has to do with being completely out-of-the-loop. The not knowing. I get so paranoid.”

      Julianna hugged him tightly. “Well, there won’t be any of that ambiguity tonight.”

      Stephen could sense his wife’s nervousness underlying calm exterior. He watched her deliberate breathing, the way she controlled her anxiety. She was always so composed, and yet just last night, he’d watched her come undone.

      They both jumped when the knock came just after eight. Stephen’s heart pulsed hard. Julianna took his hands in hers and squeezed. She lifted her brows in one last question: Still want this?

      He nodded.

      They were beyond the need to use words. They both knew what lay behind that door—and it wasn’t just another man.

      Julianna smiled, glanced at herself in the hotel mirror one last time, and went to answer the door.

      “Zane. Please, come in,” she said, her voice only slightly breathless.

      The man stepped in, Adonis himself, looking much taller and larger up close than Stephen was prepared for. He’d never actually met one of Julianna’s lovers after the fact, and as he held out his hand now, he wondered if this was as awkward for Zane as it was for him.

      “You look… wow,” he said, eyeing Julianna in that lingerie dress.

      She stepped up against this other man, glanced quickly at Stephen, and kissed him softly.

      It was like a bolt of lightning had struck the top of Stephen’s head. And the kiss wasn’t even all that deep. He couldn’t wait for what came next.

      Julianna stepped away, her arm still linked in the younger man’s thick arm. “This is my husband.” No name. Stephen would remain anonymous, simply “the husband.”

      “Hey,” Stephen said, holding out his hand. “Nice to formally meet you.”

      Nice to formally meet you? Why had he said it like that?

      “Hey, man. Good to meet you, too.” Zane’s grip was firm, but not overly so. Meeting his eyes, Stephen thought he detected some of the same nerves that they were both feeling.

      From that moment Julianna took control. She guided her new lover to the bed and turned in toward him. He took her into his arms and kissed her.

      That kiss wrecked Stephen—in all of the best ways. More than the fucking and sucking that he’d watched, the kiss was intimate and real. Wrong, yet sexy because of that very wrongness.

      It wasn’t a show, either. He knew his wife. He knew that she enjoyed the kiss. She melted into Zane’s arms, her hands rising to his shoulders as their mouths met again. It was a deeper kiss this time, a hungry kiss that had Stephen’s heart climbing his throat. He took a step back without realizing it, bumping into the small armchair that they’d set up in the corner. He sank into it, his knees unsteady.

      This was different from any of the other times, because he was there, just a few feet away, and Julianna was conscious that he was there. Breaking the kiss, she glanced over at him, mouthing, ‘Are you okay?’

      The simple question changed everything for Stephen. Like a switch being flicked down, the anxiety was gone. He was no longer skulking in the bushes along a dark tow path, or lying alone in his bed watching a tiny screen. He was there in the room. He was in it.

      Boy, was he in it. The lights were low, but not so low that he couldn’t make out every detail about what was happening—the way Julianna’s hands explored Zane’s back, the way her breath hitched when the man’s lips found her neck, the way she met the other man’s eyes as she slowly sank to her knees. She was hungry again. Hungry for what this god-made-flesh had to offer.

      The metallic clank of Zane’s belt echoed through the room. It was a sound that Stephen wasn’t going to forget for a long, long time. He shifted in the chair, wondering if he should pull his cock out, wondering if that would be inappropriate, then chuckling to himself at how absurd that worry was.

      A few feet away, Julianna drew Zane’s zipper down and opened his pants, tugging them down his powerful thighs, right along with his boxer-briefs.

      “Oh shit,” Stephen said before he could stop himself. He’d only seen Zane in that one picture, and later from a distance in the dark. It was easy to imagine a big dick in the abstract. Seeing it flop into view, right in front of his wife’s face, seeing her not even able to fully wrap her fingers around it, made it so real.

      Julianna glanced at Stephen again, her eyes wide. He wasn’t sure if she was asking for permission or just making a silent commentary on his size. Stephen nodded anyway, licking his lips. This was so hot.

      And the guy was only just beginning to harden.

      Julianna had to open her mouth as wide as she could just to take him in. It was the most obscene thing that he’d ever witnessed. She held that monster in both hands as it swelled in her mouth, growing, thickening. She struggled at first, spending more time licking along the length than sucking it.

      Zane seemed totally fine with that. He groaned, keeping his hands on his hips as she ran her tongue down the shaft and along his shaved balls. She pumped him with her right hand as she sucked on his balls—something that Julianna did for Stephen, but only rarely.

      “Fuck, that feels good,” Zane murmured.

      Julianna slid her hand up his body, under his shirt. “Take this off,” she said, kissing back up his shaft. “I want to see all of you.”

      Zane grinned, seeming to have no objection to being objectified. He whipped his t-shirt off, revealing a thick, muscular upper body—the kind of physique that Stephen was quickly realizing was Julianna’s type.

      Seeing him naked gave Julianna a second wind. She went back to his cock, mouth wide, and swallowed more of him than she had before. He must have entered her throat at some point, because she drew back, gagging.

      Even that sound was like erotic music to Stephen’s voyeuristic ears.

      It didn’t deter her. She glanced over at Stephen, cheek bones going up as she smiled around another man’s cock, and tried again. She couldn’t get to half of his length, her slobber frothing down the rest, but it was so fucking hot.

      “Ana,” Zane whispered, touching her shoulder. He was close. He was going to come. Stephen wanted to watch that, too, but instead, Julianna let his monster dick go with a pop and one last tug.

      She rose, her arms pushing the straps of her dress from her shoulders. Zane helped peel the rest of it off, baring her tits and her swollen nipples.

      “You’re so beautiful,” he said, dipping down to suck one of her nipples into his mouth. Julianna cooed happily, running her fingers through his hair. Again, she looked beyond the man, at her husband in the corner, lifting her brows as if to say, “Can you believe this is happening?”

      Stephen just nodded. He couldn’t, but he was so happy that it was.

      They moved to the bed. Zane peeled her blue dress off. Beneath, she wore nothing, her body a sculpture that glistened under the low lights of the hotel room. But the lighting was better than in some dark alley, and Zane took in Julianna’s nudity for the first time.

      “I need to taste this,” he said, guiding her onto her back before climbing in between her legs.

      For a moment, Stephen forgot to breathe. The room shrank to just the two of them on the bed—Julianna on her back, her legs splayed, her eyes closed. She tilted her head back, her mouth parting in a silent sigh as Zane ran his tongue along her smooth mound.

      She jerked at the contact, barking out a sharp moan.

      Stephen gripped the arms of the chair to steady himself. His heart pounded, the rush of blood in his ears louder than any sound in the room. Way back in the beginning, when he’d confessed this fantasy to Julianna in Arizona, he’d never actually thought that he’d end up here, in the same room as his wife got naked with another man.

      But they were only just beginning. Zane made Julianna come hard, gasping, cupping her tits as she rode out her orgasm. She checked in with him again with a simple lift of her brows. Stephen nodded back.

      “I’m not sure I can take this again,” she said to Zane, rubbing his cock. It wasn’t just that he was long. He was thick, too, a cudgel of meat that seemed so ridiculous in her hands.

      “You already have,” Zane said. “But I’ll go slow.”

      She nodded. The condom came out, a foil wrapper stamped with an XL on it. Or XXL? Did that size even exist? Stephen felt delirious as he watched his own wife roll the latex down another man’s dick.

      Zane laid her onto her back again, climbing over her. They kissed again, making out at first. He caressed her breasts before moving his hand lower, down between her legs. She gasped at the sensation, her own hands wandering along his body.

      He must have felt so different to her than Stephen. While Stephen was fit, he was also a sixty-year-old man. Zane was probably still in his forties, and fit even for that age.

      But as quickly as those insecurities arrived, they were gone. Because Stephen was there in the room, and he was present, and⁠—

      “Oh, fuck!” Julianna’s obscenity tore through the room as Zane finally started to push into her. Despite how slow he started, it was still almost too much. She arched her back, shutting her eyes tightly as he pushed inside of her. “Slow… slow… slower…” she gasped, her hands going to the other man’s butt—to slow him, to encourage him, to wrest back some kind of control?

      The instinct to protect swelled up inside of Stephen. He shifted nervously in the chair, wondering if Zane was hurting her.

      But when she looked over at him one final time, her eyes glazed with lust, Stephen relaxed. Everything was going to be okay.

      And then Julianna completely lost it.
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      “Oh! Oh! Fuck me!” Julianna cried. Zane felt enormous inside of her, the stretch of him borderline painful. Yet she couldn’t get enough.

      Last night she’d been drunk. Things were still fuzzy, and even those snippets of clarity were frenetic. They’d fucked standing up. She’d gone down on him in the dark, mindful of the risk all around her. It must have divided her attention.

      Now, in the safety of her hotel room with her husband right there, she could actually experience this man in his entirety. And that “entirety” was fucking huge.

      “Oh my… you’re… so…” So big, she couldn’t say, not because she was embarrassed, but because she literally couldn’t say anything around the cries that were bubbling through her.

      Clutching at the sheets on either side of her, she opened her legs and just took it. Once she’d gotten used to his size, once he’d eased that monster all the way in a few times, he started to fuck her like the man he was, and it felt… so good.

      And that’s when he began to talk.

      “You like it, don’t you?”

      “Told you that you could take it.”

      “Fuck, I can’t believe how beautiful you are.”

      It was so heady. So… so much. The polite and borderline boring guy had come alive in the bed. He lifted her legs over his shoulders—broad, impressive shoulders at that—folding her in half as he started to pound it into her.

      Her first orgasm came over her like a fever, and once she was there, it wouldn’t let her go. “Oh, fuck, I love this big fucking cock!”

      “You do,” he grunted, driving into her, stretching her, filling her. “Tell me what you want.”

      “I want… I want this… I want it deep. Give it to me, Baby. Fuck me!”

      She didn’t even know what she was saying, but all of it was true. She did want it. She wanted all of it. She was lost in that sensation of being so completely and utterly full.

      They shifted. When he pulled out of her, she felt the loss of it, only to be flipped onto her hands and knees. And then he was back inside of her, his hands on her hips, pulling her ass into the air as he began to fuck her again. This time he went even deeper. She winced as he touched places that had never been touched during sex.

      But she couldn’t get enough of it.

      “Give it to me! Fuck me, Zane! Oh, oh, fuck me!”

      She reached between her legs, fingering her clit furiously, in time with his thrusts. Another orgasm crashed through her. Or maybe it was still the first. Or maybe it just didn’t matter. She was in oblivion and loved everything about it.

      “I’m close,” Zane gasped behind her. “I’m so close.”

      Which meant they were close to the end.

      “Where do you want it?” Zane asked.

      “Not… not yet…” Julianna looked back over her shoulder. “Not… not yet.”

      She crawled forward, away from him. She wasn’t ready for this party to end. Pushing him onto his back, she mounted him, easing his dick back into her pussy as she stared down at him. The way he looked at her—this man, this Adonis, who’d no doubt fucked countless hotter and younger women, was staring at her like a goddess, and she fucking felt like one.

      “I’m not done with this huge dick,” she said, and started to bounce on his cock, unbridled.

      It wasn’t something she normally did. She loved being on top, for sure, but she loved it for the control that it offered. Here, on Zane and his dildo-sized dick, she was not in control. Like, at all. She squeezed a tit with one hand and continued to rub her clit with the other as she rode him at a galloping pace.

      “Fuck, fuck, oh fuck!” She was lost in his world, knowing that at any moment the man would be tipped over the edge, that he’d fill his condom. And he’d fill it because he had the hots for her, a 55-year-old woman. The thought was almost as intoxicating as his size.

      Almost.

      But his size became everything.

      “Ana,” he gasped. He was so close. She was close, too, and started to gyrate faster. In the back of her head, she was vaguely aware of her muscles aching, her pussy stretching. She even recalled that Stephen was close by, his presence giving her permission to let go even more. But those thoughts were abstract compared to Zane, compared to the physicality of him, compared to that orgasm that was so, so, so…

      “Close!” she cried out. “I’m so—UH!”

      His hands were on her hips, big and strong, guiding her now, bouncing her up and down. Pain flashed through her as she took the full length of him all the way in, striking the back of her pussy. She didn’t care. She was there with him.

      “Yes!’

      “Uh!”

      “Oh my… unngh!”

      Their cries were as one. He was filling his condom, and she was crashing through the biggest orgasm of the night.

      Julianna collapsed forward, her palms pressed against Zane’s chest, her body trembling with aftershocks. For a long moment she couldn’t think, couldn’t move, couldn’t do anything but breathe. Her body still clenched around him in tiny pulses, her skin slick with sweat. Everything felt distant—her heartbeat, the faint rush of traffic outside, even Zane’s soft exhale beneath her.

      And then she remembered her husband, Stephen, and she hated that she’d ever forgotten about him. Her heart lurched. She’d been somewhere else entirely, lost in another man, in the big dick, in the sex. She’d said… things… Oh, god.

      She glanced towards the chair, half worrying that it would be empty, that he would have left in disgust and she hadn’t even noticed.

      But Stephen was there, still in the chair, sweat glittering on his shaved scalp and a manic smile stretched across his face. He’d pulled his cock out, but unlike Zane’s, it was still hard. His eyes found hers, and when they did, everything inside of her settled. The panic ebbed away, replaced by something quiet and certain.

      He was still there.

      Relief washed through her. She let her body sink back against the sheets, feeling the cool air against her skin, the warmth still lingering between her thighs.

      Still there. Still smiling. Still hers.
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      Zane got up, stretching his arms and chest, completely at ease with his nudity. If Stephen had a body like that—a cock like that—he’d be at ease, too. The younger man surveyed the room, met Stephen’s eyes, and nodded.

      Stephen wasn’t sure how to interpret the nod, but shortly after, the guy walked into the bathroom, leaving them alone.

      Julianna was still on the bed, on her back, her chest still rising and falling from the exertion of all that sex. She saw him looking and held out her hand. That simple gesture felt so good. She still wanted him. She still needed him.

      He stood, realizing for the first time how shaky his legs were. He stripped out of his pants, which were already open around his thighs, and crawled onto the bed. She shifted, pulling the sheets back so they could crawl under.

      “That was…” Stephen wasn’t sure what he wanted to say here. Julianna just pulled him to her and kissed him deeply. He tasted her perspiration, but not just that. He tasted Zane, the man’s spit, the man’s mark on her. He pulled back but kept his forehead on hers. “That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

      Julianna just smiled and pulled him back for another kiss, reveling in their reconnection.

      At some point, Zane emerged from the bathroom. He was dressed again, and while he did look slightly sweaty, it was more like a man going back to work after a lunch time gym session than a wild fuck with a married woman.

      “Thanks for calling me again, Ana,” he said.

      “Thanks for being available.”

      “For you? Always. Call me if you’re ever back in town.” To Stephen, he just grinned and said, “You’re a lucky man. Have fun.”

      And with one final nod, he walked out of their lives.

      “That really just happen?” Stephen asked.

      Julianna started to giggle. “I honestly am not sure I believe any of this weekend. Just a few days ago—like two days ago—someone invited me to cruise around the Caymans⁠—“

      “Which you should definitely do,” Stephen interjected.

      “And now you just watched me with…” She gestured at the shut door.

      “The biggest dick you’ve ever seen?” Stephen helped her out.

      Julianna covered her eyes, face flushed.

      “I’m sorry, I believe your exact words were that ‘big fucking cock’ and something about love?’

      “I got a little excited there.” She pulled her hand away and looked at him. “Are you upset?”

      “You know what? Not even a little. I thought that maybe I would be.”

      She cocked her head, listening.

      He went on. “When I first brought all of this up—even earlier today, when we called him up and arranged for him to come by—I had all this… anxiety.”

      “I’m sorry. I should have known.”

      “No, it’s okay. It’s always been there. I just figured that it was part of this whole adventure, you know? I get anxious. Will this big dick ruin you for me? Will things ever be the same? Will you leave me behind? That sort of thing. But then, watching you now, even when you got lost in him⁠—”

      “I’m sorry.”

      He ignored her apology, because she didn’t need to make it. “I didn’t feel any of that anxiety at all. I was here in the room. I knew that you weren’t going anywhere, so I just got to sit back and watch the most important person in my life experience something totally off-the-charts.”

      There were tears in Julianna’s eyes by the time he finished speaking. “Oh, Stephen…”

      “None of that, now,” he said, kissing her cheek and tasting the salt of her tears. When they kissed, it was different from the heated reunion one from earlier, although it certainly felt like a reunion.

      “Oh, Stephen,” she repeated. “I need you.”

      He thought about last night and this morning. “Aren’t you sore?”

      “Just take it slow, please.” She tugged at his shirt. “And take this off. You look ridiculous.”

      They laughed as he struggled out of his shirt, which stuck to his clammy skin. She ended up straddling him so that she could control the pace—which was very slow at first. “Oh, that’s nice,” she sighed. “You didn’t come yet.”

      “I wanted to save myself.”

      “Such a gentleman.”

      “I’m not sure gentlemen usually jerk off as they watch their wives get pounded by other men.”

      Julianna’s laugh was tinged with emotion. “Well, this one does.”

      She felt stretched. There was no doubt about that. Zane and his monster girth had definitely changed her, at least in the short term. Even the looseness of her was a turn-on for Stephen.

      “Tell me about it,” he said. “How did it feel to be so full?”

      “It was…” She glanced away, looking embarrassed.

      “Tell me. You don’t have to bend the truth.”

      Looking down at him, she said, “It was one of the best fucks of my life.”

      Stephen surged inside of her. She felt it, her eyes going wide.

      “But it was also… it was also too much.”

      Stephen started to laugh, and she joined him, her hips stilling for a moment before she added, “No really, I’m not just saying it to make you feel better. He really was too much. I don’t think I could take that all the time.”

      “You’d get used to it.”

      “Let me rephrase. I don’t want to.” She reached down and touched Stephen’s face. “Besides, normal guys need to work harder for it, and I like that.”

      “Now  you’re just saying that to make me feel better.”

      “Who says I was talking about you?” she said with a grin.

      Stephen gasped.

      “Anthony was average, and honestly? He knew how to fuck.”

      “Oh, Jules!” He’d been doing a good job edging himself, but her statement was so surprising it caught him completely blindsided. He tightened, squeezed her hips and came with a groan. When he opened his eyes, she was right there, inches from his face. She smiled and kissed the tip of his nose. “You’re pretty good yourself.”

      Stephen just laughed breathily, flopping onto his back. She climbed free. “I’m going to take a shower.” She kissed him again. “Relax and rest up. I’ll be right back.”

      He nodded, watching her disappear into the bathroom, admiring, as he always did, the shape of her naked backside. The sound of water filled the room a moment later, so tempting that he thought about joining her. But he was beat, both physically and emotionally. Lying there, the scene of sex and the warmth of Julianna’s body still lingering, he was content.

      He must have drifted for a while, because the next thing he heard was the bathroom door opening and the soft patter of Julianna’s bare feet crossing the carpet. She’d wrapped herself in one of the hotel’s white robes, damp hair clinging to her shoulders.

      “Hey,” she said softly, sliding back onto the bed beside him.

      He turned his head toward her and smiled. “I think I dozed off.”

      “Don’t let me wake you.” She opened the robe and let it fall to the floor.

      “Really? Because you seem to be trying to do the opposite.”

      “Oh, you,” she laughed, slipping beneath the sheets with him. Her naked body was warm and once again so clean. “Honestly, I’m now completely tapped out. This old body can’t take another orgasm.”

      Stephen snorted. “I doubt that’s true.”

      “Let’s not test it.” She snuggled close. Her hand traced down his body. “I could take care of you if you need it.”

      Stephen felt himself rise, but shook his head. “My body wants to, but I think I’d fall asleep again.”

      “I doubt that, mister,” she said. But she didn’t move to prove him wrong. The weight of her own exhaustion was there on her face as well. Instead, they lay there in the comfortable quiet, with Julianna tracing idle circles on his chest that got slower and slower. When he thought that maybe she was about to fall asleep, though, she said, “Thank you, honey.”

      “For?”

      “For experiencing… tonight. And last night.”

      “For riding a big cock.”

      Julianna’s laugh was sleepy. “Yeah, that. But I was thinking, in the shower, that… I don’t think I’m going to go seeking another one out.”

      “So if the next guy had a big dick, you’d kick him out of bed and run away?”

      “No, not saying that. Just… I don’t want a big cock just for a big cock.”

      “It was fun watching you lose control, though.”

      “Even though I excluded you?”

      “You didn’t. I was right there the whole time.”

      Her eyes lit up at his response. Then she said, “Can you believe this journey we’re on?”

      “Together,” he said, taking her hand in his. “And nope. Still wondering if I’m going to wake up.”

      “Same.”

      “So now that you’ve checked the big cock off, Mrs. Not-a-size-queen, what’s next?”

      “I don’t have any fantasies.” It was something she used to say, back before they began this journey, and they both knew that it wasn’t really true. They both cracked up.

      “You should check back in with Oliver and Leah.”

      “You just want me to hook up with another woman.”

      “Not necessarily. Maybe you just do, like, a female-male-female thing.”

      “With you in the middle?”

      Stephen didn’t hate the idea, but hedged. “With anyone in the middle. It would be just hot.”

      “I think Leah and Oliver had other ideas than just keeping Oliver in the middle, so maybe not them…”

      “So another couple then?” he said hopefully.

      Julianna giggled, then moved on. “How about sex on a yacht. I’ve never done that before.”

      “Mmm… I do know a guy…”
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      Find him online at www.kennywriter.com or follow him on Twitter at @kennywriter, Bluesky, and Medium. (But really, right now kennywriter.com is your best bet.)
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      Like what you just read? Check out these other books by Kenny Wright (or browse my catalog at http://www.kennywriter.com/books/).

      Everyone’s a Winner
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      Who says a couple can't have new adventures after two decades of marriage?

      When Lauren heads to Las Vegas alone, Eric encourages her to explore their hotwife fantasies. What ends up happening is a series of experiences that cross lines that Lauren never thought she would, and leave Eric wondering who he married and how he got so lucky.

      Follow Lauren and Eric's journey, and find out just how everyone wins.

      Check out Everyone’s a Winner.

      

  






      Never Too Late to Play

      If you’ve read all the way to the end of this book, I really hope that you’ve also read the first three parts of Julianna and Stephen’s story. If not, though, go now and pick up the setup for Never Too Late to Play.
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      Who says hotwife fantasies are just for the young?

      After twenty-five years of marriage, Stephen Reeves has learned to keep his deepest desire locked away. What started as a pang of jealousy slowly transformed into something else—an obsession. He fantasizes about seeing his stunning wife, Julianna, with another man. But he’s never dared to tell her. She’s devoted, traditional… she’d be scandalized if she knew.

      Julianna may be in her fifties, but she still turns heads. She notices the way men look at her, the lingering glances, the harmless flirtation. And she enjoys it—nothing more, nothing serious. She has no idea that her husband secretly longs for her to take it further.

      Then, on a cross-country flight, a tall, dark, and handsome stranger takes the seat beside Julianna. And for the first time, Stephen does something he’s never done before. He plants the seed. He nudges open the door.

      And once that door is open… there’s no turning back.

      Never Too Late to Play is a book about a couple who realizes some fantasies aren’t just for the young. Because sometimes, the best adventures happen when you least expect them.

      

  






      In Too Deep
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      David hasn’t seen his wife, Amanda, in two months—not since she went undercover on a dangerous, highly secretive case. He doesn’t know where she is, what she’s doing, or who she’s pretending to be. He only knows he misses her—her laugh, her touch, her kiss.

      Then one night, David finds himself in a strip club... and finds her on stage.

      Seeing Amanda like this—seductive, confident, and far more uninhibited than he ever imagined—awakens a cocktail of emotions: confusion, desire, jealousy... and a craving for more. And then suddenly he's dragged into Amanda’s dark and thrilling new world, where every move could shatter her cover—and their marriage.

      Can they survive the lies, the danger, and the temptation? Or has Amanda already crossed a line that neither of them can undo?

      Packed with explicit, pulse-pounding passion, intrigue, and a unique take on not just the hotwife genre, but the mystery-thriller genre, this is one story you won’t forget.

      In Too Deep is a two-part book series available everywhere that you purchase your ebooks.

      

  






      Castaway Wife: A Survival Game of Passion
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      Reality Television Meets Fantasy Hotwife

      Have you ever wondered what it’s like to be the husband to a beautiful woman on a reality television show? Millions obsessing over her. Guys on the show hitting on her. No way to interact. All you can do is watch. All you can do is hope that in the end, she comes back home.

      Andy certainly never considered any of that when he encouraged his wife, Chelsea, to live her dream as a contestant on Castaway. The six weeks of separation that followed were hard enough. The months that followed were even more difficult. She wasn’t allowed to talk about the show, but as each episode unfolded and he saw how close she got with Todd, a fireman from LA, he began to wonder how much was editing and how much was real.

      Everything comes to a head as the final episode of the season airs before a live audience. The winner is crowned. The contestants reunite. And Andy learns just how much the spotlight has changed his wife.

      Find Castaway Wife at any major online retailers.

      

  






      The Blonde in 3C

      
        
          [image: The Blonde in 3C]
        

      

      From neighbor to friend to wife to… hotwife?

      Cooper always had a crush on Annika, the blonde in apartment 3C. She was friendly. She was pretty. Best of all, she had loud sex with her boyfriend, Brett, that Cooper could hear through the floorboards. He never thought that one day, he would marry that sexy blonde.

      But first impressions are hard to shake, and Cooper's first impression of his future bride was of an insatiable woman he could never fully satisfy. He was always waiting for the other shoe to drop, for a new man to take his place, for him to lose it all. A hotwife fantasy was born and it grew with their marriage.

      The things that Annika did for love always surprised her, but that was just who she was. She gave all of her energy to a relationship. She'd done some wild things for her hedonistic former boyfriend, Brett. She was still trying to figure out Cooper.

      When they attend Brett’s wedding, Annika and Cooper are put to the test. Will Annika be tempted by the past? Will Cooper’s repressed fantasy explode into the open?

      Find The Blonde in 3C online!

      

  






      Bull’s Eye Series (5 books)
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      Paul Sharpe, self-avowed bachelor, works hard and plays harder—always looking for a new conquest. Blondes, brunettes, redheads, he enjoys them all as long as the pursuit is fun and they’re up for a good time. He’s fine being disposable. Life is simpler that way.

      Until he meets a woman who opens his eyes to a whole new world—the world of hotwives and cuckolds and the games that they play. After that, he sees it everywhere. At bars, at clubs, at his company’s gala, he sees men furtively watching other men hit on their wives.

      Can he be the other man? Can he be the bull?

      Follow Paul’s epic journey over five books as he evolves from the bull to so much more.

      Bull's Eye 1: Discovering the Hotwife Fantasy

      Bull's Eye 2: Exploring the Hotwife Fantasy

      Bull's Eye 3: Enjoying the Hotwife Fantasy

      Bull's Eye 4: Consequences of a Hotwife Fantasy

      Bull's Eye 5: Beyond the Hotwife Fantasy

      

  






      Training to Love It Series (3 books)
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      Can a wife-watching fantasy be trained?

      When Erin comes home from the gym and lets slip that her new personal trainer is a man, Tom doesn’t know how to react. When he overhears Erin admitting that she’s attracted to AJ, her trainer, he becomes even more confused. He wants to be supportive, but he feels jealous. He wants to be understanding, but he doesn’t even understand his own feelings. Every time he thinks of Erin with AJ, his heart begins to race. Every time she says his name, his breath catches in his chest.

      AJ ends up pushing more than just his wife’s physical limits. As Tom watches this newer, stronger, more assertive woman emerge with each training session, he realizes that this other man is pushing the limits of their marriage and their happy life. How far would they go for a fantasy? And whose fantasy is it? And what happens when things go too far?

      Training to Love It series
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