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BIRTHDAY PRESENT


“So have you given any more thought to what you want for your birthday this year?”

I looked up at Allison. She looked back at me and hit me with a big grin.

It was a grin that said she had no idea what I was thinking of. It was a grin that said she figured I’d ask permission for a new video game or something.

“Well actually, I was thinking…”

“Oh yeah, you were thinking, Mister,” she said.

I took a moment to give my wife an up and down. She had a body that was worth giving an up and down. Dark hair that fell down too her shoulders. A nice round ass. Tits I loved to see bouncing over me, or bouncing in a bikini, or just bouncing under any circumstances when you got down to it.

And as I looked at those tits, I thought about how much fun it was when I had a little fun with them.

I took a deep breath and let it out, and suddenly Allison’s smile slipped. She looked unsure. Like she suddenly had an inkling of where I was going with this.

“I was thinking maybe this year instead of getting me a thing, you could get me an experience.”

She barely missed a beat. That smile was back in an instant.

“So are you thinking about a vacation or something?” she asked. “Like were you thinking a weekend in NYC? Something we’ve always talked about doing?”

I took another deep breath and let it out. I looked my wife up and down.

She was in a pair of comfortable pajamas she liked wearing around the house. She’d put on something a little nicer if she had a conference call at work, but for the most part it was all comfortable clothes all day long.

It was one of the joys of working from home, and it meant the two of us got to have a little bit of fun every once in a while. On days when I didn’t have to go into the office.

Always on the lunch hour, of course. At least if anybody asked us, that’s what we’d say.

“I was thinking about something different from a vacation,” I said. “Like this is something we’ve talked about, and maybe we’d get a hotel room, but it’s not for a vacation.”

Her smile definitely faltered this time. She could sense there was something going on here. She wasn’t sure what it was, but she knew whatever I was about to ask her would be something she wasn’t going to care for.

“Okay,” she said. “What’s going on here? Why are you looking at me like you’re about to ask for something impossible?’

I bit my lip, but I figured I might as well go for it. There was no time like the present, and if ever there was a time when I might convince her to finally do this? Maybe it was when she was offering me a birthday present.

I thought back to a time we’d gone out to a bar and played the pick-up game. That’d been a birthday present. We didn’t take things further than her getting chatted up a little bit, but that’d still been fun. That was something I still jerked off thinking about. Even years later.

“I was thinking maybe we could finally go through with it.”

She still smiled. I wasn’t sure if she was playing dumb, or if she really had no idea what I was talking about.

“Go through with it?” she asked. “Like are you talking about the kitchen remodel? Or getting the carpet replaced in the bedroom upstairs?”

“No, that’s not what I’m thinking about,” I said, chuckling. I looked her up and down and licked my lips. There was a good chance this was going to piss her off, but you missed one hundred percent of the shots you didn’t take. “I was thinking maybe we could finally go through with it.”

She stared for the space of another moment, and then her mouth fell open. She went from being all smiling and lovey-dovey to frowning.

She didn’t exactly look like she was pissed off. Not quite. But she looked like she was on her way to getting there.

“Wait, you’re talking about that?”

“Yeah, I’m talking about that,” I said.

It was weird. I was afraid to give voice to the thought. To give voice to the fantasy. Even when it was just the two of us standing here having a chat. It’s not like there was anybody to overhear us.

Still. It seemed like the kind of thing that needed to be discussed in hushed voices. The kind of thing I didn’t dare give voice to, because I’d always been afraid on some level that Allison would get so tired of me bothering her about this that she’d just up and leave me.

There was a rational part of me that knew that wasn’t likely, but that didn’t stop the worry.

“We’ve talked about this before,” she said. “I don’t know if this is a good idea.”

“I wasn’t thinking we do everything,” I said.

“You weren’t thinking we do everything,” she said, her voice flat.

Okay. She was going to take a little more convincing, but that was fine. I’d been thinking about this for twenty years now. I had plenty of talking points saved up to talk to her about. Plenty of ways to try and easer her into it.

“Yeah, I was thinking we could do a slow start. Maybe make a personal ad. It’s not like you have to go all the way.”

“That’s a big assumption you’re making that I’d even be interested in going all the way in the first place,” she said with a sigh. “I married you. Isn’t that enough?’

I stared at her for a long moment. This was a tactic she always tried when I brought this up. Something she did to try to get me to forget about it. But I couldn’t stop myself. Something had taken over. I felt like I was closer now than I’d ever been.

There was something about the way she hesitated as she talked about it that felt different from every other time this had come up. Maybe.

It wasn’t a new feeling for me. The all consuming fantasy of watching my wife with another man got so all consuming that I couldn’t think of anything but getting to watch it happen. Years of dreaming, years of jerking off, years of talking but never going further than fantasizing.

I knew I should be happy about fantasizing with her. It was a lot more than a lot of guys got when they mentioned this to their wives. I’d even heard of some guys who just straight up got a divorce when they brought it up.

I didn’t want that to be us, but I was well aware it could be us if I didn’t play my cards right.

Not that I was holding any cards anyway.

Hell, that could be us even if I did play the few cards I had right. Asking my wife to sleep with another man was a varsity level kink after all, but I also knew after all these years that it was something I had to have. I needed it on a fundamental level, and the idea of going my whole life without realizing this fantasy left me feeling empty.

Even as I was aware of just how goddamn dangerous it was.

“Look, Allison,” I said. “This is something I’ve dreamed about for years. The idea of watching you with another guy… Well, you know how much it turns me on.”

“Believe me, I know how much it turns you on,” she said, rolling her eyes. “I just don’t understand why you’re like this.”

I shrugged. “I don’t understand why I’m like this either. It’s just something that turns me on.”

“Is it because you’re secretly bi and you want an excuse to get with another guy?”

I barked out a laugh. She’d brought that up before. It was another thing she did to try and deflect. I was well versed in all her deflection strategies at this point.

“I’m as straight as can be,” I said. “I’m pretty damn sure of that. It’s just a fantasy of watching you.”

She came around the kitchen island where she’d been sipping her tea. She stared up at me and cocked her head to the side.

Which was an interesting look. That was the kind of look she gave me when she was considering something.

Which was more than she’d ever done before when it came to talking about this fantasy.

“So your dream is to watch your wife.”

“Yes.”

“With another man.”

“Absolutely.”

“And you don’t think that’s the least bit weird?”

“I totally realize that it’s very weird,” I said. “I realize it’s out of the ordinary, but it’s like the whole gay thing you just brought up.”

“Wait, are you telling me you’re gay? Not even bi? I guess I wouldn’t have a problem with the bi thing if I could still get with you, but I’m not sure how that would work out.”

“No, I’m not gay and I’m not bi,” I said. “But it’s sort of like being gay. People are born that way. It’s not a choice they make. At least it’s not a choice you make if you’re not some religious fruitcake living in the closet because your church tells you it’s evil or something.”

“I don’t know where you’re going with this,” Allison said.

“Where I’m going is this is just how I am. It’s how I was wired, and it’s something I need. It’s something I want. And I thought it might be the perfect birthday present.”

She bit her lip and sighed, and then she looked up to me again.

“This is really something that you absolutely have to have,” she said.

“I mean, don’t you think you’re lucky? How many women get an opportunity to fuck another guy with their husband’s permission? It’s not like this is going to be home wrecking or anything.”

“You don’t know that,” she said, and suddenly she was quiet.

Suddenly she had a distant look in her eyes. Like she was looking into a future where everything ended in tears and no amount of me reassuring her that I was into this was going to change that.

“So it really turns you on?” she asked, still staring up at me.

“It does,” I said.

“The idea of me pressing myself up against another guy like this,” she said.

And then she did just that, pressing herself up against me. I looked down at her. Looked at her cleavage. Because that pajama shirt she wore was showing off a generous amount of her body.

Any man would be lucky to get with her. I was the lucky bastard who got with her, but I also wanted to be the lucky bastard who got to watch her getting with somebody else.

“I do,” I said.

“Funny you should phrase it like that,” she said, smiling and letting out a sexy little purr that told me things were about to get interesting. “Because me saying ‘I do’ is exactly why this is a terrible idea.”

I licked my lips as I stared at her. I looked down at her cleavage on display as she stared up at me.

But there was something different bouncing between us. Maybe it was because I was asking for my birthday. Maybe it was because she was willing to give this a chance. Maybe it was just that the stars were finally aligning.

Maybe it was so much wishful thinking on my part.

But she sounded like she was almost interested. At the very least, she didn’t say no.

That was something. It was more than I’d ever gotten before when I brought this up.
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GAMES


“So what exactly turns you on about this anyway?” she asked, staring up at me.

I’d gone over this with her plenty of times before, but I figured if she was into talking about it then I was into talking with her about it. Also? My cock was rock hard and pressing up against her stomach. She was doing that on purpose.

I’d had a lot of time to think about this over the years. I’d thought there was something broken about me at first, but then I started to realize that it was just the way some people were wired.

Maybe the rest of the world didn’t understand it. There seemed to be a lot of hate, for all that it was a popular porn category. There also seemed to be a lot of fucking hypocrites out there.

“You know why, babe,” I said. “You’re so beautiful. Any guy would be lucky to get with you, and the idea of watching some guy getting with you really turns me on.”

“You’re the lucky guy who gets to get with me, though,” she said, echoing my earlier thoughts. “I don’t understand why that isn’t enough.”

“Well yeah, I realize that,” I said. “But the idea of getting to watch another guy getting to enjoy all the pleasure you offer…”

Mental images flooded my mind. I trailed off and shivered as I thought of all the possibilities.

I’d spent plenty of time over the years imagining all the ways she could get with someone else. There were scenarios that were ingrained in my head based on situations where it seemed like she could’ve gotten with someone else if we’d been willing to go through with this fantasy.

The problem being she’d never been in a place where she seemed willing to go through with the fantasy.

There were times when I’d thought we were close to fulfilling the fantasy. Like the time we were out playing that game at the bar and some guys had gone up to hit on her. There’d bene times when we were so close, but nothing ultimately happened.

It always fell apart because she wasn’t ready. And that was something I accepted, even as I always tried to keep the door open. Even as I always tried not to push her too hard. The last thing I wanted was for her to go along with something like this because I was constantly badgering her about it, and not because it was something she genuinely wanted to do.

“So you just want to whore your wife out? Is that what it is?” she asked. “Like I’m going to be taking money to fuck some guy or something? But you don’t even want them to pay. You’re just throwing me out there for some random guy to fuck.”

I shivered all over again. There was something compelling about that idea, for all that I’d never let on how compelling it was.

“It’s nothing like that,” I said. “It’s more like I’m getting to watch a sexy show, and the most beautiful woman in the world is the star of that show.”

“Because you’re whoring me out to someone else.”

“Come on, Allison,” I said, moving a hand up and pressing it against one of her breasts.

Her nipples were poking out. Which was a sure sign this was turning her on. Even if she didn’t want to admit it.

That wasn’t exactly new. She did get turned on when we talked about this sometimes. Maybe. But I also wasn’t going to turn down the opportunity if it seemed like she as getting into this.

“Thinking about getting with some guy who can’t believe he’s getting a chance with you. Some guy who’d never have a chance because you’re married, but you’re giving yourself to him while I’m watching? That’s hot.”

“I mean…”

She sighed and looked away. I wasn’t sure if that was a sigh that came from arousal or exasperation. Though I think she was more turned on than exasperated.

It wasn’t all that out of the ordinary for her to be a combination of aroused and exasperated when we had this conversation.

“So you want to watch while another man fucks me. Like he pounds me from behind and you’re watching my tits sway back and forth.”

My cock twitched again. There was a twinkle to her eye as she looked at me this time. Like she knew exactly what she was doing, and she was enjoying the shit out of what she was doing.

“Yeah, that’s pretty much it,” I said. I figured there was no point in denying it.

She looked at me. Her eyes darted back and forth. Like she was searching for something in my eyes. Finally she sighed again.

“Do you have any idea how ridiculous this sounds?”

I wanted to let out a growl of frustration, but I kept from doing it. I needed to be calm. Cool. Composed. Collected.

“I’m aware of how crazy it is,” I said. “But that doesn’t stop me from wanting what I want. Like that time you asked me to use the handcuffs.”

She blushed. “The handcuffs are nothing compared to this.”

“Oh yeah? What if I handcuffed you to the bed?” I asked.

“Oh yeah? What are you going to do when you handcuff me to the bed?” she asked.

I pulled up on her pajamas. I felt like we were on the verge of doing something here. She seemed really into this, and I was going to take advantage of her being really into this.

I pulled up, and her breasts fell out. There was a hint of bounce. I grabbed her tits and started playing with her nipples. I leaned down and sucked on one as she let out a sigh and wrapped her arms around my head, pulling me in and letting me know she was totally okay with all of this.

Maybe she was more than okay with this. This was the most turned on she’d ever been when we were talking about something like this. Though we had gone home and fucked like rabbits that night we went out to the bar and some guys hit on her before I swooped in.

I pulled away and leaned in to kiss her. Our lips parted and our tongues dueled with one another. I let out a quiet groan as I started grinding my cock against her. She jumped up and wrapped her legs around me.

Which had my eyes going wide, but I was totally here for this. I was totally here for all of this as her hot pussy started grinding against my cock that was begging for her.

I hadn’t expected some morning delight when I made this request, but I was all about it if she was willing to get it on.

Not to mention I figured it was a promising sign that she was getting this turned on talking about fulfilling my birthday request.

Maybe.

A guy could hope. So far I’d been living in hope for a decade now, but this was promising.

We kept right on kissing as I walked her over to the living room. I put her ass down on the back of the couch. Thankfully the couch was nice and wide and just the right height that I could grind against her while we kissed.

And we kept kissing. It was a feverish sort of thing. Like there was a pent-up desire deep inside my wife that was finally being let out.

I didn’t dare to hope there was a pent-up desire around this fantasy inside my wife that was finally being let out, but again. A guy could dream.

But I also messed up a little. I was too eager as I pressed against her. She pulled away, her eyes going wide as she let out a loud yelp.

And then we were both falling forward. We managed to roll as she fell back across the couch. I came with her, and then I was half rolling and half crawling while holding onto her with one hand and trying to keep her from falling to the floor with the other hand.

That would be awkward starting with a fantasy and a little bit of morning delight and ending up with a trip to the emergency room.

Then I was on top of her, grinding against her as our tongues dueled with each other all over again. I kept grinding my cock against her pussy.

Finally I pulled back. I kept pressing my cock against her. She stared up at me, panting.

“So this is what you want?” she asked me. “Fucking some other guy in our living room?”

I cocked my head to the side and thought about that. “Actually, that’s not what I want at all.”

She bit her lip as she stared up at me. “Seriously?”

“Well, yeah?” I said. “I feel like it’d be a really bad idea for us to do this in our house. I don’t want to invite a total stranger over here.”

“Yeah, I get that,” she said. “That would be taking a big risk, after all.”

“Maybe if you found somebody you like who’s a regular then they could come over here someday,” I said, not wanting to give up on the possibility while she was considering it. “Or maybe you could go over to someone’s house and have some fun. Or you could go out and pick up some single guy looking for a one-night stand.”

I kept right on grinding against her as I kept up this running talk of all the things I’d fantasized about her doing over the years. Though I also knew she was taking a big risk going out and acting like she was single to get with a guy for a one night stand.

There were STIs to worry about. There was pregnancy to worry about. There was the fact that there were a lot of asshole guys out there who might not take no for an answer. There were all sorts of ways this could go wrong.

Which was part of the reason why I didn’t dare hope this was actually going to happen, but we’d done dirty talk around this fantasy plenty of times before.

When I asked her to do this for my birthday? I’d done it while being convinced it wasn’t actually going to happen.

But I was going to push this as far as we could go.

“I think I’d want you to be there for the first few times, at least,” she said.

What she said struck me like a bolt of lightning out of a clear blue sky. It slammed into me, and I was almost seeing stars. I almost came against her right then and there.

It was the combination of grinding her pussy against me and her talking like that. I’d come against her dry humping a few times back in the day, but we were married now. That had been back when new were dating. In married life you could always just fuck.

There were times when I missed the long and seemingly never-ending makeout sessions. Spending time exploring each other’s bodies. Really enjoying getting to know each other.

That was the trade-off. I could get laid with the most beautiful woman in the world pretty much whenever I wanted, but that meant we were usually getting through it because we also had other things to do.

The joys of married life and getting older.

“So you’re seriously considering it?” I asked, barely daring to believe I was actually this close after so long.

She bit her lip as she stared up at me. She had a mischievous smile.

“Wouldn’t you like to know?”

“Actually, I would like to know,” I said. “I’d very much like to know. Am I getting my birthday present or not?”
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NEGOTIATIONS


Istared down at Allison, wondering what the answer was. I got the feeling this was a situation where I might be able to get something if I didn’t ask for too much.

The question was, where was the line? What was too much? What would be too far for her?

I drank in her body. I loved the way her tits swelled in her pajama shirt, and suddenly an idea occurred to me.

“Well, that depends. What do you think is going too far?” I asked.

She bit her lip and looked away, blushing the entire time. God it was beautiful watching her blushing like that. Even more so because it seemed like she actually might be in a mood to go through with this.

Which I could hardly believe, but here we were.

“I don’t know,” she said. “I mean. We’re married. It’s such a dangerous thing to do.”

“I don’t know that it’s dangerous,” I said.

“How could it be anything but dangerous,” she asked, rolling her eyes. “You’re talking about me getting with another man. That’s not the kind of thing that happens in a normal marriage.”

“Maybe it’s not the kind of thing that happens in a normal marriage, but it could be the kind of thing that happens in our marriage,” I said.

“You’re actually serious about this,” she said.

“I’ve always been serious about it.”

“I mean…”

She hesitated for a moment. She was still looking away. She still looked unsure. She still had a big old blush across her cheeks.

But she was thinking about it, which was more than I’d ever gotten from her before. I was going to strike while the iron was hot and get what I wanted.

“I don’t think I’d be comfortable with fucking somebody,” she finally said.

“That’s okay,” I said, figuring she was getting used to the idea. “I never said you had to fuck somebody.”

“Come on,” she said, hitting me with a flat stare. “You’ve been talking about me fucking somebody else ever since you first brought this up.”

I grinned, and now it was my turn to blush.

“Okay. So maybe I have been thinking about you fucking somebody else since this whole thing started, but we don’t have to do that right away.”

“There’s a good chance we’re not going to do that ever, Mister,” she said, staring up at me with a stern look.

“If you say so,” I said.

Even getting her to do something other than fucking would be amazing. I figured even getting to watch her rolling around with another dude would be more than I’d ever hoped for. More than I’d ever dreamed.

Even though she was right. There was a whole lot I’d dreamed about her doing over the years, and it involved a whole hell of a lot more than just some heavy petting.

“Besides,” I said. “I think I’ve got a nice low stakes thing for you to start with. Something that doesn’t involve too much risk.”

That was something else I always thought about. The risk involved in this. Some men were pure assholes, and I didn’t want to send my wife out to be a sacrifice to some prick who took it for granted that he was getting the opportunity to bang my wife.

There were also other things to think of. There was the risk of an STI. I didn’t want her first experience getting with somebody else to include getting something from somebody else, if you catch my meaning.

“Okay. I’m still not convinced, but this is something I have to hear,” she said. “What could we possibly do that would be low stakes?”

“That’s simple,” I said with a grin. I grabbed her breasts. They were soft and yet firm at the same time. She wasn’t wearing a bra.

That was one of my small joys in life. One of the things I loved about being married and working from home most of the time with a wife who also worked from home all the time.

She only put a bra on if she had a video call. Which meant she was walking around with her nipples poking out most of the time.

It was enough to drive me to distraction when I was working from home. There’d been a few times when I was in the middle of a meeting of my own and she’d walked past with her nipples poking out. It’d been all I could do not to take off my headset and bend her over the couch to fuck her.

That’d happened a couple of times when she’d walked past and I wasn’t in a meeting.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“I think you know what I’m doing,” I said.

I’d been a huge fan of my wife’s tits from the first time I laid eyes on her. I still remembered seeing her across the room at a work gathering. Back when the two of us had been starting out a couple of years after college.

She’d worn a little black dress that was work appropriate, but the way she wore it made it pure sin. She’d worn a bra that night, but the dress was low cut and it gave me an impressive view of a chest that was worth looking at. Especially on her athletic frame that made it clear she spent plenty of time in the gym.

I could still remember the amazing moment when I got to see them for the first time. To cop a feel over her bra, and then under her bra.

It always got me turned on thinking about some other dude getting that same opportunity with my wife. Getting to stare at her tits. Maybe getting to do more than stare at her tits.

I moved a hand up under her shirt. I felt her bare flesh, and pinched her nipple just a little. Just enough to let her know I was there.

She squeezed her eyes shut and her mouth fell open in a quiet gasp. Oh yeah. I’d definitely gotten her attention.

“I think I might know what you’re thinking,” she said.

“I think you know exactly what I’m thinking,” I said.

It really was perfect. As far as I could tell, there was no worry about her getting an STI from what I was thinking. Plus I’d get to watch a guy splashing his come all over my wife, which would be fucking hot.

I stood and quickly got out of my own shorts. Then I moved to straddle her. I didn’t bother to move her shirt out of the way. That was all part of the fun. I did move my cock forward and slid it between her tits.

Usually we used lube for this. It made everything easier, but it wasn’t necessary for what I wanted to do.

She stared up at me. She seemed incredulous for a moment.

“What?” I asked.

“You seriously want to watch another guy fucking my tits?”

“I figure that’s a nice low stakes thing for us to do.”

“Watching another man slide his cock between your wife’s tits is a nice low stakes thing to do,” she said, and again her voice was flat. Her look was flat. Everything about her was incredulity personified.

“I mean, yeah?” I said with a shrug. “It’s a little more intimate than a handjob, but it’s not quite as involved as giving a guy a blowjob.”

I started sliding my cock forward and back. She moved her own hands up and held her tits in place, squeezing them around my cock as I moved it up and down inside her shirt. Then she frowned and pulled up on her shirt, and I had to shift to let her pull it off.

Then I was staring down at my wife topless on the couch in our living room. I slid my cock between her tits again, and she cupped her hands against them to squeeze them together.

“So that idea really turns you on,” she said, still staring up at me. “Letting me let another guy fuck my tits.”

“I mean… you could mess around too,” I said. “It’s not like you have to be soulless or anything like that. You don’t have to just ask him to climb on the bed and fuck your tits and then he’s out of there when he’s done.”

“If those were my terms, would you accept?”

I almost missed a stroke, and I never missed a stroke, to quote the great purple one himself.

But her talking about this like there was actually a chance… that had me missing a stroke.

“Of course I’d go along with it. If that’s what you wanted,” I said.

She smiled. “Just making sure we’re still on the same page.”

“I’m not sure we’re still on the same page at all,” I said. “I don’t know if we were ever on the same page.”

She kept her hands squeezed together. Kept her tits squeezed together, and I kept fucking them. I picked up the pace as she kept talking.

I was close. So very close. But I wanted to finish this conversation before I came, even though sliding my cock between her tits and thinking about another man sliding his cock between her tits was almost pushing me over the edge.

“Okay. Fine,” she said, smiling up at me.

It was a hesitant sort of smile. Like she still wasn’t entirely sure about doing this, but she was willing to give it a try.

Meanwhile, I blinked. I could scarcely believe I was hearing what I was hearing.

“Fine?”

“Yeah, fine,” she said. “I figure rolling around with a guy and letting him fuck my tits? That might be a good way to test the waters on this whole thing. It’s not like he’s going to be penetrating me or anything, right?”

I licked my lips. My mouth suddenly felt dry. So very dry.

“Yeah, it’s not like he’s going to be penetrating you or anything.”

“No. He’ll just be splashing his come all over my tits. And maybe on my face,” she said.

And that was finally. too much. I let out a groan as I shoved forward one final time.

A rope of come shot up and landed on her neck. She went wide-eyed. The next shot popped up and hit her cheek. The next one was in her hair.

“Holy shit. What’s happening?” she asked.

“I’m coming,” I said. “What does it look like?”

“Yeah, but you’ve never come this hard before,” she said, closing her eyes. And then a moment later she was spluttering as some of my come landed on her lips.

I imagined it was another man’s come landing on her lips.

“Other guys come harder sometimes,” I said. “It’s possible if you go through with this then you’ll be getting a facial on top of getting your tits fucked.”

To her credit, she kept her hands together and kept her tits wrapped around my cock the entire time. I kept pumping my load all over my wife’s chest and all over her face.

Finally it came to an end. I pulled back and away.

“Okay. I need you to go and get me some tissues to start, and I need a wet washcloth. With cold water, mind you. I don’t want that stuff getting stuck in my hair forever.”

“Right,” I said, jumping up and hopping to it. I figured I wanted to keep her happy. Especially after…

I hesitated for the space of a breath.

“What are you waiting for?” she asked.

“You were serious?” I asked, almost afraid to bring up the question. “You’re actually going to do it?”

“Yes. I’m actually going to do it,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Now go get me that washcloth, damn it, and happy birthday.”

Happy birthday to me indeed!
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ONLINE DATING


Ipulled my laptop up and showed it to Allison. She turned and looked at me, arching an eyebrow in a clear question.

"Are you going to show me a porn or something?" she asked.

"I mean…”

I hesitated. On the one hand, I was going to show her something a little different from a porn, but on the other hand, if she was in the mood to do that…

She was surprisingly open-minded about that sort of thing, and I'd used it as an excuse to show her some stuff that featured two dudes and one woman. I figured that would be a good way to maybe Trojan horse in the idea of her letting somebody get inside her with a Trojan condom.

Giggity.

"You don't have a porn ready to go?" she asked, biting her lip and staring at me.

"Not exactly," I said. "I was going to show you a website."

"You were going to show me a website?"

"Is there something wrong with that?" I asked.

"Is this going to be like the time you showed me that stupid website where..."

"Never mind about that," I said, not sure what she was talking about and really not wanting to get into it. I didn't want our conversation to get sidetracked into an argument.

I already figured there was a pretty good chance we were going to get sidetracked into an argument anyway. Better to avoid it if possible.

There was still a large part of me that didn't quite believe she was going to go ahead with this. I mean, sure, she promised it was going to be my birthday present and everything. Sure she usually took that sort of thing pretty damn seriously, but still. I had trouble believing she was going to do it.

"What is this site?" she asked, frowning as she looked at what I pulled up. "Wait, is this a dating site? Were you on a dating site?"

I could see where she would make that mistake. It was a website with a bunch of profiles on it. I hadn't ever actually gone to a dating site myself. Thankfully I never had the need to use one of those things, and we got together pretty quickly after getting out of college when I could find plenty of women. No apps necessary.

Looking at some of the people I worked with and hearing some of the horror stories they told about trying to date on those apps made me glad that I didn't have to deal with that bullshit.

"I mean, it's sort of a dating site," I said, not wanting to lie to her, but also not wanting her to get totally the wrong idea about what was going on here.

"Why the hell are you on a dating site, and why is it an actual dating site? Don't most people use apps like Grindr or whatever?"

I snorted.

"What? I don't think this is very funny," she said.

Her voice was rising. Not good. Somebody might overhear her. The last thing I needed was for her to draw the wrong kind of attention.

"Would you please stop freaking out for a moment and listen to me?" I said. "I'm trying to explain things to you, and you're not helping me by freaking out."

"I think I'm pretty justified in freaking out at the thought of my husband being on a dating site, babe," she said.

"It's like I told you, it's sort of a dating site, but it's also sort of not a dating site."

"Okay, so you explain to me exactly what's going on here, and I reserve the right to divorce you if it turns out you're trying to get with other women."

"Yeah, well, I wouldn't be getting with many women if I was on Grindr. Where do you get all your information about dating apps anyway?"

"From Steven at work," she said.

"Oh, that makes more sense," I said, shaking my head and chuckling.

"What?" she asked.

"Stop and think about the kind of dating app Steven is likely to use."

She clearly took a moment to think about it, and then her eyes went wide and her mouth fell open.

"Oh, right. I guess you wouldn't be using the kind of app that Steven would be using."

"You're damn right I wouldn't."

"At least I don't think that's something you’d do.”

"I've always been totally honest with you about the kind of thing that turns my crank," I said.

"Yeah," she said, elbowing me in the side. "But there's always been a part of me that wondered if maybe you watching me with another guy was your attempt to get a little guy-on-guy action and not have it be cheating."

"No, thank you," I said. "And please don't say anything like that when we go through this site. I don't want somebody to get the wrong idea. There are probably dudes out there looking for a little guy-on-guy action, and that's not my thing."

"Okay, now I'm really interested," Allison said, turning to look at the website in front of me.

"So this is a website where people who are into the kink lifestyle can find people to play with."

"To play what?" she asked, her voice flat as she looked at me.

"That's the way people talk about it. Sort of like swinging or swapping. That sort of stuff."

"You seem to know an awful lot about this," she said.

"Yeah, well, I was vaguely aware these websites were out there, but it was only a vague awareness. I've been learning a lot about this stuff ever since you agreed to the whole birthday present thing."

"Right. So that's what this is all about," she said, shaking her head and chuckling. "You're starting to make me regret ever agreeing to that."

I turned and looked at her, and I hit her with a serious look. The kind of look that I hoped got across to her exactly how serious this was.

"You know, the instant you tell me you're not interested in doing this is the instant we drop it forever, right?"

"Yes, I know," she said, putting her hand on my shoulder and giving it another push. "And I was only joking about it. Sort of. Maybe."

"Okay," I said, staring at her. "I just wanted to make absolutely sure."

"I bet you did," she said, and her mouth quirked up in a half smile.

"So anyway," I said, getting back to the matter at hand, "This is a site where people can sign up either as couples or as individuals. I figured we could put together a profile and then we could see what there is to see."

"Oh, yeah. Put together a profile and see what there is to see," she said.

Her voice was flat. Like she didn't like the idea of putting together a profile and seeing what there was to see, but I could also tell there was something else going on here. One of her hands had strayed down in between her pajama bottoms, and she was lightly touching herself. The kind of thing she only did when she was getting turned on.

Like it had been a pleasant surprise the first time I'd sat down to watch a porn with her, two guys and one girl, and rather than acting like she was going along with it and doing me a favor? She'd actually started playing with herself without realizing she was playing with herself.

And I sure as shit wasn't going to say a goddamn thing and draw her attention to the fact she was playing with herself. No, I just kept right on enjoying the show, and then we went into some of the most intense lovemaking we'd ever had as a married couple.

Which was the first time I had an inkling that maybe she was a little more into this than she was letting on.

And today there she was, running her hand up and down along her pussy. Not quite going all out. She’d bring out the vibrator if she wanted to do that. But still, she seemed to be getting turned on. That was something.

"Can we look at some of the profiles now?" she asked.

"I don't know," I said, frowning. "I think a lot of this stuff is hidden behind verification. Like, you have to submit pictures proving who you are. We might even have to put in a driver's license or something."

"I don't know if I'm comfortable with that," she said.

I could feel that I was losing her, and so I stepped in before things could get really awkward.

"I figured I could be the one who started the account. There's no need for you to give away your driver's license or anything."

"You're not worried about that?" she asked.

I shrugged. "I mean, if it means I get to have fun with you? Then I'm not worried about it."

"You get to have fun with me," she said. "That's a nice way to phrase this."

"I thought it was," I said, and now it was my turn to smile at her. She kept her eyes on me for a long moment.

"Anyway," I said, "Let's click around some of the profiles."

So we did just that. I did a search for guys who were looking for a couple, and pretty soon there were a bunch of dudes who had all sorts of ripped abs who came up.

"Damn," Allison said, staring with her mouth open.

My eyes darted down to between her legs. Down to where her hand was still moving up and down, trailing lightly, but it was definitely trailing.

"I didn't know there were guys like that on sites like this. I thought you said this was for swingers."

"I mean, I'm sure hope springs eternal and there are plenty of guys out there who’d love to get laid by getting with a couple. I imagine there are a lot more dudes like that than there are women like that."

"What would make you say that?" she asked.

I snorted. "Because they literally call women looking to get with a couple 'unicorns' because they're so fucking rare."

"Oh, yeah?" she asked. "And how do you know so much about this?"

“Again, it's the kind of thing that you kind of pick up on if you fantasize about this for long enough.”

"Click on that profile there," she said.

I noticed something interesting as we looked through these profiles. There were a lot of guys on here who looked like they were up for having a little bit of fun with a married woman, which I guess shouldn't have surprised me, but all of them had pictures that weren’t showing their junk, and they weren't showing their faces.

I wondered if that was only the public-facing side of things, or if everybody was shy on here. I guess we’d have to figure that out.

I clicked on a profile, and I was brought to a page that told me I needed to create an account if I wanted to see more.

I sighed. We'd been stopped, and things had been so promising so far.

"Damn," I muttered.

"Wait, what's the problem?" Allison asked, staring at the screen. "Why can't you click the thing and pull up the profile?"

"The problem is we need to set up a profile of our own before we do anything," I said.

"Well, shit," Allison said. "So I guess we go ahead and create the profile?”

I glanced over to her, but she only had eyes for the screen in front of me. For the screen where she'd been looking at all those dudes. Her mouth was hanging open, and her hands were still down between her legs. She was still lightly rubbing her pussy.

If ever there was a time to strike while the iron was hot, this was fucking it. And so you bet your ass I was going to create a profile.

"Okay. I'll go ahead and do that," I said. "And in the meantime, why don't you go ahead and get into some lingerie?"

"Wait, lingerie?"
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FASHION SHOW


“How does this one look?” Allison asked, stepping out of our bathroom and showing me a bit of lingerie that had my eyes bugging out.

She hadn't been all that big on lingerie when we first got together, but I'd bought her different pieces over the years, and always made sure to really compliment her.

And boy did she look amazing right now. It was a sheer black nightie with a thong on the bottom and sheer black strip that covered her pussy. Barely. Like I could see her nipples and her pussy pressing through the thing. I could see the outline of her entire body.

I was immediately hard. I wanted to run across the room and throw her down on the bed and fuck her right there.

But I held my peace, because I knew I needed to play this carefully. She was turned on. Her nipples were hard and pressing out. She was breathing a little heavily. She had all the markers of being turned on. More than I'd seen her turned on in a while.

She eventually decided she liked the lingerie stuff enough that she started getting her own. Like actually going out and shopping at those places and getting sexy little things she could wear to surprise me.

It’d been one hell of a surprise the first time she stepped out with some lingerie on her own, and I realized I'd managed to do something often enough that she finally decided she was into it on her own and played along.

I really hoped something similar was playing out here with the idea of her being with somebody else. She certainly seemed to be reacting positively so far.

And there was a jealousy churning inside me. A jealousy I hadn't even realized would be there. A jealousy at the idea of her being so turned on looking at other guys on that website that she immediately wanted to go into the walk-in closet and get out some lingerie to try on so I could take pictures of her to put up on that website for other guys to stare at her.

Other guys would be staring at her, seeing my wife wearing practically nothing. Seeing my wife wearing the kind of thing I'd only ever seen her wear.

It would be sharing one hell of an intimate thing from our sex life. I loved it, but at the same time, I felt queasy. And sick. And jealous. And turned on all at the same time thinking about sharing this part of our life with a bunch of random strangers on the internet.

Even as I knew that I was going to be sharing a whole hell of a lot more than that by the time this was all done."

“Well, what do you think?” she asked, looking even more annoyed as I continued to stare at her rather than saying anything.

I blinked and shook my head.

"Sorry,” I finally said. “I guess I got a little distracted by the sexy.”

She rolled her eyes. “It would hardly be the first time you got distracted by the sexy. But seriously, do you think this is a good one?”

“I think that looks amazing,” I said. “And I think anybody who sees you wearing it is going to be really turned on.”

“Good," she said, disappearing back into the bathroom and our walk-in closet where presumably she was going to go looking for more stuff to wear. "How is everything going with the verification? Like are we going to be able to do that tonight, or is that something where we're going to have to have a waiting period or something?"

I frowned as I stared down at the verification process. I had my license out, and I'd been about to take a picture of it with the webcam on my laptop. They also said they were going to need to do a scan of my face.

That had me feeling vaguely uncomfortable for completely different reasons, but I also had a rock hard cock. I knew I was going to do anything I could to make this a reality.

I didn't even care that I was potentially giving over my information and my ID to some company that might be able to connect me to a porn site. All I cared about was that I’d get to use that porn site for watching my wife getting with other men.

"I'm working on it," I said. "Not really sure about it yet, but I'll let you know as soon as I know more."

"Okay, just let me know," she called out.

And then she went quiet. The only thing I heard was the rustle of clothing from the closet, which had my cock throbbing in my pants. God, I loved the idea of what we were about to do.

I figured even if we didn't get to put anything up on the website tonight, even if she didn't get to look at some of the guys that had obviously gotten her hot and bothered, I’d be able to take some pictures of her in that lingerie. That photo session would probably lead to some very interesting things before the night was through.

At least I hoped it would.

Allison came around a second time. This time, she was wearing something that was more bra and panties than what I’d think of as traditional lingerie. It was a bright pink number, and it looked incredible on her.

Again, there was a thong on the backside when she did a twirl around, and a patch that was almost translucent that covered her modesty. Not that she had much in the way of modesty wearing something like that.

She hit me with another beaming smile as she looked me up and down.

"Well?" she asked.

I bit off what I was about to say. I’d been about to say she was being awfully brazen for somebody who wasn't even into this idea when we started earlier tonight. The last thing I wanted was to remind her she'd barely been into this when we started earlier tonight, though.

I wasn't going to shoot myself in the dick before we even had a chance to have some fun.

"You look amazing," I said once I picked my jaw up from off the bed. "I don't think I've seen that particular set before."

"Yeah, this is something I bought a couple of weeks ago. It was going to be a surprise for your birthday, and I suppose in a way it's still a surprise for your birthday, right?"

"Yeah, I suppose it is," I said, grinning and chuckling.

"Okay, I'm going to go see what else I can find," she said.

"Do you still have that mask you wore from Halloween about five years ago?" I asked.

"Mask?" she asked.

I suddenly felt like an idiot. This was something I should've thought of before we started doing all this.

"You know, the one that was supposed to be, like, a masquerade mask or something?”

Her eyes lit up.

"Oh, that thing? Yeah, I think I still have it. Why?"

"Do you want your face to be in these pictures?" I asked.

Her cheeks colored at that. "No, I don't want my face to be in these pictures.”

"Yeah, well, in that case you need to wear a mask. I'm going to need to find the one I had for that same party."

It had been a Halloween party we went to, but rather than being a party where everybody was dressed up like a monster or something, everybody had been dressed up like we were going to an old-fashioned masquerade.

Though my only context for a masquerade ball was a scene out of Labyrinth. It's not like I knew a whole hell of a lot about how they were supposed to work.

"I think I remember where they are," she said, biting her lip.

Like there was a whole hell of a lot of anticipation there. She was looking forward to taking these pictures. My cock twitched as I furiously worked my way through registration.

Why did they have to make all of this so goddamn difficult? But I knew why they were making it so goddamn difficult even as I clicked through the site.

They wanted to make sure they were only getting people who were serious about doing this sort of thing. Not somebody who’d sign up on a whim, and then they’d be cluttering the site forever more because they decided they didn't want to go through with it after all.

I wondered if there was a problem with people flaking out on a website like this. I imagined there were a lot of people who got excited about the idea of playing around with another couple, but then got cold feet when they actually got down to it.

I wondered if my wife was going to be one of those people who got excited at the idea of playing around with others, but then she got cold feet when it finally came time to actually do it.

She disappeared back into the walk-in closet, and again I heard her rummaging through drawers and moving clothing around.

I finally got to the last bit. They had to do a quick scan of my face, which felt like something straight out of science fiction. I remembered watching an old Star Trek and thinking the idea of somebody doing a retina scan to allow a person into a computer system seemed like the kind of futuristic technology that would never be available in my time. And now here I was letting someone take a scan of my face to verify I was an adult to access porn on the internet.

I shook my head and chuckled.

"What's so funny?" she asked from the closet. "Did you find a guy with a weird-looking dick or something?"

I blinked.

"What are you talking about?" I asked.

"You know there's probably some guys out there with weird-looking dicks and they put ‘em up on that website not realizing they have a weird-looking dick, and then they get messages and people are talking to them about how they have a weird-looking dick and suddenly they have a crisis of confidence or something."

"You're crazy, hon," I said.

"Whatever," she said, reappearing.

My jaw fell to the ground.

"Where did you find that thing?"

She was in a bit of lingerie I recognized all too well. It was a piece of lingerie she hadn't worn since our honeymoon. It was a piece of lingerie purchased just for her to wear on the honeymoon.

Something about a tradition where the groom's family buys the bride a nice piece of lingerie to help with the whole getting laid thing. Which seemed like a weird fucking tradition, but I couldn't argue that whoever bought the thing had picked out something that certainly looked amazing on my wife.

There was a bra up top that was translucent to the point I could see her nipples poking through. And again, there were bottoms that were just a thong and a thin patch of white that covered her pussy. Her stomach was bare, and then the material flared out in a V-shape from her breasts to expose that bare stomach and then wrap around the rest of her body.

I felt lightheaded as I looked at her in that thing. I hadn't even realized she still had that. I hadn't realized it was an option.

"How long have you been holding onto that?" I asked.

Again, she shrugged.

"I figured this could be a surprise someday. Like maybe when we have a big anniversary or something,"

"I mean, our tenth is coming up soon enough," I said.

"I know," she said, "But then I figured if we're doing the whole… Well, this whole thing you want me to do, then doesn't it make sense for you to take pictures of me in my wedding night lingerie?"

My mouth felt dry. I licked my lips to try and get some moisture going there. I couldn't tear my eyes off of her.

And as I stared at her, I totally thought that sounded like an amazing idea, but I was surprised that she made the connection between her stepping out on our marriage, with my permission, of course, and wearing lingerie that hadn't seen the light of day since the two of us just got married.

"Yeah," I said when I finally found my voice. I was surprised that my voice was hoarse. "I think that sounds like a great idea."
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RESEARCH


"Good news," I said, still fiddling with the website.

"What's that?" Allison asked, looking over at me.

She was sitting on one of the decorative chairs we had over on the other end of the room. Why did we have decorative chairs over on the other end of the room? I had no idea, though I'd always looked over at those and thought of all the jokes and memes about dudes sitting in a cuck chair. My mind had naturally led to the kind of thing I might be able to watch in my own bedroom with my own wife starring on our own bed.

Not that I thought we would ever do that kind of thing in our own bed. That was dangerous.

"Looks like we're finally in," I said.

"So does that mean we are finally going to take some pictures?" she asked.

I looked over at her and smiled.

"What?" she asked.

"You," I said.

"What about me?" she asked.

"You're standing there acting so impatient about all this. I've been working on this for, like, ten minutes."

"Yeah. But it's ten minutes that feels like forever. I'm getting all hot and bothered thinking about all this, and instead of seizing the moment, you're sitting there messing with a website."

"The website that gets you all hot and bothered is hidden behind a password protection and ID verification," I said with a shrug. "It's not like there's anything I can do about that."

"Just hurry up," she said, biting her lip. "I want to get these pictures, and I want to have a look at what's available on that website."

I shivered. We'd talked about testing the waters. Seeing if there was even anyone out there who would interest her.

But she was acting really turned on now. Like this was something she really needed. Like she couldn't stop thinking about it.

I knew what she felt like. I couldn't stop thinking about her with another guy. It was an obsession that had been with me for years. An obsession I never thought would actually happen.

"Almost there," I said, clicking and tapping a few more times. "And there we go.”

I grinned as I put the finishing touches. And we had a blank profile that was ready to be filled. I shivered. Ready to be filled. I looked over at my wife. That profile wasn't the only thing that was ready to be filled.

"Great," she said, popping up and hitting me with a smile, turning on an emotional dime where it seemed like all of it had been an act. But I could still see a hint of impatience in her body language as she strutted her way across the bedroom.

I stared at her. I thought about how she'd looked the first time I saw her looking like that. I thought about how gorgeous it had been in that hotel room in New York. Watching her in that lingerie with the skyline behind her.

She was just as beautiful today as she'd been then. Sure, the background left a little to be desired compared to where we'd been staying in New York, but whatever.

"Do you like what you see?" she asked, her voice a low purr as she leaned over me. Which caused her breasts to fall forward and I could see everything. I could see it all.

How could I not when she was in an outfit like that? She was beauty personified.

"Yeah, I like it," I said.

"Good," she said, turning on a dime again and smiling as she leaned down to peck me on the cheek. "Then get your phone out. It's time for us to take some pictures."

"Yeah, I will," I said.

I looked down. My cock throbbed. I thought of all the things I wanted to do to her. I wanted to throw her down on the bed and fuck her right there. We could skip getting picture for some stupid website.

But I wasn't going to skip picture for a website. Especially not this website. Not when I'd been dreaming of doing something like this forever. And it seemed like Allison was finally on board.

"Are you ready?" I asked, holding up my phone.

"I think so," she said, biting her lip and suddenly looking unsure of herself. Which was a sexy look for her.

I could stare at her in that outfit all day long. It reminded me so much of when we'd been on our honeymoon. When we'd been hopped up on the energy of just being married.

I was feeling some of that energy now. My cock was rock hard. I could think of nothing but throwing her down and fucking her.

"Why don't you go up against that wall?" I said, pointing to a wall along the back of the room. One that didn't have any obvious markers on it.

It's not like we had a lot of people coming through our room on the regular. It was just our bedroom. Still, I didn't want to have even a chance somebody might recognize some of the décor from our house and realize what we were doing.

We were trying to find somebody nearby to have a little bit of fun with, but that didn't mean I wanted somebody I worked with to realize what was going on.

"Why that wall?” she asked with a frown. "That's the one we've been wanting to repaint for, like, five years now.”

She said it with the faintest hint of accusation. Like it was my fault that wall hadn't been repainted yet. Which it kind of was. She'd been asking me about it since forever, and I kept forgetting about it because there were other things that needed to get done.

"Do we really have to have this conversation right now?" I asked.

"What conversation?" she asked.

"We're going to argue about the wall paint.”

“I wasn't arguing about the wall paint. I was just saying it's not a color I like.”

"I'm aware it's not a color you like," I said. "But we need to have a nice neutral color in the background that doesn't have any of the art hung up around the place."

"Why wouldn't I want to have any of the art I've hung up around the place displayed in the background?" she asked. "Do you really think the people looking at these pictures are going to care about the art in the background when they're looking at this?"

She punctuated that by reaching down and grabbing her tits, giving them a nice feel. Which was all sorts of distracting. Again, I just wanted to throw her down on the bed and have my way with her while I thought about how hot it would be having a bunch of guys looking at pictures of her but not actually getting to the point where it was happening.

I took a deep breath. I wasn't going to let this devolve into an argument. Even if she was being ridiculous right now.

"Do you really want to have something recognizable in the background?" I asked.

"Like any of our friends or my coworkers are on a site like that," she said with a snort as she rolled her eyes.

"You're on that website," I said. "At least, you're gonna be. So what makes you think other people we know aren't going to be on it?"

She stared at me and blinked, then she turned and looked at the wall behind her. Finally, she sighed.

"I guess you have a point."

"Of course, I have a point," I said. "Now go stand against that wall. I know it's not the super professional background you're wanting, but it's not like I have a great camera for this anyway."

"Fine," she said with a sigh.

"You're making this awfully complicated for a naughty photo shoot," I said, regretting the words as soon as they came out of my mouth.

"Well, excuse me," she said, looking annoyed. "This is my first time ever doing something like this, and I'm a little nervous about it."

"What are you talking about?" I asked. "You take pictures like this all the time and send them to me when I'm at work."

“This is the first time I'm thinking about sending something like this to someone else."

"Come on. I know you sent stuff like this to other dudes back in the day."

I totally knew. I'd even had her dig up one of her old phones so I could look at some of the naughty text messages she exchanged with other guys. I'd been surprised that she'd been game for me to do that, and I'd blown a load when I saw some of the naughty back-and-forth conversations she had with her old flames.

We'd had some pretty intense sex after I looked at some of those as well. I just had screenshots now on the off chance one of her phones died.

"I'm just nervous is all," she finally said, her voice suddenly quiet.

"I get it," I said. "And I'm nervous too, but if we're going to do this then we should do this."

"I know.”

So I held my phone up and smiled at her, and she immediately struck a pose that looked like she was trying to do something out of a photo shoot for a runway model or something.

I moved my phone down. "What are you doing?"

"I was striking a pose. Isn't that what you're supposed to do?"

“You're supposed to strike a pose, but I think you need to... You know what? We've got our profile set up. Why don't we just go ahead and look at what other people are doing before we even try to do something?"

"But that's putting off the fun," she said, jutting her lip out in a pout.

"I know, but it might be a good idea to have a look."

"Fine," she said, and she moved over to sit on the bed. She tapped the spot next to her, and I sat down. My laptop was in between us, and we did a quick search for people who were local to us.

"I like that one," she said.

"That's just a picture of some guy's cock," I said.

My own cock was getting rock hard listening to her talking about another man's cock like that.

"So? It looks nice," she said. "Looks pretty big too."

"You don't even have a frame of reference," I said.

"I can tell," she shot back.

That had my cock twitching all over again. She could tell. We'd talked about her past experiences a few times. Really got into it when we were fucking, but hearing her talking about it always drove me wild.

She hit me with a look.

"What?" I asked.

"You're getting off on this, aren't you?"

"So what if I am?" I asked.

She reached across the laptop and ran a hand up and down my cock. Then she gave it a squeeze as it twitched under her hand.

"That's not playing fair," I said.

"Who ever said we agreed to playing fair? This is all part of your birthday present, baby."

I shivered. We went back to looking through the profiles, but I filtered to show women and men so we wouldn't just be getting a bunch of dudes and their dongs.

For all that the idea of my wife's reaction to a bunch of dudes and their dongs was getting me really hot and bothered.

"That lady is pretty," she said.

"That lady is pretty?" I asked, arching an eyebrow.

"What? Did I say something wrong?"

"You didn't say something wrong. I just didn't know you were into women."

"I never said I was into women," she said. "I just thought that lady is pretty, is all."

I looked. The woman had a nice body, that was for sure, but you couldn't see a face. I clicked on her profile, and we looked through some of the pictures.

She wore a mask. She could’ve been pretty, but then again the pandemic had taught me that masks gave a whole lot of people a glow up that looked kind of jarring when they took them off and you got a good look at their face.

"I think I could do some poses like that," Allison said. "Maybe. Wait. What the hell is that?"
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PHOTO SHOOT


Ilooked at the picture up on the screen. It wasn't all that different from plenty of other similar pictures that I'd seen on my computer monitor over the years.

Granted, I'd never been a huge fan of a picture that could double as a gynecological exam. Like we're talking that went back to discovering some magazines my dad had from once upon a time and wondered why there were a bunch of close-ups of lady parts.

I shook my head and pushed that thought away. I looked over to Allison who was staring in open-mouthed astonishment. It would've been funny if the whole thing wasn't so serious. I didn't want anything to happen that would scare her away from what we were talking about doing here.

“Is something wrong?" I asked, knowing she was getting a shock.

"Why would she take a picture close-up like that?"

I grinned. "Probably because she wants everybody to be able to see the goods. Why else would she take a picture like that?"

"It's just that..."

She trailed off. She was still staring in fascination. I shivered. I wondered if that fascination was because she was looking and thinking she wouldn't mind diving between that woman's legs, or if she was looking at that and thinking about taking a picture like that of her own.

She looked over at me. "Do you think I need to take a picture like that if we want to get somebody interested?"

Again, I shivered. I stared at her, wondering if she’d actually go that far.

"I don't know about that," I said. "I think we could take plenty of pictures of just you and it would be just fine, you know?"

"Are you sure? Because if other people are doing this..."

I was in a situation where I didn't exactly want to discourage her, but I also didn't think it was necessary for her to take a picture like that.

"I think we should start with some pictures of you in lingerie. Maybe a couple of shots of your ass. Some of your tits maybe. See how things go from there. You want to save a little something for when you're messaging people, right?"

"When I'm messaging people," she said. Her voice had a weird quality to it.

"Yeah, when you're messaging people. You are going to send messages to guys who are interested in you, right?"

"Oh, yeah, I guess I am," she said, blinking and shaking her head.

We went through a few more profiles, and we started to get a sense for the kind of picture people were taking. It was usually a beautiful woman showing off her ass or thrusting things out. A lot of pictures where they were doing the glamour pose where their ass was sticking out to the back and their tits were sticking out in the front, which gave the illusion of a flat stomach.

When I pointed that out to Allison, she actually got up off the bed and tried it. I snapped a picture of her when she wasn't doing the pose, and then I snapped another picture of her when she was doing the pose. She came back over and sat down next to me on the bed, and she frowned.

"Holy shit, that actually works,” she said, staring at the pose. "Why does that work?"

"I don't know," I said with a shrug. "It's part of the magic of how you pose this shit."

"I'm going to have to learn more stuff like that. How do you even know about this stuff?"

"Lots of research on the internet," I said.

She slapped me on the arm.

"How much time are you spending doing ‘research’ like this on the internet?"

"I think for the sake of our marriage you don't want an answer to that question," I said, smiling right back at her.

She stared at me for another long moment. It was another one of those moments where I worried she was going to get seriously upset about this. Then she rolled her eyes.

"It's not like I'm upset about you watching internet porn."

"I know you're not upset about me watching internet porn. Besides, you're not one to talk."

"How do you figure?"

"Aren't you about to make some internet porn of your own?"

She rolled her eyes again, but she stood and walked over to the blank wall in our bedroom. At least it had become a blank wall once we moved a couple of the chairs out of the way. She turned and hit me with a look, then gestured for me to get over to her. I quickly jumped up to do exactly that.

"Okay," she said, putting her mask on and hitting me with an unsure look. "Are you ready?"

"Babe, I've been ready for this for years."

"I bet you have," she said, hitting me with a smile. Her eyes traveled down my body and came to rest on my cock. She stared at it for a long moment, licking her lips. I liked to think in that moment that maybe I wasn't the only one who kept thinking it would be a good idea for us to forget about all the picture taking and get down to business. But then she shook her head, and it was back to business. Sort of.

She did the pose, sticking her chest out and throwing her ass back. She smiled at me and asked if she was doing it right.

"You look great, babe," I said, snapping a couple of pictures."Now, maybe try another one with your ass sticking out."

She turned around and did just that. As I stared at her, I could totally see that the lingerie she wore left nothing to the imagination, and I was totally here for her lingerie leaving absolutely nothing to the imagination.

I snapped a couple more pics, and then I started to move in closer.

"What are you doing?"

“The zoom on these cellphone cameras sucks, so I want to make sure I get in close.”

"You're just looking for an excuse to get up close to my ass."

"I'm always looking for an excuse to get up close to your ass," I said, looking up at her and grinning. "But in this case, I'm also taking a picture of your ass, because I know that's what the people want to see."

"Fine," she said, rolling her eyes.

I snapped a few more pictures, then I took a couple of steps back and stared at my handiwork. We'd only been at it for maybe five minutes, but already I thought we had a pretty good spread of pictures.

"Let's do one more," she said.

"Fine, one more," I said.

She surprised me by going over to grab one of the chairs.

"Do you think that's a good idea?" I asked.

"Why wouldn't it be a good idea?"

"That's a chair somebody might recognize from our house."

"Like anybody ever comes up here to our bedroom other than us," she said, rolling her eyes.

"I mean, you have a point, but there's also a chance somebody might see that shit and recognize it."

"It's a chance I'm willing to take," she said.

She pulled the chair over, then flipped it around and sat down on it with her arms draped across the back. Her tits were draped over her arms, and I could see the outline of her nipples through the sheer white material.

Wasn't that the whole point of having a bit of sexy lingerie like that? Showing off all the goods while at the same time leaving enough to the imagination that it had my cock throbbing?

"There we go," she said, smiling at me. "Are you ready?"

I snapped a couple of pictures, then she turned to the side like she was looking away and contemplating something. Then she got up and pulled the chair around. She sat down on it again and spread her legs.

Which, again, left nothing to the imagination while at the same time only hinting at what was hidden underneath. I stared at her and licked my lips, thinking about how fun it would be to get down on my knees in front of her and go to town on my wife.

I must've taken a little too long. She turned and looked at me, and she was clearly irritated.

"What are you waiting for?" she asked.

"Sorry," I said, clearing my throat as I snapped a few more pictures. She had her hands up behind her head and her chest was sticking out.

"Hurry up. It's kind of hard to hold this position."

"I'm working on it," I said.

"Honestly, I don't understand how people doing porn can hold positions like this."

That nearly had me dropping my phone. That sounded an awful lot like my lady love knew a little bit about how porn actors posed themselves.

"Yeah, I bet it takes a lot of athleticism," I said, not wanting to poke that particular bear.

Finally I got everything I needed. I grinned at her.

"I think that's it."

"Are you sure?" she asked.

"I think so. Do you want to have a look?"

"You bet your ass I do," she said.

So we went over and sat on the bed again. I did a quick transfer of the picture from my phone to the computer, and then I pulled them up. I started to move through them, but then Allison reached a hand out to stop me.

"What's wrong?" I asked.

"You're going through these too fast," she said. "I want a chance to really look at them."

"Fine," I said. "Make sure to flag anything you like. We'll go ahead and upload that to the website."

"You know I will," she said.

We moved through a couple. She frowned as she stopped on one where her ass was jutting out.

"Is my ass really that big?"

"What are you talking about?" I asked, seeing absolutely nothing wrong with the picture.

But I knew my wife could be more critical about her body than I was. Annoyingly so. To the point she couldn't take a compliment sometimes.

I wondered if that was just her, or if all women were like that.

"Your ass looks amazing in that picture," I said.

"You're just saying that because you're my husband."

"No, I'm saying that because your ass looks amazing in that picture."

"I don't believe you."

"Fine, let's make a deal."

"What deal is that?" she asked.

"You go ahead and put this up as one of your photos on the site, and we'll see if anybody likes it."

"And what happens if I win and nobody’s interested?"

"Then you win and you get to tell me you were right."

"And what do you win if it turns out somebody is interested?"

"That's easy," I said. "Some guy is attracted to you enough that he wants to see your ass up close and personal, and maybe I get to see him pounding it."

She stared at me for a long and considering moment. I worried that I might've said a little too much. Then finally she shook her head.

"We're taking this slow, remember?"

"I know," I said.

"I don't want you to think this is going to suddenly be a big thing where I turn into your own personal porn star."

"I know."

"Slow and steady is how it's going to happen."

"I know," I said, feeling like a broken record.

"As long as we're on the same page," she said, hitting me with one of those long and considering looks that said she thought I was full of shit, and I was looking forward to her doing everything.

"My ass didn't look that big in that thing when I wore it on our honeymoon," she finally said, looking at the picture. "But if you want to put it in there as some kind of weird bet or something, then whatever. We can put it in there as part of some kind of weird bet or something."

"That's the spirit," I said, smiling at her and wiggling my eyebrows.

"Come on," she said. "We're going to upload these pictures and get our profile ready to go."

"Excellent," I said.

"Are you sure you don't want any pictures of you?"

I blinked. "What are you talking about?"

"Well, some of these things where there are couples, they take pictures of the guy too."

"Honey," I said, talking slowly, "Those are because the guy is interested in getting involved."

She stared at me for a moment, uncomprehending, blinking a couple of times. Then her mouth went wide as she realized what that meant.

“Oh.”

"Yeah, not interested," I said. "I only want to watch. Now, let's get a move on and get started on uploading these so you can start looking at people you're interested in."

"Fine," she said with a sniff.
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GETTING HOT


"Istill can't believe this," Allison said, her eyes darting back and forth across my computer screen.

"What's not to believe?" I asked.

"That there are people who take pictures of themselves like this. That there are people who put themselves out on the internet like this."

"Yeah, there are a whole hell of a lot more people doing that kind of thing now than even a decade ago."

"Why's that?" she asked.

I paused. I wondered how much I should reveal about how much I knew about the dirty picture industry on the internet.

We both knew we each had a good time solo from time to time. Both of us had private time in the bedroom once in a while. There'd been a couple of times when she'd walked in on me sitting at my laptop giving myself a treat. There'd been a couple of times when I'd walked in on her reading something on her e-reader with her vibrating pal down between her legs as she went at it.

Every time that happened, we'd just sort of agreed to not say a damn thing about it to each other. What was the point? It's not like we should get upset with each other for doing something natural.

But it felt like talking about trends in people taking dirty pictures of themselves was maybe going a little too far.

"Not sure how to say this exactly," I said with a deep breath and a sigh.

"Oh, go ahead and tell me," she said. "I know you're not spending all your time reading stuff on Reddit because you're interested in the articles."

"I mean, that's a lot of what I'm doing on there, but yeah, there are lots of pictures of naked ladies on there as well."

"As long as there's only one naked lady you're coming home to at the end of the day," she said, smacking me lightly in the shoulder.

"So it used to be that there were a lot of people who were taking pictures of themselves naked because they liked it. They would get people leaving positive comments and stuff like that."

"So what changed?"

"The pandemic and OnlyFans," I said. "People realized there was gold in them thar hills, and so you had a lot of people who started making a bunch of content because they thought they could make money from it.”

"OnlyFans," she said, tapping a finger against her lip. "Now that's an interesting idea. Like, we could actually turn these pictures into a side job or something?”

"Yeah, you could probably turn these pictures into a side job or something," I said, shivering as I thought about it.

The idea of my wife doing something like that was compelling. It would be like this fantasy on steroids. I’d be able to see a bunch of dudes sending messages and talking about all the things they’d love to do to her.

The only thing that held me back was that it seemed like a whole hell of a lot of work for the people who were doing it.

"I don't know that it's a good idea, though," I finally said.

"Why do you say that?" she asked.

"Everybody who does it makes it sound like it's a lot of work. Like you have to take a bunch of pictures and you have to put a lot of time into it if you want to actually make money."

"So it's like a real job."

"Sort of. Except you're taking naked pictures of yourself, and if somebody from work recognizes you then you could be out of your real job."

"One of the nice things about having a job where I work from home and people only ever see my face."

"Yeah, but they might start wondering why your webcam quality is so nice."

"Wait, people actually get caught that way?”

"I honestly don't know if anyone has ever been caught because of something like that. It's just a joke people make on the internet."

"I see," she said, trailing off and tapping her lip again.

"Anyway, let's go ahead and have a look at what's on offer here."

"That sounds like a good idea," she said.

So we dove into the pictures. I filtered it so it was just men looking for women. Not couples.

I was well aware that finding another couple who was interested in doing a swap was one way we could fulfill this fantasy, but that seemed like a thing that was mostly for dudes in open relationships where they couldn't actually seal the deal if they didn't put their wife out as a sacrificial lamb and get a swap out of it.

Luckily, maybe, we weren't interested in that sort of thing. I only wanted to see other guys getting with my wife, and there was no shortage of dudes on the internet who were interested in getting with a married woman.

We moved through the pictures. Her eyes were intense. Her mouth had fallen open again. She looked... Well, she looked like she was really interested. One of her hands started to move down between her legs and rub at her pussy as she clicked and clicked and clicked.

I thought about some of the times when I'd been so caught up in what I was doing that I almost got stuck in a trance. I think the kids on the internet were calling it gooning, but I'm not sure if that's even what I was doing.

It was just a thing where you get in the zone and you keep going. Her breathing was starting to pick up. She was starting to get really hot and bothered. A flush came to her cheeks. I realized she was getting really turned on.

Her nipples pressed out, making them even more obvious. Even through the sheer material of her lingerie.

"Oh my God," she said, looking at one guy.

He looked totally ripped. Like we're talking the kind of body that made me jealous. That made me wish I had time to spend in the gym to get that kind of body for myself.

But of course I was working a lot. I wasn’t overweight like some of the guys in the office, but I wasn’t exactly ripped like this dude either. I shook my head.

"How can he have a dick that big with a body like that?" she whispered.

"What are you talking about?" I asked.

"Aren't guys like that, who are shredded like that, on steroids? I thought that, like, made their dick smaller or something."

I turned and stared at my wife, and then I snorted at how ridiculous she sounded.

"What? That's totally a thing I heard," she said.

"That's so silly," I said. "But... yeah. I don't know what's up with that guy."

She kept clicking, and her hand kept moving between her legs.

She started to gasp quietly as she stared at them, and then she started to do something really interesting. She started to tap the like button on some of those profiles. That would send a message to these dudes that let them know she was interested. I figured plenty of them would be interested back considering the pictures we'd just taken.

Then they could start to message each other.

I shivered. My cock throbbed. I looked down and there was come leaking out of my boxers. Like we're talking it was almost like a faucet down there.

She kept going, and she kept gasping, moaning a little louder. Her stomach started to do that thing where it twitched every time she took a breath because of how impossibly turned on she was, and still she kept clicking. Still she moved in that trance zone.

And I suddenly got an idea. I moved over so I was able to look at her pussy. I pulled my boxers down and moved her panties to the side.

She moved her hand out of the way. She was still focused almost solely on the computer screen off to the side. I had to be careful, because it's not like I wanted to bust my computer while we were doing this, but I also had to have my wife. Especially considering all the fun she was having.

I lined up my cock at her entrance, and then I sank inside her, letting out a satisfied sigh as I sank into her depths.

She let out a quiet gasp, but otherwise it was like she didn't even realize I was there. For all that I was right there on top of her with my cock buried inside her. The only response was that she moved her arm just a little so she’d be able to get around one of my arms that was holding me up over her.

I looked her up and down. I took in how she looked in that lingerie I hadn't seen since our honeymoon. At the way her mouth fell open as she stared at other men, no doubt thinking about their dicks inside her.

"It's so big," she whispered.

I turned and looked at the screen. Sure enough, there was a dude who’d pulled out a tape measure to make sure the world knew there was no doubt about how big he was. And she was staring at it. I could see the thoughts running through her mind. I could practically hear her wondering how that thing would fit inside her.

Her breathing was picking up again. Her moans started to get a little louder. They were subtle cries as I held myself buried inside her.

I was worried if I started to move I was going to come right away, and that would ruin the moment. That would ruin the trance. I knew those gasps were for the computer screen and not for me, and still she kept clicking. She kept hitting like on dudes. She kept it up as I slowly pulled out and buried myself inside her again.

"I don't know if I could take something that big," she said.

"I bet you’d love to try, wouldn't you?" I whispered in her ear, moving my head over to her other side where I wouldn't be interrupting her view of the laptop.

"God, I'd love to try," she said with a sigh.

I didn't say anything. I didn't point out that she'd just agreed to fuck another guy. I didn't think that really was her agreeing to fuck another guy.

But she was getting caught up in the fantasy, and I figured that was good. Maybe if she was getting caught up in the fantasy here, then there was a chance she’d get caught up in the fantasy when she was actually with one of these dudes.

"Oh, God," she said. "I don't know if I could take that in my mouth, or my pussy."

"I bet you could," I whispered. "I bet you’d love him pounding you from behind while I watched from the other side of the room."

She squeezed her eyes shut, and suddenly those quiet gasps that had been echoing through the room turned into a full-on moan.

"Pound me, baby," she said.

I didn't need any more encouragement as she wrapped her arms around me, as she opened her eyes and turned to stare at the computer screen, not at me, like she was imagining what it would feel like to have this dude pounding her pussy rather than her husband.

I didn't care. I loved that she was getting so preoccupied with this dude that she wasn't even thinking of me. I wanted her to think of him rather than thinking of me.

So I slammed into her again and again as she stared at him. As she stared at that massive cock. As she no doubt imagined what it would feel like to have that thing pounding her.

She started to scream. It’d been a while since she'd made noises like that while we were fucking. I was almost insulted, but it's not like I could be too insulted.

We were trying new things. I figured one or both of us would get hot and bothered if we were trying new things. This was going exactly like I hoped.

Finally, she started to shudder and shake as her whole body was hit with pleasure and she came again and again.

It was too much for me. Mostly because I knew she was coming like that because of looking at another man.

And so with a sigh I buried myself inside her, and I blew a load. The intensity of the moment went from the tip of my scalp down to the tips of my toes as I stared down at my wife staring at another man in our honeymoon lingerie and I blew load after load inside her.

Only I knew she was thinking about another man blowing load after load inside her. I wondered if she’d actually let it happen.
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SLOW BURN


Istepped through the door and frowned as I looked around. There was no sign of Allison.

That was different. Usually she was down in the kitchen getting ready for dinner. It's not like I expected her to be the good little housewife or anything like that. She just always enjoyed cooking, and so she was usually putting something together for us by the time I got home for the day since she was the one who worked from home every day instead of sometimes like me.

Only she was nowhere to be seen this time around.

"Allison?” I called out, wondering if something was wrong. "Are you here?"

There was no response. I frowned. Okay, I'd worried there was something wrong here, but now I was really starting to think maybe something had gone wrong.

"Allison, where are you?" I asked, walking through the kitchen and into the living room.

She wasn't sitting on the couch with a tablet in hand or watching something on television. That was even more worrying. Usually on nights when she'd had a tough time at work she’d veg out on the couch watching something on streaming. But clearly she wasn't doing that here.

"Allison?” I called out again.

I didn't hear anything. What the hell was going on here?

So I kept going through the place. I moved through the living room and then upstairs to where her home office was. It was actually a fancy way of saying we took one of the bedrooms and turned it into a home office. But it's not like we had guests around all that often and it was just the two of us, so it worked for her and it worked for us.

Only her desk was empty. She wasn't sitting in there. What the hell was going on here?

I continued until I reached the bedroom. I frowned as I noted the door was closed. Usually she left that open unless she was up to something. What was going on here?

I went to open the door, but then I paused and hesitated. What if something was going on over on the other side of the door?

I put my head against the door wondering what I was going to hear in there, and I thought I heard a faint buzzing sound along with a quiet gasping.

I pulled my phone out and shot off a quick text.

"Are you busy in there?"

There was a pause. The buzzing suddenly stopped. I could imagine her stopping whatever she was doing and looking up at the door. Maybe glancing over to the clock and realizing it was later than she thought it was.

I chuckled as the thought ran through my head. It was ridiculous, but it was hardly the first time I’d caught her in the middle of doing that.

"You can come in here," she finally said.

I grinned as I opened the door, and then I paused at what I saw waiting for me.

She was sitting on the bed. She had one of the sheets pulled up and over her body, so I couldn't see exactly what was going on down between her legs, but it's not like I needed to be a rocket surgeon to figure out what the hell was going on down between her legs.

The buzzing started up again. She looked over at me and licked her lips.

"So what are you doing in here?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady. I knew I wasn't doing a very good job of it.

"Just having a little bit of fun," she said with a shrug, like it was the most natural thing in the world what she was doing. Sitting on our bed with her vibrator down between her legs.

It was the most natural thing in the world. She did that pretty regularly after all. But she also had a laptop up in front of her, a personal laptop I got for her a few years ago. Not her work laptop.

Because the last thing in the world she’d want to do on her work laptop is what I had a pretty good idea she was doing. I gave her the login information for that website after all, and it looked like she was giving herself a treat while she looked through that website and tried to find a match.

"Uh, looks like you decided to have a little bit of fun here. Maybe get off work too early?”

"Oh, shut up," she said, rolling her eyes at my ridiculous pun.

"Excuse me," I said, holding my hands up. I walked over to the bed and sat down beside her to get a look at what she was looking at.

"Okay, looks like you're really having a good time here," I said, frowning as I took everything in.

"Well, yeah. Maybe," she said, biting her lip and turning her attention back to the screen.

There was a picture of a guy's giant dong attached to a muscular body. I felt a thrill run through me as I thought about what she was doing.

I loved that she was getting so turned on that she had to get her vibrator out. I could see she'd liked this guy's profile.

"So have you had anybody who wanted to chat with you?" I asked, arching an eyebrow as I looked at her.

"There have been a few guys who were acting interested," she said with a shrug. "Why do you ask?"

“But have you actually had a conversation with any of them?" I asked.

I tried to sound casual. Oh so casual, but meanwhile my brain was getting flooded with all kinds of naughty images. Visions of her getting hot and bothered because she'd been having a conversation with one of these guys.

What if she'd been in here while I was on my commute home from work and she had her vibrator out because she kept thinking about all the things some guy said he wanted to do to her?

It was so much farther than anything we'd talked about when I brought up my birthday present. I didn't think I’d find her on this site at all. I figured I’d have to be the one doing the poking and prodding and making sure she was getting on there and checking out the guys. Now here I was, and here my wife was, and it seemed like she was getting way more into this than I could’ve hoped.

"Do you care?" she asked.

"I mean, I need to know if you've found somebody you want to play with for my birthday present."

Though as I looked at her, I realized this was starting to go so far beyond a birthday present. That might've been how this whole thing started, but it definitely wasn't how this whole thing was going to end. No, we were taking this way farther than I ever would've imagined. My wife had a look of pure lust in her eyes as she stared at me.

Then she blinked, and the moment of pure lust was gone. But I knew it was still in there somewhere, lurking deep inside her. I'd seen the way she looked at me. The way she'd been looking at that screen. And her vibrator was going again as she looked down at it.

"I haven't been having a conversation with anyone yet," she said.

I shivered at that ‘yet.’ Which would seem to imply that she was going to be having a conversation with somebody at some point. It was only a matter of time.

"Do you want to?" I asked. "Is there anyone who's acted interested in you, and you're maybe interested in them?"

She hesitated. She bit her lip, but still her eyes were on the screen. Still her vibrator was going. Still I could see the sheets rising and falling as she continued to give herself a helping hand.

I thought about getting involved in whatever she was doing. My cock was throbbing as I looked her up and down. I did move over to sit next to her on the bed, but otherwise I didn't do a damn thing. I just kept my eyes on her. I licked my lips as I stared at her. As I watched her chest rising and falling.

She was in a work outfit. She must've had a conference call earlier. I wondered what any of the people on that conference call would've thought if they'd known she’d be doing this later. How many guys at her job had looked at her and thought about how much fun it would be to see her in a different kind of webcam display?

Had she thought about doing that kind of webcam display before? Would she consider doing that kind of webcam display with one of the guys she was talking to as a result of all this?

I just didn't know, but I wanted to find out.

She squeezed her eyes shut and bit her lip, and then she started gasping all over again. Her chest rose and fell more and more rapidly with every breath she took. She seemed to be really losing it now.

Finally, when it was all done, she turned and looked at me. I could only stare at her. Stare at her flushed face. Stare at the way her nipples were pressing out against her shirt. Stare at the way her vibrator was still moving down between her legs even though she'd just finished.

"Holy shit," I breathed. "That was pretty damn hot."

"You like that?" she asked, arching an eyebrow as she looked at me.

"I liked that very much," I said, grinning like an idiot.

"Good," she said. “Because there's a whole hell of a lot more where that came from."

I hit her with a curious look. I wondered where she was going with this.

"What exactly do you have in mind?" I asked.

"Well, I've been going through some of these profiles and I've been selecting guys I want to have a little bit of fun with. I figured you’d want to be with me when I started actually talking to them, right?"

"Actually talking to them?" She was actually wanting to take it that far? "I guess."

"Is something wrong?" she asked, interrupting my train of thought.

"No, nothing's wrong," I said. "I guess I just thought maybe you would've stopped before we got this far. Like I figured you’d get cold feet or something."

"Oh no, baby," she said, leaning in and kissing me. She pulled away and arched an eyebrow. "This has got me all hot and bothered. I know we're just kind of testing the waters and seeing what this is going to ultimately look like. I know I really like going through all these profiles and looking at all these guys."

"And when it's not just looking at all these guys?” I asked, very interested in the answer. “What's going to happen when you're in the same room? What are you going to do when one of them expects you to get with them because you've been flirting with them pretty hardcore?"

"What do you want me to do with them when they're in the same room and they've flirting with me pretty hardcore?" she asked.

We stared at one another for the space of maybe a breath. My cock had never been harder. I kept running into new situations where my cock had never been harder because of what she was doing to me.

I loved it. I hated it. It was amazing. It was driving me wild.

Then she burst into laughter, which burst the bubble. My cock was still rock hard, but I wondered what the fuck was going on here.

"You should see the look on your face," she said, shaking her head and then reaching up and wiping a tear from her eye.

"Um, what's going on here?" I asked.

"Come on," she said, rolling her eyes. "I told you I’d do some of this for your birthday, but that doesn't mean I'm going to be fucking one of these guys."

"Right," I said, trying to hide my disappointment as she stared at me. "You're not going to be fucking one of these guys. Of course."

The look she hit me with said she knew I was disappointed she wasn't going to fuck one of these guys. I'd thought she was getting way more into this than I ever would’ve expected.

But I also saw the slight gleam to her eyes, and I figured maybe she was getting into this way more than she intended.

It was only a matter of riding this out and seeing where it went.
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DIPPING A TOE


"Ijust don't know what to do. I don't know how to do this," Allison said.

I looked up at her from my spot in the seat over at one end of the room. It was funny. Every time I walked into our room, I looked at these chairs and thought about how they’d be the perfect vantage point for me to watch my wife while she was getting with another dude.

And now here I was doing something pretty close to that, only I was watching her pacing back and forth. Like she wasn't sure what to do with this situation we'd gotten ourself into.

"You can do this," I said. "It's just sending messages to some random dude."

I shivered. It was the most innocuous thing in the world. It wasn't a big deal. It was just my wife, the woman I'd married, sending a message to some random dude she met on the internet.

"But I'm out of practice," she said. "Like, what are they even going to think?"

"They're going to think you're a hot married woman who’s willing to explore a little. They're going to think they might have the magic dick that allows them to get you to try something a little more than testing the waters."

"You really think they're going to think all that?" she asked.

"Men are pigs," I said. "You of all people should appreciate that. You've dated them over the years."

"Yeah, I suppose you're right on that score," she finally said, letting out a long sigh. "It's just so much to do. So much to think of."

"Yeah, and you can do it, babe," I said. "I have every confidence in your ability to pull this off."

"Do you?" she asked. "Because I feel like I'm really unprepared for this."

"Just go with it," I said. "Think about some of the things you wanted to do earlier when you were using your vibrator on yourself."

"I don't know if you want me to think about those kinds of things," she said. "That was wrong."

"Was it wrong?" I asked.

"It was," she said, blushing. "I can't really tell you why. Just that it was."

I licked my lips. That sounded an awful lot like she'd been thinking some things that weren't entirely appropriate for a married woman. That she'd been thinking about taking things a little too far, for all that she kept saying we were just testing this out and seeing how everything went.

"All you have to do is send them a quick message," I said, trying to reassure her. "It's not like it's a big deal."

She took a deep breath and let it out. She pulled up her phone. We went ahead and installed the app on the thing to make it a little easier for her to send naughty messages.

"You're sure about this?" she asked, looking up at me and locking her eyes with mine.

"I'm totally sure about it," I said, smiling to try and reassure her.

Meanwhile, I was sitting over here in my cuck chair wanting her to just get on with it. Damn it. Why did she have to stop every step along the way and make all this shit so damn difficult?

But I didn't say any of that. No, I just kept myself calm and under control. I didn't want to scare her away when she was actually considering doing some of this stuff.

"Fine," she said, taking a deep breath and letting it out in a sigh. "I suppose we should do this."

"What did the guy say?" I asked.

"Pretty typical stuff," she said, rolling her eyes. "How he thinks my ass is really hot."

"Yeah, that sounds like a pretty typical opener," I said.

I had no idea if that was a pretty typical opener. I had no experience dating men, after all. I also didn't have any experience sending that kind of message to a beautiful woman.

I sure as shit wouldn't have opened with something like telling a woman she had a beautiful ass. But thankfully, the last time I'd been dating, I'd been in college. From there I'd lucked into a few real-world relationships that culminated in meeting Allison at a work thing long, long ago.

Our careers had diverged since then, but I still remembered the fun of meeting her at that work mixer. Of not being able to get enough of each other as the night wore on. Of realizing she might be the one, even though we'd only spent one weekend together and it was way too soon to be saying something like that.

"Fine," she said, taking a deep breath and letting it out in another sigh. Then her fingers started to tap away.

"What are you telling him?"

"I was complimenting his nice, juicy cock," she said, looking up and locking eyes with me.

My cock throbbed.

"That seems like a good opener."

"I hope so," she said. "I bet there are a lot of guys who don't ever get any sort of compliments on the dick pics they send out to the ladies."

"Yeah, I bet there aren't a lot of guys who get compliments on that sort of thing," I said, licking my lips and staring at her.

"There we go," she said, sending the message.

Then she frowned as she stared down at the phone in her hand.

"What's wrong?" I asked.

"Usually a guy would send a response pretty damn quick after I sent something like that," she said.

"Well, it is a website and an app," I said. "Like, I bet the people using the thing aren't on all the time."

"Maybe not," she said. "Maybe I can go to another guy.”

I shivered again as her phone beeped and her face lit up in a smile. That shiver had nothing to do with the way her face was lighting up in a smile and everything to do with the thought of her getting so used to the idea of this app that she was already talking about moving on to another guy. She’d gone from not thinking anyone would be interested in her to realizing there were plenty of opportunities out there.

“There we go," she said, that smile never leaving her face.

She looked up at me and frowned.

"What's wrong?" I asked.

"He's asking me for a picture of my tits."

I licked my lips again. I seemed to be doing that an awful lot lately.

"Do you have an objection to showing him your tits?" I asked.

"I mean, I don't know that I necessarily have an objection to showing him my tits," she said. "But I also don't know if I want to reward that kind of behavior, y’know?”

I really wanted her to reward that kind of behavior. The idea of my wife sending out a tit pic to some random guy was pretty fucking hot.

Was it the kind of thing that was supposed to get me pretty fucking hot? Not at all, but that was part of the taboo that made it so hot in the first place.

"I think you should go ahead and do it."

Allison rolled her eyes. "Of course you think I should go ahead and do it. You’d say anything that would get me to go through with this."

"No, you need to think about it," I said, leaning forward.

"What is there to think about?" she asked.

"This is an app where people are trying to hook up," I said. "So naturally things are going to move a little faster when you're on a hookup app than it would if you were on a dating app."

Maybe. I didn’t have any experience with the dating apps so I was talking out my ass, but I hoped I was at least being convincing as I talked out my ass.

She tapped a finger against her lips like she was seriously considering that.

"So you're saying sending someone a tit pic is like first base on an app like this?"

"Baby, you've already seen a picture of his dick. He's already seen a picture of your tits. I know because I'm the one who took that picture, and I'm the one who uploaded it to that website so he could get a good look at them."

"I guess you're right," she said. "I keep forgetting those pictures are up there. That he's already seen everything."

"Oh, he's seen everything, all right," I said. "And he likes it."

There was another beep. She looked down at the app and blushed.

"What did he say this time?" I asked.

"Um, he said that if I'm going to limit myself to letting someone fuck my incredible titties, then I should give him a good view of the goods," she said. "I can't believe a guy would talk to a woman like that."

"I can totally believe a guy would talk to a woman like that," I said, snorting and rolling my eyes.

"Would you talk to a woman like that?"

“You're the only woman for me, baby, and I’d never dream of talking to you like that."

"You talk to me like that all the time," she said.

"Well, yeah, but when you think about it, aren't you my wife?"

"What's your point?" she asked.

"My point is if ever there was a woman I was allowed to talk to like that, then it's my wife, right?"

She rolled her eyes and snorted. "There's just no winning with you, is there?"

“Not really,” I said. “You know I want this to happen.”

"This guy isn't nearly hot enough to be talking to me like that," she said after staring at her phone for a long moment.. "I think I'm going to move on to the next one."

And just like that, she hit a button and that dude disappeared from her messaging forever.

"Harsh," I said.

"What can I say?" she said with a shrug. “I’m learning I’ve got options, and I'm going to take advantage of them."

"Like I said, harsh," I said. "I'm starting to understand some of the guys out there who are always complaining about how women have their pick of whatever they want and dudes are stuck with scraps."

"Well, maybe women should get something in life for a change. Did you ever think of that?" she said with a snort of her own.

"Anyway," I said. “Let's keep looking, right?"

"So you think you just get to sit in here with me and watch while I'm doing this?" she asked.

"I hoped I just get to sit in here and watch while you’re doing this," I said. Then I paused, wondering if she was being serious. "Why? Are you saying you don't want me in here while you're doing this?"

She grinned. "I just wanted to give you some shit. You can totally be in here while I'm doing this."

I breathed a sigh of relief. I was glad she wanted me to be in here. I was going to be pissed off if I didn't get to observe all the fun as she picked out different guys. Even as I also thought about how totally fucking ridiculous it was that I was thinking about getting disappointed at not being able to watch my wife picking out a bunch of guys to potentially fuck.

"This one looks promising," she said, and she typed out a quick message.

"What are you saying to him?"

"Just how are you doing? That sort of thing," she said with a shrug. "Is that okay?"

"You can do whatever you want here, babe," I said.

"You're damn right I can do whatever I want here. I'm the one who's putting myself out there, after all."

“You’re also the one who’s getting to fuck a bunch of random guys," I reminded her.

"And you're the one who's been fantasizing about watching me fuck a bunch of random guys for years, so maybe don’t rock the boat too much, mister."

I blinked. I rather liked this new version of Allison. This version that was taking control, even if it was only in some small way. So I grinned and sat back and let her do her thing, chatting back and forth with a bunch of random dudes who wanted to get their dick inside her. Knowing that at some point one of them was going to chat her up and say the right things to finally reach that ultimate goal I'd been dreaming about for so very long.

It was one hell of a thought.
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A LITTLE TEASE


Istretched as I stepped into the kitchen, and then I paused. Because Allison was right there, and she was hitting me with a look.

It was a look I knew all too well. The kind of look that a married woman gives to her husband when she's up to something, and not an "I just ordered a bunch of shit on Amazon and you're going to be pissed off when it starts to arrive" sort of look.

No. It was a mischievous sort of look. The kind of look that I'd been enjoying getting ever since we started all this stuff with her creating a profile and maybe giving me one hell of a birthday present.

"So what's going on?" I asked.

She took a sip of her coffee. She made a production of taking a drink and putting it back down. Then she looked over at me and arched an eyebrow.

"What makes you think there's anything weird going on here?"

"Because you're hitting me with a weird look that says there's something weird going on here," I said.

"Fine," she said with a sigh, turning back to her phone. "I think I might’ve found somebody who's an interesting prospect."

"Oh, yeah?" I asked.

It was hard for me not to run across the room and take a look at her phone. It was difficult for me to stay rooted to the spot and act all nonchalant about this.

Because the thing I really wanted to do was sweep her up in my arms, throw her down on the kitchen island, and have my way with my wife right then and there.

But I didn't. I somehow managed to keep things under control. Barely.

"The guy’s pretty hot," she said with a shrug. "He's about five years older than us, and he has a little bit of salt and pepper in his hair. Like he’s got a real silver fox thing going."

"That sounds nice for you," I said, walking over to the fridge and pulling out a soda for myself. Which earned me a disapproving look from Allison. She was of the school of thought that if I was going to get caffeine then it should be in the form of coffee or tea, but I didn't care. They could have my morning soda when they pried it from my cold, dead hands.

"He seems to be put together pretty well too," she said. "And down below…”

I turned and looked at her. I gave her a little bit of the attention she was so clearly trying to get from me. She bit her lip as she smiled.

"Down below?" I prompted when it became clear she wasn't going to say anything yet.

"Let's just say that down below? EH’s definitely got a little bit of something going on," she said.

"So does he have a little bit of something going on, or does he have something big going on down there?" I asked.

"Something big," she said. “Like he took a picture and had a ruler out so I could be sure exactly how big it was."

A shiver ran up and down my body. A tingle ran up and down my scalp. I tried to keep it under control, but it was difficult.

"So are you interested in messaging this guy?" I asked.

I wondered how far she’d take this. So far we'd just been testing the waters a little. Not going too far. At least I didn't think she was going too far. But now she looked interested, and I wondered if that meant she was going to go through with something.

I wasn't exactly sure what the limits of this experiment were, but I knew I wanted to find those limits.

"I've already been messaging him," she said.

Again it hit me with a tingle that ran up and down my spine.

"Oh, yeah?" I said, again trying to sound nonchalant about it all. Trying to sound like it wasn't a big deal at all that my wife had been messaging another man, but of course it was a huge fucking deal.

"You can stop trying to act like you don't care," she said, rolling her eyes.

"What makes you think I'm acting like I don't care about any of this?" I asked.

"Because you're trying so hard to look like you're not interested in what I'm talking about, but it's clear you're really interested in what I'm talking about here."

I took in a deep breath and let it out in a long and slow sigh.

"Okay, so maybe you have me there," I said. "I'm interested. What kind of messages have you been sending back and forth with this dude?"

"Pretty tame stuff, to be honest," she said. "We've just been talking about our lives. Stuff like that."

That sent another shiver running through me. They'd just been talking about their lives. Stuff like that.

If anything, hearing she was talking to this dude about her normal mundane life seemed like it was more of a betrayal than hearing she'd been talking to him about sexy stuff, but I kept that to myself. I barely managed to keep my breathing under control.

I didn't manage to keep my cock under control though. No, that was standing up at attention, and it was really taking notice of what she was talking about.

"Go on," I finally said.

"Oh, so you're suddenly interested?" she asked.

"You know I'm interested," I said, and now it was my turn to roll my eyes. "I've been interested in this from the very first time we got together."

"Well, fine then," she said. "He's been trying to get me to do a video chat with him."

"What kind of video chat were you thinking?” I asked.

I knew exactly what kind of video chat I had in mind. I'd fantasized about watching her doing that kind of video chat over the years, but I didn't think it would actually happen.

"You know exactly what he's talking about," she said, again looking at me and maintaining eye contact. "It's really going to make this a pain in the ass if you keep playing dumb."

"Sorry," I said, shaking my head. "I guess I'm just having some trouble adjusting to a reality where this is something that's actually going to happen."

"As opposed to what reality?" she asked.

"As opposed to the old reality I lived in where there wasn't a chance in hell you were ever going to do anything like this."

"Never say never," she said.

I leaned against the kitchen island and took a sip of my Mountain Dew. The nectar of the gods right there. It was a habit I picked up in the old days playing World of Warcraft in college, and I'd never been able to kick it. Though I was down to one can a day.

"So what do you think?" she asked.

"What do you mean what do I think?" I asked.

"Should I go ahead and do a video chat with this guy, and is that something you want to watch?"

I thought about it. I thought about how we were testing the waters, and yeah, a video chat seemed like a good way for her to figure out if she was interested in this dude.

Better to have her try something out while there was the safety of a screen and an internet connection in between the two of them rather than doing it in person where she might realize she wasn't as into the idea, but there was the problem of the guy standing right there ready to have a little bit of fun.

This way she’d have an easy out. She could just drop the video chat, and the worst thing we had to worry about was if the guy was an asshole and decided to record part of it.

"If you do this, then we're going to have to take some precautions," I said.

"So we're talking about this like I'm going to do it?" she asked.

"Come on," I said, staring at her. "I think we both know you're going to do this. I think we've always known you were going to do this."

"Maybe we did," she said with a shrug. "But I want to hear it from you."

"Yeah, I bet you want to hear it from me," I said, rolling my eyes. "If you're going to do this, then we need to have a mask on at the very least. We probably want to set something up so this guy can't see our bedroom and take a screenshot that would make it easy to identify you."

"Are you really that worried about my little video getting out onto the internet and people figuring out what I'm doing?"

"Honestly? Yeah," I said. "We're having fun here, but we also don't want to do something you're going to seriously regret. We don't want to do anything that's going to get you in trouble at work.”

"Fair enough," she said, tapping a finger against her lips. Then she let out a little shiver. I wondered if she even realized she was shivering like that, or if it was an involuntary thing as she thought of all the naughty fun she was about to get up to.

"I can't believe we're actually thinking about doing this," she said.

"Honestly, I can't believe it either," I said. "But I think it's a nice, easy way for us to ease into this, you know?"

"Yeah, I agree," she said. "I think that's one of the reasons why I was so excited at the idea of doing a video chat in the first place."

I stared at my wife. She stared right back at me, and I suddenly knew I wasn't going to be getting any work done today. I might be pushing my mouse around and clicking on the screen and pretending like I was doing something, but I wasn't going to actually get anything done.

"So what would you say to me having a little bit of fun with this guy through the day?" she asked.

"What kind of fun were you thinking?" I asked.

"Maybe just sending a little picture here, a tease there. So far we've been talking about pretty mundane stuff. Getting to know each other. That sort of thing. But I was thinking it might be fun if I started to really tease him."

She was thinking it might be fun if she really started to tease him, and if the way my cock was twitching was anything to go on? I was thinking it would be a lot of fun to let her do a little bit of teasing!

"It's something I'm not going to do unless you tell me you're okay with it," she said, and her eyes were focused on my own.”

"Fine," I said, letting out a sigh.

"Fine," she said.

"Fine. Why don't you go ahead and do it? Just a little bit of teasing though, like I don't want you to take things too far."

"Define taking things too far," she said.

"Like I don't want you to do the video chat you've been talking about unless I'm in the room watching it. I want you to do it with a big monitor so I can see everything."

"Well hello there, sir," she said, blinking a couple of times. "It seems like you've been thinking about this a lot over the years."

"Maybe just a little," I said with a grin. "We're also going to have to figure out some sort of screen capture software."

"Screen capture software?" she asked, frowning. "Isn't that kind of a dick move?"

"What do you mean?" I asked.

"I mean recording this guy without letting him know we're doing it.”

"Well, why don't you go ahead and work that into your flirting? Tell him we're going to be taking a video of everything. As long as you're wearing a mask and we're careful about not giving away who you are, I don't give a shit if he's doing the same thing. Honestly, it would be kind of hot if that kind of video wound up on all the usual websites."

"Is that the kind of thing that happens?" she asked.

"There are all sorts of recordings of naughty wives out there on the internet. A lot of amateur stuff."

"How do we know that stuff is being shared with permission?"

"I have no idea," I said with a shrug. "It's the internet. Everything is the Wild West. But the idea of a bunch of guys jerking off to you being a naughty wife on a video chat is fucking hot."

Allison seemed to think about that for a long moment. I wondered if the idea of a recording getting out there was finally going to be a bridge too far. If she was going to decide it wasn't worth it.

Then she smiled.

"You'd better go find that mask before you leave for work."

God I wished today was a work from home sort of day.
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NAUGHTY TEXTS


It turns out I was absolutely right on the money. I was so distracted when I got to work that I had a hard time thinking of anything but what my wife might or might not be doing over on the other side of town in our house.

I really wanted to be there. It was unfair this wasn't a work from home day, but what could I do? So I sat in my cubicle waiting for people to come by and pull me into a boring meeting or some other bullshit like that.

I shivered as I thought about Allison back home. Was she pretending to work, or was she having some fun sending messages? I didn't know, and not knowing was killing me.

I also deliberately didn't send her a message. The last thing I wanted was to let her know just how eager I was to get an update.

I don't know why I was so reluctant to let her know how eager I was to get an update. She had to know I was getting really turned on thinking about this, but I couldn't bring myself to do it.

"Rough day?”

I jumped, and then I looked up at Harold. He was balding up top with a bushy mustache, and the dude was old enough that he'd been sporting that mustache since the last time they were in fashion back in the late '80s.

"Just pushing numbers around like usual," I said, looking at my screen and pretending to click on stuff.

The last thing I wanted was to get in a conversation with Harold right now. The dude was a bore on the best of days.

"Yeah, it's going to be like this every day for the rest of your life, man," he said, shaking his head and chuckling. He also put both his hands on his rather substantial gut as he chuckled.

"Some of us actually enjoy our jobs, Harold," I said.

My phone buzzed. I had it sitting face up on my desk. Thankfully it was also locked. It wouldn't show me what was in that message other than it was a message from Allison.

"Message from the old ball and chain?" he asked, glancing down at my phone.

Under the desk, I was as hard as a rock. Above the desk, I was sweating bullets. The last thing I needed was for Harold to figure out what was going on with me and Allison.

The dude had made plenty of inappropriate comments about my wife over the five years I'd been working here. It was clear he had the hots for her from the first time he'd seen a picture of her sitting on my desk.

If I was being honest with myself, and I was usually totally honest with myself when it came to this fantasy, one of the only reasons I still tolerated him coming over here was because of those comments. It was the sort of thing that would've pissed off a normal guy, but I was far from a normal guy, wasn't I?

His little comments about how pretty she was and what a lucky guy I was, code words for somebody politely saying they’d totally rail my wife if they thought they could get away with it, were some of the only lifelines I had to enjoying this fantasy over the years.

But I didn't need him over here making comments right now. I really didn't need him to potentially see whatever she might send my way. It would be just my luck that I’d get a message that included a picture of her in lingerie or something.

That might be enough to give the old bald motherfucker a heart attack, and the last thing I wanted was to give him a heart attack and have to explain why he lost it in front of my desk because all the blood was suddenly rushing to another part of his body that needed it more than his heart.

"You aren't going to answer your text from the old ball and chain?”

"She's not a ball and chain, Harold," I said, still clicking and still not looking down at my phone.

Meanwhile, under the desk, my cock was throbbing. Harold was standing here talking about her, no doubt thinking about all the depraved things he’d like to do to my wife, and meanwhile there was a text from her that might or might not involve her doing something incredibly naughty with another man.

"Yeah, I don't think I’d call my wife the old ball and chain if she looked like your lady either," he said.

And there it was. Totally inappropriate. The sort of thing I could turn him into HR for, but I wasn't going to do anything of the sort.

"Did you actually have something you were going to ask me, Harold?” I asked, looking up at him. “Or did you come over here to sexually harass my wife by proxy?"

He held his hands up. He went a little wide in the eyes.

"Hey, man, it's nothing like that," he said.

"I'm sure it's nothing like that," I said, rolling my eyes. "But I really do have work I need to do here, so if you don't mind.”

Harold wasn't the kind of guy who picked up on social cues all that well, but even he could pick up on the message I was sending him right about now.

"Fine," he muttered. "I'll go bother somebody else. You might want to do something about that stick you have up your ass today though."

"I'll definitely work on that, Harold," I said. "And maybe I'll turn you in to HR for sexually harassing me about shoving things up my ass."

Again, his eyes went wide. This time his mouth worked like he was trying to come up with some excuse for why that wasn't exactly what it sounded like, and then he seemed to decide it would be a better idea to be anywhere but standing in front of my desk where I was clearly getting a little pissy about things.

"Fine," he muttered. "I'm moving on."

"Thank you, Harold," I said.

It was pure torture. Even after he left, I thought about everything he'd just said. A part of me had been tempted to just open up my phone and show him whatever my wife was sending me. It was like he had some perv sense that told him there was something interesting going on with her and he needed to be around to stick his nose in where it wasn’t wanted.

Chances were it was something pretty mundane. Most of the texts she sent me through the day were pretty mundane.

But things had also started to get interesting once she started working from home on the regular. Like we're talking I got the kind of texts from her that I didn't even get back when we were dating. Like being home all the time convinced her it would be a fun idea to get frisky on the clock.

Was she getting frisky on the clock right now? Was she having a chat with that guy, and was it getting her so turned on that she decided to send me a naughty message?

Even better, was she getting so turned on talking to that guy that she decided to send me screenshots of everything they were talking about?

I didn't know, and the not knowing was killing me.

I waited for another minute or so after Harold left, and then I popped up and looked over the edge of my cubicle to make sure there was no chance he was lurking.

It looked like he was over at the other end of the long rows of cubicles bothering somebody else. Which was just fine. He was somebody else's problem for a little while at least.

I popped down and finally unlocked my phone. I stared at what was waiting for me there. She'd had time to send a few messages. The buzzing had been pure torture while Harold was standing there jawing, and now it was even more torture as I looked at the screenshots she sent me of their conversation.

"So I've been thinking," she texted.

"About what?" he asked, sending her a smiley face.

"You have that thing in your pictures, but how do I know that's actually how big it is?"

"What are you talking about?" he asked, and this time he sent a laughing face. Apparently this dude was big on using emojis.

"How do I know that's actually how big your cock is?" she asked.

"I took a picture in front of a ruler," he said.

"But you could’ve faked that. Like, I looked on Amazon and there are totally fake rulers you can buy that are designed to make things look way bigger than they actually are."

"Are you serious?" he sent back.

"I'm totally serious when it comes to this," she said. "One of the reasons why you're having this conversation is because I'm intrigued by that thing."

Back in my cubicle I let out another involuntary shiver. A tingle ran up and down my scalp, and I felt sort of like I did when I got a panic attack. Only was it possible for a panic attack to be something positive?

I wasn't sure, but if there was a positive version of a panic attack then it felt like that's what was happening to me now.

"So how could I prove myself to you?" he asked.

"I don't know," she said. "Take a picture of that monster in front of something where I can tell the size. Something you have around your house."

"Fine, I can do that," he sent. “But you're going to have to help me out a little bit."

"Help you out how?" she asked, and this time it was her turn to send a smiling emoji.

I had to switch between the screenshots she was sending me every few lines, but that was fine. My cock throbbed.

I paused and looked up over my cubicle again to make sure there was no chance of somebody else pulling a Harold and getting a look at what I was looking at. Then I turned so my back was towards the window. I didn't think anybody was going to be spying on me from through the window. One of the perks of having a cubicle with a view.

"You know what I want," he sent. "Those tits are amazing. Send me something to get it nice and hard."

"Should I?" she asked. "What if you're lying?"

"Then all you're out is a picture of your tits," he said. "It's not like it's that much, is it?"

Again, I shivered. It's not like it was that much. No, it was only my wife sending a picture of her bare breasts to another man. Something she hadn’t done since we started dating. I know because I’d bugged her about it and it caused a few arguments before she realized I was asking because I was into it.

"Fine," she said.

I imagined her sitting at her desk in her home office. I imagined her pulling her shirt up. And then I flipped to the next screenshot, and sure enough, there it was. I noticed she'd put on a plain blue shirt. No identifying information, but it was also clear she wasn't wearing a bra under the thing now that she had her tits out. Another thing she'd probably done on purpose.

"Holy shit," he said, "Those are amazing."

"You think?" she asked.

It was hard to tell from text, but I got the feeling she was starting to really get into this. Again, I shivered, and my cock throbbed as I thought of all the things she was doing. All the barriers she was pushing up against. All of the taboos she was breaking by doing something as simple as sending a picture like that.

The next screenshot was a picture of his cock next to a paperback book, and the thing was definitely much longer than the paperback. I let out a low whistle.

And then my eyes went wide, and I popped up again and looked around to make sure there wasn't a chance anybody else could see what I was doing.

Thankfully, it looked like the coast was clear. Everybody else was focused on their work.

"Damn," Allison sent. "That thing is huge."

"I'd love to feel it sliding between those tits," he sent.

"I bet you would," she sent back.

"So why don't you hop on video and show them to me? Press them together. Give me something to fantasize about."

My breath caught. I wondered if she was really going to do it without me in the room. On the one hand, that would piss me off. On the other hand, that would be pretty fucking hot.

"Naughty boy," she sent back. "You know I'm not going to do anything like that without my husband.”

"Yeah, I know," he said. "But can you blame a guy for trying?"

"Later. I promise," she sent.

And that was the end of the messages for now. Which left me shivering and in desperate need of relief as I sat in my cubicle thinking about everything my wife had been up to while I was stuck in the stupid office.
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TESTED


Icouldn't get home fast enough that night. My hand tapped nervously against the steering wheel the entire ride. I listened to music, but it wasn't like my brain was actually paying attention to anything that was playing on the radio.

All I could think about was the text messages my wife had sent me earlier. That had been intense. So intense I had to go into the work bathroom and take care of a little bit of business all on my own.

Probably not the kind of thing my coworkers would appreciate if they knew what I was doing in there, but what the fuck ever. I didn't give a fuck, and that's all that mattered.

And now here I was driving home, and my cock was still absolutely rock hard. As hard as a diamond. I thought about everything Allison might be doing right now. Everything she might be getting away with while I wasn't there with her.

I told her I wanted her to wait until I had a chance to join in on whatever fun she was having, but what if she decided she couldn't wait?

She talked about testing the waters, but it seemed like she was getting ready to do a cannonball into the deep end. I loved it and I hated it at the same time. Mostly I hated it because there was a chance I wasn't going to get to enjoy watching her jumping into the deep end.

I finally got home. I pulled into the garage and ran into the house, and immediately came to a stop as I saw Allison standing there at the kitchen island. She had some pudding out in front of her. It looked like she'd just made it.

She turned and looked at me, a spoon in her mouth, and then she gave it a quick lick.

Which had me shuddering and shivering all over again. I thought about something else she could lick. Though I didn't think she would've spent her day going out and having fun with that guy. That would've been a real betrayal.

Sure we were talking about a fantasy where I wanted her to fuck another guy, but it was weird how there were betrayals and then there were betrayals.

And it felt like her going out and doing something with a guy when I wasn't there would be the ultimate betrayal. If it turned out she was just doing something on a video chat then it would suck, sure, but it would also be really hot. Especially if she took video of the whole thing.

"Is something wrong?" Allison asked.

All those thoughts had run through my head in the space of maybe a breath, and then they were gone.

"I don't know," I said, looking at her intently. "Is there something that should be wrong?"

"I don't know what you're talking about," she said.

I wasn't sure if she was looking at me like that because she was having fun teasing me, or if she was looking at me like that because she really hadn't done anything that should piss me off.

Though I was going to be annoyed if she hadn't done anything that would've pissed me off during the day.

"Did you do anything with that guy?" I asked.

"What are you talking about?" she asked, and this time she looked genuinely confused.

"I mean, did you do anything with him?"

"You know I did stuff with him," she said.

I felt like I was going to lose it. I didn't know what to think. I hated the idea that she might've done something with that guy and I didn't get to witness it.

"I sent you the text messages," she said. “Wasn’t that part of this whole deal? We're trying things out and it's okay as long as I let you in on it?”

I breathed a relieved sigh I hadn't even realized I was holding in.

"I'm sorry," I said, "I guess I just thought…”

"What did you think?" she asked, arching an eyebrow.

"I worried that maybe you got so hot and bothered that you went ahead and did something without me."

Again, she hit me with a couple of blinks. Then she shook her head and started to laugh.

"I don't see what's so funny about this," I said.

"Really? You don't see what's so funny about this?" she asked, "You've been begging me to do something like this for how long and now I dip a toe in the water and you're acting all jealous and freaked out?"

“I…”

I paused. I licked my lips. I wasn't sure what to think about any of that.

"I'm sorry," I finally said.

"You're damn right you're sorry," she said, walking over and pulling a bowl down from the cabinet and sitting down on the island. "I made pudding. Have some."

There was something to the way she said that. Like it wasn't a request. I was going to have some pudding, damn it, if I knew what was good for me.

So I scooped some into the bowl. It was just the kind of stuff from a box, but that was fine. It's not like she needed to actually go out and boil animal bone or whatever it was that people had to do in olden times to make all this stuff work. Back before somebody at the Jell-O company figured out how to put it in powder form.

I took a bite and I sat down in front of the island.

"You can't act like this," Allison said.

I blinked. I turned to look at her. There wasn't exactly heat to her voice, but she also didn't look like she was happy with yours truly.

"Like what?" I asked.

"Like it's pissing you off that I'm doing what you've been begging me to do," she said.

"I suppose that's fair," I said.

"It's more than fair," she said. "I've been resisting doing this for so long because I was worried about how you’d react. Like, this seems like something you think you want, but then the instant it actually starts to happen? Suddenly you're filing for divorce."

"I would never file for divorce because of something like this, Allison," I said. "If anything, it only makes me love you more."

"Yeah, you can say that all you want," she said, rolling her eyes. "But the fact that you were freaking out after I did everything I was supposed to do? That's telling me a different story entirely."

"Have you been texting the guy at all?"

"Earlier was as far as that went," she said. "He kept going on about how much he wanted to fuck my tits. Can you believe it?"

My cock twitched. I wanted to reach down and touch myself, but it didn't seem like the time to reach down and touch myself. Especially with how irritated my wife already was.

"Yeah, I can believe it," I said.

"Yeah, I bet you can believe it," she said, rolling her eyes.

"So is that something you’d let him do?" I asked.

"What are you talking about?" she asked.

"Well, we were talking about going slow with this. Is that something you’d let him do?"

"I honestly don't know," she said with a sigh.

"It just seems to me that's a nice low-stakes way to ease yourself into something. Like, he's not coming inside you, so you don't have to worry about any of that, and you don't have to worry about an STI from your tits."

She started to chuckle again.

"What?" I asked.

"You," she said. “You've already thought all of this through. Who thinks about getting an STI on their tits?"

"Well, it's something important you have to keep in mind if you're going to be doing something like this," I said. "You're putting yourself out there. It's a risk. I understand that, and I don't want you to do anything that could potentially get you hurt."

"I bet you don't," she said.

"I really don't," I said. "I want you to be safe, but I also want the two of us to have a good time."

"You mean you want to watch while I have a good time," Allison said.

"Okay, maybe that's what it is," I said. "But at least I'm being honest with you."

"Like you were honest about how you weren't going to freak the fuck out?" she asked.

“Okay, so maybe I deserved that just a little,” I said. "I promise I won't freak out again."

"I don't think you can make that promise," she said, sitting down next to me and staring down at her own bowl of pudding. "That's the problem with doing something like this. You don't know how you're going to react until you're actually in the moment and it's happening, right?"

"Maybe," I said.

"No, there's no maybe about it. You just can't know what's going to happen until it happens, and that's why I'm so afraid of this. Even this little test today seems like it has you freaking the fuck out, and I don't like that."

I couldn't believe it. We'd gotten so close to doing something I was so hot and turned on thinking about. We were texting that guy back and forth. The idea that those text messages saved in my phone might be the closest I ever got to this fantasy made me feel sick to my stomach.

It made me feel even more sick to my stomach than how I'd felt earlier when I was driving home and wondering if she was doing anything with that guy.

"Look, Allison."

"You really want this to happen?" she asked, turning and staring at me.

I locked eyes with her. I stared at her. I really thought about it, but there was never any question. There'd never been any question.

"I really want this to happen," I said. "There's no getting around it. It's an obsession. It's something I need."

"Well, I did promise you for your birthday," she said, sighing and shaking her head, and she took a scoop of pudding. "So I feel like everything we've done up to this point is one hell of a way to fulfill that fantasy. It's way more than I ever thought I’d do."

"But you want to do more," I said.

It wasn't a question. It was just a simple statement of fact. There was something about the way she'd been acting this whole time that told me she wanted to do way more than what she'd already done. That there was something about this that had caught her interest as well. She had the look like she wanted this.

Maybe that was dangerous. Maybe it wasn't. Maybe this was all going to end in tears, but there was only one way to find out.

"I don't think I can go back," I said. "Not now. Not when you're so close."

"Are you sure about that?" she asked, turning and staring at me. "Because that seems like a dangerous game you're playing. You might get too close to the flame and you might get burned."

"Did you talk to this guy about a video chat?"

"James," she said.

I blinked. "Excuse me?"

"His name is James," she said.

"Oh, okay," I said.

It was weird. There was something about putting a name to the dude that made this feel way more real than it had been before. I don't know why it made it way more real than it had been before. Just that it was.

"So were you planning on doing anything else with James?" I asked.

She smiled at me.

"That all depends..."

"On?"

"On how you reacted when you got home," she said.

I licked my lips again. I forced myself to hold her gaze as she stared at me.

"So did I pass?" I asked, realizing this whole thing had been a test all along, and feeling sick to my stomach once more that I might've screwed it up by coming home and acting like a jealous asshole.

"Why don't you come up to the bedroom and find out?"
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PREP WORK


Allison turned and made her way up to the bedroom. I grinned, and then I moved to follow her.

I wasn't sure what her game was, but I was pretty sure whatever it was? It was going to be a sexy fucking game. Maybe it was literally going to involve sexy times, fucking, and a game. Who knew what was on the table?

There were definitely still some reservations going on here about doing this, but clearly her reservations weren't quite as reserved as they'd been once upon a time.

Maybe.

I noticed she wore a pair of impossibly tight shorts. Like the kind of shorts she’d wear around the house. And I also didn’t see the outline of any panties in those impossibly tight shorts.

I licked my lips, wondering exactly what was going on there. Wondering exactly what my wife had planned.

She ran up the stairs, and I followed after her. She looked over her shoulder, saw me following, let out a yelp, and ran up even faster.

It was a dangerous game. I didn't want her to fall and hurt anything, but I also loved nothing more than following my wife up the stairs and trying to give her ass a good smack.

It was an ass that was worth smacking. I loved watching the way it jiggled whenever I made contact with my hand, and I thought about the way I might get to see it jiggle as another man was plowing into her from behind.

I shivered, and then I pushed the thoughts out of my mind as I concentrated on running up the stairs behind her.

"You're not getting me," she said, yelping as I got to the top and tried to swipe at her. But I was just a moment too late.

Which was a damn shame, but oh well. Maybe another time.

She ran down the upstairs hallway past the bedroom she used as her home office, and then stepped into our own bedroom.

And I immediately came to a halt as I followed her through the door. My mouth fell open. I realized that despite all that stuff she was hitting me with about not being sure about doing this, she’d already prepared what looked like a pretty good time in here.

We're talking she'd set up a privacy screen behind our bed. Which was a fancy way of saying that she'd thrown up a sheet on the wall. It looked like she used duct tape to keep it up there. She'd changed the sheets on our bed so they weren't a color we used on the regular. There was no way anybody would recognize our bedroom.

Not that I thought there were a lot of people who’d be able to recognize our bedroom anyway. It's not like there were a lot of people who came through here.

"Damn," I said, shaking my head as I looked at everything.

"You like?" she asked.

"Boy, do I like," I said, grinning and laughing.

"I fail to see what's so funny about all this," she said.

"What's so funny about all this is you’re doing this on purpose," I said.

"Doing what on purpose?" she asked, putting her hands behind her back and rocking back and forth on her feet. Which had the added benefit of having her breasts pressing out.

I looked at them and licked my lips. I hadn't really noticed earlier because I'd been so worried about the whole conversation we were having about whether or not we should do this, but she was in a low-cut tank top that showed off everything.

"You knew that when I came up here, I was going to find this whole setup."

"Yeah, but you weren't necessarily going to get to enjoy this whole setup," she said, looking at me. "All of that depended entirely on how you reacted to the conversation we had down below."

"You naughty little minx," I said. "So what exactly is going on here?"

"That's simple," she said, that twinkle never leaving her eye. "I'm going to get on a video call I told James I might or might not be doing, and you're going to sit over there in your little cuck chair and watch."

I looked over to the decorative chairs she'd put over on the other end of the bedroom, chairs I'd looked at and thought of plenty of times before. I thought about the joke about how there was a chair like that in every hotel room ever, and my wife had put several in our bedroom.

I wondered if that's because she was thinking about my fantasy even back then. Thinking about how there was a possibility we might do something like this someday. Or maybe it was a completely innocent thing.

Whatever it was, those chairs were perfect for the moment.

So I walked over in a daze, sat down, and then I realized I wasn't going to be able to get the close look I wanted. So I scooted one of those chairs over so it would be closer to the bed. She watched me and grinned, shaking her head.

"Wait," I said. "We need to get something that lets you record your screen.”

She was reaching into the nightstand and pulling out the mask we'd used when we were taking her pictures. I guess she was really prepared for all of this. I figured it was a good thing she was really prepared for all this.

It told me she was really into this. Like maybe in a more than “testing the waters” sort of way. Like she was getting way more into this than she wanted to let on.

Or maybe that was so much wishful thinking on my part.

“I already took care of that.”

"What did you use?" I asked.

She hit me with a warning look. It was clearly meant to tell me to back the fuck off and let her handle this.

I desperately wanted to ask her what software she was using. I wanted to make sure she was using the best. I'd looked at a lot of stuff while fantasizing about the day something like this might happen, never dreaming that something like this would happen.

But that look was enough to tell me to back the fuck off, so I put my hands up.

"Message received loud and clear," I said, grinning at her.

"Good. I'm glad you can receive the message, Mister,” she said, rolling her eyes.

She clicked a couple of buttons. I couldn't see what was going on over on her laptop screen. It killed me that I couldn't see what was going on over on her laptop screen. My cock was rock hard and throbbing thinking about what might be going on over on her laptop screen.

Finally, I heard the familiar sound of a video chat starting, and she smiled.

It killed me to see the way she smiled. She was lighting up. She was radiant. She looked like she was really happy to see this guy.

I hated it immediately. It made me sick to my stomach. It made me want to find out wherever the hell this guy was and beat the shit out of him for getting that kind of look from my wife.

It made my cock throb seeing my wife looking at another man like that. I loved it even as I hated it.

"James," she said, grinning.

"Allison," he said, though I couldn’t see if he was smiling. “Is he watching?"

"You know he is," she said. “We wouldn’t be doing this if he wasn’t.”

"Do I get to see?" he asked.

My eyes went wide as Allison looked over at me. I didn’t think he’d ask if I was actually watching. Then again, maybe he wanted to make sure I was actually here and approved.

Though it would surprise me if a guy cared whether or not a woman was actually cheating. Most guys would just want to get their dick wet, and they wouldn't give a shit about anything else.

"He's in here," she said, wagging a finger at him. "And I'm not playing that game. You know that."

"Okay. Can I at least get a little bit of confirmation? Maybe a voice thing? Something to let me know he's in the room and he approves of what you're doing?"

"What's with all of this?" Allison asked, frowning. "You didn't mention any of this when we were talking about what we were doing tonight. Do you want to get naughty on a video chat, or do you want to talk to my husband about whether or not I'm allowed to do this?"

"Honestly, I want to do both," he said. "Trust me. I've found it's in my best interest to make sure everybody is on board and above board when we're doing something like this."

Allison looked over at me. It was clear the ball was in my court. I hesitated. Of all the things I expected from this fantasy, the guy on the other end suddenly getting a conscience about banging somebody's wife and trying to avoid as much drama as possible wasn't on my list.

At the same time, I couldn't deny there was something undeniably logical about the idea, and clearly this guy had been with other women who were in a relationship.

Allison shrugged, and then she made a waving motion with her hand, like it was my turn to get in there and do something.

I cleared my throat.

"Yeah, I'm here," I said.

"Is that the husband?" James said.

"None other than," I said.

"Nice to meet you, my man," he said. "Don't want to show your face. It’s a lot when you’re doing something like this for the first time, isn't it?"

"Yeah, I guess it is," I said, feeling myself being put at ease with the way he was acting. Like this wasn't a big deal at all. Like it wasn't a potential relationship-shattering thing we were talking about doing here. Like it was just another day of the week.

I wondered if banging my wife would be just another day of the week for him. Part of the appeal of the fantasy was the idea that my wife would go out and be a one-night stand for some random dude. There was something undeniably hot about that, even though I didn't understand why it was so undeniably hot.
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VIDEO CHAT


There was a slight pause as I looked at Allison. She looked in between me and over to her laptop screen, where presumably she was looking at this James guy.

"So I guess if we've got all the awkwardness out of the way, then it's time for us to have a little bit of fun, right?" James finally said.

I licked my lips. Allison turned to look at me one more time. Like she was trying to get confirmation. She let out a little shiver, and I noticed the way it ran from the bottom of her body all the way to the top of her head.

I nodded at her to let her know I was more than okay with all of this. I loved what she was about to do.

She was just in her tank top and that impossibly tight pair of shorts. It didn't look like she had a bra on. I'm sure James could see she didn't have a bra on. Her nipples were poking out and begging for his attention.

Finally she turned back to the screen.

"So where were we?" she asked.

"I think I was telling you I wanted you to pull that shirt up so I could get a look at those tits and imagine what it would feel like having my cock sliding between them," James said.

She let out a quiet gasp. I wondered if my wife even realized she was letting out a quiet gasp. She definitely seemed to be way more into this than I figured she would've been.

"That sounds wonderful," she said, her mouth falling open as one of her hands idly moved around one of those aforementioned nipples that was sticking out in her tank top.

She started to pinch one of them. She squeezed her eyes shut and let out another quiet gasp.

"Yeah, that's it," James said. "Play with those nipples for me. Pinch them. I'm going to pinch them so hard when I get to see you in person."

Her eyes opened just a little. Like maybe she was surprised he was talking to her like that, or maybe she was surprised he was talking like they were going to have an in-person meeting. Whatever it was, she seemed to like the idea.

Her breath started to come in gasps. She was pinching her nipple really good now.

"I need to see those tits."

"Give me a minute," she said, her voice quiet as she said it.

I leaned forward, licking my lips, and then I pulled my phone out and started to take a video. She didn't seem to notice the motion. I figured I could always just delete the video later if it turned out she wasn't into the idea.

Better to ask forgiveness than permission and all that, though something told me she wasn't going to mind having a recording of everything that was happening here.

"That's fucking hot," James said through the laptop speaker. "Are you really that close to coming just from playing with your tits?"

"Oh God," she said. "You're going to slide your cock between my tits, aren't you?"

"I am, baby," he said.

"Let me see it," she said.

She stared at the screen. I figured I could tell the exact moment he pulled his cock out because her eyes went wide. She licked her lips, and then her gasps and moans started to get more intense. Her mouth fell open, and her chest was rising and falling as she gasped for breath.

Holy shit. She wasn't even touching her pussy, and already she was coming hard just at the sight of this guy's cock. Just from imagining him sliding it in between her tits.

I didn't think that was the sort of thing that would get her off. Titty-fucking a woman seemed like the sort of thing a lady did when she was trying to help out her guy and didn't feel like doing a hand job. It didn't seem like the kind of thing that would actually get a woman off since it's not like there were any nerve endings in there.

Then again, I dated a girl back in college who got off when she was going down on me, and it's not like that was the kind of thing that traditionally got somebody off. I guess the idea of him getting hot and bothered for her was enough to set her off.

I figured it could only be a good thing that the idea of him getting off all over her tits was turning her on to the point she was getting off. That meant she was getting more into this fantasy. Maybe she’d get into it to the point she did more than test the waters.

"Oh, fuck," she said as her body shivered. Her tits jiggled and bounced as she played with them. As she cupped them together through her tank top.

"You could fuck me with my tank top on," she said. "Blow your cum all over it, and when I go home to my husband he’ll see your juice staining my shirt."

"Yeah, that sounds like a good idea," James said. "I'd love to blow a load all over those pretty tits of yours. I'd love to stain that cute little tank top of yours. Would you like that?"

"I'd love it," she said, her mouth still wide open as her breaths came in more and more ragged gasps.

She squeezed her eyes shut and she was coming. There was no missing the way she was moaning, and she hadn't even touched herself. I shook my head. All that and she hadn't even touched herself.

It seemed crazy. It seemed impossible, and yet there was the evidence right in front of my eyes.

Finally, she opened her eyes and stared down at him with a smile. Then she looked over at me.

Her smile was a little more uncertain as she looked at me. I wondered what was going through her head as she looked at me. Was she wondering if I’d be pissed off? Was she wondering if it was everything I'd ever dreamed of?

It sure as shit felt like it was everything I'd ever dreamed of. I loved that she was doing this.

"I'm sorry," she finally said, breathing deeply a few times. "I guess I had no idea I could do that just from feeling my tits."

"Oh, I'm going to have so much fun with you." James said. "You have a body that's built for sin. I can't believe your husband is letting another man play with you."

"Yeah. I'm having trouble believing my husband is letting another man play with me," she said, her eyes dragging over to me. Then she turned her attention back to James. "So why don't you show me how excited you got looking at me coming with my tits?"

"Not until I get a look at those tits."

Allison smiled. Then she reached down and pulled up on her tank top. She didn't move slow at all. She just pulled up until it was just under her breasts, and then she paused for a moment, staring at him and grinning.

Then she pulled up and there was a slight bounce as her tits sprang free.

I loved that moment. It was perfection the first time I'd seen her doing it. It was perfection the thousandth time I'd seen my wife doing it.

It was even more perfect knowing there was another man watching her tits and thinking about all the things he’d love to do to her. Thinking about sliding his cock in between those incredible tits.

Though I really wondered if she was going to go farther than that. Damn.

She stared at the screen and bit her lip. Suddenly, my wife looked self-conscious. Like she wasn't sure what to make of another man getting a good look at her breasts. Like she thought he wasn't going to like the incredible sight he was beholding.

I wanted to chime in and tell her that of course he was going to love it, but I also didn't want to get in the middle and potentially break the spell.

"Amazing," he finally said, breathing the words out like he was in wonder.

And he should be. She had an incredible body. She pulled the tank top up the rest of the way, seeming to gain some confidence from what he was saying, and then she was lying back on our bed topless and staring at another guy through a webcam.

I really wished I could get a look at what he was doing. I just hoped she remembered the screen capture software so I could see his reaction later. I was going to be jerking off to this video for the rest of my life. I couldn't believe it was happening, but I loved that it was happening.

She looked over to me again, and then she started squeezing her tits together.

"Is this what you wanted?" she asked.

"Oh, I want more than that," he said. "Get out your vibrator. The one that's shaped like a big cock."

Allison blinked. Her eyes darted over to me and then back to him. For a moment she seemed genuinely panicked. Like she thought he was reading her mind or something.

"How did you know about that?" she finally asked.

James laughed. "Your husband is into the idea of another man fucking you. Of course you have a vibrator that looks like a big old cock. I bet you slide that thing in between your legs and talk about other guys fucking you all the time."

Her eyes darted to me and back. I wondered what she was thinking. She’d acted like I was weird for wanting to do that when I’d first suggested it. I felt vindicated that apparently it was something enough people did when they were thinking about this fantasy that he could predict the existence of a big cock shaped vibrator in my wife’s nightstand.

"Okay, so maybe we do that," she said. "Is that something that happens a lot?"

"I haven't been with a lot of people who are into this fantasy," he said with a shrug. "But I've been with enough that I know a little bit about how the mind works."

I almost wanted to be annoyed that he seemed to know so much about my inner fantasy life, but I figured it wasn't worth it to get annoyed. Not when there wasn't a damn thing I could do about any of this anyway.

"Now get that vibrator out," he said. "Get it out of your nightstand and show me that thing sliding in between your tits. Is it big?"

"It's a little big," she said. "We tried to get one that wasn't like humongous or anything. I figured..."

She trailed off. A slight blush came to her cheeks. God, she looked so damn cute when she looked unsure like that. Like she wanted to keep going with this, but there was still a part of her screaming it wasn't the kind of thing good girls did. And she still very much thought of herself as a good married woman.

Not the kind of person who would have a video chat with another guy talking about her vibrator and asking her to slide that vibrator in between her tits so he could imagine it was his cock doing the sliding.

Allison only hesitated for another moment, then she reached over and started digging in her nightstand.

She had a few different vibrators in there. Usually it was a little bright pink magic bullet deal she used when the two of us were having husband and wife time. The big one that looked like an actual cock only came out for special occasions, but if ever there was a special occasion then I figured this was it.

She pulled it out, going a little cross-eyed and biting her lip and giggling as she looked over to me.

"It's funny," she said. "When we first got this, I was worried it was going to be way too big. But now I don't know if it's even the same size as James, if he's telling the truth with that ruler."
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PUSHING BOUNDARIES


Icould only stare in wonder at everything Allison was doing. At everything she was saying.

When we bought that thing she’d freaked out just a little. She talked about how it was way too much. About how it felt weird and it wasn't like the real thing.

I'd joked with her that if she didn't feel like it was the real thing then she could always go out and get the real thing. That had resulted in me getting smacked a couple of times for my trouble, but whatever.

Now, though, she was actually comparing it to another man's cock she wanted to touch. Like it was something she’d like to try. My mind reeled.

I wondered if this was all part of my birthday present. Was she just doing this because she knew it turned me on, or was she actually considering taking things a little farther?

"I can promise you I'm not lying one bit about my size, Allison," James said.

"Oh, I didn't think you were," she said.

"Now I need to see that thing slide in between your tits," he said. "Show me how good you can be. Let me imagine how good it's going to feel when I finally get to try those babies out."

Allison's mouth fell open and she let out another quiet gasp at his words. She was really starting to get into this. I loved that she was starting to get into it. I worried that she was starting to get into it.

I wondered what was wrong with me. Not for the first time either. What was I thinking throwing my wife at another man like this? But here we were.

She moved the cock up and started running it all around her tits.

"Oh God, yes," he said. "I'd love to feel my cock on those tits."

"I bet you would," she said.

"I bet you have a lot of guys who stare at you, don't you?" he said.

"Maybe I do," she said.

That caught my interest. She always acted like I was engaging in so much wishful thinking whenever I talked about a guy checking her out. Was she actually admitting to this dude that she saw those dudes checking her out?

If so, why was she willing to admit it to this guy but she wasn’t willing to say anything to me?

"I mean, I see guys looking at me sometimes," she said, again doing that thing where she looked a little unsure of herself. “My husband is always talking about how there are guys looking at me and checking me out, but I think he's a little biased."

"He is biased," James said.

I wondered what his game was. Was he really trying to screw me over with this?

"But just because he's biased doesn't mean he's wrong," James continued. "I bet you have a lot of guys looking at you. You're a woman who's worth looking at, Allison."

"Am I?" she asked.

There was something so completely and utterly innocent about the way she said it. Like she was genuinely asking him the question. Like she genuinely didn't think she was worth looking at.

It made my heart go out to her. How many times had I told her she was beautiful? But I guess even a woman as beautiful as my wife could have some insecurities. Especially when it came to something as crazy as all this.

"You are, Allison," he said. "Now show me what you want me to do with my cock."

Again, she hesitated for a moment. Only for a moment, but that hesitation was definitely there. She turned to look at me and I nodded again.

I didn't know if she was looking for permission, or if she just wasn't sure about all this and she wanted to get some sort of confirmation that everything was okay. That I wasn't going to be pissed off if she went through with this.

She should know by now there wasn't a chance I was going to get pissed off by her going through with this. But her insecurity about how she looked told me everything I needed to know.

She was going to need reassuring every step of the way, and that was just fine. I was going to be right there to reassure her every step of that journey we were taking together.

Finally, she started to move the cock around again. She didn't bother to turn the vibrate function on. There was no need for it. She wasn't sticking it in her pussy.

Though I hoped she might decide to go ahead and do that by the time this was all over.

She kept moving that little miniature cock around and around. And then finally she slid it between her tits and closed her eyes as she started moving it up and down.She tried to keep her tits cupped together but it was difficult when she was holding a vibrator with one hand.

Usually when I was fucking her tits she was the one holding them together and I slid my cock between them, or I was the one holding them together as she bounced up and down, or she was kneeling in front of me and moving her tits up and down on my cock as I sat on the bed or on a chair or something.

But she couldn't do any of that now.

I got up without realizing what I was doing. I moved as though I was on autopilot. I put one of my hands against her breast, and I pressed it in.

She looked up at me and bit her lip.

I glanced over to the laptop screen. I wanted to make sure there wasn't a chance my face was getting on the recording. I didn't have a mask on after all, and even if I was giving my wife a much needed assist here? I didn't want my face to wind up all over whatever porn site this guy was potentially loading this video onto.

Though they’d been using names. I figured that gave him incentive to keep this on his hard drive if he was recording it.

"Oh, yeah? Is that your husband lending you a hand?" he asked.

"It is," she said, gasping as she started sliding the cock between her tits.

I looked down to the screen. I'll admit I had an ulterior motive. I wanted to be able to see that screen. I wanted to see the look on his face. I wanted to see everything as he watched my wife doing this naughty show for him.

She kept sliding the cock up and down in between her tits.

"Oh, fuck, that's good," he hissed. "I'm going to fuck your tits so good."

"God, fuck them," she said.

"Is that all you want, Allison?" he asked.

She kept going. Kept sliding that big fake cock in between her tits. It seemed to take her a moment to even catch up to the fact he'd asked her a question. And when she did, she blinked and seemed surprised.

"What do you mean?" she asked.

"You have me all alone in a room. Your husband is sitting over in a chair watching everything. Do you really think me fucking your tits is everything he wants? Do you really think me fucking your tits is everything I want? Is that really everything you want, Allison?"

She blinked and stared at him. She seemed to be short-circuited.

"Why don't you move that down in between your legs?" he said. "Turn on the vibration."

She bit her lip and hesitated again, but this time around she didn't turn to look at me. She didn't even seem to think about it as she moved the vibrator down and pressed it in between her legs.

It started to buzz. She moved the laptop so it had a good view of her whole body, including in between her legs.

"Fuck yeah, that's it," he said, and he started jerking his cock. It was slick with precome that was leaking out the tip and moving down over his shaft.

"Do you want my cock, Allison?" he asked.

"God, it's so big," she said. "I've never felt one like that."

My own cock twitched at that. I couldn't believe she was talking like that. I never thought I was the kind of guy to get jealous over size. I'd always figured I had what I had, and there was no need to get upset about it.

But there was something about the way she was talking that was really doing something for me.

"Do you want to feel it sliding inside you?" he asked.

"That might be fun," she said, smiling, but then she wagged her free finger at him. "We're just talking about fantasy, right?"

"Yeah, just fantasy," he said.

I glanced over to the window he sat in on her laptop screen. He was smiling, and it was a knowing sort of smile. His eyes darted over to where he knew I was standing, because he could see my hand even if he couldn't see the rest of me in frame.

"I want you to slide inside you, Allison. I have to have all of you, so I slid your panties to the side and pressed my cock inside you, and that's what you really want, isn't it?"

"It's what I really want," she said.

Her eyes had a glazed sort of look. Like she was completely overtaken by lust. She moved her shorts and panties to the side, she was definitely still wearing panties, and started to slide the artificial cock inside her pussy.

Oh fuck, was that hot. I could see her lips, so slick and wet, waiting for another man to get inside her.

I could hardly believe she was fantasizing about another man getting inside her, and I loved watching her sliding that cock deep in her pussy.

It went in faster than I think it’d ever had before. There'd been plenty of times when I'd watched her doing this, but this was more intense than any of those moments.

She slid it in and buried it deep.

"Oh, fuck yeah, Allison," he said. "That's exactly what you want, isn't it? You want to feel my big cock inside you. You want to know what it's like to have a big one sliding in you, fucking you, making your tits bounce."

She squeezed her eyes shut and moaned.

"I'm right on top of you," he said. "You're looking up and seeing me plowing into you. Your tits are bouncing as my cock is finding parts of you no man has ever felt before. Not even your husband."

She started moving the vibrator in and out, finding the spots where I’d never been. It buzzed and her whole body twitched. Her tits bounced every time she buried it inside her body. Her whole body seemed to move and shake, like she was attached to a live wire. Her mouth was open, and beautiful gasps came out of her again and again and again.

Then she squeezed her eyes shut.

"I'm gonna fill that pretty pussy of yours," he said. "I'm going to come inside you. Another man's going to come inside you while your husband watches. What do you think of that?"

Her eyes flew open. She stared at the chat window, and then she threw her head back and started to scream.

"Look at me," he said. "Look at what you're doing. Look at what's going to be happening inside that tight little pussy of yours."

She locked her eyes on the screen. Come started to jet out of his cock and onto his body. It landed on his stomach, his muscled, chiseled abs. And he kept going.

"That's it. Come inside me," she said. "Come in me. Make me yours."

She was totally lost to the moment. I could only stare in disbelief. Her hips dropped and her body lurched up off the bed and she stared at another man's cock and imagined it going deep inside her as she moved that vibrator deep inside her.

She screamed and she screamed until it seemed like she was going to go hoarse.

Holy shit. What had I just unleashed in my wife?
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MAKING ARRANGEMENTS


“So I've been thinking,"

I turned and looked at Allison. I paused in the act of taking a bite of cereal.

"You've been thinking," I said.

It’d been a week since her fun on the video chat with James. A week of me thinking about everything that had happened. A week of me jerking off furiously every time I looked at the video of my wife going to town on herself with a dildo as another man watched her fucking herself.

A whole week since our marriage had fundamentally changed, and we'd been going along pretending nothing was different at all.

It made me wonder if nothing was different for her, or if she really didn't see a difference between what was going on in our marriage now and what had happened a week ago.

And I was surprised to realize after all the introspection that I was okay with everything. I was okay with how this was going. I was okay with everything she'd done.

"What have you been thinking about?" she asked.

"You know what I've been thinking about," I said.

I'd been jerking off furiously watching the video of her and James getting it on over video chat, but I'd also been fucking my wife at every possible opportunity. I pounded her as we talked about everything she'd done. I fucking loved it.

And I'd come harder than I'd ever come in my life every time it happened.

"Yeah, I think I have a pretty good idea what you've been thinking about," she said, and she hit me with a secretive sort of smile. It was a smile that said we were both in on the same secret.

"So what else have you been thinking?" I finally asked, taking that bite of cereal and giving her a chance to talk.

She glanced over to her phone. She'd deliberately set it to the side. I'd seen her sending messages on it from time to time. I'd burned with the desire to know what she was saying. I'd burned with the overwhelming desire to grab her phone and get a look at what she was doing.

But I hadn't done it. I'd just bided my time and figured she’d tell me how she felt about all this when she was good and ready. I figured she might have some more processing to do since she was still new to all this.

"So I've been sending some messages to James," she finally said.

My spoon clattered down to my bowl. She winced at that clattering like it was a slap to the face or something.

"Oh yeah?" I asked, trying to make my voice sound as nonchalant as possible.

"Is that how you're going to react when I bring him up?" she asked.

"That's not how I'm going to react when you bring him up," I said with a sigh. "It's just been a week of build up and wondering what you've been doing and if you're going to do anything else with him. It was a surprise when you finally mentioned him."

"All that for a simple name," she said.

"Yeah, I guess so."

"Do you regret what we did?" she asked.

"Not at all," I said, and that time I said it quickly.

Because there was absolutely nothing I regretted about what we'd done. I'd been dreaming about it for years, and I loved that she'd finally done it for me.

"You're sure?" she asked, her eyes darting back and forth as she searched my own.

I reached a hand out. She looked down at that hand, then finally took it. Though when she touched me it was hesitant. Almost like when we'd first started dating and we were doing that dance around each other where we weren't sure about holding hands.

"What you did was amazing," I finally said. "I love you all the more for it. And if that's all you want to do, if that's the most we ever get out of this fantasy, then that's going to be more than enough for me."

"Because you got the video of your wife acting like a slut on a video chat?" she asked, hitting me with a smile.

"Exactly. Because I got a video of my wife acting like a slut on a video chat," I said, grinning right back at her.

"Okay," she said, biting her lip. Again, her eyes darted over to her phone. Only for a moment. It was a blink and you'll miss it kind of thing, but I was watching her pretty intently now. I wondered what her game was.

"So were you thinking about something?" I asked.

"I was thinking I want to know exactly how far we’re going to go. Testing boundaries and figuring out where our line is, of course."

"Of course," I said.

But I got the distinct feeling there was something going on here. I got the feeling she'd discovered she actually liked this. I'd always dreamed she’d discover she actually liked this. I was terrified that she was getting so into it, but it was too late to stop.

"So James has been a talking about maybe meeting up in person."

My cock twitched. I figured we were going here, but I couldn't be sure until I heard her say it.

"And what do you think about that?" I asked.

"I think I'm wondering what my husband thinks about that," she said. "You're the one who ultimately has a say in how far we go here."

"It seems to me you're the one who has the ultimate say in how far we go here," I said, locking eyes with her.

There was no darting back and forth or anything like that now. I was just staring straight into her eyes. Staring straight into her soul. Trying to figure out exactly how far she wanted to take this.

We joked about testing the waters with this fantasy, but it seemed like she was ready to jump into the deep end. I wanted to make sure she knew she was the one who was in control.

"Except that's not how it works," she said with a sigh.

Was that a regretful sigh? Like she wished that was how it worked? Like if it was her call then she’d already be doing whatever it is she wanted to do?

There were so many questions bouncing around in my head. So many things I wondered about.

"I think it is," I finally said with a shrug. "You're the one who gets to make the call. You’re the one fucking another guy.”

"Yeah, but if I go out and I end up doing something with another man, well, that's just cheating if I don't have you onboard."

"Babe," I said, leaning back, my cereal totally forgotten as this conversation wore on. "You know I've wanted you to do this since forever."

"Yeah, and maybe you changed your mind now that it's actually happening. Did you ever stop and think about that?"

"I didn't stop and think about that," I said, frowning.

But I guess she'd changed her mind about all this. She'd changed her mind in the best possible way. Who's to say I couldn't change my mind as well?

"I've wanted you to try this out and explore this forever," I said. "Getting to see you doing that video chat was really hot. I’d like to get to see you doing so much more than that video chat, but I want you to do whatever you're comfortable with."

"What do you mean?" she asked.

"I mean... Well, I don't want you to do something because you think I want you to do it. I want you to do something because you want to do it. We're testing the waters here. I know we keep saying that, but part of that is simply that we're seeing what you're comfortable with. If you don't want to do it, then I don't want you to do it just because it makes my dick hard."

"But there's all kinds of things I do because it makes your dick hard," she said. "I like making your dick hard."

My dick was already hard, and it twitched at her words. It was amazing how my wife had the ability to make my cock twitch like that with just a word.

I took a deep breath. I held it and tried to concentrate on the maelstrom of emotions swirling through my body. I tried to calm the fuck down, for all that I didn't know if there was any calming down at this point.

"So are you saying you want to meet this guy?" I asked, my eyes locking with hers.

She bit her lip as she stared at me. "Would you think I was a horrible person if I said yes?"

“I’d think you're the most amazing person ever," I said, chuckling and shaking my head. "That's the kind of thing I've been after since forever."

"So you’d really be okay with it?"

Even after all we’d done, even after all my reassurances, she still sounded like she was really gobsmacked and perplexed at the same time that I was so onboard with the idea of her getting it on with another guy, or at the very least that I was onboard with the idea of her meeting up with another man and seeing what happened.

"So what kind of meeting are we talking about?" I asked. "Like are you going out on your own on a date with this guy or something, or does he want me along for the ride?"

"Wait, what are you talking about?" she said, and she sounded genuinely panicked. "Going out with him on a date? Like you want me to just go meet some random guy I found on the internet and fuck him?"

"That's the idea," I said.

"And you want me to go out there without you? Like you don't want to watch or anything?"

I was comforted by how mildly terrified she seemed at the idea of going out there and doing all of this without me along for the ride. It made me feel better about all this if she was this reluctant to go out without me.

"So like are you afraid to do it, or is it that you want me to be able to watch?"

"This whole thing is about your fantasy,” she said after a long pause. "So I want you to be there. This is about you as much as it's about me."

I shivered.

"And what exactly were you thinking about letting him do to you if we go ahead with this?"

There was another pause. Another moment of hesitation. Another moment where my heart was almost ripped out of my body whole, even as my cock was threatening to launch off of my body because of all the blood that was pumping into it.

"I thought we agreed that he was just going to maybe fuck my tits. Like, maybe we'll roll around and I'll play with him a bit and we'll see what happens."

I let out another long sigh. He was going to play with her tits. Probably get a chance to fuck them. I enjoyed doing that with my wife. Sliding my cock in between her breasts with some lube.

It was something I'd never really thought about when I was a younger man, but it had become one of my favorite things to do with her.

"Yeah, I think that sounds okay," I said. "We're just testing things out, seeing how far we can go."

"Yeah, testing things out," she repeated, "Seeing how far we can go."

I kept my eyes on her as she said it. There was something about her tone. Something that said she was willing to go way farther than either one of us could have imagined. That she was willing to go way farther than just letting a guy fuck her tits.

"So we're doing this?" I asked, hoping we’d be doing a whole lot more than some titty fucking, but not daring to give voice to that hope.

It seemed like the kind of thing where I should just go along with things and hope I got to enjoy much more than what was actually being promised.

"I'll make the arrangements," she said with a dreamy smile, and this time there was no mistaking her look as she glanced over to her phone.
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CHEAP WINGS


Music played all around us, but it wasn't obnoxiously loud or anything. I looked around the place, not quite believing we were here. Not quite believing we were thinking about doing this.

"Is something wrong?" Allison asked.

I jumped and turned to look at my wife who hit me with a grin.

"No, nothing's wrong," I said. "Why would you think there's something wrong?"

"You keep looking around the place like you're worried about something."

I turned and looked around again. It was hard to explain what was going through my head.

"Come on," she said, reaching out and putting a hand on my hand.

I looked down to where she touched me. I looked up to where she looked at me with those beautiful eyes I loved so much. She blinked and smiled. She put on makeup tonight and she was dressed to the nines.

Not that it mattered if she was dressed to the nines or if she was in an old ratty T-shirt and sweat pants. I thought she looked beautiful no matter what.

But I had to admit there were times when I forgot what it was like when my wife really got all dolled up and tried to look her best. It's not that we grew complacent and took each other for granted. Not exactly. It's just that the more time you spent with someone, the more time you got to see the real them. Not the ideal version you put out there when you first started dating.

"I've just thought about this moment a lot over the years," I said with a shrug.

"Oh, have you?" she asked.

"I have," I said.

"And I'd be willing to bet a lot of that thinking is one-handed.”

"You might be correct in that assessment, yes," I said.

She rolled her eyes. "I should've known. So is this the only thing you think about when you're jerking off?"

I noticed she was tap dancing around what we were actually here for. Like she was afraid to give voice to what we were doing here. Like she worried that giving voice to what we were doing out here was somehow going to suddenly make it more real than it actually was.

"We're kind of in a limbo right now, aren't we?" I said.

"What do you mean?" she asked.

“We could just get up and leave right now and it would be a little game we played. A walk on the wild side and then we decided to chicken out at the last minute. But I don't think anybody would blame us for chickening out, considering what's at stake.”

"We're not chickening out," she said, and I was surprised at how firm her tone was. How confident she was about not chickening out. "And you're going to tell me whatever it is that's running through that head of yours."

"It's nothing special," I said with a shrug. "I was just thinking how weird it is that we're at a wing place down the street."

"What's weird about that?" she asked. "It's a nice place to meet somebody. If it turns out this guy is a total weirdo then we don't have to worry about making a scene or anything."

"But that's exactly it," I said. "I've thought about this over the years. I've run through a bunch of scenarios. You dancing with somebody up close when we’re out. Maybe running into someone you knew from college and deciding to have a fling. Us going out to a bar and you get a little drunk and let guys hit on you. Us going out to a bar and I lose you in a game of pool."

"You lose me in a game of pool?" she asked, her eyebrows shooting up at that one.

"Well, yeah," I said, blushing.

"And what makes you think I would go along with you betting me in a game of pool? Don't I have anything to say about this?"

"It's just a stupid fantasy," I said.

"It is a stupid fantasy," she said. "I would never go along with something like that."

“Well, isn't that what a fantasy is all about? And besides, don't knock it. You said you would never go along with this fantasy, and here we are.”

"I suppose," she said. “Are there any other fantasy scenarios you want to tell me about?"

"There have been a lot," I said with another shrug. “And none of them involved going down to a place that sells cheap wings and beer and looking at the game up on the big screen while we wait for some guy to come along and meet you so you can decide if…”

I paused. I looked around to make sure there wasn't anybody listening in. Of course there wasn't anybody listening in. Nobody gave a flying fuck what was going on with us. But I still felt like I needed to look around to make sure there wasn't anyone listening in.

“So you can decide if you want to fuck another guy," I said, my voice lower.

When I say lower, I meant it was at about a regular conversational tone. The music around here wasn't too loud. Not like a bar. But it was also just loud enough that I had to raise my voice to be heard.

"You're being ridiculous," she finally said, rolling her eyes as she stared at me.

"You think I'm being ridiculous," I said. “But I’ve had a lot of time to think about this. When you talk about me having this fantasy for a while, I don't think you truly understand how long this has been bouncing around in my head."

"Oh, I think I have a pretty good idea of exactly how long it's been bouncing around in your head," she said with a sniff.

The doors up front opened. I turned to have a look. My heart leapt up into the back of my throat. A pit of ice formed in my stomach, and it refused to move from that spot.

I wondered if it would be him, but it was an older couple who walked in and made a beeline for a table near the back. They didn't have any kind of assigned seating going on here tonight. The place wasn't all that busy, which was just fine with me. It meant we were able to find a nice table in the back corner where we could have a conversation without worrying about anyone listening in on us.

Which I figured would become really important if this James dude actually showed up.

"Still not him," Allison said, and she deflated just a little as she watched the door.

“Something wrong?" I asked, grinning at her.

"Nothing's wrong," she said with a sigh. "It just... Well, I guess I just figured he might be more eager to meet me."

"What does that mean?" I asked.

"What it means is I'm worried he's going to ghost us."

"You really think a guy would ghost you, of all people?"

She didn't seem to pick up on the meaning. She looked at me and it was a very serious look.

"Of course I think a guy might ghost me. What makes you think a guy wouldn't ghost me?"

"Because you're you," I said, gesturing and taking everything in. Really taking in everything. “Any guy would be lucky as hell to get with you."

"I keep telling you, you're my husband.”

“So?”

“So you're supposed to say stuff like that.”

"I truly believe it," I said. "And I think you really underestimate your feminine wiles."

"Yeah, well, feminine wiles or not, there are lots of assholes on the internet who are only interested in what we did on that screen. Not in sealing the deal in person."

I shivered at that. It was a delightful, naughty little shiver that ran through me. The kind of shiver that had been running through me ever since we started this thing.

Sealing the deal. She was thinking about this guy sealing the deal with her, which went a whole hell of a lot further than just letting him tit-fuck her.

I would be perfectly happy with that, don't get me wrong. But her already thinking in terms of doing more, and we hadn't even met the guy yet, had a chill and a thrill running up and down my spine.

"I'm sorry," I said. "I just can't imagine any man in his right mind actually ghosting a woman like you."

"Oh, there are plenty of reasons, babe," she said.

"Oh yeah, and you know so much?”

"I mean, I did a little bit of online dating back in the day. And despite your image of me as some sort of supermodel sex goddess, it happened. You seem to have this idea that I'm some sort of porn star or beautiful princess every man would love to get with, but believe it or not? There are men out there who aren't interested in your wife."

I opened my mouth to tell her what I thought of that, and she held a hand up to stop me before I could get started.

"Yeah, I know. I'm the most beautiful woman in the world and you see guys staring at me all the time," she said. "I get it, and I'll admit there are guys who look at me. I do see them. But there are a lot of guys who look at me and I'm not their type or whatever."

"Or whatever?" I asked.

She held up a hand and started tapping off on her fingers as she rattled things off, the same as I'd been rattling off places I'd thought about her getting picked up by other guys over the years.

"It's possible the dude is married and he's just playing around with someone safe who isn’t going to tell his wife. It's possible he’s only interested in collecting videos. Maybe he gets off on getting married women to go up to the point of cheating on their husbands, but he doesn't want to get involved in the messiness of actually being with a woman who’s married. Maybe he's just a flake and he thought it was a good idea, but then he decided at the last minute that doing something with me while you're around is a recipe for danger."

I blinked. That was a very practical way of looking at this. A practical way of looking at it that I hadn't really thought through.

"I guess I never really thought of it like that," I said.

"Yeah, because you've been so busy thinking with your dick that you didn't stop to think about this like a rational person."

“In all fairness to me, there's really nothing rational about a fantasy like this.”

"There isn't," she said, and she hit me with a knowing smile,

I was about to say more to try and reassure her that of course this James dude was going to show up. Of course he’d be interested in getting with her. Of course everything was going to go perfect, and she was going to get so overwhelmed by the moment that she’d be riding his cock by the end of the night.

Okay, I wasn't going to say that last bit. That was my wishful thinking intruding on the moment, but I was going to say everything else in an attempt to make her feel better about everything.

But then I caught movement up at the front entrance, and when I looked over my breath caught again. My heart leapt up into the back of my throat again. I felt that pit of ice in my stomach forming, and this time it didn't go away.

"You think I'm a sex goddess, but this guy might just not be interested in..."

I elbowed her in the side. She was sitting right next to me. We figured that would make it easier for both of us to talk to the dude if we were side by side and he was across from us.

Of course, I also worried I wouldn't be able to get a good look at my wife's reaction sitting next to her. I was going to have to scoot over just a little.

But she clearly wasn't paying attention to anything now. I elbowed her again and finally interrupted her little monologue. She turned and looked in the same direction I was, and she sounded irritated.

"What are you..."

But then she trailed off, because she realized exactly what I was doing.

He was here. He'd just walked through the door. He had a smile on his face and he looked every bit as...

Well, I'm not sure that I’d describe him as handsome or whatever. I was straight, so I couldn't tell, but I definitely felt my wife stiffen next to me. It definitely seemed like she was having some sort of reaction to this dude.

Then he saw us and started walking over with a smile and a wave.
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GETTING TO KNOW YOU


He walked across the restaurant and stood looking down at the two of us. For a surprise, he seemed a little unsure, which I hadn't been expecting.

I figured a dude who spent time on one of those sites and was willing to go out and fuck a married woman wouldn't be self-conscious, but I guess everybody had their little quirks.

"Wow," he said, looking down at Allison. His eyes darted over to me as well, but he mostly only had eyes for my wife.

Which was fine. I could totally understand him only having eyes for my wife. I usually only had eyes for my wife when the two of us were together after all.

"Wow yourself,” Allison said, arching an eyebrow as she looked up at him.

"Mind if I have a seat?" he asked.

Allison looked over to me for confirmation. I nodded. I was glad she was looking to me for that confirmation. It was nice that we were both on the same team.

She gestured for him to sit down. Again, he looked over to me. I'm sure he didn't miss that little interaction. That little confirmation that the two of us were calling the shots, not just Allison.

I'm sure there were plenty of times when it was just the woman taking the lead in something like this. I’m sure there were plenty of times when it was the husband taking the lead after convincing his wife to do this.

"Sorry for that weird reaction," he finally said, shaking his head and chuckling. "I was just a little surprised to actually see you here."

"Am I really that surprising?" she asked.

Allison jutted her lower lip out in a pout. She also wiggled just a little. I turned and looked at her, wondering what she was up to. She looked back at me and suddenly some of the confidence she was projecting seemed to falter.

I quickly hit her with a smile. The last thing I wanted to do was hit her right in the confidence when we were doing this.

"Absolutely, yes," James said. "You're more than a little surprising."

"Why's that?" she asked, and she leaned forward and looked across the table. Meanwhile, all I could do was stare at her and wonder at what was going on here. And also stare at the cleavage she put on display when she leaned forward like that.

I was pretty sure she did that on purpose.

I knew she was into this dude. That was pretty obvious from the way she'd been acting. That was pretty obvious from the video chat they'd done. Still, it was a surprise to see just how much she seemed to be into this dude in person.

"You’d be surprised how many people on apps are just interested in getting pictures. Stuff like that," he said.

"Of dudes," she said.

"Again, you'd be surprised," he said, grinning. "If you keep yourself in reasonable shape you're already a bit of an odd one out on those apps. I get a lot of people who are trying to just get pictures of me. I imagine a lot of them are dudes trying to catfish me with lady pictures. They always ghost me whenever it comes time to actually get on a video chat. That's why I was so surprised that you actually turned out to be a real person when I hopped onto that video chat with you."

"Well, I can assure you I'm a real person," she said.

"You're a total hottie is what you are," James said, which had my wife blushing.

"Is that unusual?" she asked.

"I don't know if it's unusual," he said with a shrug. “But it's definitely out of the ordinary. You also get a lot of people who use pictures that were obviously taken at a different time in their life. Maybe they were younger. Maybe they didn't weigh quite as much. Stuff like that."

"Damn," I said.

I'd heard how bad the dating apps could be. I was glad I was settled down and happily married with Allison so I didn't have to worry about any of that shit. I figured if I ever got divorced or if, God forbid, something ever happened to my wife? I’d just become a celibate monk rather than trying to deal with the constant ego blow that being a man on a dating app in modern times seemed to be.

"Yeah, it's pretty wild out there," he said. "But every once in a while you meet somebody who’s genuine. Somebody looking to have a little bit of fun. Somebody who's exploring a kink, and it looks like that's exactly what I found here."

"As long as you understand we're just exploring," Allison said. There was something of my old wife there, the one who always told me she wasn't interested in exploring this fantasy. The woman who always shut it down.

But that was okay. I figured we were taking baby steps here, and there was the juxtaposition of what she was saying compared to how she was acting.

They were two very different things. I figured it was just a matter of letting things play out the way they were going to play out.

"Oh, I get it," he said, grinning with a twinkle in his eye. "The two of you are just testing things out, right? Trying to see how far you want to go. It's totally fine."

"Is it?" Allison asked.

"Why wouldn't it be?" he asked.

"I just figure there are a lot of guys who’d get frustrated because they weren't getting to go all the way," Allison said. "I wanted to make sure you’re totally okay with us wanting to take things slow."

"To get a chance to get with a beauty like you?" he asked, arching an eyebrow and giving her an up and down in her outfit. "Yeah, I'm willing to go as slow as you want."

"Fine," she said, but there was still a challenge to her voice.

Again, his eyes darted between the two of us. He had an easy-going smile. He seemed like the kind of guy who could get along with just about anyone.

"So what do you think, Allison?" he asked.

She blinked. "What do you mean?"

"Well, you're finally getting to see me in person. Not through a video chat. So what do you think?"

She bit her lip and stared at him. It was an intense gaze. The kind of look that made me think he was going to need a cigarette when this was all said and done. For all that I doubted a guy as well put together as him actually smoked.

"Well, I think you definitely match your pictures and the video," she said. "If anything, you're better in person."

My heart lurched. My stomach twisted in a knot. I hated that she was talking about another man like that. I loved that she was talking about another man like that.

"Well, I'm glad you like what you see," he said, leaning back against the chair. "So how are we going to do this anyway?"

Allison blinked. "What do you mean?"

Meanwhile, I simply stayed back and waited to see how this was going to play out. I was very interested in where she was going to take this, and I was fine with letting my wife take the lead.

"Well, I figure we could sit here and we could chat for a little while. We could tell each other our life stories and go down our list of conquests and all that stuff. I could tell you that I’m clean and show you the test I get done every month to put you at ease. Or we could get down to business."

Now it was his turn to lean forward. He had an intense look. A look that only became that much more intense as those eyes raked up and down my wife's body. At least the parts of my wife's body he could see from where he was sitting.

Half of her was hidden by the table after all.

"I think both of you want to get down to business. You're both interested in a walk on the wild side, so why don't we get to that? I think you're hot. You think I'm hot. Do we really need anything else other than that shared attraction? You’ve already locked down forever with someone else, after all.”

He kept leaning back against his chair the whole time. He had a look that wasn't quite smug, it wasn't quite cocky, but I wondered if that was a speech he'd practiced. I wondered how many couples he’d used it on, for that matter.

It was a good speech, that was for sure. I just didn't know if it was going to work on my wife. Not when she was already hesitant about this whole thing.

But she smiled and bit her lip again. She turned to look at me.

"He has a point," she said. "Maybe it would be better if we just did this with somebody we don't know really well. Maybe we don't need to get to know him all that well before we try it, right?"

She sounded more like she was trying to justify it to herself than she was trying to justify it to me. Meanwhile, I sat there trying not to say anything that might screw this up. I worried if I opened my mouth I was going to say something stupid and ruin any chance of something happening.

I merely shrugged, trying to look non-committal. I glanced over to James and he smiled and hit me with a wink.

That surprised me. Was he that confident this was going to work? It was almost like the two of us were working together to get my wife to try this out. It felt weird working with another man to try and get my wife in bed with him, but I also desperately wanted to let this play out.

"Are you going to say something?" she asked.

"This is all about you and whatever you’re comfortable with," I said, taking her hand under the table and giving it a squeeze. She really surprised me as she took my hand and moved it in between her legs. I felt how hot she was. I almost thought I could feel her wetness seeping through even the jeans she was wearing.

That couldn't be possible, but she definitely seemed turned on. And as she held my hand there, she squeezed her thighs together and opened her mouth. She let out a quiet gasp.

"What do you want?" she asked. "This is your birthday present after all."

"Birthday present?" James asked.

I looked over to him. He was still smiling, but I think he could tell in that moment that he was totally in.

"What I want is for us to go find a place and do this," I said. "I think you want to do this as much as we want to, so yeah. Why not just do it?"

"I think that sounds like a wonderful idea," Allison said, turning back to James.

"Well, great," he said, and suddenly some of the eagerness, some of the excitement that he was clearly trying to cover up before, was rising to the surface. He looked like an excited puppy who’d just been shown its favorite toy, and it sent a shiver running through me to think that my wife might be his favorite toy. At least for the evening.

"So I guess the big question is your place or mine?"
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HOMECOMING


“Ican't believe we're going to our place," Allison said in the car.

"Why can't you believe it?" I asked.

I was just going on autopilot, trying to make conversation. I knew it was a stupid idea, but I couldn't stop myself.

"I mean, it's our house," she said. "What if he turns out to be some crazy dude or something?"

I shrugged. "I don't think we have to worry about that too much. It's just the two of us, and I imagine I could take him if it comes down to that."

This went against everything we were supposed to be doing. I’d said multiple times that we shouldn’t invite someone back to our house. Yet here we were and that’s what we were doing.

Because I needed this.

"I think I'm the one who's going to be taking him, baby," she said.

She said it in a quiet voice. I shivered. It was a voice that said she was so turned on. That she was so ready to try this. She could protest all she wanted that she wasn't sure about going through with this, but that didn't change the fact that she looked like she was oh-so-ready.

And I didn't dare comment on the fact. I still worried that if I said too much it was going to somehow break the magic spell that had come over my wife. I didn't know what had gotten her to the point she was willing to try this, but I wasn't going to do anything to ruin it.

I pulled into our driveway. I hesitated only for a moment. I glanced in the rearview mirror to where James was following behind us.

I could have kept driving. We could have tried to lose him or something. I could have kept us in the relative safety of our cocoon where we didn't have to worry about somebody trying to rob us via a dating site.

But I think we both knew that was just jitters that were trying to manifest in the form of coming up with any excuse we could to not go through with this, and I don't think either one of us actually wanted to use an excuse to not go through with this.

So I hit the garage door opener and I pulled in. We both sat there for a moment in the silence after the garage motor stopped working.

It was weird. Everything seemed so normal. Everything seemed exactly like it had been so many times before. I looked over and saw the gas can I used for the mower. I'd tried one of the newfangled electric mowers that was getting so popular, but the thing had only lasted for about half of our lawn. So I ultimately decided to go back to the old variety.

Maybe it was destroying the environment, but a single can of gas had lasted me for two summers so far. So I figured it's not like it was destroying too much of the environment every time I mowed the lawn.

And I was getting distracted by how normal everything looked, even though the situation we found ourselves in was anything but normal.

I looked over to Allison. She looked at me. Her eyes were wide. Her breath was coming in quick gasps. Like she was almost on the verge of hyperventilating. I reached out and took her hand to try and comfort her. She gave my hand a squeeze, and it was an intense squeeze. It was the kind of squeeze that said she was holding on for dear life.

"Are we really going to do this?" she asked.

"I've told you time and again you don't have to do this if you don't want to," I said.

"But you want me to do it."

"I do," I said.

I didn't say anything else. I wasn't going to try and talk her out of doing this. I just wanted to make sure she knew she didn't have to do this if she didn't want to.

"I think I want to do it too," she said.

I blinked. That was the first time she'd actually come out and admitted she wanted to do this in so many words. It was a surprise, and it had my cock twitching again.

"Seriously?" I said.

Lights appeared behind us. That would be James pulling into the driveway behind us. Another man was pulling into our driveway, and he was going to be coming into our house any moment now. And who knew what he was going to get up to with my wife?

"We're still just trying things out, right?" she said, hitting me with a smile that seemed faltering, uncertain.

"Yeah, we're still just trying things out," I said.

I felt like that was a lie. I think she knew that was a lie. We'd gone so far beyond just testing the waters on this, but I was going to maintain that polite fiction if it's what it took.

She took a deep breath and let it out. It was a long and slow sigh. And when she smiled again, it was more confident.

She didn't say anything else. I think we'd gone past the point of using our words. Now was the time for action.

So she got out of the car. She turned and smiled. I looked in the rearview mirror and saw James getting out of his own car.

A shiver ran down my spine again. That seemed to be happening a lot lately. I couldn't believe I was getting everything I wanted.

I interrogated myself and wondered how I was feeling. I was aware that how I felt when I was jerking off thinking about this fantasy could be very different from how I felt when I was actually in the middle of it. That I could've had a freak out when it became apparent Allison was actually going to go through with this.

I was relieved to realize nothing like that was happening. I seemed to be just as okay with this now that I was looking at it happening as I'd been when I was jerking off so many times thinking about it.

I took in a deep breath and let it out. I looked all around the garage again, and then I forced myself to get out of the car.

James stood there with a grin, but he quickly made his way into the garage. I hit the button for the thing to go down.

I didn't think we’d have nosy neighbors looking in on us and wondering what was going on here, but I also didn't want to allow for the possibility of nosy neighbors looking in on us and trying to figure out what was going on here.

We didn't really know them all that well. Just a wave when we were out mowing. For all they knew, James was just a friend we were having over. Not a total stranger I'd brought into our life because I desperately wanted to watch another man fucking my wife.

Why would they think that? It's not like we were flying pineapple flags on our front porch or anything like that.

I shivered again.

As soon as the door was closed, James surprised me. He wrapped an arm around my wife and pulled her against him. Her breasts pressed up against him, and then he was leaning down and hitting her with a kiss.

Allison didn't seem to know what to do with that, but then she sighed as she melted into him in a way she had only ever melted into me before.

Jealousy flared inside me again, but it was jealousy in the best possible way. He moved his hands around to the small of her back as their mouths opened to one another and they made out right there in the middle of the garage.

Allison let out a quiet moan. Both of their eyes closed as his hands moved down until they were cupping her ass, and then he gave it a squeeze.

Allison let out another moan. He started to press against her, and I wondered if he was going to bend her over the back of my car, pull her jeans down, and fuck her right there in front of me.

But he didn't do that. No, he pulled back and grinned down at her, then he looked over at me and hit me with another grin.

"Sorry," he said. "I've been wanting to do that since the first moment I laid eyes on your wife."

"No need to apologize," I said.

I didn't think there was a need to apologize, but it never hurts to be polite, you know. I didn't know what to do with any of this. I didn't think there was an Emily Post article about how to treat a guy who'd come into your house for the purpose of fucking your wife.

"So shall we go inside and see what happens?" he asked.

"That sounds like a great idea," I said.

Allison looked at her watch. She looked unsure of herself, but she allowed herself to be pulled into the house. And she was literally pulled into the house. He took her by the hand and pulled her along like he was the one taking the lead now.

I looked around our small kitchen and then over to the living room. James also took stock of the place, particularly looking to the living room where we had a couch and a window that looked out over our neighborhood.

Though we had curtains drawn right now so we didn't have to worry about anybody looking in on us.

Not that I thought we had many nosy neighbors who’d try to look in on us anyway, but you could never be too sure.

"Why don't you come over here with me, Allison?" he said.

He took her by the hand and pulled her into the living room. We looked over to the TV and then to me.

"Why don't you put on some music?"

It wasn't quite a question, and it wasn't quite an order. It was somewhere in between.

Again, I felt a touch of annoyance that I was in my own damn house with my wife and it seemed like he was ordering me around, but then I quickly pushed down on that annoyance.

"Yeah, sure," I finally said.

So I pulled up some music and turned it on. I was in a daze. I just put on one of Allison's playlists.

"Okay, this is pretty good," he said, leaning over and sitting on the couch. "How are you feeling, Allison?"

She stood in the middle of our living room and she was a study in contrasts to how she'd been earlier, both at the wings bar and when she was making out with him in the garage. Maybe the reality of what we were doing here was finally starting to hit her. Maybe having a man in the middle of our living room staring up at her with that easygoing smile was finally making her realize just how dangerous this whole thing could be.

Her body language said it all. She stood there with one leg out. One of her hands was over the other arm. She wasn't quite making eye contact with James, and she wasn't quite making eye contact with me.

Was that because she was ashamed of what she was about to do? Was it that she couldn't make eye contact with her husband, or was it because she wasn't sure she wanted to go through with it now that another man was here with us in our living room?

I just didn't know.

"Why don't we start slow, Allison?" he said, reaching up and taking her hand.

She didn't flinch away from him. No, I saw one of her thumbs running along his hand, which was a surprisingly intimate gesture. For all that it was just the two of them holding hands with each other.

It was funny how it was the small things that could seem more intimate than even some of the more intense and involved stuff they were thinking about doing.

"What did you have in mind?" she asked.

One of her favorite songs came on. It wasn't quite slow, but it wasn't quite fast. It had a nice beat to it, and James started nodding along with it.

"I think you need to feel sexy, Allison," he said, looking up at her. "So why don't you show me how sexy you are?"
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FORBIDDEN DANCE


Allison stared down at him, uncomprehending for a moment. Her mouth fell open, and then she seemed to realize what he was getting at. No words passed between them. It was an unspoken conversation.

She stood there for a moment, but then her hips started to sway. It was a subtle movement at first, but it quickly started to pick up the pace. She smiled down at him and then looked over her shoulder at me.

There'd been more than a few times when she'd done a naughty dance for me. It was one of my favorite things for her to do, having my own personal stripper in our bedroom, or in the living room, or in whatever part of the house we wanted to do it in. It’s not like we had anybody to interrupt us.

She twirled around, her hips swaying with the beat. And then she really started to move in her tight jeans.

She had on a tank top up above that had a plunging neckline, and it also showed off plenty of her stomach, and I could see that strip of her stomach as she swayed this way and that as she continued to move around and around.

My cock was rock hard. I moved over to a chair at the other end of the living room.

I'd never thought of that chair as a cuck chair before. It was just a comfortable chair I liked to sit in when I was watching TV sometimes. Only that's exactly what it was becoming now as I watched my wife dancing for another man in front of our couch.

I was glad we decided to go for something oversized and fluffy. We'd made out on that couch a few times. We'd fucked on that couch a few times. It was surprisingly comfortable.

I'd never dreamed something like this would happen on that couch. I'd always fantasized, but I'd never dreamed.

She really started to get into it now, moving into her forbidden dance for another man.

Her ass swayed this way and that. The jeans were tight enough that I could see every curve of her ass as it moved this way and that.

James also seemed to be locked in on her incredible ass. It was a sight to behold.

She moved over to me and leaned down as she swayed to the beat. She leaned in and hit me with a kiss.

I was painfully aware she was kissing me after she'd already been making out with another man in our garage, but I didn't care. I just allowed myself to get carried away in the moment. If anything, it was that much hotter knowing she was kissing me after she'd already been making out with another man tonight.

That kiss went on, but finally she pulled away. She hit me with a wink, and then she continued moving and swaying, doing a twirl here, moving her arms up and down her body, and then down to her ass, which she smacked.

Then she walked over to me and leaned down so her ass was in my face. I reached over and gave it a smack, which had her letting out a delighted little yelp.

Then she was moving back across the room to James. She did a twirl in front of him, and then presented her ass to him.

I bet she thought he was going to give her a smack as well, but it looked like he had other ideas. He reached out and grabbed her, and then pulled her down.

It was almost comical. I had a glimpse of her eyes going wide as she was pulled down. I could see his hard cock pressing out in his own pants, and then she was sitting on him.

There was a moment of surprise. Her mouth fell open as she realized what was pressing up against her ass, and then it started.

I suppose it was a natural reaction. It was just what she would want to do when there was a hard cock pressing up against her. She started to move her ass. It was a slow movement at first, just grinding against him.

His hands started roaming up and down her body. He ran along her stomach that was still exposed. Another hand moved up and pulled down on one of the straps holding her tank top in place.

I licked my lips. That tank top had a built-in bra because of the plunging neckline, and so I knew it would only take...

Sure enough, he pulled down and one of her tits sprang free. It just hovered there, a perfect cone waiting to be touched.

James didn't waste any time reaching out and touching her tit. He started groping her as she reached behind him.

Her head turned, and then they were kissing again. He sat there groping her, pinching her nipples, and pulling on it. Then his other hand moved up to the other side, and he pulled down.

She still had the strap on the other side, but he was able to pull it down so her tits were exposed. She kept grinding against him. Kept moving against that cock that was pressing up against her.

She let out a quiet moan. Her eyes closed as they made out.

It reminded me of a few times when the two of us had made out like that. I could remember one time when we were really hot after getting done with a movie, and so we'd ended up making out with her sitting on top of me on the passenger side of her car when we got back out into the parking lot.

They kept at that for a while. His hand kept moving and feeling her. But then he moved down and started pulling up on her tank top.

She looked over at me "Are you sure this is what you want?"

Okay, maybe there was a little bit of hesitation, or maybe that was just her checking in one final time before she went through with this. She bit her lip as she lifted her hands up. I didn't even get a chance to tell her whether or not that was something I was okay with.

But I think my wife knew on some level it was something I was more than okay with. If it wasn't something I was okay with then I would’ve said something, or we wouldn't be put into this situation in the first place.

And then he was tossing her tank top to the floor. She was totally exposed. His hands moved up to her tits again, and she started to gasp.

"Fuck," she hissed. "This feels so good."

She leaned back again, and they were making out on my couch in my living room. Another man was manhandling my wife. My cock throbbed, and I started rubbing it through my pants.

I didn't dare pull it out just yet. I worried that if I did, it would be too much. That I’d blow a load right there, and I wanted to be able to really enjoy this.

I lost track of how long they made out. It was a slow and sensual thing. Then his hand moved down. He started working on the button, and then the zipper. I tensed, wondering if Allison was going to stop him before he could get to that paradise between her legs.

But instead she just spread her legs as she kept grinding against him. As she kept moaning.

His hand moved down into her jeans. They were tight, so I could more than see the outline of his fingers as they pressed into her, as he invaded her, and she started to moan.

She reached a hand behind his head and held on for dear life. The tempo of her grinding against him started to change as well. She started to move a little faster. Her moans came in quiet cries that were getting louder and louder.

His other hand was still roaming along her front, feeling one tit and then the other. Their tongues danced. She kept grinding against him, and her body hitched this way and that in time with his finger pressing against her clit.

I could only watch, utterly transfixed. I thought about trying to take a video of it, and then I decided why the hell not. I pulled out my phone with my free hand, the one that wasn't feeling my cock, and I fumbled with it before I started taking a video.

There was a slight beep, and both of them stopped. Both of them turned to look at me. I worried I'd just completely screwed up the moment. They both stared at me.

Then they went right back to it. Well, okay then. I suppose that meant they were okay with getting recorded, or maybe they were both so far gone and taken by the overwhelming lust of the moment that they didn't care what was going on here as long as they were getting with each other.

His fingers continued to move between her legs, and her cries into his mouth were getting louder and louder. They went from quiet gasps and sighs to a full-on moan, and he never let up. Her hips started to churn and then to jerk forward, like she was trying to press more and more of her body against those fingers invading her body.

I stared. I looked at my phone screen, and then I looked at what was happening right in front of me. I had to pull my hand off my cock because I was going to come if I kept it up.

Finally she let out a loud scream. She pulled away from the kiss, and she fell back against him. He put a hand on her stomach as it fluttered under his touch. I could see little micro-twitches in her muscles running all up and down that incredible body of hers, and she held her mouth open as she screamed again and again.

It was loud enough that I worried it was going to blow out the speaker on my phone when I went back to watch it. It was loud enough I worried the neighbors might overhear and call the cops because they thought some domestic violence bullshit was going on over here or something. It was loud enough that it had my ears ringing. It was loud enough that it almost had me blowing a load inside my pants.

She kept it up, her whole body twitching. Her tits jiggled under the power of her orgasm. I was surprised she was coming that hard just from a guy fingering her, but I guess I shouldn't have been all that surprised. Not if she was as into this fantasy as I was pretty sure she was.

She started to calm down slowly. She was taking in deep, ragged breaths. Like she'd been spending a bunch of time on the treadmill down in the basement and now she was trying to get everything under control. She looked over to me again, her eyes lidded as she licked her lips. Then she looked to James.

I was going to remember this forever. I was glad I had a video of this moment as well. My beautiful wife in her impossibly tight jeans, another man's hand down in those jeans fingering her, her tits out as she made out with him.

If I didn't get anything else out of this night that would’ve been one hell of a birthday present. The kind of thing I would be jerking off to for the rest of my life. This video was precious, and I was going to make sure I had plenty of backups.

But it looked like the fun wasn't over yet. He hadn't had time to enjoy my wife after all. She reached down and pulled his hand out of her pants and then she stood, looking down at the bulge she'd been grinding against. She bit her lip, glancing over to me and then looking back to him.

"I just have to see that thing," she finally said, almost like she was talking to herself and not anyone else in the room.

Not that I thought she was going to get an objection from anyone else in the room.
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ON HER KNEES


Allison didn't waste any time getting down on her knees in front of him. She started working on his pants, and his cock sprang free and bounced a couple of times.

My wife was down on her knees in front of the dude, and so she had a front row seat as his cock bounced in front of her. The head was slick with come. She licked her lips as she stared at it, her hands still on his pants.

Then his pants fell to the ground, totally forgotten. She only had eyes for that thing.

He was definitely bigger than me. Like when I'd talked about this fantasy in the past, one of the things Allison always asked about was what we were supposed to do if we ran into a guy who was bigger than me.

I'd always thought she was worried she might not be able to take it if she got with a guy that was bigger than me. Now, as I saw her licking her lips as she stared at his cock though, I wondered if maybe there'd been something else to it. Like maybe she'd been looking forward to the thought of getting with a guy who had a bigger dick than yours truly.

Maybe she was worried she’d like it too much.

I shivered as she stared at him.

Then she looked over to me. It was a look that seemed to be asking for permission, which was ridiculous considering I'd already told her so many times that I was into this idea. That I wanted to see her getting with another dude. That nothing would turn me on more than watching her leaning forward and wrapping her mouth around another guy's cock.

No, scratch that. There was at least one thing that would be hotter than watching her leaning forward and wrapping her mouth around another guy's cock: seeing her lying back on our bed as another guy started to plunge his cock deep inside her body.

I shivered again. I wondered if that was where this was going.

But for now she moved a hand up. She wrapped it around his cock. She started moving her hand back and forth, and it was an utterly transfixing moment.

How many times had I fantasized about this happening? And now, here it was happening right in front of me.

James threw his head back and let out a groan. It was a primal cry I could totally understand because I loved it when Allison did that kind of thing with me. When she ran her thumb along my cockhead to provide a little more lubrication. When she was the naughty little minx I always knew she was capable of being.

Then his hand moved down to the top of her head. He grabbed some of her hair and started pulling her forward. Her mouth opened wide, and his cock disappeared down her throat.

My body started to shiver and shake. It was one thing to think about this moment. To fantasize about it and jerk off thinking about another guy face fucking my wife.

It was another thing entirely to watch that happening. To see my wife moving inch after inch of his cock deep into her mouth.

I wondered if she’d be able to get the whole thing in her mouth. He was bigger than me after all, both in girth and in length. But it looked like Allison was going to give it a good try.

She kept moving forward, and then finally I heard a gag coming from the back of her throat. Suddenly she was pulling off, and her eyes were watering. She was still jerking his cock, but she also looked like she was having some trouble getting used to the idea of having that much dick in her mouth.

She looked over to me and hit me with a faint smile.

"So what do you think of all this?" she asked.

"I think it's fucking amazing," I said.

I didn't know if I’d even be able to come up with words to describe how I felt. That was as close as I could get.

So I stared at her. She stared right back at me. She never stopped jerking his dick, and then a moment later, she was leaning forward and wrapping her lip around his cock again.

This time she wasn't testing things out. This time she wasn't seeing if she could do it. This time she was just going for it, bobbing her head up and down on his dick with the same enthusiasm she used when she was bobbing her head up and down on my cock.

And I was totally here for it.

A soft slurping noise filled the living room. She'd given me head before on the couch, but not very often. Usually when we were fucking, we went back to our own bedroom to have our fun. But there was something about watching her doing this in the middle of our living room.

Like she was willing to make a special exception if she could get with him. A special exception she wasn't willing to make with me.

It had jealousy flaring inside me all over again. It had me wanting to fly across the room in a rage. It had my cock throbbing, and I reached down to touch it.

I almost came in my pants, so I pulled away. I'd just touched a live wire.

I watched my wife going down on another man. She was down on her knees, in front of our couch, bobbing her head up and down. Up and down. It was a hypnotic sight. A hypnotic sound. It was perfection.

James was looking down at her. Staring at her tits as they jiggled every time she bounced on his cock.

I wondered if he was going to stop her. If he was going to keep from blowing a load in her mouth. I figured he'd want to blow a load in her pussy before the night was through, but he didn't show any sign of stopping.

She came up for air, still jerking his cock. She never missed a beat. She looked over to me and winked.

"Are you having fun?"

My mouth worked, but I couldn't get any words to come out. I still couldn't believe I was finally getting everything I'd ever wanted. That this fantasy was finally coming true, and it was coming true in my living room of all places.

Talk about something I wouldn't have had on my fantasy bingo card before the whole birthday conversation.

"Whatever you say," she said with a shrug, as though it didn't matter to her one bit, but I was truly tongue-tied and unable to say anything.

And then she went back to work on his cock. This time there was zero hesitation. She wrapped her lips around his cock head, and then she was burying her face against his pubic hair. I stared in wonder.

I knew she was good at deep throating. I imagined what he was feeling. Her throat contracting on his dick, her eyes watering as she tried to maintain some composure and not completely lose it, gagging all over his cock.

I stared and licked my lips, wondering at what was happening here. Talk about going way farther than just testing the waters.

Then she was bobbing up and down again. I wondered how long this would go on for.

She sometimes complained about her jaw getting tired when she went at it for too long with me, and he was bigger than I was. I felt a flash of jealousy knowing he was bigger than me, but what could I do?

She pulled off again and looked at him. I wondered if this was going to be the moment when she told him she couldn't keep going. That he needed to just stick it inside her and have a little bit of fun that way. That was her favorite thing to do when she was getting tired of blowing me, after all. As though fucking her pussy was somehow supposed to be better than getting an incredible blowjob.

But she didn't stop. She just stared up at him and smiled.

"Enjoying yourself?" she asked.

"Damn, Allison, you're good," he said.

He moved a hand down and touched it to her cheek. His thumb moved up to her lips, and she started to suck on that. To pull it into her mouth and run her tongue around it like she was treating it like a miniature cock.

Then she was doing the same thing to James, moving her tongue all up and down his cock. Swirling it around in his head as he groaned and enjoyed it.

Then she was bobbing on him again.

"Fuck, Allison, I'm close," he said.

She looked up at him. I wondered how this was going to end. Would she swallow it? Would she spit it out? Would she let him blow a load all over her tits?

All of those were potential options. Finally, he started to stand. She looked surprised and pulled off of him, and for a moment I worried she was going to scrape her teeth along his cock or something.

But then he was standing in front of her, and she was jerking on his cock.

"Open your mouth, Allison," he said.

She blinked. "What?"

"You heard me," he said. "Open your mouth. If you're going to be a porn star for your husband, then I need you to act like a porn star for your husband. What do you say?"

I didn't think that line of bullshit was going to work on her. She looked over at me, and then back up to him. For a wonder, it seemed like it actually was about to work on her.

I hadn't been able to pull that kind of Jedi mind trick on my wife ever. Like no amount of promising to do the dishes for the rest of my natural life was enough to convince her to let me do what I think she was about to do.

"That's it," James said, staring down at her. "You're going to show your husband what a naughty little minx you can be, aren't you?"

She looked over at me and smiled. My heart broke at that smile. It was so innocent and wholesome. It was her looking over at me and asking if she was doing everything right, but she was doing it with a look.

All of it was for me, even though this wasn't the kind of thing she would've done for me. And yet, here she was letting this total stranger do it.

She started jerking his cock again, and I could see his balls twitching. She opened her mouth and looked up at him, for all the world like something straight out of a porno.

"Here it comes," he growled.

The first shot landed on her waiting tongue. She scrunched up her nose just a little. Like she was tasting something she didn't like.

The second shot hit her nose. I shivered. I'd come on her face a few times before, but never like this. Never when she was on her knees in front of me and she'd just been blowing me.

The third one landed on her forehead, the fourth on her lips, and she stayed there with her eyes closed as he kept coming all over her pretty face.

And it kept coming and coming, which I suppose was the point. He must've had a nice reservoir of come saved up for tonight, because damn.
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GENIES AND BOTTLES


As I stared at them, as I watched his balls twitching as his cock blew load after load all over my sweet wife's pretty face, I realized there was a method to his madness.

He had a bunch of come that’d been stored up in his balls. Like he'd been saving up for this moment. I wondered if he'd been saving up because he wanted to blow a load all over my wife, or if he'd been saving up and he wanted to get his first orgasm out of the way before he had his way with my wife.

I shivered.

Finally he stopped exploding all over her face. She opened her mouth. Enough of it had landed in her mouth that I could see it sitting there on her tongue. She did look like a porn star straight out of a scene I might watch in the middle of the night on my phone when I wanted to get off but I didn't want to bother Allison.

Then she looked over at me and closed her mouth. She very pointedly swallowed, then she stood and started sashaying across the room.

It was an interesting look for my wife. Her hair sparkled where another man had come all over it. Her face was slick with the juice of another man blowing a load all over her. Her pants were unbuttoned and her jeans were still on even though she was swaying her hips suggestively.

Because they were so damn tight, practically painted on, that of course they weren't going to come off.

She moved until she was standing over me. She looked down at me with that come all over her face. She arched an eyebrow.

"So what did you think?" she asked.

I thought about how ridiculous this whole situation was. I'd dreamed about this for so long, and now there was my wife standing over me, staring at me with another man's come all over her face, and I didn't think she was close to being done.

"I think that was amazing," I finally said when I was able to find my voice.

I was surprised I was able to find my voice. I was relieved I could find my voice after all the craziness.

"Then give me a kiss," she said.

And she moved to straddle me. She reached out to the side and hit the button that caused the footrest to pop up. The chair made a noise as she laid down on top of me, her breasts pressing against my shirt.

I ran a hand up and down her body without thinking about what I was doing. I felt her smooth back, and then down to her ass.

I thought about everything I'd just seen. Her making out with the dude. Her tongue swirling with his, and then she was going down on him.

And now she was leaning in close to me with another man's spunk all over her face. She looked at me. She'd just swallowed another man's load after all.

I was more than happy to kiss her when she'd gone down on me and just swallowed my load, but it was different when it was another guy.

Not that I had a lot of time to think about it. No, her lips pressed against mine and her mouth opened to me, and then her tongue was swirling in my mouth as she made out with me with an intensity that brought to mind back when we first got together.

I moved my hands up and down her body. I felt at her tits and gave them a squeeze. I pinched her nipples as my other hand moved down and squeezed her ass.

She sighed and let out delighted little noises as I ran my hands up and down her body. Then she was pulling up on my shirt and pressing against me.

I fucking loved it when we had some skin-to-skin contact like that. There was nothing better than feeling my beautiful wife on top of me like this.

Finally she pulled back, and I could taste a salty aftertaste on my lips. I knew that was from my wife going down on another dude, and I didn't care.

No, all I cared about was that we were doing this.

"Good boy," she said, looking down at me, and then she turned to look at James.

"So what do you think? Are you ready to take this to its natural conclusion?"

"Fuck, yes, I'm ready," he said.

I looked down between his legs. He looked a little funny sitting there on my couch. He still had his clothes on, but his cock was sticking out and it looked ridiculous. He only had eyes for my wife, though, and his cock was rock hard again.

Like it didn't matter that he'd just blown a load all over her.

“I’m going to head upstairs,” she said. “The two of you follow me when you’re ready.”

I arched an eyebrow at her, wondering what she could possibly mean about getting ready.

But it looked like she was going to keep her secrets for the moment, at least. She made her way upstairs. I looked over to James. I wasn't sure what to say to the dude. "Hey, it was pretty fun watching you blowing a load all over my wife's pretty face."

Yeah, it's not like there was advice for what to do in this situation, but I was forever grateful to this dude who’d taken my birthday present and turned it into something special. Even though I had no idea exactly how far this birthday present was going to go.

Moving up to the bedroom seemed like one hell of an escalation. Going way farther than just testing the waters.

"So I don't want to impose or anything," he said, "but she just invited us up to your bedroom.””

I know," I said, licking my lips.

"So do you think that means?"

"I'm honestly not sure what it means," I said. "I didn't think we’d get this far. I didn't think we’d even get back here."

"Yeah, I honestly didn't think we’d get back here based on our conversations either. So the question is, do you want me to go up to your room?"

"I do," I said.

There wasn't a moment of hesitation. I knew deep in my heart that I wanted to see him up in my bedroom with my wife. There was no chance I didn't want to see this, and if she was in a mood where she was going to let it happen? I wasn't going to do a damn thing to ruin that moment.

"I'll be the first to admit that when we started on this, it was purely with the thought we were testing the waters," I said.

"Testing the waters?" he said, arching an eyebrow.

“Yup,” I said, looking him up and down and taking in the way his cock was still rock hard. No doubt thinking about all the time he wanted to spend with my wife.

“Maybe we go up there and she simply wants to continue to test the waters."

"Maybe we go up there and she wants to do a lot more than test the waters," he said, throwing the challenge out.

I shivered. The more we did this, the more I was of the opinion that, yes, my wife definitely wanted to do more than test things.

"Maybe that's the case. Maybe we go up there and she's going to hop on your cock and ride you."

"And you’d be okay with that?" he asked.

His eyes darted over to the door. Like he was afraid of what might happen if I didn't like the idea of my wife getting with him. Of her doing more than dipping a toe into waters that might turn out to be boiling hot and dangerous once we tried it out.

"I've been dreaming about this forever," I said.

"I hear there are a lot of guys like you who've been dreaming about it forever and trying to get their wives to go along with it."

"Yeah, I've heard the same thing," I said, chuckling and shaking my head. "And honestly? I never thought we’d get this far. I always figured it would be something we fantasized about and nothing more."

"And now you find yourself in a situation where it's going to become so much more than a simple fantasy," he said.

"Maybe," I said with a shrug. "And then again, maybe not."

"She's already blown me. What more could she possibly want to do that’s not fucking?” he asked.

"Well, we talked about someone tit fucking her," I said with a shrug.

"I mean, don't get me wrong, she has an incredible set of tits. I’d love to slide my cock in between those things and blow a load all over her face again."

I shivered as he talked about blowing a load all over her face again. There was almost a challenge there as he stared at me and talked about doing it again.

"But I want more than that," he said. "If you take me up to that bedroom, then I'm going to try and get more than fucking your wife's tits. I want you to understand right now exactly what it is I'm going for."

I squeezed my eyes shut. I had to concentrate on anything but what he was saying to keep from exploding in my pants.

I figured I was going to explode at the first touch from my wife when I got up there no matter what. Maybe I needed to get off as well.

"Yes, I know exactly what you’re going for when we get up there, and it's exactly what I want you to be going for when we get up there."

Again, we stared at each other for a long moment. Silence stretched out in between us. Then finally he grinned and shrugged.

"Sounds like we’re both in agreement."

"Yeah, now the question is whether or not Allison is in agreement when we get up there."

This time his grin was wide and wolfish. He chuckled as he shook his head.

"Oh, I don't think you need to have any worries about your wife being into what I want to give her when I get up to your bedroom. I'm going to bang your woman in your room, man."

I shivered again as he stood and made his way up the stairs, leaving me sitting alone in the living room for a moment. A moment where I wondered what I was doing and whether this was all a big mistake.

But it was too late to put the genie back in the bottle.
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TO THE BEDROOM


Istood from my spot on the chair. I looked around the living room.

Everything was quiet. It was an eerie sort of quiet. The kind of quiet that usually only came in the middle of the night when I was done playing video games and it was time to head up to bed.

Allison was always waiting for me up there. She usually went to sleep before I did, which was fine. That was just the way our schedules worked. She went to bed a little earlier, and I went to bed a little later. It was perfect because it meant I got in some game time.

I knew someday we’d have kids and all that would get blown up. Our regular schedules would become irregular, and we wouldn't have things as nice as they were right now.

Then again, maybe not. Kids might not be in the picture after we'd gone so long without going through with it. Maybe that was something both of us honestly didn't want deep down inside, but we were afraid to have the conversation where we made it clear to each other that wasn't something we wanted.

I glanced up the stairs again. I thought about James making his way up there. I thought about everything he promised to do with my wife. I wondered if she’d be left with a little surprise from all of this, and we’d have kids regardless.

But no, she was on birth control, and I made sure to grab some condoms and put them in my nightstand. I hadn't breathed a word of that to Allison, of course. I didn't want her to have any idea I'd been planning for this going farther than just testing the waters, just like she'd said.

Finally, I made my way up the stairs. The fifth one creaked in a familiar manner. I reached the top and turned to look into our bedroom.

I shivered again. They were both waiting in there. They both knew what was about to happen tonight.

I forced myself to make my way into the room. I could hear Allison moving around in the bathroom off to the side, and James was right there sitting at the edge of the bed. He looked up at me when I made my way into the room and smiled, only this time around the smile seemed to hold a whole lot less confidence than the smile he'd been hitting me with prior.

"You doing okay?" I asked.

"It's kind of funny," he said. "I've been in a situation like this a couple of times before."

"Oh yeah?" I asked, more to make conversation than because I gave a shit about him being in this situation before.

"Yeah, and every time I've been here, it's always a little weird sitting in someone else's bedroom like this. There’s a life you built together and I'm about to do something that could explode all of that."

"You are," I said, "And you have an awful lot of self-reflection for somebody who's coming in here to fuck somebody's wife."

"Yeah, well, I find you have to have at least a little bit of self-reflection if you're going to do something like this," he said. "If you don't have any self-reflection then you run the risk of getting the shit kicked out of you by a jealous husband who discovers he's not as into the idea as he thought he was when he was jerking off thinking about it."

"I suppose that's a fair assessment," I said.

I moved over to the chairs at the side of the bedroom, the chairs Allison had set up more as a decorating thing than anything, only even back then I'd looked at those chairs and wondered if she was subconsciously setting us up for exactly this moment. I'd told her about the fantasy at that point, and I wondered if she got the chairs because she knew on some level this was something she was going to agree to do someday.

I'd held out hope she got the chairs because she knew this was something she was going to agree to do someday.

I moved over and sat in one of those, and I looked at my bedroom from an odd perspective I'd only seen before when Allison was on the bed doing her thing with James via video chat.

She was still moving around in the bathroom. I could go over and check on her, but I figured she was doing her thing and I wasn't going to interrupt. I didn't want to do anything that might get in the way. I didn't want to accidentally spook her and ruin any chance this was going to happen tonight.

I heard water running and the sound of her moving a washcloth across her face. It was a sound I recognized because I'd heard it a thousand times before when she was finishing up in the evening. Probably a wet washcloth with cold water on it so she could get some of James' enthusiastic spunk off of her face and out of her hair.

I wondered if she was worried it was going to mess up her makeup. If she was going to be even more delayed because she was putting everything back on and making sure she looked good.

I turned to James and grinned.

"Women, right?"

"I can hear that," Allison said.

I jumped, and then James and I both shared a grin and a laugh.

Finally there was a clatter of whatever Allison was using to get ready, and she reappeared at the entrance to the bathroom.

She looked stunning. She still looked similar to earlier when she went up the stairs. She had her jeans on. They were unbuttoned in the front, but she hadn't taken the time to get out of them. She still had her top bunched up together around her stomach.

Traveling up, I could see her breasts there in the faint light. There was a small halo of light from a nightlight she kept in the bathroom. She turned off the main light, and in that halo of light she looked like pure perfection. She looked between the two of us with the faintest hint of a smile turning up the corners of her mouth.

“You boys look like you're ready for a good time," she said.

And then she sashayed into the room. Her hips moved from side to side. She was definitely putting on an act for us. I'd seen her walking in those jeans before, and she always seemed to put on a little bit of an act.

When she'd put those on earlier I knew she was ready for something to happen. They were tight across her body. They showed off the curve of her ass. They were perfection on her, and they always made her look amazing.

And I figured she'd put them on precisely because she wanted to put on a show.

"At least one of you is going to have a good time tonight," she said, looking straight at James.

It was like I was forgotten. I wasn't sure how I felt about being forgotten. I looked at her, and then I looked to James. It was like I wasn't even in the room.

So I faded into the background. I sat there and watched everything.

She stepped up until she was standing right in front of him. She looked down at his cock that was still swinging in the breeze, and then she looked back up to him. She arched an eyebrow and licked her lips.

“It looks like somebody is ready for me again," she said.

"I'm more than ready for you again," he said, grinning up at her.

"Good," she said, and for the first time she glanced across the room at me. "Because I want to make sure we give my husband a good show."

That shattered the illusion for a moment. It was like she was breaking the fourth wall on this fantasy. She stared straight into my soul, and I stared right back at her.

Then I was forgotten again. She turned her attention back to James, and it was like she only wanted to get with him, like she only cared about him in that moment.

She leaned forward and kissed him. Her lips pressed against his for a hesitating moment, but that hesitation only lasted for that moment.

He wrapped one arm around her, and the other one moved up to one of her perfect breasts as he started to knead and feel her.

She moaned quietly as her mouth opened to his. Their tongues shot out, and then they were making out with one another. Soft sighs filled the room as she moved forward and pushed him back on the bed, and then she was on top of him.

It was a funny juxtaposition. There she was, wearing only her jeans. She was topless for all intents and purposes, and he was still fully clothed lying down on the bed except for his cock popping out.

Their hands moved up and down. They seemed to explore one another slowly, but that slow exploration quickly turned to something more intense. Their tongues really started to duel. He moved her up just a little so he could reach up and feel her breasts again.

She let out a quiet sigh as his hands ran up and down her body. Then he moved her to the side, and he was trailing a hand down along her stomach, which twitched and moved just so as he pressed against her. It was like he was trailing fire, or maybe he was trailing a live wire as he traced a light finger around her belly button. Then he was moving down into her pants, and for the second time tonight I was treated to the delightful view of another man's hand pressing inside her.

Fuck. He was penetrating my wife. He was filling her with his finger. I wanted him to fill her with more than his finger, though. Damn it.

She looked up at him and gasped quietly. Her hips started to move to meet him as his fingers did their work. Her mouth fell open, and the cries that came out of her were incredible. Her hips churned and moved as she let out quiet cries. Her own hands moved down to cover his.

Then she closed her eyes and started to let out a straight up moan. It was a deep and low thing. A primal sound that came from the very depths of her core. Her hands stayed down where he was fingering her. Encouraging him to do more and more, and then finally she let up. She bit her lip as she stared up him. He stared down at her and hit her with a grin.

"Was it good for you?" he asked.

"Not nearly as good as it's going to be," she said, and there was something new to her voice. A determination that had my cock twitching all over again. Like she was close to getting what she wanted, damn it, and she wasn't going to stop until she'd had it.

She stood and slipped out of her jeans. There was nothing slow and sensual about this, for all that I could imagine her doing a slow and sensual dance where she slowly pulled out of those jeans and then left them on the floor as he stared at her.

"Get out of your clothes," she said when he wasn't moving quick enough for her liking.

James blinked. No doubt wondering at the change that had come over her. Then a goofy grin spread across his face as he decided to go along with what the beautiful married woman was telling him to do.

If a beautiful woman tells you to get out of your clothes, you say yes!
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DOING IT


He didn't waste any time doing exactly what my wife told him to do. His pants jingled just a little as he tried to get out of them. His boxers came along with, then he was pulling up on his shirt and tossing it over to the side of the room.

It slammed against the blinds over there and then his shirt hit the floor with a muted thump. Meanwhile, all I could do was stare.

The guy was well-muscled. Clearly he was no stranger to the gym, and I could see what my wife saw in him.

I wasn't into the dudes in any way, shape, or form, but I could recognize that he clearly put in the work to make himself look good, and that work had led him to this moment with my wife.

He stared up at her and licked his lips.

"Ma'am," he said, as she stood there illuminated only by a faint light coming in through those blinds he'd messed up with his shirt, plus the light from another night light Allison put at the other end of the bedroom so we wouldn't be stumbling around in the middle of the night and falling on our asses.

"Lie back," she said.

"Yes, ma'am," he said.

He laid back on the bed staring up at her, but she frowned as she stared down at him.

"Not like that."

James blinked. He seemed unsure about exactly what the fuck he was supposed to be doing here.

"Exactly what do you want me to do?" he asked.

"I need you to lie back, but your head needs to be facing the side of the room."

He looked over to me and understanding dawned on his face. I realized what she was getting at as well, and my cock twitched.

She hadn't forgotten I was in the room, for all that it seemed like both of them had forgotten I was sitting over here. After all, I was the whole reason they were having this fantasy moment together. Damn it.

He looked over at me and grinned, but then he was shimmying and moving so he was lying down and his head was facing in my direction.

Not exactly how I imagined seeing this the first time. I figured I’d see him on top of her pounding away, but I’d take this as well.

"Good boy," she said, and then she climbed up on the bed.

Again, there was nothing slow and sensual about what she was doing. She was a woman possessed. She clearly wanted what she wanted, and she was going to take what she wanted and damn the consequences. She moved a leg over him until she was straddling him.

I couldn't quite see the spot where his cock would be making contact with her pussy, but I knew it was there. I knew his cock would be springing up and making contact with her pussy lips.

Again, I desperately wanted to see where it was happening, but one look from my wife told me I needed to sit still and not get involved.

So I held my peace and I stayed exactly where I was. I didn't dare move.

She stared at me for a moment. She licked her lips.

"This is it, baby," she said.

"Is it?" I said, arching an eyebrow.

"This is what you wanted, isn't it? Another man's cock inside your wife?”

Again, I licked my lips as I stared at what they were doing. I looked at her and then I looked at James, and then I looked in between their legs because she'd moved back so his cock was pressing up against her stomach. It almost reached her belly button.

I wondered if it would fit so far up inside her that it would be touching her belly button from the inside. I didn't even know if that was an anatomical possibility, but it was sure an intriguing possibility.

I stared at that spot, and then I looked up at my wife.

"What about all that stuff about just testing the waters?" I asked. "About seeing where things would go?"

"I think we both knew where this was going from the very beginning," she said.

That hit me like a bolt of electricity.

"Did we?" I asked.

I guess I'd always hoped we might take things a little farther, but I also figured she was only going to take things as far as she wanted to and no more. I would've been perfectly fine with her just letting a guy tit fuck her, or even a blowjob would've been enough to satisfy my fantasies for a couple of years.

But here she was with another guy's dick pressing against her stomach, and it looked like she wanted him inside her.

"I need this," she finally said.

I squeezed my eyes shut. She needed this. There was something almost plaintive about the way she said it. She needed this in the worst possible way.

I looked up and locked eyes with her.

"Do I really have a choice in this?"

"You always have a choice in this," she said. "You can say no and we're done for now."

"Holy shit," James grunted, like this was the most frustrating thing he'd ever had to deal with. "What the fuck are the two of you doing to me?"

"This isn't about what we're doing to you," she said, looking down at him. "This is about what my husband wants. I'm not going to do anything he doesn't want me to do."

"Do it," I said. The confidence was still there. The same confidence I'd always felt when it came to this fantasy. the confidence that I knew what I wanted and there was nothing that was going to stop me from getting it.

"If you're sure," she said, licking her lips.

"Just do it, babe," I said. "I've dreamed about this for most of my adult life. I need you to do it."

And so she did it. She finally went slow and sensual. She moved up and held herself for a long moment. She stared at me, licking her lips as she reached down and grasped his cock, and then she was sinking down on top of it.

She moved slowly, letting inch after inch of his dick sink into her body. She seemed to be breathing hard. Like she was almost having some difficulty getting it inside her.

And all I could do was stare in wonder at the incredible sight of another man's cock moving up inside my wife's body.

How many times had I fantasized about this? How many times had I dreamed about this? How many times had I told her how much I needed this? And now she was making it happen.

"Oh, fuck," she hissed, staring at me and then looking down at him. "This feels incredible. I had no idea."

She trailed off, and she started to make an odd noise. It was an almost unintelligible sound. Like she was having trouble holding onto reality for a moment. She squeezed her eyes shut and her mouth came open, and then she was letting out a quiet gasp that wasn't quiet for long.

"Oh fuck," she hissed. "That's it. That's the..."

And then she bottomed out. She looked up and stared at me. It was an intense stare.

"God, that feels good," she hissed. "If I'd known it would feel like this, I would’ve gone along with this a long fucking time ago."

I stared at that spot where their bodies were coming together. I listened to what she was saying. If she'd only known it would feel this good, she would've done this a long time ago. It made me think I should've been more persistent about badgering her about this fantasy. Damn it.

But it was happening now, and that's all that really mattered, right? She'd realized she was into this. I could only hope that meant she’d be willing to give this a try with another guy. Maybe. Hope springs eternal.

She pulled up and pressed down on his cock again. She went slow at first, like she was trying to get a feel for this. Like she was trying to adjust to having another man's cock inside her for the first time since the two of us got married.

Then she started to pick up the pace, and meanwhile James was grunting and moved his hands up to hold her sides as she bounced on him.

Her tits started to bounce up and down as well. She let out quiet little grunts that were incredible to me as he bottomed out inside her. She was clearly having a little bit of trouble adjusting to a cock that was bigger than what she was used to, but she was also doing her best to adjust.

"He's so big," she hissed. "I, uh… never knew it could feel like this."

"Does it feel good, babe?" I asked.

"So good," she said, squeezing her eyes shut.

She moved her arms up above her body and just rode him for a moment. Her hips churned back and forth, and it was clear she was enjoying it as she rode him for everything she was worth. Back and forth. Up and down. She started bouncing faster and faster.

Meanwhile, he was grunting and groaning, and it seemed like poor James was holding on for dear life.

Though he didn't have to hold on for long. No. Allison squeezed her eyes shut and arched her back. She was a vision as she threw her head back and let out a quiet gasp that quickly turned to a scream that was loud enough I worried the neighbors might be able to hear her next door, but I didn't care. All I cared about was watching her riding another man.

"Fuck, I'm coming," James said.

She looked down at him and grinned, and she started grinding against him and moving her hips in a slow roll.

"That's it. Come inside me," she said. "My husband wants to watch your thick come inside me." She looked up at me. "That's what you want, right? Sloppy seconds? Isn't that what this fantasy is all about? Isn't that what you talk about when you're fucking me and fantasizing about this?"

My lips moved, but it was hard to get anything out.

"Yeah, that's what I want,” I said when I finally found my voice.

"I thought so," she said, continuing to move her hips just so.

He grunted as he grabbed onto her and pulled her down on top of him. It was pretty damn clear what was happening. He held her there in a vice grip, his whole body twitching and moving, and meanwhile she bit her lip and let out a quiet gasp of her own.

She loved this last moment. Loved feeling my cock twitching inside her. Only now it was a bigger cock belonging to someone else that was twitching inside her, and she seemed to be getting just as much out of that as she got out of getting with me.

They held each other there for a long moment. I wondered if they were going to stay there for all eternity until judgment day and the trumpet sounds.

Finally they both seemed to collapse, but only for a moment. Because Allison looked up and locked eyes with me, and the look in those eyes said she wasn't done. No, she wasn't done by far.

"Get over here," she growled.
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DOUBLE TEAM


Istared at Allison for a long moment. I could scarcely believe she was lying there on our bed with her legs open wide. Another man was lying beside her on our bed.

I could still remember the day we bought the thing. We thought we were splurging getting a nice big king size bed. No, not even a nice big king size bed. It was bigger than king size, and it had a nice memory foam mattress and all the bells and whistles.

I was thinking about all that, because what else was I supposed to think about? I stared at my wife and thought about how beautiful she looked. I thought about how much I wanted her. I looked down and saw my cock still rock fucking hard after everything I'd just watched.

I'd worried maybe I’d freak out in this moment, but there was no freak out. No, there was just watching my wife in bed with another man.

"You can put the phone down now, babe," she said, winking at me.

Holy shit.

"This is way more than testing the waters," I finally said.

"Are you complaining?" she asked.

She did a long and luxurious stretch. She moved her tits up and her nipples were rock hard, like she was begging for attention from me.

Or like she was begging for attention from another man. There was somebody right next to her who was more than willing to fuck her, after all.

Finally she came down from that stretch and she looked up at me. She hit me with a wink.

"You naughty little minx," I said.

I at least had the presence of mind to put my phone down. I made sure to stop the recording. And then with a growl I was making my way across the room.

Though it wasn't quite making my way across the room in the way I'd hoped. No. I tried to pull off my belt and I was hopping around on one foot and trying to get my shirt off at the same time. I nearly fell on my ass, or maybe I would've fell on my face considering everything I was doing.

But I had to get to her.

Allison giggled and bit her lip as she watched me doing the one-legged hop, trying to make my way over to her. And then she sat on the edge of the bed and looked at me. She made a little gesture with her hand inviting me over so.

I slowed down. It would be just my luck that I did something stupid that had me ending up in the emergency room because I was so eager to get over to my wife that I didn't stop and smell the roses.

She helped me pull my shirt off, and meanwhile all I could do was stare at her body. Look at the sheen of sweat all over her. Look down in between her legs where another man's come was making its way up inside her body.

"There. Much better, don't you think?" she said, cocking her head to the side and smiling up at me.

Her hand reached down and landed on my cock. She gave it a squeeze. I looked down and saw my cock in her hand.

It was something I'd seen so many times before. I never thought I’d get tired of seeing my cock in her hands. There were some guys who seemed to think getting a handjob was a consolation prize, but I'd always been all about that.

Only there was a new dimension to looking down and seeing my cock in her hands this time, because I had the fresh memory of another man's cock in my wife's hands. I shivered as I thought about how small her hand looked with his cock in it, and how mine looked smaller in comparison now.

I looked up at her. She smiled.

"Don't worry," she said, leaning in and kissing me.

I thought about how she'd just been kissing another man. How she'd had her mouth on his cock. How they'd been doing unspeakable things that a married woman wasn't supposed to do with another man.

And I decided I didn't give a flying fuck what she'd just been doing. I needed to kiss my wife.

I wrapped my arms around her, a strange urgency coming to me as I pulled her against my body. My cock pressed against her stomach as we made out. I fucking loved it as I ran my hands up and down her body.

But I needed so much more than that, so I shoved her back on the bed. She landed with barely a bounce. Again, we had the fancy memory foam, so it barely gave as she landed. There wasn't even a squeak of springs because there were no springs in the bed to squeak in the first place.

She smiled up at me and spread her legs in a not-so-subtle invitation that told me exactly what she wanted.

But I stopped to inspect her. This was the first time I was going to get to see something like this, and I wanted to make sure I really got a good look at her. I looked at the way her pussy was spread out because she'd just been fucked by another man. And I saw a view I usually only saw when we were done fucking. Her pussy was spread and there was come starting to leak out of it.

I chuckled and shook my head.

"What's so funny?" she asked, looking up at me and seeming indignant that I was laughing at such a charged moment.

"I'm sorry," I said. "I know I shouldn't be laughing, but usually right about now you're telling me to go get a washcloth or a tissue or something so you don't make a mess on the bed."

"Yeah, well, I guess I'm trying all kinds of new things," she said. "Are you complaining?"

"Not at all," I said.

I fell down on top of her and lined my cock up at her entrance. A familiar motion I'd done so many times before, but it was different this time as I lined up and sank inside her.

She felt more wet than usual. Like the couple of times we'd tried using lubrication to help things along. Which wasn't my favorite thing to do. I was more a fan of spending the time to get my wife ready to go, thank you very much.

But there was still something to be said for the feeling as I sank my cock inside her. It took one quick thrust and I was buried all the way to the hilt. I squeezed my eyes shut and let out a quiet groan.

"Oh fuck, that's good," I said.

"Fuck me," she said.

I stared down at her and started fucking her. I plowed my cock deep inside her again and again. I was frenzied. And I was surprised I was lasting this long.

"Oh, fuck me. Just fuck me, baby," she said.

But then something else happened that distracted me and kept me from coming inside her.

It looked like James wasn't quite done yet. He suddenly appeared next to her and his cock was rock hard. There was a little bit of come leaking out of the tip. I wondered if that was because he was so turned on watching her, or if it was from when he'd fucked my wife.

Which made me dizzy with desire as I kept plowing my cock into her body. But he seemed to have other ideas.

He put his hard cock against her lips. She seemed surprised for a moment, making a slight spluttering noise. But then she opened her mouth as she maintained eye contact with me. She looked up at me as his cock split her lips and then he was feeding his cock into her mouth.

Holy fuck. She was blowing a guy right in front of me.

He started straight up fucking her face. It was kind of odd. He was perpendicular to her and I was right on top of her. But I had to pull up just a little bit and continue pounding her unless I wanted to slam into his back with my forehead every time I bottomed out.

Not that I was complaining about any of this. I just continued plowing into her again and again. And she started moaning.

Her eyes squeezed shut as she concentrated on the pleasure happening all around her. Her tits bounced lewdly=.

And he kept fucking her face. He was really getting into it. I wondered that she was able to take a cock that large down her mouth, but she didn't seem to mind. And it looked like he was only going in about halfway. Any more than that and she’d have to deep throat him.

He finally stopped. I was a little annoyed that he was making this all about him, but I was also turned on and I wanted to enjoy watching another man enjoying my wife.

Finally he pulled out and got up on his knees in front of her. He started jerking his cock. Her eyes went wide.

This definitely wasn't something she let me do all that often. We're talking maybe it happened once or twice in our entire marriage, and she'd made it clear each time that she didn't enjoy it all that much.

But she seemed overcome with lust now. Her mouth was wide open and she let out gasps every time I bottomed out inside her. She looked up and locked eyes with me.

I looked over at James. I don't think there was anything that was going to stop him, but I still wanted to give him permission to do it. I still wanted to be the one that told him to defile my wife.

"Do it," I said.

He groaned one final time, jerking his cock furiously. And then it started to fly out and landed on her pretty little face. He didn't move to hit her tits or her hair or anything like that. No, he wanted to glaze her face.

Which was too much for me, seeing my wife getting her face covered in another man's come like she was a porn star or something. I groaned one final time and buried myself inside her, holding my cock deep in her body as I started exploding in her pussy as I mixed my own come with another man's.

I whimpered as she kept moaning, waves of orgasmic pleasure washing over her as well.

I held myself there, wanting to freeze all of this in my memory, and then finally I was the one who was collapsing off to the side as we all sat there breathing heavily and catching our breath.

"So much for just testing the waters, huh?" I said.


27


THE FUTURE


Icould hear the shower running from the bedroom. I'd gone in and rinsed off real quick, and then Allison said she needed to take the time to really give herself a once-over.

I imagined she was in there right now with some sort of face scrub, trying to make sure there wasn't anything left of the little present James had given her at the end of all our fun.

I ran that scene through my head over and over. It was a damn shame I didn't have my phone on me for that part, so I couldn't get a video of her letting another man blow his load all over her face.

I did make sure to get a couple of pictures of it afterward, and then a video of her taking some of it and putting it into her mouth with two fingers. Tasting it and seeming to discover something about herself.

At least I hoped she was discovering something about herself. That she liked the idea of getting with another man, and she was into the idea of letting another man come all over her face.

Yeah, there were a lot of things she could’ve learned from everything that just happened.

James was long gone. Honestly, he seemed like he was pretty eager to get out of here and let us bask in the afterglow of everything once he blew his second load.

Not that I could blame the guy. I imagine there was always the worry a guy might get a little violent after watching another man fucking his wife. No doubt he didn't want to stick around long enough to give me time to think about everything.

At least if I was in his situation, I would've been all about getting out of here as quickly as possible.

I stared up at the ceiling and thought about everything that had happened. I ran through the scenario. I wondered how we got from the point where Allison reluctantly agreed that she was going to test the waters as part of my birthday present to having another man pounding her on our own bed.

How many times had we talked about how dangerous that was? How many times had we said we’d go to a hotel or something, and yet when it came down to it, my wife had gone over the deep end to the point she was willing to let him come back to our house? He knew where we lived now. I wondered if it would ever happen again.

Then I shook my head and let out a sigh.

Maybe it would happen again, and then again maybe it wouldn't. Either way, we had one hell of a memory, and I knew my wife was willing to do this once. So she might be willing to try it again with somebody else.

The shower finally stopped. Allison stepped out, and I watched intently, the same as I always watched when she was stepping out of the shower. She took a moment to put a towel up around her head, and then she turned and smiled at me.

"You knew I’d be looking?" I asked.

"Let's just say I had a sneaking suspicion," she said, hitting me with a wide grin.

"I'm always happy to look at my beautiful wife," I said, grinning right back at her.

"Oh, I know," she said, rolling her eyes.

It was something that had annoyed her back when we first started living together. I tried explaining to her that there were a lot of men out there who’d love the idea of getting to watch their beautiful girlfriend or fiancee or wife walking around the house wearing practically nothing. That it was one of the perks of living with a beautiful woman.

She'd finally gotten used to the idea, and then ultimately she'd decided she liked it. Now it got to the point where if she didn't have something important she was getting ready for, and sometimes if she felt like she could be a little late to work without getting into too much trouble, she was always more than happy to have a little roll with me when she caught me looking.

At least on days when I didn’t have to go into the office.

When I thought about it, it seemed an awful lot like how she'd acted about this whole testing the waters thing. It was something she enjoyed, but she felt like she had to act like it wasn't something she enjoyed until we got to the point of actually doing it.

I wondered how reluctant she'd actually been to go through with this fantasy. I wondered if it was something she'd always wanted to do, and she just needed the excuse of going slowly.

"So did you have fun?" I asked as she started to dry her hair. Which had her leaning forward and her tits bouncing. Which naturally brought to mind another situation where I'd seen her tits bouncing recently, and oh was that an amazing memory.

"Yeah, I think it's safe to say I had a pretty good time," she said, winking at me. "What about you? Do you have any regrets now that it's happened?"

"What makes you think I’d have any regrets now that it's happened?" I asked.

"I don't know," she said with a shrug. “It's a pretty intense thing. Sure, you got everything you wanted, but at the same time you might decide it wasn't what you wanted now that you got it."

I tried to think through the convoluted logic.

"I guess I’ve read stories about guys who got freaked out and decided they didn't want anything to do with it once it actually started to happen."

"See?" she said. "And I was worried you were going to be one of those guys."

"Wait, so you know about that kind of thing?" I asked, honestly astonished she’d have that depth of knowledge about this fantasy.

She bit her lip and blushed, but I was fine with her biting her lip and blushing because she was still standing there wearing absolutely nothing. It was a sight to behold. I wanted to pull my phone out and take another picture, but I didn't dare.

"Let's just say I read up a little bit about this fantasy once I realized you were serious about it."

"Like when you decided to do the whole birthday thing?" I asked.

"Like a few years ago when I realized it wasn't something you were going to shut up about," she said.

I stared at Allison in disbelief. Now there was something that came as a surprise.

"You looked up stuff about this?" I asked.

She shrugged and paused in the middle of toweling herself off. God, she looked so beautiful. There were still little drops of water running down her body. I wanted to take her right there, but I held myself back.

"What can I say?" she said, still smiling at me. “I wanted to know a little more about this. Imagine my surprise when I discovered there were so many dudes out there who were actually into the fantasy.”

"Yeah, there are a lot more guys out there into this than you might imagine," I said.

“The whole internet seems to be full of it," she said.

"So why didn't you tell me you looked up information about this?"

She was suddenly serious, though it was a serious expression that was undermined just a little by the way she leaned against the door to the bathroom wearing absolutely nothing. The towel was lazily draped around her shoulders covering one breast, but it was still quite the pose.

Again I almost wanted to reach for my phone, but I didn't dare. This was another moment I didn't want to interrupt.

"I mean, I probably could’ve told you I was looking into it, but you might’ve taken that as encouragement."

"And you didn't want to encourage me?" I asked, feeling vaguely insulted at the notion.

She sighed, and then she started walking across the room towards me. Her hair was still wet. It fell down across her shoulders and her back. I could see drops of water trickling down over her body onto her breasts.

She leaned over the bed and stared at me. She looked straight into my eyes, and it was an intense look.

Not as intense as some of the looks I got from her earlier when she was with James, but it was still an intense look for all that.

"At the time I don't think I was ready for it," she said. "But now? I'm glad I looked it up, because it prepared me for everything we just did."

"If it prepared you for everything we just did, then I'm glad you looked it up too," I said.

"I bet you are," she said.

Her eyes darted down to my boxers. I was sitting on top of the sheets. They were still messed up from everything we'd done. There was a stain on the fitted sheet from where she'd been banging him for that matter.

I knew in the back of my head that I needed to change the sheets, but there was a part of me that wanted to take a picture of it just so I’d have proof this happened. There was a part of me that had trouble believing this had happened, or that it was something that could happen again.

"So now that you've tested the waters, what do you think?" I asked, turning my attention back to her and trying not to think about changing the sheets or all the implications there.

"What do I think?" she asked, and she hit me with a broad grin. "I think the waters were just fine."

And with that, she whirled around and made her way back into the bathroom so she could finish cleaning up. Meanwhile, I was left there on the bed with my head whirling, wondering if she'd actually said what she'd just said.

The waters were just fine.

But I had to have confirmation.

"So does that mean we might go for a swim again?" I asked.

"Yeah, I think now that we've tried it, we could definitely go for a swim. Maybe even try out the deep end."

I shivered. She was stretching the metaphor to the breaking point, but I was pretty sure I knew exactly what she meant. At the very least I wanted to find out what she meant about trying out the deep end considering testing the waters tonight ended with her fucking some guy.

And I couldn't wait to see where this went!
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