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Chapter 1

Our First Night Out

“I can’t believe this is what you wanna do when we finally have a night to ourselves.” 

My wife’s voice carried from the bathroom behind me as I stood in front of the mirror hanging from our closet door. The door was only ajar by an inch, her voice muffled but I could hear the irritation.

“Come on honey. We agreed to try this out…” I started pulling on my suit jacket. It was a jet black, nicely tailored though a little old. It’d been a while since I’d had an occasion to wear it, especially since the pandemic hit. Nothing like a lockdown to make you put your dress clothes in the back of the closet.

“That was nearly two years ago!” She called back quickly. The sound of hairspray and other things clinking in the bathroom accompanied the complaint.

It was true. In fact it was more than that. Lacy and I had been discussing swinging for a year before we finally got the courage and the opportunity to go out and explore. But that exploration hadn’t been much more than going to a club two times, having drinks with a few couples and then the world had closed down. Those couples we had talked with and even exchanged numbers with had lost contact quickly due to the chaos of the pandemic. Job loss or transition. Sickness. Child care concerns. It all became such a web of such frustration that the idea of pursuing this sort of lifestyle had fallen out for us.

Brushing my hands through my sandy hair, with a few streaks of gray starting to show prematurely, I let out a long breath. Lacy wasn’t wrong. We had only gone out twice. At best it had been like going out to a regular dinner and striking up friendly conversations with other couples. No extra flirting. No touching or rubbing. No sex.

Fun? Yes. Productive? No.

I looked back at myself in the mirror. Handsome enough at forty. Good career, one that thankfully hadn’t been affected by the pandemic. In fact I’d even gotten a pay raise. A loving husband and father to two wonderful little girls. I was the near definition of suburbanite. But like every other contented suburbanite, I wanted more. Didn’t everyone?

And I don’t mean I felt like I was missing something. My life was fulfilling. But there was that nag, that desire. Probably the most human instinct. Try something new. Dive into the unknown. Don’t stagnate, innovate.

Oh gosh, that corporate speak was working its way into my fantasies now too.

I scrubbed my hands over my face, feeling the light stubble that never seemed to go away no matter how often I shaved. “Honey, Lacy, I mean… haven’t you wanted to try going out again? To pick up where we left off?”

“We really didn’t leave off much of anywhere, Matt.” Her voice drifted from the bathroom. “Two dinners isn’t even dipping our toes in, in my opinion.”

I nodded to myself. “Yeah but…” I paused. What could I even say? It had taken us a year to talk ourselves into going and just checking out the scene. Then two years of being mostly home in sweats and having the girls around constantly. Together so much that sometimes we got a little sick of each other. But our love had lasted, and even grown stronger. So what more was there to investigate or explore?

Tons.

That voice in my head wouldn’t let it go and I know for a fact she felt it too. Lacy was an avid reader of nearly anything she could get her hands on and thanks to e-books, the possibilities were now literally limitless. Among the many books she’d been reading over the pandemic, I’d begun to notice a trend. Lots and lots of dollar erotic short stories and novellas. The kind of smut that once upon a time you'd have had to read in Penthouse or Playboy or some such publication. Heck there was a ton of it for free on Kindle Unlimited and other platforms. On one occasion I’d scrolled through her e-reader and found nearly two dozen of those types of stories, and that had all been from just a two week period.

Lacy wanted to explore too, she just wasn’t the type to come out and say it.

The bathroom door opened and Lacy stepped out, a drifting mist of left over steam from her shower curling about her frame in the doorway.

My heart skipped a beat. It always did when I saw her. But now…

Lacy stood a little over five foot, her fiery red hair reaching her shoulders in waves. Intense green eyes locked my brown with a stern look. Her dress was the thinnest material I’d ever seen, a shiny silver that flowed down her slim figure to her mid thigh and slit up a few inches on her left thigh. Around her neck it gathered up in waves and plunged down to her small chest. A B cup on a good day, the dress clung tightly to her as if it were paint. Her long legs were covered in sheer light gray stockings and her silver heels gave her another inch of height she didn’t typically have. The lightest amount of makeup helped accent her lashes and cheeks and lips. She exuded sensuality.

If I were being honest, she looked just as sexy in sweats and a t-shirt. But this elevated her from a perfect ten to an eleven.

“Damn.” I muttered, eyes wide.

“Well… if I’m finally getting a night out without the kids, I want to go all out. Besides, you said this club was different. High class right?” She said walking out and grabbing her purse from her side of the bed.

I caught a glimpse of her backside, a small rear end but shapely in all the ways that mattered. I cleared my throat and tried to think of my grandmother as I stood up. “Y…yeah the uh, invite I got was kind of exclusive. A masquerade.”

She looked back, eyebrow up. “Like the movie Eyes Wide Shut or whatever it was?”

“Uh, I think kinda but less…cultish?” I shrugged.

She shook her head and rolled her eyes. “I guess that’s… okay. Masks probably make it more relaxed. Less likely to recognize someone.” Her cheeks were red.

That had been the one big thing we had been worried about. What if we went and saw someone we knew from picking up the girls from school, or work, or…church?!

“Yeah. And it’s pretty upscale. I read all about it, they sent me a link to all the ‘about us’ stuff. No means no, no exceptions. They have bouncers that help maintain the peace and make sure there’s no funny business besides the… the desired sort.” I cleared my throat again, embarrassed.

“Well, that shouldn’t be a problem. I’m going to drink and talk, not… well, ya know. Anyway, I’m not even sure you’re going to get lucky tonight. I would have settled for a nice quiet and quick dinner and then just some us time.” She slipped the silver chain of her purse over her shoulder and folded her arms. “Last chance. Go out or stay here?”

I stood looking at her, so beautifully dressed. It had been ages since she’d dressed up for anything. Same for me. Wearing a suit hadn’t been something I’d done in nearly half a decade. But I couldn’t help thinking about the e-books she’d been reading. About what we had talked over before the pandemic. We had gone out with intent, but the opportunity had just been pulled away from us. Now was a chance to start getting back in, to actually dip our toes in the water.

“Tell you what. If we don’t have a good time tonight, and if honestly your feelings have changed about this whole exploration, then we won’t ever do it again and I’ll arrange a whole evening of whatever you want.” I step close and put my hands on her arms, rubbing slowly and lovingly.

She smiled at me, that amazing small smile that had nearly knocked me on my ass that first time she’d flashed it at me when we met. “I’m gonna hold you to that. I have particular tastes you know.” Even with her heels she had to go onto her toes quickly to reach up and kiss me sweetly. “Let’s go and get this over with. Probably be lucky if we stay more than a couple hours.”

The establishment was located in a downtown high rise that was a few blocks from the main thoroughfare. A dark looming building with a parking garage beneath that required you to be buzzed in. We flashed out ID’s to the camera and the bar lifted, allowing us to drive into the dimly lit parking area. There were a few cones set up pointing us to where we were to park. We pulled in between an eclectic set of vehicles, ranging from the high end Tesla’s and BMWs to regular old Toyota trucks and Vans. We even saw some window clings announcing there was a ‘Baby On Board’.

“Hope they left the kids at home tonight.” I nudged Lacy with a smile that she just answered with a glare and a shake of her head, muttering about dad jokes.

We had left the girls with Lacy’s parents. Letting them have an overnight sleepover so we could finally have some time alone. Though if her parents knew what we were doing with this time they might not have agreed.

Walking through the parking lot we saw a few gentlemen off to the sides in designated areas for smoking and booths for security. I was impressed. This place was on the level when it came to safety and organization. Or at least it seemed to be. Stepping into the small lobby area, I checked the invitation again. Instructions had been written inside on what elevator to get into and what floor to go to, a door code being required to access the club's particular level.

I punched in the required buttons and then we waited in silence. A soft hissing chill coming from the vents of the elevator was the only sound besides our own breathing. Lacy stood next to me stiff and with her cheeks red with nervousness. I put my arm around her. “Listen, I know I’ve kinda dragged us here but… I know you want to try this again so let's just relax and have a good time. Free drinks. Nice food from what I read. And of course we can always just watch and look around and then head on home.”

Lacy nodded stiffly, then looked up at me. “I know. Just don’t expect anything okay.”

I gave her a curt nod and then a soft loving kiss on the lips right before the elevator doors opened. A warm burst of air came from the club as we stepped out of the chilled elevator. It smelled of a mix of sweat, perfume, champagne and flowers. It was elegance in aerial form. A man quickly stepped in front of us, dressed in a very nice suit with a brilliant red name tag that said ‘Security’. He quickly handed each of us an eye mask. Black leather, comfortable, and it would cover our eyes and the bridge of our nose.

“Wear these at all times. No one may remove them unless it is an emergency. Please remember the rules, simply put no means no. If there’s any trouble, please raise your voice, there are security guards posted at every corner and every room, even the private ones. Are there any questions?” The man was curt and to the point, his voice low for only us and blocking the view of the main floor from us and them from seeing us as we put on the masks.

I looked over at Lacy. “Honey?” 

She shook her head not meeting my eyes as she slipped the mask over her face.

“Right then. Welcome.” The man stepped aside and ushered us into the room and then took his place next to the elevator to away new guests.

Left alone now, with only each other and holding hands tightly, we looked about the room, seeing the many people and outfits that had found themselves at this event. There were dresses much like Lacy’s and others that were more floor length, some shorter, tighter. It was a feast for the eyes of lovely ladies with makeup and jewelry and heels. The men were much the same with tuxedos and suits of nearly every color and make. Some of the patrons looked older with graying hair or the beginnings of. I couldn’t be sure but there were some milling around that looked like they were in their twenties. But it was hard to tell due to the masks, which was the entire point, of course.

Lacy kept close to me as we walked over towards a more open area with an open ceiling, looking out onto the night sky. A bar was located in the center, with plants and flowers lining the sunken patio like area. We took two champagne glasses that the bartender offered with a smile. Lacy sipped and I just held mine as we walked over to a nice couch and sat down to observe the people.

We never had been much on socialization, even when we had gone to the other clubs it had been other couples that had approached us, not the other way around.

“Ready to go yet?” Lacy asked, masking her lips with her glass.

“We just got here. Let’s at least give it an hour honey.” I squeezed her knee. Sitting down made the dress slip up a little higher on her shapely thigh. 

Scanning the crowd I noticed a few eyes lingering on us, looking towards us for a moment and then darting away again. A few of the men were just blatantly looking our way, or more accurately at Lacy. Of course it would be the woman who got the attention, rather than the men. Something never changed even in different lifestyles. 

Lacy, for her part, played things aloof and disinterested in the looks coming her way. She sipped at her champagne and nestled close to my hip. I could feel her heat, smell the pink lemonade perfume she loved on her mixing with sweat from all the bodies in the room. Around us people talked and laughed, as if this were some regular corporate party and not a swingers event. But the rules were clear there was to be no overt activity out in the main area, only in the various rooms located around the floor. I saw a few kisses, gropes, hands wandering and lips lingering but nothing more than what you might have seen in a regular night club.

After a while, Lacy had finished her champagne and dangled the glass between her fingers looking more and more like she was wanting to leave when a shadow appeared before us and held out a new full glass to Lacy. “I saw you were empty and thought you might like another.” The man was tall, a wide white smile and brilliant blue eyes with light brown-blonde hair that had that premade bedhead look. 

Lacy looked up, eyes wide at the man’s sudden appearance and boldness but after a second offered him the empty glass and took the full. “T…thanks.” She replied sheepishly.

He nodded, put the glass behind his back and turned to me. “Nice to meet you both. I’m Terry.” he held out his hand, his left hand. His wedding band was obvious on his finger. It was a deliberate move to show that he too was a married man here, though where his wife was, that was a mystery. “Nice to meet you Terry, I’m Matthew and this is my wife, Lacy.”

She nodded sipping her new drink looking up at the man with some suspicion.

“Great to meet you both.” he repeated. “So, please don’t find this rude but it looks like you are new?” He asked and went to sit next to Lacy. His knee was brushing against hers.

“That obvious?” I asked.

He laughed. It was hearty and full and kind. “Oh don’t feel too bad. You start to develop a sort of sixth sense when it comes to these things. Me and my wife have been in the lifestyle for several years now, you can sort of make out those that are nervous and those that are comfortable.” His knee brushed Lacy’s again, more deliberately. “I could tell by how isolated you both made yourselves. Is this your first time here?”

“Here, yes. But, well we are pretty much brand new to this whole… lifestyle.” I admitted leaning forward a bit to keep an eye on him as he sat so close to my wife.

My emotions were a rollercoaster. The idea of this stranger flirting with my wife was both a turn on and a nightmare. Yes this is what we had come to explore but, having it be real was something completely different. At the other clubs at best a guy had patted my wife’s shoulder. This man’s eyes kept drifting to the small amount of cleavage she had as well as the amount of exposed thighs with the clinging stockings. All we had to say was no thank you and I was sure he would leave. But, I couldn’t bring myself to say it, not yet anyway.

For Lacy’s part, she didn’t move her knee away and kept drinking the champagne he had brought her which was showing a small amount of trust.

“Oh so really new. Or have you swapped already with someone online?” His hand finally made its way to Lacy’s knee. His head shifted and his gaze landed on her now, no longer acknowledging me with his gaze.

Her cheeks flushed. “No. We… haven’t done anything. In fact, I was a virgin on my wedding so I sort of think this whole thing is a bit taboo.” She said it, straightening her back and looking intensely at him as if to challenge her virtue.

Terry smiled. “That’s so great to hear. True love. Got to admit we don’t see that a lot these days. So no swapping or anything? Have you done anything online, like chatting and sexting?” He was being so blunt and forward it was putting both of us off our defense.

I could tell Lacy was glaring again, though not in a threatening manner. “No.” She said simply. But still, Terry’s hand remained on her knee and she wasn’t moving it. The glass was finally empty and she held it out to him. “Thank you for the drink.”

He nodded and added the glass to the other one he still held.

“Matt, I need to pee.” Lacy got up quickly, cheeks flushed and began to march off. Finding a security guard and asking him where the restroom was.

I watched her go, hips swaying and heels clicking. Terry was doing the same. He finally sat the glasses down on an end table next to the couch. “So, are you a cuckold or…”

I nearly spat out the champagne I was drinking. “W… a what?” I looked at him eyes wide.

Terry’s face was calm and smile a little sly. “Well I’m just trying to gauge what sort of husband you are. There are all sorts here. Some straight up swapping swingers, some husbands that like to just watch, others that are complete or partial cuckolds. Sorry, I didn't mean to imply. But by the way you were watching her and by that tent in your pants I just thought maybe…”

For the first time I noticed that indeed my penis was as hard as it had ever been, and all of that just from Terry touching my wife’s knee. “I uh… I mean no I’m not a cuckold. That’s for sure. But… we are seriously new and so I guess I don’t know…”

“Well, now's the time to find out. Some guys find it easier to discover what they like and don’t by… well I don’t want to be too forward but, maybe just let your wife mingle. Leave her on her own for a while and let her chat and whatever, let loose. Often having a husband hovering like you are, deters things.” Terry leaned back with a grin. 

“I’m not leaving her alone.” I said flatly. Nervous about what that might mean. Lacy had not indicated she wanted to be alone at all.

He shrugged. “Suit yourself, but trust me. It’ll be easier in the long run if you let her free to explore and then either jump in or just sit back and let the lady have some fun.” Terry winked and got up. “Gotta hit the head myself, mind if I come back and we can keep chatting or do you want me to ship it?”

His question seemed sincere. But I just shrugged and let him walk off without an answer.

I sat for a few minutes, alone. The blunt questions had put me on edge but also gotten me aroused. Was this what swinging really was? My thoughts twisted and turned as I sat and continued sipping my drink.

“Saw you chatting up that pretty redhead. Any luck?” Charlie asked when Terry came out of the restroom.

Terry smiled. “She’s a newbie. Like, brand new. Deflowered on her honeymoon, new.” He winked and nudged his friend.

Charlie was a bit husky, but it was all muscle. His face had a rough amount of beard that was dark brown, almost black that matched his short hair. The man chuckled. “Well damn! That’d be a catch.”

“Oh she is. She’s timid, but fiery. You know, all those stories and sayings about redheads, guess for her they are true.”

The men laughed.

“Only problem is she’s clinging a bit to the husband and he’s not even sure what he wants.” Terry ran a hand through his hair thoughtfully. 

“So, what? You wanna tag team this?” Charlie asked, looking around for a minute wondering where his own wife had gotten off to.

“Oh, looking for Hannah? Saw her chatting up George about ten minutes ago, probably already went to a room.” Terry said, patting Charlie on the shoulder.

He smiled. “She really does like him. Anyway, since she’s off on her own, I assume Susan is…”

“Yep.” Terry grinned.

“Guess that leaves it to us.”

Terry nodded, still grinning. “Wonder if the curtains match the drapes.”

The guys chuckled and started making their way back to the atrium.

“Great, now I need to pee.” I muttered and stood up.

Lacy hadn’t made it back yet but as soon as I stood up she appeared maneuvering through the crowds of people.

“Where are you going?” She asked, a little nervous when she saw me standing.

“You had your turn to pee, now it’s mine.” I smiled and squeezed her arm and gave her cheek a kiss. “I’ll be right back.”

She nodded and went back to the couch.

I did my business in a hurry, a little afraid to leave Lacy alone but also not wanting to be alone myself. I passed Terry on the way to the restroom but didn’t think about it. Maybe he was going back to chat with Lacy, maybe he was trying his luck elsewhere. At that moment I just really needed to relieve myself.

When I got back to the couch, it was empty.

Panic set in quickly. I looked around and for nearly five minutes I didn’t see anyone resembling my wife or any glimpse of her. Asking if anyone had seen her seemed stupid considering the masks we were all wearing but just as I was about to go to security to ask, I finally saw a flash of silver and red hair.

Lacy was on the other side of the atrium, walking in between two men, one of which, I realized, was Terry. They were talking and Lacy laughed as someone cracked a joke.

I watched. She’d just left me. Went with two complete strangers. Where? Why?

I started making my way through the people towards her and wanted to call out but held my tongue. I didn’t want to look stupid or desperate. Besides, it wasn’t a crime to talk with other men or walk with them. Making Lacy think I was a jealous, possessive husband was the last thing I wanted.

They stayed ahead of me by several yards, walking away from the open areas and plants towards the back wall where there were several doors leading to several different rooms. A sign was posted at every few feet telling the rules and uses of the rooms. Each one had a lock that when closed with a time lock. This was so people wouldn’t stampede or crowd into a room like a sporting arena’s bathroom at halftime. It could be opened from the inside and, of course, there was security posted in every room so if there were any non consensual activities, they could be stopped immediately.

Terry put an arm around Lacy’s waist as they continued talking, her smile wide as he charmed her with his wit. Or at least that’s what I imagined. His hand inched lower than her waist to the side of her behind that was more pronounced thanks to the silver dress. The other man was leaning in and whispering something and touching her arm as he opened the door to one of the rooms.

For a second Lacy looked nervous and her footsteps halted. But it was only for a step and then she was chuckling and stepping into the room. Terry was right behind her and the other man after him and the door shut quickly and a bouncer that was standing next to it moved in front to block entry.

Shit!

I rushed over but the bouncer politely but firmly held up his hand to stop me. “Sorry, gotta wait.”

“What? Wait? Why?” My heart was pounding and my words came out smashed together.

“Rules. Can’t have a constant flow in and out of rooms. Gotta wait ten minutes between entry groups.”

I stared and tried to wrap my head around this rule and idea but most of my blood had left my brain. “Listen, that was my wife…”

The man’s eyebrow rose. “Yeah? Lucky you. She’s very lovely. But what’s your point?”

I was getting frustrated but managed to keep my cool. The last thing I wanted was to piss off the powers that be in the club and get kicked out. Who knows what would happen to my wife if I wasn’t here. But then again, I already was here and she’d gone into a room with two strangers. Taking a few quick breaths and closing my eyes, I calmed down as best I could and took a step back.

The guard awkwardly looked over me and past me, as if he were actually some Secret Service agent protecting the President. I waited, tapping my foot and biting my lip as the minutes ticked by. I was starting to panic. Lacy was safe. This bouncer in front of me may have been baring my way, but there were other bouncers in all the rooms and all around to ensure safety. Those men wouldn’t hurt her… But still. How had they gotten her to go with them?

The answer was pretty simple really. Some men just had the charm. They could sweet talk a girl to dance, then to bed all in one fell swoop. When it came to me, I was still surprised I’d been able to get Lacy to say yes to a date. Surprised even more when she said yes to marrying me. Flabbergasted when she told me she wanted children with me. I was thankful every day I had been blessed with her. But I was far from a charmer and these two men had just laid on their wiles thick with my wife and gotten her alone.

We never should have done this.

Tick. Tick. Tick.

Anything could be happening. And all of those thoughts played before me as I stood at the door waiting. Waiting.

What would I be walking in on? Were there others in the room besides the men and my wife and the guard? My mouth was dry and stomach clenching with the possibilities.

I tapped my foot impatiently. The bouncer looked at his watch.

Finally, the man nodded and stepped aside.

I nearly tripped over my own feet as I opened the door and stepped inside.

It was a typical master bedroom, with a king bed in the center with amazingly rich silk purple sheets.The windows had their curtains pulled. Lights were dim with a red tint making everything look sensual and romantic. Above the bed was a spotlight, not overly bright but enough to illuminate the bed and a small amount surrounding it. I immediately felt the presence of others in the room. Not just a security guard whom I spied in the far corner from the door, but a few other couples surrounding the bed, softly whispering or kissing, it was a little hard to tell due to the shadows.

Finally I spotted Lacy and my heart nearly stopped.

Terry stood next to her, her face turned to him with her chin in his hand. Their lips were parting. Skin sticking a little as he moved back from what obviously had been an intimate kiss. I saw Lacy’s eyes flutter a little behind her eye mask. 

“See? Wasn’t that nice?” Terry asked, still holding her chin and keeping her gaze on him and away from the door and me.

Lacy swallowed hard, her chest rising and falling deep. “I… I mean yeah…” She whispered. Almost too low to hear from where I was standing.

The other man that she had entered with was in front of her kneeling down, and caressing her long legs all the way up to the hem of the dress. He looked up at her but his eyes seemed to go to Terry.

“Now Lacy, think you’re comfortable enough to lift your dress like Charlie asked?”

Lacy trembled but Terry kept his firm grip on her chin. “I… I don’t know. I should probably go find Matt…”

“Don’t worry about Matthew. You said this was his idea so just relax. I’m betting he left you alone on purpose.” Terry chuckled.

I was nearly enraged at the lie but I couldn’t move. A deep deep part of me didn’t want to break this spell.

Again she swallowed. “I… guess it wouldn’t hurt…” She reached down and began to lift the dress.

“Slow Lacy. No rush.” Charlie chuckled his hands till on her thighs.

“How many kids did you say you had Lacy?” Terry asked moving closer, his breath on her face and mouth as she looked at him.

“Um, two girls.” She answered as she slowed her pace lifting the silver material up and up.

“That’s great. You’re a married mom. I honestly think those are the best sort of women who should be coming to these events.” Terry smiled and his lips met hers again so gentle and light that it almost wasn’t even a kiss.

Charlie gave a whistle. “Very nice Lacy!”

Her skirt was finally up around her waist revealing a set of underwear I had never seen before. The thong was completely, and I mean completely sheer. It’s the sort of thing you’d ask someone why they were even wearing it, if it hid nothing. Skin tight, it was plastered to her vagina, and even more surprising was it was bald.

My penis was so hard and leaking so much, I'm sure there was a spot on my suit pants.

Not once had I ever seen my wife bald before. I’d asked several times but she’d put it off saying it was too much trouble and I should be happy with her lovely red fuzz. But now here she was with a barely existent thong and her vagina, a beautiful puffy innie mound, bald as could be. A silver garter belt was clinging and making her tummy puff out in a muffin top. As slim as she was she still hadn’t gotten rid of that mom weight.

Lacy was panting as Terry moved back and looked down with Charlie as well as the other folks in the room. They were standing in the light of the bed, at its edge.

“Oh!” Terry’s eyes widened behind the mask. “Well look at that! A bald mom!”

There was some chuckling and giggling from around the room.

“Goodness Lacy you sure know how to put on a show.” Terry let go of her chin finally and stood back. Charlie got to his feet and stood next to his friend. “Why don’t you turn a little and let us see.”

Lacy stood petrified, looking at the two men and somewhat oblivious to the others in the room also starring in the shadows. “I…” She started, then shut her mouth and with red cheeks started to turn, keeping the dress pulled up around her waist.

When her back side came into view, it was small and round and split by the sheer material of the thong clinging tight.

“Nice ass.” Charlie said. “Mind bouncing it a bit Lacy?” He asked, putting on a smile behind his dark beard.

Lacy looked back. “Uh… like… like this?” She bounced on her toes in her heels and the little behind gave a jiggle.

Charlie whistled again.

I couldn’t believe she was doing this. What sort of spell had these men cast on my wife that she was showing herself off for them? Something I often had to beg for.

“Damn Lacy, that Mom ass is amazing. Matthew is a really lucky guy. Pull it apart, I wanna see how small that thong is. Was it going to be just for him?” Charlie asked.

Lacy was beet red. “I… I mean yeah we… I just thought we were gonna leave pretty quick so I was going to… surprise him.” Even as she spoke her hands moved back and slowly rested on her cheeks, small handfuls, and began pulling them open to reveal the thin material pulled tight against her pink butthole.

“Well… I think…” Terry took a step forward and crouched a little, face even with my wife's ass. “I have a better idea. Matthew is probably off on his own flirting, like I said he probably left you alone on purpose to explore. Good husbands do that.” He reached out and touched her hand that was holding her cheek open, his wedding ring hand over her wedding ring hand. “No need for him to know he missed out on something new.” Terry grinned up at Lacy devilishly. “Why not have some fun, and then go home and wait till you’ve grown the hair back. Act like you’re upset he made you come here and left you alone. Nothing harsh mind, just a little tease to build that sexual tension. It’s good in a marriage.” He chuckled and looked back down at my wife's barely covered mound and anus.

“I… you mean don’t let him know I was bald?” Lacy is trembling in her heels. “I… but… he’s never seen it and… well… that means only you’ve seen…” She was confused. A part of me worried that maybe they had slipped something in her drink but I didn’t think so. She was coherent. Awake. She was responding and answering questions and requests. My wife was doing this on purpose.

Terry stood back up and started to unzip his pants. “Lacy, it’s beautiful and I think it’s great you’re sharing it with us. But let’s keep it between us.” He smirks.

Lacy stood still like a deer in the headlights as Charlie was unzipping, too. “Now… I think you know what you should do right now… right?” Terry asked, both the men’s zippers were down and the room was holding its breath.

This was a turning point. If Lacy did something, then she was most likely agreeing to this sort of secret. But would she actually keep it? Not tell me that she had shaved herself completely and let other men see her? But not me?

Lacy dropped her dress and turned back around. I saw a flash of that strength I knew she had, a determination. She had made a decision.

My wife squatted down, her bottom resting on her heels and thighs apart pushing the dress up so that her panties and vagina were on full display. Squatting in front of both the men, they took a step closer, she took a deep breath and reached out first for Terry. Reaching into his pants and pulling out a long penis that was easily a couple inches longer than mine. She gasped as it flopped out, semi hard. Terry chuckled at her innocent surprise. “First time seeing  a new one?” He asked.

“I… I mean… yeah…” She admitted as she turned to Charlie and reached into his pants, pulling out the man’s penis. It wasn’t longer than mine as far as I could tell, but it was thick. Heavy. Lacy audibly gulped as she saw it.

Two men’s cocks were now right in front of her and she was squatting down like some sort of whore with her panties and privates all on display. The underwear was plastered against her, making a cameltoe as it slipped up a little along the curves of her labia.

“Be a good girl Lacy. Come on. It’s okay.” Terry encouraged.

I was dumbfounded. I’d pestered Lacy to shave or something for years, but she’d never done it. Not once. At best she had trimmed the red hair nicely but never had I seen it like this. Now it was on display for this whole room of strangers. These two men before her with their penis’s out as she was squatting eye level with them.

Was this really happening? Maybe my drink had been spiked and this was all a fever dream.

“I’m really not…sure.” Lacy said. She looked back and forth between the two men’s cocks semi hard before her.

“I promise it’s fine, Lacy. I saw your husband wandering over to chat with some other women. We are going to take great care of you.”

I wanted to jump forward and yell that he was lying. I’d just gone to pee. What the fuck was going on. How could she be falling for something so obviously false?

My wife stayed still, the room quiet wondering what she would do. She kept looking up at Terry and Charlie and then back at the cocks so close to her face. “I’m… not…”

“Lift your dress up a bit more dear.” Charlie interrupted her. “We need to get a better look at that ass. Moms have the best behinds, honestly.” Charlie smiled down at her with a hearty chuckle.

Lacy seemed to lose her train of thought. “Like this?” She asked. It was amazing how innocent she was seeming as she lifted the back side of her silver dress and exposed the back of her thong, so tightly pulled between her cheeks. It was a magnificent sight.

“Perfection!” Charlie stepped to the side a little more, now fully to her right while Terry was to her left. His eyes were on her ass.

Terry reached down and took Lacy’s hand, the one with the wedding ring I’d slipped on her finger nearly fifteen years ago. He firmly, but carefully, placed her hand on his penis. “It’s okay Lacy. Like I said, we are gonna take great care of you.”

Her hand closed around his length, almost like a reflex. She looked back over and up at Terry who was grinning down at her. Charlie reached down and slowly caressed her pushed out behind as she squatted. “Nice.” He muttered.

Lacy gasped when he touched her backside and her hand squeezed onto Terry’s cock which made him grunt softly. He moved forward just a little so his penis was nearly in her face with her hand grasping it. It was the lewdest I’d ever seen my wife. Thighs open, panties glued to her bald mound, ass exposed and being touched by two different men. Strangers.

My bulge was straining against my pants, painfully. Balls squeezing like I’d been denied an orgasm for days. I was watching my wife be coerced into…

Her hand started to move over Terry’s length. He was easily long enough to accommodate both her hands, but she kept her right hand on her thigh and her left began to slowly stroke up and down from his mushroom to his base.

“That’s it.” He encouraged putting his hands behind his back as if this were some sort of service and not an erotic encounter. “Go ahead, kiss it.”

The words echoed in my ears. I almost wanted to laugh. No way would she do that. Handjobs were her go-to for me. Sure I’d gotten some blow jobs for special occasions and fun nights but…

Lacy leaned in trembling as Charlie cupped her left ass cheeks and then gave it a slap. That slap made her gasp and suddenly her lips were meeting the purple tip of Terry’s penis. Kissing firm, hard, half taking that head into her mouth.

The eyes behind her mask looked up at Terry who was grinning like a kid in a candy store. “That’s it baby. Good girl. Your lips are great.” He nodded as if encouraging her to do more.

And more she did. Lacy kept looking up as her thighs trembled, squatting and starting to strain her muscles. She sucked his tip. Lips a beautiful pink against the throbbing dark head. Charlie was still on her other side, reaching down and slapping her other cheek. “Got a nice bounce to that mom ass.” He said with another deep chuckle.

My wife’s cheeks flushed, though if it was from Charlie’s comments or Terry watching her suck the head of his cock, I wasn’t sure.

Around the room soft sighs and murmurs drifted from the darkness as the other people were watching and touching themselves or their partners. Watching my wife as she took more of the new strange cock into her mouth. 

Terry groaned softly, a deep satisfied sound as her lips closed around the mushroom cap. “Fuck Lacy, your husband’s a lucky man!” He finally reached around and gathered up her hair in one hand, holding it gently as if directing her. “Charlie, you’ve gotta feel this.”

The husky man stood straight up, stopping his little spanks of her bottom and took a step closer. “Lacy, spread the love.” He smiled.

Terry pulled back still holding her hair. His penis came out with an audible pop. “Go ahead Lacy.”

She turned to look at Charlie’s heavy penis and then did the same she’d just done for Terry. Kissing his thick head and slowly slipping her lips over it and taking it into her mouth. Charlie grunted. “Oh fuck. Her mouth’s a freaking vacuum.”

Both men laughed, looking down at my wife who was servicing them. For a minute, she sucked on Charlie’s head and then moved back to Terry’s. Back and forth, soft sighs and moans from all three. The juicy sound of her lips and saliva coating these strangers' cocks, her breath catching as her eyes fluttered closed and for the first time in her life servicing two men. Two strange men.

The men watched her. Their lust was obvious on the parts of their faces that were exposed. Once in a while they muttered, “Good, good.” “That’s a fucking great mouth.” “Like that Lacy, good girl.”

She was lost to me. There was no question about it. Unless the bubble burst somehow my wife was going to be used by these men. I could break the spell of course. All I had to do was march over and expose the little lie Terry had told. But, then again, my wife knew what she was doing. She wasn’t some bimbo airhead. She was a teacher. Smart. Resourceful. Nothing these men had said would have fooled her unless it was something that she’d wanted to believe. That meant she wanted to believe I’d left her alone. Maybe she honestly did think this was what I wanted. For all she knew I really was off somewhere getting my own cock sucked.

Both men were rock hard now and Lacy was sucking down at least an inch of each more than their heads. They were groaning as she held their shafts in each hand stroking slowly as she alternated sucking Charlie then Terry then back to Charlie.

“Lacy. Get on the bed.” Terry finally said.

His cock popped out of her mouth. “Wh…what?” She asked looking up at them both.

“On the bed.” He repeated. He wasn’t being the gentle charmer now, though his voice didn’t have any sort of edge to it. This was an environment of erotic seduction, not force.

Lacy got to her feet, shakily. Squatting down had obviously put some strain on her muscles but she stepped back and sat on the bed.

“Slip the dress off for us please.” Terry instructed, as he started undressing. Charlie was doing the same.

She watched them a second but then started slipping the straps of the dress off and let it fall forward exposing the completely transparent bra. She really had gone all out for tonight, thinking it would be all for me but now it was all for two strangers.

Charlie whistled. “Tiny tits! Fucking love it. Do they bounce at all?” The man teased as he stepped out of his pants, now completely naked, cock bouncing with his pulse.

Lacy blushed and didn’t answer. Terry stepped forward, nude now as well, and reached forward cupping her breasts and giving them a small little bounce. “Not much.” He commented with a grin.

She was red cheeked and astonished.

“Dress, off.” Terry said, stepping back.

With a hard swallow she shimmied the dress down and off. Exposing the lace garter belt around her softer stomach, giving it a little pudgy chub between it and the waistline of her sheer panties. The dress slipped to her feet, over her heels and finally to the floor.

“Lacy, I gotta say you are the smallest mom I’ve ever seen.” Terry said, stroking his cock. “Open your legs wider, heels up on the bed. We wanna see it all please.”

Trembling, Lacy obeyed. They had her charmed like some magician or hypnotist. She lifted her feet, knees up, and placed her heels on the side of the bed, leaning back on her hands and framing her vagina between her thighs in the thin material of her underwear.

I came. I couldn’t help it. I came standing there in the shadows watching as my wife put herself on display for two men stroking their cocks in front of her. Their tips were glistening with her spit. My wife was a slut!

Terry came forward and slowly pulled her legs further apart. “Pull those aside.” He whispered, motioning down to her panties.

With a trembling hand, Lacy reached down. From my vantage point I could still see her face but also everything between her legs. She was looking up into Terry’s face, cheeks pale and eyes nervous. His penis was hovering over her vagina as she slowly reached down, wedding ring glittering, and pulled aside the barely there material.

“Were you serious earlier? Only your husband has been here?” He asked as he tapped his shaft against her exposed bald innie mound.

Lacy whimpered. “Yes.” The word was a squeak of nerves and fear.

“Fuck it’s not often I get to do this. Lacy, this is really an honor.” He said and then to my utter horror and amazement and excitement, he pointed his tip to her smooth mound and slowly started to push forward.

At first the smooth flesh didn’t budge. It pressed and molded a little around his tip, but then slowly the labia parted, exposing the brilliant pink between and hidden under and his head found her vaginal tunnel. Terry groaned in real pleasure as he felt the ring of muscles squeezing and pushing back against him, but unable to resist. His head sank into my wife. His grunt of surprise and pleasure filled the room, mixed with the gasp from Lacy as she looked down stunned at what was happening.

“It’s okay Lacy. It’s okay. Just relax.” Terry soothed as Lacy trembled from just that very tip of his penis pushing to enter. He stayed still a moment and then pushed further sinking in more, and more, and then her vagina closed around the mushroom tightly and made it vanish. Their groans were something from a fever dream of sex and delight.

Lacy whimpered softly. A new man was inside her. How would she feel knowing I was watching from the shadows.

“Fuck you’re tight. Really have two kids?” Terry chuckled between a groan.

Her cheeks went crimson.

He held her thighs and began pushing forward as she lay back panting, her stomach rising and falling with a soft little ripple along the muffin top. Terry’s penis disappeared further, further, an inch more. Lacy whimpered again as he stretched her further. There was no doubt he was going to get deeper than I ever had.

“Good…mm…fuck, Lacy good girl… it’s okay just let me in.” He muttered to her watching his cock vanish inside my wife.

Lacy was beyond words, maybe just too ashamed or embarrassed or aroused to say anything as her hands fell to her sides. She just moaned as, inch by inch, a new man penetrated her.

In minutes he was in, to the depth my own cock would have gone and he still had at least two more inches. He held there as if feeling or realizing somehow that he was about to enter depths never explored before. Hands on her thighs he pulled her a little further to the edge of the bed in the spotlight and then…he thrust it all inside.

Lacy let out a sudden yelp, her back arched up and her gaze went down to Terry’s pelvis which was now pressing against her smooth mound. He was completely inside her. Filling her in a way I never had before.

“Oh fuck.” She muttered loud enough for the whole room to hear.

“Shit Lacy you’re fucking tight for a mom!” Terry groaned, pressing hard inside her.

Soft murmurs ripple around the room as others watch. Sighs as people touched or sucked or kissed. I couldn’t tell what was going on in the shadows and I honestly didn’t care anymore. I was transfixed on the love of my life taking what must have been eight inches of pure meat into her vagina. Her cheeks were red and her little chest was bouncing along with her stomach and thighs as Terry began to gain a rhythm. In and out slow and steady. Juices glistened on his shaft as he pulled out to the head and then slid back inside.

“Oh fuck…oh fuck… Charlie this pussy is intense. Wanna try?” Terry groaned and looked to his friend who was to the side watching stroking his own cock.

Lacy looked up in a sexual daze at what Terry said but couldn’t seem to muster a protest.

“I’m good with sloppy seconds.” He laughed with a hearty grin still stroking watching my wife’s body sweat and bounce from his friends' thrusts.

Terry just grunted in response and continued thrusting into Lacy’s depths holding her thighs open. “Oh holy shit Lacy, your husband is so selfish keeping this to himself. I told you…” he thrusts in his balls slapping her ass, “you need to share. It’s polite after all.” He laughed a little.

Laying back panting Lacy simply took the stranger into her. Over and over. Lips gripping him and pulling at him every time he slipped back out of her. Her mound gripped him tight, juices making the soft curves shine in the spotlight on the bed. Sweat broke out all over her, coating her skin and making her shine. 

I watched, completely cucked. My pants were wet from my ejaculation and I could only hope no one would notice. They were dark pants so there was a chance at least. The sight I was watching was hypnotic. Lacy’s little tits bouncing lightly, the soft slap of Terry’s balls and thighs against her ass. Soft grunts and moans filling the room and mixing with the other soft erotic sighs from the onlookers.

Then it hit me. Terry was inside her, bare.

She’s safe. We are safe. She can’t get pregnant.

The thoughts screamed in my head but it didn’t matter. Lacy was arching her back, pushing her sweaty breasts and hard pink nipples out, and taking another cock inside her bare. Bare into bald. She was panting as he got to depths she didn’t even know existed and I’d never even touched.

“Oh fuck…” She began to moan.

“That’s it.” Terry hissed, holding her legs wider and thrusting a bit more firmly. “Fuck. Mmm I knew you were gonna be a good fuck.” He grunted.

“Oh shit you’re deep…” Her husky moans were making my skin break out in goosebumps.

Terry chuckled and grunted simultaneously as he gripped her hips and pulled her a bit closer, her butt falling off the edge of the bed as he held her and began thrusting a little faster. “Fuck…fuck…” He groans each time. “Shit. Bald…cunt…you’re so fucking tight Lacy…look at it.” He reached up and put a hand behind her head pulling her closer and looking down at his cock entering her over and over. “That’s my married cock in you. Feel it? See it? I told you… you’d love it.” He was starting to sweat too, their fluids mingling as he put his forehead to hers and was obviously starting to approach the point of no return.

Lacy’s eyes were wide behind her mask. I could see them so clearly. Watching in awe at the cock thrusting into her as if she’d never seen anything like it. “Yes… there….like that…I want it…I want it…”

I groaned at her words, but they were lost in the mixture of others watching and making their own lewd noises. My cock was already spent, it was rare if I could go more than once a day unless I could get properly worked up. It seemed I’d blown enough of a load to be limp for days.

Terry pulled her chin up and looked in Lacy’s eyes. “I’m gonna cum. I’m gonna cum inside your mom pussy. Ask me to. Ask me to do it.” He grunted animalistically as he thrust, his balls slapping her tiny ass and never slowing.

Lacy didn’t miss a beat. “Yes.” She gasped. “Yes, I want it. Cum inside me. I wanna feel it. Oh fuck it’s so deep please…” She started to shake, eyes closing.

“Oh holy fuck!” Terry groaned.

I knew exactly what he was feeling. Lacy was starting to cum. It was rare for her to cum during sex but when it happened her vagina became a vice lined in velvet. She was squeezing him. Her body was flushed and shaking. They lay together, Lacy’s legs up groaning as Terry stayed buried inside her his balls visibly pumping into her.

She was panting hard and fast. Sweat glistened on her skin as Terry slowly lifted up off her and slowly, very very slowly pulled out of her. Lips gripped on him, pulling as he popped out of her with a groan.

“Damn you’re a great fuck.” His cock was going limp and was wet with juices and cum. “Charlie, your turn?” He asked, stepping back.

I’d forgotten about Charlie, standing off to the side stroking his penis. He climbed onto the bed with a wide grin. “How was it?” He asked as he pushed some pillows to the back of the bed and lay down, stroking his cock.

Lacy blushed as she sat up slowly. She was covered in sweat, skin shiny and shimmering in the dim light over the bed. The sounds of others in the dark touching and kissing as well as being sexually attentive were filling the temporary silence. She looked over at Terry who was standing at the end of the bed with a satisfied grin, penis limp for the most part and messy. 

“I can’t believe I'm doing this.” She said as she turned over and knelt, facing Charlie.

“Believe it. Pretty wild the first time but you get used to it, in some ways anyway.” Charlie laughed amicably, jerking his penis like it was as normal as giving a thumbs up. “Why don’t you take the bra off Lacy, I wanna get a perfect view of those little tits.”

Lacy didn’t even hesitate this time. She reached back and unhooked the see through bra and slipped it off carefully tossing it to where her dress was laying.

Charlie nodded looking at them. Small handfuls, pink little nipples. “Alright love, on all fours and lets feel that mouth again.” He slapped his thighs and leaned back, hands behind his head as he watched my wife comply. Crawling between his somewhat chubby thighs and starting to kiss and lick around his thick head.

Her ass was out towards the audience. Towards me. Panties pulled aside, stretched over one of her little cheeks, I could see her asshole, pink and tight. I saw her smooth mound puffy from her recent fucking. And a slow trickle of white glazing cum dripping from her vagina and down to the bed.

Terry stepped forward holding his phone and pulled a cheek open wider and snapped a picture of her creamed pussy and gave her a spank. “Great view Lacy. Give the people a wiggle.”

Whatever inhibitions my wife had had were gone it seemed. She shook her little ass as she sucked Charlie nice and slow. I couldn’t tell from this angle if she was looking at him or not, but by the way he was staring down between his legs he was probably seeing what I saw when my lovely wife would give me head. Lovely eyes, big and full of desire while her pale lips slowly rubbed and gripped up and down his shaft.

I groaned, feeling my cock stir in my messed pants.

Charlie sighed. “Fuck that’s good Lacy. Yes, slow baby. Mmm…fuck, ready to feel me inside you?”

There was a soft murmur, her ass wiggled again.

“I wanna hear you say it.” Charlie smiled.

“I wanna feel your cock inside me.” My wife's words were full of lust and trembling with nerves.

“Hop up then darling. I wanna see this pretty mom impale herself.”

I watched spellbound as my wife climbed up and slowly squatted over Charlie's fat cock. My view of him was obscured by her sweaty bareback, her ass a lovely little heart as it lowered and touched against the man’s head. I saw her smooth mound part slow and a little drip of Terry’s cum starting to drip over it as she slowly slid a stranger inside her. I heard her breath hitch, her body stiffen as his head disappeared inside with soft moans all around the room, mixing with Lacy and Charlies.

“Shit!” He groaned. “You weren’t kidding. Oh man Lacy, your pussy is great!”

I felt a little pride. My wife was impressing these clearly experienced men. Other murmurs from around the room were also boosting that feeling that my wife was a spectacle to behold. If my wife said something back I couldn’t hear it. Charlie's hands found her waist, slim and pretty, and helped her slowly lower down and down and down. He wasn’t as long as Terry but clearly thicker as she moaned and shivered. Her back was straight as she was guided down and then finally her beautiful pale ass pressed to the man’s heavy balls.

“Good…” Charlie sighed.

She rose up and then down slowly riding him, her cheeks slapping against his thighs softly as people watched and unknown to her, her husband watching and feeling all at once humiliated and turned on. This is what I’d wanted after all. To go swinging. To try this out. But I thought I’d be having the adventure, not Lacy. Or… well I guess I’m not sure what I expected to happen.

I couldn’t tell you how long she rode him slow and steady, working up a sweat and lathering up cum and cream around her smooth mound and Charlie's base. Minutes… hours? Time was an illusion.

Soon she was rising faster. Moving her hips and her ass bouncing against him and she leaned forward, his arms gripping her ass as they both were getting more and more aroused.

“Like that…yeah, fucking grip it, fuck it…” Charlie was grunting and his nails were digging into my wife's cheeks as his cock went fully in over and over.

“Yes…yes…oh fuck so thick…” She was gasping out and arching, sweat flying.

Finally, Charlie was pounding hard and fast as his orgasm got the better of him. Grunting fiercely as his balls tightened and I saw the second load of the night getting shot into my wife's pussy.

“Oh…oh holy fuck!” Lacy groaned and stiffened as a stranger blasted his cum into her.

“Yeah fuck ohhhh shit yes.” Charlie gasped out.

I turned away. As erotic as it was I just couldn’t watch any more. My penis was aching. Wanting to get hard again but my emotions and my own physical limitations getting in the way. I was shaking. My pants dark, but the mess already dry thankfully. Behind me I heard the gasps and groans of sex still happening. Was Charlie still fucking her even after cumming inside? Was she just riding him even though he was done?

The room was dark but the light was enough. I found the door with a bouncer standing next to it, idly watching me with a look in his eye that said he knew I was the husband. How many times had this guy seen something like this or worse, or should I say better?

I left the room and went back out into the main area, feeling cool air and finally being able to breathe again. The oppression of the sexual tension in that room had been so heavy, it had been like being on another planet with more gravity. My breath came in pants as I walked away and went to find a drink.

I was back in the atrium. Sitting on a couch and drinking what had to be my third rum and coke. But even with all that alcohol I didn’t even feel a buzz. I was far too sober from what I’d just witnessed. It had only been twenty minutes after I’d left, downing those first two drinks had been something of a dream and now I was nursing this third and seeing the images of my wife sucking two strangers, of having her pussy fucked deep, of having two men cum inside her. My heart pounded with the memories and my blood thrummed.

Was she still there having sex? Did others join?

I shut my eyes and put the cold glass to my forehead, hearing the soft clink of ice and glass.

“You okay honey?”

Lacy’s voice made me jump and a little splash of my drink fell into my lap. A happy little accident that covered the slight stain of my ejaculation from earlier. Lacy stepped back with wide eyes at my surprise. Her dress was back on and looked like it hadn’t even been ruffled. Her hair was a little matted, but that could easily have been from the warm atmosphere in the club. She hadn’t worn a great deal of make up so nothing had run or been smeared from her encounter. For all intents and purposes she looked as if she’d just gone for a little stroll and come back.

It was a struggle to keep my eyes up and on her face instead of looking down to her legs, to the dress clinging around her waist and hiding what was beneath.

Her smile lit up her face. “I lost you for a while…” There was a break in her voice. “Uh, I got caught up in chatting for a while. Did you… find any uh, fun?” The brightness in her eyes was good at hiding the nerves I saw there. 

It wasn’t difficult to figure out what was going on in her head. She’d gone off with two strangers and fucked them without me knowing or saying it was okay. On top of that, that man, Terry, had seemingly convinced her not to tell me. Would she go through with that? Was it a betrayal? My feelings were just as conflicted, which made it even stranger when I smiled back calmly and leaned forward. “Naw, just been chatting with some people too. No action tonight.”

My wife sat down next to me, smoothing her dress under her and leaning her head on my shoulder with a sigh. “Well, I can’t say I’m not having fun. It’s nice to dress up and be an adult for a while.”

I chuckled with her and patted the hand she put on my knee.

“Sorry I made you spill your drink. I hope it doesn’t stain.” She looked down at my pants.

I shrugged. “Not a big deal. I think it’ll wash out.” I didn’t tell her I was talking more about my cum than the drink.

“Wanna head home?

“Sure.” I stood up and took her hand. Arm and arm we started walking through the crowds towards the entrance. Lacy’s hips swaying a bit more suggestively than when we had first arrived.

A buzz sounded and Lacy looked into her purse, the glow of her phone lighting up the little dark compartment. Her cheeks reddened for a second and she closed the bag.

“Was that the sitter?” I asked. It obviously wasn’t but… it seems I’d committed myself to the charade of pretending I hadn’t seen my wife used by two men.

“Hmm? Oh no, uh… no I just swapped a number with a couple…ahem, a couple people after some conversations. Just one of them saying hi.”

I nodded and did my best not to let the jealousy and desire to know eat me alive as we left and drove home.

The house was pleasantly quiet. It was so rare to have a kid free house. No television. No music. No yelling and laughing and all other manner of noises that children seemed to conjure from the depths. I sat down on my side of the bed and cautiously watched my wife walk into the bathroom, her behind still swaying nicely as she disappeared behind the door. It shut with a soft click that somehow seemed final.

We hadn’t talked much on the way back. A little banter back and forth about how nice the club had been and the people were generally nice. But not once did Lacy let on that she had had sex with someone else, let alone two other men in front of an audience. The whole drive she stared out the window in a dreamlike state as she answered any little question I tossed her way. It was like it never happened. Like we hadn’t been separated for nearly an hour. An hour of many new experiences for the both of us.

Now that we were home it felt like the window was closing for the truth to come out. If it didn’t then… then what?

I tried to consider the possibilities as I slipped my shoes off and started getting undressed. The sound of the shower coming on startled me. I listened intently as my wife stepped into the shower and shut the black glass door. For a minute I waited and then finally temptation got the better of me. I gently opened the door and peeked inside. Lacy’s dress was on the floor along with her lingerie in a small pile off to the side. The shower was shut and billows of steam were rising as she rinsed and hummed to herself, unaware I was watching.

With gentle steps I went to the pile of clothes and picked up the thin pair of panties. Any thoughts of tonight being a dream were quickly blown away when I saw the thick stains and smears of semen all over the gusset of Lacy’s panties. Two mens cum, leaking from her pussy all the way home.

I swallowed back my rising stomach acid and put the panties back where I’d found them and slipped back out into the room. Lacy had put her purse on the dresser. I quickly pulled her phone out and looked at the most recent message she’d gotten before we had left the club.

It was a photo of Lacy laying back on the bed she had been on in the room, her legs open wide and eyes looking up at the camera. Her vagina was puffy and slightly open, leaking thick streams of cum. The message was short and simple. “Glad you had a good time. See you soon.”

It was from Terry.

I put the phone back and finished getting undressed. Slipped into bed and shut my eyes, but only enough to make it look like I was asleep.

A few minutes passed before the bathroom door opened and Lacy stepped out of the steamy bathroom holding her clothes, naked but dry. She glanced my way, cheeks red though if it was from the shower or embarrassment I wasn’t sure. Her footsteps were light as she went to the hamper and put the clothes in, pushing them towards the bottom. I wanted to laugh. How many times had I done that when I was a teen, pushing my soiled socks or underwear to the bottom trying to hide the evidence of my teenage hormones.

I watched her in the shadows and dim light from the bathroom as she walked, nude, to the dresser and pulled out her phone. She looked at it for a moment and then looked back towards me. My eyes were only open a fraction and I was laying in the shadows. She couldn’t see me staring as she stood with her legs apart and snapped a photo of her smooth pussy and then sent it as a message.

My cheeks burned and my stomach clenched. Whatever little door had still been open for the truth to come out was closed. My wife was going to cheat on me, she already had. And strangely she’d done it with my permission…sort of. This whole night had been my idea, so whatever happened was on me.

She quickly put her phone away and pulled out a pair of granny panties, simple satin full back pink panties that she usually wore and then a plain t-shirt. After that she slipped into bed and to my surprise snuggled up to me, pressing her little chest to my back and leaning into my ear.

“If you’re awake…I love you.” Her breath was hot. Her words felt so heavy and true. “I love you so so much. No matter what. I promise…thanks for tonight…” Her voice caught and there was a long pause. “Thanks for not stopping it.”

My breathing stopped.

“Thanks for trusting me.” She kissed my neck and then held my waist tight and snuggled in behind me. She was the big spoon tonight.

I’m not sure when I started to breathe again, but by the time I did my wife’s own breath was coming slow and rhythmic. I listened to her as she slept soundly cuddled close to me and wondered, not for the last time, what I’d gotten myself into.


Chapter 2

Pleasures of the Morning

I’m not sure how I got to sleep. My mind had been racing so fast with so many thoughts and fantasies and nightmares that I suppose that I just finally shut down. When I opened my eyes the sun was streaming through our window and I could smell bacon.

Lacy’s side of the bed was cold, sheets thrown aside.

Getting up was slow, like I’d run a marathon yesterday and was feeling the after effects. I looked towards the hamper where Lacy had stashed her soiled clothes and briefly thought about going and pulling them out to look. Was last night just a dream? The panties would be the proof.

I shook my head and went to the bathroom, pushing thoughts of cum leaking into my wife's panties aside. Relieving myself and then splashing water on my face I was starting to feel more aware, hearing the soft sounds of my wife in the kitchen. I couldn’t stay in the bathroom forever. I had to go and face her.

She knew I was awake last night. She knew I’d seen her at the club. All those unanswered questions and nightmares from last night were starting to swim back to the top of my mind. But I couldn’t find it in me to be truly mad. We had gone to the club to swing and that’s exactly what my wife had done. It wasn’t my fault I didn’t go and explore. And for her to be shy about sharing her first ever extramarital experience was natural. Especially when it had been with two men and in front of a small crowd. Never in my wildest dreams had I thought Lacy would do that. Swap partners? Sure. But to be such a… slut!

My cock went rigid almost immediately, remembering the scene of Terry, a man she’d met only a half hour before at best, sliding his bare cock inside her smooth pussy. Smooth! I hadn’t even felt my wife’s pussy bald before and there she was sharing it with a stranger!

I slapped my cheeks and tried to think of dead puppies. I threw on some pajama bottoms and started down the hall to the kitchen. Lacy stood behind the breakfast bar, hair pulled back in a messy ponytail that was brilliantly red in the sun that was pouring through the window over the sink behind her. A white apron was pulled tight across her front as she was stirring a bowl full of pancake batter. On the stove were a couple of pans, one with eggs cooking and the other with bacon sizzling.

Lacy hummed to herself as she stirred and swayed to a song in her head, a little flower on her cheek as she was smiling.

She was beautiful. All those thoughts of infidelity flew out of my head, and though I was still worried and my stomach was twisting at the memories I heard the words she’d spoken last night before falling asleep: “I love you” and “Thank you for trusting me”.

I did trust her. I did love her. And if it came to a fight I would put up one hell of a war to keep her.

My wife’s pretty green eyes looked up from the batter and met mine. The smile on her face grew three sizes. “Morning sleepy head!” Her voice was full of excitement and pep. 

“Morning.” I grinned back.

“Take a seat. The pancakes won’t take long.” She motioned to one of the bar stools and put her mixing bowl aside and checked the pancake skillet. “Sleep okay?”

I grunted a noncommittal response. I’d slept well enough that I didn’t feel groggy but it had been plagued with so many dreams it was hard to call it good sleep.

She looked up at me as she scooped out some batter and started to pour it on the skillet making a large perfectly round pancake, batter starting to turn golden within moments. “Are… you okay?” There was genuine concern in her voice.

Letting out a deep sigh, biting my lip in thought I finally answered. “Yeah. I… I’m okay… are you?”

Her head bobbed. “Yeah. Slept pretty hard.”

“Not…sore are you?” It was hardly tactful but I couldn’t bring myself to just outright ask if she was sore from getting fucked by two new men.

Lacy’s cheeks went red as she poured another pancake and traded the ladle for a spatula. “Um…a little. It was… a bit of a strenuous night.”

I stayed silent. I didn’t want to push her but…

She cleared her throat as she started to flip one of the cakes. “Matt… I want to be clear… Or… well, rather…” She flipped the other and kept her eyes down. “How much did you see?”

I rested my elbows on the counter and put my face in my hands. “Well…” I started and my throat clenched. “Well, I saw… all of it.”

The spatula scraped against the skillet and I saw her flinch a little. So she hadn’t seen me the entire time. When had she noticed I was there?

She let the first two cakes cook then slid them onto a plate and started two more. “Okay…” Taking a deep breath and releasing it slowly, nibbling her lip, she continued. “So then you saw me…ahem… have sex with Terry and Charlie.”

“Didn’t really catch their names.” I lied. Not sure why, but names hardly seemed to matter in this matter.

“Yeah…” She nodded slowly, flipping the cakes. “Well… um, I don’t know what you heard if anything…”

“When did you notice me?” I blurted.

Lacy looked up with eyes that looked red with unshed tears and worry. I quickly reached over and took her free hand. “It’s okay, Lacy. I’m not…mad. I… I guess if anything I’m just worried. I didn’t hear a ton but… I did hear T…Terry telling you that I was probably off somewhere with another woman. I wasn’t.”

She chuckled. “Honey, Terry thought he was being clever but… I know you wouldn’t have gone off without telling me.” Not like I did was a silent addition that neither of us spoke. I wasn’t going to hold that against her. For better or worse had been spoken on our wedding day and I meant it. “And…he said some things that… well it was just erotic, in the moment, but I want you to know I’m not going to lie to you.” Her eyes met mine. “I didn’t say anything last night because I was still processing. But I was always going to tell you, or at least tell you as much as you wanted to hear.”

Our hands gripped each other as if we were on the edge of a cliff trying to save each other. I nodded and leaned over the counter and kissed her quickly. “I know.” I said. But part of me hadn’t honestly been sure.

She quickly moved the cakes from the skillet before they burned. Starting two more, the last two she turned from me, taking the batter bowl to the sink. When she moved away from the counter her backside was exposed. I nearly choked. She wasn’t wearing anything under the apron. It was like a cliche fantasy, her ass cheeks a little dusty from flour as she walked slowly and deliberately swaying her little hips as she went to the sink. Looking over her shoulder she grinned almost wickedly.

“So… can you think of anything else you might want for breakfast?” She wiggled her behind playfully.

I sat back on the stool slowly staring. “Oh…uh…um…”

“I figure I owe you something… I snuck away last night, sorta, and well… I may have had fun but…” Her cheeks were pink and beautifully innocent. “I missed you.”

She stayed there, leaning against the counter with her ass out towards me, bare smooth legs going for days. Looking over her shoulder biting her lip with her emerald eyes looking at me with curious longing.

“I… well… I guess I need to see the… the menu.” I said lamely unsure how hard I should lean in to her playful request.

My wife’s giggle was like a bubbling spring, so fresh. I was a man in a desert hearing it and desperately needing a drink. Lacy lifted a foot and easily placed it up on the counter, leg up high and fully exposing her pussy and asshole to me. Her hand went to her little ass cheek and pulled it open more for a perfect view from behind, flower and batter smearing the pale skin of her bottom. “Well…we have… two options… but they are reasonably priced.” Those beautiful eyes were sultry.

I quickly had a dose of reality as I worried about the food. My eyes went to the stove but it was off and so was the skillet. The pancakes were stacked nicely and waiting on a plate with a bottle of syrup next to them.

My breath was caught in my chest every time I tried to take a deeper breath. Lacy wasn’t a prude by any means, but this sort of play and sensuality wasn’t something I’d ever expected. We’d played our games here and there, mostly before kids. After the kids came we had moments here and there, especially when we had started about swinging, but this was a whole new level.

Her smooth vagina was on full display as she bent a little more to push her behind out and angle her sex towards me to show the plump beautiful line that I’d watched be stretched by two others last night. My cock was painfully hard as I stared at her, tenting my pajama pants. She stood patiently waiting, watching me. Who knew what she was thinking but it was obvious she was giving herself to me to do as I pleased.

I grabbed the syrup and walked around the counter, trying to be confident as I marched towards her. She started to put her leg down but I quickly gave her thigh a little slap. “Keep it up.” My voice cracked. I wanted it to sound authoritative but it came out more like a teenager going through puberty seeing her first girl naked.

She gave a gasp at the slap but quickly put the leg back up, eyes going to mind and darting just a second to the syrup I was holding.

I stood next to her and took her hand. “Bend over.” 

The doubt that had gone through her eyes only for a second was gone. She turned, putting her hands on the counter, bending more at the waist with her leg up and offering herself to me. Her perfect ass went high, her legs spread a little more, exposing her dripping pussy and asshole in a way I’d only dreamed about. I took a step closer, putting my face in her neck and running my teeth along the smooth flesh with her hair tickling my nose. Her ass wiggled a little, making me harden more, my cock now uncomfortably pressing against my pajamas. 

I popped the cap on the syrup and gently poured it over her ass and the slit of her pussy as she wiggled. It oozed down into the crack, darkening her ass as she stayed bent over. I straightened a little as I poured more and more. I watched as the syrup ran between her cheeks, gathering around her little pink rosebud. It dripped in thick streams down to the valley of her pussy and along the soft contours of the mound, defying gravity as it moved upwards towards her clit before gathering into small droplets and in sticky lengths falling towards the kitchen floor, beginning to make a little brown puddle.

Lacy shiver and bit her lip glancing back at me a bit awed and nervous.

I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t surprised at my own actions. We’d never really done any food play before. But something primal in me was alive and burning. I’d watched my wife get taken by two thick cocks, filling her with hot white cum and done nothing about it. My heart was pounding as I watched her anus glisten with the amber liquid and her vagina become slowly coated in a thin sheen of syrup. She looked delicious. I had to have her. I wanted her. I needed her. I kept seeing Terry’s cock sink into her over and over. Saw Charlie stretching her as she moaned. But she was my wife. Mine.

It was an effort to get my pajama pants over my erection. Standing as stiff as I’d ever been, throbbing and purple/red. Trembling, I stepped close and let the tip of my penis touch the pooled syrup at her anus and slowly swirled it. Lacy gasped loud. Her head turned, staring at me. She wasn’t an anal virgin, we’d done it a few times, but I’d always asked first. This morning there wasn’t going to be any asking for what I wanted. I was just going to take it. That primal force deep down in my chest was bubbling and growling, it stirred my blood.

I trailed my penis down from the little star towards her amber coated pussy and rubbed it up and down the slit slow and delicately. My cock was pulling and trailing strings of sticky sugar as I moved, more of it dripping onto my shaft.

“Oh…fuck honey.” Lacy whispered, her hips and body trembled as she turned away, forehead down on the counter and hands gripping to steady herself.

“Better feeling then Terry?” I asked lightly, not sure if I should venture into this sort of talk but I just couldn’t hold the words back.

She panted softly for a minute, her apron hanging about her waist and loosely around her chest as she was bent over. I started to untie it from the small of her back, still rubbing my tip against her. “Terry was so big.” She whispered.

I gave her ass a slap.

Lacy yelped.

I pressed my head against her folds and they started to part, the sticky syrup dripping strings and little webs along the valley as it opened and my penis nestled into the small hole that was there. It was on fire. Burning like an oven ready for me to put in my raw meat.

That solid minute was pure ecstasy akin to our wedding night. I pushed slowly, the slick sticky syrup a strange sort of lubricant as my head slipped passed her mound and her hole stretched and tightened around it. “Oh fuck.” I groaned, gripping her hips tight as I slowly slid in further. Further.

“Honey…oh shit, honey God it feels good.” There wasn’t any playfulness in her voice. No note of exaggeration. I could feel inside her and it was like molten lava.

I pushed further. Watching myself disappear and her vagina squeeze and mold around me along with the amber sugar coating and dripping down my shaft and balls. The combination of heat and cold from the syrup had me shaking as I pressed forward slowly and steady as my wife clenched around me.

“Fuuuuuck.” She let out a long low groan. “Oh honey…oh yes please….” She was whispering in a husky sultry voice full of desire. Like me I could feel something growling inside her, skin breaking out in goosebumps and a slick film of sweat coating her pale flesh as I slid further and further and then finally bottomed out, my balls pressed against her bald mound firmly and sticky against her.

Both of us groaned loudly. Thank goodness the kids were with their mother in law. We would have woken them up, probably woke the neighbors.

She was a vice inside. A perfect fit. I held myself inside and she gently pushed back against me a little, smearing the syrup from her ass cheeks over my midsection and stomach. It peeled away with a soft slurp and sticky pull as I slid myself out and then thrust back in making Lacy cry out and her ass ripple.

“Yes. Oh fuck me!” She looked back, eyes red rimmed and full of unshed tears. “Take me back honey. Make me yours again.”

Those words released whatever monster was clawing to be set free. I gripped her hips hard, nails digging in and thrust again hard and deep. My hips slapped her ass and made the syrup splash. I was grunting and growling like a beast. The sounds of sex echoing out in the open kitchen. Our bodies slapped together in a wet sticky mess. Lacy moaned and begged me to fuck her cunt til it gaped wide open. Sliding in and out. Slamming into her again and again, the syrup easing my passage but still as hard as steel as I pressed in and gave her my all.

Her breasts pressed against the counter as I reached up and held her shoulders for better leverage. My cock was a hot knife, thrusting into warm wet butter, sticky and sweet. Lacy was crying. She hadn’t cried during sex since our wedding night, our first time. But these didn’t seem to be tears of pain or nervous delight. Her emotions were pouring out. Last night had been an awakening for her and for me and now we were solidifying our marriage bond again. It hadn't broken last night, but stretched. 

“God fuck me!” She screamed out, leg still high on the counter and thrusting herself back into me. “Fuck my cheating cunt!” Her lips were loose now, profanity flying as I rammed harder and faster. It didn’t matter that my hips were burning and my back was straining. I was panting and sweating in the warm kitchen. The smell of sex mixing with breakfast and my stomach clenching with hunger for food and a raw hunger for sex.

“Your dirty cheating cunt.” I grunted, ramming hard, her ass becoming red from the slaps. “Dirty slut. Fucking two men. Letting them fucking cum inside you! You fucking whore! You’re my wife!” I grabbed her hair and pressed her face down to the counter and started fucking even harder, my back and legs and hips screaming out in effort and pain, but I didn’t care.

“Yes! Oh fuck yes honey I’m yours forever. Please! Please! Oh shit! SHIT!!!!” She screamed and her legs nearly buckled, her thighs shook and to my utter amazement she began to orgasm and gush all over the floor. Syrup and juices splashed her thighs and mine and the floor and cabinets as my wife had what had to be the hardest orgasm of her life. She was screaming and her back arched against me.

I felt her pussy tighten on me, the heat and warmth and wetness overcoming any sensibility that I still had. I roared out in a primal groan and let my own orgasm take hold. My cum shot thick and burning inside her as we both grunted and groaned. Sweaty sticky flesh pressed against each other, body's burning and pained in the positions and effort we had put forth.

“Yes…fuck yes…” I moaned.

“Oh shit! I feel it. Yes! Cum in me!” She was elated and pressing hard back against me as if she were afraid I’d slip out and all my jizm would be let loose.

It felt like our orgasms lasted a solid minute or more, the seconds ticking by as we stood barely holding each other up against the counter. We trembled together. My nails were digging into her hips as my orgasm continued rushing through me, blood hot and all my muscles tensing and twisting.

Finally, panting and a mess, I slowly started to pull away. The syrup was sticky, like glue. A slurping peeling sound filled the room as I stepped back and Lacy stayed bent over, thighs open and shivering as I slipped out of her with a sloppy pop and my thick white cum began to ooze out mixing with the amber sugar.

“Fuck.” Lacy grunted and then started to laugh, her little breasts swayed, apron still around her neck and hanging down as she looked back at me with a genuine loving smile. “Geez honey…that was good.”

I grinned and then we started to laugh together. We were an utter mess. Skin red and sweaty and smeared with flour and syrup and cum. My wife stood up and fell into my arms hugging close and tight. “I love you.” She whispered into my chest, snuggling and digging into me as if she needed to be as close as possible. As if we hadn’t just literally been one person a minute ago.

We held each other for a long time. Breathing each other in and just feeling each other’s skin and heartbeats. I wrapped my arms around her waist, face in her hair just smelling and taking all of her in. One of her hands was on my waist, the other trailed down my stomach to my cock and started to caress the sticky mess that was coating it. To my utter surprise it stirred. I didn’t move or pull away, I let her hand explore and caress and gently start to grip and massage me. Our breath started to become shallow again.

The world had vanished for us as she stroked my penis and began to kiss my chest. I didn’t have words. We hadn’t been this erotic or romantic or sensual in years, if ever. Our sex lives had been great, a little lacking in the past few years with the kids, but still good. This felt like something on a whole new level.

In a flash Lacy was squatting down in front of me and her mouth found my cock, swallowing it almost instantly making me go stiff in the back as well as become completely stiff between my legs.

“Oh holy fuck!” I gasped staring down. Her eyes met mine, burning with heat and want. 

Her hands grabbed my balls and one of my ass cheeks and began to squeeze as she swallowed my cock over and over fast and almost furiously. It was rough, lustful in every sense of the word. Lacy wasn’t a stranger to blow jobs but she’d never done anything like this. I felt her throat tighten as she swallowed me over and over, spit starting to drip down her chin. The sight of her was erotic and amazing as well as just a tiny bit scary.

She held tight to me, almost painfully. Swallowing my cock over and over to the root, her nose pressing hard to me and groaning around me. She was wild. Unfettered. And determined. I could see it in her eyes. The look of near desperation to make me cum again. To please me.

My legs were shaking from the pleasure and how strained they were from the fucking just minutes before. “Fuck. Lacy, oh shit honey stop!” I tried to step back but she held me tight and deep-throated me to the hilt. My moan made the dogs next door bark as I looked down at my cock buried in her throat and I couldn’t hold it back any more. I came again. Not as strong as before but it was still intense.

We moaned together, Lacy’s muted by my penis.

For a few seconds we were frozen in that position and then Lacy finally let me go. My succubus wife sat back coughing lightly, spit and semen on her chin. I fell to my knees, shaking and panting and looked at her with a frightened sense of worry.

Lacy started to cry. Real full tears and sobs wracking her body and making her breasts bounce. It should have been erotic but all the thoughts of her body flew out of my mind and I quickly crawled over to her and wrapped her into my arms. Head in the crook of my neck as she cried and then I started to cry with her. All the emotions from the last half a day were pouring out in a strange mixture of lust, love, fear, desire, and guilt.

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry.” She gasped between sobs as she pressed her face to my chest.

“Me too.” I whispered back and crushed her against me.

I’m not sure how long we stayed on the floor like that, an utter mess of syrup and flour, sweat and semen and tears. But soon enough our tears had run their course and we managed to peel ourselves off the floor and each other and get back to our feet.

“We need to go pick up the kids soon.” Lacy said, rubbing the heels of her hands against her eyes to clear the last few tears.

I nodded and looked down at myself and then at my wife. We were a horrifying and hilarious sight. Though I was drained emotionally I still managed a smile and she matched it with a halfhearted laugh.

“Shower.” We said in unison. Our smiles grew and we held hands walking back to our bathroom and into the shower together.

The water was blessedly hot and I stood behind Lacy as she poured on soap and shampooed and scrubbed herself with a luffa and passed the soap back to me. We were silent, the water the only sound as it fell and splashed. It was a needed quiet after such a rollercoaster of events so early in the morning. But when the silence was broken, our world changed forever.

“I want to do it again.” Lacy said. I almost didn’t hear it over the raining shower.

I didn’t need to ask what she was talking about. She might have been talking about what we’d just done in the kitchen, but she didn’t need to ask for something like that. No, she wanted to go to another club, or… more likely, have sex with others again. The admission admittedly made my stomach twist and my heart ache, but it also would have been a lie if I said I didn’t want it too. I may not have had the opportunity to enjoy my own excursion but watching my wife had been more erotic than I ever would have thought.

Her words lingered as we continued to scrub off the sticky syrup. My eyes lingered on my wife's wet hair, dripping with suds. Trailing down to her back I saw her muscles moving under the swirling water and soap, down to her narrow hips and amazing behind that was slick and shining in the lights overhead from the water. As if sensing me watching her, her hands moved down from scrubbing her hair to cupping her ass cheeks and squeezing.

“Didn’t you like…watching?” She asked, her voice soft and sultry but still facing away from me.

My breath was becoming shallow.

Lacy pulled her cheeks open slightly and flashed her asshole and mound. “Terry was really big. Charlie was thicker though.”

I took a step back watching her.

She bent a little more so her cheeks spread. “I saw you when Terry started to… to cum inside me.” All I could see was her body and the back of her head, she was deliberately keeping her head turned away from me. “I was afraid you’d… that you’d be mad. That you’d storm over and…I don’t know. I don’t think you would have fought them or anything but… I was afraid.” I could hear the quiver in her voice as she stayed still exposing herself under the running water. “But when you just stood there and watched as he emptied himself inside…” She trailed off.

“Were you trying to put on a show…with Charlie?” I asked quietly.

“Yeah. I wanted you to enjoy it too. Does that make sense? I knew you were watching and that made things so much hotter. Before I felt so guilty because I thought I’d just left you but knowing you were there, it made it better. So much better.”

It was hard to tell if the glistening moisture on her vagina was from the shower or her own juices.

Swallowing my heart back down from where it had lodged in my throat, I reached forward and slowly ran a finger over the smooth little innie slit of her sex. Lacy groaned.

“You want to have other men here?” I asked, trying to be sexy and sensual but also honestly having no idea what I was doing.

“Yes.” She whimpered.

“I wan…want to see it too.”

Lacy whirled around, water flying from her hair and breasts as she met my gaze, standing nude and exposed. “You do?”

I nodded solemnly as if I were admitting something horrible.

She wrapped her arms around me and pressed her chest to mine. “Thank you.” She kissed me hard and deeply. “I love you.” The words were hot breaths. “I’m happy. Please know that. But I just… I want to try things now. We’ve talked about it so much, for so long. Finally doing it… it’s like a whole new world ya know?”

I started to sing the song from Aladdin and she shoved me with a smile. “Stop it! No making fun.”

I chuckled uncomfortably. “Listen… I… I’m into this. Okay. I liked watching you but I was worried that… well, I saw how different those men were. Are you… is this because you’re not happy?”

Lacy was shaking her head hard. “No! Absolutely not!” For a second she looked scared, worried, conflicted, and then her eyes and face set into a firm look. She got on her knees and gently took my flaccid wet penis in her hand. “Honey, I love you. You! If you say you wanna stop, we stop. If you tell me you’re not comfortable then we take a break and talk about it. If you’re jealous I’ll do whatever you want to reassure you.” She was gently stroking me, though I honestly just didn’t have another round in me so soon after the first two.

“I… I feel the same.” I answered loving the feel of her hands on me.

“I just want to explore. You’re so good. Last night was amazing but being with you this morning was heaven. The two experiences don’t even compare.” She stood up, hand still on my penis and kissed me again. “I want to keep trying swinging or whatever we want to call it, but it's not worth endangering our marriage and family if you’re not comfortable.”

My hand went between her legs and started to slowly circle her clit. Her eyes fluttered. “I want to. I wanna see you fucked. I wanna see you dripping cum. I want you to experience everything. Everything.” A finger slid inside and I could feel the molten heat of her arousal.

For the next few minutes we whispered the sweet nothings of our desire to see each other pleased. To experience new things neither of us had previously allowed ourselves to dream. My finger slid in and out of her pussy, thumb rubbing her tiny nub. Her hand caressed and squeezed my semi erect cock. We kissed. We licked and bit. The shower started to run cold before we finally relented and got out of the shower with happy warm smiles.

It was time to pick up the kids, and though that was a typical mundane thing to do, we knew that from now on our lives were going to be anything but normal.


Chapter 3

A Wife’s First Date

Dating was the last thing I saw myself doing after I got married. Over fifteen years married, two kids, a house, a job, it all amounted to my dating life being far behind me. Let alone going out on a date with someone that wasn’t my husband. That was the kicker. This meeting I’d arranged wasn’t some fun night out with my husband, maybe pretending to be someone else just to spice things up. This was going to be an honest to goodness date with another man that was nearly twenty years my senior. At least I assumed Terry was in his late forties, early fifties. Maybe I was misjudging him on his graying hair.

Maybe calling it a date was a stretch. After texting back and forth and having a few calls with Terry, we’d agreed on a meeting. More transactional than anything. Almost like negotiating a contract rather than some sort of lovely meal and going “back to my place” sort of thing. I wasn’t sure if that made this better, or worse. On top of that thought, things really were moving fast. It had only been last week that I’d… done what I did, and now… already, I was diving back in. Matt and I had been talking almost nonstop since that night. Discussing all the different issues and angles. And at the same I’m I’d been talking with Terry, so when he’d asked me if I wanted to meet again it had definitely been a sort of… do or die moment.

I think it’s obvious the choice that we settled on.

I took another look at myself in the mirror. I’d opted for something simple, but nice. A long sleeve green sweater that clung nicely to my slim figure and blue jeans that were equally flattering to my backside. Yes, I wanted to entice, but I didn’t wanna go in selling myself as if I were some sex crazy harlot. Though that was probably unfair. Just because a girl had a healthy desire or even an overly abundant desire for sex didn’t mean she should be looked down upon. After all, here I was, a married mom looking to go out on a date with another married man. I hardly had room to talk.

We agreed. I’m not cheating. Matt said it was okay. You ever asked for his permission before setting this date up. Don’t act like you’re some home wrecker or something. This is different!

No matter how hard I tried to psych myself up and push away the doubts of this taboo venture, they still came creeping back. I’d flash back to that dark room on my back, feeling Terry pushing his cock inside me. Stretching me in a whole new way. I’m not a size queen. Matt is plenty big and a perfect fit, like a good fitting glove. But the way Terry felt was like… a shiver ran down my spine and heat rose between my legs and along my thighs. Terry was like when you wake up from a long, deep nap and stretch out. Your muscles pulling and aching at the new movement, as if everything about you had been asleep and was waking up for the first time. It was so good. And seeing him enter me, smooth and in complete, clear view, not just to me but a whole room of unknown people.

The whole situation had been thrilling and terrifying and … and… more. So much more. But even all those good feelings made my stomach twist, because I could also remember seeing Matt in the room staring at me, breaking my wedding vows. I’d listened to Terry and Charlie’s little erotic lies. I knew they were lies, but they’d been lies I’d wanted to believe. Otherwise, I wouldn’t have gone with them and allowed them to fuck me and cum inside me.

I wanted that feeling again. Plus, the sex with Matt after had been intense! So. Fucking. Intense. I could only hope and pray that it was like that every time after I was shared. I found myself crossing my fingers as I grabbed my purse and put it over my shoulder.

Peaking out into the hall, I listened for the telltale signs of the girls. The house was quiet. Amazingly and blessedly quiet. I tiptoed to each of the girls' rooms and looked in. They were both fast asleep. I looked in on them for a few minutes each, watching their steady breathing and little snorts and snores that I’d come to know over the years. Could I really indulge in this lifestyle? Should I? What would happen if things went too far…

I shook my head and walked to the kitchen. There was always a chance of things not working out in life, but being in love with Matt and staying with him wasn’t one. I wasn’t going anywhere. No matter how good the sex was, or how fun the experience. 

This wasn’t about being dissatisfied. 

When Matt and I had been researching the swinging lifestyle, there had been several horror stories, as well as sad stories, about relationships falling apart. Not because they had begun swinging, but because they’d done it for all the wrong reasons. Some had been having trouble in their marriage and thought this would be the bandaid that fixed it. Some were disappointed in their sex lives, so they went looking for satisfaction elsewhere. Some had one partner wanting to do it and the other just going along for the ride, thus creating a rift. And others didn’t make rules or boundaries, or broke them. There were a slew of situations that we had read about. It’s what had made me afraid to try swinging in the first place. But ultimately… here we were.

But it was abundantly clear that this was only about fun and exploring. I wasn’t missing something. If I was stuck with Matt forever and ever, and we only ever did missionary, I’d be happy. We had a great life, and a great family. He was more than just my husband. He was my best friend. I gripped my purse tightly. I was going to make sure on this date that I made Terry and any other future partner, if there ever were any, very, very clear on those points.

Matt was sitting at the breakfast bar scrolling mindlessly on his phone while he took slow sips of a cup of late night coffee. I never could understand how he could drink coffee before bed. Though it wasn’t really that late. Only 8:30. He looked up when he heard my shoes scuffing the kitchen linoleum. 

He flashed that smile I loved, the one that had made me say yes to that first date and every other since. It faltered a second as he looked me over. His mind was working in overdrive, wondering what I was wearing underneath. He knew I wasn’t dressed for him. It’d only been a week since that first night at the club, and we were both still processing this new adventure. I could see it in the way he looked at me. Loving, worried, sick, and aroused.

“So… where are…ahem… where are you going?” He was deliberately avoiding trying to mention the other man I would be meeting.

“It’s that little bistro on Eleventh and Sawgrass. Very public. Only about twenty minutes away.” I came over to the counter and sat my purse down. “If things go further than dinner,” I paused and bit my lip, “There’s a hotel down the block, The Magistrate, that he said he’d booked a room at.”

That worry came into his eyes again. “You’re not staying the night…”

I took his hand. “No.” I said firmly, and my eyes drilled the point home. “I will always come home to you. No overnights.” At least, not at this stage. I thought. And I knew he was thinking it too, but neither of us said it. That wasn’t a step we were going to take until we were more comfortable.

Matt squeezed my hand. “Just make sure to… text me, okay? When you get there. If you’re… staying later. All that.”

I nodded, cheeks flushing. “I’ll text a lot… I promise. I’ll be safe.”

He wouldn’t meet my eyes.

“And I’m not going to let him… listen. I told you I didn’t believe what he said to me at the club. And afterwards, when I was… getting dressed, we talked a little. We’ve texted a bit too, and he apologized about those little fibs.”

“Fibs, huh?” Matt narrowed his eyes at me and took a measured sip of his coffee.

I felt a shiver run through me and twist my stomach. Was he feeling jealous? He believed me, didn’t he?

For a moment, Matt looked away, then brought his gaze back to mine. “I’m not a cuck.” He said it firmly and my cheeks burst red. 

“Of course not.” I muttered, feeling ashamed. The very thought that he felt like I was doing that to him made me want to call the whole date off.

“Just so we are clear.” He cleared his throat and put his coffee down. “I meant what I said. What we talked about. I wanna see this through. I want… I want you…”

I put my hand on his. “You wanna see me have sex with other men.” As childish as it seemed to be embarrassed about talking about things like this, our conservative backgrounds had hammered home that this wasn’t something you talked about. Pretty stupid, really. All that talk about no sex before marriage. Don’t talk about sex. It’s taboo. Wrong. Dirty. And then suddenly when you’re married, all those shackles and limitations are just supposed to vanish and you should suddenly be able to talk freely about sex and desire. How could you when you didn’t have experience, and literally yesterday, sex was naughty and today it was beautiful?

Even saying the words myself sent me into a dizzy feeling of spiraling emotions and shame and fear. But we had to push past it. We’d already crossed the threshold. Two other men had been inside me. Cum inside me. It was a little late to be shy about talking about it.

Matt nodded and his cheeks reddened, just like mine. “Yeah. So. Go. Have fun, but… just come home to me.” The look he gave me had my heart clenching.

I came around the counter and hugged him tight and kissed him hard, as hard as I could, and bit his lip. “I will always come home to you. You are home.”

Our foreheads touched, and we remained that way for a few minutes. Holding and touching each other quietly before finally I pulled away. I gave him one last kiss then rushed out the door before my nerves got the better of me and I chickened out.

Terry was sitting outside the little cafe with a drink in hand as I approached from my car. The smile on his face was bright and calm. At the club I hadn't gotten the best look at him, since he was wearing a mask, however even in the dim light from the cafe and the moon, I recognized him. Dark hair, solid build, taller than me but not so tall he was towering over me. He was old enough to be my dad, but age wasn’t really a concern of mine. He’d already proven that his age didn’t temper his stamina.

His eyes moved over me as I came up to his table, lingering on my hips and chest for a moment. I couldn't blame him for that, considering why I was there in the first place. Had Matt looked at me that way for our first date, I probably would have turned and left without so much as a word. This first date, however, was very, very different.

“Have a seat. The waiter should be back any minute so you can order…” His voice was soft but firm and sent a chill through me despite the warm night.

“Listen.” I interrupted, taking the seat opposite him. “We need to have a serious chat first before we settle in to drink and … whatever else.” I felt my cheeks warm, but ignored my embarrassment and discomfort. I wasn’t going to back down. I had to assert my authority, and I needed to do it quickly. 

The sort of man Terry was wasn’t strange to me. I’d met plenty in my life, especially in high school and working in the IT industry. I met plenty of men that liked to be in control and dominant. After all, they only saw me as a small girl to be handled. But I wasn’t. Matt knew it when he met me. Saw it in me and respected me for it. I was a firecracker deep down, a loud bang in a little package. And no, the pun was not lost on me as I sat across from a man that wanted to bang me loud and proud.

Terry sat his drink down gently, folded his hands over his knee, legs crossed, and gave me his full attention. There wasn’t any inkling of annoyance on his face. “I’m listening,” He assured me seriously.

I nodded curtly. “First, and I know we’ve talked about it a little, but I’m not going to put up with anything that is… dishonest.” My green eyes met his gray. “Those things you said at the club, I know they were to get my dress off and into bed. I knew then. I know now. I’m not gonna lie, it was erotic. Fun even. Pretending has its merits. But I’m not some little housewife you can seduce and trick.”

Terry nodded, but didn't say anything.

“I know what I want. I know why we are here.” Why did my whole chest feel on fire? Geez, I felt like a schoolgirl again, going out on a first date with the hottest guy. The guy everyone knows gets into girls' panties fast. And here I was, wanting him to get into mine.

“As do I.” Terry smiled warmly.

“Good. So, we need to lay out a few rules.”

He picked his drink up, a grin plastered across his face. “Rules are the foundation of a good working relationship. And in this sort of lifestyle, they are absolutely necessary. I assure you Lacy, if I came across as a bit… sleazy that first night, it wasn’t my intention. Well, not my full intention. I’m a man, and I’ve been in this life for nearly twenty years now. Sometimes you get a little overzealous.” He chuckled. “I’m sorry for the leading fibs. You’re right, it wasn’t appropriate.”

I was waiting for a but. But I wanted it. But I needed convincing. The but never came, and he sat calmly nursing his drink.

“So what are these rules you have?” He finally asked.

“No means no,” I blurted firmly.

“Absolutely. No questions asked. My wife and I have the same rule. Any party can say no at any time. If your husband calls and says it’s over come home, I’ll make sure you’re out the door as fast as possible.”

I was a bit suspicious of how easy that one was, but Terry seemed very sincere.

“Second. You respect my husband.” This was, for me, almost as important as the first.

Terry’s chuckle was rich and, for some reason, made my nipples hard. I cursed my body and its emotional responses and hoped he couldn’t see my erect nipples in my sweater.

“How can I not respect a man that has a wife like you? Lucky, lucky man.”

“Because I’m a great piece of ass?” I leaned forward and gave him a sly smile, but was also trying to suss out if he was being sincere. It was easy for a guy to say they respected someone and then talk trash behind his back. The last thing I wanted to happen was to give this man the impression he could steal me. Like he could seduce me away from my family and life just because he was a good lay. I wasn’t going to put up with that. Fuck amazing sex. I wanted my family more than I wanted orgasms any day.

He laughed out loud now. “Yes Lacy. Your behind is sublime.” He winked. “And so is everything else. I mean it. You won’t hear anything bad about your husband from me now or ever, unless it's in service of some erotic play. But that stays in the bedroom.” His hand came up with three fingers up. “Scout’s Honor.”

I sat back, still eyeing him. “Well. We will see, I guess. But if you say anything adverse or leading that I don’t like, I’m gonna call you on it. I don’t care if you’re balls deep or not.”

His smile was wicked, and the look in his eyes was hungry.

My cheeks were blazing. I was surprised at my own forwardness, but I had to be blunt. I had to be bold. It was important to establish my independence and strength or he might think he could manipulate me. Maybe I was being too pessimistic, but this was all new and after reading so many horror stories and sad stories, I needed to do this the way that made me feel comfortable. If Terry didn’t like it, then he could leave. I’m sure I could find someone else. Or just scrap the whole idea.

“Anything else?” He asked, leaning forward. It felt like my words were still hanging in the air for him. Balls deep. Balls deep. It was almost laughable, but also erotic. Sex and comedy seemed inevitably linked.

“Well… I do have a few do’s and don’ts. Wants and stuff.”’ I answered.

“Then by all means. This is about fun and satisfaction so let's make some dreams come true if we can.” He finished his drink just as the waiter appeared. “I’ll have another Rum and Coke and my friend will have…” he looked at me.

Good, he wasn’t going to order for me. “I’ll have a sparkling water.” I gave the waiter a smile and waited to say anything else until he was out of earshot. My gaze went back to Terry as he trailed a finger along the lip of his empty glass, watching me.

“So, you were saying, about… wants?” He flashed his grin at me again, playfully.

“Is this a no judgment environment?”

“Within reason. I have some hard lines when it comes to certain bodily functions and a few fantasies that involve them or other… more taboo fantasies that just aren’t to my tastes. But I’m willing to listen and give you my honest opinion on if we can make them happen or not.”

This was the part that was going to take courage. I wasn’t a wild woman. What I’d done a few nights ago was the wildest and most uninhibited I’d ever been, but that didn’t mean I didn’t fantasize. It’s what mainly led to Matt and I talking and even being willing to explore the swinging lifestyle. To most, well to everyone really, I was the sweet, married mom. Church greeter. Hard working tech woman. My sexuality hardly ever came into question. However, though I was all those things, I was also a woman. I had wants and needs. I had desires and fantasies. I’d read my fair share of romances and since talking about swinging, I’d read a great deal of swinging, hotwifing, and cuckolding stories to get the idea of what I might be getting into. True, most of those things were complete flights of fancy and fiction, but there was an inkling of truth and some things that had sparked my interest and even led to my own kinks forming. Though what looked good on paper and played well in my head didn’t mean real life would be its equal.

“Well, I have several things, but for now… I want to keep it simple…” The waiter came and gave us our drinks, bringing me to silence until they walked away again.

“I’m listening.” Terry said and took a slow sip from his glass, eyes never leaving mine.

I cleared my throat. Took a drink and told him what I wanted.

The hotel room was nice. The Magistrate wasn't a high end hotel, but it wasn't a Motel 6 either. It was a middle of the road hotel with pleasant rooms, well kept with a nice view of the Lawrence River that ran along the north side of town. We had a room on the sixth floor, the curtains thrown wide. The feeling of being watched was palpable and exhilarating. 

I'm not a voyeur or exhibitionist by any means, but even I had to concede that the idea of getting seen during… activities was erotic, taboo, and exciting. 

I'd already texted Matt, letting him know the meeting (date) had gone well, and we were headed to the hotel. I sent the address, the room number and once we were in the room, the extension at which he could call the room directly. In the bathroom, a nice spacious area with dark tile and a glass shower, I was standing in front of the sink giving him my last text before I stepped out. Once I went back into the room, I was going to be starting a whole new life.

"I love you." I texted and sent a pic of me blowing a kiss to the mirror. "I'll be home as soon as I can. I promise no later than midnight." It was only half past nine. Three hours seemed excessive to be out on a booty call, but I honestly didn't know what to expect, even though I'd already had sex with Terry. This was a whole new environment. We weren't at a club indulging and showing off. This was far more intimate. And considering what I'd asked him to do, it would be even more personal than what had gone on at the club.

My request wasn't over the top. To me, it was a lot, but when Terry had heard me out, he assured me that what I wanted was incredibly tame and actually fairly common. But he respected that for me, this was new and serious and he'd make sure to do everything I asked. But in return, he had his own request. Remembering how he'd smiled at me across the table in the warm air of the evening sent new shivers down my spine. 

"I get to cum inside you at least three times tonight. I'm all about making sure my partner gets what they want, but I've got needs too. And filling up that pretty slit of yours has been on my mind all week." He said it so casually and cheerily. Somehow saying it like that, treating the act of ejaculating into a woman's vagina so flippantly, made me even more excited. I couldn't say why, but I'd been raised fairly conservative. Talk of this sort of activity was always done in whispers and in secret, not out in the open and so blunt. 

After gulping down the last of my water, I agreed. "Fine. Um…f…fair is fair. I suppose. Besides, I'm safe, so… it's okay. But… I guess it's kinda late to ask but, you're clean right?" A little spike of fear ran through me suddenly. I hadn't thought of possible diseases. Pregnancy was off the table, but what about STDs? My mind was working in overdrive with paranoia. The answer to his question was obvious, considering Matt and I had both had to submit clean bills of health before being let into the club. But… there was always a but with me. Always a nagging voice tempting me to overreact and stress. Maybe that stupid voice needed to get laid.

His face was serious as he responded and took my hand. "Clean and clear. I promise. No one gets into that club without a clean bill of health anyway, but I assure you I get tested frequently and though I'm part of this lifestyle, I'm not going out and banging randos or anything. Especially not without protection. I know I just said I want to cum in you, but say the word and I have condoms at the ready if you're worried."

It was his sincerity that convinced me to go to the hotel with him. I believed every word. For better or worse, I was hooked. And now I was in the hotel bathroom, ready to step out and truly change my life. It was happening so fast. That thought kept coming back to me. Our discussion at the cafe was almost clinical, discussing wants and desires and if they would be accepted and provided for the night. A part of me suddenly felt like an escort or a hooker. Had I just negotiated sex for a price?

No. The only transaction was that we would be doing what we wanted tonight. No strings. No promises. Maybe sometime in the future there’d be dinners and romancing, but tonight was strictly a ‘transaction’. If it went well… then maybe (most likely) there would be more. That thought made my cheeks redden.

Matt texted back as I reached for the door. "I love you. Be safe." And that was it. Simple and sweet. I had his blessing. The contract was signed and sealed. Now I was about to deliver.

I sent back a kiss emoji and walked out into the room.

Terry sat on the queen sized bed in his boxers, his phone in hand scrolling aimlessly as he waited for me. His chest was hairy, and though he wasn't necessarily muscular, he hadn't gotten out of shape as he aged. His boxers were dark blue silk and already sporting a bit of a bulge as he looked up at the sound of the door opening and gave me a playful smile. 

"I feel underdressed." He chuckled, letting his eyes move over me and then back to meeting my gaze. "So. You ready?" 

I nodded firmly, but felt my cheeks redden, probably making my freckles stand out more than usual. 

"Alright then." He pressed a button on his phone and a smooth jazz song began to play, then he put it on the dresser and held out his hand for my phone. I’d wanted him to film and take pictures. It seemed like the common thing to do in these situations. Whether or not I’d show them to Matt was still in the air. It felt selfish to not show him, but… well, it almost felt invasive too. But how could I think that about my own husband? 

I handed it to him and he quickly got the camera rolling and pointed at me as he sat back down. "Strip."

It wasn't a request, but it wasn't a command either. It was part of what I'd asked for. I wanted to try to do a striptease. I'd never been much of a dancer, but my hips could feel the rhythm well enough and I'd always thought strip teases to be one of the heights of eroticism. Now, if only we had baby oil, but that was an experiment for another day. Tonight was a dry run for stripping. But that was only half of what I'd asked for, and though we had hours, that time was going to fly by. So it was time to put up or shut up. 

I took a shuffling step forward and began to lift my sweater, exposing my pale stomach with just the slightest evidence of stretch marks along my sides and hips. My hips swayed to the soft jazz. I pulled the sweater up further and turned my back to him, bending and pushing my jean covered butt towards him. They clung nicely to my curves, giving my rear end a good shape as I wiggled it, hoping it looked sexy rather than silly. 

Straightening, I turned back, pulling the sweater up as Terry watched closely and held my phone steady. This was a risk. What if he shared the video or photos he took with someone? Someone like Charlie. Would that be so bad? Charlie had already seen me naked and been in me, so what did it matter if he saw a strip tease video? I pushed the worries out of my head and leaned forward, pulling my top up over my head as I straightened revealing a completely sheer blue bra, the cups tiny triangles that barely held my A cup breasts. My nipples pushed through the tight material.

A smirk painted Terry's face as his crotch stirred, watching me and seeing my breasts, barely hidden at all, come into view. "It's nice seeing you in better lighting. The club tries to be so atmospheric, but it can really take away from getting a good look at such a pretty woman."

I let my sweater fall to the floor, standing in just my jeans and bra. My rhythm and concentration were broken by his lecherous stare. My confidence slipped away, leaving me frozen in place as this stranger filmed me. 

"Go ahead. Let them bounce a little. Relax." He chuckled, trying to lighten the mood.

I swallowed my fear and did as he said. Bouncing on the balls of my feet, my tits held tightly in my bra, bounced perkily. Terry laughed heartily.

"Perfect. Geez, those look good. Let's lose the pants and come on over here." He adjusted his position on the bed and continued watching. 

I found the rhythm again and with my entire face and chest blushing pink, began to sway my hips around, seeking my inner sexy self. I wanted this. To know I could do it. Not just for me. But for Matt too. This whole endeavor was about exploring and experiencing new things, but what good would it all be if I couldn't take those experiences and knowledge home?

I turned, rear facing him gyrating, and started to unbutton and pull my pants down. Wiggling the tight jeans over my hips. The feeling of his eyes on me made me slow my movements. Hips moving slowly, I inched my jeans down, revealing the blue, sheer boy short panties that were digging into my soft cheeks. 

"Fuck." I heard him mutter. "Didn't get a good look at that ass the other night… shame. But it's worth the wait. Bend over some more. It's small, but damn if it isn't round." There was something about his laughter that actually made me feel…good. He was admiring me, appreciating my body. 

I felt a flush run through me. Goosebumps breaking out all over as I felt the chill of the air conditioning kick on. Matt was always complimentary, the way he looked at me always making me feel fluttery inside. Butterflies and flying fairies. Every glance he gave me made me smile. But this gaze was different. It was hungry and animalistic. I wasn't someone beloved to this man. I was flesh and heat and desire.

My jeans went down inch by inch, ass coming into view with the lace digging into my skin. I let them finally fall around my ankles and stood back up slowly, dragging my fingertips sensually along my thighs and hips, up along my sides and the sides of my breasts and into my hair releasing my ponytail and letting my red hair fall about my shoulders.

The sound of Terry's pleased mutters made my nipples hard. I turned towards him, letting him get a full view of me, panties clinging tightly to my mound and breasts on display. His grin was from ear to ear as he leaned back, as if presenting his bulge to me. That’s exactly what he was doing. Tonight, I wanted control. I wanted to seduce and to do as I pleased. It was a strange request, at least for me, but Terry was completely on board. But I knew he'd ask for something of his own next time we met. If there was a next time. 

Who was I kidding? There'd be a next time. There were probably going to be many more times. Terry's cock was amazing. I hadn't been able to get the memory of it out of my mind since that night at the club. Matt was still better overall when it came to how I felt. But when it came to animalistic want… What was hiding under those silk boxers had heat rising between my thighs as I walked towards him. Hips swaying. Hair tousled about my face.

The tension in the room ratcheted up as I knelt down in front of him and started to pull his boxers down. Sliding them along his thighs until his semi hard penis sprung free, thick and smooth right before my eyes. 

As much as I wanted to take things slow. Almost tantric. I couldn't stop myself from taking hold of it, barely able to cover it with both hands as I stroked it fully to life in mere seconds. Terry grunted as I squeezed, and then his groan filled the room as I kissed the warm purple tip and slid my lips around it to take it in my mouth. 

My insides fluttered with guilt and worry, even though I was doing something agreed upon between me and my husband. How could I not feel slightly bad that I was offering my mouth and more to an almost complete stranger. 

But my feelings didn't stop me from working. I stroked the base of his cock while I sucked his head, slowly but with a deep need. Making him pulse and groan. I could tell he wanted to grab my head or my hair, but I'd explicitly told him no touching unless I said so. Tonight he was like a toy for me. 

I took more and more of him into my mouth, my throat, gagging only slightly when it hit the back and then I swallowed it down, making him shiver. 

"Shit…" his words hissed out as he filmed, eyes darting back and forth from the camera to mine. “Look at me.” His voice was gruff.

My eyes were wide, looking up at him and the camera as his cock was in my mouth. Lips dragging softly up and down along his shaft, leaving behind little glistening trails of saliva.

“Fuck, I love married mouths.” His grin was obnoxious. Something about Terry, as straightforward and friendly as he could be, he was also somewhat of a dick. Or maybe just arrogant. Full of himself. But with a cock like this, he probably had let the attention from women go to his head. And I wasn’t helping the situation.

I pulled off him with a soft pop and leaned down and began to lick around his base, along the thick vein, up to the mushroom ridge and around it to kiss the tip. I trailed down soft kisses to his balls, slipping my lips around one and pulling gently with my mouth, sucking it warmly.

Terry groaned, but to his credit stayed still, letting me use him.

Popping off one ball, I took the other, sucking it before letting it drop and leaning under him to lick the sweaty underside of his testicles.

“Ohhh fuck yes. Like that little mom. Good girl.”

I tried not to listen to his words. Just take in the sound of them, the pleasure and feeling rather than his actual spoken words.

Stroking up and down, my wedding ring glittering in the light of the lamps, I licked against his balls, letting them bounce on my tongue and lips. He tasted like salt and Irish Spring soap. There was a musky smell, and his dripping pre-cum was sticky against my lips. It was intoxicating, taboo and so tantalizing. I took his cock head back into my mouth, moving up and down. Firm and tight, lips like a vacuum. 

Terry’s head rolled back, and he groaned deep from his chest. I kept licking over every inch of the beautiful specimen in front of me, throbbing in my hand. He kept his word, letting me explore him. Licking along it, kissing over it lightly and then with more force. Minutes upon minutes, my lips moved over him, making pre-cum pour and drip along the shaft, onto my tongue. My saliva dripped, coating him in a glistening sheen. My eyes went up to him and the camera periodically.

“Fuck…fuck yes oh god that’s good.” He was hard as stone, deep red and purple as his balls tightened. He was obviously straining due to the pressure and tightness of the erection needing relief. But I wasn’t done. Not yet.

My breath was coming in heavy gasps and my lips were glittering with pre-cum and spit as I finally moved away from him, keeping one hand on his shaft and squeezing.

Terry looked down at me when the feeling of my lips vanished. “Done?” He grinned, knowing that I wasn’t, but clearly liking to tease.

I swallowed hard. I didn’t know why this was so hard. Terry had already fucked me. Magnificently. And I’d just spent the better part of half an hour licking and sucking and kissing all over his married cock. But somehow this felt like crossing a new threshold.

Brushing my hair back, I got to my feet feeling a little dizzy and my legs slightly numb from being on my knees for so long. I flexed my calves and rubbed at my thighs for a second to get the feeling back, while Terry watched me with that same cocky grin.

“Why don’t you take those panties off.” His eyes were roaming down my figure, nicely toned thanks to all the spin classes I was going to lately. There for a time after the kids, I’d let myself go. Nothing too drastic, but I’d finally looked in the mirror and nearly cried. From that point on, I’d been going to the gym nearly three times a week, and it had paid off. All the baby weight was gone, and I’d shaped up and trimmed down. There was still a little softness around the hips and thighs, something that was either extremely stubborn or just permanent evidence of what my body had gone through to grow two human beings.

I put my hands on my hips. “I’m in charge, remember?” I hoped my voice sounded firm, authoritative. Terry shrugged and grinned at me, still filming.

“So…” I cleared my throat. “Um, move back… uh, I mean, lay down on the bed.”

There was a sparkle in Terry’s eye as he moved back to lie on the bed, head on the pillows and cock standing straight up in the air with just the slightest amount of curve. I swallowed hard, staring at it. Somehow, seeing it jut up into the air like that made it seem bigger. I stood at the end of the bed staring at it a moment longer before slapping my cheeks, psyching myself up, and then reached down to pull my panties off.

“Slow.” Terry ordered, and I froze. My heart was already pounding, but now it was off to the races at that single word. My eyes met his and there was something firm in them. The authority I’d been wanting to communicate came from him in waves.

I slipped my thumbs into my waistband and began to pull the boy shorts down, eyes on him as he watched me.

“Turn around. Pull the back down first. Show me your married ass.”

My breath was coming in shallow gasps as I turned. I’d wanted to be in control, but somehow in a single second, all of that had slipped away. Maybe I could get it back, but right now… I didn’t want to. I turned my small behind towards him and began pulling down my panties, revealing my soft cheeks.

Terry let out a growl. “Turn around.” That voice was sending shivers along my spine. I turned, panties half down below my cheeks and barely up covering my vagina. “I’ve been looking forward to this.” There was that arrogant grin again. “Show it to me.”

I swallowed hard. Why was this so embarrassing? He’d already seen me. Seen my pussy. Been inside me. And yet, now that he was on the bed watching me. Alone. It was far more intimate. Before, it was a spectacle. I had been on display and it had been more of a performance rather than… than what? Sex? Obviously, it had been sex. But it was something different. I’d felt everything. Cum. Being filled. Showing off. Not just to strangers, either. My husband had been there in the shadows, watching as I’d experienced my first threesome, my first new cocks since marrying him. 

My body was on fire. Standing at the end of a hotel bed, staring into a camera with a stranger. My panties half off. Everything seemed to be playing out in slow motion. Big decisions. This was all happening so fast. It hadn’t been that long ago since Matt and I had decided to go to a club, to just dip our toes in. Instead, I’d jumped into the deep end, fully clothed and without holding my breath. My husband was at home, watching our children. Alone. And I was out…

Heart pounding. Blood hot. My skin tight and breaking out in goosebumps. Between my legs… inside, I was beginning to burn. This was the moment I had to make decisions. So far all I’d done was give the man an edging blowjob. Nothing over the top. But if I pulled these panties down, then this really would mean I wasn’t just diving into the deep end, I was swimming straight down to the bottom.

And I wanted to. 

I wanted to swim deeper. Deeper into the dark. And as exciting as it was, it was also terrifying.

I thought back to that moment in the club. Of being led away to a private room. Two strange men luring me away. Being in the dim dark. On the bed. Strangers around me. I knew exactly what I was doing, and I knew… I knew my husband wasn’t there. And somehow that had made something in me burn brighter. Like a taboo flame.

Truth was, I hadn’t noticed Matt until it was almost all over. It was obvious he thought I’d seen him at some point sooner by the way he’d asked, but I didn’t have the heart to tell him that the first time I noticed he was there watching from the shadows, was when Charlie was shooting his semen inside me. I was flipping my hair out of my face and turned enough to see him just before he turned away and slipped out. But just that one brief glimpse of him, that second that I’d seen him and knew he was watching me fuck two men without his permission, made me have another quick and dirty orgasm with Charlie still pushing inside me, the last bits of his cum shooting into my canal.

I’d been in so much turmoil after that. On the one hand, I’m glad Matt had seen me. That he knew, and that I hadn’t gotten away with something. I never, ever wanted to cheat on him. I loved him. Just thinking about it, standing there with my panties half down in front of another man, made my chest blossom with so much heat and desire it was almost unbearable. I could feel my eyes stinging.

I managed to blink away the tears. I was glad he knew. But there was also a part of me that had wanted him… not there. To have it be intimate, if not from all the watching strangers, then from the one person that I loved truly and completely. It was a war of emotions. Embarrassment. Excitement. Joy. Terror. I felt selfish wanting to keep that moment, those activities, from my husband. Not completely obviously. I would have told him anything and everything he wanted to know. But for him to have seen me like that… it was making me quiver.

Matt and I hadn’t discussed videos or pictures. I hadn’t said anything about what I might be doing besides meeting Terry for a date and alluding to what might happen after. He wasn’t expecting anything besides me to come home and to tell him how things went. My breaths were coming short and raspy, my chest tight and my heart thundering.

It all flashed in front of me and through me as I stood there in that lingering second, panties about to be pulled down. My mouth was moving before my brain could catch up. “Put the camera away.” The words were quiet, but loud enough Terry heard them.

He raised an eyebrow for a moment, looking at me, still holding up the phone. Then he put it down. Something in the way he looked at me, in the way he smirked, said something I just couldn’t quite put my finger on. Maybe it was that he understood I wanted this to be private. I’d already set my mind on keeping the video of the striptease and blowjob a secret. Well, maybe secret was too drastic. I just wouldn’t tell Matt. It was my own little memento.

Terry put his hands behind his head and leaned back, watching me. “Pull them down.”

I swallowed, my mouth feeling dry. There was only one more second of hesitation before I took the leap. I pulled my panties down, eyes locked on his as he watched my vagina become exposed. I’d kept it shaved, smooth as could be. It glistened in the light to signal my arousal. The panties slipped down my thighs to my feet. I stepped out of them and stood with my thighs slightly apart, enough that there was a gap to expose the little line of my mound.

He licked his lips.

I reached up without needing to be told, and unhooked my bra. It fell, exposing my tits and the rock hard nipples to the cool air of the room. Fully revealed, I stepped forward and crawled onto the bed, on my knees moving towards Terry as he lay back, simply watching me expectantly. He was at ease, ready to let me do all the work like I’d told him I wanted. His cock up and throbbing, dribbling pre-cum down the shaft as I straddled his lap and let his cock come to rest against my pussy and stomach.

We kept eye contact, my hand with my wedding ring reaching down, caressing his thick member and pressing it to my skin and feeling the heat and stickiness of the pre-cum. I kept things slow, hand moving along his length, his tip pressing to my belly and my nipples hardening. As hard as it was, and it felt like a betrayal. I pushed thoughts of my husband to the side. Not completely forgetting him, but in my mind, setting him aside in a corner.

I moved my stomach, arching and rolling my hips so that my pussy rubbed along the underside of his penis. My breath caught, feeling how warm and hard it was and how it pushed my petals apart, smearing my juices along him.

Terry kept his hands behind his head, watching, eyes fluttering, looking at me with a hunger that I hadn’t experienced… maybe ever. Matt wanted me, but he loved me. That want was different from the raw and animalistic desire that Terry was exuding. I moved my hands from his cock to my neck, touching along my curves, down to my breasts that easily filled my palms. Terry let out a growl as he watched my fingers slide along the slope of my chest and to my nipples, pinching just hard enough to make me suck in a breath. Then I moved my hands up and into my hair and along my scalp and arched back and closed my eyes, head tilted back groaning.

It felt amazing. Freeing. This man’s feelings didn’t matter. After tonight, I could just cut off all contact. Walk away. Do whatever I want, experience whatever I desire, and then… go back home. Home, where it was warm and inviting and simple and comfortable. I was loved there. Safe. But here I was in danger. This was dangerous ground, and I was full of a thrill. It was deep in my belly. Deep between my legs.

I moved up. His cock slid along my stomach, to my mound, along the lips to find and nestle into my opening. I was panting. Eyes still closed. Just… feeling it. Feeling how his cock throbbed, the tip pressing against me and coating me with the slick pre-cum so that his entrance would come more easily. This was just the second time to be with another man, away from my husband. But this time, Matt wasn’t going to show up. He wasn’t going to see. This moment would forever remain private. Just between me and Terry.

My eyes opened lazily, like I was drugged. I let my hands fall to my hips, along my pelvis, towards my inner most intimate part. His engorged cock pressed against me. My fingers found my lips and pulled them open, his tip slipping just a little further, pressing against the ring of muscles trying to fight back against his intrusion. Blood pounded in my ears like a stampede.

I was in a trance. Staring at his tip pushing against me.

“Go ahead. Put it inside you.” Terry’s words came to me like a whisper, a voice in the back of my mind. A temptation. It was all so confusing and thrilling.

My hips sank down. The opening stretched and swallowed him. We groaned together in the silence of the hotel room. Suddenly, everything was on fire. The room around me narrowed, and all there was was the bed, Terry, and me. His hands came up and gently took my hips, guiding me down.

“Good girl. Like that.” It was that tempting whisper. Like the devil purring about all the sins I could commit now that I was alone and free to just let loose.

His cock slid further, further. Stretching me. My mound split around him, gliding down his wet shaft. It never seemed to end, but it was only just a few seconds before he was fully inside me, his balls against my ass.

“Ohhhhh god.” My moan was like a siren in the room, though I was sure I was muttering it rather than shouting.

“Fuck. Fucking tight.” He was panting. Holding me there. Deep inside me. On top of him.

On some unconscious level, I saw Matt in my mind’s eye watching me on top of another man. Would he protest? Be angry? Be turned on? Maybe all the above and more? Thoughts of him vanished quickly as Terry’s cock throbbed inside of me and that frozen moment shattered. An animal woke up inside me. The burning pit in my stomach flared up, all the heat radiating through my chest and to all of my extremities. I was sure if I touched ice, it would have melted instantly.

I put my hands onto Terry’s chest, growling and lifting myself up. His hands left my hips, sensing that I was taking back control and allowing it, at least for the moment. I rose up on his cock to the tip and then down again slowly. Primal slowness, like a predator stalking its prey and letting itself be patient before truly pouncing. I was adjusting inside to his girth and the curve he had that rubbed against my g-spot. Moving steadily, I rode him, eyes locked with his. Whenever I’d done something like this with Matt, I saw love reflected in his eyes. Terry was just ravenous.

Sweat dripped down my collarbone, along my throat, between my breasts. My tits bounced with my rhythm, up and down, along his shaft. The feeling of my lips tugging against him, squeezing and gripping tightly, was intoxicating. Moisture and slick juices started to mix and run down his shaft, creating a pool around his balls and a soft wet slap when my ass hit, strands of sticky fluid trailing behind when I lifted up.

Breaths were coming in soft pants and groans. We stayed silent besides those primal sounds and lewd bodily echoes. I wasn’t a wife. I wasn’t a mom. To say I was a woman was even a stretch at that moment. I was lust. Sex. Desire. I was on fire. This was what it was like to be a goddess.

There was no telling how long I was like that, smoothly riding along his cock. But soon, that measured control began to slip. I felt a tide rising inside and I moved faster. I started slamming down, making my breath catch every time. Mewling out little sounds that I didn’t know I was capable of making.

“Mmm. Mmm. ohhmmm…fuck… fuck so big. Fuckgodfuck.” My words were coming out broken and stilted as my ass slapped his thighs. That wet sound sent chills down my spine.

“That’s it. Yes. Fuck me. Oh god you’re fucking tight.” Terry grunted and looked tempted to grab hold of me, but kept his hands on the bed, gripping the sheets, watching me ride. Sweat made my skin glisten as I picked up the pace.

I was whimpering as I arched back, hands on my breasts. “Oh god above…oh fuck yes I’m…I’m gonna…”

“Do it Lacy. Be a good married mom and fucking cum on my married cock.” His words were rumbling thunder through my brain.

The waves inside me peaked, and the orgasm crashed into me, breaking whatever walls I might have had up, shattering the mental image I had of myself as a good, loyal wife. True, I wasn’t cheating. My husband knew where I was and knew I was having sex with another man. But he didn’t know what I was experiencing. The liberation and plummet into the burning pits of lust.

“Ahhhhhfuuuuuuuckkkk” I screamed this time. And didn’t care if other people in the hotel heard. There was no fear of getting a noise complaint, like when I’d been with Matt on our honeymoon, or countless other trips we’d taken. I wanted the world to know I was cumming on another man’s cock.

Terry let out a groan just as loud and deep, this time grabbing hold of my hips and digging his nails into my ass. As my orgasm washed over me, I felt his cock throbbing and pulsing and then spewing forth thick, hot streams of cum. “AAHAHHHAHAHAH fucking hell you cunt take it!” His muscles were straining. Sweat was beading all over his body.

My hands found his chest, and I dug my nails in like he was digging his into my ass. We cried out in orgasm together. His semen flooded my pussy. It shot inside deep, thick, sticky and warm.

“Oh fuck, I feel your cum!” I cried out, eyes squeezing shut as my orgasm raged inside.

“Fuck. Fucking shit, take my cum. Oh god, so good.” He could feel me squeezing as I was spasming in pleasure.

Sweat dripped down my back, along my neck, down my breasts, a single droplet falling from my pink nipple that was so hard it hurt. I bit the inside of my cheek as my orgasm kept rocking me. Intense and never ending. Making me shake. My thighs trembling as Terry gripped me harder, my hips grinding against him as if trying to milk out every last drop of his cum into my warm tunnel.

All at once I let out a breath and so did Terry, breathe we hadn’t realized we were holding as our pleasure overwhelmed us. I fell forward onto him, head against his chest. Panting, swallowing hard as I tried to catch up with my beating heart and slow-moving brain.

That dark corner in my mind that I’d pushed Matt into began to light up. When I closed my eyes, trying to calm myself down, I could see him staring back at me with his deep set dark eyes. It was all my imagination, but I thought if he really were there watching, I’d see jealousy. I’d see… hurt? Would he be hurt that I’d had such an intense orgasm with another man? It made my stomach clench, thinking about doing it in front of him, and my eyes began to water. I didn’t want to hurt Matt. But, for him to see me… like this…

Something about that thought felt so wrong. Twisted. But I didn’t have time to think it through.

I wasn’t sure how long I’d been laying there, at some point rolling off Terry and onto my back. Breathing slow and deep. Maybe I’d fallen asleep for a minute. I was jolted awake when I felt Terry grasp my ankle. My eyes opened, and I looked down to the end of the bed. Terry had a hold of my ankles and was gently, but firmly, dragging me to the edge.

“I’m not done with you yet.” He grinned wide, that arrogance of his shining through with his white teeth and his cock between his legs, rock hard.

Terry had a lot to be arrogant about. Though he was older, he was decently fit and had a fair amount of stamina. I’d always thought older men lost some of their mojo as they aged, but Terry seemed to have gained some.

It had been over an hour since we’d first arrived. The exact time was fuzzy for me since I hadn’t been able to get a good, solid look at the clock that was on the nightstand. But through the haze of tears and motion, I saw it was sometime around 11. But it was all a blur. 

Terry took me at the edge of the bed to start. Legs wide and up on his shoulders. Whatever control I’d had before, that I’d said I’d wanted, had gotten thrown out the window after our first orgasms. His cock stretched me wide, and he towered over me, ramming deep and hard, making my breasts bounce and every cry from my throat echoing a deep grunt as he got so deep inside he touched places I just never knew existed.

He brought my legs together, wrapping his arms around them and crashing over and over again, making me grip the bed sheets.

Soon after I was on my knees, my arms pulled behind my back as he fucked me vigorously. The way he pulled my arms back made my back arch and my breasts stand out as he held me up with his cock deeply pounding. “Take my fucking cock. You like that Lacy? Huh? You like me controlling you like this? Whose cunt is this?”

He was thrusting so deep, and repeatedly without slowing, I couldn’t help myself. “Yoursyoursyours.” I was breathless and gasping.

My ass was getting red and sore from his thighs slapping against it. “Yes yes. Oh fucking shit yes, so fucking good.”

Our words were filthy and tumbling out of our mouths without restraint. He called me every name I’d ever heard, and some I hadn’t. We were animals, fucking and sweating, unable to control ourselves.

Before I knew it, Terry was picking me up, my legs over his shoulders, hands on my ass and impaling me on his cock in the air. My eyes rolled up, back stiffening, and head falling back. “Oh god! Oh fucking GOD!” I screamed. He kept his eyes on me, his face red and sweating with effort. For the first time, I noticed some gray hairs along his temples denoting his age. His muscles were straining, though he was in shape, it was still a tremendous effort to not only be holding me up in the air but to keep his erection and to be slamming me down onto it. But he didn’t stop. He didn’t slow.

“You like that?” His voice was strained and deep. “Like my fat married cock so deep in you? Your husband get this deep? Huh? He ever fuck you like this?”

I shook my head, sweat matting my hair and dripping down my face. It felt like the room was a sauna, despite the air conditioning. “No no oh god fucking shit no how…how are you, oh god I’m cumming!” I gasped as he rammed me down onto his cock. It felt like I was flying and yet at the whim of gravity. On a trampoline, that kept constantly impaling me into pleasure.

“Cum. That’s it. Cum on my cock, Lacy. Cum on another man’s fucking dick!” He was ramming now. Fast, hard, furious.

“ohgodholyfuckingshitshitshit fuck!” I screamed, arching back and cumming on him as he thrust me down on him and growled out, kissing me forcefully on the mouth. That was something we hadn’t been doing much of. A kiss here. A peck there. But this was a full on mouth to mouth, tongue dancing kiss. I screamed into his mouth as my jaw and lips and tongue moved around, twisting together with his.

I felt him so deep inside. No doubt bruising my cervix. And as my orgasm rammed through me, I felt Terry ejaculating into me again. Spraying me deep inside, overflowing from our union, down his balls and along my ass and splashing and sticking to us in a mess much like the syrup from Matt and I’s impromptu breakfast sex a few days ago.

Tears dripped down my cheeks as I stayed arching back, in the air, his cock pressed hard and deep, spewing stream after stream of cum. We were held again in that magical moment of bliss, our bodies in overdrive. Blood pumping hard and fast. Synapses firing nonstop to the point that I was seeing stars when I opened my eyes and looked at the old, stained ceiling of the hotel.

The world blurred again, and I was in the chair next to the floor to ceiling windows of the room. The curtains open, looking out from the sixth floor. It was dark, and though the lights were on in the room, they were dim and we were angled so no one would be able to see us unless they had some sort of telescope.

My legs were over the arms of the chair and Terry was crouching in front of me, slowly moving his cock in and out of my sore pussy. My lips were puffy, pink, inflamed from the constant punishment I’d gotten from him for… how long now? I tried to catch a glimpse of the clock, but it had moved on the nightstand so I couldn’t see it.

Terry had said he was going to cum inside me no less than three times and he was damn determined to do it. But he was clearly as exhausted as I was. We were covered in sweat. Thick and sticky. Juices coated our legs and crotches and asses. He had his hands on the dimples of my hips where my legs angled up onto the arms of the chair. Gripping me solidly, moving smoothly in and out of my cunt.

We were breathless. Chests heaving. No doubt staining the suede of the chair. Cum was already dripping down my ass crack, along my cheeks, from the two times before that he’d shot his loads inside me. He was watching himself move in and out, his shaft vanishing inside me so deeply it was like I was some sort of magical portal, taking in such a massive amount of meat. It was such a lewd thought, but my brain had long since dispensed with propriety.

His hand gripped the back of my head, pulling me down towards where his cock was sliding into me. “Look at it. Look at my cock inside you. That’s my married dick, not your husband’s.”

I groaned, throat raw from screaming.

“Fucking tell me how it feels. Tell me you fucking love it.”

“Yes.” I gasped. “Yes, i love it. I love your cock, Terry. It’s so big in me. Oh god how are you fitting inside me like this?” Everything in me was shaking. My thighs shuddered, spasming as another orgasm rolled in.

“Oh fuck, so good. I love mom pussy the fucking best. Shit, I’m glad I found you at the club.” He kept me folded towards our genitals. My face a foot away as he kept up the steady pace of fucking me.

His abs began to clench as I started whimpering, more tears in my eyes as pleasure rocked me. “I’m gonna cum in you. Get ready. Beg me for it.”

“I want it!” I panted. “Please cum inside me. Cum in me again. I want it. I wanna…ohhhhhhfuck!”

His orgasm came all at once and I felt it again, shooting deep into me. His stomach tightened and his balls clenched as he released inside me, triggering my own orgasm. He leaned in, pressing deeply and pulled my head up, kissing me. No tongue, just lips and teeth. It was rough and almost painful, but needed, as we both released together for the last time.

And it was clearly the last time. Terry was heaving as he moved away, pulling himself out of me with a thick and slick pop. I fell back in the chair, legs apart, fully exposed and dripping his cum  in a stream onto the chair. I brushed my sweaty hair from my face and took deep cool breaths, the room finally changing from an inferno to a frozen tundra. The air was blowing straight onto me from the vent and chilling the sweat on my skin, my nipples hardening painfully from the cold instead of arousal.

Everything was swimming inside me, in a very literal sense as well. Terry had shot millions of sperm into me. If I wasn’t safe… well, tonight would have been a night of more than just conceiving my new sexual freedom.

I gulped down more breaths and as the frigid air sent goosebumps all over my body, I finally slipped my legs down from the chair arms. The door to the bathroom clicked closed, Terry vanishing behind it a moment before I’d finally come back to my senses.

The full weight of what I’d just done started to settle on me, like the sweat drying on my skin and cum between my thighs. I’d just fucked another man for… how long? Getting up on shaky legs I went to my phone that had fallen onto the floor at some point and checked the time. 1 AM. Geeze, I’d been here for hours. My head was beginning to ache from all the exertion and motion. I felt dehydrated. My mouth was dry. I went to the mini fridge and grabbed one of the complimentary bottles of water and chucked it down in just a few gulps before sitting down on the bed.

There were a few text messages from Matt.

Are things going okay?

Having fun?

It’s getting late, are you coming home soon?

I’ll be waiting up for you whenever you get home.

Worry settled in my stomach. Was he worried? Had I not texted enough? I’d completely forgotten about messaging him. Guilt. We’d agreed I’d text him a lot. I’d even said it. But I’d barely texted since we got to the hotel.

I’m on my way home now.

I texted it in a hurry and got up, grabbing my panties. When I slipped them on, I felt the pressure against my sore mound, and the cum squishing against them and me and sticking to the material. It sent shivers through me, but I didn’t have time to think about it. I shoved my bra in my purse, one of the straps hanging out, and then quickly threw on my sweater and shimmed into my jeans. It felt a little grimy, with all the sweat and fluids still on me, but I didn’t have time to take a shower. I wanted to get home. I needed to.

Straightening my hair as best I could in the mirror, I took a few quick calming breaths and then knocked on the bathroom door. “Um…” What was I supposed to say? “I’ve gotta go. I’ll… I’ll call okay?” I was moving to the door before I heard his muffled response. “Great time. Call you soon!”

I was out the door and down the hall within a minute and back in my car, driving home, trying to compartmentalize everything that had just happened.

I closed the door to the garage as quietly as I could, cringing at the soft click that seemed to echo in the kitchen. The lights were still on. I put my purse down on the counter and tiptoed towards the living room. “Matt.” I whispered.

He was sitting in the recliner, breathing slow and steady in sleep. His phone was in his lap. An empty bottle of beer sat next to the chair.

This was a scene I’d walked in on several times over the years. His soft snorts and gasps as he slept. Matt never snored, just those soft noises that I’d found utterly adorable and annoying all at once. There’d been several nights I’d laid awake reading or doom scrolling on my phone as he slept next to me and my heart had swelled and felt warm with contentment.

Seeing him now… on the chair asleep, having tried to stay up waiting for me while I was out on a date…

My breath hitched in a little sob. Tears sprang to my eyes. It was all too much. So much emotion. So many chemicals flooding my body and my brain. I could still feel Terry’s cum inside me, dripping into and staining my panties. My pussy was on fire from the multiple poundings.

I’d loved it. I wanted more. And Matt had given me his blessing to go out and do it. How did that make any sense?

I watched him sleep. Biting my lip and crossing my arms over my chest, trying to figure out what to do. I felt dirty. I was dirty. Every inch of me smelled of sweat and sex. I should go take a shower. Clean up. Then I could come back and wake Matt up and take him to bed…

But suddenly something inside me was desperate. Desperate to reconnect. To be taken back from what I’d just done. Reeled back in. I wanted to be safe next to my husband again.

It’d been a long time since I’d had a sex dream. Probably before Lacy and I got married. Of course, most of them had been about her once we’d started dating and gotten serious. There’d been some outliers about other women and what not, but most had been about Lacy.

Like this one.

But instead of it being me and her… I was watching. Lacy was naked… slathered in oil and shining from the lights. On her knees, sucking another man. His face was covered in shadows but his smile was undeniable. He was in heaven.

It was a jumble. Shifting scenes and movement and bodies. Swirling feelings of eroticism. Stimulation. I could almost feel Lacy’s mouth, even though it wasn’t me she was swallowing in the dream…

Something jolted me from the dream. Pain. Well, not pain exactly, but something like pressure.

My eyes opened slowly, fuzzy and watery from sleep, and looked down. There was a mess of sweaty, matted red hair. The pressure came again. It was from her mouth, her hand. My vision began to clear, and I saw Lacy on her knees, her sweater tossed aside to show a nearly sheer bra that displayed her nipples. Her hand was squeezing the base of my cock so hard it hurt. Her mouth was swallowing every inch of my cock over and over, rough and fast. Spit dripped down her chin and over her hand, wedding ring and down my balls.

“L…Lacy…” I grumbled, still shaking off sleep.

Her eyes met mine, and I saw a desperation there. Need.

She went down harder on me and squeezed my base, making me grunt in pain. I tried to shift, but she kept a tight hold on me, throating me deep and fast.

Glug glug gluggluglglug. The noise was wet and loud. Slurping and sucking. Lacy wouldn’t stop. My hand went to the back of her head, holding her as she gave me the most violent and sloppy blow job I’d ever imagined. My fingers tangled in her hair. She smelled as if she’d been running for hours, like she’d been to the gym. But my senses couldn’t calm themselves down to analyze it. Her mouth was a vice, her hand a clamp, and she was taking every inch of me deep into her throat over and over again, making me grunt with the passion and pain of it all.

It didn’t take long for me to reach climax. I started shaking, gripping her hair hard and moving along with her, ramming her down onto my cock, making her gag and choke and gasp, coughing around me with drool and spit until I burst.

“Holyshitfuckballs!” I groaned, trying to keep it down, so we didn’t wake up the kids. My cum burst deep in her throat. She gagged. Coughing. Gulping. Lewd, wet noises like something out a hardcore porn echoed in the living room. I spread my legs and pushed her down roughly, burying her nose into my pubic hair and shaking as my ejaculation continued. Even after, the sensitivity of my cock was overwhelming, and I didn’t want to move.

Lacy didn’t fight. She didn’t resist me holding her down and nearly suffocating her. Her gagging coughs were muffled by my penis until I finally calmed down. My muscles relaxed and my grip released so she could pull off.

She coughed violently and gagged, looking like she was going to throw up. Instead, saliva dripped from her lips and so did a good deal of white sticky cum. She swallowed, wiping the cum onto her bare arm, large smears of shining ick. The breaths she took were raspy and deep. She was keeping them slow so she wouldn’t aggravate her gag reflex. Finally, after a minute, she looked up at me with red-rimmed eyes.

I moved instantly, pulling her up onto my lap and hugging her close as she curled into a ball and nestled her sweaty, saliva smeared face into my neck. My grip was tight, comforting, unbreakable.

My wife’s breathing began to slow. Her heart beat, like a hummingbird when I’d picked her up, was finally beginning to even out and become more like a slowly beating drum. Her lips brushed my neck and jaw for a moment in a tender gesture. “I’m home.” She whispered and snuggled deeper into my arms.

I held her like that for I don’t know how long. We didn’t speak. Didn’t need to, at least not at that moment. Tonight had been… new. As amazing and strange and adventurous as the other night had been at the club, this night was different. Whatever Lacy had done on her date, it had shaken her. Though, by the looks of things, it hadn’t driven her back to me to ask for forgiveness or to call the whole idea off. I’d seen it in her eyes when she’d been swallowing me. Abject, complete, unadulterated, lust. What she was giving me was… well, the equivalent of me reclaiming her after a night out. Like we’d done in the kitchen after the club. But I’d been asleep, so she’d taken things into her own hands.

Or, at least, that’s what I thought. I could have been terribly wrong. But I’d been married to this woman for over fifteen years. I knew so much about her.

My hand slipped along her back and down to her hips, her jeans, and along her bottom. I wasn’t copping a feel or trying to be sexual, just giving her a comforting touch as she stayed close to me, calming herself down. I felt it then, between her legs. Heat. Dampness. But more than that, it was a very heavy, almost sticky slickness. I brought my hand up and looked to see it glistening with moisture and the smell was unmistakable because, being a guy, I’d been smelling it nearly every day since puberty hit.

My chest clenched. But I didn’t let her go. I didn’t say anything. I just rocked her slowly and rubbed her back until finally she pulled herself away, sitting up with sleepy eyes. She gave me a tender, soft kiss on the lips. Pressed her forehead to mine, just breathing me in, and then slipped from my lap and walked out of the room. A few minutes later, I heard the shower start. Part of me wanted to go up and join her. Or if not join, to sit in the bedroom and wait for her, so we could continue cuddling in bed. Instead, I stayed in the chair, my pants undone and wet with fluids and my flaccid cock hanging out in the empty living room.

Something about this. About sitting like this in a chair and listening to my wife shower off the sweat and cum from another man… made my blood burn.


Chapter 4

After Church Special

We didn’t have any time to talk about what happened Saturday night.

When I finally got up from the chair in the living room and headed to the bedroom, Lacy had finished her shower and was snuggled under our covers, breathing slowly and even in sleep. I couldn’t blame her. No doubt she was tired from her eventful night, though I really didn’t know what that entailed. Sex obviously, but… what all did they do? Should I ask? Was I allowed to? We’d sort of talked about it, and agreed to be honest, but… it felt awkward.

What in the world did it feel so awkward to talk to my wife about sex?

Because it wasn’t with you, you idiot.

It was that thought that echoed in my brain as I lay down next to her, cuddled up behind her, spooning against her and fell asleep, trying to hold her tightly but not wake her up.

The next morning, I woke up to an empty bed. For a moment, everything inside me screamed. She left. She doesn’t want me anymore. She went to see Terry again. But those thoughts got pushed aside when I smelled breakfast. Bacon. Eggs. Pancakes. All the aromas drifted to the bedroom, as well as the soft sounds of dishes and cooking.

I slipped on some sweats and went to the kitchen, catching the backs of the girls, holding plates, and running to the living room to watch TV before they needed to get ready for church. Lacy was standing next to the griddle, cooking pancakes and sipping coffee. Dressed in an oversized t-shirt that went just below her waist, showing a glimpse of her pink fullback panties, she was wiggling her hips, swaying to a song in her head. Her hair was pulled back in a ponytail that swayed along the back of her neck as she moved.

“Morning.” I finally muttered, my voice coming out a bit strained and dry.

Lacy looked over her shoulder and smiled brightly. “Morning sleepy head.” She gave the griddle a quick look, satisfied nothing was going to burn, and came over, giving me a quick kiss on the lips. “Sleep okay?”

“Yeah. Well enough.” I answered, watching her walk back to the pancakes, eyeing the sway of her hips and the jiggle of her ass.

Part of me expected her to look different. To be acting differently. She’d just gone out for a sexual meetup. It should have been a big deal. Sure it wasn’t the first time she’d had sex with someone else. But it wasn’t the millionth time either. Shouldn’t she be acting… Well, I didn’t know. My mind was just trying to figure out how to look at her. I’d fantasized dozens of scenarios last night as I waited for her to text and to come home. But the sight of her calm and making breakfast was not one of them.

You couldn’t look at your wife, the love of your life, the same after imagining her fucking another man. The thought of a man’s cock being inside her and giving her pleasure that might actually be better than what you brought her. That thought made a burning jealousy spread through my chest.

“Want syrup? Or whipped cream.” Lacy asked as she stacked pancakes on a plate.

“Uh… syrup.”

She turned to me, a sly smile and a wink. “Like them sticky, huh?”

I blushed and grinned back. The jealousy fading.

Lacy was home. She’d come home. She’d practically attacked me with such need and want there was no mistaking that she still desired me, even if she’d just gotten pleasure from someone else. As long as she came home, did anything else matter?

I came up behind her and took her hips in my hands, kissing her neck. “I love you.” I whispered, kissing again.

She sighed, hand coming up and threading her fingers through my hair. “I love you too. So much…” Her cheek pressed against me. “So. Fucking. Much.”

I chuckled, keeping my lips against her skin. We stood that way for a bit, swaying, pressing against each other. My erection was moving slowly, coming to life and pressing against my sweats and her ass. 

“Not sure we have time for that.” She whispered, a little disappointed, but also playfully, as she pushed her butt against me and wiggled. “Maybe tonight, after the girls are asleep.”

I nodded into her neck, kissing one last time before moving away and taking the pancakes from her. “So…” I sat down at the counter, giving her a curious look as I cut into my food. “Did um, last night go okay?” I wasn’t sure how to ask, especially with the kids in the other room. They could come barging in at any moment, and the last thing I wanted was for them to overhear details about their parents' new sexual adventure.

Lacy kept her back to me while she prepared more pancakes. “Well… it was good.” She answered after a minute of silence.

I took a bite of my pancakes. “Just good?” I asked.

She bobbed her head, stacking her own plate and squirting some whipped cream on to them. She brought it over to the counter, standing on the opposite side, and then brought over the eggs and bacon, putting the plates down between us. “Yeah.” Another simple answer.

An awkward silence drifted between us as we ate. The sounds of the television in the other room looped in background noise that only made the lingering silence more awkward.

“Okay.” I said finally, grabbing a piece of bacon. “Do you wanna, I don’t know, talk about it? Tell me anything?”

Lacy bit her lip as she cut into her pancakes. “Would you hate me if… if I said I didn’t want to talk about it?” Her eyes moved up nervously to meet mine.

My cheeks went a little pale. “Did something bad happen?” Suddenly I was thinking about what to do. Should I call the police?

She was shaking her head. “No. No! T… Terry was a gentleman. Nothing bad happened. The evening was good.” Her hand took hold of mine, giving me a reassuring squeeze. “It’s just that… I…” She sighed, looking down at her food and then over to the living room. “Let’s discuss this after we eat, in the bedroom, okay?”

My insides were twisting in a mixture of hunger and nausea. What did my wife want to tell me? What had happened that had her so serious? Was she going to leave me? Dear God, have we just blown up our marriage?

Lacy saw the panic in my eyes. “Hey. Hey calm down, mister. You’re stuck with me forever. I love you and only you. So get used to it.” She smacked my shoulder and gave me the beautiful grin she’d given me that first time I asked her on a date. It was that smile that told me she was excited just to be close to me. It hadn’t changed in all these years.

Taking a deep breath, I tried to calm my nerves. This was all really new. Strange. Dangerous even. Territory that we never ever really thought we’d be exploring. Sure, we had wanted to try swinging. Talked about it. But it hadn’t ever gone anywhere until just a little over a week ago. Watching my wife get double teamed by two strangers. And now having her go out to meet a guy without me... 

We were wading into a dark forest full of new things and hoping that nothing fell on top of us or snatched us away with vicious jaws.

Utensils scraped against our plates as we ate. When we finally finished and put our plates in the sink, we grabbed some more coffee and headed to the bedroom.

I sat on the bed as Lacy shut the door and smartly locked it, in case the girls tried to invade our privacy. The coffee was warm in my hands, helping stave off the chill I kept getting as I worried about what it was we were going to talk about.

Lacy leaned her back against the door, her shirt riding up to show the front of her panties clinging nicely along her pussy. “So…” She took a deep breath, holding her coffee near her lips. “Last night.” Her teeth grazed her bottom lip. “It was good. I enjoyed it. But…” Her eyes met mine. “Maybe this sounds weird. Maybe it’s even unfair. But I don’t feel like I want to talk about it.” The blush on her cheeks and chest spread through her whole body as I watched her.

“I don’t understand.” I traced a finger along the rim of my mug, looking away from her. “Why wouldn’t you want to talk about it? Did something happen? I know you said nothing bad went on but, what did you…” I really couldn’t even think about what could keep her from telling me about her night.

She took a step towards me. “It’s nothing that happened exactly. When I was thinking about it, on the way home, about what I’d say to you or tell you. It didn’t feel right. Not that I don’t trust you or think you’d judge or anything, it’s just…” She looked around the room, lingering on pictures of our wedding and vacations. “It was intimate. Private.”

My head was reeling. We hadn’t exactly talked about what would happen after outings like these. If she’d tell him details or not. She hadn’t talked about what happened at the club besides some minor details, things I’d already seen, so didn’t really need her to describe. But this was different. She’d been gone. Alone. And then come back. How could I not want to know what she’d done?

Lacy came and sat next to me, putting a hand on my thigh and squeezing. “Listen. If you want me to tell you, I will. I’ll never keep anything from you. No secrets. That’s a rule we just can’t break, or this isn’t worth it. It’s about both of us. I’m not going to be selfish. That’s not what this is. Well, maybe a little. What happened was between me and Terry, and it was for me and what I wanted. So in a way, it does seem like a private thing. Like something I’d share with my diary when I was in grade school. I wanna write it down, lock it away.” She put her coffee down on the floor and turned to me, both hands on my thigh. “But I’ll never keep something from you if you ask. So, if you want to know, I’ll tell you anything and everything. I’m just hoping, maybe, that you’ll trust me and respect that, at least for some of these encounters, I’d like to keep them to myself.”

I kept hold of my coffee, looking from her hands to her face, then back to my mug as if it had answers.

No matter how I thought about it, it sounded like my wife wanted to keep secrets from me. It made my insides twist and jaw clench. We were always honest. Always true. She’d never wanted to keep something private from me. But now… when she was engaging in something so intimate that didn’t involve me, she wanted to keep it hidden.

Even as I felt betrayed, stupidly I felt aroused. It basically left it up to my imagination to come up with what happened to Lacy when she was with Terry. And I had a vivid imagination.

Her hand rubbed up and down my back. She could tell I was distressed. Her lips touched my shoulder. “I love you.” Her voice quivered. “Please know I love you. I’m not… I’m not hiding anything… but,” she sighed. “Let me put it this way.”

Lacy lay back on the bed, the sudden retreat of her warm touch made my skin break out in goosebumps as I turned to look at her.

She stared up at me from the bed, pulling her shirt up to expose her panties and stomach. A hand trailed along her flat belly to the waist of her panties. “It’s intimate. For a woman. Down here.” Her voice was husky as she kept my gaze and her fingers moved along the gusset of her underwear, stroking along the outline of her vagina. “I opened myself up Matt. To another man. Another penis. I allowed someone to be inside me. You don’t know how… personal, that is.”

Fingers pressed against her slit, and a small, dark spot emerged. She let out a little whimpering gasp. “He was in here. Where only you’d been since we got married and up till we went to the club.” She was rubbing slowly up and down, the dampness spreading along the trail of her fingers. “It’s private. Intimate.” Her breaths were coming in deep and wanting.

I swallowed hard, staring at her as she was rubbing herself. The thought of giving herself to another man loomed in my mind. Or maybe it was just the very idea of having a man inside her. Me, or Terry, or Charlie, or just some dream man. She was pressing firmly against her sex over the panties and looking into my eyes, almost pleading. “Let me keep this. Let me hold it close. Not a secret, just a little place for me and my memories. AHHH.” She shivered as her fingers pressed her clit and her body shuddered as arousal flooded through her bloodstream.

I put my coffee down next to hers on the floor and, in an almost dreamlike state, moved between her legs, kneeling on the edge of the bed.

Lacy watched me, one hand caressing and circling her belly button, the other rubbing herself sensually.

“Okay.” I whispered, pulling my cock out from the opening in my boxers. “Okay, you can keep it secret.”

She lay back, breathing heavily. “Thank you, baby.” And with that, she pulled her panties to the side, her smooth slit glistening.

I moved to her folds, rubbing my tip up and down like she’d been doing with her fingers, letting my tip gently circle her clit and then moving down again to her opening.

Lacy was quiet, filling her lungs slow and steady, eyes closed, hands over her head and hair splayed around her head, having come undone from her ponytail.

Her pussy was warm, inviting. I guided my cock around the tight opening and then pushed, letting myself slide inside.

Lacy’s mouth opened in a soundless moan.

I moved in deeper. Watching her lips mold around me, stretching to accommodate. The glistening juices of her pussy coating me, beginning to drip down her ass cheeks as I bottomed out, balls pressed against her.

“Yesssss.” She whispered. “Matt… please… just…. Slow, I'm…sore.” Her cheeks turned pink.

The admission made my cock jump. The idea she was still feeling the effect from her night with Terry was intense. Had I ever left her sore? So sore that the next day her vagina was sensitive?

I put my hands on her waist and moved slowly. Pulling out to the tip and then sliding back in. No rush. Just a slow movement in and out of her slick tunnel. Making her suck in a breath when I entered completely and then a groan of loss when I moved back out. The stimulation was intense, even more than when I would fuck her fast, when we were in a feverish hurry.

Had she looked like this with Terry? How had she reacted to him? Was it the same as at the club, or was it more intense? I had so many questions and now I knew that there might never be answers.

“Cum in me.” Her words were a hissing, pleasurable whisper. Head moving back and forth slowly, eyes still closed as I made gentle love to her.

I let a hand trace along her firm stomach as I guided myself in and out. Soft wet sounds from her slick opening filled the room and mixed with her arousing sounds. “Fuck.” I muttered, feeling myself getting close. “Fuck, Lacy. Mmmm, are you ever going to tell me what happened?” I don’t know what possessed me to ask as I was burying myself inside her, but I couldn’t take it back.

Lacy opened her eyes and met my gaze, her cheeks flushed and mouth slightly parted as she was feeling peak ecstasy. “Never.” Her gaze didn’t waver and her voice was calm, but laced with so much sly perversion that I came instantly.

“AHHGH!” I grunted as I pushed in one last time and spurted, my muscles tensing as I shot my load deep into her pussy. Our eyes never wavered. We kept eye contact as I grit my teeth, spasming with each thick rope that burst inside her. She lay looking up at me, taking it with a peaceful, sultry look in her eyes.

I stayed standing between her legs. My cock slowly relaxed and slipped out as she watched me with a growing smile. Part of me felt like I’d just been manipulated. Using sex as a distraction to get me to agree. It wouldn’t have been the first time, though never about something as life changing as this.

With a satisfied grin, Lacy reached down and pulled her panties back over her pussy even as it was dripping my cum. “We better get ready for church.” She slipped to the end of the bed while I stood there, shocked. Licking her lips, she leaned in and kissed my messy cock. “I love this.” She whispered and reached out, flopping it around playfully, making me snort. We both started laughing, and she quickly wrapped her arms around my waist, cheek against my stomach, hugging me tight.

I hugged her back, hard. “I love you.”

“Love you too. Always.” She gave me a quick kiss. “Now, we gotta get ready.” She hopped up and started for the bathroom, but stopped at the door and turned back to me. “Want me to keep it inside me during church?”

I raised an eyebrow. “Keep it in?” I asked, and then my eyes widened in surprise.

She was smiling wickedly and blushing. “Yeah… keep it inside…” She winked.

“Uh… um…” I stammered.

“Too late. Now you won’t know.” She stepped into the bathroom quickly and closed the door, giggling and leaving me with a new erection.

As much as I loved God, church was boring. I’d been going since I was a little girl and appreciated lots of the things that were talked about and the things our particular congregation did to help around the neighborhood. But after over thirty years, I felt like I’d heard every sermon and every lesson the preacher had to offer, and now I was just sitting in the seat, killing time. As if I was trying to get a gold attendance star for the chart up in heaven. I knew that wasn’t how it worked, but it certainly felt like that’s why a lot of other people were there.

I picked at the hem of my blue sundress, pulling it over my knee and then watching it slowly inch back up. Standing it was knee length, but sitting it went a little high. No one seemed to notice or care except the older ladies who gave me a few dirty looks like I was flat out flashing the whole assembly.

Matt sat next to me, not paying the preacher any mind and simply reading through his Bible like usual. He was probably getting more from doing that than actually listening to the seventy-year-old man up at the pulpit droning on.

I didn’t want to feel restless or look bored, but it was difficult. I’d forgotten to bring my notebook. I often liked to sketch or draw or jot down some notes or thoughts during the service, but after the quickie I’d had with Matt that morning and getting the family ready for church, it had slipped through the cracks.

Thinking about that slow intimate sex we’d had brought a new heat between my legs and a shiver down my spine. It had been so intense and amazing and beautiful and dirty. Mmmm. I rubbed my thighs together, biting my lip, briefly wishing I hadn’t cleaned myself up and left Matt’s cum inside me. I’d been too afraid of it leaking in my panties. What if it got on my dress? Or someone caught a whiff of sex. Oh gosh, that would be mortifying.

Thoughts of sex were making me hot despite the thin dress I was wearing. And sitting down trying to stay still was not working. I patted Matt’s thigh and whispered I was going to the ladies' room. He nodded and went back to reading.

I slipped down the aisle quietly and out into the lobby, taking a relaxing breath, feeling free from the boring drudgery of another lesson that a fair amount of people in the assembly wouldn’t even take to heart. They’d nod and listen and agree and then go out into the world and act like they didn’t know what kindness and decency were, let alone what it meant to be Christ-like.

Brushing back a stray hair from my face, I made my way to the communal kitchen on the far side of the lobby, where in the mornings there were typically breakfast snacks and coffee and juice set out for people before things began. Once the assembly started, everything was put away except for a couple of carafes of coffee and granola bars. I grabbed a cup and filled it with decaf, stirring in some sugar and cream and stepped to the side, leaning against the wall and closing my eyes.

“That bad?” A voice caught me by surprise, eyes flashing open and looking back towards the kitchen.

“Oh, hey Lucas.” I put a hand to my chest, trying to calm my heart from the shock he’d sent through me.

Lucas Compton was a tall man with dark blonde hair, a strong lean frame from running countless marathons, and sweet blue eyes that most women, even the older and the married, loved to look at. He was stirring his own coffee and coming to stand next to me, towering nearly a foot taller than me.

“Morning. So, is the sermon really that bad?” He grinned and took a sip from his styrofoam cup.

I rolled my eyes. “Not bad. Just boring. I mean, I love what Pastor Candy has to say, but… I just wish he would say something different once in a while.” I chuckled.

Lucas nodded, keeping his grin bright on his face as he looked at me. “Yeah. I get wanting to change things up.” He chewed his lips for a second, letting his eyes dart to the side as if he was thinking about something. “So, how are things with Matt? The girls?”

I shrug. “They’re good. Plugging along, you know. School stuff’s been busy. Work’s been exhausting. You’d think in this day and age people would at least try to reboot their computers before calling IT.”

Lucas chuckled and kept gnawing at his lip for a moment before letting out a deep sigh and meeting my eyes. “So, uh, I have a little confession…”

I turned to face him fully. Lucas wasn’t shy, but he wasn’t much of a people person, either. He mostly kept to the edges of conversations and groups, but was always ready to jump in and help or give his opinion if it was important. As a single guy, he was sought after by several of the single women at church. He was only twenty-five, but in the church world, that often meant you were almost past your prime. I didn’t subscribe to that ideology, but lots of the women kept trying to sidle up close to Lucas to get his attention. Overall, he was a nice, sweet guy and anyone would be lucky to have him as a friend or more. What he had to confess was beyond me, and why he wanted to confess to me was even more of a leap that I just couldn’t make.

“What is it?” I asked. “I mean, I’m not much of a councilor or anything. But, I’ll listen…”

“I saw you.” His eyes latched onto mine, fierce and solid.

“Saw me?” I was severely confused.

He scratched his neck but didn't let our eye contact waver. “At the club. I… saw you.”

I raised an eyebrow. “What are you talking abo….” I froze, and my face went deathly white. In fact, I felt like every drop of blood left my body and I was just a mannequin. “Uh… um…” I stammered and the grip on my coffee cup tightened, threatening to break it.

“Hey…whoa. It’s okay. I’m not gonna out you. Chill.” He put a hand on my shoulder, squeezing gently, trying to calm me down. 

“Um… ok…okay…” I whisper, looking around the lobby and not seeing anyone. “Wh…what do you mean exactly… that you… saw…”

“With those two men. In the private room. I was there.” His cheeks were red, but he didn’t look guilty.

My mouth felt dry. Everything inside was screaming that I should run. Go get Matt and the girls and run. Lucas knew what I’d done at the club. He’d seen it. No doubt he would tell people… wait…

I blinked. “You saw me? You mean. You said… you were there?” I stammered, trying to get my brain to catch up.

He nodded and glanced away. “Yeah. I was there with a… a friend.”

“But… masks…” Again, I couldn’t seem to form a coherent sentence or thought.

“You’re not hard to recognize, Lacy. Your hair especially. But… if it helps, I wasn’t really sure until I heard some… er, rather, I heard your voice.”

Oh, dear God! He heard me. What did I say? Think! Think!

holyfuckfucksothickwannafeelyourcockinsidmefuckit’ssodeepfuckfuckFUCK

All the words I’d said, screamed, tumbled through my head. “Oh.” was all I could mutter.

Lucas glanced around the lobby, making sure no one would surprise them, intruding on their conversation. “So… um, when did you and Matt, ya know? Get into the lifestyle?”

I bit at my lip, still scared and confused about what was happening. But ‌ my mouth moved. “Not long. Just… that was our first time…”

“Wow.” Lucas grinned, eyes wide. “That’s pretty bold for your first outing. I’ve gotta admit, I wouldn’t have thought that was the first time. Uh, you looked pretty experienced.”

Now the blood was returning, all of it going to my face and making it burn bright as a red balloon. I looked away, holding my coffee close like it was a shield.

“I’m sorry. I’m not meaning to embarrass you.”

My head is just bouncing up and down like I was a bobble head on a dashboard. “Um. No. No, it’s okay…” I was trembling a little, thinking about Lucas being somewhere in the dark of that room, just like Matt had been. Watching me…

“What did you see?” I blurted and then looked around quickly. It had come out louder than I wanted and the lobby was deathly quiet. My voice had echoed.

Lucas smiled and stepped closer, leaning in. “I saw you give those guys blowjobs. And then let them fuck you.” He moved even closer and whispered in my ear. “And I saw them cum in you.”

I swallowed hard and put my coffee down on the counter. “Lucas… um, listen…” Honestly, I didn’t know what I was going to say. Lucas had watched me indulge in something that I was still coming to grips with, still figuring out. But that wasn’t even the strangest part. It was that he was there. So he was part of this lifestyle, too. Or some aspect of it. He was single. I thought the club was only for couples. But he’d come with a date, or a friend, or a fuck buddy, or whatever.

He put a hand on my arm. “Hey. I’m sorry. This is awkward, I’m sure. I thought you were like… experienced. That’s why I wanted to talk to you about it. But if you’re new, I get it. This is… wow.”

“Why would you want to talk to me about it?” I was still trying to make all the pieces fit in my mind.

Now he was blushing. “Well, I mean. By the way you were going at it… it was amazing. You were beautiful. And it was seriously erotic. I was, well, I was gonna ask if you ever go out, outside of the club or not. Maybe, see if you want to go to lunch with me after church…” The way his eyes met mine told me he wasn’t wanting to actually go out and eat. At least, he didn’t want to eat food.

I stood up straighter. Eyes wider. I looked at Lucas in a sudden new light and… oh wow. Okay, so obviously he was good looking. I’d always known that. But, since I was married, I’d never looked at him in the sort of light that most other women did. He was all lean muscle. Tall. There was no doubt he could pick me up.

Oh gosh! Thinking about that triggered the memory of last night. Of Terry picking me up and impaling me over and over, making me scream. Now not only was my face red, but I felt blood rushing between my thighs. My panties become damp.

“Sorry. I didn’t wanna make things weird.” He shrugged, scrubbing his fingers through his hair with a sigh. “I screwed this up.”

I shook my head. “No. No. It’s okay. Um… let’s… let’s uh, go outside, okay?” I looked around again. The sermon was still going and no one else had sought refuge in the lobby like she had.

“Right. Probably a good idea.”

We walked out of the lobby to the front walk, staying under the awning in the cool shadows. The day was warm and cloudless. The sun bright and almost blinding. I walked a little ways, then turned to Lucas, arms folded under my chest. “So… you saw…everything?”

Lucas stuffed his hands into his jeans pockets and shrugged. “Everything.” It was a simple, straightforward answer, but it spoke volumes. And it only made my cheeks more red and the heat between my thighs more like a furnace.

What in the world was happening to me? Was I going to get turned on at every pretty face or person that showed some sort of interest? I didn't want to believe I was that shallow. But maybe it wasn't about shallow or deep. Maybe it was about finding something I didn't know was there.

I looked away from Lucas, the feeling of his gaze on me like soft fingers raking over my skin. My nipples hardened under my bra, thankfully lightly padded so it didn’t show, but I felt them rubbing against the material under his watchful eyes.

“Yeah. Everything.” He reiterated, and there was a slight deepness to his tone that again made heat flood through me.

“How long have you…” I waved my hand a little, unwilling to speak the words.

“I’ve been in it for a couple years. My last girlfriend introduced me to it.” He looked like he was relaxing, able to talk more freely outside instead of under the possible eyes of other church goers. And there was always that feeling that when you were in a church building, that the watchful eyes of God were on you. That was stupid, of course. God could see just as well outside as inside, but it was just the sense of a bubble that often developed with church.

I rubbed my arms as if I were feeling a chill, and in a way I was despite the heat outside. This felt so taboo. And yet I was getting excited, and there was no denying it. Just a few minutes ago, I’d looked at Lucas as a nice-looking young man. Now… Now he was a potential sexual partner. He’d wanted to walk up to me and take me out and no doubt… well, no doubt do more than just talk.

What I’d done with Terry had been planned. Organized. But in that back and forth between us, we’d discussed possibilities of quickies. Random meet ups. Surprise visits. He’d told me about all those things, meeting a woman and in less than an hour fucking her in a hotel or his car or at their home. I couldn’t see myself doing that. But… now… now I’d had a three way in a club. Gotten watched by strangers. Or, at least I thought they were all strangers. Who else was there that I might know? Then I’d flirted and sexted with another man and met him at a hotel, fucking for hours. Was this the next step? Was it expected?

Clearly I could say no. I could tell Lucas to just forget it. That I wasn’t into random hookups. However, by the way my stomach was fluttering and the heat between my thighs, I was just fooling myself. I was opening new doors. Trying new things. I had basic permission from Matt to try these things out. Not blanket permission, but…

“So… I mean, sorry, but like I said, this is new. Were you really coming up to me to ask me to… ya know… have sex with you?” I said the last part as a whisper, still afraid that somehow the words would get broadcast to the entire congregation.

Lucas chuckled and looked a little embarrassed. “I mean, yep.” He shrugged. “I don’t think you could blame me. I had to jerk off watching you. It was amazing. And, when I figured out it was you, I guess I thought, hey, why not give it a shot? Ya know? I’m honestly not trying to make things weird. I’m not gonna like, stalk you or pressure you. I’ve learned a lot from this lifestyle and the first thing is you’ve really gotta respect boundaries. If I’d known you were a newbie, then I never ever would have… yeah. So, totally embarrassed here, but hey, guys gotta try, right?”

His smile caught me off guard and I found myself smiling at him, arms falling to my sides with a sigh. “Yeah, well, I’m new to this, but I definitely agree with that. Boundaries. I’m not sure I fully know mine yet. I’ve only…” I hesitated for a second before deciding that keeping this a secret from someone that had already seen so much was pointless. “We’ve only been to the club once and that whole… Three way, was a surprise even to me. But it was a pleasant experience and Matt and I decided we wanted to try, so… I’ve gone out one other time.” No need to tell him it was last night. I was feeling embarrassed about the whole thing, but ‌ letting him know just how new was even more mortifying.

Lucas was nodding. “Yeah, I get that. It took me a little while to figure out my own limits and rules. It obviously didn’t work out with that girl, but we’ve remained friends with… some benefits. Whenever she needs a partner for clubs, I’m her go to.” He grinned with a lot of pride at that, as well as some amusement that he was basically a fuck buddy for someone.

It made me chuckle, and he joined me again, the tension fading. But the heat didn’t.

Oh, my gosh! Was I seriously considering this? My cheeks burned as I realized a part of me was already planning… thinking… considering… Why not go with Lucas? Have some fun. Try this whole… quick meet and get down in the sheets sort of attitude. My fingers played with my skirt as I looked around the packed parking lot, then down at my watch. The sermon would be over in probably another ten minutes. Then the whole parking lot would be abuzz, the lobby packed, kids running around and screaming. Whatever privacy Lucas and I had would be shattered.

So the question was… what did I want to do?

Lacy was taking a long time. I was sure that she didn’t actually go to the restroom. Her fidgeting and look of complete and utter boredom were pretty plain, so for her to get up and stretch her legs and just get out of the boring atmosphere was understandable. She did it pretty often.

But usually she was back after a few minutes, a brief coffee break and maybe a lap around the lobby or whatever to get some of her energy out. Maybe she just couldn’t make herself come back to the droning of Pastor Candy. A good man. Compassionate and brilliant. But boring as sin.

I pulled my phone out as discreetly as I could, making sure it was on mute, and shot a quick text.

Everything okay?

I looked back up at the pulpit. The old, squat man with a shock of white hair continued to speak like an age-old professor, unaware that nearly half his students were asleep.

My phone buzzed.

Ran into a friend. Lucas. We got to talking. I’m gonna have lunch with him if that’s okay?

I scratched my head. That was odd. Not necessarily that she’d struck up a conversation with a fellow lobby refugee, but that she’d so quickly just blow off the rest of the sermon and leave me with the girls. But… 

Something itched at me. It was probably because of last night and what we had discussed this morning. But I didn’t want to accuse my wife of something. That would make me out to be possessive and paranoid. This was getting all tangled up. And yet I suddenly felt a rush of blood to my cock at the idea that… seriously? Did I think Lacy was going to just run out on me and bang some other man?

He wants to “get something to eat” Lacy texted after a long, silent minute.

My eyes widened. I nearly dropped my phone.

Oh. So. I was right. My paranoia was actually accurate for once. My cheeks were burning and my erection was pressing against my pants almost painfully. Geez, was I really so perverted? Or had something just gotten stirred up after the club? Suddenly, all these wires were crossing. New feelings. New experiences. Jealousy. Eagerness. Lust. That last one made me feel guilty since I was sitting in a pew in church.

I rubbed my sweaty palms on my pants and continued trying to think, but I couldn’t think fast enough. Everything was going slowly. I was trying to remember who Lucas was.

Lucas. Lucas. Lucas.

Oh, Lucas Compton. Popular bachelor that lots of the ladies at the church sort of fawn over. Not that he was a player or the heartthrob of the church, but he got lots of eyes from the ladies, regardless.

Okay. So… Lucas. He was a good guy. Trustworthy. But… Why him? How? Did she approach him? Was she really that bored with the sermon that she was just running out to get a quick lay? And how in the world did I end up thinking of my wife like that? Geez, this whole thing was getting fucked up fast.

Honey. I love you. Trust me. Please?

I stared at the text.

How did our life get here? 

My thumbs hovered over the screen, trying to think of what to type. I took some deep breaths, biting my cheek and thinking about what Lacy and I had discussed this morning. About what she’d done last night. I still didn’t know the details. Would this be the same thing? Would she leave with Lucas and never tell me what happened? And why in the nine circles of hell did I feel so turned on by this?

My thumbs moved.

I trust you. Always. Just… come home to me.

I will always and forever come home to you 👄

Nothing came after that. I put my phone away and sat for the rest of the sermon, wondering where my wife was going and what she’d be doing. I’d always known everything about Lacy. But now… there seemed to be a whole new side blossoming. It was beautiful, but scary. Part of me felt left out. Like I wasn’t allowed to step into this new garden she was planting, only allowed to stand outside the gates and catch a bare glimpse. It was maddening and yet… strangely erotic. I’d read enough about this sort of lifestyle to know that this was normal. Not the part about my wife suddenly running off during church. But the arousal. The conflict. The jealousy and yet desire to have my wife do it. 

I threaded my fingers together, squeezing my palms and nails against the backs of my hands. Lacy was embracing this new adventure. I needed to as well. But our roles seemed to be so different. Did she expect me to just always sit at home and wait? Was she the only one that was going to go out and explore and I was just… oh fuck, was I a cuckold?

That made my jaw clench. I didn’t want to be a cuckold. I wasn’t going to just sit around and let my wife have all the fun. We would need to talk about this. But I’d have to wait. Patience and trust. I had to believe that my wife was going to come home and when she did, we would talk and come to terms. This entire lifestyle was about shifting boundaries and rules and limits and expectations. A never ending shifting landscape.

I just hoped we could navigate it without getting lost.

Lucas’s eyes were a deep ocean blue, looking deep into my dark green. My arms over my head, laying back in his bed, we watched each other as he continued to press his cock inside me steadily and firm. In. Then pulling out gently to the tip. Back in. It was slow and intense.

Our clothes were strewn around his bed. The covers thrown off. He was over me as I lay with my legs open, feeling his long curved cock plunging deep into me, making me breath heavily with each penetration. Feeling his balls press against my ass whenever he was fully inside.

“Oh, God!” I gasped again. My tits jumped gently when he bottomed out.

“You’re so tight, Lacy. Fuck, it’s amazing!” Lucas grunted, his arms propped on either side of my head, a light sheen of sweat on his forehead.

I had no idea exactly how long we had been like this. A simple position, but intimate, and Lucas’s penis was so long that it was intense to feel him pushing in. The curve made the head drag over my g-spot, making me shake every time. My pussy was swallowing him so naturally, opening up and warmly accepting him with each movement. He wasn’t as thick as Terry, but the length was new. He was touching deep places, like unexplored areas at the bottom of the ocean.

Lucas grit his teeth, intense gaze drilling deep into me as he aggressively, but slowly, thrust inside me again. My stomach tightened with pleasure. Nipples hard. My lungs burst out with breaths whenever he stretched me.

“God, fuck! Oh fuck Lucas, there, like that.” I looked down between us, his hard, firm stomach lifted off of my smooth belly to reveal his glistening cock pulling out of me. My bald lips clung to him, resisting his exit before squeezing when he drove back in, rubbing that gathering of nerves inside. My head fell back, my hands making fists as I groaned. “Soooo good. Oh, fuck Lucas, god!

“Yeah.” He muttered, panting with his continued effort, but admirable stamina. “You like it, huh? Like my cock deep inside you?”

“Yes!” I gasped when he continued his steady pounding of my married pussy.

“Tell me you love it, Lacy. Say it.” He gently turned my head, hand on my chin so I was looking at him again as I shook with each crashing wave of his body into mine.

“I love… I love it. Fuck Lucas, you’re so deep inside me. So fucking deep. Don’t stop…oh therefuckthere shit.” I closed my eyes, arching when his head trailed firmly over the sensitive folds inside.

“OH shit yes, squeeze me like that again. Come on.” He moaned, one of his hands going to my chest, squeezing my tit as he continued.

Plap! Plap! Plap! The soft wet sounds of skin on skin filled the room.

I focused, squeezing and contracting my muscles around his shaft as he slid in again and moaned at the feeling.

“Fuuuuuck, that’s good Lacy.” He moved his hand from my chin to my hands, taking hold of them and pinning them firmly to the pillow over my head. His movements became firmer, harder, thighs slapping against me. “Fuck. Fuck. Look at me. Look at me when I’m in you.”

I never moved my gaze. Watching him as he fucked me intimately. The feeling of his raw cock, every ridge and vein and friction of skin on skin, was making me shake and jolt with pleasure.

“Lucas, like that. Like that. Keep that up. Fuck! MMM shit, I’m gonna cum. Pleasplease don’t stop.”

“I never will.” He reached down, still holding my hands firmly, and pulled one of my legs up, pressing it towards my chest and somehow got even deeper into me with each thrust.

“SHIT!” I yelled. “Fuck ohgod like that. Lucas! Lucas! I’m cumming. Fuckme I’m cumming!” I arched, my head thrown back as my whole body shuddered with my rushing orgasm.

Lucas continued assaulting my pussy. Thrusting continually, balls slapping wetly against my ass and juices flowing as I came around him. “Take it Lacy. Take my cock in your married slit. Fuck yes, you’re so tight. Oh fuck. Fuck, I’m gonna cum.” He didn’t slow down. His cock slid in and out faster, deeper, riding me through my orgasm until his whole body broke out in goosebumps and his muscles went rigid. “FUUUUCKFUCKFUCK!” He groaned. Cum began blasting out deeper than I’d ever felt. Hot and thick. Rope after rope filling me as I lay there pinned down in what almost looked like some wrestling move.

We were frozen that way as both of us rode through our orgasms. His cock pulsed inside me, filling me with thick warmth. My pussy was moist and dripping and clenching tightly on him, arching my back off the bed, shaking in pure pleasure.

“Oh, fuck.” Lucas let out a breath he’d been holding as he was ejaculating. “Shit, Lacy, your pussy is amazing. I knew it would be.” He chuckled breathlessly. He kept me pinned to the bed and his cock, surprisingly still hard, buried to the hilt inside me.

I lay back finally, my back laying on the sweaty sheets feeling the coolness as my orgasm slowly wound down. We were both breathing hard, like we had run a marathon. And in a way, we had. Fucking steady and deep for… I looked over at the clock on his nightstand. Geez, nearly an hour! Young men really did have stamina!

I let myself relax. Lucas let go of my legs and arms and moved out of me, a slick pop from his cock slipping from my pussy and uncorking a steam of thick cum. “Fuck.” I muttered and shivered at the feeling.

“Man. I don’t think I’ve cum that much in a long time.” Lucas chuckled, getting up from the bed and walking into his bathroom. He left the door open, a pull-up bar positioned over the doorway preventing the door from closing.

The sound of Lucas relieving himself made me laugh. This was something that I hadn’t even listened to with Matt until, like, three years into our marriage. Now I was with a near stranger and hearing him pee after fucking me. How times had changed. And changed so fast.

With a flush and then the sound of the sink running as Lucas washed his hands (thank god), he walked back into the room, his cock still bobbing semi hard between his legs. “I’ve got an idea if you’re up for another round.”

I propped myself up onto my elbows and looked at him, a slight blush in my cheeks. “Well, usually the question is, are you up for it? The guy’s the one that’s gotta ‘get it up’ after all.” I grin. “But, sure, I’m game I guess. What did you have in mind?”

I picked up my phone for the tenth time, looking at the screen as if expecting a message, a phone call, something. But it was radio silence. Lacy hadn’t texted since leaving church. I had to explain Lacy’s absence to the girls, making up an excuse that she’d run into a friend and was helping them with something. It wasn’t a total lie. But…

I put the phone down and sat back on the couch. After church, I’d taken the girls to lunch and then we’d come home. The television was playing some strange cartoon that I wasn’t paying attention to and the girls were laying on the floor, tangled in pillows and blankets watching, clearly invested in the strange antics of the characters as they screamed and shouted and bounced around in brilliant colors on the screen. 

Oh, to be young again. To have no other worries than what show will be on next and what those fictional characters will do. How will they get out of this new situation? Will they succeed by the end of the episode?

It was a nice, simple life. And I was envying them.

Somehow, my life had gotten more complicated, and quickly. Watching Lacy get fucked at the club, then letting her go see Terry, and now… a day later, letting her leave with a church member for… what? Had he read the situation right? Was she out having sex with Lucas? It sure seemed like that’s what she was alluding to in her texts. But she hadn’t out-right said it. Maybe we needed to come up with some sort of system, some code or signal to let the other know they were going out with someone.

There were a lot of things we needed to discuss.

I’d agree to this. To let her go. But… honestly, I was upset. Lacy had essentially ditched her family for sex. That didn’t seem like the woman I married. Was she already addicted to this lifestyle? Or was she just… getting swept up and couldn’t figure out how to get a grip and pull herself up to solid ground?

I picked up my phone again. It was nearly five. Church had let out at noon. When was she going to come home? How would I explain to the girls why their mother wasn’t there to tuck them in if she stayed out late?

My fingers were moving before I realized what I was doing. If Lacy wasn’t going to call, then I needed to call her. I hoped it didn’t come across as intrusive or needy, or… whatever. But I needed to call. We needed to talk. I needed to know she was coming home.

I put the phone to my ear and listened to the phone ring…

“FUCKINGSHIT OHGOD!!!!” I screamed. I was up in the air, leather cuffs around my wrists and hooked to the pull-up bar in the doorway, holding on tight, but also unable to let go even if I wanted to.

My arms were up over my head. Lucas was holding my legs up and open as I hung from my wrists in his doorway, his hands bracing my little ass cheeks and ramming me down repeatedly on his cock. The sounds coming from my body, from the slapping of skin and gushing of my pussy, were so lewd I couldn’t help but be embarrassed, even though there was no one around to hear.

“FUUUUUUUCK SLOW DOWN PLEASE!” I screamed at him.

“No!” He grunted, glaring into my eyes.

I was drenched in sweat. My arms were on fire from being held over my head with no way to release them. Getting fucked by Terry standing up had been intense, but this was wild and primal and aggressive in a way I didn’t even know existed. I thought it was just porn logic for these things. Acting. No way it could be real.

Lucas had proved me wrong.

My pussy was dripping and splashing all over the floor below us as Lucas gripped my cheeks hard and rammed, over and over, fast and feral into my little cunt like I was some sort of toy. He was gritting his teeth, jaw set in determined focus as he fucked me. My lips puffing red, gripping at him as he moved in and out in a blur.

“Fucking take it, you slut! Take my fucking young cock in your little mom cunt! Come on. Fucking cum! Cum on my cock!” He growled it in my face, close enough I could smell his breath and feel the heat of his words.

I shook violently, my muscles tightening and tensing and trying to relax but unable to. Another rushing orgasm crashed into me as he continued fucking me and juices dripped all over, making a mess of us and the floor below us. Somewhere in the distance, in the room, a buzzing droned, repeating over and over for a minute before stopping. Some latent part of my brain heard it, registered it as my phone and then was quickly downed out by a massive avalanche of pleasure.

“OHHHHHGOOOOOOOOOODDDDDDDD!” I cried, as he relentlessly fucked me in the air over and over. Plap plapplapplap plakplakplap!

“Fuck fuck fuck!” We were both chanting as he got faster. He was sweating with the effort and breathing so labored you’d have thought he’d been running flat out for miles.

“I’m gonna cum in you. Fuck, I’m gonna cum. Beg me for it. Fucking beg me Lacy!”

Tears streamed down my cheeks, mingling with my sweat as my body was rocked with orgasm after orgasm. “Fuckfuckgodfuck cuminsidemelucas!” I screamed in his face, spit flying and shaking like I was having an epileptic seizure. 

“AAAAHHHHHH!” Lucas grunted in an animalistic cry as his cock spurted inside me, but he didn’t slow down. He fucked faster. Harder. Slamming into me furiously, no doubt bruising my labia.

“FUUUUUCKING SHIIIIIIIT!” I screamed with him until he smashed his lips to mine, kissing me hard and biting my lip as we orgasmed together, juices squirting around his cock all over the floor and mixing with creamy cum dripping all over his thighs. The floor was a slippery mess, but Lucas stayed firm and held me up, so the strain on my arms wasn’t overly painful.

The smell of raw sex and sweat filled the whole of my senses. I was gasping, sniffling. Snot was running from my nose as I whimpered and sobbed lightly from the intensity of what we had just done. Lucas guided my legs around him, lessening the pressure on my arms. Bouncing me slightly so he could get a better grip and an arm under my ass and then reached up, unhooked the cuffs from the bar and let my arms fall to wrap around his neck.

I lay against his chest, sticky with sweat and heat, as he carried me to the bed and laid me down carefully. He gave me a kiss on the temple and then walked away, leaving me to rest as he grabbed a towel and cleaned up the mess on the floor before one of us forgot and slipped.

The shower turned on and I glanced over, slightly dizzy and exhausted, seeing him stepping into the shower to wash off. Part of me thought of joining him. His cock was swaying between his thighs, still slightly hard. Geez, could he go another round even after that? But I was too exhausted. I lay back on the bed and just let myself drift for a few minutes, listening to the splashing water of the shower. I’d need one too, no doubt, before I went home. The last thing I wanted was to walk in the door looking a mess and smelling like sex. The girls would notice. Matt would notice.

Sure, he knew what I was doing… probably… but that didn’t mean I wanted to rub anything in his face. No doubt he’d want to talk about this. If not for details, then for an explanation as to why and how she’d just up and run off with a young, fresh out of college man. Geez… am I a slut? Was this what the definition of a slut was?

A shiver ran through me. What if Matt started seeing me that way? I didn’t think he would. But… I had just been a little loose just now. Fuck. I needed to figure this out, but it probably wasn’t the best idea to try to sort things out when I was spiraling from one of the most intense orgasms of my life. Plus, there was a massive load of cum dripping from me that didn’t belong to my husband.

I pushed it all aside for when I got home. Right now, I just needed to relax. My arms were burning. Every muscle was burning. But it felt so good it was worth it, and there was no doubt I’d want to do it again.


Chapter 5

Fair is Fair

There was something surreal about sitting in the passenger seat of a car, sipping a cherry slush from Sonic, while three very thick loads of cum seeped out from my pussy into my panties. Lucas had one hand on the steering wheel, his other holding his own drink as he drove slowly through the neighborhood towards my house. After our… romp, he’d offered to get me something to drink, and it sounded all at once strange and necessary. 

Lucas had been a completely different experience from Terry. They both seemed like they were ‘dominant’, wanting to be in control. But Lucas was clearly more BDSM/Kink inclined if the cuffs had been any indication. He hadn’t shown me any other of his ‘toys’, but he’d definitely hinted that he owned more than just the leather cuffs that he’d hung me up with. Terry seemed more raw, wanting to simply fuck. Both had been exciting in their own ways and I was still cataloging it all as I sipped at my slushy and Lucas pulled into my driveway.

It wasn’t until that second that it all hit me. How would I explain to the girls why Lucas was dropping me off? Why I’d left church early? Saying I’d gone to lunch with him was easy enough, but would they smell sex on me? I’d taken a quick shower at Lucas’s, but… what if they asked why my hair was wet and why I smelled like body wash? Fuck! How could I have not thought this through?

I froze, staring at my front door, picturing my daughters running out to see me and then inundating me with questions that I really didn’t have the answers to. I hadn’t come up with a good cover story. If this was going to continue, I couldn’t be so irresponsible. My head suddenly began to ache. Without realizing it I’d been sucking on my slushy to the point I’d given myself a brain freeze. Cringing, but feeling like I deserved the pain, I quickly gave Lucas a wave goodbye and thanked him for the ride, then jumped out of his car and booked it to the door. I didn’t want my fantasy to come true. Hopefully, the girls would be distracted with TV or something and wouldn’t even notice me coming in.

The girls were busy like most kids, watching TV, playing on their computers, completely dead to the world. I’d retreated to the bedroom, sipping at a bottle of cheap beer and sitting on the bed thinking long and hard.

What was Lacy doing?

The obvious answer was sex. Duh. That’s what all of this had become. Sex. But sex for her and not for me it seemed. Ever since that night at the swingers club, Lacy had been the one to reap the benefits of our new dynamic. We’d discussed some details, but now it was feeling like we hadn’t even scratched the surface of the things we should have talked about.

Leaving church… with a fellow church member… It all at once made my cock hard and my stomach roiled with acid and threatened to make me vomit up everything I’d eaten in the last week. My wife had essentially abandoned me with the girls. There was a word for that…

Cuckold.

My grip on the beer bottle tightened.

“I’m not a fucking cuckold.” I muttered, staring down at the floor, my leg bouncing with nervous energy.

I didn’t think Lacy was trying to put me in a corner. To cut me off. Really, what it came down to was that women had lots more opportunities for sex than men. Oh sure, some men were lucky and got the girls, had them flocking to them like ducks to a pond full of breadcrumbs. But women were in far more demand, and that gave them the opportunity to pick and choose. They weren’t beggars. They were the choosers and they had a whole supermarket that they could walk through, and practically all they had to do was point and a man would jump at the chance.

I simply hadn’t had an opportunity to explore. To put myself out there. If we went back to the club, I’d probably get my chance at some fun. But out in the ‘real’ world, it was just a lot harder. Even with all the apps and websites, it was still like searching for the great white whale in the entire vast ocean of females. I taped my nail against the bottle, a soft rhythm that helped ground me.

I loved my wife. She wasn’t trying to hurt me or displace me or anything. She was eager and anxious and excited and exploring. I couldn’t hold that against her. But… we needed to come up with some better rules. Leaving me there in church with the girls, it had been humiliating. Not that anyone knew why she’d left. In fact, no one had said a thing about it. But I knew. And I felt jilted.

And what was worse… she hadn’t told me anything. Not a damned thing about what she’d done with Terry. No doubt she’d keep what she did with Lucas behind the curtain as well. I understood honestly. Lacy was never a prude, but she wasn’t super open about talking about sex. Even when we had first brought up the idea of swinging or sharing, she’d been very quiet and somewhat standoffish when we discussed the details. She’d been excited, interested, but going into the deeper details just made her fidget.

I wouldn’t push. I just hoped that she’d open up on her own, eventually. Once this new lifestyle was more settled and less new, then maybe we could simply talk about it casually like we did the house chores and weather and who needed to take the girls to school events. It would just be another part of our lives.

But for now it was raw and new and we didn’t know how to deal with it. Not properly.

The sound of the front door closing almost made me drop the bottle, narrowly catching it by the neck. I stayed still, sitting on the bed, now swinging my bottle back and forth mindlessly as I listened. Lacy’s footsteps came down the hall, soft and steady. Unhurried. The door to the bedroom creeped open and my wife peeked in. Her face was slightly flushed, hair a little damp.

So she’d showered at Lucas's. Is that where they fucked? Just there? More than one place? More than one time? Every question and thought sent jolts of arousal and anger through my system.

Lacy glanced back down the hall for a second, then stepped into the room and closed the door behind her, locking it quietly. “Uh…hey.” She whispered. The look in her eyes as she leaned against the door in her rumpled sun dress, was… nervous. Maybe guilty?

I wasn’t really sure what to say. All the feelings and thoughts and fantasies I’d had over the last hours were swirling in my brain. I wasn’t sure if they were going down a deep dark drain or maybe they were piling up to be a sweet swirl of ice cream. All I could do was look at her. She was angelic. Red hair slightly damp around her face. A few freckles along her cheeks and nose. A blush rising higher and deeper with each passing second.

The grip on the beer bottle was tight. Tight enough, I was afraid I might crack it. I was angry. I was horny. And that’s never a good combination. Add in a little alcohol and it could be dangerous.

We kept our gazes locked. The guilt on Lacy’s face seemed to grow. Her little smile faded.

Finally… Finally, something snapped in me. I thought about her in the club, getting fucked by two different men in front of a room full of strangers. Of her going off with Terry to do God knows what and now Lucas. Would she start going off on adventures and not tell me? Go behind my back? Were we on the edge of something horrible or something wonderful? It was clearly going to be a tightrope walk. There wouldn’t be any place we would be on solid footing. Danger would always be one tip away. 

“You fucked him.” The words just came out and they were sharp. Lacy winced.

“Uh…well, yeah.” She nodded, hands coming around to pick at her skirt.

“Did he cum inside you?”

Again, she cringed a little. My voice must have been much rougher than I meant it to be. My brain was numb, so I couldn’t tell how my words were sounding.

“Matt…” Her voice was timid.

I stood up. “I said… did he cum inside your married pussy!” I felt like yelling, but I didn’t want to alert the girls. When you have kids in the house, if they are reminded their parents are around, they suddenly find something to say or something to need or ask. I wanted to remain invisible to them for now.

Lacy was breathing hard. Her face red, eyes a little watery. “Matt…” She stammered again and then bit her lip. “Yes…”

I looked her over. Her amazing, petite figure. Slim, but still with the soft curves of a mother. Dress wrinkled because it had clearly been thrown on the floor at some point. “Take your dress off.” I ordered.

My wife’s eyes shot up and stared at me. There was just a tiny hint of fear there. I’d never hurt her. Never. But I was clearly angry. Clearly jealous. And… Well, this was new. So new.

Trembling, Lacy reached up and slipped the straps of her dress off, then stepping away from the door slipped the dress down her chest and over her hips. As it pooled around her heels, she stood back up timidly, her light pink satin bra and panties clinging to her. Because of the nature of her dress, she’d been forced to wear a thong so that she wouldn’t show panty lines. The gusset was pulled tight against her mound, and there was clear evidence of wetness…more than that…

I grit my teeth. Lucas had filled my wife with cum. Terry had too, on more than one occasion. And so had that other guy… what was his name… Charlie, I think. Three other men had been inside my wife and shot their semen deep into her. Three. I gripped the bottle tighter as I stared at the wet spot between my wife’s legs. Her thighs were soft and creamy and shaking under my gaze.

“Pull those down.” I growled. I felt like my eyes were those of some sort of hungry predator.

Lacy let out a shuddering breath, stepping closer and reached down. She was shaking like a leaf. Was she afraid of me? What did she see when she was looking at me? Hearing me? Thumbs hooked into her waistband, she began to pull down her panties.

“Slower.” I ordered.

She froze. Biting her lip she met my eyes and suddenly something changed… the trepidation and maybe fear dissipated to … was it understanding? I certainly didn’t understand. But women often have better intuition than men. Cliche and sort of sexist, but still true. Lacy licked her lips in thought and then nodded.

The panties moved slower. She stood as straight as she could while she did so. The material peeled away from her smooth mound. A sticky wet thickness came into view. White… like glue. Thick strings of it peeling from skin to panties, dripping down into the newly made space.

“Stop!” I hissed.

Lacy stopped. She froze like a beautiful statue. Hands pulling the panties open and down around her hips. Her labia, smeared and slathered in thick cum, still dripping. Oozing. Now that it was freed from the confines of her panties it started to slide along her milky thighs. She lifted her eyes to meet mine.

“Don’t look at me right now.” I muttered.

With a soft whimper she looked down. Eyes on her messed panties. 

“How many…” My voice cracked.

“Three times.” She whispered. It came out strained, husky, wavering with her shivers. “Once in bed. Once…um, standing. And then when we were showering.” She admitted without being asked.

So I was right. She’d fucked him in the shower. I don’t know why that particular admission irked me more than the others. Maybe because we rarely had shower sex. Not because she was adverse to the idea or anything, but… I don’t know. It just wasn’t something we did often and now here she was having done it with someone completely new on the very first… date? Should I think of it as a date? A tryst? A liaison? God there were so many things we still needed to talk about and figure out and all I could do was stare at her pussy. Smooth, pink from use. Tightly closed but oozing and dripping so much cum she probably could have filled a tall shot glass.

I grit my teeth. “Tell me…”

Lacy bit her lip. “Matt…”

“Tell me about the shower. Keep the rest to yourself if you want… fine, but I’m not going to stand here and be left with nothing. When you come home… after these… meetings, you’re going to tell me at least one part. Some part. Something. You can’t keep me in the dark like this, Lacy. It’s too much like cheating.”

My eyes were still glued to her sex. God it was a mess. And yet… It was beautiful. Beautiful and appetizing like when you’re at Krispy Kreme and you watch the donuts go down the line, getting glaze poured all over them. Not that I wanted to eat her out when she was a mess like this. I’d read up plenty on fetishes and such within this sort of lifestyle, cum eating being one of them. But it didn’t appeal to me.

However, standing there now in our bedroom, staring at the evidence of what my wife had done… Maybe I liked the look of it.

I sat down on the bed again, bottle gripped between my hands. It was serving as an anchor, something to keep my hands from… I don’t know. But right now… I bared my teeth. “Come here.”

Lacy hesitated. Her whole body was flushing, heated and red. She stepped closer till she was standing in front of me, panties still in place and cum dripping. How was there so fucking much of it? Was Lucas like… I don’t know… holding some sort of reserve of sperm?

She stood still, as still as she could, hands at her sides, fingers gently scraping at her thighs nervously. “Honey… I… I’m sorry. I didn’t want you to feel like… Like I was hiding something. I’d never cheat. Never. I swear…”

“Then what exactly was today?” My face must have been twisted in a strange mask of grief, anger, repulsion, and curiosity. Her eyes were glistening as she stood exposed.

“I… I texted…”

“Damnit Lacy! That’s not good enough.” I grumbled through my teeth.

She stopped, as if she’d been scolded like a child.

“You texted me in the middle of church. Texted me that you were going out with another man. No discussion beforehand. No plan. No explanation. How’d Lucas even… how…” My voice became strangled, vocal cords tightening up. I stopped, trying to gather my thoughts…

“He was at the club. He saw me.” Lacy admitted.

That… Well, I guess that wasn’t all that surprising. Everyone thinks church people are prudes. But really that’s only the loud and obnoxious ones that want to be seen as holier than thou. The simple people… well their opinions ranged all over. It wouldn’t be a surprise to find out that there were other members of the church in the lifestyle in one way or another. And from what I knew of Lucas… he was a single, young, good looking guy. I’d done a little cyberstalking after she’d texted me. So for him to have been at the club… Well, at least it wasn’t some random hookup. It sounded like she wasn’t the one to initiate. I suppose that should be comforting.

I rubbed at my eyes for a moment and then looked back up at my wife who was still demurely looking down at her cum filled panties.

“Tell me about the shower.” I muttered. There was less heat in my voice now, but I was still angry and … and… just AND. I was everything and nothing. All of the above and none. But I was a blank essay question that needed to be filled in with some sort of answer and I was going to fucking get it.

Her hands formed into loose fists, nervously shaking. “I… um…” She took steadying breaths. It was clear this was embarrassing on so many levels. I was making her expose herself, to stand here in front of me and admit to her sexual activity all while literally showing the evidence of it.

“After… After the second time he, Lucas, he went to take a shower. O…obviously I couldn’t come home…um, sweaty and smelling of sex so… once I was able to get up, I went to the bathroom and well, he just invited me to join him. He was still hard…” She paused, biting her lip. “Do you want to know how big he was?” It wasn’t a teasing question. She genuinely wanted to know if it was something I was curious about.

I just shook my head. I didn’t need to know if he was bigger, thicker, whatever. It was already clear he probably was. I was already feeling humiliated, I didn’t need further confirmation. Even if I didn’t believe in all that stupid size talk.

She swallowed hard and continued. “I got into the shower with him…” She brushed back some of her damp hair. “He um, he made me grab the shower rod and hold on, then lifted me up and I slid down onto him while he squirted soap over me and started to scrub me clean while he thrust his cock into me.” The words were coming quicker now. Her breaths a bit more shallow and excited. “I… basically I was doing pull ups… and going up and down on him while he cleaned me off. Even my asshole. He scrubbed it.” A shiver went through her. Her muscles seemed to contract, and it forced a bit more thick cream out along her slit, a glistening drop gliding along her lips and dripping down to her messy panties, slipping along the pooled cum and off between her thighs, down to the carpet.

My erection was pressing hard against my pants. It was painful. Aching. I needed to reposition, but I didn’t move. Because as much as I was maybe punishing Lacy for abandoning me today, the pain of my erection not being free was my own punishment for letting her go.

“He made me do the work. I was aching all over. It was hard. He’d spank me if I didn’t go up high enough, to his tip. And if I went down too fast, he’d slap my tits.” She was panting now, eyes closed remembering. Thighs trembling and her hand inching towards her pussy.

I stayed silent, watching her.

Her hand slid along her thigh, through the slick drips of cum, and found her cunt. Moving up and down slowly, spreading herself. Was she showing me? Or did she even care if I saw? Her finger found her clit that was smeared in cum, and rubbed around it gently. Another finger slid down, finding her creamy hole and pressed in gently, making more thick jizz ooze out and around her finger and down to her panties.

“He fucked me like that for… I don’t know how long. But when… when he got close he grabbed my ass and just fucked me hard and fast. He told me to be a good girl and take it. Take it deep. And he came inside me. He came so much, Matt. So fucking much every time. Like… I can’t even tell you. I mean look at this! Three loads and I’m still dripping. It’s unreal.” Her finger sank deep with a soft squelch and more thick cum poured out. As her finger exited, it was coated and dripping and she brought it up to her lips, eyes opening and meeting mine. Her tongue swirled and caught the falling strings of semen and then closed around her finger, sucking it clean.

I was trembling with nerves as I watched her. She still looked nervous, maybe even slightly scared, but her arousal had outweighed all of that and she reached back down, rubbing her fingers over herself, smearing the cum all over her crotch, along her lips and inside, dipping fingers in again and bringing them back to her mouth. Eating Lucas’s cum right in front of me.

It was fucking arousing. It was fucking sexy. It was fucking infuriating. I didn’t know what to do with my feelings. With my frustration. But I had to move. I had to do something. 

I was on my feet. Stalking towards her. She stepped back until her back was against the wall, gasping softly and yelping when I put my hand against her chest to keep her in place. With her firmly against the wall, I started to undo my belt and button and zipper.

Lacy’s eyes blazed with want and she reached down pulling her panties off so they slipped down to the floor. Her hands went to my boxers and helped me pull them down, but when she reached for my cock, I grabbed her wrists and pulled her hands up over her head, pinning them to the wall.

“M…Matt!” She gasped, her arms over her head making her tits jump and almost slip from her bra.

“Shut up.” I breathed. With my other hand I reached down and started to furiously jerk my cock. I was already on edge, teetering on that fine line between control and oblivion. I wanted oblivion.

Lacy stared down at my cock, throbbing and purple. My fist jerking fast and pointing my cock directly at her slick, messy cunt. She watched, eyes wide, panting and shivering, as I held her against the wall. “Honey…” She breathed. “Honey cum for me. Please… please…shoot your cum all over me… paint my pussy please baby…” She was whimpering now, begging. 

Was it sincere? Was she just playing it up for my feelings? Suddenly my rock solid marriage was… on shifting sand. I wasn’t sure if my wife was being truthful and it cracked my heart wide. I jerked my cock faster and grit my teeth, trying to keep my tears at bay and began to jerk, my orgasm being forced through.

My cum gushed, thick and warm, shooting against her pussy, drenching it in a new glaze of white.

“Yes…oh fuck it’s hot… fuck honey yes yes!” Lacy whimpered and her legs shoot as my cum splashed over her, covering the entirety of her sex and mixing with the cum that was already there, dripping down her thighs and down to the carpet, staining it. Her breaths were hot and deep and full of delight as she watched me shoot and shoot and then begin to dribble.

I pushed forward and rubbed my tip over her bellybutton, filling it and smearing it with the last bits of my cum before releasing her hands and stepping back, trying to catch my breath. My eyes felt hot, my stomach was gurgling, threatening to make me sick.

Without a word, I pulled my boxers and pants back up, closed them up and went to the bathroom to splash my face with water. I didn’t look at Lacy. Didn’t speak. I was fragile at that moment. In turmoil. Everything inside was a mess.

I’d loved and hated seeing Lacy at the club. And the sex we had after was amazing. With Terry… that was different. I was in the dark. But when she got home, the blow job she’d given me was intense and mind blowing. Now she’d gone out again and we’d done something else adventurous. It was amazing. Thrilling. But… I felt like my trust was broken. Or if not broken, bent.

“Matt?” Lacy stood in the bathroom doorway, naked except for her bra. Her pussy a mess of thick glaze.

I hung my head, water dripping from my nose and brow.

“Honey… are you okay?” Timidly, she stepped into the bathroom. Ignoring the fact her vagina was making a mess of her thighs and little drips were falling to the floor. It should have been intensely sexy. And it was. But I was too overwhelmed.

“No…” I muttered. “You… I… we are supposed to be in this together.” I turned away from her, splashing more water on my face, trying to cool myself down so I didn’t throw up. “Together.” I repeated. “But so far it’s just been you. Going off. Doing whatever. Keeping me in the dark.”

Lacy stood close, rubbing one of her arms, listening quietly.

“I’m…you’re making me feel like… like a cuck Lacy.”

She cringed.

“I’m not a… I’m not going to sit in some corner and just watch you… I… Well, maybe that’s not right. I mean, I might actually want to do that. But… I’m not impotent. I’m not gonna sit back and just let you go and do what you want and then come home expecting me to be holding down the fort. That’s not what I signed up for. That’s not what we agreed on.”

Her eyes moved down again. Cheeks red with shame, embarrassment.

“I… I want to try this lifestyle, Lacy. I do. And for a minute…mostly, I liked it. I… honestly, I even like that you were out this afternoon. But… It was humiliating. I was left with the kids. An afterthought. I will not be an afterthought in our marriage.” I slammed my fist against the countertop.

Lacy jumped.

I released my fist and hung my head. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean…I’m sorry.”

She nodded timidly, the look in her eyes concerned but trusting. “I…Matt I’m sorry…”

I stood up and sighed. “It… it’s okay, just… I need a break right now, honey. I… this…” I rubbed at my brow. “Get cleaned up. The girls can’t see you like that.” I couldn’t think of anything else to say. And I didn’t want to listen to my wife’s apologies. I knew she was sorry. And though I was having some trouble gauging her sincerity about her desire for me, I did believe that she didn’t want to hurt me. Nothing she’d done was malicious.

Her eyes were searching mine as I turned to face her. She looked…sad.

I wanted to comfort her. I really did. But I just didn’t have it in me. Not right then. Not when she was still a mess of another man’s cum.

A call from down the hall sparked us out of our melancholy. One of the girls was calling out for something. Time to be a parent. No time to be man and wife right now. “I’ll take care of it.” I muttered and moved past her, making sure not to touch her, and closed the bathroom door behind me before leaving the bedroom and going to take care of my kids.

Matt didn’t come to bed.

The rest of the day after I’d gotten home, I cleaned myself up. Scrubbing and scrubbing. Finally the cum stopped pouring from my vagina. Afterwards, I made dinner for the girls. They didn’t question where I’d been, so I just took the win that my children were oblivious to their parents.

Matt wouldn’t stay in the same room as me. Whenever I came in to tell the girls' dinner was ready, he got up and went to the home office, shutting the door with a flimsy excuse that he had some things he needed to do before work on Monday. I knew it was because he was upset. I’d seen it all over his face. In his body language. He was hurting, confused. I wanted to comfort him. To call my parents, have them take the kids and give us a chance to sit and talk. To argue. To hash it all out. But that just wasn’t an option.

I fed the girls, then got them ready for bed. Once they were down, I went and changed into my pjs, though not the usual ones I wore. This time, I opted for a bit of a sexier set. A burgundy lace trimmed cami and flutter shorts that exposed half my ass. I wanted to be sexy for him. Enticing. Our encounter after I got home had been… geez, it had been intense.

Actually. Intense didn’t even begin to describe it. The gruffness of his voice when he was addressing me, ordering me to expose myself and the illicit evidence of my sexual encounter. Telling him about what Lucas had done to me in the shower and remembering had just added a whole new layer of arousal. During my time with Lucas, I hadn’t tasted his cum, at least not any more than his pre-cum when I’d given him an initial blow job when we first got to his place, so scooping it out of my pussy and licking it, swallowing it, right in front of Matt had been… holy crap had it been! That was the only way to put it.

The house was so quiet as I paced in the bedroom, hoping Matt would come out, that he’d come to the bedroom. I was prepared to do almost anything. Fuck… I wanted to do everything! Just remembering the authority in his voice, telling me to pull my panties down… I wanted to do it again. I had a feeling that I’d just discovered a new kink or fetish. Showing my husband my creamed cunt in my messy panties.

Now I just wanted to hear his voice. And if his voice was ordering me to do sexy, naughty, kinky things… well, then I guess I’d just have to go along with it.

But he didn’t come to bed. It was almost midnight by the time I got the courage to slip to the office and put my ear to the door, listening in. Was he maybe… I don’t know… watching porn? Or… maybe he was trying to find a date? He’d been right that so far I’d been the only one to have any sort of fun in this alternative lifestyle. And that wasn’t what we’d agreed to. Though I’d hardly prevented him from doing anything. If he wanted to go out… Well, I’d let him. It was only fair. He’d let me go out twice now. Fair was fair.

I didn’t hear anything on the other side of the door. When I tried the knob, it turned easily and quietly. I peeked in. Matt was curled up on the futon in the corner, softly snoring.

Tears sprung to my eyes, and I bit my lip. Closing the door gently, I slipped back to our room. I wanted to cry… but… I also didn’t feel like I deserved to. Matt was right. It wasn’t intentional, but I’d pushed him into a corner, at least a little. Especially with what I’d done today. At least with Terry there had been time, texts, planning. Lucas was spur of the moment and we hadn’t talked about that sort of thing. What rules should there be? How we would handle it. And I’d let him cum inside me! Dear lord, I hadn't asked for a clean bill of health or anything. Though if he’d gone to the club, he must have been tested fairly recently. But still…

I’d thrown caution to the wind and dove headfirst into everything. And I’d done it without regard for my husband's feelings.

I sat on the bed and tried to breathe. Slow. Slow. In. Out. The tears kept threatening, but slowly they receded and I was able to focus again. How was I going to make this right? Fix this. Obviously, I needed to apologize, but he didn't want to hear it. At least not yet. And he needed space. That’s why he was in the office sleeping. I’d put a crack in our marriage. I needed to find a way to start repairing it.

Hands on my knees, rubbing and thinking, I stared down at the spot on the carpet where Matt’s cum had dripped off my pussy. I traced my teeth along my bottom lip, thinking about his words. How hurt and upset and…jealous he’d sounded. I put my face in my hands, rubbing my cheeks. Matt deserved better. To be treated better. I may not have intentionally done it, but I’d basically cucked him today and that was just unacceptable. I had to fix this.

It was almost one AM when suddenly I had an idea. It was… it was insane. Crazy? Stupid? Weird? I grabbed my phone and started texting…

I sat back in my desk chair, rubbing at my eyes and sighing. Coordinating this event was… strangely difficult. I’d made my texts last night, though I didn't expect an answer right away. Replies started coming through this morning as I was on my way to work and only now, at lunch, had I been able to start replying.

The office was mostly quiet, usually filled with the click and clack of keyboards as the IT staff worked through the many issues people constantly found themselves encountering. Mouses clicked constantly; it was like the chirp of an unseen cricket that refused to be silenced. I’d had my share of tickets to take care of this morning the second I’d sat down. People getting locked out of accounts. Software needing installed. Malware issues. That one lone employee who thought they were being clever, trying to watch porn on the network and not hiding their tracks well enough. It was a constant barrage of issues. But finally, things had calmed down, mostly because people had largely left to get food, so I’d have a good hour of peace.

I texted back and forth in the new group chat I’d put together, trying to coordinate the details. This morning when I’d gotten up, Matt was already awake. Coffee was made. The girls' lunches were packed. Everything seemed normal. He even gave me a soft, chaste kiss, handing me a steaming mug while he went to get the girls up and ready for school. But there was a stiffness to his actions. Something stale in the air between us and it hurt.

There was no one to blame but myself. I was the one who’d gone overboard. Matt hadn’t told me to stop or that he didn’t want to keep pursuing this lifestyle. But the pain and struggle he was going through was real. And I’d been unfair. I needed to balance the scales. And if I could pull this off… well I think the scales would be more than balanced.

“Lace? You finished with that reformatting job?” Devon came lumbering in from the hall, diet coke in hand and a laptop folded under his arm. The head of the IT department was somewhat squat and rotund, hairy and pale, the poster boy for what most people thought of when they heard the term IT. As abrasive as he could be, Devon was good at his job and ran the department well, with little to no nonsense, but always keenly aware of his employees' needs. He wasn’t a slave driver, but he wasn’t lax either. As long as the job got done, everything else was incidental to him.

“Hm?” I looked up from my phone as a couple new messages were coming in. “Oh right. Yeah, it’s finished up, just reinstalling all the software they’re gonna need.” I wave a hand and lean back in my chair, brushing back some stray strands of hair that had come loose from my ponytail.

Devon nodded and took a slurp of his soda. “Good. Stuff like that’s a fucking pain. And it looks like we are gonna have a few more coming up, so I’m gonna hand those to you since you’re fresh on the procedure.”

I gave a nod. In the grand scheme of things we did in the department, reformats were fairly easy. You just had to keep an eye on things so they didn’t go haywire.

“Doing okay?” He asked, leaning against the low wall of my cubicle. “Looking a bit stressed.”

“Yeah, just… trying to put together a little surprise party and it’s turning into more of a chore than I thought.” I tried to smile, but I was just too emotionally exhausted. 

“Hmmm.” Devon rumbled, playing with the tab on the soda can, making a metallic twang twang sound as he considered what I’d said. “It a big party or something more small?”

“Small, but kinda involved. Gotta get all the pieces just right.” I glanced back at my phone as it buzzed with replies.

“Yeah, sometimes the smaller things can be harder to arrange. You’d think the fewer people involved the easier, but because the whole event depends on those few people, then you’ve gotta be absolutely sure they are gonna show.”

I nodded. “Yeah, and it's harder when you don’t know them personally.”

He raised an eyebrow but didn't question things. “Well, good luck. If you need some time off to get it all settled, let me know. Just make sure to get those laptops squared away.” He saluted with his soda can and then was waddling off towards his office.

I chewed at my lip for a minute, looking through the new messages as they came in rapidly. Not only was I trying to figure out how to organize this surprise with strangers, I also needed to plan a way to get the kids out of the house for a night. My parents were always eager to take them, but that wasn’t always as simple as giving them a call and dropping them off. But I had to do this. Matt deserved to know that I’m not taking him for granted or leaving him behind.

More messages came in. I replied quickly. Things were coming together. But they were far from ready. I brushed back my hair into a ponytail. The messages were giving possible dates. The closest one, this Friday night. But that was five days away. It seemed like a lifetime. Part of me had hoped we could get it all squared away by Tuesday. But people had lives, and they weren’t about to just drop everything for my needs. I was lucky it was going to be so soon.

I navigated to my contacts and clicked on my mom’s number, putting the phone up to my ear as I was getting back to work.

“Hey, hon. What’s up?” Mom asked cheerfully, the sound of dishes clinging and a sink running filled the background.

“Hey mom. I was wondering, would you maybe be able to take the kids this Friday night? I was hoping to have a date night with Matt.”

“Friday? Sure. Do you want us to keep them over Saturday too? We can just bring them to church on Sunday and hand them off if you want a bit of a longer weekend.”

My smile made my cheeks hurt. “Yeah! Actually, that would be terrific.”

“Great. Just let me know what time you want me to pick them up. Okay, sweetie. Love you.”

“Love you too!” I hung up and set my phone down on my desk. Well… that was easier than I thought. Or at least that part of the surprise. Now came the trickier part.

I picked my phone back up and opened the text exchange I’d begun with Susan and Luci. “We are on for Friday night.” I texted.

Susan - “Great!”

Luci - “Perfect!”

“Are you both really okay with this?” I was shaking as I typed.

Susan - “Hon this ain’t my first rodeo 😀” 

Luci - “Totally down for it. Been a while since I’ve done this sort of house call, though. Might be a bit rusty.”

Susan - “I’m sure we can oil you up just fine.”

Luci - “LOL”

The text exchange continued on and I let them laugh and tease each other while I sat back and took a deep, slow breath. This Friday… soon but so far. Would this help? Or was I setting myself up for a very, very big mess?

There was only one way to find out.

The week was tense. Every day felt torturous. Seeing Lacy… it just stirred feelings that seemed almost too complex for me to handle. After confronting her Sunday, I’d taken to sleeping in our home office. It wasn’t that I couldn’t be around her or didn’t want to be. I desperately wanted to be close to her. My love for her hadn’t been blemished at all. It was still burning and alive.

But I felt… It felt as if I was at a school dance. I’d come with friends. But I’d ended up sitting at the tables watching everyone else sway to the rhythm of the music. I was a wallflower. It was lonely.

It wasn’t Lacy’s fault. Not really. I know deep down she didn’t do anything on purpose to hurt or exclude me. But she’d still gone out and had these intense and new experiences and I had been left at home…

Sex with her was wonderful. I didn’t feel like I was missing something. If I never had sex with anyone else in my life, it would be okay. I had my wife. That was more than enough. But I was still jealous. I still felt like I’d been somehow pushed to the side and that my feelings didn’t matter.

Lacy didn’t go out again. Didn’t even talk about it.

Breakfast was tense, but I still gave her kisses good morning and good night even though I couldn’t bring myself to sleep in our bed. I just needed some time to think. To let my feelings settle. Sleep was fitful, filled with dreams of my wife getting fucked. Fucked by other men. Fucked my multiple men. Doing things that she never did with me. Every time I woke up, I was drenched in sweat and my erection was painful and on edge. But I couldn’t bring myself to masturbate. It felt like a punishment, and I deserved it.

The girls didn’t notice anything wrong, thankfully. And we kept things civil and quiet. Lacy didn’t push, though every night she offered herself in one way or another. She was affectionate. Loving. Reassuring. But there was still that little speck of doubt and it was haunting me.

Work moved slowly, the time ticking by at a snail's pace as I sat in my office, working on project after project mindlessly. I’d stay late. As late as possible without seeming suspicious. Dragging myself home and through the door just in time for dinner. Smiling at the girls. Giving Lacy a kiss. It was all painfully normal.

I wanted things to be normal.

But at night… the unknown tormented me. I respected Lacy’s wish. I didn’t push her to tell me things. But I’d meant what I’d said. If she went out, she had to give me something. Just a piece. I wouldn’t be left in the dark.

By the time Friday came around, the quiet and the separation were wearing on me so heavily I was ready to crawl back to Lacy and beg to try to work things out. That was stupid, of course. She wasn’t shutting me out. I was the one that was being cold. All she had done was what we’d agreed to, more or less. Did we need to iron out the rules? Sure. But she hadn’t cheated or betrayed me. I just wanted things to be good again. And I had to be the one to make the first step.

The whole drive home, I was thinking about what to say. We would need to wait until the girls went to bed to really have a meaningful conversation, but that was okay. Lacy was worth waiting for. We could make this work. This little rough patch could be smoothed out and we would be better than ever.

I pulled into the garage and sat back as the car idled and clicked as it cooled. Several different speeches were echoing in my head. Everything from desperate groveling to flowery declarations of love. I’d probably fall somewhere in between when we actually could talk. I just had to make it through the next few hours before bedtime and then we could put this all to rest.

Getting out of my car, I trudged towards the door and stepped inside. The house was quiet. Way too quiet considering the girls should have been home from school and engrossed in some television show. I put down my backpack and peeked into the living room. It was empty and quiet. I continued to the dining room and found Lacy sitting at the table in a long fuzzy blue robe, tapping on her phone with a glass of wine.

“Honey?” I asked. “Where are the girls?”

Lacy jumped, surprised, and put her phone down quickly. “Oh! Good! You’re home.”

I glanced at her phone for a second. Was she texting Terry? Lucas? Or was there already some other guy? Why did that make my chest burn?

“The girls are with my parents for the night… um… actually, until Sunday.” She stood up, holding her robe closed.

Was she sexting? Was that why she was in a robe? Had I just interrupted some cyber encounter? I didn’t want to think about it. Suddenly, I just wanted to go to bed.

“Okay… uh, any particular reason?” I asked, walking towards the kitchen to grab a drink.

I felt her eyes on me and then she was following me. “Well… I thought maybe we needed a little… alone time.” She said, standing next to the counter as I went to the fridge and pulled out a soda, popping the top with a sigh.

She was right. We did need some alone time. That’s what I’d been thinking about. Now we had the time. The girls wouldn’t be a problem. And… if it came to shouting, then we wouldn’t have to worry about waking them.

“Yeah.” I put the soda down untouched on the counter. “We should probably talk…” 

Lacy stepped forward and put her hand on my chest. “Wait.” She whispered. “Matt…” She looked away for a second, then met my gaze. “Listen. I know… I know things haven’t been good. Since we started… geez it’s barely been two weeks, we’ve already screwed things up. I went out, and I guess got caught up in everything. It was like I was finally free…”

My stomach twisted. “Free? Lacy! Did you think I was… have I been… I never tried to make you feel like you were in a prison…” How could she feel that way? Why hadn’t she said anything? The last thing I’d ever want to do is make Lacy feel confined.

Her hands came up and took gentle hold of my cheeks. Up onto her toes, she gave me a soft kiss. “Matt… just let me talk, okay?” She said it softly, but firmly.

I swallowed back my emotions and nodded. It seemed like things were even worse than I thought. How could I have been so blind?

Lacy’s hands moved to my shoulders, her eyes still looking into mine. “I love you. Full stop. Don’t ever, ever worry about that. And if all of this is bothering you, then we can stop. No questions. It’s not good or fun unless it’s good and fun for both of us.” Her hands moved to my chest and started fiddling with my shirt buttons. “Yes… when we started, I felt kind of free. Not from you. You were never holding me back. You have taken the best care of me. What I mean is… we’ve grown up in a bit of a repressed culture, you and I. Church doesn’t really smile on extramarital encounters. Though there’s so many of them in the bible and they never seem to address them.” She shook her head. “Anyway. This is our life. We need to figure it out. But you’re the most important thing to me. You and the girls.” 

She was undoing my buttons, slowly, carefully, and slipping her hand inside to feel my skin. “I’m sorry I took advantage. Left you out. I didn’t mean to.” Coming closer, I could feel her heat, the softness of her robe. She smelled sweet, like lavender and vanilla. Leaning close, she pressed her lips to my chest. “I’m going to make this up to you.” She whispered against my skin.

I let out a sigh. All my worry was still knotted up, but her touch and words quieted the turmoil in my heart. “I’m sorry…” I whispered, leaning in to kiss her hair, smelling the fresh shampoo. “I know this week… I’ve been distant. That’s not really fair either. It was just… I was jealous. This… all of this is new and… it’s not that I don’t like it, but I was feeling left out, like you said. Like you were getting to go and do whatever you wanted, but I was expected to be left at home to keep the light on.” I shook my head, keeping my face against her soft hair. Her lips touched my chest again.

“I’m sorry. I never, ever want you to feel like that. Like you’re trapped. I want you to explore, too. You’re allowed. And we need to communicate better… I shouldn’t have run off like that from church. It was irresponsible.”

My hands wrapped around her waist. “But you had fun.” I smile into her hair.

Lacy chuckled. “Yeah. I did. You saw the evidence.”

My grip on her hips tightened and her lips pressed against my chest, hands still slowly unbuttoning till she was down to my waist. She moved my shirt, caressing her lips and tongue along my skin until she found my nipple and kissed it slowly. “But I liked your cum more…” she hissed, her teeth grazing my skin. “I can’t believe you came so much… all over me…Matt it was so hot… fuck, I want you to paint me with your cum more.”

I couldn’t help but release a groan. This entire week, since Sunday, I’d been deprived and avoided sex. It was too confusing. Too raw and emotional. I couldn’t stop thinking of the things she’d done. Of what she hadn’t told me and what she had and what I’d seen. All those thoughts were on constant repeat and they’d built up my arousal ten fold. My balls had been aching all week. But my heart had been aching more.

Now… feeling my wife's touch… hearing her words… I was on edge. God, I needed to touch her. Feel her. I didn’t want us to be fighting. I didn’t want this tension.

Her lips traced along my nipple. Kissing it. Sucking softly and nipping with her teeth. Her eyes drifted up to meet mine. “Let me make this up to you.” Her hands moved down to my belt and started to undo it.

I leaned down to try to kiss her, but she put a hand to my lips, stopping me with a playful smile. “No, no.” She whispered. “Tonight… this is about you. I’ve gotten my fair share. Now it’s your turn.” Taking me by my belt, she moved backward towards the living room, pulling me along until we were in front of the couch and she gently pushed me down. I fell back, bouncing on the couch as I looked up at Lacy curiously, my brain quickly fogging with desire.

Standing in front of me she smiled the most sultry smile I’d ever seen, then reached into her robe pocket and pulled out what looked like a plastic ring. “Cock ring.” She said when I raised an eyebrow. “I want you to last tonight… for a long…long…time.”

I swallowed hard. What was my wife planning? It wasn’t like I was quick to the draw or anything. I could last a while, if I tried. But I couldn’t speak as she moved close and finished undoing my belt, and set it aside. Then she was undoing my button and zipper and pulling my jeans open, boxers down and pulling out my cock. The sudden feel of her hand already had me dripping. Her fingers circled around me delicately and she rubbed her thumb along my tip, spreading my pre-cum around the head. “Your cock…is so beautiful.” She giggled. Then… she was carefully stretching the ring around me, carefully slipping it down and moving my balls through so that my whole base was clenched by the ring, making me grunt in a mixture of pain and pleasure. My already hard cock became more engorged, the blood pumping harder to keep circulating and rushing through me.

“Mmmm.” She hummed softly in desire, stepping back again now that she had my cock retrained. “Tonight honey… you’re going to get exactly what you deserve.” The smile she gave made my stomach flip and my heart beat like a freight train. Her hands went to her robe belt and began to untie it. The robe slipped open and off her slender shoulders, pooling onto the floor.

Lacy stood before me wearing a completely sheer pink babydoll gown that went just barely to her mid thigh. Her breasts were held tightly by lace, her nipples pushing against the soft material. She wore a g-string that was also completely see through, so thin it was a wonder it didn’t rip, it was so tightly pulled against her smooth pussy. For a moment she just stood, letting me look at her in the equal parts cute and sexy outfit, then she stepped forward, leaned in and put her hands on my thighs. She brought her face close to mine and kissed me. “I’m sorry for being selfish. I hope tonight you get to see just how generous I can be and want to be in this relationship.”

I reached up, wanting to hold her, touch her. I wanted to tell her that I knew she wasn’t selfish. We all got wrapped up in things sometimes and it was just a mistake. We would fix it. We could and would make all of this work. But she pushed my hands away again and put them down at my sides. “I told you. Tonight is about you. So let us take care of you for a while first.” She grinned and kissed my nose.

“Us?” The word didn’t make sense.

The sound of clicking heels filled the room, and I looked over to see two other women walking into the living room. One was a somewhat tall woman, a bit older looking though she didn’t have many wrinkles. The old adage that ‘black don’t crack’ seemed to be true in this woman’s case. Her skin was dark and flawless, with cascading dark hair tied in a nice, intricate braid and resting over one shoulder. She was slim, but with a beautiful amount of curves, the swell of her breasts pressing against the dark ruby red lace of her bra. Her shiny red garter belt around her waist cinched tight, garter straps stretching and clipped to shiny red stockings that clung to her strong legs. Her panties were little straps circling her waist, framing her smooth mound, and a row of white pearls pressed against her center.

Next to her was a shorter woman who was a bit more curvy and younger. She had short, curly brunette hair and a cute, plump cheeked face. Skin pale and sprinkled with freckles. There was a smoothness to her curves, a sensuality to them that made my skin break out in goosebumps. She wore a sapphire blue lingerie set that matched the red one her friend was wearing. Her pussy lips were more plump and gripping the pearls tightly.

“Uh…Lace…what…” I stammered, blushing. My erection was almost painful seeing not just my wife dressed so erotically, but these two strange women. I was also embarrassed. This was the first time I’d been naked in front of strangers. Lacy may have taken to it like a fish to water back at the club, but me… well, I still had some insecurities to get over.

My wife stepped over to the women and turned to face me. “Matt, this is Susan.” She motioned to the black woman to her right. “Terry’s wife.”

Susan smiled a bright white smile and gave a wave. “I believe you’ve met my husband. Sorry if he was a bit of a dick. He’s really a nice guy, just a bit cocky.” She chuckled, giving me a salacious wink. The innuendo wasn’t lost on me.

“And this,” Lacy motioned to the girl on her left. “Is Luci. She’s a friend of Lucas’s. She’s the one who got him into the club.”

Luci grinned wide and sweet. “Hey! It’s so good to meet you. I think I saw you at the club… but I was a bit busy elsewhere.” Her cheeks went a little pink.

Lacy reached out and took each of the women’s hands. “Tonight honey… fair is fair. You get to have some fun… with all of us.”

My cock jumped. Pulsing with the idea. Was this a joke? Were there rules? Was this real?

Susan leaned in and mock whispered to Lacy. “I think your husband is speechless.” She chuckled and her breasts bounced beautifully in the red lace.

Lacy joined her in laughing. “Well… let’s take his silence as agreement…” She walked forward, pulling the other women along with her and they stood in front of me, forming a semicircle, all looking down at my cock.

“Mmm. You weren’t kidding. It’s beautiful. I’ve seen my fair share, but sometimes something looks just right.” Luci giggled, everything about her made soft motions with her laugh and I clenched my jaw at how erotic it was.

Tossing back her hair, Lacy went down to her knees, pushing my legs wider and leaning in. I felt her warm breath against my sensitive skin. Her eyes were beautiful, little green gems sparkling as she looked at me. Pink lips touched my tip and I let out a grunting moan.

Susan caressed a hand along my thigh and moved in closer, bringing her warm dark lips to one side of my throbbing cock and kissed. Luci did the same, her breasts pressing to my other thigh, her tongue gliding over the side of my cock.

I watched as the three women began to utterly worship me. My wife kissing slowly all around my head, little pecks, soft touches. Tongue flicking out against my slit, licking up my oozing pre-cum. The other two women moved along either side, kissing, licking, nibbling. They would whisper things against my skin. Tastes so good. So hard. Thick. Mmm, you’re a lucky woman.

My groans became constant. Panting. The effects of the cock ring making every touch ten times more sensitive. Their mouths moved all over. Covering every inch of me. Soon my cock was glistening with saliva. It coated their lips. It began to gather and drip along my shaft. They would lick it up and let it drip back out of their mouths and slide off their tongues, coating my cock more, making it froth and dribble all over me. It streamed down and coated my balls, dripping between my thighs.

It was intense. Overwhelming. Seeing my wife in the middle, sucking at my head. Kissing it all over like it was the most beautiful and desired thing she’d ever seen. The other women felt so different. Soft lips. Hot breath. Wet tongues. The sound of their needy moans and the feel of it through their lips along my length was sending me into a trance of pure sexual pleasure.

Had I not had the cock ring on, I would have cum easily within the first minute. But it kept me from ejaculating. It kept me hard. And so I suffered through the pleasure of three women worshiping me. Tongues and lips on fire, making me drip and slick and pulse. I was whimpering before long. “God! Oh, fucking god!”

“That’s it honey. Enjoy it. Don’t hold back.” Lacy panted, eyes on me with a hungry need that I’d never witnessed before.

“Fucking shit honey. Oh god. It feels good.” I was breathing so hard, everything hurt, but in a good way. A mixture of pleasure and torture.

Luci moved a little lower, sucking and licking at my heavy balls. Susan put her mouth around my shaft and began to move up and down, letting her lips and tongue glide along me as Lacy began bobbing up and down on my head.

I couldn’t move. I was struggling with all the feelings. Trying to process. To watch. To feel. To listen. “Ohhhh fuuuckkkk….” I grunted out, arching my back, grasping at the cushions of the couch for something… anything to keep me grounded.

“Do you like it, honey?” Lacy moaned around my cock head. Her tongue viciously lapped at my frenulum, making my cock pulse along with my heartbeat. “Hm? Do you like feeling three women please you?”

“Oh, fuck…fuck yes honey… yes…” I gasped out. My balls were full. I needed to cum, but the ring wouldn’t let me. And… I didn’t want to stop. Never. I never wanted to stop.

Lacy gripped my cock at the base and squeezed me harder, making me groan. Her eyes were on fire and I wanted to dance in the flames. “Good… because we are just getting started…” 


Chapter 6

Problem Solving

I pulled open the fridge door and rifled around until I found an old bottle of pedialyte from when one of the girls had been sick. It was still good. Half full. Grape flavor. I hated grape, but the girls loved it. I opened it and chugged the entire bottle.

Every muscle ached, in a good way. I felt sweaty and grimy, sticky with fluids that were mine and most that weren’t. I went to the sink and refilled the bottle with water and began to chug it until it was half empty and my stomach felt bloated. I put it down and leaned against the counter, taking slow deep breaths, trying to let my pulse slow and the water make its way through me to the many needed places. Saying I was dehydrated was an understatement.

The last few hours had been like some sort of demented test to see if I could survive the rigors of a life of nonstop sex. It was hard to say if I’d had any sort of break since coming home and being confronted by Lacy and her two friends. I took a slow sip from the pedialyte bottle, thinking… I’d gone to the bathroom a couple times. Once. I hadn’t been alone… that had been a very erotic and yet strange encounter with… who… oh right, Susan. Terry’s wife. I could still feel her tongue pressed to my asshole while I was trying to pee.

Still wasn’t sure if I liked that or if it was too dirty or weird for my taste. There was a lot to process. And if my wife was being truthful… I might not get a chance to process anything until after church on Sunday. The girls were gone for the weekend, and Lacy had essentially promised me a weekend filled with sex. I certainly wasn’t going to complain about that. So far, it had been amazing.

How many times had I cum?

I scratched at my matted hair and took another slow sip of water. Four? Five? It was hard to tell. A couple times I’d been so… so utterly lost in everything that all the sensations ran together. No matter the number, I felt drained. And thankfully, so did the three women I’d left in the bedroom, sound asleep on the bed. Sprawled out and leaving no room for me. But that was fine. I needed a break. A few minutes to myself to rehydrate and just… think.

Refilling the bottle one more time, I took it to the stools on the other side of the counter and sat down. The cold of the wood made me suck in a sudden breath. I was still naked. The idea of putting on clothes or even just boxers to come get some water had seemed too exhausting.

I lay my head on my arms, taking slow, deep breaths. The second my eyes closed, I could see images that would remain with me forever and probably replay themselves on my deathbed.

A dark-skinned woman, red bra pulled down under her swaying breasts, pearl panties pulled to the side of her swollen labia. She was on top of me, riding firm and hard and steady. Her ass slapped against my sweaty thighs over and over as I stared at her dark pink lips, swallowing my cock, thick white cream gathering at the base and smearing along my shaft every time she rose up.

“Fuck! Fuck god yes Matt oh shit!” She groaned, her voice raspy and deep. Her long, dark braid swayed against her back. She planted her hands on my chest to help steady her and began to bounce herself on me faster. “Fuck me, god fuck me, yes!” Her eyes were intense, looking into mine.

The raw feeling of my penis inside her, the slick walls of her pussy squeezing against me and rubbing over and over, was intense. Had I not just cum almost fifteen minutes before, I’d have already shot a load inside her. But as it was, that other load was inside Luci’s plump cunt, who was lying next to me, completely nude now, her lingerie lost somewhere in the house, with my wife’s mouth between her legs.

“That’s it Lacy…right there…ooooohhhh fuck yes, eat your husband’s cum from my pussy.” Luci cooed, laying back, one hand on the back of Lacy’s head with her fingers intertwined in her red hair and the other on her heavy breast, pinching her nipple.

Luci looked over at me with a sultry smile. “Your wife has an amazing tongue…” Her words cut off in a sudden gasp and she arched, her smooth curves rippling with pleasure as my wife’s mouth touches just the right place.

It’s hard to focus. To know where to look. My cock is plunging into a warm embrace every other second. Susan’s pants and moans and bouncing tits are intoxicating. My hands are gripping her soft ass, but unable to guide. I’m just holding on for dear life. Looking at Luci and her sensual appeal of sweat dripping all over her curves, it is like staring at something torn straight out of a porn magazine. And I could still see the image of her under me, knees pushed up to her tits, plunging over and over into her as I reached orgasm.

But looking lower, seeing my wife between a woman’s thighs for the first time… it brought my cum boiling back into my balls in waves. I caught glimpses of her lidded eyes as her head moved up and down, her tongue lapping at the juicy lips of this younger girl who was filled with my cum.

“Yes! Ohhhhh Lacy….good girl, fuck!” Luci groaned.

Lacy’s eyes darted up, looking first at Luci, then looking at me. Our eyes met.

Fuck, I loved her. That feeling was so intense. And it wasn’t because she was giving me this gift. Though… there were things to think about when it came to this event… but right now, I couldn’t muster enough brain power to think deeply about anything.

“You like this, honey?” Lacy moved her lips away from the woman’s sex, face glistening, lips dripping with her juices and my cum. “You like seeing me all slutty for a woman? I think I like eating pussy, Matt…”

“I…mmm fuck…oh god don’t stop.” I grunted, though I wasn’t sure if I was talking to Susan who was thrusting herself down and grinding against me or if I was talking to my wife, wanting to see her munch more of Luci and indulge in this new found delight.

Lacy chuckled, blew me a wet kiss and then moved back down between Luci’s thigh, making the woman moan.

I opened my eyes and sat back up. My blood was pumping hard and fast and… geez I had another erection. How in the world… I was not a teenager. This sort of thing wasn’t supposed to happen to a middle-aged dad. All I could do was chuckle and chug some more water, sitting on the stool at the kitchen counter with an erection that hurt.

The house was eerily quiet as I sat and let myself decompress. Everything had been such a whirlwind. The last week alone had been so stressful I’d had to start taking my anti-anxiety medication again. It helped, but it didn’t solve the problem.

The problem that me and Lacy had created.

I knew why Lacy had arranged this. She felt guilty. So far this new exploration had resulted in me getting left at home and her going out and having exploratory sex with different men. Men who had filled her up with cum. Fucked her in ways… Well, I didn’t even really know because she didn’t want to tell me. That part still upset me.

And that led to my anger. She got sex, and I got anger. I’d lost my temper after she came home from Lucas’s. And yet… that encounter, listening to my wife tell me about getting fucked in the shower, watching cum drip out of her, had sent me into a sexual haze that had been equal parts amazing and scary.

It wasn’t so much that I was upset with her having sex. Though I’d grown up in a fairly conservative home, and with all the things we dealt with at church when it came to the conflicting messages they gave about sex and sexuality, I didn’t view the act as something overly sacred. It was fun. It was enjoyable. And as long as everyone was consenting, it was exciting. And that included within a marriage.

I had consented to letting my wife have sex with other people. She wasn’t cheating. But… we were so inexperienced. We hadn’t defined the rules properly. Lacy running off during church wasn’t… It wasn't comfortable. Not wrong. Just not something I was comfortable with. That’s what made me so angry. It felt like she’d put me in a corner. Given me no choice but to say yes to her. It wasn’t cheating… but it was damn close.

My erection softened as I thought about how alone I’d felt. Almost like I’d been abandoned. Wondering when she would be coming home… if she’d be coming home at all.

That was the worst. Thinking… even if it was just for a second, that my wife had left me. Even now it sent a chill through me that destroyed any sort of arousal I had. I didn’t want to lose my wife. So now I was left with conflicting thoughts and emotions that were increasingly hard to process… because I wasn’t supposed to process them on my own.

We were a couple. A team. We should be working through this together…

But what if I told her I wanted to stop… I didn't want to stop… but what if I did? Would she be okay with that? After having had mind blowing new sexual encounters? Would she think I was trying to steal something from her? Would she resent me?

And what about me? I didn’t want her to stop. Us to stop. I wanted more of this. Exploration. I could still see Lacy on that bed in the club, legs open for Terry letting him enter her. Cum in her. It started to stir my blood again. I shook it off.

We needed to clear the air. And though this foursome was fun… it wasn’t going to solve anything.

I pushed herself up, feeling worn and sore and still tingling all over from all the activity I’d been a part of. Susan and Luci were laying on the bed, sprawled out nude and fast asleep. One look at the clock on the dresser told me it was three in the morning. Far too early to be up, but my bladder was telling me different.

Sliding off the bed, I made my way in the dark to the bathroom. I didn’t see Matt anywhere. When I was done in the restroom, I quietly left the bedroom and went down the hall to the kitchen where I found my husband standing at the sink refilling a pedialyte bottle with water.

“Matt?”

He looked over as I entered, the look on his face mirroring my own exhaustion. I’d thought the threesome in the club had been tiring. Tonight had been like running two marathons back to back. Everything hurt, ached, felt stretched and strained. My pussy was still humming from the fingers, tongues, vaginas that had been pressing and probing. The only thing that hadn’t been in contact with my vagina tonight was my husband’s cock.

“Sorry. Did I wake you?” He turned to me, still naked and sweaty, skin glistening in the dim lighting under the cabinets.

I approached him, suddenly feeling like Eve walking towards Adam in the garden. We were alone… well, as alone as we were going to get for the moment. Susan and Luci were dead to the world. Luci snoring up a storm. Matt had literally fucked them to exhaustion and something inside me felt proud of that fact.

I really hadn’t expected tonight to go as well as it had. My thought was that we would give him a triple blowjob. He’d have his turn with Susan and Luci and maybe me and then… Well, I figured then it would be over for the night. Instead, Matt had somehow met the challenge of pleasing three women head on and fucked them in multiple ways and positions and cum inside Susan twice, Luci once, and all three of them had swallowed another load, the last one before they had all collapsed.

I never imagined I’d be licking another woman’s pussy or asshole. Kissing them. Sucking their breasts. Eating my husband's cum directly from their slits. At one point Susan was squatting over my face, letting his load drip onto my tongue, as Luci ate me and Matt fucked her from behind, the sound of his thighs slapping her soft ass making me tremble just as much as the warm, sticky, bitter taste of his cum falling into my mouth.

The memory made me shiver, and I stepped close to Matt, wrapping my arms around his waist and pressing my skin against his. It was warm, sticky. He smelled like sex. It made the center between my legs begin to heat up again.

“No. You didn’t wake me. Mind if I have a drink?” I didn’t wait for him to agree, just took the bottle and started downing it in deep gulps. I hadn’t been this thirsty since doing that 5K fun run when I was pregnant.

Matt put his arms around me, flattening my chest against his. My nipples were slightly raw, sensitive from being sucked on by multiple mouths. I swallowed the ache and put the pedialyte bottle down and pressed my face into his sweaty chest.

“Doing okay?” I asked, my voice muffled against him.

“Yeah.” His voice was raspy. “I… just needed to recharge.”

I giggled. “Getting ready for… what… round five or whatever it is?” My hand drifted down to his cock. It was warm and limp, but I could already feel it twitching thanks to my touch.

He groaned. “Settle down Lace. I’m not a machine.”

I kissed his chest. “You’re right. You’re a stallion.” I looked up at him with a grin I hoped looked sly and continued to caress his cock, tracing my fingers along his tip, over the wrinkly skin to the balls and giving them a squeeze, making him grunt.

“Lace…” His hands were around my waist, holding me gently but tight. “We need to talk.”

A part of me knew this was coming. How could it not? This foursome… it was my attempt at an apology and a way of making things up to Matt. But… deep down, I knew it wasn’t going to fix things. It wasn’t going to take the place of the badly needed talk about what this new dynamic was and how we were going to handle it.

Letting go of his cock, I put my hands on his chest. “I know.”

He ran his hands along my back, tracing my spine and my shoulders and then back down, caressing my curves and ass. “I like seeing you fucked.”

My eyes widened, and I looked up at him, surprised. That was not what I expected to hear… at least not right off the bat. “I… oh…”

Matt took a deep breath. “Just… let me get this all out. Then you can… say whatever you want or need and then we can go from there.” The way he looked at me was full of nerves and worry.

I nodded. Kept my hands on his chest and over his heart to reassure him, and stayed quiet.

“I… when I saw you in the club… I was jealous at first. Mostly because Terry and that other guy got you to go with them. It didn’t seem like it took much to get you to go.” He rubbed his hands along my sides, nails lightly trailing along my ribs almost possessively. “I was jealous. Worried. But so turned on. The idea that you would willingly let other men… do things…”

“Fuck me, honey.” The words I blurted made me shiver from repressed and lingering guilt. “We… we need to be able to just openly talk about this. No beating around the bush.” I bit my lip, watching him.

Matt blushed, but nodded. “Right. You’re right.” He sighed. “The idea you’d let other men, basically strangers, fuck you, was erotic. I mean… it’s this sort of paradox. I’m turned on, but scared. Angry, but excited. Watching you… it’s like a whole new aspect of you was revealed. Something hiding and now set free. A part of me worried maybe I’d been repressing you… and then you told me that exact thing, that you felt free…”

I cringed, thinking back to that. To my confession last night before I initiated this group sexual encounter. Then it made me rewind back to the fight after I came home from Lucas’s. You’d have thought we were newlyweds considering how horrible we had been at communication lately. Matt’s anger and confession… Now I could see it was really out of a toxic mixture of fear and arousal. And he wasn’t alone.

We were discovering things. Unearthing something large and unknown and unexpected. It didn’t matter that we’d read up on this sort of lifestyle and been trying to experience it for the past year. Now that we’d broken down the dam, it was all gushing out, and we were getting swept away. As fun as being with Terry and Lucas had been… it scared me. I hadn’t been able to admit it to myself, but now standing quietly in Matt’s arms, I realized I hadn’t been talking about things with him because I was scared of how he would react.

What if… what if I hurt him? Doing things with other men that I hadn’t with him. Maybe never would? There were so many unknowns. It was thrilling and terrifying.

Matt continued. “I know that’s not what you meant. I know I haven’t been holding you back or anything, at least not intentionally. And maybe you think confessing to me… talking about the things that you’ve been doing is somehow a restriction. It’s not. I just… I want to be present with you, even if I’m not there physically. I want to know you’re thinking of me. Maybe even excited to come home and tell me about it.”

I felt a tingling rush run through me. Truth was, when Matt had made me confess to fucking Lucas in the shower and jerked off into my panties and all over my pussy… I don’t think I’ve ever been more aroused. My fear of telling him what I did had been mostly unfounded. But… it had hurt him. Though… I guess it wasn’t that I’d done it and told him that hurt him. It was that I’d tried to withhold and basically snuck off.

I wasn’t going to do that again. Ever.

“I liked telling you.” I raked my nails against his chest. “Telling you what Lucas did to me. Watching you stroke to it. Fuck… Matt, when you came all over me… oh my gosh, I can’t tell you how hot that was for me.”

Matt chuckled and looked embarrassed. “Well… it was… exciting for me, too. But… I was jealous too. Angry…”

I kissed the center of his chest. “That was kinda sexy too… not that I want you to actually be angry or scared but…” My lips touched his skin again and I felt his penis stir against my thigh. “That kinda possessive attitude. How you wanted me. Ordered me.” I closed my eyes and kissed along his hardening nipple. “I want you to be jealous for me. Because I’m jealous for you. I love you… I want you.”

His hands gripped my ass tight. “I want you too. All the time. And… and I want to see you have new experiences… I want to hear about them. About what you’re experiencing. To know you. All of you.”

I nipped at his nipple with a soft giggle. “Okay… you’re right. From now on… if you ask, I will answer. Any question, no matter how personal it might seem. I’ll answer it, I promise.” Tracing my tongue from one nipple to the next. “I’m not trying to keep secrets. I’m sorry if that’s how it came across. I’m just… still figuring out my own feelings, too.”

Matt’s hands gripped my backside and lifted me up, holding me close, and carried me into the living room. He lay me down on the couch and my legs opened. Spreading wide, one hanging over the edge and the other over the back, fully opening to my husband. His erection was full now, and he settled down between my thighs.

“I respect that.” He said, tracing his tip along my lips. “And you can take whatever time you need after you meet someone. But you have to tell me. I want to know. Need to know…”

My hand reached down and gripped him, moving him down towards my dripping entrance. “I will. And I won’t just disappear on you again. No random, sudden texts. Especially on Sunday. We will make plans. No spontaneous meetings.”

Matt pushed forward gently, and his head slowly slid inside me. I groaned, head falling back, finally feeling my husband. It had been well over a week since I’d felt him. Touching me. Slipping inside me. Stretching my walls in the beautiful way only he could. “Oh…god Matt… so good. I’ve missed you.”

He leaned down and kissed me slowly, his hands holding my thighs and pushing them up to allow himself better access. “I missed you too. I’m so sorry I was distant. I just…”

I shook my head, hands cupping his face. “No more apologies. We will work this out. Communicate better…oh…ahhhh god Matt slow…slow… it’s been too long since you’ve been in me.” I giggled.

His smile was dazzling as he pressed his forehead against mine. The feeling of his cock moving deeper, deeper. My pussy forming and stretching around him was so good. So perfect. I glanced down and saw him entering, disappearing into me. I’d seen the sight a million times and still couldn’t get enough… and now I had fresh memories of it… of his cock entering a dark-skinned pussy. Of plump pale lips swallowing his thickness. Two different pussy's taking my husband… feeling him like I was feeling him now.

Watching how those women’s faces twisted and contorted and bloomed with pleasure was embedded in my brain now. I’d always see it now, along with the wonderful sight of him taking me.

“Matt…” I whispered as he finally bottomed out and his balls pressed to my ass. “God! Mmmmm please honey… take me. Take me back. Own me.”

His breath was hot, lips wet as they pressed to mine. He moved, sliding out and then pushing back in nice and steady. It made every sore muscle tense and loosen and strain. “Yes. Yes, honey…” Were those words his or mine? Did it matter?

It only took a few moments for the slow love making to become more fevered. Matt sat back up, holding tightly to my thighs, and started thrusting. His hips smacking my thighs, balls slapping my ass. Grunts and groaned filled the quiet of the living room as my husband fucked me on the couch. The cushions were soft under my ass, bouncing gently as Matt moved steady and deep, cock gliding and making my lips suck and grip him so wonderfully it was sending me into a state of euphoria.

“Oh, fuck Lacy… oh fuck, I missed you.”

I lay back, arms up over my head, breasts bouncing as he took me. “Baby…oh fuck honey, I’m always going to be here… I promise. Now…Fuck me!” My orgasm was building up. “Fuck me honey!”

Matt’s eyes were on fire. “Did Lucas fuck you like this?”

The question surprised me… and sent a wave of warmth and wetness into my pussy, making me squeeze around him. I met his eyes. “Yes… yes, baby. Lucas fucked me just like this. He was so big. So fucking deep inside this little married cunt…”

Other words lingered on my tongue, but I was afraid to say them. What if it was too far? We hadn’t talked about nearly enough of the things we needed to. But… from what Matt had already told me…

“He got much deeper than you.” The words tumbled out, and I braced myself for the consequences.

Matt’s movements faltered for only a second and then… he rammed. His cock went deep, hard, and the pressure was so intense I gasped and arched, my orgasm going from a slow progression to a sudden exploding volcano. “Oh! OH FUCK! FUCKNG GOD!” I screamed it. I didn’t care that the other girls might hear me and wake up to me and my husband making love. Fine. Let them hear it. I’d listened to them with him for hours already. Now it was my turn.

“Deeper huh?” Matt was gritting his teeth and his thrusts were now faster, more firm. “You like it deep? Getting all those spots touched that I can’t?” He was pushing my thighs up, almost doubling me over, ass raising up from the cushions. 

“Yes!” I gasped. Ridding my orgasm and just letting the words fall from my mouth. “He fucked me so good… so fucking deep, baby. And his cum was so thick! God, I want him again!”

His hips were moving faster. Getting onto his feet on the couch, pushing me so my legs were dangling over my head and he was plunging down at a new angle, constantly rubbing my g-spot so my orgasm wouldn’t stop. “Fuck…fucking slut…you’re a fucking married slut, aren’t you?” He panted, sweat forming on his brow.

“You…like that…don’t you…” My words were coming out strained and interrupted by gasps and groans. “Your wife… being…a… a slut… oh godfuck!” I felt him and even saw a little bulge in my stomach as he plunged into me.

“Fuck! God Lacy… god you’re so tight… so warm… oh fuck honey!”

“I’m your slut, Matt. Your married mommy slut. Fuck me like one!” We were losing control. All sense getting lost as we finally reconnected. Having spilled our feelings. Started communicating. Taking steps of growth in the same direction. On the same path. This time, hand in hand.

His hands gripped my ass and his nails dug in. “You fucking whore… going out and letting someone else fucking fill you.” He was ramming fast, hard. I was bouncing on the couch. Breasts bouncing up and down. Everything in me was screaming in pain and pleasure and straining.

“Filling me with cum! They sent me home full! To you! Full of their thick cum, Matt! God fuck, I loved it! I loved you painting me with your semen! Watching it all drip from me! Make me do it again! I wanna drip for you!” I was whimpering and gasping, my words breaking with cracks and strain.

“I want your cunt full. Always full.” I could tell he was getting close. So close. “God, Lacy! Seeing you dripping another man’s cum was…was…” His breath hitched, and I saw him tense. His skin broke out in goosebumps. He took on a sweaty chill and everything seized. Matt couldn’t finish his words. His confession.

Cum shot deep inside me. I felt it splash and hit my depths. Filling me. It was hot and sticky and thick. “Yes! OH FUCKING PLEASE HONEY FUCK I LOVE YOU!” I screamed, arching with another rushing orgasm flowing through me as my husband filled me up with the cum that had given me two beautiful girls.

We moaned together. Gasped and grunted, and let out unintelligible words and exclamations of love and pleasure.

Finally, Matt pulled out of me with a deep groan and fell back onto the couch, leaning back and trying to catch his breath.

I lay with my legs falling, feeling his cum leaking from me. Down between my ass cheeks. It was so good.

The sound of clapping made me look up. Susan and Luci were standing in the doorway, smiling wide. As nude as both Matt and me, they were giving us a slow clap. Luci even whistled.

“That was beautiful!” Susan laughed. “You guys have some really good passion.” The dark-skinned beauty walked in and took a seat next to Matt, her hand moving playfully and confidently to his semi hard, messy cock. “Glad you got some alone time.”

Luci was giggling as she walked in too and sat on Matt’s other side, her hand joining Susan’s as Matt’s cock was regaining life again. “Hope you’re not all tapped out.” She nipped at Matt’s jaw.

I was exhausted. Still sleepy even after such vigorous activity. Laying back, feeling Matt’s semen inside, still warm. All I could do was watch as the two other insatiable women I’d invited along for the weekend began to stroke my husband. Luci leaned down to start sucking him into her mouth as Susan licked at his nipples.

Matt looked over at me, eyes wide with pleasure and also fighting off the same exhaustion as I was. He groaned as Luci swallowed every inch of his cock, pressing her nose against him, and she tightened her throat. Susan stood up and grabbed Matt’s head, bringing his mouth to her pussy.

“God, your tongue is good,” Susan groaned, hands moving through my husband’s hair as he licked and sucked at her lower lips.

A part of me was jealous, watching these women enjoy him. So now I suddenly felt what it must have been like for him, standing in the shadows, watching as I was taken by two men. I was also… proud. Fuck, I had a sense of pride watching as he ate Susan’s cunt, making her whimper in pleasure. I was proud seeing Matt tangle his fingers into Luci’s hair and start to move her up and down on his cock. I watched her lips drag, the slick saliva dripping along his length when it appeared, down his heavy balls that had just emptied themselves inside me.

I lay back, legs open, cum dripping from me as I watched the girls take turns. He ate Susan till she shook with her orgasm. Then she was on her knees, taking his messy cock down her throat. Luci pulled him to her plump cunt, and he devoured her. In a blink, Susan was riding him…

“Fuck! Oh god fuck me, yes!” Her skin glistened and was slick with sweat. Breasts swaying and bouncing and her dark braid ticking back and forth with the rhythm of her hips.

Now Matt was on his back as Susan fucked him. Luci was facing her, ass pressed to Matt’s face and his hands on her cheeks, licking and sucking everywhere. I heard the moist sounds of pussies and mouths. Saw my husband's dick vanishing and appearing like some sort of sexual magic trick when Susan’s ass cheeks clapped.

Then they changed positions again. Luci on her side, leg up over Matt’s shoulder as he pounded and grunted, fucking her and making her beautiful tits bounce. Susan licked his ass. I could tell he enjoyed it, but also seemed conflicted and uncomfortable, like he wasn’t sure it was okay to like it or not.

I’m not sure how long I watched before I finally drifted off to sleep and dreamed. Dreamed of Matt… of others… of all the possibilities that were opening up before us.

It was strange sitting at the dinner table with two other women, all of us naked and not seeming to care. Susan was enjoying her cup of tea, elbows on the table and firm, dark breasts pressed together by her arms, dark braid over one shoulder and eyes closed just breathing in the warmth radiating up from her mug.

Luci was sitting opposite Susan, leaning back in her chair and texting on her phone with a sort of concentration that made it seem like she was in the middle of a business deal and not just commenting on a subreddit. Her chest was in full view as well, breasts full and shapely.

And then there was me, sitting at the head of the table with my own steaming cup of tea, naked as the day I was born and wondering how this had become my life. Not that this was a bad place to be. Not at all. I was actually…thrilled! The comfort and satisfaction I felt was something I hadn’t really ever experienced now that I was putting some thought into it.

The muted sounds of Matt’s snoring from the living room made me smile. Susan’s eyes opened lazily and glanced over, noticing the goofy grin I had and she smiled back. “I know that look.” she said, sipping at her tea. “That’s the look of ‘I’m so totally in love and can’t believe I can have such amazing, weird, exploratory sex!’” Susan chuckled, making her tits bounce.

Just a couple weeks ago, the sight of her boobs jiggling like that so openly would have made me uncomfortable. But now… now it sent a thrill through me. A longing to touch them. Feel them. See them wrapped around Matt’s cock…maybe someone else’s. The possibilities seemed suddenly endless.

“Well… I can’t deny I’m in love.” I giggled, slowly swirling the little spoon in my tea.

Susan’s grin was so warm. She seemed so different from her husband. I wondered for a second how their dynamic was at home. In bed? Maybe I’d get to find out. Now that I’d had my first same sex experiences, I was more than eager to continue that exploration.

“That’s good honey. Matt seems like a really good man. I hope we can get to know each other better, and not just in this carnal sense.” She laughed. “Keep hold of that feeling, too. Not to spoil the mood, but this sort of lifestyle really can be stressful sometimes. It comes with challenges. Things pop up that you never expected and the conversations you have to have can be… strained.” Susan looked down into her tea for a moment. The brightness of her face didn’t fade, but it did take on a bit more serious feel. “Just remember to always talk. Even when it’s messy and hard.”

Luci put down her phone and picked up her own cup. “She’s right. I’m not married like both of you but, even single or in a dating, semi-serious relationship, you’ve gotta have the hard talks. Be open with your feelings. Wants. Needs. And be willing to compromise. Sometimes you’re going to want something that your partner won’t. And vice versa. That might mean you have to miss out on an experience, or, if you can come to an agreement, find it with someone else. But your partner’s gotta be on board.” She said it all so calmly and matter-of-factly. It was so strange to think that these women had thought so deeply about these things.

I suppose it was shallow of me to just think everyone jumped into this lifestyle for fun and sex and didn’t consider the wider implications of how it could affect their relationships and themselves. Then again, maybe that’s exactly why this sort of lifestyle sometimes got a bad rap. People dove in without considering all the possibilities and it ended up ruining everything.

Just like it almost had with me and Matt.

The realization finally settled on my shoulders and in my chest. If Matt and I hadn’t talked… hadn’t started the process of opening ourselves up to each other… would things have gotten worse? The little rift we’d had over the past week might have grown. Become a massive canyon that we would never have been able to span.

A shiver ran through me. My recklessness might have cost me my marriage. It still could if we didn’t come together and really iron out some ground rules.

Susan’s hand found mine, taking hold of it gently. “Hey. We aren’t trying to scare you.” She said soothingly. “But we aren’t going to sugarcoat it either.”

Luci nodded, her face more serious now. “Sorry. Didn’t mean to spoil the mood. But… you and Matt seem really good together. Honestly, one of the best ways to gauge how a couple is doing is by seeing how they act sexually towards each other. And both of you had your eyes on each other practically the entire time, even when he was balls deep in one of us.” She motioned to herself and Susan and laughed.

We joined in. I kept hold of Susan’s hand.

“He really is crazy about you.” Susan nodded. “But you’ve gotta be careful. This has been fun, and I’m sure we are going to have more fun before the day is over. But…” She shrugged, “Giving your husband a four-way isn’t going to solve any of your problems. You’ve gotta talk through them head on, honey. Be willing to have the hard conversations. Be willing to cry and yell and be angry and be sad and confused. And, be willing to sit through it all, push forward, and keep a strong hold on each other. You’ll be better for it in the end, when you get to the other side.”

Luci reached over and took my other hand. “She’s right. And we are here. I know we like, literally just met, but… considering everything we just did together, I think we can consider ourselves friends.” She giggled. “Feel free to call us anytime. We aren’t experts, at least I’m not. Susan, you seem to have a lot of years under your belt with this. But we’ve got experience. And that’s something you can draw off of.”

Susan gave a curt nod. “I’ve been in this life for nearly thirty years. So, I’ve had my share of ups and downs with Terry. And others. We are here to help.”

My eyes began to water, and I laughed nervously. “Th…thank you.” I muttered. The girls shifted over and both wrapped themselves around me in a hug, breasts pressing against me. This time, it wasn’t in a sexual manner. It felt more warm and motherly, like when you were young and snuggled up with your mother or grandmother, laying your head on their chest for comfort and security. Somehow, I’d gained two new friends from a sexual adventure. That was unexpected, but more than welcome.

Steam billowed in the bathroom as the shower continued to pour down. None of us were in the shower. We had simply turned on the water to let it get steaming hot and closed the door to create a makeshift sauna. Our bodies were drenched in sweat so thick and slick you could have scraped it off with your nails. Combined with the Nuru oil Luci and Susan were gently dripping all over my chest and legs, I was slick as a whistle.

I sat on the floor that was beading with condensation as the steam shifted and moved through the bathroom. My hands propped me up, Susan kneeling behind me to help give me support as she dipped her hands in the bowl of oil and brought her cupped hands around to my chest, letting it drip and slide and fall onto me. She brought her face next to mine and kissed me. Barely touching lips at first, but with each slow ticking second, made the kiss deeper. Opening her mouth, letting her tongue move into my mouth and twisting to tangle my tongue with hers.

At my feet, Luci was kneeling and slowly dripping the oil onto my feet and thighs. Rubbing it in with her hands and her bare breasts, letting her nipples rub against me.

The girls' attention with their hands and the slick fluids all over me was more than enough stimulation to send my mind reeling, vanishing into a fog and an endless drop into the fathomless depths of desire. But it was my own wife, sitting in my lap, that was pushing it all over the top, making me feel as if I were just a hair's breadth away from reaching Nirvana.

Lacy was fluid, like a seductive snake. Swaying and sliding, moving her hands over her slick, sweaty body, glistening from the steam and the oil. Naked, my cock impaled deep inside her. The feeling of her pussy burning bright white hot, squeezing me. As she moved, her belly swaying and shifting like a belly dancer, I felt the motions inside. Her tunnel clinging, squeezing, shifting and rubbing over my bare cock that was brought to a sensitivity that was almost painfully unbearable. The girls had put the cock ring back on me and I was throbbing with the need for release. Waves of dizziness and pleasure were washing over me, threatening to make me pass out, but the attention from the women kept me awake.

My wife’s hair was matted, plastered to her face, neck, back and shoulder. Her breasts moved, dripping with beads of sweat and water that moved down the slopes of her tits and stomach. It pooled where our bodies met, her bald slit stretched and gripping me, slick and sloppy as she moved against me.

Her eyes were fierce with want. Need. Love.

All I could do was groan and pant. I couldn’t form words. My brain was in a primal stewing of chemicals. Her hands moved over her breasts, down her midsection, to her stomach. Oil slicked and thick dripped and moved and shifted along with her fingers and palms. Her hips moved, grinding against me.

It was a tantric orgy of sensation. Lacy’s hands moved and ran through my hair. It didn’t matter that they were covered and dripping with oil and sweat. She gripped my hair and pulled me away from Susan into a deep, languid kiss. Her teeth nibbled my bottom lip. Our tongues tangled in an obscene, lewd dance. Saliva dripped from our lips.

“I fucking love you.” She whispered heatedly, her pussy squeezing in concert with her words making me moan in pain. Need. I needed… wanted… to cum. God, I wanted to fill her up with everything I had left inside me. But I couldn’t. The ring around my base and balls prevented the explosion that was building and building.

Lacy hissed and sucked a breath through her teeth, looking back suddenly. Luci was down between her ass cheeks pressing a slick oiled finger up my wife's’ ass. “Oh… oh god Luci… wait…” But our new friend didn’t listen. I just saw her grin and press her finger deeper. I could feel it inside my wife, the added pressure on the other side of the thin wall separating her vagina and asshole.

We simmered and sizzled in the feelings. Susan pressed her breasts against my back, covering them in oil and rubbing them into me like an erotic massage. Her lips were all over my neck and ears and jaw.

“Oh…god…” I gasped out, feeling my body tensing up. I was reaching the point of no return. Nothing was going to stop my orgasm, but the force keeping it at bay just made the feelings build and build. My hips began to buck involuntarily. My ass cheeks slapping wetly against the floor.

“That’s it.” Susan whispered in my ear. “Lose control. Just give in. Explode Matt. Explode.” Her tongue slithered into my ear.

My vision blurred. But even with the enormous overstimulation I was experiencing, I saw my wife clearly. Looming over me with her beautiful face contorted in sensual desire and pleasure. I reached up and put my hand against her neck, thumb caressing her jaw. She turned just enough to start sucking my thumb, eyes looking at me with a sleepy arousal that sent me tumbling, diving, flying over the edge.

“God…oh…OHHHHHH FFUUUUUUUCK!” I groaned and everything spasmed. Everything erupted. I felt my cum forcing itself from my balls all the way up and out, bursting forth inside my wife’s burning tunnel.

She gasped, and her eyes widened at the first spurt. “OH FUCK!” she gasped in unison with me and reached out, gripping my shoulders to steady herself. “OH…OH SHIT MATTOH FUCKING GOD!” She shook with her own orgasm as I gushed and gushed into her, hip thrusting with the need to help me unload.

The other girls continued their slow, deep stimulation of my body and groaned along with me and Lacy as we reached our peak.

I swear I blacked out. Maybe for only a minute. When my consciousness came back, I was laying in Susan’s lap. The shower was turned off, and the air was clearing, cooling. The woman had a cool wet rag and was pressing it gently on my forehead and cheeks.

“Welcome back.” She smiled at me when my eyes fluttered open.

Taking slow and deep breaths, I looked around, searching for Lacy and Luci. It was just me and Susan.

“Don’t worry.” She said, still cooling me off. “She’s okay. Was a little wobbly from that orgasm, but good. She and Luci are in the bedroom. You really unloaded inside her. Like… wow!” She laughed, and I felt it echoing through my aching head.

“I think you are going to be the death of me.” I muttered, referring not just to Susan but all three girls who were draining me over and over.

“What a way to go, though.” Susan winked.

We chuckled together and remained on the floor for a while, allowing me to catch my breath. A strange sort of peace washed over me as I lay on the floor, feeling it cooling as the steam dissipated and the condensation began to chill.

“Doing okay?” Susan asked softly, putting the damp washcloth against my neck.

I nodded slowly. “Yeah… but… my body feels like jello.”

She snickered. “Yeah. We’ve kinda put you through the wringer.”

“Gonna need a break…” I muttered.

“I take it you two want to continue exploring this sort of lifestyle, huh?” She brushed back my hair and put the washcloth against my forehead, soliciting a soft sigh from me. “If so… and obviously talk it over first with your wife, but Terry and I were planning a little staycation for our wedding anniversary and would love it if Lacy could come.”

My eyes fluttered open. I had almost fallen asleep, but now I was looking up at the woman with curiosity. “Um… you mean just you, him and her?” I asked.

Susan nodded. “Yep. We would like to have a unicorn.” She giggled and her glistening tits bounced beautifully.

I shut my eyes again for a minute. This whole thing had started with Terry and one of his guy friends. He’d been the first to have my wife. The first man she’d gone out with. And as far as I knew, she was still messaging with him, though I wasn’t sure what they were talking about and felt a little controlling if I asked her. I didn’t want to be obsessive or overbearing. I wanted to trust Lacy. I did trust Lacy.

“If you’re worried about being left out. We often like to film our encounters.” Susan ran a hand along my chest comfortingly. “We would make sure to get some good content as a thank you gift.”

My breath was getting shallower as my body began shutting down. I was so tired. Even if I wanted to stay awake, my body was telling me that wasn’t going to happen.

“Let… let me talk to Lacy…” I muttered, stifling a yawn.

Susan smiled down at me. “Of course, honey. Get some rest… we still have some time together… and I’m not done with you yet.” She winked and that was the last thing I saw as I drifted off into the first peaceful sleep I’d had in over a week. The last thing I heard was Lacy moaning loudly in orgasm… and I knew that I would say yes to Susan’s request if it meant that I’d get to see my wife scream in orgasm again as she was pleasured.

That fantasy followed me into sleep and gave me both peace and excitement.


Chapter 7

What May Come?

Three Weeks Later

I watched my wife getting dressed to go see another man. She stood in front of the floor-length mirror, brushing back her hair, a shiny brilliant red. She wore a simple green sundress and sneakers. Nothing overly seductive, but it clung nicely to her subtle curves.

“Penny for your thoughts.” Lacy looked back at me from the mirror, smiling.

I shrugged as I finished tying my shoe lace, stood up and straightened my suit jacket. “Just wondering what you’re going to get up to tonight.”

Lacy rolled her eyes. “Lucas won’t tell me.”

I came up behind her, putting my hands on her hips and chin on her shoulder. “And that’s okay with you? Letting this guy surprise you?” The look in her eyes was mischievous.

“I like adventure. It spices things up.” She turned in my arms and gave me a quick kiss. “Are you wanting him to send pictures during or just wait till I get home and we can swap stories?”

My hands wandered along her hips and gently cupped her ass, trying to figure out what sort of underwear she was wearing. “Hm… well, last time I waited… it was over a week before you told me.”

“Ugh!” Lacy groaned dramatically. “Come off it Matt. I came home and was ready to tell you everything and show you everything. You were the one that decided you wanted a tease.” She slapped my chest gently. “So I gave you what you wanted.”

“Blue balls for a week?” I chuckled, giving her rump a little smack.

She got on her toes and pressed her nose against mine. “Yeah. And then I gave you the best blow job you ever had. So, I’d say it was worth it.”

My lips met hers softly. “True. And that video was well worth the wait.”

Lacy giggled and blushed. “I still can’t believe some of the things I’ve done.”

“Me either. But… this is our life now. Unless you wanna stop.” I moved my hands up to the small of her back and kept her close.

“No. Not yet. Though when the girls are older, it might be a bit more difficult to hide these things so. We might want to take a break.” She lay her head on my chest with a sigh.

“Probably a good idea. But… for now I think we can have some fun.” I loved how she smelled. Her hair was like scented strawberries. Lush and ripe. “Are you sure you don’t want to come to the club with me? This seems a little… I don’t know, kinda strange going to separate events. You one on one and me at the club. Honestly I’d rather have you on my arm than go stag.”

Lacy sighed. “We talked about this. You deserve some fun. A chance to get notice and not have a wife on your arm distracting and taking the attention from the manly man that you are.” She held my jacket lapels tight and smiled sweetly.

“No one has ever called me a manly man.” I laughed.

“You’re my manly man. Go. Have uninhibited fun. And I will too. Come back and make me jealous and I’ll reclaim my husband with vigor.” She rubbed her nose against mine like an eskimo.

“Well… considering what you told me about Lucas… I hope you won’t be too tired.”

Lacy pushed herself closer against me. “Oh… I suspect he’s going to wear me out.” She leaned in, whispering in my ear. “And I’m going to let him cum inside me Matt. Deep in my little married mom pussy. Are you going to want to see it? Like last time? Hm?”

I growled, gripping her sides tighter, wanting to just take her now. Here. Make her mine. Keep her mine. But a deep part of me wanted her to go. I wanted to hear about what Lucas had in store for her… and hopefully what she’d get to tell me when we both got home. Having things to share. It was perverse and twisted but we were quickly learning that this was the sort of dynamic we liked.

After the foursome Lacy had gifted me, when Luci and Susan had left on Sunday morning, we sat down and finally, finally talked. We sat for hours, sipping coffee, naked, coming clean. Talking candidly. Honestly. We stripped ourselves bare. Emotions. Thoughts. Fears. Frustrations. We laid it all out on the table and felt a weight lift.

That morning will live with me for the rest of my life. The morning light came through the windows, lighting my wife' s beautiful pale skin as she sat holding her coffee up to her lips. Breasts bare and gently swaying. Her legs crossed, hiding her intimates but still drawing my eyes. 

She caught me looking when we finally found ourselves a moment of quiet. The shyest smile crossed her lips. Like the first time we lay together. Our wedding night. That look still haunted me in my most cherished dreams. Setting her coffee down, she stood up and came close. Her fingers found their way into my hair, tangling themselves and holding tight.

We had talked ourselves out. Words exhausted. I reached up and let my fingers gently glide over her vagina. It was right before me, centered in my vision. A smooth puffy slit. Tightly closed. Beautiful in every way.

Lacy sighed as I touched her. My finger trailed down her center, feeling the heat. “Honey…” She whispered. It was the only word either of us said that whole time.

My mouth found her. Tongue slowly licking over her sex, her hands tightening in my hair. She groaned. I held her hips tight, pulling her closer. She gave in, letting me have her. Taste her. There was so much, warm and sweet on my lips and tongue as it slipped inside her. The sounds of her heaving breaths were as intoxicating as her taste.

Hands moving to her ass, I gripped her cheeks, digging my nails in making her groan even more and the heat poured off her pussy. She held my hair tight as I devoured her. My wife. This pussy. It was mine. She’d promised it to me. But she’d shared it now with three other men. And for whatever reason, that made it taste even sweeter. Knowing she loaned it out but it was always going to come back to me. She would always come back.

On impulse, I quickly turned her and bent her against the table. Jostling our coffee and making Lacy gasp as I raked my nails along her back and then gripped hold of her ass cheeks and pulled them open. Her pink asshole winked at me and the smooth puffing slit. I dove in. My tongue finding her asshole first. Rimming her slow and deeply she gripped hold of the table and let out huffing breaths.

I licked from asshole to clit. Slurping and eating. Tasting every inch of my wife before I just couldn’t take it anymore. I stood up, my cock throbbing and ready, grabbed her shoulder and guided myself slowly into her. Lacy’s slick folds swallowed me, inviting me in and squeezing tightly as I slid back and forth. I pulled her back against me, wrapping my arms around her. She turned her face and we kissed as she backed herself against me. Soft slaps of skin. The feeling of her warmth encompassed me. My balls smacking her ass.

We fucked like that for a handful of minutes. Neither of us could hold back, we were so hungry for each other. Lacy was soon cumming, hand reaching out and gripping at the table for stability as her legs shook. My own orgasm came right behind hers and I shot my cum into her depths. Thrusting hard and firm wanting every drop inside, deep deep in my wife.

Collapsing into my chair. Lacy straddled my lap and we kissed. Tongues twisting and tangling. Hands roaming all over. Somehow… by some miracle, I got hard again and she quickly mounted me, facing me and holding my shoulders, bouncing vigorously as I watched. The sight was beautiful. Her hair a mess, sweaty. Face flushed. Part of me wondered if Terry, or Lucas, had seen this sight. Had my wife ridden them like she was riding me?

It made me shoot the very last of my cum. After the whole weekend of having sex and cumming more times than I could count, I’d finally reached empty. And that was no joke. I was sore the next few days and honestly couldn’t even get hard without it being uncomfortable. Maybe that’s happened to other men, maybe I’m just a strange one off anomaly. But it was worth it. I clung to my wife and she grasped me like I was a life raft.

After that… the flood gates had opened.

Now here we were. She’d given Terry and Susan their anniversary gift and come back home. Just like she promised she always would. And tonight we were going in different directions. Me to the swing club where our new life started, and my wife to a gentleman from church who apparently was going to surprise my wife tonight. Not exactly sure what that meant, but I trusted her and Lucas was a good guy.

I hugged Lacy tight. “Sure you don’t wanna just… get into some pjs and stay in? Watch a movie. Cuddle? Spoon?” I asked lightly.

Lacy chuckled. “Honestly that sounds nice. Maybe tomorrow night? The girls have a youth group event, we could find something on Netflix.” Gripping my shirt, Lacy gave me one last kiss and twirled playfully out of my grip. “We can talk about it tonight. I’ll be home late. I expect you to be too.” With a wink over her shoulder, Lacy grabbed her purse and was down the hall in a flash.

I stood for a minute, considering the implications of everything. Of how we had gotten here and where it was potentially leading. We’d been able to strike a sort of equilibrium. Neither of us was naive enough to think that all the wrinkles had been worked out. There would be other conversations. Probably even some fights. But we wanted to weather it. To explore. It was like climbing a mountain. We knew the risks. We could see the possible reward. Now all we needed to do was gear up and begin the trek.

Giving myself one last look in the mirror, I gave myself a nod and left on my new adventure.


Author’s Note:

I’m going to be a little unconventional with this and ‘end’ it here. However, this is not the end of Lacy and Matt’s journey. After all, this story is called ‘Our Evolving Marriage’, and that means this adventure won’t end until they are old and gray and holding hands in bed as they pass away together having had a lifetime of love and fun.

So, that being said… How could I possibly leave my dear readers on this unfulfilling cliff hanger? The simple answer is, that this was always meant to be an introduction for this couple. Their first steps. A couple missteps. But always just the beginning. I’ll continue Lacy and Matt’s journey at some point in the future because there’s plenty of spicy kinky things this couple can get into. But for now I’m just going to end it on this sweet little note and let my readers use their imaginations as to what might come next.

I hope you enjoyed these chapters and this bit of erotic, kinky, sexy fun and I look forward to writing more and sharing my stories with you all.
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