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They had been talking it about almost
from the day they were married. Having another person join them
sexually was more Sharon’s idea than Ty’s, but he certainly didn’t
say no to the thought. Still, as their seventh anniversary
approached, they were no nearer to fulfilling the dream than they
had been on their honeymoon.

Sharon was frustrated. She realized it
when she woke up on the morning of their anniversary and began
picking up discarded clothing to put them in the hamper. She went
downstairs to start breakfast for Ty and Jeremy, their little boy,
and thought about all their racy talk when they were first
married.

One of the things they had considered
was having Sharon pick up some stranger in a bar and then take him
to his car and fuck him while Ty watched from their own car, which,
of course would have to be ideally situated, but she didn’t think
it would be too hard to arrange. Hell, he could just move the damn
car when he saw her step out with whoever she had chosen as her
partner.

The smell of burning eggs brought her
out of the naughty zone and back into the domestic circle. As she
flipped the eggs and got some ham cooking, her mind again wandered
and her body began reacting. Her sex life with Ty had always been
good, they were both rather adventurous in the bedroom, but they
had met young and married soon and she had never really experienced
sex with any other man. Oh, there had been some feel-ups in high
school, but Ty had been it for the real deal.

She had always had an active fantasy
life, and she knew Ty did too. She knew because of the many stories
they had told each other while getting busy in the bedroom. They
also had no trouble imagining what different neighbors and
acquaintances and coworkers would be like in the sack. So, she had
no idea why they hadn’t taken that final step and invited someone
into their sex life.

Well, today was the day she was
determined to make it happen. She quickly partitioned breakfast
onto three plates and then grabbed the phone to call the babysitter
and make sure she would be there at the appointed time. They had
been planning on going out to dinner anyway, it wouldn’t be much to
alter that and go to a club instead.

She ran upstairs and quickly shook
Jeremy awake and scooted his little five year old butt down the
stairs in the direction of breakfast. She loved her little man
because he was such a clone of Ty, with his blond hair and green
eyes and little chin and dimples. She smiled after him until he
reached the stairs and then ran into her bedroom and jumped onto
the bed, kissing and hugging her husband until he was
awake.

“Good morning, sweetie. Hurry up and
come eat breakfast. I have some big news for you.”

Ty’s green eyes opened wide and he
stared at her toned flat stomach. “You’re pregnant?”

She laughed and shook her head while
pulling on his arm and moving him off the bed. “No, you sleepy
idiot, I’m not pregnant.”

He stretched and stood and walked to
the bathroom. “What then?”

She sighed. “I’m not going to yell it
through the bathroom door.”

The door opened. “Fine. Tell me
now.”

She smiled mischievously. “No, after
breakfast, but hurry up, let’s get down there so our son doesn’t
have to eat like a latch-key kid.”

They made their way down the stairs and
into the kitchen, Ty trying unsuccessfully the whole way, to get
Sharon to tell him what was going on.

When they had finished breakfast and
cleared the dishes and gotten Jeremy back upstairs to pick out some
toys to take to the sitter’s, Ty cornered his wife and made her
tell him the secret she had kept from him all morning. “Well, I was
thinking that for your anniversary present, I was going to finally
find a guy and fuck him while you watched.” She rushed the last bit
and her voice trailed off in a high pitch that made her sound
girlish.

Ty leaned back for a moment and didn’t
say anything, just stared at his wife while his mind seemed to be
trying to latch on to what she just said. She put a hand on his arm
and smiled. “Honey, we talked about it a lot, but it doesn’t mean
that it has to happen. I just thought it might be something
different and exciting that would let us celebrate our anniversary
in a meaningful way.”

He finally took her in his arms and
kissed the top of her head. “Honey, I think it’s the best idea
you’ve had all year.”

She laughed and slapped at his arm
playfully. “I’ve had a few others that were pretty good, too, like
the underwater sex toys we used in the Jacuzzi and the handcuffs
and . . .”

He stopped her fake protest with a
kiss. “Sweetheart, all your ideas are the best. Now, go get ready
and I’ll get Jeremy together.”

***

A few hours later, they had dropped
Jeremy off with the sitter and were sitting in a coffee shop
Googling night spots. They decided on a new club that seemed to be
a popular choice with the local college crowd. “Wow, do you think
you can snag one of those babies?” Ty teased his wife.

“I’m no cougar, honey.” She played at
being offended, but she knew she was far from being some old lady
trying to hit on a pimply teenager. She had only just turned
twenty-seven, a far cry from getting an AARP card.

“I know, baby. Well, we might as well
go shopping and get you an outfit for tonight.” He smiled as she
squealed. Shopping had been the magic word.

They spent quite a few
hours trolling the different boutiques downtown, Sharon seeming to
consider every piece of clothing in every store. Ty just kept
thinking of what the night would bring as he stood holding his
wife’s purse and giving nothing but positive reviews of everything
she tried on. At one point, she had huffed, “You say
good to everything. There
must be something you like better than the others.”

He shrugged. “What can I say, you look
stunning in all of it. This has to be your call.”

She did finally settle on a gold mini
that sparkled as she moved and high heels that seemed to push her
ass up into the stratosphere. Then, she topped it off with a sheer
blouse and something really wild. “What do you think of these?” She
held up a package that had two golden nipple pasties in
them.

Ty looked at them and wasn’t sure what
to say. He just grinned and nodded. She smiled and threw them in
with the rest of the outfit and they made their way to the car,
arms loaded down with shopping bags because, of course, she hadn’t
only shopped for the night. It was her anniversary, after
all.

They got home and Sharon showered and
powdered and pampered herself. She got dressed and smiled at her
reflection in the mirror. She did look hot and, she thought, it
would be the right kind of hot to attract a college guy on the
prowl. She had piled her strawberry blond hair up on her head, with
just a few strays artfully deployed to frame her narrow face and
high cheekbones. She didn't bother with anything too heavy make-up
wise because she thought her light freckles and big blue eyes would
give her an air of innocence that would be a good complement to her
outfit.

The outfit itself was something that,
when she marched downstairs and twirled in front of Ty while in it,
made him gasp and then pull her close. “You know, we don’t have to
go anywhere. We can stay right here and I can rip these off you
instead of some young hot stud.”

 

She laughed and pushed him away. “Well,
I think I’m ready to go. Get the car Jeeves.”

They drove for the hour it took to get
there and then parked a little ways out so Ty could keep a clear
view of the whole parking lot and the entrance to the club. He gave
Sharon a big kiss, on the cheek because she didn’t want him to
smear her lipstick, and sat back as he watched his wife head out in
pursuit of their extracurricular fun.

It was almost an hour and a half before
Sharon appeared again and he had just been ready to go in and get
her himself. Now, though, she came walking out of the club with a
gangly young guy with dark longish hair hanging in his face. He had
an air of Goth about his clothing, but he was acting anything but
moody. Several times while they made their way to his car, the Goth
guy grabbed Sharon around the waist and pulled her in for a kiss.
It made Ty feel slightly strange watching another man kiss his
wife, but he couldn’t deny it also turned him on like
crazy.

As they reached the car, an old beat-up
Toyota, Ty started his car and began driving over to a spot right
alongside it. By the time he parked again, his wife and Goth guy
had disappeared inside and were making out in the front seat like a
couple of high school kids. Soon, Sharon’s blouse was off and the
Goth guy had taken one of the pasties and stuck it to the window so
he could put his mouth on Sharon’s tit.

Watching Sharon’s head go
back and her mouth open silently in an “o” of excitement as the guy
sucked her nipple made Ty have an instant hard-on. He watched as
Sharon wiggled around in the car and then she seemed to slink down
and disappear from view. Suddenly, he saw her head start bobbing up
and down and the guy’s head go back against the car seat as his
mouth muttered what Ty imagined were many Oh, fuck’s and Fuck, yeah’s.

Ty’s view wasn’t perfect, but he got
enough of a picture that he was able to fill in the missing
moments. Sharon’s head bobbed for a while and eventually, began to
move faster, but then, she suddenly stopped and got back up and
began wiggling around, apparently working her way out of her
panties and lifting her skirt. When she was ready, she turned
around and got on all fours, the Goth guy getting on the other seat
to be behind her. Then, she put her face and her hands on the front
driver’s side window and Ty watched as she got repeatedly rammed up
against the lightly tinted glass. Her lipstick got smeared all over
the glass as her open mouth slid along it with each
thrust.

Ty reached down and undid his own
pants, feeling the pain of his erection as it pushed to be freed.
The moment it was, Ty moaned and spitting into his hand, grabbed
his shaft and began stroking it while he watched his wife getting
slammed over and over into the window. Her eyes found his through
the darkness and she seemed to blow him a kiss before one very
powerful thrust made her open her mouth in a silent scream and put
her hands up higher to strengthen their hold and keep her from
being jammed against the glass too harshly.

He kept watching as his wife began to
frantically mouth something over and over, arching her back against
the guy behind her and, then, Suddenly she sat up and her tits
pressed against the glass and her taut stomach rippled. Ty’s hand
moved faster on his hard throbbing shaft, his breathing becoming
ragged as he saw Sharon’s hands slip down the glass again and her
flushed face came into view.

Then, the guy seemed to grab Sharon and
turn her around, sliding her from Ty’s view. All Ty could make out
were his wife’s legs up on the guy’s chest as the guy leaned
forward and his body bounced up and down. Ty assumed the guy was
fucking his wife hard and the little he was seeing was tantalizing
enough that he soon felt his cock pulse in his hand and he came
just as the kid thrust forward into his wife and then collapsed
from view.

Moments later, his wife emerged from
the car, a little disheveled but radiant. The guy got out too,
smiling a big goofy grin and trying to convince Sharon to come back
inside with him. She shook her head, though, and gave him a quick
kiss on the cheek and sent him on his way.

Walking over to the car and Ty, she saw
his hungry expression and hurried over. After she had settled
herself and buckled the seat belt, she patted his leg casually and
looked over at him. “Well, sweetie, let’s get you home, shall
we?”

Ty drove over the speed limit the whole
way back and the moment the car hit the driveway, he had turned it
off and was pulling Sharon toward the house. They tumbled inside
and made their way to the stairs, tripping over each other’s feet
as they kissed and groped each other, peeling off clothes and
leaving them in a trail like Hansel and Gretel.

Once inside the bedroom, they feel onto
the bed and Ty climbed on top of her, kissing his way down her body
as she writhed on the comforter. When he got between her legs,
though, he stopped and looked up at her. “You know, I couldn’t see
very well from the car.”

She looked at him with lust-glazed
eyes. “What?”

“I didn’t see all that went on because
it was too hard to see from where I was in our car. I want you to
tell me everything that happened.”

She giggled and tried to push his face
down, but he dodged her hands and scooted up to her breasts,
resting his chin directly between them. “I want you to tell me the
story of what happened tonight.”

She heard the rawness in his voice and
felt it echo in her body. Her eyes looked at him dreamily.
“Okay.”

“When we got to the car, he didn’t
waste any time, he just ripped off my blouse and took off my
pasties and put my nipple in his mouth and sucked. His mouth was so
warm and the feel of his tongue as it stroked me made my pussy
begin to ache and throb.” Ty began to move back down her body.
“Then, he took his mouth off me and I decided to return the favor
and my hands moved to his pants to unzip them. It wasn’t easy
because there wasn’t a lot of room, but I wiggled around and
managed to free his cock. It was big and thick and I knew I just
had to have it in my mouth, so I slipped down into the wheel well
and buried my face in his crotch.”

Suddenly, Sharon let out a squeal as
Ty’s tongue found her clit and began to lick and suck it, moving
his tongue over it softly. He stopped though, when she hadn’t
resumed her narrative. “Keep going.”

Sharon shuddered, her need for his
tongue a powerful ache deep in her pussy. She focused and started
talking again. “Well, it wasn’t easy or very comfortable down there
giving him head, but as my mouth slid up and down his thick cock, I
felt such an amazing thrill in my pussy. It was like each time his
cock hit the back of my throat, an electric thrill traveled
straight to my clit. Finally, I couldn’t stand it anymore and I got
up.”

Ty’s head filled with the image of his
wife appearing in the window again, her breasts pushed against the
window. He licked her clit and pushed into her folds with his
tongue as he thought of her face forming that orgasmic “o” in the
glass.

“Well, he went behind me and grabbed my
hips with his strong hands and I wiggled my ass because I needed to
feel him inside me and then I looked up and saw you in our car
staring at me and that’s when his dick shoved inside and stretched
my pussy wide.”

Ty groaned, his mouth pushed hard on
her pussy, and she moaned in return. Her breathing was getting
harsher, but she continued with her story in short, breathy pieces.
“Then, he began to fuck me hard, shoving me up against the glass. I
felt his fingers slip underneath me and . . .and . . .and I! Oh,
fuck, honey!” Suddenly, Sharon’s body convulsed and Ty knew she was
coming. He jumped up and rammed his cock deep inside her, feeling
her pussy grip him over and over as he moved on top of
her.

She tried to keep talking, but it just
became nonsensical and, eventually, Ty just kissed her and let his
mouth quiet her as his cock kept shoving in faster and faster,
making her wiggle beneath him. His own head was finishing the story
now as he saw the kid pounding his wife and then coming and
thrusting deep, pushing her against the glass for him to clearly
see her expression of ecstasy.

Ty cried out and thrust forward hard
and his cock released deep inside her, his semen filling her. He
heard her yell as her pussy clenched hard around his spurting shaft
and he knew her orgasm was hitting her again. Finally, he collapsed
to the side and weakly pulled her into his arms, feeling her
breathing join his as their chests heaved hard and they tried to
calm themselves down.

An hour later, their eyes closed and
their breathing slower, they curled closer and pulled the blankets
over their naked bodies. Ty gave his wife a gentle kiss on the ear.
“That was a wonderful anniversary, baby. Thank you.”

She smiled and pressed her ass against
him. “And thank you, sweetie. Now, what are we going to do for next
year?”
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