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Chapter 1

The Game
Dan


“Come on, Annie,” I said. “It’s just an innocent game.”

“An innocent game?” she said. “I can’t believe you’d say that!”

I was lying in our bed looking at her. She looked gorgeous as always, even when she was just wearing a T-shirt and shorts.

That was her preferred choice of evening attire these days. I could remember a time when she’d been more likely to wear a skimpy négligée to bed.

That was back before we had a couple of kids, though. Back when things were still flirty and fun. Which is a state I was trying to return our relationship to, with varying results.

I figured we were on the way when she started reading all those romance books that got her all hot and heavy. I’d really figured we were on the way when she asked me what I fantasized about. I’d finally worked up the courage to tell her.

And now here I was crashing and burning. Fucking great.

“I don’t see why it’s such a big deal,” I said.

Annie turned to look at me. Which also meant her tits were turned towards me. I could see her nipples pressing out from her shirt.

As always, she hadn’t bothered to wear a bra. Which was one of those fringe benefits of being married. Getting to see the woman of your dreams walking around wearing practically nothing was definitely a perk of married life.

“You used to do that kind of thing all the time, right?”

“What kind of girl do you think I was back then?”

That brought me up short. She looked like she was genuinely pissed off. I’d thought it was a simple request. Something to ease into a fantasy I’d been thinking about for a while now.

Clearly my wife wasn’t taking it nearly as well as my dick was, though. I was rock hard, but I wondered how long that was going to last with the way she glared at me.

“I don’t know,” I finally said. “I always figured you had your fun phase.”

“Insinuating I’m not fun now?”

Okay. This was really starting to spiral out of control. Not good. I frantically cast about, trying to think of something, anything, that would recover this conversation.

Unfortunately for yours truly, I’d spent a hell of a lot of time gaming out different scenarios for how this conversation might go, but I’d never stopped to think about a scenario where it went to shit this quickly.

“It’s just a simple game,” I finally said, and I knew it wasn’t a very good excuse even as the words left my mouth.

“So let me be absolutely clear about what you’re asking,” she said.

I licked my lips. Sure she looked pissed off, but there was also something about hearing her spelling out exactly what I’d been fantasizing about for so long that got my cock twitching all over again.

“Okay.”

“You want your wife of the last ten years to go out to a bar with you.”

“Yes.”

“You want me to go sit at the bar, not wearing my wedding ring.”

“Yes.”

“And you want me to let any random asshole who comes up to hit on me.”

I hesitated on that last one. The answer was a resounding “Hell yes!” Only I got the feeling this was a situation where I probably shouldn’t sound too eager.

“Yes?” I finally said after what I hoped was an appropriate amount of consideration.

At least an appropriate amount of consideration in that moment. Because I’d been considering this fantasy for a hell of a long time. I’d been thinking about it since before we’d gotten married.

I couldn’t explain it. Maybe it was because I hadn’t been the greatest with the ladies back in high school, for all that I had what the kids were calling a glow up in college when I started hitting the gym. Maybe it was that there’d always been a part of me that was terrified a goddess like Annie was going to realize she had much better options and leave me for one of those better options, and so my body had taken that fear and turned it into a fetish.

Maybe it was something I was born with, and I was always going to have this fantasy whether I liked it or not.

Whatever the reason, I got turned on at the idea of my wife with other men. I’d spilled buckets of come into tissues and the toilet over the years thinking about it, never breathing a word of it to my wife.

“I can’t believe you,” she said. “You’re actually serious about this!”

“I am.”

She surprised me by reaching out and running a hand up and down my cock. Her eyes went wide. Like she was surprised to find me so hard.

“You’re hard,” she said.

I looked down to where her hand was running up and down the length of my dick. Which was a feeling I never got tired of, for all that we’d been together for about fifteen years now and married for ten.

“Why wouldn’t I be hard?” I asked, wondering if she really was that dense.

“I mean…”

Annie sighed, rolling to face away from me. Okay then. I’d thought things were going well for just a moment there when she was feeling me up, but apparently we’d gone back to her being pissed off about my request.

Again I waited. I wondered if she was going to say something, anything. But she didn’t.

Finally I worked up the courage to reach out and touch her shoulder. Though she quickly pulled away.

“Baby…”

“Don’t you “baby” me, Mister,” she said, wheeling around and glaring at me.

It was an intense glare. The kind of glare that had me pulling away from her. The kind of glare that had me worried this was about to turn into one of those true crime podcasts she was always listening to while doing the dishes or working around the house.

It always annoyed me that I had to walk up and tap her on the shoulder to get her attention when she was listening to those things. I didn’t like having distractions when I was doing work around the house.

Now I was wondering if she was thinking of the killers who got away with it on those shows. It seemed like something was running through her mind. Something dangerous. Something potentially deadly.

“What kind of guy gets turned on by that sort of thing?”

“I mean…”

I paused. I briefly wondered just how far I should take this. Just how deep down the rabbit hole I should go with my wife.

Because it was one of those things where the fantasy rabbit hole went pretty deep. About as deep as you could go. With everything from couples making out with other people from time to time to get a little bit of extra sexual energy going in their relationship all the way to guys on the Internet who seemed totally serious about letting another man impregnate their wife because it turned them on.

That last one seemed deeply irresponsible to me. Like to the point where my lizard brain finally had to give it up to my rational brain that screamed it was a dumb fucking idea.

Still. I could understand the turn on, even if it was a fetish too far for me.

“What do you mean?” she asked when I didn’t answer her promptly enough.

“It’s the kind of thing that turns a lot of guys on,” I said. “There are even women out there who are into the idea of watching their boyfriends or husbands banging other women.”

“Oh yeah. I’m sure you’d love that,” she said. “But if you’re trying to trick me into letting you fuck other women by springing this stupid fantasy on me, you have another think coming.”

“But that’s not what I’m trying to do at all,” I said.

“You don’t think I don’t know what you’re doing here?” she asked, a surprising amount of heat coming to her voice.

I blinked. “What am I trying to do here?”

“I know what this is all about. You’re floating the idea of a threesome with me and another guy so I’ll agree to do the same thing with you and another woman. If I’m willing to go along with something for me then naturally I’ll have to go along with the same thing for you.”

“But the idea of watching you at a bar getting hit on is the turn on for me,” I said. “What will it take to get that through your head?”

“So that’s not it?” she said, ignoring me. “You’re not angling for a threesome with another woman? Or to get permission to fuck another woman?”

“Baby.”

“I already told you. You don’t get to call me that tonight,” she said. “Not after what you just proposed to me.”

“Fine. Annie. I’m not trying to get a threesome. I’m not trying to get permission to fuck another woman.”

I could immediately tell I’d said the wrong thing. Her eyes went wide and her mouth worked. A look of dawning horror and realization passed across her face.

“Oh my God.”

“What now?” I said, squeezing my eyes shut and letting out an exasperated sigh.

“You want to fuck another man! That’s why you’re doing this. You want to ease into the idea of being in the room watching, and from there you’re going to be banging away at him and I’ll be sitting off to the side watching like Ross!”

“Like who?” I said.

“Like Ross. From Friends,” she said. “His first wife ended up being a lesbian.”

“But if I’m getting with a guy that’s not being a lesbian.”

“So you’re saying that is what you want to do!” she said, sounding for all the world like Sherlock watching the last piece of the puzzle fall into place.

“That’s not what I’m saying at all!” I said, my exasperation finally getting the best of me.

Annie stared at me. She looked like she was on the verge of launching into the argument all over again. Then finally she took a deep breath and let it out in a sigh.

“I think we should both go to bed, and forget this conversation ever happened.”

“Seriously?” I said. “I thought you said we could tell each other anything. I thought we were in a safe place here. You were the one who brought up sharing fantasies!”

She stared at me. I wondered if she was about to relent. If maybe she’d give up all this freaking out and finally think. Finally believe I was telling her the truth.

Even if she couldn’t quite handle that truth, as demonstrated by the way she was acting now.

“Well when you brought this up I didn’t think the safe place would go to something like this,” she said. “Like I thought maybe you had a foot fetish or something.”

“A foot fetish?”

“I’ve heard of girls who dated guys who were into that. They ended up getting foot massages and pedicures and all that stuff. I thought that might be kind of fun.”

“I don’t think that’s quite how that works,” I said. Though admittedly I didn’t know much about that particular corner of the kink community. “Either way…”

“Either way, this conversation is over for now.”

I almost said something else. Almost tried to keep the conversation going. There was a part of me that screamed if I could just find the right words then I’d be able to convince her.

But something held me back. It was the way she said the conversation was over for now. Which would implied it wasn’t over forever.

So I decided to bide my time. I’d already been carrying this fantasy around for more than fifteen years, after all. I figured it wouldn’t be the end of the world if I had to wait a little longer.

At least now it was out in the open.


Chapter 2

Lunch
Annie


“Come on, Annie,” Trudy said. “You’ve been moping around all day today. What happened to the usual ray of sunshine I’m used to seeing?”

I looked up at my best work friend. Trudy was outgoing and friendly. There were times when I wondered why she’d focused on me considering I mostly kept to myself, but it was nice.

“I just have a lot to think about, is all,” I said.

A lot to think about. That was an understatement. I still couldn’t believe what Dan had suggested last night.

He’d been handing for a while now that he had something he wanted to tell me. Something about the bedroom.

Which had been a surprise to me. I’d thought things were going pretty well there. We usually got it on every week or two. Which was usually more than enough for me, for all that he sometimes talked about how it would be nice if we would do it a little more often.

I even tried to spice things up from time to time by bringing Andre into the mix. Which he always seemed to appreciate.

So when he handed that there was something new he wanted to try… Well, I figured it would be something along those lines. Not what he’d told me.

“Come on, Annie,” Trudy said. “We both know you don’t act like this unless there’s something really bothering you. I haven’t seen you acting like this at work since your grandmother went into the hospital five years ago.”

I sighed. “I appreciate that you’re trying to help me out here and all, but it’s really not something I can discuss with you.”

Trudy’s eyes went wide, and I knew I’d said the wrong thing.

“Not something you can discuss with me, you say?” She said. “Now that is really interesting.”

“It’s not interesting at all,” I muttered.

I blushed. I knew my face add to be turning a deep red color, and I hated that I was betrayed myself like that.

“Annie, honey,” Trudy said, leaning forward. “You don’t blush like that unless there’s something serious going on. So why don’t you go ahead and tell me about it, and save me the trouble of trying to get it out of you?”

“I really don’t want to do this, Trudy,” I said, poking my salad around.

“What’s with the salad?” Trudy said.

I blinked, looking up at her.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“The salad. You look amazing. Why would you be pushing around lettuce on a plate unless you thought you needed to lose weight or something? Which you totally don’t, I might add.

That brought me back to last night again. I guess a part of me had wondered if maybe I wasn’t enough for my husband. Which made me feel terrible. And that had prompted me to go for the salad at the café today rather than my usual burger.

I spent plenty of time exercising and I like to think I looked damn good, especially after a couple of kids, but that conversation last night had me wondering if maybe it wasn’t enough for my husband.

“I just felt like having a salad today, is all,” I said.

Though I knew I was bullshitting even as the words left my mouth. I could tell Trudy knew I was bullshitting, too.

She had a no nonsense way of looking at the world. She had a way of looking at somebody when she knew they were full of it, for that matter. It was the kind of thing that made her a good supervisor, even if it didn’t endear her to people who were more into slacking off then working.

I felt self-conscious under that look now. It was the kind of look that said she knew I was full of it.

“You expect me to buy that line of bullshit?” She asked. “Come on. What did he say to you?”

My eyes went wide and I blushed. I couldn’t believe that she actually knew I’d had a conversation with my husband and that’s what prompted the salad today. It felt like everything that happened last night, all the thoughts tumbling around in my mind trying to figure out if I wasn’t enough for him, were laid bare.

I’d heard some people in the department say it was like she could read minds. That’s certainly what it felt like right now.

“What are you talking about?” I asked, my first instinct being that we should reflect.

“You’re a happily married woman, Annie,” Trudy said. “At least I thought you were a happily married woman. The way you’re acting right now has me thinking that might not be the case, though. Eating solid? Second guessing yourself? What did the asshole say?”

“He didn’t say anything,” I said, and again it was one of those things where I said it so quickly that I knew she knew I was trying to deflect.

“Bullshit,” she said. “You’re a beautiful woman, Annie. Any man would be lucky to have you, and if he’s trying to insult your weight when you look like that…”

She made a vague gesture and let out a disgusted noise. It wasn’t really any words. Just annoyance.

I looked up at her, and a wave of relief washed over me. She thought he’d insulted my appearance, and that’s why I was eating this salad. Not that he’d upended our marriage and my life by asking me to…

Two…

Do that…

I shivered. Just like last night, I was filled with a strange image that a married woman shouldn’t think. Some faceless muscular man was over me, and I looked down between my legs to see him coming in and out of me.

I’m not going to lie. That was the kind of thing that filled my mind when I was reading a romance novel, but it still felt wrong.

Because I wasn’t supposed to think thoughts like that about other men. Not with the possibility of it actually happening with a real man in the real world.

Reading romance novels was different. Those were fictional people. There wasn’t a chance anything could actually happen.

“Come on, Annie,” Trudy said. “You’re acting totally out of character today. What’s going on?”

I think I surprised both of us by bursting into tears right then and there.

Shit. I’d just burst into tears. In the company commissary. I was sure everybody was looking at me.

I felt someone move over to sit next to me. An arm moved around me. And I thought about that same arm moving around me while I sat at a bar, dressed up in a sexy black dress. The sort of thing I’d worn when I went out on the town back before kids. Before marriage.

Even thinking about it sent a small thrill running through me. It was a thrill that I knew was totally wrong, but I couldn’t help myself. It was like hearing Dan talking about all that stuff had implanted something in me, and I knew it was dangerous.

That’s why I’d shut him down so hard.

“Oh, Annie,” Trudy said. “Come on. What’s wrong? Did he get with another woman or something?”

I barked out something that was halfway between a sob and a laugh. What else could I do? What she’d just said came dangerously close to a truth I didn’t want to admit, but there was also a part of me that wanted this all to come tumbling out.

“Far from it,” I said.

“What do you mean?” Trudy asked.

Something soft pressed into my hand. I looked down through the haze of tears and realized she’d handed me a napkin.

Damn. My makeup was probably already running. I would have to go and fix that up before I went back to my cubicle.

“What do I mean?” I said, all the frustration and craziness of the past night coming tumbling out of me whether I wanted it to or not. “He might’ve been trying to get with another woman. I don’t know.”

“That bastard,” she said. “What was it? Did he try to get you to do a threesome or something? I dated a guy back in college who kept barking up that tree after we tried it once and I didn’t like it, and I eventually had to dump the asshole because he didn’t get the message.”

I glanced over at her. She was only about ten years older than me, but I couldn’t resist even with all the craziness going on.

“Did you have to break up with him by sending a message via carrier pterodactyl or something?”

Trudy stared at me for a long moment. Then she rolled her eyes. Though she at least gave me a slight chuckle.

“Well it’s good to see that your sense of humor is still intact, at least,” she said.

“Sorry,” I said. “I couldn’t resist.”

I dabbed the tears away from my eyes, and I felt a little better about things.

“He didn’t try to get a threesome,” I said. “But I can’t imagine why he would suggest what he did unless he was trying to get permission to go out and fuck another woman. Otherwise why would a man say something like that about his wife?”

Trudy was giving me an interested look now. She still looked like she was ready to rain down fiery vengeance on my husband for hurting me, even though he hadn’t really done anything to hurt me other than reveal a fantasy, but she looked more intrigued than anything now.

“What exactly did he say to you, Annie?” She asked.

“I don’t know if I can even say it,” I said. “It’s all so crazy. You wouldn’t believe it.”

“Try me. I’ve been around the block a a few more times then you. You might be surprised what I’ve heard of.”

I looked down. Then I looked up and stared around the café.

We’d come down for a late lunch, so it’s not like there were many people down here to begin with. Which meant there wasn’t much of an audience to see the spectacle I was making, thank God.

I leaned in closer, pitching my voice down so that nobody would be able to overhear what we were saying even if they were close enough.

“He told me…”

I trailed off. I couldn’t quite bring myself to say it. It was the kind of thing that was so crazy. So out there.

Like I read plenty of romance. I’d gotten started back when fifty shades was all the rage. That stuff had been okay, but I hadn’t exactly gotten hot and bothered about BDSM and kinky stuff the way some of my friends had when they read those same books.

Still. I knew there was kinky stuff that happened out there. I just always figured it was something that happened to other people, and I never figured it was the kind of thing that my husband would want.

Or that it would be so out there.

“It’s okay if you don’t want to say,” Trudy said.

I was about to thank her, but then she opened her mouth and continued the thought.

“If you don’t want to tell me then I’ll just go over to your house and beat the crap out of him until he tells me what’s going on.”

Now it was my turn to barked out a laugh. One of Trudy’s favorite things to do with the women in our department was threaten to go and beat the crap out of the men in their lives if they treated us wrong. Which wasn’t something I ever thought I’d have to worry about with Dan.

Heck. I still wasn’t sure that what he’d done was treating me wrong. All he’d done was reveal a fantasy after I tried to draw it out of him.

Talk about being one of those situations where you had to be careful what you wished for!

“You’re not going to give this up until I tell you what’s going on, are you?”

“Probably not, knowing me,” Trudy said.

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

“Fine,” I said, watching Trudy’s eyes getting wider and wider as I explained everything from last night.


Chapter 3

Processing
Annie


Trudy leaned back in her chair and let out a long sigh once I’d finished telling her my tale of woe.

Though I had to admit, actually telling her everything made me feel a little better. Sure it was still crazy, but it didn’t seem quite as crazy when I told her everything.

“That’s… well, I wasn’t expecting that,” she said.

“I know, right?” I said. “Like when I started asking him about his fantasies I figured the worst I’d have to deal with was him trying to get a threesome with another woman or something.”

“What guy hasn’t tried that one?” Trudy said with a snort. “What none of them realize is the best they can hope for is disappointing two women at the same time.”

“That’s not fair,” I said. “Dan’s always been good in the bedroom. I’m sure he’d be great with two women.”

“Really now?” Trudy asked, hitting me with a look.

“That doesn’t mean it’s going to happen,” I said. “I’m just saying I’m sure he’d do great if he was ever in that situation. Which he totally won’t be.”

“I don’t know,” she said. “With what he’s giving you here, you might have to let him have a little bit of fun.”

I blinked. “Excuse me?”

“Come on,” Trudy said, giving a vague wave. “You’ve just been handed the keys to the castle. Do you have any idea how lucky you are?”

“Clearly I don’t know how lucky I am,” I said. “Or did you miss the part where I was crying just a few minutes ago?”

“I didn’t miss it,” she said. “I just think you’re not looking at this in the proper context.”

I felt some of the same irritation I had last night. I couldn’t believe she was trying to tell me that my husband trying to get me to bang other men was somehow a good thing.

“Please. Explain to me how this could possibly be anything other than a disaster, or him trying to fish for a hall pass of his own? I bet he’s already got some woman in mind.”

“Well you can stop spewing that bullshit, for starters,” Trudy said.

I blinked again. Okay. Definitely not what I’d expected.

“Bullshit?” I said.

“Yeah,” she said. “I can guarantee you he’s not doing this because he has some other woman in mind and he’s angling for a hall pass.”

“How can you be so sure about that?”

“Let’s just say I’ve had some experience with this sort of thing, and leave it at that,” she said.

My eyes narrowed. “What are you talking about, Trudy?”

“What I’m talking about is none of your business,” she said.

“Clearly it’s my business if you’re trying to tell me how to live my life based on advice from lived experience you’re not going to tell me about,” I said.

“Fine,” she said, letting out a long sigh like I was being unfair to her or something.

“You don’t have to sound like this is the end of the world,” I said.

“I don’t think it’s the end of the world for me,” she said. “But I can guarantee you you’re going to be kicking yourself for the rest of your life if you don’t take your husband up on this offer.”

“But he’s talking about me sleeping with other men,” I said, shaking my head.

I couldn’t understand why she was still going on about this. I couldn’t see any world where this was a good thing. I didn’t care how she tried to frame it.

“I mean… he’s getting off watching a man fucking me,” I continued, working through all the reasoning that’d been bouncing through my head since last night.

I’d laid awake in bed staring at the ceiling fan. My thoughts moving around and around faster than the blades.

“What does that have to do with anything?” Trudy asked.

“What if he’s gay?” I asked, finally giving voice to one of the terrified thoughts that had been bouncing around in my mind.

“He’s not gay.”

“Okay. What if he really is angling for a threesome with another woman, or permission to fuck another woman? Like he comes along and generously gives me permission to do this thing, and then surprise. It turns out he wanted to do the same thing and that’s why he’s being so “generous” to me in the first place?”

Trudy paused at that one.

“Well?” I asked. “Aren’t you going to tell me how I’m being ridiculous?”

“I already made it clear I think he deserves that threesome. It’s possible he might even be interested in the idea of fucking another woman if you gave him permission…”

“See?”

“…But if he does get that permission then I don’t think it has anything to do with this fantasy.”

“You’re making no sense at all,” I said.

“If anything, I’d say the most he’ll do is try to have a threesome with you and another man. Just so he can have an excuse to watch you getting with another guy.”

“So he is gay!”

“So he’ll use that as an excuse to watch you with another man. Like he gets you into the threesome, and then he doesn’t do much of anything other than watch with his rock hard cock.”

I frowned. “Again. How do you know so much about all this stuff? Because it sounds to me like you’ve gamed all of this out, and I’m really curious how that happened.”

Trudy stared off into the distance for a long time. Long enough that I started to wonder if she’d forgotten about me. Long enough that it looked like she was off in her own little world. Then she sighed and shook her head.

“It was the biggest damn mistake I ever made,” she said.

“What? Letting a guy convince you to fuck another man so he could fuck another woman?”

“No. Not taking a guy I was dating up on the offer to fuck another man,” she said.

I stared at her. What else could I do when she dropped a bombshell like that?

“You dated a guy…”

“I’ve dated lots of guys.”

“But this one in particular was interested in you fucking other guys.”

“He sure was.”

“And you regret not taking him up on that offer?”

“Every damn day of my life.” She paused and frowned. “Okay. So maybe I don’t regret that every damn day of my life, but there are a lot of times when I do regret it. Usually when I’m enjoying a little fun time with my vibrator.”

“But it’s so crazy!” I said. “How do you know he wasn’t gay? Or he wasn’t trying to get threesome out of it?”

“I know he wasn’t gay because I know he wasn’t gay,” she said, giving a little shiver that was a tantalizing testament to whatever skill this dude might’ve had that made her think he wasn’t gay. “And if he was trying to angle for a threesome with another woman, who gives a fuck? I’m sure him watching me fuck another guy wouldn’t have involved much participation from him. By the flip side, I’m sure a threesome with him and another woman wouldn’t involve much with me and that other woman.”

“Oh. So what you’re trying to say is…”

“I’m not trying to say anything,” Trudy said, resuming her meal. “I’m not trying to tell you anything or sell you anything. All I’m doing is giving you my learned experience as the wise older woman, and that learned experience from the wise older woman says if there’s a man in your life who gives you the gift of letting you play around and he’s not going to piss and moan about you cheating on him, then you’d best take him up on that offer!”

I stared down at my own plate, but I wasn’t hungry. I hadn’t been hungry to begin with, all these thoughts weighing heavily on my mind, and I definitely wasn’t hungry now. Not after this conversation with Trudy.

It all sounded so crazy. Though at least I knew now that my husband wasn’t the only man out there with this crazy fucked up fantasy. There was at least one other.

That seemed wild, but I guess I’d read about all kinds of stuff. Seeing crazy new things in some of the romance books I was reading is what had me asking Dan this question in the first place.

Talk about a “be careful what you wish for” sort of situation.

“That’s insane,” I said.

“Not insane,” Trudy said with a shrug. “Just something for you to think about. You’ve been given an incredible opportunity. You can fuck any man you want as long as your husband approves!”

I thought that over. I’d be lying if I said there wasn’t a part of me that was intrigued at the possibility. I might be married, but that didn’t mean I was dead.

And wasn’t there a part of me that was fantasizing about getting with the heroes of those romance novels I’d been reading that led me to this moment in the first place?

Was this really any different?

“I don’t know,” I said. “I’m a happily married woman.”

“And?”

“And happily married women aren’t supposed to have fantasies about fucking other men!”

“Maybe not,” Trudy said with a shrug as she went back to her lunch. “But in this case it seems to me it’s your husband having the fantasies about his happily married wife fucking other men, and I think that makes all the difference in the world. Don’t you?”


Chapter 4

Homecoming
Dan


Ipulled into the driveway and hit the button for the garage door to go up. I paused for a moment to look at the house.

It wasn’t anything special. Two stories. No basement. We had a garage.

It might be the same as every other cookie cutter house in the suburbs, but it was my cookie cutter house, damn it. I’d worked hard to make sure we could afford a life in the suburbs, for all I knew there was going to be a day when my children acted like they hated it here.

And as I looked at the house, I couldn’t help but stop and wonder. Was this going to be the last time I got to see this when it was my house?

I’d heard of couples getting divorced for way more stupid stuff than what I’d confessed to my wife yesterday. What if she decided she was done? What if she decided she couldn’t be with a man who had that kind of fantasy?

I’d spent a nearly fifteen years obsessing over it. Going back to a girl I’d dated in college who made out with some other guy at a fraternity party.

I’d been heartbroken at the time, but looking back on it I could also see that was my supervillain origin story a moment. The time when my mind decided to take the horror and heartache of betrayal and turn it into something that turned me on.

Or hell. Maybe it was one of those things that’d always been lurking in the back of my mind. Maybe it was that girl making out with that guy, something that seemed pretty silly to get really upset about for all that it felt like the end of the world at the time, that’d finally awakened something that’d always been lying dormant deep under the surface of my fucked up psyche.

Or maybe I was overanalyzing all of it. Maybe I just got a boner when I thought of my wife fucking someone, and there was some wire twisted that meant that boner didn’t necessarily have to be attached to me.

Keep it simple, and all that.

I sighed and got out of the car. I’d always hoped Annie would react a little more… I don’t know.

I’d fantasized about telling her about my fantasy for a long time. It’d been a frequent jerk off fantasy where I let her know about my kink, and she decided she was totally into it.

That’s what all the stories told me would happen.

Then again, there’d also been the cautionary tale of Dan Savage. Always going on about how women who indulge in this kink are usually older, in a stable relationship, and have been badgered by their husbands to the point they eventually decide they’re going to do it just to get the men in their lives to shut the fuck up about it.

I’d always promised myself I was never going to be one of those guys who badgered my wife because I wanted her to do this. That if she wasn’t into it that would be that.

Only…

Now here I was. My wife was one of those women who wasn’t immediately into it. I was starting to realize a lot of those stories had been the literary equivalent of porn. Definitely not realistic in any way.

So here I was.

I pushed the door open, and the kids were right there. They looked up from their screens for a moment, and then went back to it.

“Are we doing homework or having fun?” I asked.

“Homework,” the oldest said even as the youngest said “Fun.”

I shook my head. I had a vague unease about them being attached to those tablets all the time. Then again, I’d had the same trouble with my phone back when smart phones became a thing.

I’d been attached to a computer, too, for that matter. Back when chatting on the Internet was still a novelty the geeky world couldn’t get enough of.

At least the geeky world who could afford a computer and dial up Internet, which hadn’t exactly been common back then.

“What homework is it?”

“Math,” the oldest grunted.

I figured I’d leave her to it. It seemed like she was busy. Though I did glance over her shoulder to make sure she was doing math, and not on a video call with her friends or anything like that.

It was vaguely unsettling to know the world could come into our house like that. To know there was all kinds of trouble a girl could get up to on the Internet these days.

There was all kinds of trouble a guy could get up to on the Internet, for that matter. I suppose I needed to be fair if I was talking about the dangers of the Internet. Though I was also getting distracted.

“Is your mom around?” I asked.

My daughter looked up at me and rolled her eyes. “Of course she’s around.”

“Yeah, of course she’s around,” I said.

That was part of how we staggered our schedule. I usually got up with the kids and made sure they were ready for school in the morning. Annie came home from her work a little early after going in a little early, which helped her to miss the rush, and she took care of everything in the afternoon.

Only something was off tonight. Usually she was in the kitchen waiting for me. She was nowhere to be found now, though.

“Well keep up the good work,” I said, leaning down and kissing my daughter on the head. Which earned me another look, but then she smiled.

I’d take it. I knew I was quickly coming to a dark day when she wouldn’t even give me the smile.

I walked across the house to our bedroom. I looked around, but still no Annie. Damn it.

Whatever. I slipped out of my work clothes, feeling better as I did. There was something about getting out of business casual at the end of the day that always felt amazing.

Even if I knew I had it better than some people. There were still offices out there where a person was expected to show up in a suit and tie, after all.

“Annie, you in here?” I asked.

Again there was no response. I poked my head into the bathroom, but she wasn’t in there.

I frowned. That wasn’t good. It was one thing for her not to be in the kitchen when I showed up, usually she was busy with some project or another around the house. It was another thing entirely that I couldn’t find her at all.

I sighed and headed back towards the living room. And when I got there I finally saw her in pajamas. She was on the couch and looking at the TV.

“Everything okay?” I asked.

She turned and looked at me. It was a vacant look. Like she wasn’t even looking at me. More like she was looking through me.

I sighed. Okay then. I guess it was going to be one of those nights. It’d been a long time since I’d been in the doghouse so thoroughly that she gave me that look, but I guess that’s what we were doing now.

“I was thinking maybe we could do pizza tonight,” she said absently. “I don’t feel like cooking.”

That was met with immediate cheers from the kids. I frowned. She didn’t feel like cooking.

“Are you sure you don’t want me to make something?” I asked, smiling and trying to ignore the awkwardness of the moment. “I’m more than happy to help out.”

“I know what you’re more than happy to do,” she said, hitting me with a look that was pretty damn intense.

I held my hands up. Okay then. It looked like she was still pissed off. Which meant there was nothing for it but to buckle down and weather the storm. Hope for the best.

Even if there was a part of me that thought hoping for the best wasn’t going to do a damn thing.

“Pizza is fine,” I said.

Which resulted in a new round of cheers from the kids. They’d gone quiet, giving me glares that almost matched their mother’s for intensity when they realized I was trying to ruin their fun by cooking something that wouldn’t cost an arm and a leg.

We could afford it. I just didn’t like throwing money around if we could avoid it.

“You’d think pizza is fine,” she said.

“What do you mean?” I asked, frowning.

It felt like there was a double meaning there. And I didn’t want to get into it, but at the same time it wasn’t something I could just let go.

“Sometimes you think pizza is great, and then you find out not everybody loves it as much as you thought. Or they want a different kind.”

Okay. That was a tortured metaphor, but she had been reading those stupid romance novels. I figured that wasn’t exactly the greatest literary input a person could get.

Also? I totally didn’t want to get into this with the kids sitting right there.

“What are you talking about, mom?” our oldest asked. “Everybody loves pizza!”

“Yeah, you’d think everybody loves pizza,” she said, and then she went back to her TV show.

Okay then. It would appear my wife was still upset about last night. I figured the only thing I could do was give her time, though. And hope that with enough time she’d eventually reach a place where she was okay with what I’d told her.

I was starting to think she’d never be an enthusiastic participant like I’d hoped, but what could you do? There was nothing for it but to just keep on keeping on, and hope for the best.

“So I suppose I should go ahead and order that pizza, then?” I asked.

“You go ahead and do whatever you need to do,” Annie said, barely turning her attention away from the television.

That got my blood pumping, and not in the way it got pumping when I thought about my fantasy. I was pissed off that she was acting like this, but I also wasn’t going to get into it with my wife. Not with my children sitting right there staring at us and no doubt wondering what was going on.

“I’ll order the pizza, then,” I finally said, talking quietly. Feeling defeated.

What else could I do?


Chapter 5

Fantasies
Annie


Laughter drifted in from the kitchen. Meanwhile all I could do was sit on the couch and stare at some stupid reality TV show.

It’s not like I was even watching the stupid show. No, all I could do was stare at the screen, and think about how my life was falling apart all around me.

I never thought I’d wind up in this spot, but here I was. It amazed me that everything had gone to shit so quickly.

“Honey, do you want to come over and join us?” Dan asked.

I turned and looked at everybody having fun. I stared for a long moment, then turned back to the television.

I could see the looks my children were giving me. They weren’t stupid. They were all old enough that they could totally pick up that there was something going on here.

But again, I couldn’t bring myself to care. No, all I could do was sit there, veg out, and wonder where I’d gone wrong in life.

Was there any sign of this stupid fantasy at any point previously? Was there something I’d missed while I was dating Dan? Some indication he was into something like this?

Only every time I asked myself those questions, I came back to the thought that I hadn’t done anything wrong. Not really.

I’d just made the mistake of dating a man who had the fantasy of me turning into his own personal whore going out to fuck other men while he watched. No big deal.

It made me feel dirty just thinking about it. Even with everything Trudy told me today about how she really wished she’d taken up the man in her life who was interested in that sort of thing.

“I don’t think mom’s feeling very well,” our oldest said.

“Yeah, probably best to just give her some space,” Dan said.

Which had me rolling my eyes. Give me space? That asshole. He didn’t want to give me space. No, he wanted as little space as possible between me and some other guy. He wanted me to throw myself at someone. To turn myself into a whore for his enjoyment.

Which sent a twinge through me.

I frowned. That thought sent a twinge running through me. That shouldn’t happen. What was wrong with me?

Only it’d definitely been there. A little thrill running through my body.

Now that was interesting.

“I think I’m going to go upstairs and try to get some rest,” I finally said. “I’m not feeling too hot.”

Usually that would prompt some sort of remark from Dan that would have the kids telling him he was acting like a horndog. Something about how I was always hot as far as he was concerned. Only I didn’t get any of those remarks this time around. No, there was just silence from my husband.

I wondered if that was because he was annoyed with me, or if maybe it was something else.

What if he didn’t find me attractive unless I was banging another man?

I moved upstairs, still in a daze. Still not sure what to make of all of this. I showered, staring at the tile but unable to think anything through.

What was there to think through? My whole life was crashing down around me.

Trudy’s words were still echoing through my mind.

She’d been with a guy who was into the idea of her getting with another guy. She really wished she’d taken him up on that offer. She felt like she was an idiot for not taking him up on that offer.

And now here I was, a woman with a husband who wanted the same thing. It didn’t make sense, only…

I moved back into the bedroom. I sat down on the bed. Looked around the place.

It was the same old bedroom it had always been, only everything was different now. There was no way anything could ever be the same. This was the room where we had the conversation. Where my husband had made it clear I wasn’t enough for him.

I looked over to my phone. I picked it up, and opened to one of my romance novels I’d been reading.

The things were pretty much interchangeable. One was the same as the other. Handsome men written by women who were concerned for nothing but the women in their lives.

I’d always thought Dan was like that. Sure maybe he wasn’t quite as muscular as some of the men in the books. Maybe he didn’t have a psychic ability to know exactly what I wanted from him. Still. He’d been a good husband. I thought I’d been one of the luckiest women in the world, I’m not going to lie.

And then all this happened and I realized that couldn’t be farther from the truth.

I flipped through the pages. Got to a spot where things were getting hot and heavy. I always made a point of bookmarking the spots where things were getting hot and heavy. I bit my lip as I squeezed my legs together, imagining that it was the hero from the book I was reading between my legs rather than my husband.

Which was something I’d done plenty of times before. It had never felt all that transgressive. Sure I’d felt just a little guilty that I was thinking about a man other than my husband, but I wasn’t sure how to feel now that I knew he’d been thinking about men other than him getting with me.

Wasn’t I sort of giving him what he’d always wanted by having those fantasies?

That sent a bolt of anger running through me. Yeah. Why didn’t I just give him what he wanted? If he dreamed of other men fucking me, then maybe I could do that in my fantasy life without feeling guilty. I could show him what that meant, even though he wasn’t even in the room to realize what I was doing.

Hell. The bastard would be turned on if he was in the room to know what I was doing.

It still felt like I was getting revenge on some level. I couldn’t explain it. It was just a thought I couldn’t let go.

I reached over to my nightstand and opened it up. Pulled out my plastic vibrating pal who never let me down. I flipped it on and off real quick just to make sure it had a charge, then looked at the door.

They were all eating pizza downstairs. I shouldn’t have any problem with somebody coming in to interrupt me. At least I hoped and prayed I wouldn’t have any trouble with somebody coming in to interrupt me.

Fuck it. I needed this. And a selfish part of me figured I deserved this for all the heartache I’d had to endure thinking about my husband’s stupid fantasy.

I opened up the book again. Stared at the pages, my eyes darting back and forth. Then I looked down at the vibrator.

It was a present from Dan. It was designed to look like a cock, but not too big. I’d always said I thought those massive oversized vibrators looked ridiculous.

I’d been surprised when he promptly went out and got this one for me, though of course that was one of many things that were starting to make a lot more sense now that I had the context of this stupid fantasy running through his head.

I thought I was a lucky woman because my husband practically jumped at the opportunity to go out and buy me a vibrator. That he wasn’t jealous like so many other men I’d heard my friends complaining about.

Now I realized he had an ulterior motive. It was like the foot fetishist who was totally into the idea of giving his woman foot rubs. Dan hadn’t been into the idea of getting me a vibrator because he wanted to help me. No, he’d been into the idea because he enjoyed looking at something shaped like a cock plunging in and out of his wife.

Talk about fucked up.

Only now I pressed it to my entrance, and I imagined that it wasn’t Dan. I’d tried to imagine it was my husband when I used the thing, considering it looked so much like the real thing. That made me feel better about it. Made me feel like I wasn’t cheating on him.

Only if that’s what he wanted…

On the page the hero was pressing the heroine against the wall in the rain. He was at the cabin he’d renovated in the small town the heroine had left years ago. Leaving him behind like the implied bitch that she was.

Though a part of me knew that wasn’t fair. In this day and age a woman had to go out into the world if she wanted to make a name for herself. It was borderline misogynistic to imply that a woman had to stay in her hometown barefoot and pregnant pumping out babies for the first guy she fell in love with back in high school.

Only this was a book. It was make-believe. So I could entertain the thought that it was kind of fucked up, narratively speaking, while at the same time being totally turned on.

When I thought about it, it was more than borderline misogynistic that my husband was getting off on me fucking other men. It was like he thought I was his property, to do with as he pleased. That he could just hand me off to another man anytime he wanted, and…

That twinge came back. It shot through me. My eyes opened in surprise. It was way more intense than before.

“What the fuck was that?” I muttered.


Chapter 6

Other Men
Annie


Iclosed my eyes and tried to lose myself in the scenario playing out in my latest romance novel.

The thing was fluff. Just like every other romance novel I’d ever read. It’s not like I was reading this for great literature or anything like that.

I frowned. This scene wasn’t doing much for me, so I switched to a new book.

As always, I blushed when I pulled it up. The app on my phone showed me the cover for just a moment. They were all the same. A muscular man on the cover, looking oily and slick and oh so delicious.

As always I also felt a touch guilty at those thoughts. Dan was more than enough man for me, after all. Always had been.

Sure maybe the days when he’d been as muscular as some of the book boyfriends I enjoyed were long behind us, but that didn’t mean my husband didn’t still have it where it counted.

Only…

The man I imagined was something straight out of a fantasy. Sure I’d made fun of Dan, even got upset sometimes, when I caught him watching porn. I told myself this was totally different, but I also knew, on some level, that wasn’t the case.

It was the same damn thing, and I knew it. But that wasn’t going to stop me.

I was running through the rain in some forest in Hawaii. Some jungle on the side of a volcano. I’d never been to Hawaii. I had no idea if there were jungles on the side of a volcano out there.

Presumably the person writing the story knew what they were talking about. Maybe. It was also entirely possible they were pulling this out of their ass.

I looked up. He was right there. The name didn’t even matter. I just had a vague idea of a muscular man with rippling biceps. Think Captain America when he first came out of that contraption and Peggy just had to touch his chest.

I could totally understand that. Evans was yummy, and a big part of the reason why I was so eager to watch those movies with my husband. I’d been disappointed when they made it clear he wasn’t going to be the starring feature any longer.

I sighed. In my imagination he looked down at me. His hair slightly shaggy. I decided to call him Dan in my head, even though I knew he wasn’t my husband.

No. Daniel. I flipped on my vibrator.

“It’s just us out here, Annie,” he said, running his hand through my hair. He looked down at me with such tenderness. And there was also a burning desire there.

It filled me with a burning desire. I wondered if it would fill my husband with a burning desire knowing I was thinking about another man doing this to me.

Probably. Damn it. Why did I have to think about this damn fantasy again?

“We shouldn’t,” I said. Or maybe it was the heroine on the page saying it.

I didn’t know. All I did know was this drove me wild.

“But why not?”

“Because it’s wrong,” the heroine on the page said even as I called out “I’m married.”

Well now. That was an interesting conundrum. I was merging with the woman on the page.

“I don’t care,” Daniel said, leaning down to press those lips against mine.

His lips were soft, yet firm. Think of all the descriptions romance writers used to describe their heroes. I allowed him to press against me, letting out a quiet moan as he did.

His hands were all over me. Another man’s hands were all over me. He pressed me up against a rock wall that was conveniently right there on the path, and also conveniently smooth enough that it didn’t sandpaper my back away when he pressed against me.

His cock was right there between my legs. My vibrator was right there between my legs. His cock buzzed. Or was that my vibrator buzzing?

I didn’t know. The line between fantasy and reality was blurring, and I couldn’t stop myself.

My hips started to churn. Pressing against his cock. Pressing against my vibrator.

The vibrator that looked like a cock. It had taken some negotiating to get me using the thing. I hadn’t been a fan of anything that looked like a penis, figuring I could just go with the usual plastic.

Only this… It felt right, even if I’d complained about it at the time.

“Oh, Daniel,” I said, my eyes flicking across the digital page even as my mind carried me away to a place where it was another man putting his arms around me.

He didn’t waste any time. He pulled aside the diaphanous dress thing I wore. I could picture it in my mind even if I didn’t have the words to describe it. He yanked my bottoms down, and flipped me around.

Okay. That was a little inconvenient for my fantasy life considering I was lying back on the bed in missionary position, just like Jesus likes once you’re married, but whatever.

He pressed his cock against me. I let the vibrator sink inside me, imagining it was Daniel, this strange man I’d decided to go on a hike with, and not my husband of the last fifteen years.

“Oh…” I said, the word coming out both as a quiet gasp and a delighted moan.

It felt that damn good. Fuck.

Strange images flooded me. I pressed the vibrator in and out of me. It felt almost like the real thing, but even then it was wrong. Off. Just different enough from the real thing that I could tell the difference.

“Oh Daniel…”

It made me wonder what it would feel like to have a strange penis inside me. To feel another man pressing me up against something. Feeling me from behind. Pounding me over and over again. Taking what he wanted from me in a way no man had since I met my husband.

Okay, so maybe there’d been one spring break right after we got together where I’d sort of made out with a guy and then given him a blowjob outside a party down in Florida, but it’s not like we were even official back then. I’d always told myself it didn’t count.

I’d always felt guilty about that, but it occurred to me that Dan might actually enjoy that story.

His cock plunged into me over and over. Again and again I gasped with the feel of it. With the delightful sinful wrongness of letting another man do this to me.

“We shouldn’t,” I whispered.

Maybe I thought we shouldn’t, but my body had different ideas. I kept moving the vibrator in and out, imagining another man over me.

What if we played that game like Dan wanted? What if it wasn’t my husband moving his cock in and out of me. What if it was some stranger I’d met at a hotel or something?

Trudy said it was the biggest mistake she ever made not taking that guy up on the offer. She talked like she wished she’d married the dude.

Which was weird, but there definitely was something to that now that I was letting the fantasy take hold. She’d had plenty of time to think it through.

My husband had offered this to me. All I had to do was reach out and take it. I could have any man I wanted. I could fuck any man I wanted, within reason.

That’s what the fantasy was, right?

Again and again Daniel plunged his cock into me. I moaned, pressing my hips up to meet his thrusts. I imagined his muscular body pressing against my backside as he leaned in and nibbled at my ear. As he made me his, totally and completely.

As he took me from my husband.

That was it. That pushed me over the edge. I don’t know why. Maybe it was all the worrying I’d been doing over the past day. Maybe it was all the thinking I’d done. Maybe it was that I’d been fantasizing about this sort of thing for quite some time now, and it’d always been another man in my imagination so it wasn’t that much of a stretch to imagine another man my husband wanted me to fuck.

I still felt weird about admitting anything like that to my husband, but I couldn’t deny that it turned me on.

In my fantasy he groaned. Pressed inside me. I knew what was about to happen was so wrong.

I was married. I shouldn’t let another man come inside me. Only that felt like the final transgression. The last thing that completed the puzzle. And it made the orgasm that was already feeling pretty good suddenly turn into something that overwhelmed me as I imagined feeling his cock twitching.

I couldn’t actually feel come inside me. That seemed to be something made up by romance writers. Or maybe it was something made up by romance novels being written by men pretending to be women. Maybe it was just that it wasn’t something that happened with me.

But I could feel the twitch. Even though it was just a vibrating cock twitching inside me now. Not at all like the real thing.

Which made me want the real thing. Especially if the experience was this toe curling.

Now there was a surprising thought. And it sent another orgasmic wave rushing over me. I gasped, grabbing the sheets with my other hand as I bucked up to meet the artificial cock I was using to invade my body.

I couldn’t explain why this was such a turn on. Just that it was.

I don’t know how long I held myself like that. It felt like I was getting hit with orgasms one after another.

Finally I came down, though. I lowered my ass to the floor. I stared up at the ceiling for a long moment, gasping for breath, not even caring that I still had a vibrator shaped like a penis down between my legs.

Then I squeezed my eyes shut. Took one final deep breath to center myself, and I was done.

I opened my eyes. Glanced over to the other side of the room. And jumped when I realized someone was standing there.

Holy shit!


Chapter 7

Fantasy
Dan


Icould only stare at what was happening right in front of me.

I’ll be honest. I didn’t think I’d get to see anything like this at the beginning of the day. I figured I’d be in the doghouse for a while, and that meant I wasn’t going to get to have any sort of fun with my wife any time soon.

Only now here I was staring at her. I could scarcely believe what I saw.

She had her vibrator buried between her legs. The one I got her that looked like a cock.

That had been an exhausting set of negotiations, let me tell you. She’d acted like getting one shaped like a cock was somehow the end of the world.

I’d tried pointing out to her that a vibrator was a vibrator. It’s not like it should matter. Eventually I’d convinced her to get one, but the first one was too big.

Finally I had to special order one that was more average in size. Not the dongasaurus you usually saw on the walls in adult novelty stores.

Even then, she’d been reluctant to actually use the thing. She’d never wanted to press it inside her. As though pushing a vibrator inside her would somehow ruin the experience.

I’d never pushed. I’d just been excited that she’d used it at all. I figured getting to see a cock, even a fake cock, pressing around her pussy was as close as I was ever going to get to fulfilling my fantasy.

And then I walked in on her today. Saw her moving that thing in and out of her. Letting it pound her pussy.

I licked my lips as I stared.

I’d been sure when I walked in here that she’d just be sitting watching television or something. Doing whatever she could to push the world away.

That clearly wasn’t the case, though. No, that fake cock was moving in and out of her like she was getting fucked. Which was enough to make me wonder what she was fantasizing about.

I knew she read those romance books. Her getting into that is what had prompted her to ask me about my fantasies in the first place. I knew she used the vibrator on the regular when she was reading, for all that she didn’t let me join in on the fun.

She’d always been self-conscious about letting me watch, and I could only stare in amazement as she continued to pump that thing in and out of her pussy. I found myself imagining I was getting the singularly impossible experience of watching another man on top of her, pumping in her.

“Oh God. Oh Daniel…” she gasped.

Again I had one of those terrified moments where I was certain she knew I was standing here in the room with her. It seemed impossible to me that she couldn’t know I was standing right here.

Only…

Her eyes were glued to her phone. She was staring at it and seemingly lost to the world. She didn’t seem to have any idea that I was anywhere nearby.

And she held her phone at just enough of an angle that I figured it was entirely possible she didn’t realize I was in here.

So I just leaned against the door, careful not to press against it enough that she might hear the door creaking, and stared.

“This is wrong. I’m married,” she said.

That had my cock twitching all over again. She was thinking about another man. At least I was pretty sure she was.

Sure I was a Daniel, but I’d been Dan for as far back as I could remember. Like we’re talking you had to go back to before middle school to find anybody calling me Danny, and the only person who ever called me Daniel was Great Aunt Prudence.

Over and over the fake cock disappeared into my wife. I licked my lips. How many times had I tried to get her to do just that? How many quiet arguments had we endured in the bedroom?

And now here she was, just doing it. I wondered if she would still be doing it if she knew I was in the room. There were times when I thought she was being almost vindictive in not doing things that I wanted to try.

I tried to push those thoughts away, though. There was nothing productive about those thoughts.

She seemed to be building towards something. I lost track of exactly how long I stared at her doing her thing. All I could do was focus on that spot between her legs and wonder that this was happening.

Finally she let out a quiet gasp, then bit her lip. Like maybe she was trying to keep something in. Her eyes squeezed shut and her arm holding her phone dropped, her phone falling away as she gripped the sheets in a white knuckled grasp. As she pumped her hips up, letting that cock move deeper and deeper, until the fake balls at the end of the thing were pressed right up against her pussy.

That made my cock twitch, and I very nearly came in my pants thinking about those balls actually pumping her full of come if they’d been attached to a real person and not a fake cock.

Sure it’s not like those fake balls were pumping real semen into my wife, but it was a compelling thought to imagine another man pressing up against her and blowing his load deep inside her.

I’d been snipped after our last kid, but she was still very much good to go. All it would take is a guy getting inside her without a condom and…

Well, we’d be exploring some aspects of this fantasy that I’d always thought were a little extreme. Like I’d seen guys online who supposedly were letting other guys fuck their wife and taking a chance that their next kid might not be their kid.

Sure I was well aware there was a really good chance that was just people making shit up for the sake of making shit up, but I was well aware there was a possibility that someone out there was actually living dangerously.

Finally she seemed to come down. Though this was going to be something that was burned into my memory for all of eternity.

She sat there for a long moment. Then finally opened her eyes. She looked up to the ceiling, and then around the room, her eyes finally falling on me.

Her eyes went wide in shock. “What the fuck?”

I grinned. This whole situation was so ridiculous that I couldn’t help grinning.

“It looks like you were having some fun,” I said.

“How long have you been standing there?” she asked.

“Long enough,” I said.

“Seriously,” she said. “How long were you standing there?”

“Never mind about that,” I said, nodding to the penis vibrator still buried inside her. “What made you decide to finally give that a proper try?”

She looked down between her legs, seeming to realize that she still had that thing buried between her legs. Then she looked back up at me, licking her lips.

There was a moment when I thought maybe we were going to have some honesty between the two of us. Maybe she’d admit she was having fantasies about other men fucking her. The evidence was right there in front of me.

Only that moment never came. No, her eyes narrowed as she pulled the cock out, treating me to a view that was pure heaven.

The only thing missing to make it a perfect moment would be if there was come leaking out of her pussy after having a load blown in it, but I guess that wasn’t to be.

It’s not like a fake cock could do that sort of thing. I mean there were probably fake cocks out there somewhere that could do that, but definitely not the one I bought her.

Damn.

I kinda wished I’d gotten her one of those fancy models now, assuming something like that even existed. Not that I ever could’ve anticipated a moment like this.

“I’m going to take a shower,” Annie said.

“Now wait just a minute, honey,” I said.

“Don’t you “honey” me, Mister,” she said, wheeling around on me.

Which was just a touch ridiculous considering she still had the fake cock in her hand. I smiled just a bit, my eyes darting to the thing.

She looked down. That thing was still slick with her arousal and everything she’d just done. She blushed, seeming to realize what was going on, and quickly put it down.

“Can we at least talk about this?” I asked.

“No. We can’t at least talk about this,” she said. “I’m going to go take a shower, try to feel clean, and I need you to stay away from me. I can’t believe you put these thoughts in my head!”

I licked my lips. I knew I was on shaky ground. That I was on the verge of saying something that could get me in serious trouble.

Yet at the same time I couldn’t stop myself.

“What thoughts?” I asked.

My voice was quiet. I wanted to sound calm and collected. A counterpoint to how upset she was.

I thought it was a reasonable question. If I was putting thoughts into her head then I wanted to know what those thoughts were.

She stared at me, glared is more like it, then turned and stomped off towards the bathroom.

Okay then. I guess that was that, for now.

Though I couldn’t get what she’d just said out of my mind. I’d put those thoughts in her head. She’d just been using that vibrator to get off. Really getting in there with it.

And she’d been saying something quietly that left me with the impression she was fantasizing about another man fucking her as she had her fantasy.

Interesting. Very interesting.

Though something told me this would be a good moment to sit down and shut the fuck up, for now.

So I did just that.


Chapter 8

Consideration
Annie


“So how are things going with you and that wonderful open minded husband of yours?” Trudy asked when she slipped into the seat next to me a few days later.

“Don’t talk to me about it,” I said.

Her eyebrows shot up. “Interesting. Is there a new development? Or are you having the usual trouble in paradise?”

I glared at her. Though she didn’t seem to be fazed by that glare. No, she just sat there with a smile.

“Is this one of those things where you’re not going to give up until I tell you?” I asked.

“You know me so well,” Trudy said.

“I don’t want to go into it,” I said.

Because there had been a change. It didn’t have anything to do with my husband, but there’d definitely been a change.

I couldn’t stop thinking about letting some other man fuck me every time I sat down to read one of my romance novels.

There’d been a time when I could read the damned things without feeling guilty. A time when the heroes had been faceless attractive men who had nothing to do with my life or my marriage. A time when it was all harmless fun.

I might not be happy about Dan looking at porn, but at the same time I’d always known it was an abstraction. The women in those movies were never going to be a threat to me or my marriage.

It’d been the same thing with the men in my books. They’d just been a little bit of fun. I’d imagined what it would be like to be in another woman’s body.

Only Dan admitting his fantasy to me had changed everything. Suddenly it went from me imagining I was some nameless and faceless heroine in a romance novel to imagining it was actually me in all of these scenarios.

That was a really big change. A change that felt wrong on so many levels, and yet I couldn’t stop myself. I was addicted. I could finally understand what Dan had been going on about.

I watched Trudy. She seemed preoccupied with her salad. She picked a bit of iceberg lettuce out, frowned at the wilted brown ends of the thing, and then tossed it to her tray.

“Well?” I asked after a moment.

“Well what?” she asked, turning and smiling at me.

“Don’t you have any questions?”

“You just made it clear you weren’t going to answer any of my questions,” she said, hitting me with another smile. “It seems rude for me to keep pestering you when you’ve made it clear you aren’t interested in telling me anything.”

I sighed. “You’re being ridiculous.”

“I’m the one being ridiculous?” she asked. “It seems to me you’re the one who just told me you don’t want to answer any of my questions, and now that I’m giving you your wish of not bothering you, you’re getting annoyed with me all over again.

“Well can you blame me?” I asked.

“I didn’t say I was blaming you for anything,” she said.

She picked out yet another piece of lettuce and frowned as she inspected it. There were little brown bits all around the edge of that one as well.

“Honestly,” she muttered. “You think they’d do something about quality control around here.”

“You’re being impossible,” I said.

“How am I being impossible?” she asked. “I thought I was being a reasonable friend. You made it clear you didn’t want to talk about something, and so I’m giving you the space you so obviously need.”

“And that’s what’s so infuriating,” I said.

“Is it?” she asked, arching an eyebrow.

“It is,” I said.

“It seems to me you need to figure out what it is you want,” she said. “Because you told me you wanted one thing out of this conversation, and now you’re acting like you want something else entirely. Which is making me wonder if maybe you aren’t doing that with other things in your life.”

I let out a frustrated growl that started in the back of my throat. I wanted to reach across the table and wring her neck.

I didn’t, of course. That seemed like the kind of thing that wouldn’t be great for my long-term employment prospects. But the thought was tempting, for sure. It might’ve been satisfying, but that was the kind of thing HR tended to frown on.

“You really are frustrated, aren’t you?” Trudy asked.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.

“Bullshit,” she said. “So you can either tell me what it is that’s bothering you, or I can keep bothering you about it until you tell me.”

“I’m not telling you anything,” I said.

“Which would seem to imply there was something to tell,” she said.

I went back to eating my lunch. That seemed nice and safe. It wasn’t much. Just a chicken sandwich. The kind of thing that wouldn’t immediately go to my hips.

I liked to think I kept in pretty good shape, but…

“Are we dieting because we don’t think we’re enough for our man?” Trudy asked.

I squeezed my eyes shut. “I really wish you wouldn’t phrase it like that.”

“Then how would you like me to phrase it?” she asked. “You still have issues, clearly. So you can either talk about them and work it out, or you can keep right on enjoying the shitty chicken sandwich they have on offer at the cafeteria.”

“I didn’t think they were that bad,” I said, frowning at the sandwich.

“Now I really know you’re lying to yourself,” she said.

She grinned, but that didn’t make her attitude any less insufferable.

“Why are you so interested in my sex life anyway?” I asked.

“That’s simple,” she said, finally taking a bite of her salad after getting rid of all the bits that were bothering her. “You represent the road not taken.”

“Excuse me?” I asked.

“Did I not make myself clear?” she said. Then she smiled. “I was trying to sound all mysterious and stuff. You know that old poem about the road not taken?”

“I’m aware,” I said. “I had high school English the same as everyone else.”

“Of course you did,” she said. “Now the question is whether or not you were paying attention in high school English.”

“I’d think it would be difficult for you to pay attention in those classes,” I said, the barest hint of a smile coming to my face as I readied my next line.

“Why do I get the feeling you’re about to make some ill-advised crack about my age?” Trudy asked.

“Probably because I am,” I said.

“Fine,” she said with a sigh. “Lay it on me.”

“I’m just surprised you were able to pay attention in class what with all the time you were spending avoiding dinosaurs.”

Trudy frowned. “That wasn’t your best.”

“Well excuse me,” I said. “I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but I’ve been sort of distracted by a bunch of shit going on in my life lately.”

“Fine,” Trudy said. “I had a chance to try something like this with a guy I really cared for long ago. I’ve regretted not just taking him up on the offer and seeing what happened every day of my life since. I’ve always told myself it couldn’t be that bad. Not really.

“So what,” I said. “You’re trying to make yourself feel better about your old mistakes by watching me make new mistakes?”

“Something like that,” she said. “But mostly I just need to know if it actually can work or not.”

“So you’re playing a dangerous game with my marriage because you want to know if you made a mistake years ago with some guy you kicked to the curb,” I said, my voice flat.

“When you say it like that, it sounds so mercenary,” Trudy said.

“And yet also strangely close to the truth,” I said.

I couldn’t keep the acid out of my voice. I couldn’t help myself. I’d been twisting myself in knots for the past few days thinking about all this, and now I come to find out she was using my marriage as an experiment to make her feel better about a mistake she made years ago?

To say that pissed me off would be one hell of an understatement.

“I really wish I didn’t have you whispering in my ear making me think this could work,” I said.

“So you’re saying you’ve given it some thought?” she asked. “I really do think it’s a great opportunity, whether or not you agree with that sentiment.

“Whether or not it’s a great opportunity remains to be seen,” I said.

“So are you going to tell me what’s going on?” she asked. “What has you so worked up?”

“What has me so worked up is I’ve actually started seriously considering this shit,” I said.

“Good for you!” Trudy said, giving me a little clap as she grinned. Which only served to irritate me all the more.

“You might want to hold your applause,” I said, frowning.

“Oh?”

“I haven’t agreed to do anything,” I said.

“Have you even talked to your husband about any of this?” she asked.

I thought about last night. When I’d been reading my novel, and I’d let things get a little out of hand. When my husband saw me letting things get out of hand.

“No,” I finally said.

“You hesitated,” she said.

“I did not,” I said.

“You totally did,” she said.

We settled into another silence. Finally Trudy spoke up, and when she did she didn’t sound at all like her usual self.

“Listen. I understand you’re going through some stuff right now,” she said. “I probably understand it better than most. I’ve been through some of this myself, remember.”

“How can I forget?” I asked. “You won’t let me.”

“Yeah, I suppose that’s true,” she said. She got a wistful smile. “Still. You have a chance to do something here for the both of us.”

“Seems like it’s more for you than for me,” I said.

“Nonsense,” she said. “You’re getting something out of this too.”

“I’m not so sure about that,” I said with a sigh, biting into my shitty chicken sandwich.

She was right. These sandwiches really weren’t all that great. I was going to have to figure this out sooner than later. If for no other reason than I wouldn’t have to eat these crappy sandwiches from the commissary anymore.

“Whenever you’re ready, I can talk,” she said.

“Yeah, I’m aware,” I said.

I just wasn’t ready yet. I felt like I was slowly being pushed towards something I desperately didn’t want to do, even if I seemed to want it more and more as I thought about it. And that worried me.


Chapter 9

Caught
Dan


“Hey, honey, what are you… Oh my God!”

I sat up, desperately searching for the remote. Only it wasn’t anywhere to be found. Because of course it wouldn’t be anywhere to be found. Not when I was caught with my pants literally down around my ankles.

Something clattered to the floor with a thunk. Damn. I’d been in such a hurry to get up and hide what I was doing that I’d knocked the remote to the floor, leaving me here with my cock in hand and a porn on the TV.

Shit.

I turned and looked at Annie. She was staring at me with a mixture of… Well, I wasn’t sure. It looked like a mixture of horror and fascination. She stared at my cock, licking her lips.

Then she turned to the television.

“What is this?” she asked.

“It’s nothing, really,” I said. The last thing I wanted was to get into a conversation about my porn habits. Not when she’d reacted so poorly to me admitting to that goddamn fantasy in the first place.

Then she surprised me by coming over to sit down next to me. I stared at her, wondering when the other shoe was going to drop.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

She took a deep breath, then let it out in a sigh.

“You were understanding about me getting into romance novels,” she said.

“I suppose,” I said.

Saying I was understanding about her getting into romance novels was a touch disingenuous. I’d been stoked when she got into those damn things. It’d really jumpstarted our sex life, having her reading stories about other women getting banged by other men.

Not to mention I’d been more than a little excited at the idea of my wife getting off thinking about other women getting off with other men.

Not that I’d ever told her that, of course.

At the time I hadn’t told her anything about my fantasies. Now it was just one more thing I wasn’t going to bring up again. I’d learned my lesson the first time around.

Clearly she wasn’t into this fantasy, and I wasn’t going to be one of those guys who pushed and badgered his wife until she finally fell into the arms of another man.

That kind of thing tended to work out really well in the stories I read, but not so well in the reality I was living.

“Come on,” she said, scooting a little closer to me. “The kids are in their rooms vegging out to their screens. We don’t have to worry about them bothering us. Why don’t you show me what you were watching?”

I looked up to the television. I’d been streaming something I probably shouldn’t. Especially when Annie could walk in at any time.

Only she’d been preoccupied downstairs. I guess I thought I was okay, and as a result I got cocky, pulled my cock out, and flew a little too close to the sun.

The thing up on the screen didn’t even look that bad. It was just some dude peering into a window.

I suppose that would’ve looked even worse under the right circumstances. There’d been a couple of times when she’d asked me if I was into men out of the blue recently. I knew it had everything to do with the fantasy I’d confessed to her. She was suddenly worried I was gay.

Which I wasn’t, but that didn’t stop her from asking and needing seemingly constant reassurance that was very frustrating.

“Please don’t tell me you were getting off to that dude,” she said.

She smiled as she said it, which had me on guard. But I still thought I detected a tightness in her eyes. Like that old worry was still there, and nothing was going to stop her from thinking about it.

I could’ve kicked myself for ever mentioning this stupid fantasy. Talk about being way more frustration than it was worth!

“It’s just a video,” I said. “More like a short film then anything.”

“A short film?” she asked, arching her eyebrow as she stared at me. “It seems to me that’s more than a short film if you’re watching it with your cock in hand like that.”

“It could just be a short film,” I said.

“Yeah, and I know exactly what kind of “short film” you watch when you have your dick in your hand. Seriously, though. I used to be a little weirded out by it, but I know it’s not a threat any more than me reading those books is a threat to you.”

“I never thought those books were a threat,” I said. “I was happy you found an outlet.”

“You were happy I decided to take out my frustrations on you whenever I got hot and bothered reading one,” she said, nudging me in the side.

I grinned a sheepish grin. “Yeah, I suppose there was little bit of that, too.”

“See, this is good,” she said. “We’re talking like old times. Like before…”

She trailed off. I could tell what she was thinking, of course. This was like before I admitted that stupid fantasy to her. Before everything had changed.

Though I also felt a touch of anger at that thought.

“You know, you were the one who tried to get me to admit to my fantasies in the first place,” I said.

“I know,” she said, then sighed. “It’s just that…”

“What?” I asked.

“I suppose when I asked you about your fantasy, I thought it would be something vanilla like tying me up or whips and chains or something like that.”

My cock twitched. I couldn’t help it. There was something about seeing my wife tied up, or even in whips and chains, that really did it for me.

I’d have to be a dead man not to get excited by that vision.

“Yeah, well I guess you should be careful what you wish for.”

“Tell me about it,” she said.

“So what kind of things are you into when you read those books of yours?” I asked.

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“Come on,” I said. “You have to have a fantasy you prefer when you’re reading those books. What do you like? You were asking me, it seems only fair that I should get to ask you.”

“I mean…”

She trailed off. I decided we were having a good time and actually having a conversation for a change, here, and so I wasn’t going to push my luck.

“So are you going to tell me about what you’re watching here?” she asked, looking at the TV. “I really am interested to hear about this “short film” you’re enjoying.”

“I’m not so sure,” I said, grinning.

“What are you not so sure about?” she asked.

“I don’t know if this is a good idea, honey,” I said. I tried to sound understanding, but there was also some heat that came to my voice. I couldn’t help it. I was still annoyed with how everything had turned out.

“Come on,” she said. “You can tell me anything, can’t you?”

“Can I?” I asked. “Because the last time I opened up to you, it ended with you treating me pretty poorly for almost a week. I was convinced our marriage was over.”

“You really thought that?” she asked.

“Well that’s how you were acting,” I said.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I guess I was just caught off guard by that fantasy. Like I said, I was expecting…”

“Whips and chains, that sort of thing?” I asked, unable to resist getting a dig in.

Though, again, the thought of my wife being tied up or held down or handcuffed or any of those things was definitely intriguing.

Maybe not as intriguing as the thought of her lying down on a bed getting railed by some strange dude while I watched, but it was definitely up there.

“Well yeah,” she said. “I thought that at worst you might want a threesome with another woman, but I never expected…”

“Yeah, I know it’s out there,” I said. “That’s why I kept it from you for so long.

“I do feel bad that you thought you needed to keep anything from me, though,” she said. “And I suppose my reaction showed you that you were absolutely right in trying to keep it from me.”

“Something like that,” I said, grinning at her.

“But I think I’ve gotten to a place where we can talk about it and I’m okay with it.”

“Are you sure about that?” I asked. “Because your first reaction was pretty intense.”

“Honestly? I’m not sure at all. But I also figure we should try, right?”

“I suppose,” I said, though I wasn’t sure about any of this. I didn’t want to deal with another week of her acting like I was an asshole for having this fantasy.

“So you were going to tell me about the “short film” you were watching?” she said, the barest hint of amusement touching her voice as she said it.

“There’s not really much to say about it,” I said. “It’s a movie about a guy and his girlfriend, and a game they play.”

“What kind of game are we talking about?” she asked.

“It’s your pretty standard fantasy fare, at least as far as this fantasy is concerned.

“The fantasy of watching your wife with another man.”

“Yeah,” I said. “And this is porn that caters to that.

“So you’re calling it porn now?” she asked, looking at me with a twinkle in her eye.

I sighed. “I suppose we should probably call a spade a spade, right?”

“Totally,” she said, grinning like this was all amusing her to no end.

“So like I was saying,” I said. “This is a porn that centers on a guy and his girlfriend going out to bars or restaurants or clubs, and the wife goes up to the bar and lets other men hit on her.”

“But why would he do that?” she asked. “If they were happy in their relationship then…

She trailed off and looked at me. Then grinned sheepishly. She also blushed.

“Sorry,” she said. “I suppose that was a stupid question.”

“Just a little,” I said.

The answer was obvious enough. They were doing it because it made the guy’s dick hard.

“So can we watch this “short film” you seem to be enjoying so much?” she asked.

I stared up at the television, unsure of where to go from here. I’d just found this. Sure it looked interesting and all, but that was before my wife barged in acting like she was interested in watching it with me.

I also figured this was a once in a lifetime opportunity, having her here interested in watching something like this with me without passing judgment, and so I decided to just go with it.

Even if I was terrified that this was going to end with her getting pissed off at me all over again when she realized what she was going along with.

Oh well. Fortune favors the bold and all that good stuff. It was time to watch a porn with my wife and hope it didn’t result in even more arguments!


Chapter 10

Movie Night
Annie


Iwasn’t sure what to make of any of this. I was surprised I’d caught Dan watching one of his special videos. Usually he was good about hiding it when he did that sort of thing, but here we were.

And I hated to admit it, but it was kind of a turn on knowing he’d been up here watching this. I wondered if he got that turned on when he watched me enjoying myself while I was reading one of my romance novels.

I pushed those thoughts out of my mind as he hit play, though.

The thing had better production values than what I usually associated with porn. I was expecting something with women having big hairstyles, and men with mustaches. Though it occurred to me that everything I thought I knew about porn likely came from the late eighties.

Most of my experience with porn had been ancient VHS tapes I found in the basement at our house. It’d been a bitch even finding a video player that could play the things.

By the time I was old enough to wonder about those old tapes in the basement, likely from my older brother who’d moved out and apparently forgotten about them when he went off to college, we’d moved on to Blu-ray players. That was how old they were.

The point was, I was starting to realize I had a very old idea of what went into a porno based on what I’d seen from my brother’s old tapes.

“This is really fancy,” I said.

“What are you talking about?” Dan asked, turning to stare at me.

“I was expecting dudes with mustaches and a lot of body hair,” I said, knowing my ideas were out of date but still curious about it all.

“Wait, you’ve watched porn before?” Dan asked, sounding like he didn’t believe it.

“Is that really so hard to believe?” I asked.

“With you?” he said. “Actually yeah, it is kind of hard to believe.”

“Well I have,” I said with a sniff. “Though it was a long time ago, and all the guys were really hairy with mustaches.”

“Whatever,” Dan said. “Let’s concentrate on this.”

I glanced over to my husband. I was surprised to realize he’d taken his cock in his hand again, and he was slowly stroking it.

“You’re doing that right now?” I asked.

“Why not?” he asked. “That’s what you’re supposed to do when you watch porn.”

“Is it?” I asked.

“Well yeah,” he said. “That’s sort of the point.”

“Do you want some help with that?”

“Fuck yeah I do,” he said, grinning.

So I reached out and grabbed his cock without thinking about what I was doing. It pulsed in my hand and gave me a feeling of power. I always loved feeling how turned on he got, though of course this time around he was getting turned on because of something happening up on the TV screen, and not because of anything I was doing.

Or maybe he was getting turned on thinking about something I might possibly do. Though the jury was still out on whether or not that was something that was ever actually going to happen.

Not that he knew there was even a jury in deliberations on the subject.

“She’s pretty,” I said, looking at the woman on the TV screen. She had blonde hair and a thin frame. She looked an awful lot like me.

I idly wondered if he picked this video because the woman had the same body type as me. Clearly that was a body type my husband like if he’d married me.

Maybe it was just that was the body type he preferred and so he gravitated towards “short films” with women who looked like what he preferred.

“Yeah, she is,” he said. “But not nearly as hot as you. Guys would be all over you if we took you to a bar like that.”

“And there you go, talking about throwing your wife to the wolves again,” she said.

“Yeah, so?” he said. “We’ve already made it clear that’s my fantasy. I don’t see any point trying to deny it or pretend like that’s not a thing.”

“I suppose,” I said, though it still felt odd to talk so openly about his fantasy like that.

I turned my attention back to the television. The woman was standing at a bar, and there were several guys interested in her.

“So are there a lot of videos out there like this?” I asked.

“I don’t know for sure,” Dan said, and that was enough to make me wonder if he was telling a little white lie.

“What do you mean you don’t know?”

He shrugged. “I mean exactly what it sounds like. I don’t know. It’s not like I spend every waking hour of every day scouring the Internet for porn.”

“Sure you don’t,” I said.

“I really don’t,” he said.

I turned back to the television. “So the game they play is his wife lets guys hit on her?”

“Yup,” Dan said, pointing at the television. “Just watch. You’ll get to see it happen.”

Sure enough, we watched for a few more minutes, and there were a couple of guys who came up to hit on the pretty woman at the bar. I shivered, wondering how I’d respond in a similar situation.

“I’m not anything special,” I whispered.

“What’s that?” Dan asked.

I shook my head. I hadn’t realized I’d said that out loud. Only I said it, and now…

“I just don’t think I’m anything that special,” I said, staring at the TV. “I don’t think any guys would be interested in hitting on me if I was at a bar. Not when there are a lot of much younger and much prettier women out there.”

“Bullshit,” Dan said, turning and giving me an up and down that sent a delighted shiver running through me. “You’re beautiful, and any guy would love to get with you!”

“You’re only saying that because you’re my husband and you’re obligated to say it.”

“No, I’m saying that because you’re a beautiful woman, and I know you’d have guys all over you if we ever did something like this.”

I shivered. I’d never come across anything like this in any of the romance novels I enjoyed, but I had to admit that there was something hot about the idea of going out there and seeing if I still had it.

I still thought Dan was blowing smoke up my ass because he was getting off on this, but maybe, just maybe…

I turned my attention back to the television. I could worry about all that later.

I watched with a mixture of arousal, morbid curiosity, and fascination as a couple of guys came to hit on her. She was so confident. So poised.

“How can she be like that?” I asked.

“Because she knows she’s the most beautiful woman in the room,” Dan said. “Also this is a porn, so she’s going to act confident. That’s sort of the whole point.”

“I don’t think I’d be the center of attention,” I said.

“Sure you would,” he said.

His confidence rubbed off on me. It sent a shiver running through me. Of course he had to go and ruin it a moment later.

“Besides. A lot of women underestimate just how easy it is to get some dick after they’ve been married for a while.”

“Wait, what are you talking about?” I asked.

“I’ve read lots of stories about guys who wanted to open up their relationships because they thought they’d be able to go out and fuck any woman they wanted, and they learned to regret it pretty damn quick because they realized their wives could get any man they wanted, and meanwhile they were stuck in a desert of pussy.”

“Do you read stories like that a lot?” I asked.

He grimaced slightly. “Not a lot, but I always pay attention when I see stuff like that on the Internet. Usually that’s the more realistic stuff and not the things that were obviously written as stroke stories.”

“So you’re fantasizing about me going out and drowning in dick while you’re stuck in a desert of pussy,” I said.

I didn’t even bother to phrase the statement as a question. There was no point. I knew what my husband was thinking. And if the embarrassed look he gave me was anything to go on, he knew, too.

“Hey, I know what gets me off,” he said. “Besides. I’ve made it clear I’m not interested in getting any pussy. I’m only interested in you getting some dick.”

Up on the television the woman allowed herself to be picked up. It went pretty fast, but then again it’s not like that was a surprise. This was a video about a woman going out to some sleazy bar and letting herself be picked up by some random guy, after all.

It wouldn’t exactly be delivering on its promise if she didn’t go off with some guy at the end of the night.

“So this is what you want me to do,” I said.

Again, it was a statement. Not a question. There was no point in making it a question. I already knew the answer.

“Not exactly like this,” he said.

“You said you wanted me to go to a bar and let men hit on me,” I said.

“Well yeah,” he said. “But it’s not like I expect you to actually go off with any of the dudes. It was just an idea for something fun and flirty we could do that would also be low stakes.”

“So you think your wife getting hit on by a bunch of random men is low stakes?” I asked.

“Sure,” he said. “It’s certainly more low stakes than letting you go off and get fucked, or doing something else.”

“I suppose,” I said, frowning as I thought it through. Then I glanced down and saw the tent in the sheets.

“Oh my,” I said, grinning at him. “It looks like you have a problem. Would you like me to help you take care of that before we turn in for the night?”


Chapter 11

Fantasy
Dan


Istared at my wife.

I could hardly believe that she was actually offering to help me out with my problem. I’d been in the middle of jerking off, sure. Almost to the end. I just hadn’t thought it would happen once she made it clear she was coming in here to watch the video with me.

I also couldn’t believe my wife was doing that. It wasn’t exactly her going out and taking part in this fantasy, but I had to admit that sitting here on my marital bed looking at my beautiful wife and a video about a husband and wife playing around with getting picked up at a bar was an experience that went beyond anything I’d ever dared to hope for.

I guess there’d always been a part of me that figured she wouldn’t be interested in something as low stakes as this.

This, though. This definitely seemed like progress. Slow progress, to be sure, but definitely progress.

“Are you sure you want to?” I asked.

She bit her lip and giggled as she grabbed my cock. God it was sexy watching her exploring my cock like that. I never got tired of that.

Like I never understood the assholes who stepped out on their wives. I was always attracted to my wife, and she’d always been more than enough for me.

“Annie,” I said.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, rubbing her hand around my cock. She didn’t quite jerk it off, but she did keep a firm hold.

My eyes rolled into the back of my head. God I fucking loved it when she touched me down there.

“You’re sure you aren’t going to get mad again?” I asked.

She sighed. She looked up to the TV hanging on our wall, and then back to me.

“I should be mad,” she said. “You want to whore me out to some random dude.”

That was good for getting my cock to twitch. I wanted to whore her out to some random dude. The thought was intriguing.

I got the feeling she could sense I was enjoying that thought. She reached out and smacked me with a smile.

“That was a line where you’re supposed to apologize. Not where you’re supposed to look even more turned on at the idea of whoring your wife out.”

“How do you know I was excited at the thought of whoring my wife out?” I asked.

“I have my hand on your cock, darling,” she purred, leaning in closer. “I can feel every twitch. I know when you’re getting hot and bothered.”

I licked my lips. Well then. If she was going to offer then I was going to take her up on that offer.

After all. This was much better than her storming around the house refusing to talk to me. I wasn’t sure exactly what had changed, but I was thankful for that change.

“Fine,” I said. “Let’s do this.”

Annie looked at me, then to the television.

Up on the big screen the woman who’d been taken from the bar was in a car making out with the guy who picked her up. Meanwhile her husband was hiding in a car a few rows over, watching everything.

If this was real life then he wouldn’t see much of anything, but of course this wasn’t a real life scenario. We could see everything. We could see it all.

“Interesting,” Annie said.

“What’s interesting?”

“I was thinking about how long it’s been since I’ve done anything in a car,” she said.

“I don’t think we’ve ever done anything in a car, so I imagine it’s been a while,” I said.

“Longer than a while,” she said. “Probably back to a guy I was dating in college.”

“Oh?” I asked.

She looked down to my cock, and then up to me. No doubt she could feel it throbbing, and no doubt she was coming to the same conclusions I had just a moment ago.

I’d never been able to work up the guts to ask her about anything she’d done with other guys before she met me, but I was more than open to the idea.

“Yeah,” she said. “We used to go at it like rabbits. Anywhere that we could. He was the first guy I ever got serious with.”

I didn’t dare say anything. I didn’t want to do anything to interrupt this incredible improbable moment that’d presented itself.

“Do you want to hear more?” she asked.

I licked my lips and thought about how upset she’d been for the past couple of days. How I really didn’t want to have a repeat of any of that.

“It’s not a trick question,” she said, no doubt seeing my deer in headlights look.

“I’d like to hear more,” I said, glancing at the TV and then back to my wife.

She let go of my cock, rolling over and lifting her hips as she pulled her bottoms off. Then in a quick motion she’d also pulled off her top, leaving her totally naked.

She looked down at me, and I got the feeling I was doing something wrong. I was terrified she was upset about the fantasy again. That she’d changed her mind while she was taking her clothes off.

“What?” I asked.

“Are you going to take the rest of your clothes off, or what?” she asked.

It was matter of fact and to the point. And I wasn’t going to deny her. I think I got out of my clothes in record time, and then she was right there on top of me, grabbing my cock and guiding me to her pussy.

“Oh yeah,” she hissed. “That’s the good stuff.”

“As good as the guy you dated in college?” I asked.

I was getting more bold. What can I say? I wanted to hear that story!

She hit me with a half smile. Yeah. She knew what I was doing.

“Patience, big boy,” she said. “All will be revealed shortly.”

She started to slide down on my cock, and it was almost too much for me. Looking at this video, realizing she wasn’t as upset with me as I’d worried. Having her talk about a guy she’d dated in college, which was also up there on my list of things I wanted to try with her but never thought would actually happen.

Her eyes were closed as she slid down the rest of the way, smiling as I bottomed out inside her.

“Yeah, that’s what I’ve been missing,” she said.

I blinked. I guess it was surprising to hear her talking about missing this. Usually I was the one who did the initiating when we were getting it on.

Like sure I knew she had desires too, but we were married with children. The most unrealistic thing about that old show of the same name, at least in my opinion, was that Peg was always ready to go and Al was the one who wasn’t interested.

She started pulling herself up and down on my cock, churning her hips with a smile.

I just let her do her thing. It looked like she was having a moment as she bounced on my cock, and I’d learned long ago that you didn’t interrupt a beautiful woman when she was having a moment bouncing on your cock!

“We used to go at it any place we could,” she said.

I was confused, but then I remembered what we’d been talking about. She was telling me about her naughty exploits with some guy she’d dated in college. Right.

I got so preoccupied with the moment and what we were doing that I’d almost forgotten the fantasy that led us here in the first place.

We’d never really talked all that much about who we’d dated and who we’d fucked in previous relationships. It didn’t seem important.

We were head over heels for each other. What did it matter?

Even back then I had this fantasy. Though it wasn’t a fantasy that was all that intense when I first started dating a woman, and so it hadn’t been all that intense when I first started dating my future wife and conversations like that might come up.

The obsession had grown as I got closer to her. As we started to get close to locking down forever.

And now here we were with forever locked down and the obsession was more intense than ever. I hadn’t dared ask about this in the past, but she was finally revealing all even without me asking.

Maybe she could sense that this was a low stakes way to indulge in this fantasy without taking things too far.

“Why couldn’t you go back to one of your places?” I asked.

“My roommate that year was a real bitch,” Annie said. “She had some weird friend she was always hanging out with, and she was obsessed with walking in on us. Really creepy shit.”

“Oh,” I said. “That sucks.”

“It does,” she said. “Or it did. Now it’s just a story to tell.”

“So what did you do?” I asked.

“There was one time we went out for dinner, but we were so hot for each other that we skipped dinner entirely. He pulled around behind the restaurant. Out near a wooded area.”

“And?” I asked.

“I was terrified the entire time,” she said. “I was sure someone would find us, but I was so hot. I ended up climbing on top of him, but not how you think. I was grinding my ass against his cock and leaning to the side making out with him while he felt me up under my shirt.”

My cock twitched inside her. I could already tell I was getting pretty damn close.

I got the feeling Annie knew I was getting pretty damn close if the way she looked down at me and smiled was anything to go on.

“You like hearing about that?” she asked.

“I do,” I said.

“We got carried away,” she said. “That was the first time.”

“The first time with him, or your first time?” I asked.

“My first time,” she said, arching her back and letting out a gasp as she told me this naughty little story.

Meanwhile, all I could do was hold on for dear life and stare at her as she let loose with her naughty story.

“He got my pants off and he was fingering me. I was grabbing his cock and trying to jerk it, but it was hard with the way we were situated.”

“I can imagine,” I said.

I’d made out with a few women over the years in a car. Mostly when I was in high school and early college, and usually because we were both so turned on that we didn’t want to wait to go back to either of our places.

I’d never had any trouble with creepy roommates like my wife apparently had.

“I was so hot, and it just sort of slipped in.”

My cock twitched again, imagining my wife just letting it “slip in.”

“No condom?” I asked.

She bit her lip and shook her head, smiling down at me.

“It was dangerous, but it worked out,” she said with a shrug.

“What did you do when it slipped in?”

“I paused and wondered if there really was a cock inside me, but then I just kept on doing what I was doing. Grinding against him as he felt me up and we made out.”

“Fuck, that’s hot,” I said.

“It was hot,” she said, squeezing her eyes shut.

I blinked. She was coming. I felt her pussy contracting around my cock like she usually did when she was having a good time and trying her best to milk me.

“Did he come inside you?” I asked, ridiculously turned on at the thought of another man’s come splashing inside my future wife.

“I said I was bad,” she said, staring down at me. “We tried to use protection after that, but we were caught up in the moment in that car and it just happened.”

It just happened. Both in the past and now. I whimpered, buried myself inside my wife one final time, and blew my load.

She let out another quiet gasp, but it was clear she was trying to keep quiet. That she didn’t want our children to hear what was going on in here and come investigating.

That was a good way to have one of them see something that might end up traumatizing them for the rest of their lives.

Meanwhile I was having one of the best experiences of my life. It was like my soul was getting sucked out of my body through my wife’s pussy. In my head I was back a couple of decades, watching her in college fucking this guy for the first time.

I lost track of how long I was buried inside her, but I felt her slap my face and bring me back to reality.

I blinked, looking up at her.

“What happened?”

“I think you blacked out,” she said, giggling. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah, I guess,” I said, taking in a breath and letting it out. “That was pretty intense.”

“So intense,” she said. “But also very good.”

“Damn,” I said, shaking my head and relaxing back against the bed. “We’ll have to do that again.”

“Yeah, we’ll have to do that,” Annie said, though I noticed her attention was back on the video playing on our television. Still playing, because that hadn’t lasted all that long.

Hey, what can I say? I was fulfilling a once in a lifetime sexual fantasy with my wife. I’d like to see anyone try to last very long under those circumstances.

Though I found it very interesting that she was staring at that video as she said she wanted to do that. It made me wonder if she was talking about a repeat of what we’d just done, or doing what was up on the television.


Chapter 12

The Walk
Annie


“So. Do you want to tell me the latest in your ongoing saga?” Trudy asked.

I looked around. We were on one of the sidewalks outside our office building. Sometimes we went out for a walk in the middle of the day for something to do, and to get the blood flowing.

Sitting in an office chair all day long was supposed to be terrible for your health, after all.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, turning and hitting her with a smile.

“Bullshit you don’t know what I’m talking about,” she said. “I know something happened. So tell me all about it.”

“What makes you think anything happened?” I asked.

“You have that little smile on your face and a twinkle in your eye. The kind of look that says something happened. So out with it.”

I frowned. I didn’t realize I was that obvious. Still…

“I don’t know if I’d even say it was something that happened.”

“Clearly it was something. Otherwise you wouldn’t be avoiding the question.”

“I’m not avoiding anything.”

“Bullshit you aren’t avoiding anything,” she responded. “You’re avoiding my question with that question!”

“Was that even a question?”

Trudy threw her arms up and rolled her eyes while letting out an exasperated yell. It carried across the small pond that ran next to our office building. I saw a couple of people on the other side turn to look in our direction. No doubt wondering what the hell was going wrong over here that somebody was screaming.

“Calm down and keep it down, damn,” I said.

“Well excuse me,” Trudy said. “It’s frustrating to have you not telling me what’s going on. I’m living vicariously through you, after all.”

“There’s not really anything to tell,” I said. “We got it on for the first time since all this craziness started. That’s all.”

“That’s all?” she asked, hitting me with an incredulous look. “That’s amazing. That’s a lot!”

“How do you figure?”

“Weren’t you the one telling me you were giving him the silent treatment?”

“I don’t know that I’d call it the silent treatment,” I said. “I just didn’t feel much like talking to him right after he revealed all that craziness.”

“So you were giving him the silent treatment,” Trudy said, nodding as though that was her question answered. I frowned.

“Okay, so maybe I was, but it’s not like I could ignore him forever.”

“So what exactly happened that changed your mind?” she asked.

I hit her with a sidelong glance.

“What?” she asked.

“Oh nothing,” I said. “I was just thinking that with you being slightly senior to me in the company and all, technically all this interest in my sex life is harassment.”

“Bullshit,” Trudy said. “This is one friend trying to help another. I’m not trying to get into your pants. Believe me. I got all of that out of my system a few decades ago.”

My eyes went wide. She positively cackled.

“College is a time for trying all sorts of fun new things,” she said. “And sometimes you try it for a little while in college and then realize it’s not your thing, even if it is fun to make out with a friend from time to time.”

She stopped and seemed to think about what she’d just said. Then she hit me with another sidelong glance.

“Please understand that when I say it’s fun making out with your friends I’m talking about my friends back in college, and not trying to make any intimation that I’m interested in doing that sort of thing with you. Which I’m not.”

“I don’t know whether to be insulted or relieved,” I said.

“It feels like you have enough complicated shit going on in your life without adding that sort of stuff on top of it,” she said with a shrug.

“Thank you so much,” I said, hitting her with a mock bow.

“So you and the hubby got it on for the first time in a while?”

“I guess,” I said. “I wasn’t expecting anything to happen. It was like a reverse of the time he walked in on me.”

“Walked in on you doing what?”

I blushed. I’d forgotten I hadn’t told her about that. It was just too embarrassing. And I really didn’t want to tell her about it now, but I guess that cat was out of the bag.

“Let’s just say he walked in on me enjoying one of my romance novels, and I didn’t realize he was in the room because I was so preoccupied thinking of…”

“You were thinking about you and one of your book boyfriends getting it on,” she said, shaking her head. “Which seems to me that it’s adjacent to the fantasy your husband has. The two of you could really enjoy this if you could get out of your way long enough.”

“Yeah, well, let’s just say that last night I walked in on him in a similarly compromising position.”

“Really? What was he watching?”

“What makes you think she was watching something?” I asked. “He totally could’ve been reading something.”

“Because men are always watching something. It’s what they do. They’re visual animals. Women are more mental. We have to get into the right headspace.”

I thought about the headspace I’d gotten into last night with Dan. That had been pretty fun. A lot more fun than I would’ve imagined.

It was also a lot of fun reliving some of my old memories, for all that I felt a little guilty using some of those memories as fodder for my love life now. That didn’t seem like the kind of thing that was okay to do, but it’d been hot. That was undeniable.

“So?” Trudy asked.

“So what?”

“So you’re still being evasive.”

“Did you ever stop to think that maybe I’m working through some shit here, and having you badgering me about it constantly isn’t helpful?”

“I have thought about that, sure. It’s bullshit, though.”

“How do you figure it’s bullshit?”

“That’s simple. You need a sounding board to talk about all the craziness in your life. I’m clearly that sounding board. Otherwise we wouldn’t keep having these conversations.”

“It seems to me you’re constantly pestering me for information because you’re trying to make yourself feel better about a mistake you made years ago,” I muttered.

“Who’s to say we can’t do both at the same time?” she asked.

“Fine,” I said with a sigh. “I didn’t tell you what happened while we were getting it on.”

“Go on,” she said.

“Well… We sort of kept watching the movie he had on,” I said.

“Really?” Trudy asked, her eyebrows shooting up so fast I was surprised they didn’t go into orbit.

“It was an interesting video.”

“I never would’ve pegged you for the kind to watch porn. Though I guess that’s a double standard since you like reading your lady porn.”

“It’s not lady porn,” I said.

“Sure it isn’t. Go on.”

I bit back my irritation and went on.

“It was some movie about a guy and his wife. They went to a bar and…”

“Oh, they were playing the pickup game?”

“You know about that?”

“I already told you I dated a guy who was totally into all this stuff. I think there must be some manual out there somewhere that tells guys who are interested in sharing that they should test the waters by letting other men hit on their wife at a bar.”

“It surprised me that he’d even bring it up. We’re not really the kind of people who go out to bars to begin with.”

“See? It’s totally out of character for your relationship. There has to be some advice lurking somewhere out there telling these guys to try that.”

“Anyway,” I said. “It was kind of hot watching that video. I’m not gonna lie. And he kept telling me that if we did something like that I’d be the most beautiful woman in the room, and I’d have guys all over me.”

“You wouldn’t even have to be the most beautiful woman in the room and you’d still have guys all over you,” Trudy said. “Seriously. You go into a setting like that, or you try online dating, and it’s nothing but dicks getting thrown at you faster than you can catch them.”

“Dan said something similar,” I said, not quite believing that I was standing here having this conversation with my coworker. Or that she was backing up the things my husband told me.

“Sounds like your husband has done his research,” Trudy said. “He must really want you to do this.”

“Maybe,” I said, though I wasn’t so sure about that.

I mean I was sure he wanted me to do this. I just wasn’t sure he’d done all of this research because he was trying to figure out the best way to get me to go along with his fantasy.

No, I got the feeling most of this was just good old-fashioned jerk off material for him.

“You’re actually considering it, aren’t you?”

I nearly missed a step. I turned to look at her, and then quickly looked away.

“What would give you that idea?”

“Come on,” Trudy said, rolling her eyes. “You really don’t have to be evasive like this anymore.”

“How am I being evasive?”

“Are you thinking about doing it, or not?”

I kept walking in silence. I didn’t answer her question. I wasn’t ready to answer her question. I wasn’t ready to admit that I was seriously considering trying it.

After all, what could it hurt? I’d just test it out. See what my husband thought of things. And if we were just testing the waters at some bar we could call it off at any time.

“Fine. Keep your secrets, but I hope you have fun when you eventually give it a try,” Trudy said, sounding entirely too self satisfied.


Chapter 13

Roleplay
Dan


Inoticed movement out of the corner of my eye. I sat at the island going over some spreadsheets. Pretty boring work, but it had to be done. That was why they paid me the big bucks.

The kids were out with friends. It felt weird that they were at the age now where they had social engagements, but I guess that was life.

It certainly meant the house was a hell of a lot quieter on the weekends, now. Even if it still felt weird. Even if it still left me with the nagging feeling everything was about to change. If the kids were old enough to go out on their own and do their own thing then it meant soon enough they’d be leaving the house for good.

I looked up and blinked.

“Annie?”

She didn’t respond. No, she walked over to the pantry, pulled out a bottle of whiskey, and poured both of us a drink. Then she sat down and stared off at the kitchen window.

I still couldn’t believe this was my wife sitting next to me. She was in a tight black dress that showed off all her curves.

And when I say it was a tight black dress, I mean it was a tight black dress. Like we’re talking the kind of dress I hadn’t seen her wear in years, and even then it wasn’t the kind of thing she wore all that often back when we were dating.

I looked at my laptop, then back to her. The dress rode up to the point I could almost see her panties. I licked my lips.

That was assuming she was even wearing any panties in the first place. I was suddenly very interested in finding out whether or not that was the case.

She turned and looked at me. She smiled, but it was a vacant sort of smile. Not the familiar smile a man got from his wife.

“Hi,” she said.

I stared at her for another moment, wondering what was going on here, and then decided whatever it was, I was going to play along.

We’d had plans to go out to dinner. I figured it wasn’t going to be anything special. The usual dinner at a chain restaurant, followed by maybe going to the store to get some groceries and allow our stomachs to settle, and then the obligatory married fucking when we got home.

Only looking at my wife now, it was clear that wasn’t the case. So I put my laptop screen down and turned to face her.

“Hi yourself,” I said.

She grinned, then pulled out her phone from a tiny purse I hadn’t seen in years. I recognized it, of course. That was her “party purse” that she carried with her when we did go to functions where a regular purse wouldn’t be allowed.

I was well aware of it because I always had to carry all her extra stuff when she broke that bad boy out.

She tapped her phone a couple of times, and the speaker in the kitchen started blasting some sort of club music.

“I’m Annie,” she said. “What’s your name?”

“I’m… Dan?”

I still wasn’t sure where she was going with all this. It threw me for a loop, and I felt like I was flailing.

“Dan,” she said. “That’s a nice strong name. So what brings you into town?”

She glanced at my laptop, and then back to me. She was still smiling, but it seemed strained now. Like maybe she was waiting on me to pick up on something and…

And then it hit me. I was being an idiot. The music. The dress. The drinks.

I grinned right back at her, and she let out a relieved sigh.

Like maybe she thought her idiot husband wasn’t going to realize what she was doing. Hell, I had it on pretty good authority that her idiot husband had no idea what she was doing right up to this moment.

“I’m in town for a business trip,” I said. “Just trying to keep the numbers moving.”

“That’s fascinating,” she said. “So you decided to let loose?”

I frowned. Then I leaned in close.

“Are we at a hotel bar or a club?”

She frowned. Maybe she didn’t like me breaking character. This was the first time we’d ever done something like this, though, and so I didn’t have much experience with it.

I’d read about it, sure. Doing a little bit of fantasy role-playing with your old lady was one of the suggestions that floated around out there for guys interested in sharing. It was the subject of some stories, even, for all that it didn’t come up all that often.

I worried that I’d said something wrong and ruined the moment, but Annie tapped at her phone. A moment later the speaker in our kitchen went from club music to easy listening. She turned back and smiled.

“I’m just in town for a little bit myself,” she said. “Seeing the sights while I’m supposed to be going to some boring convention for work.”

“Boring conventions for work are the worst, aren’t they?”

“It depends on what kind of convention we’re talking about, doesn’t it?”

I looked her up and down. “And what kind of convention are you here for?”

“The kind where the company pays for me to fly out and spend time in another city, but they don’t really care what I’m doing as long as I’m networking.”

I shivered. I knew she’d done things like that plenty of times over the years. There’d been a couple of times when I’d gone along with her for fun. And it really had been one of those situations where we basically got a nice vacation on the company dime as long as she attended a few meetings.

“I don’t get stuff like that,” I said with a sigh. “When my company has things like that, I’m expected to be on call every waking moment.”

“You poor dear,” she said, reaching out and grabbing her glass.

I noticed she still had her wedding ring on. Interesting. I wondered if she’d done that on purpose, or if that was a detail she’d forgotten while she was putting together this scenario.

Either way, it was fucking hot imagining we were sitting at a hotel bar and I was some strange guy staring at my wife thinking about how much I wanted to fuck her while she wore that wedding ring.

And any guy in his right mind would desperately want to fuck her. Like we’re talking even without the little black dress that was driving me wild.

“So do you have to travel a lot?” I asked.

She shrugged. “Only a few times a year, but it’s nice to get away from it all. Wouldn’t you agree?”

“I think it would the much nicer getting away from it all if I could meet someone like you every time I was at one of these things.”

Her eyes went wide. She looked down to her drink and then back to me.

“Why, I don’t know what you’re insinuating. I’m a happily married woman.”

Okay then. I guess she was playing up the married angle. Interesting. Though it also had my cock throbbing in my pants, so it’s not like I was going to complain that she was playing up the happily married angle.

Talk about hot!

I tried to decide how I was going to play this, and then ultimately I figured I was going to play it like I’d always fantasized about it happening if my wife was at a seedy hotel bar.

“A happily married woman wouldn’t be hanging out at a sleazy hotel bar like this,” I said.

“Are you sure about that?” she asked, her eyes twinkling.

Well okay then. It looked like we were going somewhere with this. She looked like she was actually enjoying herself. Actually settling into the role.

“Can’t a girl just hang out at the bar without being bothered by some guy?”

She took a sip from her glass, then turned and looked me up and down. It was an appreciative up and down, but then again, that’s the kind of up and down I’d come to expect from the woman I married. I’d be worried if she wasn’t looking at me with an appreciative eye.

“I figure your husband doesn’t have to know about what’s going on here tonight, right?”

“Is that a line you use on all the married ladies?”

I was really getting into this. It was so hot pretending she was some random woman I was hitting on.

“Only the women wearing wedding rings who buy a guy a drink in the bar.”

She bit her lip as she looked at me. Then she looked down to her phone.

“I don’t know,” she said, finally. “I’ve never done anything like this before.”

There it was. That was a shot straight to my cock.

She’d never done anything like this before. She was just a sweet and innocent housewife. Well, a career oriented married women at the very least.

The point was, it was so hot hearing her pulling that sweet and innocent routine.

“I don’t buy that,” I said, giving her another up and down.

She looked at me, and this time she seemed slightly confused. For a panicked moment I worried that maybe she’d decide she wasn’t into this after all, for all that it was about as low stakes as someone could get when realizing this fantasy.

“So you came out here for a work event. You probably thought that’s all you were going to do, but then you passed by the hotel bar and thought about how long it’s been since you played the old game. Maybe you thought to yourself that you could have a good time. Come in here and see if you still have it.”

She smiled. Though it was a smile that told me she was enjoying the game, and not the kind of smile that said she thought I was being a little too over the top.

“Do go on,” she said.


Chapter 14

Hotel Room
Dan


“Icould go on all night with a woman as beautiful as you,” I said.

Okay. I was really starting to get into this now. It was like all the old moves were still there, even if I had to dust them off just a little.

Dusting them off meant they were still there, after all.

“I bet you say that to all the girls,” Annie said. “That’s nice for a girl who needs some validation.”

“If you’re wanting someone to give you validation then I’m happy to give that to you,” I said, giving her another up and down.

Only this time it wasn’t a quick up and down. No, it was nothing of the sort.

This time around it was a slow and luxurious up and down. I wanted to give my wife a first rate eye fucking. Hell, I wanted to imagine what it would be like to be some strange man looking at her at some bar. It didn’t have to be a hotel bar. It could be a club. Hell, it could be some dive sports bar, though she was way too attractive for that sort of place.

The point was, I was looking at her with the eyes of a new man. I was seeing her for the first time, for all that it was the same old body I’d seen so many times before.

I was surprised to realize that looking at her with that fresh set of eyes was doing something for me. My cock throbbed as I stared at her, and it really did feel like I was staring at a beautiful woman I’d just met at a hotel bar.

“I’m willing to give you a hell of a lot more than validation, though,” I said. “Because you’re easily the most beautiful thing in this bar. You’re probably the most beautiful thing in this city, and I want to get to know you while you’re here.”

She reached out and touched her hand to mine.

“You’re good. I forgot how good you were.”

“Thanks,” I said. “It felt a little over the top.”

“Maybe a little,” she said. “But when you think about it, is there anything more over the top than a man at a bar desperate to get his dick wet before the end of the night? Does it turn you on thinking about all those men getting hard thinking about getting their dick wet in your wife’s pussy?”

She blushed as she said that last bit. Still, my cock throbbed as I stared at her. I could scarcely believe this was my Annie talking like that.

“What came over you?” I asked.

“I don’t know what came over me,” she said, biting her lip. “But maybe we could go and continue this drink in your room?”

I blinked. Just like that, we were back where we’d started. Back at the fantasy.

“Sure. I think there’s some booze up there.”

“Good,” she said, standing and gathering her purse. “Now get me up there before I have a chance to reconsider the bad decision I’m about to make.”

We both stood from the kitchen island. It was an odd thing. We were in the same surroundings I saw every day. The same house. The same boring old place.

And yet in my mind I was somewhere totally different. I imagined we were going up an elevator rather than going up the stairs. I wondered what sort of awkward silence might happen on the way up. Or if there’d even be an awkward silence.

I’d had enough one night stands of my own back in the day that I knew the experience didn’t have to be awkward. No, it was only as awkward as someone wanted to make it.

Finally we reached our room. I closed the door and made sure to lock it. You could never be too safe when you had kids around.

Sure our kids were teenagers and they’d mostly learned the lesson that it was a terrible idea to interrupt mom and dad when the bedroom door was closed, but there’d been enough incidents that I wasn’t in the mood to take any chances.

They weren’t even in the house and it was a lesson I still took to heart. One of them could come home and try to barge in on us, after all. More ridiculously frustrating cockblocks had happened, after all.

“Nice digs,” she said, staring around the room.

“Much nicer now that you’re in here with me,” I said, taking a step closer.

“I thought you invited me up here so we could share a drink?”

I looked her over again. It was delightful looking her over again. She stood there shivering ever so slightly. Like she was actually nervous, for all that she was getting with her husband.

Crazy.

I wondered if she’d do that if she was with another man. What thoughts would run through her head. I’d had years to fantasize about that sort of thing, and now that I was close to realizing it, even in this small way, I loved it.

“I don’t think you came up here because you were interested in drinks,” I said, licking my lips.

She hit me with a sexy little half smile. “You’re right. I didn’t come up here because I was interested in having a drink.”

“What would your husband think if he knew you were in a hotel room with a strange man?” I asked, moving close enough that I felt her body pressed against mine.

“He’d probably think he was the luckiest man in the world,” she said, smiling up at me.

My eyebrows shot up in what I hoped was a pretty good approximation of surprise.

“That’s interesting,” I said. “Most husbands would be pissed off if their wives were in this situation.”

“Yeah, well he has some pretty strange fantasies,” she said.

I winced at her characterization of my fantasies as strange, but I also didn’t comment on it. This was happening, after all, and I didn’t want to do anything that might ruin the moment.

“I guess that means I’m a lucky bastard tonight, then,” I said as I leaned down and pressed my lips against hers.

Annie let out a sigh. Only it was unlike any sigh I’d heard from her in quite some time. We’re talking it was a sigh that was pure lust as I pressed my lips against hers. The kind of thing I hadn’t heard since we first started dating so long ago.

I guess this was doing something for her too. Maybe I wasn’t the only one who was suddenly looking at our relationship with new eyes.

I pulled her against me. I wrapped my arms around her and pressed my body against hers. My cock pressed against her stomach, and I loved that it was about to be deep inside her.

I lost track of how long we kissed. It didn’t feel like very long, but at the same time it felt like forever.

“Show me that body of yours.”

She bit her lip, taking a step back. God she looked gorgeous standing there looking unsure of herself. Either she was a really great actress, or this was starting to awaken some feelings deep inside my wife.

I really hoped it was the latter. I’d love it if I was starting to awaken something in her that led to us doing this for real, even as I let out an involuntary shiver at the thought that she might do this for real.

It was as though finally getting closer to fulfilling the fantasy was making me realize just how risky it was. I was throwing my wife at other men. It was crazy, and I loved it.

“I don’t know,” she said.

I stepped forward, taking command. I put a finger under her chin. Pulled her face up until she was staring at me. Her mouth fell open, and she took a couple of heavy deep breaths as she looked up at me.

Yeah, either she was a great actress hiding some ability I’d never realized she had, or this really was doing something for her.

“Let me help you, then,” I said.

I reached down to the bottom of her dress. Then I decided to get down on my knees in front of her instead. That seemed like a much better angle to see all the treasures she was hiding from me.

I pulled up on her dress, staring up at her. She looked suddenly unsure of herself, something I could tell after being with her for so many years.

I wondered what in the world could make her seem unsure of herself, and then I pulled her dress up and realized what my naughty little minx had been up to.

Earlier I’d seen her dress pulling up while we were sitting together at the island, but I hadn’t been able to see she wasn’t wearing any panties. Also? She’d apparently shaved everything into a small landing strip that moved straight down to her pussy.

I licked my lips, staring at her. And I couldn’t help myself. I leaned forward and pressed my lips against hers, ready to devour all the wonderful tastes that were my wife, even though we were both pretending she was just some random hookup for the night.


Chapter 15

Head Games
Annie


Iwas surprised when he leaned forward and pressed his lips against my pussy. Like I knew Dan enjoyed eating me out, but it was still a surprise that he was this ravenous.

I guess not wearing any underwear had done the trick. I’d wondered how long it would be before he discovered the little surprised.

He pushed me back against the bed. It was unrelenting, but at the same time he was gentle about it. He looked up at me to confirm what he was doing before he did it.

I got the feeling I could’ve called him off at any moment, and he would’ve stopped. Maybe he was a man possessed, but he wasn’t going to do anything I didn’t want to do.

I wondered if any other man I met in this hypothetical fantasy situation would be the same. One thing I well remembered from my dating days was that it was a dangerous world out there. A world where some guys felt like they were entitled to your body.

Not that I thought about that for long. Not with Dan’s tongue expertly swirling around my clit. I gripped the sheets and gasped.

I looked down between my legs. I put myself in a headspace where that wasn’t my husband’s head down there. Sure I’d seen him down between my legs plenty of times, but in now he was just some man I’d picked up. Some guy who was licking my pussy even though that was something I was supposed to reserve only for my husband.

I threw my head back and gasped. “Yeah, right there.”

It’d been so long since I’d enjoyed a hook up, and I was surprised to realize I loved it.

“Keep going. Right there,” I said, putting my hand over his head.

I couldn’t believe I’d let a stranger pick me up like this. Then I shook my head.

This wasn’t some stranger I’d let pick me up. This was my husband. The man I loved. The father of my children.

And he was also a dirty pickup artist who’d managed to convince me to go up to his hotel room despite being married with children.

He hit another spot, rolling his tongue around my clit, and again I squeezed my eyes shut and let out a delighted little gasp.

God he was good at eating pussy. If I’m being perfectly honest, that was one of the things that’d ultimately led me to decide he was marriage material. Find a guy who had good head game and you were a good way towards a happy relationship as far as I was concerned.

He pushed me back onto the bed, pulling my dress up as he did. It was bunched around my stomach now.

I looked down, wondering what another man would think looking at that stomach.

It wasn’t as tight as it’d been back before kids, that was for sure. I worked out, don’t get me wrong, but there were some things you just didn’t come back from.

I was never going to be in my twenties again, even if I thought I looked damn good. Especially compared to the other women my age I saw at school events and around the neighborhood.

The point was I knew on one level that I looked damn good for my age, but at the same time there was still a part of me that was comparing to the old me. The me back in my twenties who could make heads turn just like that.

Dan was always going on about how I was still making heads turn. If I was being perfectly honest, I’d caught guys looking. It’s just that…

I don’t know. There was a big yawning gulf between the confidence I had when I was young versus the confidence I had now.

Dan hit another spot. It sent an electric jolt of pleasure coursing through me. I squeezed my eyes shut and bit my lip.

Damn he was good at that. I wasn’t lying when I said a big part of what made me decide he was “the one” was how good he was at this.

He kept going. He was a man who knew that when you hit a spot a woman was responding to, you kept hitting that spot over and over while she screamed and writhed in ecstasy.

Which I was doing now. I held his head down between my legs, though as I stared at him I was imagining it was another man doing that.

It was funny how quickly I was able to go from thinking I’d never do this fantasy as long as I lived to thinking about how hot it was having another man burying his face between my legs.

I squeezed my legs shut as he found another spot. I threw my head back and screamed. Damn this was good!

I very nearly blacked out. I hadn’t had an orgasm this intense in…

Well, Dan was pretty good about giving as good as he got, but I had to admit it’d been some time since it felt like this. There was something about this fantasy that was really doing it for me. For all that I couldn’t explain why this fantasy was really doing it for me.

I gasped and screamed. I was so happy the kids were out having fun with their friends. It meant more time for us to have a good time. It meant I could be loud in a way I hadn’t in quite some time.

I fell back on the bed, still screaming at what he was doing to me. Or was it the thought of another man being the one doing this to me that was really getting me off?

I didn’t know. All I did know was I loved this.

I almost thought I could see myself in a hotel room. The fantasy was that intense. That vivid. As I looked around I could almost see the cheap decorations. The bed that’d just been made that morning. The window looking out on another hotel off in the distance.

Damn. It was fascinating to see just how intense the whole fantasy could be.

Finally I finished yelling. I sat there breathing heavily, thankful the kids were out tonight. If they weren’t out there was a good chance I’d be screaming at the top of my lungs like that anyway, it had been that intense, and they would’ve heard something between mom and dad that would scar them for the rest of their lives.

“Holy shit,” I muttered.

I said it over and over again. Then I felt a weight above me. I opened my eyes, looking up in surprise. Sure enough, Dan was right there over me, but oddly enough he was still in his clothes from earlier. The ones he wore in anticipation of us going out on the town.

Where “out on the town” was defined as the two of us going to some local chain restaurant, or maybe one of the local brew pubs, then heading home and watching a movie. Maybe banging if the mood still struck us and we weren’t turned off by all of the food working its way through our stomachs.

Well that certainly hadn’t happened. And now he was over me, his pants pulled down, his cock ready to go.

For a moment I felt shock. Here was this strange man about to fuck me. The fantasy world was still that intense, and I reacted as though I was still in that fantasy world.

“I didn’t say we were going to…”

Then he sank his cock inside me. One thrust and he was buried in me. I couldn’t believe it. This strange man’s cock was buried inside me.

I shook my head. No. It wasn’t a strange man buried inside me. This was my husband. This was Dan. This was all okay, even if it felt so very wrong and…

He thrust in me a few times. Growling as he thrust. His cock twitched, and I don’t think I’d ever felt him this turned on.

“I’m going to send you home to your husband full of another man’s come,” he said, reaching down and biting at my neck. “What do you think of that?”

I didn’t think I could be that close to the edge already, but his words sent me over again. I threw my head back and screamed out louder than before. To the point that it almost hurt my throat to scream that loud, but I also couldn’t stop.

No, it was just that good.

This time I think I really did black out. One moment I was staring up at my husband. Staring up at this strange man I’d just met at a hotel bar.

The next moment the blackness started to move in from all around. Surrounding me. Filling my vision.

I had one last vision of Dan thrusting inside me, exploding with the force of his fantasy, before I yelled again and the pleasure became too much. The rest of the world disappeared for a little while.


Chapter 16

Reclaiming
Dan


“Annie? Are you okay?”

I stared down at my wife. She’d been screaming at the top of her lungs, throwing her head from side to side.

That line about never saying we were going fuck had been really hot. That had been the point where I’d been totally overwhelmed and I had to fuck her.

In the real world I would’ve been pissed off if a guy went ahead and fucked my wife like that. If she didn’t want to then she didn’t have to.

But if we were just having a little fantasy fun, well I guess that was something that really turned me on. The idea of some guy shoving his dick inside her and just taking her. Making her his, and there wasn’t anything she could do about it.

I knew it was wrong, but then again, weren’t there a lot of things in this world that were so very wrong that also felt amazing precisely because they were so wrong?

I’d pulled out of her a few minutes ago. She was still sitting there breathing. Her eyes were closed, but she had a smile on her face.

Finally I reached out and shook her shoulder again, figuring that might get some reaction.

She jumped, turning and staring at me. That smile only got bigger.

“That was fun,” she said.

“Was it?” I asked.

“Why wouldn’t it be fun?”

“I don’t know,” I said with a shrug. “I’m pretty sure you just passed out from the force of our fucking.”

“And now you can say you fucked a woman to the point she passed out. I thought all guys wanted to do something like that?”

I grinned. She had a point.

“I suppose. I was still worried about you, though.”

“Well you don’t need to worry about little old me,” she said, reaching out and patting my shoulder. “We were just having a good time together. That’s all.”

“You sure you’re okay?” I asked. “Like you don’t need to go to the doctor or anything?”

“Yeah, that would be a great idea,” she said, rolling her eyes. “We’ll tell them you fucked me so hard I passed out. I’m sure they see that kind of thing all the time.”

“I mean… It wouldn’t surprise me if they saw that kind of thing once in a while. I imagine there are plenty of people who get so into it that they pass out.”

“Come on, big boy,” she said, moving to sit up. Then she looked down and really got a good look at herself. “Oh my. I’m a mess, aren’t I?”

I looked her up and down as well. I honestly thought she’d never looked better.

She had that freshly fucked look, for one. Which I always enjoyed seeing from my beautiful Annie.

Her dress was still bunched up around her stomach. Not that it had far to travel to be bunched up around her stomach. Not considering it was so short to begin with.

I also could see her pussy and the curve of her ass since her dress was bunched up. Looking down, I could also see some of my come leaking out of her.

I shivered.

“What was that?”

“Nothing,” I quickly said, not wanting to get into it.

“I know what that shiver means.”

She looked down between her legs and frowned. Like she was trying to figure out exactly what was going on here.

“That’s a mess,” she muttered. “I’ll need to get a washcloth and…”

She trailed off, then looked over to me and smiled. Though it was an uncertain sort of smile.

“Is that why you shivered? You saw your come leaking out of me?”

I shivered again, for all that I didn’t dare actually answer the question.

Sure she’d been willing to indulge in this fantasy, but that was one of those things that seemed like it was going a little too far.

“Are you thinking about what it would feel like to have your pretty little wife come home with another man’s come leaking out of her?” she asked. “Or maybe you were in the room with us, and now you get to see the aftermath?”

I couldn’t help myself. I was definitely getting a case of the shakes now. I didn’t know what to do. How to respond. All I knew was I loved this dirty talk coming from my wife, even as I wondered what pod person had replaced her that she’d gone from being so pissed off to this dirty talk.

“What do they do in the stories and the porn you watch?”

It was matter of fact. She was asking for the facts, and that’s it.

I licked my lips. I was still smarting from the way she’d reacted when I first revealed this fantasy to her, and so honestly there was a part of me that was terrified to reveal anything more.

Even though I well knew exactly what happened. And she knew that I knew exactly what happened.

“Usually the men reclaim their wives,” I finally said.

I figured there was no point in beating around the bush. No point in pretending I didn’t know exactly what was going on.

“Oh yeah?” she asked, sitting up and then moving to straddle me. She looked down between her legs.

I followed that look. Sure enough, there was my come leaking out of her. Some of it dripped down and landed on my leg.

Which was so incredibly hot. I had no trouble at all imagining that it was another man’s come leaking out of her. I loved it!

“You’re getting dirty, honey,” she said. “And all because your wife was getting dirty. How does that make you feel?”

“What came over you?” I asked, staring up at her.

She shrugged. “I’m not sure, but this is fun. Why not go with it?”

Why not go with it? It was such a simple question, and yet it drove me wild.

So I pulled her down. I was already rock hard. As I sank inside her she felt even more wet than usual.

I knew deep down that was because I was burying myself in a mixture of her arousal and my come, but I didn’t care. No, all I cared about was the fantasy running through my head. The thought that I was fucking her after she’d fucked another man.

I’d always wondered if there really was anything to the idea of reclaiming your partner after they’d been with someone else. I’d read all the stuff about sperm competition and how that really turned guys on.

I’d never felt it, truly felt it, until this moment, though.

I pulled her up and down on my cock over and over. She moaned, and I reached up with my free hand and pulled one of her straps down. Then I moved that hand back so I was pulling her up and down again.

She squealed and moaned with every thrust, and she also did me a solid by reaching up and pulling at the other strap. That dress she wore was tight, but it was also barely held on. Those two strings weren’t enough to keep it up.

It fell forward, exposing her breasts to me. They bounced lewdly, and I thought about another man coming inside her while bouncing those tits. I thought about reclaiming her after that experience.

It was too much for me.

“I’m so close,” I whimpered.

“Good,” she said. “Give it to me. Reclaim me, honey.”

That was too much for me. I pulled her down one final time and blew my second load of the evening inside my wife.

Though of course it was supposed to be my first load of the evening. There was something delightful about imagining I was reclaiming her, though.

I was losing it. The second orgasm was always more intense, and that was definitely true in this case. The combination of the fantasy mixing with a little more stamina and that second wind I always got when coming for a second time really did it for me.

Annie leaned down against me. She surprised me by biting me on the neck. I couldn’t remember the last time she’d done something like that. Or if she’d ever done anything like that, for that matter.

Not that I was complaining, mind you. It felt pretty damn good, after all.

Pain bloomed on my shoulder, but I didn’t care. I was focused on the intense orgasmic bliss pulsing through my body.

She let out a quiet gasp. A kind of squeaking moan that was constant and incredibly hot. Finally it was over. She looked up at me and peppered my face with kisses.

“Oh my God, that was so amazing,” she said.

I stared up at her in disbelief. “It was amazing.”

She pulled off of me, and once more I was treated to the sight of come dripping out from between her legs. She looked down, then up to me, and smiled.

“Like what you see?”

“You have no idea, honey,” I said, shaking my head in disbelief.

If nothing else ever came from this, then this shared moment with my wife would definitely be one I remembered for the rest of my life!


Chapter 17

Processing
Annie


“Okay, so I have to tell you about what happened last night.”

Trudy arched an eyebrow. We were doing our walk around the lake outside our building again.

“Do tell.”

“It was the most intense feeling I think I’ve ever had,” I said, blushing as I relived the incredible memories of what I’d done with my husband.

“Holy shit, girl,” Trudy said, her eyes really going wide now. “You didn’t…”

She trailed off, but she still looked shocked. It took me a moment to realize what she was insinuating.

“No,” I said quickly. “We didn’t do anything like that.”

“Good,” she said, shaking her head. “I was starting to think you did the deed without telling old Trudy about it!”

“I’d definitely tell you if I did something like that,” I said. “And you are old.”

“Fuck you very much,” Trudy said, grinning and hitting me with a shoulder check.

“I know Dan wants someone to fuck me. And he wants it very much.”

“So again. Why not give it a try?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “We did some role-playing and it led to some of the best sex of our lives. Like I’m talking this was even better than we were young and fucking constantly.”

“Really now?”

She didn’t say anything else. Maybe she’d finally learned she wasn’t going to get everything she wanted by constantly badgering me for information.

We kept walking in silence. It wasn’t an awkward silence. It wasn’t even the tense silence where I knew she was going to badger me and try to get me to admit something.

No, it was a comfortable silence. We both knew I was going to give up the goods eventually. All she had to do was wait.

Finally I let out a huge sigh.

“That didn’t take nearly as long as I thought it would,” Trudy said.

“Yeah, well maybe I’m starting to realize there’s no point in fighting you on this,” I said.

“The sooner you come to these realizations, the happier both of us are going to be,” she said.

“I just don’t know what to think about all of this,” I said. “It’s all so crazy. I still can’t get over the fact that he gets off on this kind of thing in the first place, let alone that I’ve actually gotten to a place where I’m thinking about indulging him.”

“What is there for you to think about? You get to have fun, your husband is totally fine with it. It seems like a win win situation all around.”

“Maybe it seems like that to you,” I said, hitting her with a flat stare. “But it’s still a lot for me to come to terms with. I mean… I was raised to be a one man kind of woman. Sure there was a time in college where maybe I made out with a friend and wondered if I was a one woman kind of woman…”

“I went through that stage myself,” Trudy said. “It turns out I was okay with making out and some hand stuff, but when it came to actually going down…”

I turned and hit her with what I hoped was an appropriately odd look. She shrugged.

“What? You asked!”

“Actually, I don’t recall asking at all,” I said with a sniff. “But anyway. Like I was saying…”

“Please, continue,” Trudy said, giving a little bow as though she was inviting me to continue my story.

“This just goes against everything I’ve ever been taught. It was supposed to be two people fall in love, they eventually get married and have a happy family, and then everyone lives happily ever after.”

“Except there are plenty of people who don’t do that,” Trudy said. “There are lots of different relationship models out there. And if the two of you are both into it…”

She let the thought trail off. It was food for thought.

Maybe I thought life was all about having a happy marriage with two kids and a house in the suburbs, and you got everything you’d ever need from your spouse, and that’s it.

Only I’d known a couple of couples who’d blown up precisely because it turned out their spouse wasn’t everything they needed. No, they stepped out of their marriage and it ruined everything.

Hell, I even knew some people all the way back in college who made similar poor decisions. And it had blown up their relationships too.

“You know, when I think about it…”

I trailed off. What I was thinking seemed too crazy. Too out there. But it also wasn’t enough to stop Trudy from badgering me this time around.

“Yes?”

“I guess I just know a couple of people whose relationship probably would’ve done a hell of a lot better if they’d been open to an arrangement like this, is all,” I said.

“Funny how that works,” Trudy said. “I’ve had a couple of my relationships since that first one that would’ve worked a hell of a lot better if my husband had been open to that kind of arrangement.”

“Trudy!” I said, trying to sound appropriately scandalized.

“What? I thought I’ve made it perfectly clear that I thought it was a mistake to leave the guy who was willing to give me a hall pass.”

“Well yeah,” I said. “But there’s a big difference between that and…”

“And cheating? Yeah, I agree. Like I said. I kicked myself for not taking that guy up on his offer back when I was young and stupid and didn’t realize a good thing when I had it!”

I shook my head. That might be all well and good for Trudy, but…

Well, I’d never really had that kind of temptation. I honestly never understood the women and men I’d known who ended up cheating on their partner. That was just so far outside the realm of what my brain conceived as a possibility, I was happily monogamous with Dan thank you very much, that I just couldn’t understand the mindset that led to someone doing something like that to their spouse.

And now here I had a husband who wanted me to do exactly that. Talk about fucked up.

“Look, I can’t believe we’re still even having this conversation,” Trudy said.

“What do you mean?”

“Does the idea of doing this turn you on?” She asked, giving me a very pointed look.

I bit my lip and thought that one over. I couldn’t deny that it turned me on. I also couldn’t deny there was something about this whole thing that still felt wrong.

And I also couldn’t deny that there was a very big part of me that was turned on precisely because it was so wrong.

“I did tell him about me fucking an old boyfriend in college,” I said, biting my lip as I thought about it.

I hadn’t taught told Trudy about this part of the fantasy yet. It felt wrong, but it was also a turn on.

“Seriously?”

“You don’t have to sound like that when I make these confessions,” I said.

“Sound like what?”

“Like you’re surprised that I’d do something like that. I was adventurous in my day.”

“There’s being adventurous, and then there’s doing the kind of stuff you’re talking about right now,” Trudy said, chuckling and shaking her head. “And there’s a big difference.”

“Says you,” I said.

Though I did have to admit there was a part of me that wondered if she was right. The most “adventurous” I’d ever gotten back in the day was doing it in a car where campus police might come along at any moment and interrupt our fun. Compared to some of the other stuff going on lately in my life, that seemed pretty tame in comparison.

“Do you want my advice?”

“Is there anything that would prevent me from getting your advice?”

“Probably not,” she said. “The real question is whether or not you’re going to be sensible and take the advice I have to give.”

“When I know you’re really just trying to make up for a mistake you think you made a long time ago,” I said, rolling my eyes.

“Is that so bad, trying to help a friend avoid a mistake I made once upon a time? If you ask me, that’s the definition of true friendship right there.”

“Whatever,” I said. “So what’s your advice?”

“Simple,” she said. “You need to come to a decision.”

I blinked. “That’s it? That’s your grand advice?”

“Yup,” Trudy said. “You’ve been spending all this time going back and forth, refusing to make a decision. And it seems to me you should do that before your husband gets tired of waiting.”

“Like you think he’s going to leave me?” I asked.

“Like I think you’re jerking him around going back and forth on whether or not this is something you want to do, and any man is going to get tired of that after long enough.”

I sighed. She was right, of course. I wasn’t being fair to Dan with all this, for all that the indecision was perfectly justified as far as I was concerned.

“I really should make a decision, shouldn’t I?”

“You totally should,” Trudy said. “Though ultimately whatever decision you make is none of my damn business.”

I barked out a laugh at that. I couldn’t help myself.

“Yeah, like you’re not going to totally make it your business whether or not I want you to,” I said.

“I might be guilty as charged,” she said, hitting me with a thin smile. “But if you didn’t have me being a busy body in your life then you might’ve never got to this point in the first place, right?”

“Right,” I said, not sure whether that was a good thing or a bad thing that her meddling had brought me to this point.

Either way, she was absolutely right. I needed to stop putting Dan on this roller coaster, and get around to deciding what it was I wanted, and whether or not that went along with what he so obviously wanted.

Even if my stomach churned at the thought of finally coming to a decision, whatever it was.


Chapter 18

A Night Out
Dan


“So what were you thinking for date night tonight?” I asked, looking at Annie from across the kitchen island. “A romantic candlelit dinner at the Applebee’s?”

She gave me the finger. That was an old joke going back to when we’d first started dating. Neither one of us had ever actually gone to an Applebee’s for a date, but she’d complained about a guy who talked about it like it was the greatest fine dining a person could possibly experience.

Which was ridiculous, of course, but that hadn’t stopped it from becoming a running joke in our marriage.

“Well the kids are going to be out all night at friends’ houses,” she said.

“And?” I asked, liking where this was going more and more by the minute.

Usually when she suggested something like that, it was because she was ready to get down and dirty. And I was then happy to get down and dirty with her, if that’s what she was in the mood for.

“Not like that, big boy,” she said.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, trying to play it innocent.

“Of course you don’t know what I’m talking about,” she said, rolling her eyes. “We might get to that before the night is through, but I expect you to wine and dine a girl before we get to that point. Got it?”

“Totally,” I said, holding my hands up like I was warding off someone ready for a fight. “A girl wants to be wined and dined before she gives it up. I totally get it.”

“I’m not sure you do,” she said, frowning. “But you’ll get it by the end of the night.”

I frowned. There was something about her tone that told me there was something different about all of this.

“Where exactly were you thinking of going to be wined and dined?”

“I was thinking maybe we could check out one of the bars downtown,” she said.

I blinked. “One of the bars downtown? What are you talking about?”

“Simple,” she said, grinning. “I hear all the best hotel bars are down there. Like if someone was in town for a convention or something, that’s the watering hole they’d go to.”

That frown stayed plastered on my face. I was confused. A hotel bar was all well and good, but the places were overpriced. The only reason I could think for someone to go there was if…

And then suddenly it hit me like a bolt of lightning been hurled down from on high. I stared at her.

“Wait. Are you talking about…”

“I’m talking about how maybe we should go downtown and check out some of the hotel bars,” she said. “That’s all.”

“I see,” I said, licking my lips.

Naturally my mind went to all the things I’d love to see my wife doing at a hotel bar. Of course there was also a part of me that didn’t dare think anything was actually going to happen. She couldn’t possibly be talking about doing… That.

“So are we going to take a rideshare down there?” I asked.

“That might be a good idea,” Annie said. “Besides. Parking would probably end up costing almost as much as a rideshare, right?”

“Right,” I said.

I could still scarcely believe that this was actually happening. A part of me didn’t want to believe this was actually happening.

I’d fantasized about this for so long that it didn’t seem right that it would actually be coming true. My wife was actually interested in going that far.

Also? There was another part of me that was suddenly terrified. I’d fantasized about this moment forever. I’d spilled so much come thinking about my wife getting naughty and doing something exactly like this.

Only…

It also seemed like the closer we got to the possibility of something actually happening, the more I was forced to confront the reality that my wife might actually go through with it.

I still didn’t think there was a snowball’s chance in the hottest depths of hell she’d go through with it, but even the possibility was enough to give me a case of the shakes, and I’m not talking about a case of the shakes that comes along because I’m turned on.

“I suppose I should get on that rideshare app, then,” I muttered.

“I suppose you should,” she said, looking at me across the kitchen island with a twinkle in her eye.

A half-hour later we were in the back of a hybrid car moving down the highway. It always felt a little odd to be taking a ride. I’d been driving myself around longer than I hadn’t at this point in my life, and I always felt a loss of control when someone else was doing the driving.

Like we’re talking when a total stranger was doing the driving. Not when, say, Annie was the one doing the driving.

I figured that was an appropriate metaphor for everything going on in my life. I definitely felt that loss of control as I sat in silence, glancing over to my wife.

She’d dressed to kill. She was back in that little black dress she’d worn that fateful night a week ago.

She looked absolutely gorgeous, but there was never any question that she wouldn’t look gorgeous. I could see almost everything, but I couldn’t tell whether she was wearing any underwear.

I was suddenly very interested in whether she was wearing any underwear. It was a pressing concern, and I couldn’t shake that nagging feeling that some other man might have a chance to find out.

“So which one did you select?”

“Someplace near the convention center,” I said, trying to hide the shake in my voice.

It occurred to me that I should’ve tried to figure out if there was even any sort of convention in town, but I also figured it’s not like that mattered. There were always going to be business people traveling through town for one thing or another. It probably didn’t matter whether or not they were there for a specific reason.

And of course my mind was wandering. I was having trouble thinking about much of anything other than the fact that there could only be one reason why Annie was suddenly interested in going downtown wearing a dress like that. The only possible explanation was that she was finally interested in fulfilling the fantasy.

God knows we’d done enough talk about it lately. Dirty talk. Talking about encounters she had with other men over the years. Gaming it out.

I didn’t know what’d come over her that she suddenly went from hating the idea to being so turned on it was causing her to have multiple orgasms every time we fucked. I also hadn’t been one to knock it, but again, I felt a little queasy now that there was a very real possibility this fantasy might be coming true.

“What are you thinking about?” she asked, causing me to jump in surprise.

“About what we might do when we get downtown, I guess,” I said.

“I bet you’re thinking about what we might do when we get downtown,” she said, that thin little smile that I knew so well coming to her beautiful lips.

I wanted to kiss her right then. I wanted to take her right in the back of this car.

I didn’t do anything of the sort, of course. That seemed like a monumentally bad idea. At least it would get us flagged with a negative review on the rideshare app, and I didn’t want that.

“It’s going to be okay, babe,” Annie said, surprising me by reaching out and giving my knee a squeeze.

I stared down at the spot where she’d squeezed my knee, then looked back at her.

I don’t think she’d ever looked as beautiful as she did in that moment, sitting there in the darkness where the only light came from other cars on the highway, staring at me as she gave my knee a squeeze.

I was also pretty sure I’d never been as turned on as I was in that moment. My cock was rock hard, throbbing, and I had trouble thinking. Probably because all my blood was rushing to the brain down below rendering me unable to think.

We rode on in silence. Finally we got to one of the bigger hotels downtown. The driver dropped us off, and I was left standing there with my pulse pounding as I looked around.

I made sure to choose a place that had a restaurant as well as a bar. I’m not going to lie, it was the kind of thing I’d scouted out years ago and kept updated on the off chance something like this happened.

I’d thought it was crazy at the time, thinking about different places I was going trying to scouted out for the potential it had for my wife to pick up other men and fuck them, and it felt even more crazy now.

Still, we were here.

“Nice place,” Annie said, taking it in.

“Yeah, it is pretty nice,” I said. “I used to come here with some of the guys after work when I had my first job downtown.”

“Really now?” she asked, turning and hitting me with another one of those smiles that included that twinkle. “So is there anything you saw in this place back then that made you think it would be a good place to take your wife now?”

I licked my lips. Glanced around. There was a steady stream of people coming and going. And I’m sure there were plenty of people up in the hotel proper who were coming at this very moment, pun totally intended.

I wondered if my wife was going to be one of them by the end of the night.

Then I thought about that. Really interrogated it. And the more I thought about it, the more it seemed impossible that anything like that would actually happen.

This was Annie I was talking about, after all. She might be having some fun teasing me, but that didn’t mean anything was actually going to happen.

So far with this fantasy she’d been all talk, after all. And that’s probably all it would continue to be. We’d come down here, have a little bit of fun, then go home and fuck each other’s brains out talking about what could have happened, but she’d never go through with it.

Never in a million years.

I took comfort from that thought. Comfort and strength. No matter what happened here tonight, it would be the two of us, and after this we’d have one hell of a story we could tell each other.


Chapter 19

Instructions
Annie


“Okay, this is how this is going to work,” I said.

“How what’s going to work?” Dan asked.

I rolled my eyes. “Come on. We both know why we’re here tonight.”

“I thought we were going to have a nice dinner at one of the fancy restaurants downtown,” he said. “Are you telling me there’s something else going on here?”

“Are you being an ass on purpose, or is that just something you do naturally?”

“Again, I have no idea what you’re talking about,” he said.

“I’m going to go into that bar, have a seat, and wait for somebody to come up and hit on me. You’re going to sit in there like a good boy, come in a few minutes after me, and watch what happens.”

Dan blinked. He looked so genuinely surprised that I found myself wondering if he really did have no idea what was going on here tonight. Could it really be possible he was that oblivious to his fantasy starting to happen right in front of him?

Then he grinned, and I knew he’d been pulling my leg.

“Ass,” I said, slapping him on the chest.

“That’s what somebody at the hotel is going to be getting tonight,” he said, grinning.

“Fat chance,” I said.

He might hope something like that would happen, but I knew there wasn’t a chance. We’d go in there, I’d flirt with a few people, and we’d call it a night.

Hell. There was a part of me that had difficulty believing anybody would even want to flirt with me in the first place. I still couldn’t quite believe it would actually happen, for all that I was pretty sure it would happen.

Assuming there was even anyone in there who wanted to flirt in the first place.

“Well get in there,” he said. “We want to get started, right?”

“Right,” I said, suddenly unsure of myself.

I turned and looked at the hallway that led down to the bar on one side and a restaurant on the other. This place was supposed to be pretty nice, as far as restaurants and hotels went downtown.

I wondered what kind of person would be in a hotel bar. It definitely wasn’t some sleazy honky-tonk.

Not that I thought anybody going to a hotel like this was inherently better than somebody hanging out in a sleazy honky-tonk. There were good people and assholes from all walks of life.

Still, it sent a flutter running through my stomach. This definitely felt like a high-class establishment and a fancier version of the fantasy than what I’m sure Dan had been imagining when he jerked off thinking about this happening.

“You don’t have to do this if you don’t want to,” Dan said.

His voice was quiet. And oddly encouraging. Like he really didn’t want me to do anything I didn’t feel up to doing.

Only I thought about my conversation with Trudy. I thought about what she’d said. How I needed to look deep within myself, and make a decision.

Not that there was really a decision to be made. This got me hot and bothered, and I was going to go through with it, damn it.

“No, I do have to do this,” I said.

“You really don’t,” he said. “Like I totally understand this might be taking things too far. Talking about it was one thing, but actually going through with it…”

He trailed off, and his voice seemed choked. I turned and stared at my husband, and I saw him with new eyes.

He might be standing there talking about how this was potentially taking things too far, but I detected a distinct hint of worry in his voice.

Like coming to a point where this was actually happening was doing something to him in addition to doing something for him. Like maybe he was starting to have second thoughts.

That more than anything, oddly enough, is what ultimately decided me. If he was having doubts about this after fantasizing for so long then it was only going to fuel my own doubts. If I let myself give into those doubts then this was never going to happen.

I took a deep breath. I tried to quiet the butterflies in my stomach. Butterflies that were threatening to jump out of me like a scene out of one of those stupid scifi movies Dan was always watching.

Then I moved into the bar, giving my husband one final look. I couldn’t shake the feeling we were crossing one hell of a line by doing this. That I was crossing one hell of a line by simply stepping into a hotel bar.

Then I was in there, and I got a case of the shakes.

I couldn’t explain it. I looked around and saw a good assortment of people hanging around. A couple of men turned and looked at me, and they were the sort of looks that said they were interested.

There was no missing the way their eyes moved up and down my body. And I’m not just talking about some of the older guys in the room. No, there was a table of younger guys who reminded me of Dan and his friends back in the day.

I wondered if any of them had a fantasy like what my husband did. If any of them were looking at me and imagining it was their girlfriend or wife stepping into the bar ready to throw herself to the wolves.

I pushed those thoughts away. The point was there were a lot of guys in here, and a lot of them were checking me out. It was something that made this all suddenly seem far more real than anything before.

I took a deep breath and moved over to the bar. I figured that was safe enough. I’d done something like this plenty of times over the years.

Sure most of that was back before I was a married woman, and even more of it was back before I was a mother. Still. It’s not like going up to a bar changed all that much.

I sat down and hit the bartender with a smile. He was there in an instant, hitting me with a smile of his own. I also noted the way his eyes darted down.

It was just for a moment, but it was brazen enough that I noticed. How could I not notice when he was standing right in front of me?

“Can I help you darling?” he asked.

I felt my cheeks warming up. Damn it. Now wasn’t the time to blush. Now was the time for me to be the confident seductress. I was a woman in charge of this situation, not the other way around.

“I’ll have a whiskey, neat,” I said.

His eyebrows shot up. “You sure about that, darling? I’d be happy to make you a frozen daiquiri or something like that. This isn’t some saloon in the old west.”

He laughed at his own joke. I barely managed to resist rolling my eyes. The last thing I needed was for a bartender to mansplain drinking to me when I needed something stiff and strong to get me through the night.

That thought was enough to get me to smile ever so slightly. I bet Dan would like it if I found something stiff and strong to get me through the night. For all that it wasn’t happening. No way.

“I said what I said, buddy,” I said. “So if you could get me my whiskey and not risk your tip?”

I arched an eyebrow and smiled. He blinked. Okay then. I guess he wasn’t expecting that from me, but fuck this guy and his smarmy smile.

Then he grinned. “Sure thing, babe.”

I wanted to correct him. To tell him I wasn’t anyone’s babe. Or maybe correct him that I was a married woman. Only a quick glance at my ring finger told me that wasn’t the case. Not tonight.

I was out and on the prowl in a way I hadn’t been in a very long time. That was going to take some getting used to.

The bartender came back with my drink in short order. I put some cash down. We figured it wouldn’t be a good idea to use anything that could tie to our real life. There was already a risk we might run into somebody we knew down here.

The city was big, but it wasn’t so big there wasn’t a worry of seeing someone. Especially considering Dan had worked down here for a long time before getting a job a little closer to the suburbs that had a hell of a lot less stress.

I took a sip of my whiskey as I looked around and thought about which guys I might be interested in. It felt weird giving myself permission to think like that about random dudes in a bar, but it also felt good.

It was also turning me on. I was surprised to realize there was a delicious warmth running through me. The kind of warmth that went right between my legs and had me squeezing them together to get a little bit of sensation down there.

I squeezed my eyes shut and opened my mouth. I’d been looking at some twenty-something who probably worked in finance or some bullshit like that. I imagined what it would feel like to have him between my legs while I squeezed them around him. Or maybe to have his head down there between my legs while I squeezed them together and showed him what it was like to be with a woman who knew what she wanted!

I opened my eyes. The guy was looking at me. I smiled and raised my drink in salute, taking a sip. He did the same right back at me.

I wasn’t sure if the warmth I felt was because of him looking at me and saluting back, or if it was because of the whiskey. Either way, I liked where this was going.

My eyes continued around the room, taking everything in. I saw a group of older men. Most of them looked like they’d let themselves go over the years, but there were a few silver foxes among them.

I bet those guys would be in high demand. Guys who looked like that dressed in suits like that probably had every blue-eyed floozy in the city throwing themselves at them.

Though it occurred to me that wasn’t a very charitable thought. Wasn’t I out here acting like a floozy tonight? For all that I was just taking the lay of the land for the moment. For all that I had no intention of actually acting on this fantasy tonight.

No. This was a night for going out and testing the waters. So I kept looking, wondering when someone was going to come over and have a chat with me. Wondering if I didn’t still have it after all, and this whole thing was going to be a complete and utter failure because I had the overconfidence to think someone would actually try to pick me up at a hotel bar.

I took another sip, and that turned into downing the whole thing. It burned going down, and this time there was no doubting it was because of the booze and not because of any guys in the room checking me out.

“Another?” the bartender asked.

“You know it,” I said, holding out my empty glass without looking.

I really hoped this was the beginning of a long and interesting night even as there was a part of me that was terrified the evening of fun and flirting might be over before it’d started.


Chapter 20

Watching
Dan


My pulse pounded as I stepped closer to the bar. I’d gone down to the lobby to sit on my phone for a little bit. I wanted to look like I was the same as any other person who was coming through the hotel.

Nothing to see here. Just another business traveler doing his thing and staring at his phone. Definitely not some dude who in down from the suburbs for a fantasy night with his wife where he hoped she’d get railed by another dude by the end of the night.

I sighed as I stopped at the entrance.

It was weird. I suddenly felt like a vampire who needed a fucking invitation or something, as odd as that sounded.

My wife was in there. She might be sitting next to some guy who was doing his best to chat her up. To take her away from me, for all that he’d think she was a single woman dressed to kill looking for a little fun for the evening.

He’d have no idea he was taking the most precious thing in my life, and that only made it that much hotter!

I sighed and stepped through the door. There was nothing for it. I’d been dreaming about this moment for most of my adult life, and I’d been fantasizing about it happening with Annie in particular since we first started getting serious.

I’d be a fucking idiot if I didn’t go ahead with this opportunity.

I did a quick check of the room as soon as I stepped through the door. Then I breathed a sigh of relief when I saw Annie on the other side of the room sitting at the bar.

The sigh of relief was purely because it didn’t look like any duds had taken her up on the offer she was clearly putting out into the world with that incredible body of hers encased in that amazing black dress that left nothing to the imagination.

Then I thought about what an idiot I was being. The whole point of us coming out here was so she could get some attention from the gentlemen. If she didn’t have anyone coming over that could be bad.

She’d already had confidence issues and doubts about this whole damn thing. If she put herself out there tonight and nobody took her up on what she was offering then there was a very good chance that could be the end of everything, and it wouldn’t even be because this fantasy was so out there.

I sighed and looked around the room again, only this time I was looking for a nice quiet spot in the bar where I could sit down in the darkness and not worry about anyone bothering me.

There was a likely space off in one corner. I was pretty sure I’d sat there a few times with some of the guys over the years. I never thought I’d be doing something like this while sitting in that spot, but I’d dreamed.

I walked over to the bar and the bartender appeared after a moment. I noticed the way he looked at Annie as he moved past her, though, and I didn’t think that look was because he was checking to see if she needed to top off a drink.

No, that was the look of a man who was interested in the hottie at his bar. I wondered if that kind of look would be enough to build up her confidence.

“How can I help you, man?” he asked.

“Just a beer, if you don’t mind,” I said.

“Not at all,” he said. “How you paying?”

I pulled out some cash as I looked down the bar towards Annie. She was far enough that most reasonable people would assume I was only looking at her because I thought she was hot, and not because she was my wife sitting there waiting for someone to hit on her.

Then again, it’s not like anyone really had a reason to think she was my wife in the first place. Whatever.

“Checking out the hottie?” the bartender asked.

My cock twitched. There was just something about hearing someone talking about my wife like that. He was unguarded.

Why would he be guarded? He had no idea she was my wife.

“She’s a looker, that’s for sure,” I said, clearing my throat.

Annie looked in our direction, but only for a moment. Her eyes lingered on me long enough to arch one of her eyebrows, then she was back to scanning the room.

Scanning for someone she might be interested in. My cock twitched again.

It was one thing for her to come into the hotel bar like this willing to let people hit on her. It was another thing entirely for her to be actively trying to find someone who might be interested in spending a night with her.

That went way beyond what I thought would happen tonight.

Not that I was complaining.

“Not sure what her story is,” the bartender said. “Maybe in town for business or something.”

“Dressed like that?”

“Well you never know,” he said with a shrug. “I’m pretty sure she’s married.”

My cock twitched again. How could this guy possibly know my Annie was my Annie? I tried to keep my cool despite being desperately interested in the answer.

I figured that was valuable intelligence to bring along with us the next time we did something like this. Assuming there was ever a next time we did something like this. I figured that depended a lot on how tonight went.

“How do you know she’s married?” I asked, trying very hard to keep my voice casual.

“That one’s easy,” he said with a chuckle. “She has a mark on her wedding finger where it’s clear she hasn’t gotten much sun. You see it all the time in this business.”

I looked over to Annie again as though I was seeing her and assessing her for the first time. I didn’t want to look like I knew her, after all.

“You see that all the time?”

I was very interested in the idea of other women doing something similar to what me and Annie were doing. I wondered if they got a lot of people coming through here pretending they were single for a thrill.

“Oh yeah, all the time,” the bartender said, handing me a glass of beer. “You get a lot of people coming through here for business, that sort of thing. People who are away from the husband or wife back home, if you catch my drift.”

“I’m afraid I don’t.”

I totally caught his drift. You’d have to be an idiot to not catch his drift. He looked at me like I was an idiot for not catching his drift.

I didn’t care. I wanted him to explain it in perfect detail. Both because it was hot, and also because I wanted to make sure this hadn’t been a terrible idea taking Annie out here tonight.

“You get a lot of people who are out of town, and they figure that’s a perfect opportunity for them to step out on whoever’s waiting for them back home,” the bartender said.

“Oh. I never thought of that.”

“Come on,” he said with a snort. “You’re here, aren’t you?”

“Well yeah,” I said.

“So what’s your story?”

“I’m just in town for business like everyone else. Nothing special.”

“Except you decided to come here, and it’s clear you’re not down here for any sort of business meeting. You can tell those types because they always come in groups.”

He nodded to a group of older men talking, and there were also a few younger men with them taking notes.

That had “business meeting with drinks” written all over it.

There were other tables with groups who were dressed up. Most of them were letting loose, though, and didn’t exactly look like they were gathered for business. Maybe for whatever happened at the end of the day when all the serious work was done, but no actual business.

A few of them kept glancing over to the bar, too, and they weren’t looking at me. My cock twitched again as I watched them watching my wife and wondered what they’d do to her if they had half an opportunity.

Not that I thought they’d have an opportunity given what I knew about Annie. Not that they knew that, for that matter.

“Not those guys,” the bartender said, shaking his head like he thought I was an idiot. “You need to look for the ones who are clearly out on their own. Those are the ones who are on the prowl and looking for a little fun for the night while they’re out of town.”

I looked around the bar again. It’s not like it was difficult to see who he was talking about.

There was a lone guy in one corner who looked to be in his mid-forties, though it was difficult to tell for sure in the dim lighting.

On the other end was a guy who looked a little younger. His eyes were also roaming all over the room, and he kept glancing at Annie like he was interested, but something was holding him back. There were a couple of guys in a booth in one corner who were talking quietly.

I thought at first that maybe those two were out here on a date with each other, but if the way they kept glancing at Annie was anything to go on then they were clearly interested in her as well.

Of course they weren’t the only ones in the bar. There were plenty of women here as well. There were a few obvious couples enjoying some time together, but there were also some unattached women who kept looking around like maybe they were expecting something.

“See what I’m talking about?” the bartender asked. “The place is full of people looking for an opportunity to have a little fun while they’re away from home. I see it all the time. Hell, sometimes I get to have a little fun when I’m done with my shift.”

I turned and looked at him. He was a little older, but he was pretty well put together. Not that I thought that meant anything.

I’d learned over the years that Annie and I had a different standard for what we thought made an attractive man. Probably because I wasn’t interested in having sex with men while she was.

Though the same was true in reverse. She thought some women were pretty who I wouldn’t have touched with my worst enemy’s penis.

“Look at that,” the bartender said, chuckling. “Looks like someone decided to shoot their shot!”

I turned in the direction of his gaze. I’d been thinking about how even with all the women in the room Annie was still the clear winner if we were to have some theoretical competition where everyone in here was ranked.

My blood chilled even as my pulse pounded. Because sure enough, there was one of the younger dudes approaching Annie with an easy smile and a cocky confidence that could only come from a young guy who was used to getting his way with a woman.

And it looked like my wife was the one he wanted to have his way with tonight!


Chapter 21

The Approach
Annie


“It’s a damn shame you have to pay for all those drinks yourself.”

I turned to face the voice that’d approached me. I’d been looking over at Dan and wondering what he could possibly be talking with the bartender about for so long, so I hadn’t noticed someone approaching.

I turned and blinked. The guy staring at me was okay looking. It was one of those cases where he looked like he was pretty well put together under his suit, a bit of clothing that always made a man look good in my books, but his face was off just a little bit.

It was hard to put a finger on exactly what it was. Maybe his nose was just a touch too big. Maybe it was something with the spacing of his eyes.

Whatever it was, I knew right away that I was safe. This definitely wasn’t the kind of guy I was going to go home with for the night. Or go up to his hotel room, would be more like it.

Besides. The whole point of doing this thing was to get my husband’s dick hard while he watched me flirting with other men. So I figured I might as well get to flirting with other men so I could get his dick hard!

“Hello there, stranger,” I said. “Buy a girl a drink?”

I cocked my head to the side and put a finger to my lips. I’d read somewhere years ago that it was a good move to draw a guy’s attention to your lips when you were flirting. Something about it reminding them of kissing, though I was convinced a finger against the mouth was more to make them start thinking about what it would feel like to have those lips wrapped around their cock rather than my finger.

“Don’t mind if I do,” the guy said, grinning and moving to sit beside me.

I looked down at my drink. The second glass of whiskey was almost gone. I’d needed that to calm my nerves, but I figured I was going to have to go easy if I wanted to end the night without being totally blitzed.

I wanted to be in good enough shape to rock my husband’s world in a hotel room up above. I didn’t have any intention of going home. That would ruin the fun if we had to stew for that long ride.

“So what’ll you be having?” he asked.

The bartender approached us, leaving Dan behind. I shivered. I was letting this man buy me a drink, and my husband was at the other end of the bar watching everything.

I really hoped this was everything he’d fantasized about and then some.

“I’d like something fruity and frozen this time around,” I said. “Something where I don’t notice the booze.”

“Done with the whiskey?” the bartender asked, grinning.

“Maybe, but maybe not,” I said with a shrug. “Right now I’m in the mood for something nice and frozen and fruity. Preferably with a straw I can suck on.”

I kept my eyes on my new friend as I said that last bit. I wanted him to think about other things I could be sucking on by the end of the night if he played his cards right.

Not that there was any hand he could be dealt that would end with that. I was here with my husband. Still, I wanted him to think there was that chance.

There was no point in ending the fun before it even began, right?

“I’m Trevor,” the guy said.

It was a good thing I didn’t have a drink in hand. Otherwise I might’ve snorted it out. Having fruity frozen booze coming out of my nostrils wouldn’t look very hot or seductive.

“Nice to meet you Trevor, I’m…”

I hesitated on the name. Sure Dan and I had talked about how we weren’t going to use our real names or any identifying information. I’d worried I was going to get carded when I got to the bar and have to break out my actual ID, and I wasn’t sure if I was relieved or insulted that the bartender hadn’t asked for it.

The point was, I had to use a fake name tonight. Something that’d be easy to remember.

“Rachel,” I said, figuring a character from one of my favorite sitcoms was a safe enough bet. I’d be able to remember that one.

“Nice to make your acquaintance, Rachel,” Trevor said, his eyes running up and down my body and making it clear what he wanted.

Meanwhile I was still having trouble keeping myself from laughing. Trevor. It reminded me of an old cartoon from the Internet where Trevor the Vampire met an untimely end. It was taking every ounce of my control not to wail about how he was gone.

Besides, he looked young enough that he probably didn’t even know what a Strongbad was. Another reminder why I preferred men my own age, for all that this one looked like he could be fun for a night.

Maybe a little longer, even.

“So what’s a girl like you doing in a joint like this?”

“Do you use cheesy lines like that all the time?” I asked, arching an eyebrow.

“Only when I see a woman who’s beautiful enough to be worth a cheesy line,” he said, glancing around the bar. “And from where I’m sitting, you’re easily the hottest thing in here.”

I smiled and blushed. The fruity drink arrived at that moment, and I took the opportunity to take that drink. I needed something to distract me from what was going on here, for all that it was fun.

“The hottest thing in here, you say?”

“Definitely.”

I looked around the bar. I wasn’t sure about being the hottest thing in here. There were several women who looked younger than me. I wouldn’t go so far as to say they were prettier than me, maybe my equal, but it was clear he was fishing with a line with that one.

Not that I was complaining.

I made sure to take in Dan with that look. He was still sitting at the other end of the bar. I would’ve figured he’d go for something nice and quiet where he couldn’t be seen, but I guess not. He was looking over here while trying not to look over here, and it was funny to see.

He really should’ve gone for a quiet shadowy corner of the bar.

“You’re sure you don’t want one of the pretty young things hanging around here?” I asked. “Looks like there are a few ladies fresh out of college who are in town for whatever.”

“Definitely not,” he said. “I enjoy a woman who knows what she’s doing, if you catch my meaning. Not to mention you’re hotter than any of them. There’s always something about a fine wine aged to perfection.”

I hid a frown. I wasn’t sure what I thought about this young buck talking about me being a fine wine aged to perfection. That insinuated he thought I was old, but he was still going to try and get in my pants because he thought I was hot.

Don’t do me any favors, Trevor the Not-Vampire.

Still, I guess this was one thing proved. The whole time we’d been talking about doing this I’d worried I didn’t have it. That there wasn’t a possibility any guys would be interested in me.

I guess my husband was right on the money, though. Because clearly this guy was sniffing up my tree and trying to get at the fruit. I’m not even sure what that metaphor was supposed to mean.

I had too much booze in me, and the sheer crazy audacity of what I was doing was getting to me.

“A charmer,” I said, keeping that smile fixed on my face. “Well it’s nice to meet you, Trevor the charmer.”

“You never did tell me what a nice girl like you is doing in a place like this,” he said.

I frowned. Okay. I guess he wasn’t going to give up on the cheesy pickup lines. That was okay. I could handle cheesy pickup lines.

“I never told you because that’s kind of a silly question to ask, don’t you think?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean obviously I’m here for the same reason as everyone else. To have a drink after a difficult day, maybe unwind a little bit, maybe make a new friend,” I said.

“I see,” he replied. He frowned, but then he seemed to work through what I’d said. “So does that mean you’re looking for a friend tonight?”

“Maybe,” I said, taking a sip. I made sure to push my straw in and out a couple of times while I was taking that sip. I didn’t want there to be any chance he missed what I was insinuating. I pulled the straw out, and he let out a little gasp. “Then again, maybe not. I suppose it depends on how good the friend is.”

“I can be a very good friend, if you catch my meaning,” he said.

“I’m sure you think you can be,” I said, taking another sip from my drink.

Several of the men were looking over this way. Some of them with interest. Some of them were unreadable. I noticed one of the silver foxes was staring at me and then looking to Trevor, and he had a small smile on his face the entire time.

Now that was interesting. What could he possibly be smiling about?

Trevor, meanwhile, was frowning ever so slightly. No doubt working through what I’d just said and trying to figure out if I’d insulted him. Though ultimately a goofy grin returned to his face, so I guess he decided he was either going to ignore the insult or he didn’t realize I’d insulted him.

“Maybe I could show you how good a friend I can be?”

I knew the nice thing to do would be paying attention to this guy. He was clearly trying his best.

The problem was his best just wasn’t good enough.

“That might be interesting,” I said, my mind racing.

I was just flirting here tonight. That’s all it was. I wasn’t going home with anyone. I kept repeating that to myself like a mantra that would somehow come true if I said it often enough.

Though the more time I spent here looking around the room, the more I started to think maybe that wasn’t the case. There were just so many good looking men here, and I was getting worked up even doing something simple like sitting here flirting with Trevor.

I realized something in that moment. I was going to have to end this soon, or I might wind up going to bed with him just because I was getting so turned on with the power I had.

“So why don’t we make things interesting?” he asked.

My mind raced. I needed to get out of this, but I also felt a strange energy pulsing through me. Something that made me want to do something impulsive.

I rationalized it by telling myself I was doing it for Dan. Yeah, that was it. For Dan.

It was a piss poor rationalization, but he was the one who put me in this position in the first place. It was time for him to realize what he did when he set us down this path.


Chapter 22

Getting Interesting
Dan


Itried my best to not look like I was interested in what was going on over at the other end of the bar. Though I don’t think I was doing a very good job of it.

I’d like to see anyone else do a good job of keeping their cool when their ultimate fantasy was happening right in front of them. The view had my cock pulsing as I thought of everything that might happen.

Honestly I was surprised Annie was giving this guy the time of day. He looked a younger, and she usually didn’t go for guys like that.

Then again, the last time she was on the market and dating a guy who was younger than her was still in college. I suppose there was a whole decade and a half between graduating college and our age now that were filled with younger people who were all adults now.

She glanced over to me a couple of times. I wondered if she was doing that on purpose, trying to get me worked up, or if it was something where she was doing it subconsciously. Checking in with me because she knew I was over here swinging in the breeze.

Their conversation seemed to be going well, at least. I wished I was close enough to hear what they were saying, but this wasn’t like one of the stories.

If it was a story or a porn video then there’d be some silly contrivance that would allow me to be up close to my wife while this was all happening. But this was the real world, not some porno or wank story, and so I simply sat back and tried to imagine what they were saying.

The guy seemed to think he was in. He kept smiling, and a couple of times he almost put his hand on her. Though he always stopped at the last minute before moving in to seal the deal.

I wondered if that meant he didn’t have the stones to do what needed to be done, but I kept my peace. She knew what she was doing.

Finally he leaned in to whisper something to her. I couldn’t tell what it was, but she arched her neck to the side.

My pulse nearly stopped at that, for all that my heart was on the verge of pounding right out of my chest. That was an invitation if I’d ever seen one, and I wondered if this dude who seemed so afraid to make any moves would try to seal the deal now.

He blinked in surprise at the sudden invitation. Like he hadn’t been expecting that. Maybe the conversation hadn’t been going as well as it looked like watching from a distance.

Not that it stopped him. He leaned in and pressed his lips against her neck. It was hesitant at first, again with that lack of confidence. The guy might’ve moved in on her like he thought she was his for the night, but it was clear he wasn’t quite as smooth as he thought he was.

That didn’t stop him from keeping his lips pressed against her neck, though. It wasn’t long before he was really in there.

Annie gasped loud enough that I could hear her, and I wondered if she was actually getting off to this. Maybe I was wrong all along. Maybe that guy really was her type after all, and I’d totally misjudged my wife.

I glanced around the bar, wondering if this was the kind of thing that would get her in trouble. I didn’t want this night to end with her getting kicked out of the bar, after all.

Part of that was because I didn’t want the evening to end. Mostly, though, it was because she was already going way further than I would’ve ever thought possible at the beginning of the night.

I worried that if she left with him now then she might take him up on what he was offering. They might go up to his hotel room for the night, and then I’d be left down here drowning my sorrows and wondering what the fuck my wife was up to even as I knew exactly what my wife was up to.

It looked like people sucking face in the bar wasn’t the kind of thing they frowned upon in this establishment. There were a couple of couples who were busy getting busy.

Of course most of those couples were also off in secluded dark corners of the bar. My wife was the only one letting something like that happen up at the bar in plain view of everyone here.

She closed her eyes. I couldn’t believe it. Another man had his lips on my wife. Another man was violating her.

I loved it.

Though it looked like he wasn’t content to simply kiss her neck. No, one of his hands moved out to her back, and the other moved to her stomach.

“See what I was talking about?”

I jumped. I’d been so distracted watching Annie that I hadn’t noticed the bartender sneaking up on me.

I mean it’s not like he was sneaking up on me. Not really. There was a limited range for him to move through. I’d just been so transfixed that an axe murderer could’ve come at me with a running chainsaw and I still would’ve been too preoccupied by the sight of my wife getting her neck sucked by this random dude.

“This is what you were talking about?” I asked.

“Of course it is. I told you everyone who comes through here is looking for some fun for the evening. Everyone.”

“I’m not here looking for some fun for the evening.”

“You sure about that?” he asked, giving me an up and down that wasn’t all that far off from the looks he’d been giving my wife earlier.

Though there wasn’t interest there. No, it was more like curiosity, but I wasn’t in the mood to answer anyone’s questions or sate anyone’s curiosity.

“Pretty sure,” I said, returning my attention to Annie.

“That guy’s a lucky bastard, isn’t he?” the bartender asked. “Something tells me any guy who gets with a woman like that is a lucky bastard.”

“Yeah, sure,” I muttered.

This guy was really starting to annoy me. I wanted to sit here in peace watching my wife necking with another man. None of my fantasies ever involved someone else standing beside me narrating while it happened.

Finally Annie pulled away from the guy. He looked really hopeful now, and why not? She’d just as much as said he was in.

They exchanged a few words. The guy seemed to be getting desperate as the tone of the conversation changed.

I tensed, wondering if I’d be required to swoop in and save the day.

It would blow our cover, for sure. Still, if some asshole thought he was going to get anywhere with my wife without her permission then he had another think coming.

The guy finally stood. He looked around the bar like he was making sure nobody was seeing his humiliation. His eyes eventually fell on me, and they flashed.

I worried that Annie had told him we were married. Though I shouldn’t have worried. He was only glaring at me because I was witnessing his humiliation.

The guy walked in our direction and brushed past me. And when I say he brushed past me, what I mean is he gave me a shoulder check.

“Good luck, asshole,” he muttered. “Frigid bitch isn’t going home with anyone here tonight.”

I grinned despite the asshole doing the shoulder check. Sure that was the sort of thing that could possibly lead to a fight, but this didn’t seem like that kind of establishment.

That wasn’t the reason for the grin anyway. No, I was grinning because I was pretty sure Annie was going home with me tonight, and that asshole could eat his heart out.

“Looks like he wasn’t doing as well as he thought,” I said, turning to the bartender.

“Maybe not,” he said with a shrug. “But it looks like someone else has decided to shoot their shot.”

I turned back to Annie. I stared in disbelief as an older guy with a little bit of silver in his hair moved over to stand at the bar next to her, though he didn’t make any move to say anything to her.

No, he just leaned against the bar like he was waiting for the bartender, and not like he was leaning against a spot that happened to be right next to the hottest woman in the place.

“Looks like duty calls,” the bartender said. “I’ll be back around in a little while to see if you need anything.”

“Yeah, sure,” I said.

I was too transfixed by what was going on at the other end of the bar to care what the bartender was up to.

That guy had to know Annie was sitting right there. She looked up at him as though she expected him to say something just like the last guy, but nothing happened. He merely raised a finger when the bartender looked in his direction.

Well now. This was getting more and more interesting.

Annie looked over to me. She arched an eyebrow as though to say “well what the fuck am I supposed to do with this?” I shrugged back at her.

I didn’t have any experience with guys trying to pick me up at a bar. I was usually the one doing the picking up, and I’d say I had a success rate of about half and half. I did okay for myself, is what I was getting at, but I was hardly tearing it up when I was in a bar situation.

I’d always been much better at parties or meeting someone naturally out in the world. I’d been in a lot of activities back in college precisely because of that. I’d always figured that was something that was a lot better quality than meeting someone for a one night stand at a bar.

She shrugged back at me and turned back to the guy.

I had to admit, if he was playing a game then it was a game that was working. He’d definitely caught her attention, and wasn’t that the whole point of coming to a bar and trying to pick someone up?

The bartender appeared, a small smile on his face. He leaned in and they chatted for a moment, then he held up two fingers and the bartender disappeared.

I blinked. Maybe that guy was bringing a drink back to whatever table he’d come from. I hadn’t seen him before, which meant he either had to be hiding when I first stepped into the room or he just got here.

Maybe he was here with someone. Maybe that was the reason he was ignoring Annie. He didn’t need to get her attention because he was already here with some woman who wouldn’t be happy about him lavishing his attention on a random woman sitting at the bar.

Only that made no sense. If he was here with someone then why would he deliberately pick a spot right next to my wife?

The bartender reappeared with two drinks in hand. Two whiskeys. That looked like exactly what Annie had been drinking earlier.

This was getting more interesting. The guy turned to her and handed her one of the drinks. She blinked, looking up at him in obvious surprise, but then she surprised me by smiling at him and taking a sip of the offered drink.

Well now. I’d thought maybe that one dude sucking on her neck was as hot and heavy as the night would get, but it looked like that might only be the start.

So I stayed rooted to my spot at the bar, wondering where the night would go and how much flirting my wife would do before she decided enough was enough and it was time for us to go back to the house and fuck each other’s brains out.

The more the night went on, the more she flirted, the more I was looking forward to that magical moment!


Chapter 23

New Challenger
Annie


“You looked like you could use this.”

I smiled up at the guy. I hadn’t noticed him approaching. I’d been too busy telling Trevor who wasn’t a vampire that I wasn’t interested in what he had on offer.

This new challenger, though… Well he was interesting. That was for damn sure. He smiled down at me with a confidence that gave me a case of the shivers.

I looked at the drink in his hand. A whiskey, neat, the same as what I’d been drinking before Trevor came up to bother me. So this guy had been paying attention.

“I already have a drink,” I said, figuring it would be more fun to string him along just a little.

“Yeah, but I think this is what you’re really interested in,” he said. “That fruity stuff might’ve been fun for a little while, but you need something with a little bit of kick to really get you in the mood.”

I looked up at him and really inspected him. Because he didn’t have the cocky kind of confidence Trevor had. No, he was just self-assured. It wasn’t an act he was putting on. It was him.

He was also good looking. If Trevor looked like there were a couple of parts that were just off, well, that was nothing like what this guy was showing off.

He was handsome. He had the barest hint of some wrinkles here and there, but it was something that made him look distinguished rather than old. He had a barrel chest that made it clear he kept up with working out. Like we’re talking old school Sean Connery with a little more definition.

He was in a suit that looked expensive. Sure I had no way of knowing if it was something he got at a tux shop down at the mall or the real thing, but the way he wore it made it look expensive.

Which made me think it was the kind of suit that’d been custom made just for him. Interesting. The only kind of people I knew who went in for that sort of thing were people with money.

Or people who worked for a company that had money to throw around. Maybe he was a little bit of all of the above.

“That seems presumptuous of you to assume you know what I want to drink,” I said.

“Not presumptuous at all,” he said with a shrug. “I just know what you want, and I think you know what you want too.”

I looked down at the whiskey and then back to him. Honestly I felt like I could use a stiff drink after that conversation with Trevor. The guy had been fun for a little while, and he’d been able to provide that moment where I gave my husband something to jerk off thinking about, but that was all it was.

Honestly he’d been too sloppy for my tastes. If he was that bad at kissing and doing whatever the fuck it was he was doing to my neck then I figured there was a good chance he wasn’t going to be any good at anything else in the bedroom.

“Maybe I will have a drink then,” I said, taking a sip of the whiskey.

“Good. I like a woman who knows what she wants. Who reaches out and takes it,” he said.

“And what makes you such an expert on what I want?”

“A lot of experience,” he said with a shrug. “And I think you know what it means to be with someone with a lot of experience.”

I shivered. I figured I knew what he was getting at. He was a silver fox, and usually that meant someone who had some moves. I almost thought about taking him up on what was being offered just so I could get an idea of how good he was.

But I stopped myself. I was here with my husband, after all. I wasn’t going to step out on him. I didn’t care how intriguing this guy was, or how turned on I was.

Like we’re talking I was so turned on I was afraid to move from this stool because I’d be a little wobbly.

“Anyway. Glad I could give you a little bit of what you wanted tonight,” he said with a smile.

Then he turned and walked off into the bar. I stared after him for a moment before I realized what was going on here.

He was walking away from me. Like he wasn’t interested in sticking around and chatting me up. One moment he’d been flirting pretty hot and heavy, and now he was turning his back on me!

Oh hell no. I wasn’t going to let this asshole do that to me. I wasn’t going to…

Well, I wasn’t sure what I was or wasn’t going to do. It’d been forever since I’d been in a bar flirting with other men, and it’d been even longer since I’d had to worry about a guy turning me away.

I was the one who turned guys away, damn it. I downed the rest of the whiskey, coughing at the burn as it went down, then grabbed my fruity drink and started after him.

I was right about being wobbly. Though I wasn’t sure if I was wobbly because I was so turned on, or if it was the cumulative effect of all the booze I’d been downing all night long.

One thing was for damn sure. I had to pause to get my legs under me again. It was like I was trying to remember how to walk all over again, and I wasn’t sure I liked that.

“You going to be okay?” the bartender asked from behind me.

I turned to glare at him, then softened my gaze. It’s not like it was his fault that asshole had come on all hot and heavy then decided to leave me high and dry. That still pissed me off.

“I’ll be fine,” I said. “Just have to get used to walking again, is all. The heels are a pain in the ass.”

I looked down. Maybe heels had been a bad choice. Like we’re talking these were the kind of heels that would make a stripper ask me if I was sure I wanted to go that far with my footwear fashion choices.

They also made my ass look fucking amazing, though, so that’s what I was going to wear, damn it.

I followed the guy across the room to a booth that sat on one of the dark areas around the edge of the place.

“Can I have a seat?”

He gestured expansively at the booth. It was a semicircle and gave a good view of the rest of the bar. The perfect vantage point for someone to check out who they might want to join for some company for the night.

I shivered again. I wondered how long he’d been watching me from here. I sure as shit had seen him earlier grinning while Trevor was doing his thing.

“Is that a yes or a no?” I asked, irritated with his attitude.

This guy was starting to seem like more trouble than stupid fucking Trevor. I didn’t care how hot he was.

“You can do whatever you want,” he said, taking a sip of his whiskey. “You’re a grown woman, after all.”

“I am a grown woman, thank you very much,” I said, plopping down on the booth and scooting in.

I didn’t go so far as to move in and sit next to him. I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction. He might be hot, but that didn’t mean I wanted to throw myself at him.

I mean I wouldn’t mind throwing myself at him, but under other circumstances. Certainly not right now when he was being such an ass.

“What’s your problem?” I asked, maybe with a little more hostility to my voice than I’d intended.

He took a sip of his drink. He seemed to savor it. I wondered what he’d ordered that he acted like taking a drink of whiskey was the next best thing to being with me.

Then again, he wasn’t even acting like being with me was something he really cared about.

Finally he put it down, letting out an appreciative noise as he stared at the glass.

“This is good stuff. It’s always nice to come to a hotel bar that has the good stuff.”

His eyes flashed as he looked at me, and I wasn’t an idiot. I could pick up on the energy he was putting out.

“So if you know this hotel bar has the good stuff, why aren’t you taking it?” I asked.

I didn’t like how I sounded. I was supposed to be the one who men came to tonight. I wasn’t supposed to be following around some random hottie demanding to know why he wasn’t hitting on me.

This whole thing was spiraling out of control, I could feel it, but at the same time I couldn’t help but sit here and demand answers.

“Like I said. You’re a grown woman. If you want to talk to me then you’ll come over to talk to me. And if you don’t want to talk to me then I just bought you a drink, no strings attached. And unlike some younger boys, I mean what I say.”

“No strings attached,” I muttered, looking down at the drink again. Then I smiled. “That was awfully nice of you.”

“I do try,” he said, raising his glass in salute.

I raised my own fruity frozen drink and saluted him before taking another drink with the straw. I didn’t even bother with the whole seduction game thing.

Something told me I didn’t need to bother fellating a straw to keep this guy’s interest.

“So what was the problem with Junior over there?” he asked.

I blinked, wondering what he was talking about. Then I remembered Trevor. Trevor who looked so young.

“You mean Trevor?”

“He has a name?”

“Most people do.”

He said it matter of fact. Like he didn’t give a shit if Trevor had a name. Because to him, Trevor was inconsequential.

“I guess it doesn’t matter,” I said.

“I’m sure it doesn’t,” he said. “Or you’d be going off to his room with him right now.”

“I don’t know about that.”

“Don’t you?”

There was something to his tone. I cocked my head to the side as I looked at him.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

Again he did that thing where he took a sip of his whiskey. Once more he seemed to savor it rather than downing it all in one gulp like I had. I was starting to feel the effects, too. That good buzzed feeling where everything feels pretty good, but not to the point the room was spinning or I felt like I was going to stop recording memories.

“Listen… I never did catch your name.”

“Annie.”

“Right. Annie.”

I waited for him to tell me his name, but that moment never came. No, he just went right on.

“Look, Annie. I’ve traveled around this country plenty. I’ve been in plenty of hotel bars. I’ve been in plenty of dive bars, for that matter. And I know when somebody is playing games. You’re out here tonight playing games.”

A touch of panic shot through me at those words. He knew I was out here playing games. Did that mean he knew I was here with my husband?

I pushed down on that panic. There was no way he could possibly know. My secret was safe.

“You don’t like games?” I asked.

“Oh I don’t mind games,” he said. “Some of the most fun I’ve ever had in my life is from people who were playing games. It’s just that I’m not usually in the mood to play those games with them. I like to cut to the chase.”

“And what happens when you cut to the chase tonight?” I asked, letting out a little shiver.

I looked down to my arm and was surprised to see goosebumps there. Okay then. This guy was really doing a number on me.

But of course it didn’t matter. He was just another guy trying to pick up women at a hotel bar. Sure he had his own angle, but that angle wasn’t going to get him anything more then Trevor’s play.

At least that’s what I told myself.

“I know what game you’re playing here tonight, Annie.”

I licked my lips. “You have no idea.”

“Are you sure about that?” he asked, hitting me with a knowing smile that was infuriating even as it was intriguing. “So that’s not your husband sitting over there at the bar staring at us like an eager puppy waiting for something to happen?”


Chapter 24

Revelations
Annie


“Nice try, but…”

What he’d said finally got through to me. It took a moment. My mouth worked as I suddenly went silent, trying to come up with something, anything, I could say.

“How did you know?”

That infuriating smile only got bigger. Even more infuriating. I knew right then that I’d done something wrong. That I’d given something up that I totally shouldn’t have.

“How did I know? It’s like I told you. I’ve done a lot of traveling over my long career. I’ve been in a lot of hotel bars, and I’ve seen people playing this game for a few decades now.”

I gave him another up and down, trying to figure out just how old he was. Though he was one of those people who was difficult to pin an age on. It didn’t help that he had that quiet confidence. Not at all like he was frail or anything like that. None of the things I associated with an older man.

“What do you do that you’ve been on the road for so long?”

He chuckled. “Sales. Though I’m not on the road nearly as often these days as I was back when I was younger. I own my own company now. It’s always easier when you’re selling yourself.”

“I suppose,” I said, my mind still reeling as I tried to figure out how to handle this situation.

The rational part of me said I should hit the eject button. I should go over to Dan, tell him the fun was over for the evening, and call it a day.

This was getting too dangerous. This guy knew too much about us and why we were here, for all that he didn’t know anything about us at all.

“So let me spin you a story and see how close I am to the truth,” he said.

I was distracted again. Though this time it wasn’t because he had me pegged. No, this time it was because I was looking at those muscles under his shirt and wondering what they looked like when he didn’t have that suit on.

I licked my lips. I’d gone out with an older man a couple of times back in college. A professor I had the hots for after my class was over.

He’d been very big on maintaining his ethical standards and waiting until I technically wasn’t his student any longer. Though it had been hot playing at a professor and student thing.

This guy wasn’t a professor, far from it if he was doing traveling sales, but I still got a quiet thrill thinking about the age difference. Was he fifteen years older than me? Twenty?

I couldn’t tell.

“Annie?” he asked, pulling me back to reality.

I blinked, pulled out of my reverie.

“Sorry. I got distracted.”

“I’m sure you did,” he said, again hitting me with one of those small smiles that spoke volumes. Like he could read me like an open book.

I wasn’t sure I liked that.

Still. It also sent another shiver running through me. A shiver that was accompanied by a delicious feeling down between my legs that had me squeezing those legs together and wanting more of this.

“So let me guess. Your husband has a fantasy of watching you with another guy. He floated the idea of coming to a hotel bar so you could ease into things. Maybe have a couple of guys come up and flirt with you, and then you’d go home and fuck like rabbits.”

My mouth fell open. I couldn’t help it. He was so right on the money it wasn’t even funny.

“I’ll take your stunned silence and wide open mouth as agreement,” he said. “Though I have to say that wide open mouth of yours would look much better if my cock was in it.”

Again it was one of those situations where he was talking so fast that I had to stop and really think about what he’d said before it finally got through to me.

“Excuse me?”

“There’s no need for you to act all indignant, Annie,” he said with another shrug. He inspected his drink, but he didn’t actually sip at it this time. “It’s like I said. No games. No bullshit. That’s how I’ve managed to be so successful over the years.”

“I don’t see how your success has anything to do with your cock being in my mouth,” I said.

Though I did shiver at the thought. Me down on my knees in front of this man. Him standing over me, commanding me to put his cock into my mouth.

I don’t know why that drove me so wild, but it did.

“It’s simple. I’m interested in you sucking my dick. You want to suck my dick because you’re attracted to me. Your husband wants to watch you sucking my dick, or maybe he wants to be stuck down here in the hotel bar thinking about you sucking my dick while you’re up in my hotel room being my perfect little slut for the night. Either way, it’s a win win win all around.”

I blinked. His words were vulgar. It should’ve pissed me off. Only it was turning me on instead.

Maybe it was the alcohol. Maybe it was that I was worked up after a couple of weeks of thinking about this and really getting into it after my initial reluctance.

Maybe it was that Dan had already managed to bust through my reluctance. All my barriers, all my defenses, had already been broken down. Which meant it wasn’t a stretch for a stranger to come in and completely obliterate those barriers.

“So what would it look like, this imaginary situation where I’m sucking your cock?”

“There’s nothing imaginary about it, little lady,” he chuckled. “I want you to suck my cock, your husband wants you to suck my cock, you want to do it even if you’re not willing to admit it, and I’d be willing to bet good money that in less than fifteen minutes I’m going to be up in my room peeling that pretty black dress off of you.”

Again I shivered.

“You don’t know me.”

“I don’t have to know you, Annie,” he said. “I already know you. You came out here for a little thrill. You told yourself you weren’t going to let things go too far. That’s how you allowed yourself to come out here in the first place. Only there’s a part of you that’s interested in this. A part of you that desperately wants this. A change from the routine. A little something to spice things up in the bedroom. Maybe the two of you don’t fuck as often as you’d like. Maybe you feel like you need a little excitement, a little spice. What ever it is, I know you want this, and I can give it to you.”

I felt wobbly in my knees again. I scooted a little closer to him. I realized I’d been scooting closer to him this entire time, transfixed by his every word.

Then I glanced across the room to Dan. I’d been so preoccupied by our conversation that I hadn’t thought about my husband this entire time, except to think in terms of him having this stupid fantasy that got us into this situation in the first place.

He was still at the bar. He was sipping a drink and trying very hard to look over at me while not looking like he was looking over at me.

And every time he looked over here his eyes were wide. Like he was wondering what was going on here. Maybe he was frustrated that this was all happening in a dark corner of the bar where he couldn’t get a very good view.

“That’s him at the bar, right?” My mysterious salesman asked.

“It is,” I said.

“How hard do you think his cock is right now, watching the two of us talking like this?”

“I bet he’s about to come in his pants,” I said.

I’m sure that was pretty close to the truth. I’d felt his cock while we were talking about this fantasy. Really gaming it out. I was also intimately familiar with everything his cock did. I should be after we’d been together for so long.

And so I’d felt how turned on he got when we were talking about the fantasy. I knew he was always just on the verge of blowing a load when I started talking about this, and…

I jumped when I felt a hand on my thigh. On my bare thigh. This was the kind of dress that left absolutely nothing to the imagination, after all. Which meant it was pretty easy for him to touch me down there.

He trailed fire where his finger ran along my body. It had been so long since any man had touched me like that. Any man other than my husband, that is.

“Say no and I stop,” he said. “But something tells me your husband wants this as much as you do.”

My brain was a foggy haze of conflicting thoughts. I shouldn’t let another man touch me like this. It was wrong. I was married.

Only…

Wasn’t this what my husband wanted? Wasn’t I being faithful, in some twisted way, by giving my husband what he wanted?

His hand continued up. I only had to say the word, and he’d stop. I knew he would. This guy wasn’t some asshole, for all that he was arrogant.

Then his hand moved between my legs, and he discovered I wasn’t wearing any underwear.

“Well now,” he said, chuckling. “You came prepared tonight, didn’t you?”

“I did,” I said.

“You did…”

I stared at him, wondering what he was getting at.

“Call me daddy,” he said.

Another thrill ran through me. I hadn’t ever done that with my husband. It seemed too weird considering we had kids and he was literally their daddy. Only here I was with this guy who was old enough he could’ve been my dad, and I’d never had a hang up like that. I always thought all that incest shit taking over porn was fucked up, but…

“Tell me what you want, Annie,” he said.

“I want to feel your fingers, Daddy,” I whispered.

“That’s a start,” he said.

His fingers moved between my legs, and I parted them to give him better access. They slipped inside me effortlessly. I was that turned on. I started churning my hips against the booth as he moved his fingers in and out of me, although he also made sure to keep one up working on my clit.

I had to put my hands on the table and hold on for dear life. Otherwise I might’ve lost it. I squeezed my eyes shut and tried to control my breathing, but it was difficult.

“Other people might see us,” I managed to gasp in between heavy breaths that almost turned into moans.

“Let them see us,” he whispered. “What kind of place do you think this is? Besides. Your husband wants to see.”

My husband wanted to see. That thought moved straight to the center of my booze addled brain. He wanted this.

So that’s the justification I used as I let him continue pressing his finger inside me. Moving it around my clit.

This guy definitely knew what he was doing.

“Oh fuck…”

He trailed off, like he expected me to say something else. I hit him with an irritated glare, and he wagged a finger at me with his free hand. The one he wasn’t using to finger bang me in a way that would’ve put every other guy who’d ever done this to shame.

“Oh fuck, Daddy,” I whispered.

“In a little bit, Annie,” he said.

I kept churning my hips. I’d been so worked up from everything happening tonight that I couldn’t stop this. I didn’t know that I wanted to stop it.

“That’s it. Come for me, Annie. Come on my fingers. Give your husband what he wants. His naughty little wife being a perfect little slut for another man.”

That did it. That threw me over the edge. I gasped one final time, threw my head up, and had to bite down on my lip to keep from screaming loud enough for everyone in the bar to hear.

I’m sure my husband would’ve loved it if I screamed loud enough for everyone in the bar to hear, but I wasn’t quite ready to go that far.

So instead I held onto the table for dear life. My chest heaved as I took in a deep lungful of air. I kept my eyes squeezed shut as the explosions rocked through me, more intense than any orgasm I’d felt lately.

Which was saying something that this guy could do that with just his fingers. It made me desperate to know what else he could do with more than his fingers. I was sure it would be magical.

And I knew I was losing control as the waves of pleasure washed over me and I truly gave into this fantasy and became another man’s slut.

All for my husband, of course, who should’ve been careful what he wished for.


Chapter 25

Losing Control
Dan


Istared at my wife over at the other end of the bar with an intensity that rivaled anything I’d ever done before in my life. I was very interested in what she was doing.

She’d sat and chatted with that guy for a little while, after all. It seemed like they had a good rapport going. The kind of back and forth I’d thought about when I was jerking off thinking about my wife getting hot and heavy with some other dude.

Only…

She’d gone over to that booth in the corner. A nice quiet secluded spot where they wouldn’t have to worry about prying eyes.

Leaving me stranded at the bar, wondering what was going on over there.

I could see some of it, of course. It was obvious they were still chatting, and even that was fascinating.

Annie’s body language said she didn’t like the guy at first. Only if she didn’t like the guy then why had she gone over there to talk to him?

Their interaction at the bar had been brief. It looked like he bought her a drink, then turned and left.

I wondered if that was what caught her attention. If it had something to do with her being pissed off that he’d straight up ignored her. I knew some women could get upset about that sort of thing.

That was the sort of bullshit pickup artists took advantage of on the regular, after all.

I’d like to think my wife wouldn’t be silly enough to fall for something like that, but at the same time… Well, it’d been a good long while since she last was out on the dating scene. A lot had changed. People doing the pickup thing were a lot more sophisticated now that they could congregate and swap tips on the Internet.

So maybe it was something she could totally fall for.

Her body language was getting more and more interesting with every passing moment. She kept scooting closer to him as they talked. Like an almost subconscious thing. Like she didn’t know she was doing it.

Or maybe I was projecting my own read on the situation onto my wife. Like I wanted something to happen so bad that my brain was doing mental gymnastics to make it so.

My cock was still rock hard and throbbing in my pants. I could scarcely believe she was doing this, and yet there it was happening right in front of me.

Then I squinted. Something had changed. My cock twitched, and I had to very carefully sit still lest I do something to set it off.

Because I couldn’t see exactly what the fuck was happening over there, but I was pretty sure it was something naughty.

Annie looked like she did when she got really turned on. Her mouth fell open, and she was gasping quietly.

At least I assumed she was gasping quietly. That was the kind of face she made when she was really making some noise, something we didn’t get to do all that often thanks to kids being in the house, and it was odd that she’d be doing it here.

I couldn’t hear anything, though, so I assumed she was managing to keep it quiet somehow.

I squinted my eyes as I stared. I couldn’t quite make out what was going on under the table, but I did see that he’d moved his hand over once she scooted close enough to give him easy access.

A chill ran through me. A chill that ran to the very core of my being. A chill that settled like a giant block of ice in the pit of my stomach as I stared at what was going on over there.

I could scarcely believe it. That couldn’t be happening. Only it looked like he was fingering my wife.

At least I guessed that was what he was doing. His hand was down there under the table, and it was the only explanation for why she was suddenly gasping and acting like she was trying to hold onto the table.

I stared, dumbfounded. I’d told myself that everything would be okay. That Annie wouldn’t go that far. That this was a nice safe way to indulge in this fantasy.

I realized now that was all lies. I’d never been safe. There’d never been a way to ease into this fantasy. And now my wife was over on the other end of some hotel bar getting finger blasted by some guy she’d just met.

He must have some game to be able to pull something like that on her!

I kept staring, unsure of what to do.

There was a primal part of me, the part I think every man has locked deep inside him, that screamed. That raged. That said I needed to go over there and beat the shit out of this guy, for all that after looking at him I wasn’t sure I’d be able to do that.

Of course there was also the other part of me. The part that had dreamed of something like this happening for oh so very long. That part was getting out popcorn and watching the show. That part of me loved it.

And so I just sat there, watching the fun as it happened. What else could I do? I was the one who brought us to this situation, and I wasn’t going to go over there and cause a scene.

Partly because I didn’t want to start a fight and get kicked out, but mostly because I couldn’t believe Annie was going this far, and I wasn’t going to interrupt her if she was going to give me this incredible memory I could jerk off to for the rest of my life!

She threw her head back. Squeezed her eyes shut as she leaned back against the booth. I thought I saw her hips moving, though it was difficult to tell for sure considering she was still hidden by that table.

Still, it was fascinating to watch.

She seemed to be getting close to something, too. I was pretty damn familiar with my wife getting turned on, and she looked more turned on now than I’d seen her in a good long while.

And again, all I could do was stare. She bit her lip, throwing her head back. I knew this had to be it. Both her hands were on the table in front of her, and she looked like she was having one hell of a time keeping it under control.

Though it’s not like she’d be all that out of the ordinary anyway. Looking around the room I saw plenty of people who were having the same kind of fun.

Okay, so maybe not exactly the same kind of fun, but there were plenty of people making out or getting hot and heavy in one of the secluded corners around the bar.

My wife getting finger banged by this guy might be a little more extreme than some of that, but not by much.

I didn’t bother to hide that I was staring. I didn’t care that I might look like a creep sitting here watching the two of them. I just wanted to watch. Soak in every moment. I wanted to make sure I had every bit of this committed to memory for the rest of my life.

We were definitely going back to a hotel room. I had no intention of going back home and losing this energy.

I licked my lips as I stared. Wondering what was going through her head.

She’d spent so much time telling me she was never going to do anything like this. Like she was trying to reassure me even though it was my fucking fantasy to watch her doing this with another man.

Only now I was starting to wonder. Had she been trying to reassure me, or had she been trying to reassure herself that she’d never do something like this?

And now she had. It was like a whole new world was opening up, even as I also had that same queasy feeling in my stomach. That voice telling me this was wrong.

Not that it mattered. She would be back over here with me shortly. Then we could go and have some fun.

They leaned in close and chatted for a little while longer. I also noted that Annie was still squirming. That guy still had his hand down between her legs.

Damn. Usually when I got done doing something like that she was ready to move on, but apparently not with this guy. No, he got to keep his fingers down there in the folds of her pussy.

I shivered again. Damn this was hot.

Finally they started to get up. They pulled away from one another and moved to get out on either end of the booth. I figured this was it. She’d come over to me and we’d go off and have our fun.

They both came back together once they were out of the booth. I wondered if they were going to share a parting moment.

Only nothing like that happened. No, he wrapped his arm around her and they both started walking towards the door. There was a door right next to where they’d been sitting, or close enough, but instead he chose to guide her right past the bar.

For the first time that evening real panic filled me. I wondered if she was bringing him over to meet me or something. Had she told him about the fantasy?

They kept walking until they were almost at the bar. My pulse quickened. It pounded behind my ears. My cock throbbed in time with that pulsing, and I found myself wondering what I’d say.

What was there to say to a guy who knew about this fantasy? None of the scenarios or fantasies I’d gamed out involved talking with a guy who wanted to fuck my wife and he knew that I was totally into the idea.

Then they moved past me. They kept right on going. All I could do was stare in astonishment, wondering what the fuck was happening here.

Because they kept going right out the door. Leaving me sitting at the bar with drink in hand wondering how the hell things had spiraled out of control like this.

Then I realized what was going on. That asshole was leading my wife out of the bar. Which meant he was probably leading her up to a room where he could have his way with her.

That slight queasy feeling mixing with arousal turned to anger and fury, and it made me want to double over and puke.

What had I gotten us into?


Chapter 26

Stepping Out
Annie


Iallowed him to walk me past my husband. It struck me as odd. I still didn’t know this guy’s name, and he was pulling me past my husband and asserting some sort of fucked up dominance.

Of course the most fucked up thing about it all was that I knew very well I could stop it at any moment. I had that power, but I wasn’t going to.

Maybe it was the booze. Maybe it was all the fantasizing we’d been doing. Maybe it was Trudy whispering in my ear that this was some sort of once in a lifetime opportunity and I should take my husband up on it while I still could.

Whatever the reason, I found myself doing something very out of character and allowing myself to be pushed along as all those conflicting thoughts and emotions bounced around in my head.

“That was a good little girl,” he said, smiling at me as we made our way out the bar. His hand moved down to my ass, and I shivered.

It hadn’t been all that long ago that he’d been fingering me, and now here he was with his hand on my ass. God I couldn’t believe I was doing this. I wondered what had come over me.

I turned and glanced at Dan one final time before we made it out of the bar, and then I was out in the hotel lobby.

It was strange. People were going about their lives as usual as they bustled around the place. There was nothing to indicate that my marriage was potentially shattering as all those people went about their business as usual.

“Over to the elevators here, Annie,” he said.

“I don’t even know your name,” I said.

“I already told you,” he said with a low throaty chuckle I could feel through his barrel chest. I was that close to him with his hand down on my ass.

“You did?” I asked.

“All you need to call me today is Daddy,” he said.

That sent another shiver running through me.

We reached the elevators. He hit a button for one of the floors near the top. My eyes went wide.

“I hope you don’t have a fear of heights, darling,” he said, letting out another one of those low throaty chuckles that seemed to reverberate through his entire body.

“I don’t,” I said.

“Good,” he said. “Now turn and look back at the bar entrance for me. Be a good little girl.”

“Why?”

“Because he’s going to want to see you one final time before you step onto that elevator and fulfill his fantasy.”

There was only one person he could be talking about. I turned around to look at the bar, and sure enough, there was Dan rushing out.

He looked frantic. Upset. His eyes darted around the lobby.

I started to raise my hand to get his attention, but then Daddy’s hand was right there on my own pushing it down.

“None of that, darling,” he said. “Your hubby might be having second thoughts right now, but I guarantee you he wants this as much as you do.”

I wasn’t so sure about that. Dan looked pretty frantic. But I also let him push my hand down.

I wanted to believe him. I wanted him to be right, because that would allow me to do this, and I really wanted to do this.

Trudy’s voice echoed through my head. She’d regretted not going through with it.

Would Dan regret it for the rest of his life if I didn’t go through with this? That’s what I told myself. That was my justification for going up to a hotel room with a stranger I barely knew to fuck him.

That made me go rubbery in the legs. I’d admitted it to myself. Admitted what I was about to do.

The elevator dinged behind me, and I was being maneuvered into it. The door started to close just as Dan turned and got a good look at us.

I didn’t know how to describe that look. It was aroused, angry, and heartbroken. All those emotions flashed across his face in an instant, and it made me want to go to him.

He started in our direction, but he was too late. The elevator doors were moving shut, and even if he started sprinting he wouldn’t make it.

Daddy let out a low chuckle next to me, pulling me against him. And as the doors closed he really surprised me by reaching up, pulling one strap of my dress down, and exposing my breast.

Then his hand was on my tit, squeezing it and pinching my nipple.

It was so sudden, so unexpected, that I didn’t know what to do. But my body sure as hell knew what to do.

That rubbery feeling in my legs almost had me collapsing. The only thing that kept me up were the strong hands wrapped around me and cupping my breast.

So the last thing Dan saw before the elevator doors closed was me getting manhandled by some strange older man.

God I was so wet. So turned on. And he kept pinching my nipple, rolling it and sending delicious pulses of pleasure running through me.

As soon as the door was closed he pulled away.

“Fix your dress, Annie,” he said.

I shot him an irritated look. “You’re not ordering me around.”

He shrugged and grinned. “Suit yourself. If somebody decides to get on this elevator on another floor they’re going to get one hell of a view, though.”

I turned a deep shade of red as I realized he was right. So I quickly pulled my dress up and glared at him.

“Why did you do that to my husband?”

“Because he wanted it,” he said with another one of those shrugs.

“He wanted to see you feeling me up?”

“Honey, he’s been jerking off thinking about what I just gave him for years now. How long have the two of you been married?”

“Ten years,” I said in a quiet voice.

“And how many years have you been together?”

“Fifteen years,” I said.

“Well there you have it. I can guarantee you he’s been jerking off thinking about that moment for at least fifteen years. Probably longer if he had the fantasy before he got with you.”

“He did say he’s been fantasizing about this for a long time,” I said, my voice quiet as I thought about the implications.

To anyone else, in any other relationship, what he’d just done would’ve been the height of cruelty. But for Dan…

Well, I imagined his cock was as hard as a diamond right now, and he was wishing he had a spot where he could go to quietly jerk off and think about what he’d just witnessed.

“I suppose you’re right,” I finally said.

“I am,” he said. “Trust me. This isn’t my first rodeo.”

“You’ve done this before?” I asked, a flash of jealousy running through me.

“You’re definitely not the first married woman who’s gone to a hotel bar looking for a little bit of fun,” he said with another one of those low chuckles. “Hell. Back in the day there were more.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“That’s simple,” he said. “Back in the nineties and even the early two thousands you didn’t have as much Internet presence. These days people can hop online and find someone for a little bit of fun from the comfort of their own home. They can even swap pics and that sort of thing. Before the Internet people had to work a little harder.”

“Oh,” I said. “I guess I hadn’t thought of that. I never really lived a life without the Internet.”

“It was a different time,” he said with a chuckle. “Not necessarily better, but different.”

I wondered why, if it was possible for us to just do this on an app, Dan insisted we actually go to a bar. Did he have some ulterior motive? Was that his idea of forcing things?

I didn’t know, but I could tell things were already going way farther than he’d imagined. That panicked look when he came out of the bar down below said it all.

“You can still say no, you know,” he said.

“What makes you think I want to say no?” I asked, looking at him with a challenge in my eyes.

He chuckled again, shaking his head. “Your husband didn’t know what he was doing letting a wildcat like you loose on the world.”

I took a deep breath. I probably should’ve been insulted, but instead I only got that much more turned on. I felt powerful in a way I hadn’t in so very long.

I also felt hotter than I had in a good long time. Like back when me and Dan first started dating, and everything seemed new and exciting.

“Almost there,” he said.

The elevator dinged and we stepped out. I looked around, but there was nothing all that special or interesting about the hallway. It was yet another hallway in a hotel.

Still, I shivered. This was the hallway where I was going to be unfaithful to my husband.

Speaking of. Something buzzed in my purse. I looked down, not quite comprehending. It was like I was floating through a strange new world and I didn’t know how to interact with the odd thing buzzing and interrupting my fun.

“You might want to check that,” he said. “I imagine your husband is very interested in what you’re getting up to right now.”

I shook my head. I pulled out my phone. Sure enough, there were texts from Dan waiting for me.

I racked my brain trying to think of what I should say. What could I say in a situation like this?

“Tell him you’re going to be busy for a while, and he should get a room at the hotel,” he said.

He guided me down the hallway. I stared down at my phone. Then I looked up to my companion for the evening. Finally I looked down the long hallway.

My fingers hovered over the phone, and I wasn’t quite sure what to do.

“Unless you’re having second thoughts, of course,” he said, stopping me in front of a hotel room.

It didn’t look any different from any other door on any other room in any other hotel in the world. Sure maybe things were a little fancier, but whatever.

So my fingers started moving across the screen. I glanced up and down the hallway to make sure where we were, then hit send.

“All taking care of with hubby?”

“Yup,” I said.

“Good,” he said. “Now let’s have a little bit of fun, why don’t we?”

He put his card into the lock and pulled it out. The lock clicked with a surprising finality as the door opened.

I could only stare in amazement. Here I was staring at a pretty regular looking hotel room. There was one king-sized bed in the middle of the room, and a nice view of the city beyond that.

“Here we go,” he said, his voice quiet and reassuring.

I smiled. I needed that reassurance. And all I could do as I walked in was hope Dan got that message, and that he was able to act on it.

It would be a damn shame for his every fantasy came true, and he didn’t get the convenient contrivance that let him listen in like in all those stories he told me about.


Chapter 27

Panic at the Hotel
Dan


Ifrantically looked all around the hotel lobby, desperately trying to figure out where my wife and that asshole had gone.

Sure he’d been facilitating our fantasy, but still. I could scarcely believe this was happening. That a man was actually walking away with my wife.

Hell. I could scarcely believe Annie was actually going along with it.

I stared all around the place. They weren’t over at the front desk getting a room, but that struck me as idiotic as soon as I looked. Of course they wouldn’t be over at the front desk getting a room. If this guy was staying at the hotel then he probably already had a room, damn it.

So instead I looked over to the elevator, and sure enough there they were. Annie and the asshole.

Sure the guy was good looking enough, if you were into older guys. Annie had never given me any indication, only…

And then I thought of some of the stories she’d told me while she was trying to get me hot and bothered with her exploits back in college. A tale of a professor she’d had the hots for. She’d flirted with him, and they’d had a fling that lasted about a semester.

I shook my head. Annie always got really turned on when she talked about that one in particular, and I’d chalked it up to her finally getting into the fantasy.

Only…

Now I was starting to wonder if there wasn’t more to it. If maybe she didn’t have a thing for older guys or something.

I shivered again.

I walked over to the elevator banks in a hurry. Like I didn’t want to look like I was sprinting across the place, but I also wanted to get there before they could get on the elevators.

I couldn’t explain it. Just that as soon as this fantasy went from being a fantasy to being something that actually had a chance of happening…

No. It hadn’t gone from being a fantasy to being something that had a chance of happening. It’d gone from fantasy to something that was definitely about to happen.

And that had panic running through me.

I was still turned on, sure. I don’t think my cock had ever been harder, but for the moment the terror of what was happening was overriding.

I was close to the elevators, but the doors were closing. Annie kept staring at me, and a flash of anger surged through me.

How could she do this to me? How could she go off with another man?

Because that was the fantasy I pushed her into. The voice whispered in my mind. I was the architect of all of this. All of this was my fault.

I shook my head. No. I was going to stop this before…

Everything I ever wanted happened?

Then something happened that made my heart seize up. Which, again, was the kind of thing that seemed to be happening on the regular tonight.

He casually flipped her dress down and exposed her breast. Anyone who looked over would be able to see my wife’s tit. Just the one, but that was still more of her than I was comfortable having exposed in my current panicked state.

Though my cock was saying something different. Arousal surged through me. My wife was exposed, and anyone who wanted to look could just glance in our direction and see her exposed.

I licked my lips. He grabbed her breast and gave it a squeeze. He pinched her nipple, and she reacted immediately.

Her mouth fell open. That was definitely an aroused look. I finally came to a stop, unable to do anything under the sheer force of that vision.

It was perfection, and it made me want to puke.

Then the door closed, leaving me all alone down here in the hotel lobby without my wife.

I stared at the elevator door, dumbstruck. I had no way of telling where they were going.

I turned away, utterly defeated. I walked over to one of many couches situated all around the place and had a seat. I stared off into the distance without really comprehending what I was seeing for a minute, and then the anger took hold again.

I pulled out my phone. She still had hers in that little purse she carried with her, after all. That meant there was still a chance for me to get a message off to her.

So my thumbs danced across the screen.

“What are you doing?”

“Annie. We need to talk about this.”

“Baby.”

“I’ve reconsidered this fantasy. You were right.”

“I never should’ve put you in this position.”

It was weird. With every message I sent I got more and more excited. I almost wanted her to ignore me. I wanted to know she was up there getting railed by some strange guy.

I felt horrible for wanting that, but I guess my dick knew what it wanted better than my heart, even if my panicked heart and the panicked rational side of me were still very much the ones calling the shots.

My phone beeped as I sat there staring off into the distance fantasizing about what might be happening up there. I glanced down.

“This is happening. We are up on the twentieth floor.”

After that was a room number, followed by the room next to it. The one that would be connected. The one that would be right up against any bed where they were doing whatever they were doing.

Damn.

My pulse started to pound again. I know I’d been thinking about how this couldn’t be like a story or like any of the porn I watched. I didn’t see a way I’d be able to take part.

This was the real world. Things didn’t work out like in stroke stories.

Only…

What if I got a room right next to hers? What if I could listen in on everything that was happening? It wouldn’t be quite the same as being in the room watching, but still…

I frantically went over to the front desk. It wasn’t that busy, and I hoped that meant they weren’t all that full.

“Is it possible to get a specific room?” I asked.

The guy at the counter looked up at me and blinked. “A specific room?”

“Yeah. Like if I request a particular room, are you able to get that for me?”

“Are you looking for a room with a particular view or…”

“No. My wife already got one room, but we decided to get one for the kids, too,” I said, the lie coming easily enough.

It seemed like a plausible enough reason for trying to get a room next to another one, after all. A plausible reason that didn’t involve me stalking my wife and the man she was going to fuck tonight.

The man she might be fucking right now, damn it. I needed to get up there.

“What room?”

“2017,” I said without hesitation.

The guy frowned. He tapped at his keyboard for what felt like an eternity.

It was an eternity of pure torture. An eternity where I knew my wife could be up there getting it on with another man. Where I could be missing it because this guy was taking so fucking long to pull up whatever the fuck it was he was looking for in his system.

“Oh yeah,” he finally said, frowning at the screen. “Sorry about that. I had to pull up everything on the twentieth floor and see if…”

“I don’t care how you did it,” I said, pulling out a twenty and slipping it across the counter. “I just care that you got it done.”

He looked down at the twenty, shrugged, and put it in his pocket. Then he tapped a few more times.

“Going to need a credit card,” he said.

“Sure,” I said, thankful that I had plenty of cash on me from earlier to give this guy a little bit of incentive.

“Here we are,” he said again.

Then it was more interminable tapping on his computer. I stood there wondering if he was deliberately trying to take forever. I was trying to walk the line between being annoyed that this was taking so long and being pleasant so he wouldn’t outright refuse to help.

Then came the paperwork. Signing this and that and everything. It got to the point that I was just drawing a line across the paper. Which earned me a frown, but he didn’t stop me so what the fuck ever.

Finally he looked up and smiled.

“Here are your keys. Have a good night, sir!”

I sighed in relief once all the paperwork was done and we were good to go. Then I turned and dashed for the elevators.

It was the longest ride up in my life. I tapped my foot, pacing back and forth as much as I could in the tiny confined space.

Finally the door dinged, and I looked up, hopeful. Then my hopes were immediately dashed when I realized I was staring at the fifth floor.

Someone stepped on. An older woman. She smiled and then hit a button. That happened a few more times. Which had me wondering if Annie and that jerk had a similar problem when they were going up.

I wondered if anybody got an eye full of my wife’s tits when the elevator doors opened on them. Then I pushed those thoughts away.

It was an intriguing thought, to be sure, but right now all I could do was concentrate on the number of people who were trying their best to go up to higher levels in the hotel and wonder what the fuck was going on that there were so many people going up.

Usually people were only going down in a hotel. Or going up from the first floor to get to their room. What the fuck?

Maybe there was some convention in town or something. Or maybe there was a restaurant on a different level. It could be there was a club level, or the pool was higher up in the hotel for some reason because space was at a premium downtown.

Whatever it was, it was pissing me off.

Finally the door opened on twenty, and I stepped out. I jogged down the hallway, finally coming to a rest at 2017. I put my card in and breathed a sigh of relief when the light turned green and the click of a door unlocking hit me.

I stepped inside and looked around. It was your typical hotel room. Maybe a little nicer than the kind of place I usually stayed, but it was still the cheapest possible materials a hotel could get while still looking like it was a fancy luxury place for people spending time downtown.

Not that I cared about any of that. No, I kicked my shoes off and dove for the bed, standing up and pressing my ear against the wall, wondering if I was already too late.


Chapter 28

Stalling
Annie


“Would you like another drink?”

I bit my lip. There was a little mini bar, and he walked over to it. He had a pail of ice and it looked like there was still some actual ice in there.

“I might’ve had enough tonight,” I said.

He gave another one of those fatalistic shrugs that he seemed to be so good at. “Suit yourself. I’m going to have another one. Really helps take the edge off.”

“What edge do you have to take off?” I asked. “You’re not the one betraying your husband.”

“Now that would be a trick if I had a husband to betray,” he said, chuckling and shaking his head. “But I don’t have a wife to betray either.”

“Then why the alcohol?”

“I’m about to fuck a married woman, and her husband is in the hotel. He knows what I look like. That’s a slightly dangerous situation, even if I’m giving him what he wants. Especially when he’s in a head space where he doesn’t know what he wants.”

“Oh. I guess that makes sense, sort of,” I said.

I wondered how many times he’d done something like this before. How many times he’d risked a jealous husband.

“Have you ever had a run-in with a jealous husband before?” I asked.

“Once or twice,” he said with a shrug. “But fingers crossed that won’t be a problem here.”

“Yeah,” I said, shivering. “Maybe I do need a drink after all.”

“Suit yourself,” he said, pouring another one from the minibar and handing the cup over to me.

This time I took a sip. It looked like more whiskey, but I knew I was already getting beyond tipsy. Still, I also couldn’t disagree with his logic. There was one hell of an edge for me to take off.

Now that I was up here in another man’s hotel room things were becoming all too real. This might actually be on the verge of happening. Hell, it was on the verge of happening. I didn’t see anything I could do to stop it.

Mostly because I didn’t want to do anything to stop it.

So I tried to take that edge off the only way I knew how, though the stuff up here in the minibar burned a little more than the stuff down at the bar.

“There. Isn’t that better?” he asked, smiling at me.

“I suppose,” I said, matching him smile for smile.

My eyes darted around the room and I took in the place. I needed to stall for time. I’d sent off that text to Dan and let him know what room we were in, but I knew he’d need time to get to the front desk, figure out if the room on the other side was even open, and then get up here.

“You have a nice view of the city here,” I said, nodding out the window.

You couldn’t exactly see the skyline from here, but then again, it’s not like there were probably many places that you could see the whole skyline without being far away from downtown.

“It cost a little more, but I find that things that cost a little more are often worth it,” he said, stepping closer to me.

He wrapped his arms around me, and I shivered. That seemed to be a thing that was happening a lot to me tonight.

“How are you feeling?” he asked, looking down at me and smiling.

Okay. I knew he was trying to figure out if I was okay with this, which I appreciated. That also gave me an opportunity to stall, though, which I appreciated even more.

“I’m not really sure how to feel,” I said. “If you told me a couple of weeks ago that I’d be doing something like this…”

“Really now?” he asked, his eyebrows shooting up.

He walked over to the bed and patted a spot next to him. I hesitated for just a moment.

After all, hopping onto a bed with him seemed like the kind of thing that would be crossing one hell of a line. That would be me and another man in bed together.

It would also be the opposite of stalling for time.

I knew he probably wasn’t looking to get down to business just yet, it seemed like he was more interested in talking, but that line was still very much there.

Though I was already up here, and I figured it’s not like I could uncross the numerous lines I’d already crossed tonight. So I moved over and sat next to him.

“There you go,” he said. “Now tell me about the two of you. How long ago did you learn about this fantasy?”

I thought about it. Tallied things up in my head.

“I guess it was probably about a month ago?” I said. “It was a lot to take in.”

“Let me guess. You thought your husband was angling for a threesome or permission to get with other women, didn’t you?”

I didn’t even bother to act surprised that he seemed to know so much about this. What was the point? Clearly this was a man who’d been around the block a couple of times when it came to this fantasy.

Though that sort of made sense. It sounded like he’d had to learn about this fantasy back before there was much of an Internet to tell people about it.

“Yeah,” I said. “But the more we talked about it, the more it became clear he really was only interested in watching me with another man.”

“I’ve been with a few women who were taken totally by surprise when their husbands brought up the fantasy,” he said. “So I’m not surprised it surprised you. What does surprise me is that you’re going along with it so quickly.”

One of his hands moved around and started massaging at my shoulder. That felt good. I leaned into it and closed my eyes.

It helped to pretend it was Dan doing it, and not this mysterious man who refused to go by any other name than Daddy.

That was the kind of name that would’ve seemed ridiculous to me under any other circumstances, but here I was and it sort of made sense.

“Yeah, I did a lot of talking about it with a friend from work, and eventually came around,” I said.

“I’d say you did,” he said.

His other hand moved to my other shoulder. He started massaging both of them.

“That feels good,” I said.

“I know it does,” he said, letting out a little chuckle. “And I thought you might enjoy a little massage. Maybe relax just a bit.”

“It is nice to relax,” I said.

“I know it is. You have so many responsibilities. So much stuff you have to do all day long, don’t you?”

“I do.”

“And I bet your husband is a good husband. Tries to help you out whenever he can around the house, doesn’t he?”

“He really does,” I said.

“I figured,” he said, his voice low and oh so close. “That’s one of the bits of advice they give to men who are interested in exploring this fantasy with their wives.”

My eyes shot open. I turned to stare at him.

“What are you talking about?”

“He didn’t tell you about that?” he asked, still smiling. Though there was something new to that smile. Something mildly predatory. I wondered if he was making this up.

Though that didn’t make any sense. He already had me up in his room, after all. It’s not like it was going to take much more to get to the prize.

I was just trying to stall a little. Just enough to give my husband time to get his ass up here.

I glanced to the wall on the other side of the bed. I wondered if there was already somebody in there. If I was stalling for nothing.

“He didn’t,” I finally said, figuring I needed to keep the conversation going.

“Interesting,” he said. “That’s a bit of advice you see around the Internet for husbands who are interested in getting their reluctant wives to participate in this fantasy. Do everything they can to help around the house so you’re less stressed out and more willing to try new things.”

“I mean…”

I had to admit that it sounded like a good strategy. Like the kind of thing that really would get me more interested in trying something new.

All the stuff that was going on around the house was always so stressful, after all. But I didn’t know what to think about this.

Was Dan being a good and doting father because he was interested in our children and genuinely interested in helping around the house? Or had all of that been part of some long con he was trying to pull so he could get me to go along with this fantasy?

And ultimately did it matter if it was all part of some long con to get me to go along with his fantasy if it made everything around the house better?

I honestly wasn’t sure what to make of any of this. It was frustrating and annoying and…

His lips pressed against my neck, and I jumped.

“Was that okay?” he asked.

I took in a deep breath. I knew this guy was trying to manipulate me, but it also felt so damn good.

“It is,” I said.

“It is…”

I bit my lip. Again it felt ridiculous, again I knew it was him trying to manipulate me, but I couldn’t help it. It was so damn hot.

I wondered if this was how poor Dan felt when he was in the thrall of this fantasy.

“It’s okay, Daddy,” I said.

“That’s more like it,” he said. “Now why don’t we get to the fun?”

His hands that had been massaging around my back moved forward. They touched the straps on my dress and pulled them down. Like what he’d done in the elevator earlier, only he was doing it with both this time.

I cast around trying to think of a reason to stop him, but then I decided fuck it. This felt good, and if Dan hadn’t taken care of business by now then it was too late. This was happening.

I’d given him his chance to get up here and be part of the experience, for all that it wasn’t going to be him in the room watching his pretty little wife getting fucked like I’m sure he’d imagined so many times.

He wanted his wife to get with another man, and now it looked like that’s exactly what was about to happen!


Chapter 29

Down to Business
Annie


Ilet him pull my straps to the side. A thrill ran through me like it was the first time all over again.

I suppose in a way this was a first time. It’d just been so very long since I’d had a first time.

“There we go,” he said, pulling my straps down. “Now stand. I want to see you like this.”

“Okay,” I said, my voice subdued.

“Do you still have your phone?”

“I do.”

“Good girl,” he said. “Give it to me.”

I frowned. “Why the hell do you need my phone?”

It’s odd the kind of thoughts that run through your head in a moment like that. For a brief moment I considered that maybe this had all been part of some elaborate ruse to get me into his hotel room where he was working on behalf of some sort of local phone stealing crime group or something.

Of course that idea was ridiculous. If a local crime group was doing something like that then they’d probably have much better luck targeting men with beautiful young women, after all. I’d heard of that kind of thing happening in big tourist cities, and I was once again doing that thing where my brain was trying to think about anything other than what I was doing in the here and now, because this was all so out there.

“I need it for the same reason that I needed to pull your dress down back in the elevator,” he said, talking slowly. Patiently. Like he was instructing me. “I assume you have your husband’s number in there?”

“I do have it in there,” I said, my tone speaking to just what an idiotic question that was.

“Of course you do,” he said. “And if he’s going to enjoy this moment, well he needs to get messages, doesn’t he?”

I considered that. He must’ve sensed my hesitation, because he went to head it off before I could voice my reservations.

“And before you ask, I’m not going to send him anything on my phone. I know there are some people who do that sort of thing, but I have no interest in having a potentially angry husband having my contact information, for reasons that I think should be fairly obvious.”

“Fine,” I finally said.

I pulled my phone out of my bag and handed it over. He held it up, then frowned. Then he turned around and pointed it at me, and I watched it unlock as it recognized my face.

And it was in that moment that I knew I’d fucked up. Because as soon as my face unlocked the phone, I was treated to the last text message I’d sent my husband.

He turned the phone back to him, and I knew it was too late. He frowned, then chuckled and shook his head.

“Well now,” he said. “It looks like you were trying to manufacture a way for your husband to enjoy the show after all.”

“Please don’t be mad,” I said, even as I wasn’t sure why I should be worried about this man being angry.

It’s not like I knew him. It’s not like I planned on having anything to do with him after tonight.

No, I was going to use him for our fun, for this fantasy, and that would be that.

“Well. Maybe he’ll get to listen in on us, and then again maybe he won’t,” Daddy said. “And in case he doesn’t, we want to make sure he has some souvenirs to remember this night, don’t we? This is an auspicious occasion. The first time his lady love stepped out and bounced on another man’s cock.”

I shivered at his words. It was so matter of fact. Then again, we were long past the point where I could tell myself nothing was happening.

“Do what you’re going to do,” I said.

“Oh I know exactly what I’m going to do,” he said, smiling. “But first…”

He held the phone up.

“We’re going to take a little video for your husband, Annie.”

I bit my lip. I wasn’t sure how I felt about having video evidence of my infidelity. But I comforted myself with the knowledge that it would be on my phone, and nobody would be able to get at it without getting access to my phone.

I never had any of my shit uploaded to the cloud. That was just a fancy way of saying you were storing shit on somebody else’s computer and you had to rely on their security.

I’d had enough friends who had their nudes leaked that I didn’t want to worry about that. No thank you.

“Come on, Annie,” he prompted when it became clear I wasn’t going to play ball. “I need you to do this for me. I need you to do this for your husband.”

I sighed and rolled my eyes. This guy must be a master manipulator or something. Then again, he was in sales.

It was my learned experience that people in sales were usually the greasiest and slimiest people out there. So it was hardly a surprise that he was trying to use my husband to get what he wanted.

“Fine,” I said. “Go ahead and hit record.”

“Oh I’m already recording.”

“What? Why would you already be recording?”

“Because I think it’s hotter if your husband knows you were trying to resist, but you couldn’t bring yourself to do it.”

A few choice words came to mind, but I decided to keep my peace. Again it was a situation where I didn’t want to rock the boat too much. Not when I had a guy who was pretty hot in front of me.

If I had to cater to some of his idiosyncrasies to get what I wanted for Dan then I’d deal with it.

“Fine,” I said. “You seem to know a lot more about this than we do, so I’ll play along for now.”

“I think you’re playing along for now because you think I’m adequate, and you don’t want to go to the trouble of finding another guy who might or might not be up to my standard,” he said with a wink. “Let’s be honest with each other here.”

My mouth worked. I tried to say something, but the way he was able to read my mind was frustrating, to say the least. I almost thought about turning around and leaving.

I didn’t, of course. He was right. This was an amazing opportunity, and I didn’t want to ruin it.

I tried to tell myself it was because I was interested in seeing this through for my husband. I tried to dress up my motivations and make them seem altruistic. I was just thinking of my marriage.

But I was far beyond that point. I wasn’t just doing this for my husband, although that was a big part of the reason why I was in here tonight.

No. I was here because I didn’t want to be like Trudy in ten years wondering about the path never taken. I was in here because this guy was hot, and maybe he was sort of an asshole but it’s not like it would be the first time I’d slept with a hot asshole because I wanted to get off.

“So how do I do this?”

“That’s simple,” he said, letting out a chuckle that said he knew he was the one calling the shots now. “Your husband is going to want to know where you are and what you’re doing. I’m sure that’s going to be very important when he’s jerking off to this later in life.”

I sighed. On the one hand it seemed a little cliche, but on the other hand I figured I might as well go along with it.

That did sound like the kind of thing that would turn Dan on, given his fantasies.

“Fine. I’m in a hotel room at the hotel where you took me tonight so I could flirt with another man, and I’m about to fuck one of the men I met at that bar,” I said.

I took a deep breath. I couldn’t believe I’d said it. It was like I didn’t believe what I was doing here until I said the words.

“Wow. I can’t believe that,” I said, shaking my head.

“Yeah, I imagine it takes some getting used to your first time,” he said, giving me an up and down. “But don’t you worry. I’m sure you’re going to be a first rate fuck machine once your husband takes you down this path.”

My eyes narrowed. I wasn’t sure that I liked being referred to as a “first rate fuck machine.” That was the kind of misogynistic backhanded compliment that came from older assholes.

Like this guy. Who was so hot. So I was going to put up with it.

“So do you think we should go ahead and record this for your husband?” he asked, still hitting me with that smile.

“I think we can do one better than that,” I said, hitting him with a smile.

He frowned in confusion, and I felt a thrill run through me at that. For the first time since all this craziness had started, it looked like I had him at a disadvantage.

It was a small thing, but it made me feel better. Maybe this guy had been doing this stuff since the nineties traveling around the country selling people stuff they didn’t need, but there was something I could do that was a new wrinkle to this thing.

“Stop the recording and hand me the phone,” I said, holding my hand out.

He frowned. Maybe he didn’t like me trying to take control, but that was just tough shit. There were times when it was important to remind someone who was in charge of the pussy.

“What did you have in mind?”

“You can give me my phone or I can leave now,” I said. “That’s what I had in mind.”

He tensed, and I suddenly felt like maybe there was some danger here. I realized I was in a room with a total stranger who we hadn’t checked out in any way.

Dan told me all about how people went about finding other people online and made sure they were above board. How it was important for safety to do proper vetting. He’d talked about it like we’d have to do the same thing if we got around to taking this fantasy beyond flirting at a hotel bar.

I’d taken that plan and thrown it out the window because I was thinking with my lower brain, as my husband was so fond of saying. And it was only now that I was alone in the room with this guy feeling slightly tipsy that I realized he could totally take what he wanted from me if he wanted to.

Sure Dan was out there somewhere. He might even be on the other side of the wall listening in on everything. That didn’t mean he’d be able to get in here in time to stop anything if this guy decided to get dangerous.

Then he smiled, and some of the tension drained from me.

Not all of it, mind. I was now well aware I was in a dangerous situation here, but now that the moment of perceived danger was gone I found myself relishing that danger rather than worrying about it.

“Here you go,” he said, handing the phone over.

He was looking at me with a different sort of look now, though. I wasn’t sure what to make of it, but I was sure how I could let my husband witness the fun tonight!

All we needed was technology. Not some stupid contrivance like what always conveniently showed up in those pornos and stroke stories he was always going on about!


Chapter 30

Video Call
Dan


Istared at the live feed, but it was one of those things where it took a few moments for me to really figure out what was going on at the other end of the call.

I was just glad I was getting this live feed rather than listening through the wall. All I’d heard was muffled conversation, and it quickly became obvious that I wasn’t going to get the full show that way.

I would’ve taken it if that’s all I was getting, but that video Annie sent me followed by an invitation to a live call was way better than listening in through the wall!

I stared, and then grinned. It was a little dark in there, but I definitely saw the outlines of a hotel room that looked an awful lot like the one I was in. The only difference being everything in that room was a mirror image of everything I saw in my own room.

Which made sense. It was the room on the other side of a divider, after all. Which meant everything would be flipped around.

Whatever. That wasn’t important right now. It was like my brain was focusing on the most mundane bullshit because I didn’t want to think about everything else that was going on in that room.

“I don’t think it’s going to be light enough in here,” Annie said.

My cock lurched at that. It was the first proof I had that my wife was in the room. Well, other than her cellphone sending me a message, I suppose. That was pretty obvious proof that she was in there, now that I thought about it.

“What do you want to do about that?” another voice, the smooth one I’d heard when Annie was doing her little star turn in that video, said.

“We’re going to need to turn some lights on or something.”

“Do we have to?”

“Come on. At least you’re going to get to see everything while we have our fun. And if Dan doesn’t get to see everything too then we’re not doing this.”

“Fine,” the guy said after a long moment where he seemed to be considering whether or not getting with my wife was worth all this trouble.

But of course he was going to go along with this. Getting with my wife was always going to be worth it. I didn’t know a straight man alive who wouldn’t want to do whatever he could to get in her pants.

“There we go,” Annie said, walking to the other side of the room and turning on a lamp on the other end of the bed.

That bathed the room in a soft light that wasn’t too harsh. It was also more than enough to illuminate everything happening on the bed without bathing the whole room in light.

My breath caught as I got a good look at what was happening in there. My Annie, the love of my life, the mother of our children, stood there totally naked as that guy was still mostly clothed on the bed.

It was astounding. I drank in every curve of her body, but it was like I was seeing her through new eyes tonight.

Because I was seeing her through new eyes tonight. I’d heard other people talking about this aspect of the fantasy. How watching your wife with another man was, oddly enough, a way to reignite the passion in your relationship because it was like you were seeing your spouse for the first time all over again.

I thought she was beautiful no matter what, don’t get me wrong. I was still turned on every time I looked at her.

It’s just that this was different. As I stared at her now I was looking at her and imagining what this guy was seeing.

Maybe he’d been talking like this was the kind of thing he did all the time in that video, but that didn’t mean he was being blase about getting to see my wife naked. No, I watched him and saw that he was drinking in her every curve in the same way I was.

He couldn’t get enough of her, and that was enough to get my cock twitching all over again.

I’d seen plenty of guys checking her out over the years. It was one of the quiet ways I’d found to indulge my fantasy without letting on that I was indulging in a fantasy I’d been terrified to share with my wife for most of our lives.

But now… This was way more intense than any of those times I’d seen other men checking her out. This was a man who saw something he wanted, and he was going to take it.

“Is everything to your satisfaction, Annie?” he said, and his voice carried an interesting note. Like he was amused that she was being so particular about making sure I got to see everything.

“I think everything is, yeah,” she said.

She stared at the guy in turn, and if anything that was even more intense than seeing him looking at her.

Because when she looked at him I saw the kind of look I dreamed about seeing from her. I’d seen her look at me with that kind of lust before, sure, but this was different.

We’d been married long enough that the instances where I saw her looking at me like that had started to get few and far between.

It was just one of those things that happened when you were married. It’s not like the spark was wearing off. It’s just that we were familiar with one another.

And that familiarity meant it was rare I got that kind of look from my wife. Only in this case…

Well, she was looking at this new guy with the kind of unbridled lust I hadn’t seen from her since the days when we first started dating. Which sent another one of those shuddering shivers running through me as I tried to keep it under control.

One thing was for damn sure. I was glad I'd argued for getting one of the big phones the last time we went to upgrade. At least I got a sort of nice view. My one regret was I hadn't thought to set up any sort of screen recording software ahead of time that would allow me to save it for later.

Whatever. I returned my attention to the room.

The guy patted the bed next to him. And then Annie did something that really had my cock twitching. She climbed up onto the bed, and she started crawling across it towards him on all fours.

The room was set up pretty much the same as the one I was in, and it looked like it was a king-sized bed the same as what I had. Which meant she had plenty of room to crawl across. Only he stopped her before she could climb on top of him.

I wanted to cry out for him to let her continue, damn it, but I didn't dare.

I wasn't sure if she'd muted the phone or if they’d be able to hear me, and the last thing I wanted to do was interrupt their fun by saying something that might put an end to all the fun before it really started.

So I licked my lips and stared.

"What are you doing?" Annie asked, and her voice was clear as it carried across the room.

The guy merely stared at her. There seemed to be some sort of unspoken communication going between the two of them, and it made me wonder what had passed between them before that they were already doing the whole unspoken communication thing.

It also sent a flash of raging jealousy running through me. I didn't want her to have an unspoken communication thing with some random guy she'd just met in a hotel bar, damn it.

"What are you doing, Daddy?"

My cock twitched again. What the fuck was this? Why the fuck was she calling him Daddy?

That was something she'd tried a couple of times with me, but usually when we were obviously joking around with one another. Usually she was trying to get a rise out of me, because she knew I found it to be deeply creepy when she said something like that considering we had two children who called me that.

Only with this guy it was different. Primal. And it nearly had me coming in my pants!

“What are you doing, Annie?” I muttered.

I thought maybe I saw her glance in my direction. It was only for a moment, and I might’ve been imagining things. Hell, it might’ve been that she was simply glancing in my direction to double check everything was working.

Then she was back to staring at the guy.

“What do you want, Daddy?” she asked, sending another twitch running through me.

“A pretty woman like you. I think you know exactly what I want,” he said.

She licked her lips, looking at him. At his cock.

Then she leaned down and started rubbing her face all over the bulge in his pants. Like she couldn’t get enough of it.

Holy shit. She hadn’t done that with me in forever.

Like I’d almost forgotten about it, it’d been so long since she did that. But she was rubbing her cheeks and her lips all over this guy’s bulge, and then she leaned down and wrapped her lips around something.

It was difficult to tell exactly what it was she was wrapping her lips around. He had his pants on still, after all. But I got the impression his cock head was somewhere in there, and that’s what she was going after.

He groaned, leaning back. I couldn’t get a good view of his face, but I had a pretty good idea that his eyes were rolling into the back of his head at that moment.

I could see the grin on his face, at least. That was the kind of self-satisfied grin that said he was really enjoying himself.

She looked up at him.

“Is that what Daddy wants?”

“I want much more than that, Darling,” he said. “I need to feel those married lips around my cock. The next time your husband kisses you, I want him to know another man blew his load on those pretty lips.”

She bit her lip. The quality on this video really was incredible. Then she glanced over to the phone.

I would’ve given a pretty penny to know what was running through her head in that moment.

Was she turned on? Did she enjoy doing this? Or was she pissed off at me for putting her in this situation where she felt obligated to blow another man?

The time for communication was long past, though. It’s not like there was anything I could do about it other than watch.

Besides. I figured she was partly to blame. After all, she was the one who’d decided to go up to this asshole’s hotel room.

“I want to give Daddy what he wants,” she said.

It was simple. Matter of fact. She was going to give this guy what he wanted. And the unspoken implication was clear. She was going to give me what I wanted, too, whether or not I actually wanted it!


Chapter 31

Unsure
Annie


Iworked at his belt buckle, then the button, and finally pulled down the zipper.

I considered doing something showy like trying to pull down his zipper with my teeth, but my own experience with doing that sort of thing prevented me from going through with it.

The last time I tried something like that with Dan I ended up looking like an idiot rather than sexy or seductive. He’d been curious about what I was doing, and then we’d both devolved into laughter when it became clear it wasn’t working quite how I’d intended.

I pulled his pants down slightly, revealing a pair of boxer shorts that, appropriately enough, had little hearts all over them.

I smiled, but kept myself from laughing. I figured laughter would pull us out of the moment, and I didn’t want that.

“Yeah, that’s it, Annie,” he groaned, staring down at me.

I looked up at him and felt a surge of something new. I was still turned on, don’t get me wrong, but this was different.

This was a surge of power. It was an intense feeling, knowing I could do this to a man. That he was putty in my hands, and all because I was down here between his legs.

It was starting to awaken something in me I hadn’t felt since back in my college days right after I graduated. Back before I met Dan.

It was the power of knowing I could have any man I wanted. That he desired me so much that he was willing to go to the risk of fucking me even when my husband was the next room over and could bust down one of the doors at any moment if he so desired.

Of course I didn’t think that was the kind of thing Dan was likely to do, but still. This guy didn’t know that.

I leaned forward and wrapped my mouth around his cock through his boxers, savoring the power.

It was a musty taste. Similar to other dicks I’d sucked before, but different at the same time. They were all different, of course, for all that it had been more than a decade since I’d had any cock but my husband’s in my mouth.

I quickly pulled down his boxers, not bothering to pull down the rest of his pants. I was that turned on.

I looked up at him and locked eyes. That always seemed to be something men enjoyed. He stared down at me, licking his lips.

Maybe he’d been the one calling the shots at first, but it was clear I was in control now. That he was in the same position as every other man who’d ever looked down at a beautiful woman who was about to put their dick in her mouth.

Look at me. I’m the captain now.

I giggled just a little.

“I hope it isn’t that funny,” he said, sounding indignant.

I looked up at him again and smiled.

“Sorry. I was just thinking of something.”

“Okay,” he said, frowning.

Then I pulled his cock out, and my eyes went wide.

It was another one of those things where I’d been with my husband for so long that I’d almost forgotten what it was like to see different sized cocks. It’s not like he was porn star huge, but he was definitely big.

Not to mention I remembered some of what Dan told me about his fantasies. I remembered some of the lines I’d seen from the cheesy porns he’d showed me to give me an idea of exactly what he wanted out of this fantasy.

“Oh my God. You’re so big!” I said.

“You’re damn right I’m so big,” he grunted, thrusting his cock up towards my face.

Well then. It would appear he didn’t lack for confidence. Not that I minded, though I could’ve done without him thrusting his cock up towards my face.

“Suck that dick like the good little cocksucker you are, Annie,” he said. “Show your husband what a slut you are.”

I glanced over to the phone. I’d made sure to put it on mute before I went ahead with the fun.

Part of me didn’t want to hear any commentary from my husband. Another part of me was afraid that if I didn’t mute the phone then there was a good chance he might say something like he didn’t want to keep doing this.

And I really didn’t want to put an end to the fun. Not yet.

I leaned down and wrapped my lips around his cock. It felt different in my mouth. I hadn’t even realized how familiar I was with my husband’s dick until I put my mouth on another man’s cock.

It also sent a forbidden thrill running through me. It ran from the top of my head where my scalp tingled like I was getting a massage down to the tips of my toes. It ran through me like a wave of shivers.

I couldn’t stop myself. Before I realized it, I was buried down to his pubic hair. His cock was in the back of my throat, and I worked it a couple of times.

That was a trick I’d learned a long time ago. Back before I even met Dan.

It seemed appropriate that I’d bust out that move again now that I was getting with another man. It’d always impressed the guys I dated back when I was still dating, after all.

This wasn’t dating, but it was an occasion to break out the big guns and try to impress.

“Holy shit, Annie,” he said. “You really are a champion cock sucker!”

I ignored that. I had to concentrate. I pulled up, taking a deep breath, and then went down again.

I did that over and over, reveling in the delicious sinful sensation of having complete and total control over this man I barely knew.

I concentrated on moving up and down, even as I wondered what this must look like from Dan’s perspective as he watched through the phone connection.

Was this everything he’d wanted? Had he fantasized about seeing his wife on all fours in front of another man bouncing her head up and down on his cock?

Was he regretting going through with this? Or was it everything he’d ever dreamed of, and then some?

I had no way of knowing, but I enjoyed it, and so I kept right on sucking his dick.

I pulled up, running my tongue around his cockhead a few times. He took in another sharp breath, staring down at me. Looking deep into my eyes.

“Baby, I didn’t know you were going to be this good, but I’m close.”

He was close. I glanced around, my eyes searching for something I could use to spit out his come. And then I thought of something even better.

It was something Dan was obsessed with, for all that I didn’t like to do it all that often because of the cleanup involved. But I figured if ever there was a special occasion, this was it.

So I pulled off of his cock, making sure to continue working it up and down.

“What are you doing?” he asked, his voice coming out in a strangled gasp.

“What does it look like I’m doing? I’m getting you off.”

“Usually you don’t stop when you’re getting a man off, honey,” he said.

“Stand up,” I said, hopping off the bed.

I glanced over to the camera again. I had the screen facing me. The better to get an angle where I was sure I was showing my husband everything.

I got down on my knees, and my new friend stood in front of me, grinning down.

Okay then. It looked like he finally realized what was going on here. He wasn’t a total idiot.

“Holy shit,” he said. “Your wife really is a little minx in the sack!”

He had no idea. I was going to give both of them the thrill of a lifetime.

Well, maybe I wasn’t going to give him the thrill of a lifetime. On the one hand I was pretty sure most guys enjoyed doing what I was about to let him do to me. On the other hand he seemed like the kind of guy who’d been around the block a few times, so it might not be the big deal for him that it was for my husband.

Either way, he quickly hopped to his feet as I got down on my knees in front of him. I’d gotten his attention.

“There we go,” I said.

I shifted so we were giving the camera a nice profile view of everything that was happening. I wanted to make sure Dan got a good view of everything, after all.

“You’re going to have to work on that, little lady,” he said, grinning down at me. “You gave me enough time to lose some of the excitement.”

“Don’t you worry about the excitement, old man,” I said, looking up at him and winking.

He blinked and frowned. It was a subtle movement, but it was definitely there. He didn’t like me calling him an old man.

Well that was tough shit, because that’s exactly what he was. That was part of the appeal for me in this moment, though, so what the fuck ever.

I wrapped my lips around his cock again, and once more I was going down on him like my life depended on it. Or maybe like it was one of the most delicious meals I’d ever had the pleasure of enjoying.

Whatever it was, I was enjoying the fuck out of going down on this guy. It was definitely out of character, but that only added to the fun.

Up and down I went. I listened to his groans and moans. I also felt a thrill running through me as I felt the power of knowing there were two men who were ridiculously turned on seeing what I was doing to this man.

But that wasn’t all I was going to do here tonight. No, I figured if I was going to give my husband a show then I was going to give him a show, if you catch my meaning. Even if that show involved doing something I hardly ever let him do.

Was that a little unfair to him? Maybe.

Also? I’d totally been doing some reading on his little fantasy. I was well aware that one of the things men with this fantasy got off on was the idea of their wife doing something with other men that they’d never do with their husbands.

I figured it was a humiliation thing or something. I didn’t have time to dig into it too much. Only to know that this would probably really do something for him.

I felt his cock start to twitch in my mouth. He groaned and moved a hand down, no doubt to try and keep me in place, and I reached up and slapped it away before he had a chance to pull off what he was trying to pull off.

I did pull off of his cock though. I looked up at him as I jerked it and winked at him while wagging my finger at him with my free hand.

“Naughty Daddy,” I said. “You don’t want to ruin your chances with me, do you?”

“I don’t want to ruin my chances with you,” he groaned, looking down to where I was jerking his cock up and down.

I’d found that a lot of guys didn’t really care for the whole handjob thing, but they were more than happy to go along with it if the lube I used was my own saliva.

“I’m going to let you do something I almost never let my husband do,” I said, locking eyes with him.

“What’s that?” he asked, locking eyes with me in turn.

“I’m going to let you come all over my pretty little face,” I said, turning to look at the phone still facing me from across the room. “I hardly ever let him do that, but I figure you deserve it since you’ve already convinced me to come up here.”

He groaned one final time. Something warm and wet landed against my shoulder. I looked down and had a There’s Something About Mary moment as I stared at the white milky substance on my shoulder and wondered what that could possibly be.

Then another one landed on my neck. I looked up to see his cock twitching and erupting.

What could I do? I told him I was going to let him come all over my face, so I’d better let him come all over my face! I leaned forward and really got into it, letting out the kind of ridiculous moans that were usually reserved for a porno where some actress was really earning her paycheck by going over the top.

“Yeah, that’s it,” I said. “Bathe me in your come. I want to feel it all over me!”

I squeezed my eyes shut and felt it landing on my face and in my hair. Everywhere it hit there was something warm and sticky, and I knew I was going to have a hell of a time getting all of that off me when the fun was over.

It was going to be a cold shower for sure. That was the only way to reliably get that stuff out of hair.

My new partner continued to groan as he blasted load after load all over my body, but eventually it came to an end.

I finally opened my eyes when I was pretty sure I didn’t have to worry about him getting anything in my eyes or up my nostril. I’d heard horror stories from girlfriends who’d dealt with both of those situations before, and I really didn’t want that to happen to me tonight.

Finally I looked up at my new companion for the night. He was staring down at me and grinning, looking like he was having an even better time than before when I was sucking his dick.

“That was incredible,” he said. “You really are a naughty little minx!”

“Thanks, I try,” I said, smiling up at him. “Now I just hope the audience watching at home enjoyed it.”

It was right about that moment that I got my answer: someone pounding on the door that separated this room from the one next door.

Shit. If Dan was in there then I figured him pounding on the door couldn’t mean anything good.


Chapter 32

Seeing Red
Dan


“No fucking way,” I muttered as I stared at the screen in my hands. “There’s no way she’s going to let that asshole do something like that.”

I couldn’t believe it. I’d known what she was talking about the moment she said she was going to do something she almost never let me do.

I knew it because it was something I had to beg and plead for, and even then it wasn’t a guarantee. It was something I thought was so fucking hot, and she’d always been adamant that wasn’t something that was happening on the regular. Not even her loving husband who gave her two amazing children.

Something about hearing a couple of horror stories from some of her friends who’d had a bad experience with guys coming on them and getting that stuff in their eyes and their nose. Apparently it stung like a motherfucker.

Who knew?

And now there she was on her knees in front of some strange asshole she’d never met before tonight, and she was about to give him the keys to the kingdom.

It was another one of those situations where part of me was horrified at the thought of her doing something with this guy she wasn’t willing to do with me. Yet another part of me was more turned on than I think I’d been in a good long while.

“Don’t you fucking do it,” I hissed at the phone in my hand, as though that was somehow going to change what was about to happen.

She was down on her knees in front of him. I took a couple of screenshots of that.

I figured I couldn’t save a copy of the video from this naughty call, but I could get some screenshots. Sure they might be a little blurred, but what the fuck ever.

All I cared about was having a memory of this moment, even if it was something that made me want to burst through the walls and beat the shit out of this guy because he was getting something from my wife I’d never been able to get.

She started jerking him off. She was pretty good about that. She’d told me a couple of times that she found guys were a lot more willing to get a handjob if it started with a little bit of sucking.

Like they usually forgot they were supposed to be getting a blowjob, they were so busy thinking about the beautiful woman down on her knees in front of them holding their dick and making them feel incredible.

She was using that trick on this guy, too, and he didn’t seem to care.

Then again, I wouldn’t mind if I was just getting a handjob from my wife under these circumstances. Not if I knew she was going to let me blow a load all over her face.

She looked over at her phone and smiled, and that was the moment when it happened.

I took a screenshot and prayed to whatever higher power might be listening that it worked. It was one of those things where the combination of timing and the relatively tiny cell phone screen might make getting the shot impossible.

More and more of his load flew out and landed on my wife. She seemed oblivious to it at first, but then she surprised me again by turning to face him and really leaning into it.

I couldn’t believe that was my Annie doing something like that. She’d been so adamant that she hated it and only did it grudgingly with me.

It was a turn on that she was doing that with someone she’d never met, that she was giving that to someone who wasn’t her husband, but it also enraged me.

It’s not like I could do a damn thing but watch, though. What else could I do but watch? This is what I’d fantasized about for so long, and I wasn’t going to miss a moment even as I was continually pressing the buttons on the phone to take screenshots of every moment.

Finally it was over and my wife was down on her knees in some strange hotel room looking up at this strange man she’d decided to get with tonight.

Seeing her there bathed in another man’s come was too much for me.

Sure I still took a couple of screenshots. I was pissed off, but I wasn’t an idiot. This was going to be jerk off material for a good long time, thank you very much. Even if I was also pissed off to the point I was ready to break something.

I looked over to the doors separating the two rooms. Yeah, that looked like something I could break.

So I walked over and started pounding on the door. I didn’t care if I was making a scene. I didn’t care if I was breaking the unspoken agreement we had going between the two of us. I didn’t care that other people in the hotel might hear me pounding on the door and call security or something.

No, all I cared about was I needed to get through that door. I wasn’t sure if it was because I needed to beat the shit out of someone, or if it was because I needed to see my wife covered in another man’s come.

Either way, I needed to be in there, damn it.

“I know you’re in there, Annie! Let me in!” I said, still pounding on the door.

I really hoped if anyone was out there to hear this then they’d assume I’d been locked out or something. Not that I believed that. There was an angry tenor to the way I was pounding on the door that would make it pretty clear to anyone listening that whoever was pounding on the door was good and pissed off.

I also wasn’t sure if they’d let me in. It’s not like I could do anything short of actually breaking down the door, and I wasn’t even sure about that.

There were usually two doors in these hotels, after all. By the time I got through one of them they could’ve called the cops and had me taken care of. Damn it. There was nothing I could fucking do even as my wife was giving herself over to another man, and I fucking hated it.

“Annie!” I shouted again. “Let me in there! I need to…”

The door flew open and I blinked. I found myself facing the man who’d seduced my wife, and he didn’t look at all worried.

Sure he gave me a quick up and down, but it was a dismissive sort of up and down. That pissed me off even more.

I could totally take this old motherfucker. He didn’t need to look at me like that.

“Dan, I presume?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said, glancing around the room and taking everything in.

The situation was a touch ridiculous. He stood there with his cock out. It was still slick with my wife’s saliva, and I was pretty sure with the way things were going it was also going to be slick with her pussy juices before the night was over.

Assuming I couldn’t get her to stop all this right here and now. I didn’t really like my chances considering how things had been going.

“So do you want to come in and join us?” he asked. “You look like you could use a drink.”

He smiled. It was a disarming sort of smile, and I suddenly had a pretty good idea of exactly why it was Annie had fallen to this asshole’s charms.

“Um. I guess?”

I wanted to be pissed off. I wanted to go in there with fists flying, but there was something that stopped me.

I wasn’t sure if it was because this prick was being so genteel about letting me into the room where he’d been getting a blowie from my wife, or if it was because there was still a part of me that didn’t want this fantasy to end.

Even if I was more pissed off than I’d ever been in my life. I was also more turned on than I’d ever been in my life, and that was the problem.

“You know Annie, of course,” he said, walking over to the hotel minibar and pouring me something brown in one of the provided glasses. He handed it over and I took it, downing the whole thing.

“Yeah, we’ve met,” I said, looking over to my wife.

She was still down on her knees. She looked a little more nervous than she had when she was calling the shots on the video call, but she also held her head up and gave me the sort of look that I knew meant she wasn’t going to be apologizing for anything.

“Dan,” she said. “You didn’t have to pound the door like that. The whole floor is going to wonder what the fuck is going on in here.”

“Sorry about that,” I said, blushing. “But honestly. What did you expect to happen? What are you doing coming up here with this guy like that?”

“What does it look like, you idiot. I’m giving you everything you ever wanted, even if you’re too much of an idiot to realize that’s what I’m doing.”

I stared at her. She stared right back at me. It was the sort of challenging look that said she wasn’t going to back down, and I loved that she was still the strong and confident woman I’d married all those years ago.

Also? It totally hit me in that moment.

Everything I’d been avoiding thinking about this entire time. Every dark thought lurking in the back of my mind telling me this was my fault. It all came crashing down in that instant and I realized I really was the architect of my own demise here tonight.

I was the one who told her about the fantasy. I was the one who got her worked up. I was the one who needled her and prodded her until she was willing to come out to a hotel and give me what I wanted.

And now I was coming in here with the audacity to get mad at my wife for giving me everything I wanted?

Talk about stupid.

I rushed across the room. I pressed against her, not caring that she had another man’s come on her chest. I moved in and kissed her, not caring that she’d just been blowing another man and had his come all over her face.

No, all I cared about in that moment was that she was my wife, she’d done this amazing thing for me, and I wanted to let her know that it was all okay. That the temporary insanity that took over when I thought about her letting another man blow a load all over her face was gone, replaced by the love that was deep and abiding and always there for her.

As fucked up as it was that I loved her more than ever now that she was being unfaithful!


Chapter 33

Watching
Dan


“Well now. Isn’t this a nice reconciliation?”

I ignored our new friend as I pulled away from kissing my wife. When I looked at her I didn’t think she’d ever looked more beautiful than in that moment. She was perfect to me.

She smiled back at me. There was a part of her that looked uncertain. It reminded me of the time I’d pulled the veil off her face and gotten a good look at her the first time we saw each other at our wedding.

There’d been that same look then. A hint of uncertainty that said she didn’t know what the future held, but she was going to face it with me.

That was there now. We didn’t know what the future held for either of us considering everything we’d just done, but the important thing was we were going to face it together.

“So did you ever get a name from this guy?” I asked, nodding towards him.

“I didn’t,” she said, giggling. “He insisted that I should just call him Daddy, and wouldn’t give me any other name.”

I snorted out a laugh right along with her. I could see why she thought the whole thing was so funny. It also explained why she’d been calling him Daddy all night, which seemed just a touch ridiculous to me.

I looked over to him and stood. I walked over, and for a moment he flinched away. Like maybe he was worried he was going to have some trouble from the jealous husband who didn’t appreciate what was happening with his wife.

I held a hand out. He eyed it like he didn’t know what to make of this.

Finally, tentatively, he held his hand out and we shook. His grip was strong, but that was hardly a surprise. He looked like he took care of himself.

“Never did like the part where I have to deal with a potentially angry husband,” he muttered, looking away like he was embarrassed to even be in this situation in the first place. “You never know how it’s going to go.”

“Really?” I asked.

“Let’s just say there’ve been a couple of times when I’ve had to sneak out a hotel window to get away from someone who was looking for a little bit of revenge,” he said.

I glanced over to the window. It had a lovely view of the city beyond.

“Yeah, something tells me you’re not going to want to try and escape out the window here,” I said, laughing.

He laughed right along with me. “Yeah, something tells me that would be a bad idea.”

I looked over to Annie. She still looked uncertain. Unsure of herself. Well I was about to do away with some of that uncertainty.

I hoped.

“So it looks like I interrupted the two of you,” I said, grinning at her. “I don’t want the two of you to stop on my account.”

Her eyes went wide. “Are you serious?”

“Of course I’m serious,” I said. “You’ve already gone this far. Why not take it all the way?”

The dude standing in front of me did a double take at that. I’m not sure what he was expecting from me barging in here all pissed off and looking ready to kill somebody, but inviting him to continue where he’d left off clearly wasn’t it.

“You sure about that?” he asked.

“Why wouldn’t I be sure about that?”

He glanced over to the door between rooms. From the thousand-yard stare he had as he looked at it, I imagined he was thinking of me breaking the thing down or something.

“You seemed a little upset at the idea of your little lady having some fun, is all,” he finally said.

“Yeah, well this fantasy is something I’ve been dreaming about for years,” I said. “And I’m not going to give up on it just because of something silly like losing my head for a little while.”

The guy turned his attention back to me. He looked me up and down, and it wasn’t the kind of pleasant up and down look he’d been giving Annie all night. No, when he looked at me like that I got the distinct feeling he was sizing me up and trying to figure out if he’d be able to take me in a fight.

I did the same with him. He was a little older, but it looked like he spent plenty of time working out.

Which made sense. He wouldn’t be able to attract Annie’s interest if he wasn’t the kind of guy who spent time at the gym on the regular. I didn’t like to toot my own horn, but she definitely had a type and it wasn’t the kind of person who sat in front of their computer playing video games all night long in between brushing Cheeto dust off their gut.

“Well if you’re sure,” he said with a grunt.

“Oh come on now, Daddy,” Annie said.

I shivered at that. Usually when she tried to talk like that it drove me wild, and not in the good way. No, I knew she was doing it because she knew I didn’t like it and she got some sort of perverse pleasure out of weirding me out.

With this guy it was different, though. With this guy I knew she was saying it because she wanted him to throw her down on the bed and fuck her to within an inch of her life while her husband watched.

The guy stood a little taller at that. Like he was getting some of his mojo back.

“Yeah, well that’s more like it,” he said, glancing to me. “As long as you can promise you’re not going to shoot me in the back or something while I’m distracted.”

“Don’t even own a gun,” I said. “But if you hurt her then we’re going to have a problem.”

“Oh don’t you worry about that,” he said, walking over to my Annie who was still down on her knees on the floor.

She looked up at him, and the look she hit him with was pure sex. It was the kind of look that made a man glad to be alive, and it made me glad I was with a woman as beautiful as she was.

Even if I was loaning her out for the evening, as it were.

He looked down at her. She looked up at him. They seemed to be having an unspoken conversation, but that was just fine with me. I enjoyed watching my wife having that back and forth, as fucked up as it was.

“So are you ready to take this all the way?” he asked.

She hesitated. Which surprised me. She’d been so willing to throw herself at this guy every other time tonight. She was the one who decided to run off with some strange man as though it was nothing.

And now she hesitated? Now that I’d decided I was totally okay with this, and basically gave her permission?

I reminded myself that her fucking someone else wasn’t my permission to give, though. No, she had to decide on her own whether or not she wanted to take the final step. To commit the ultimate sin in our married life.

She glanced over to me. It was another one of those looks that spoke volumes. It was the sort of look where she was asking me a question even as she also seemed unsure of what she wanted that answer to be.

I smiled and nodded. I’d be fine with whatever choice she made, and I hoped she realized that and was okay with it.

She looked up to our new friend again, and then she reached out and grabbed his cock.

“Fuck,” I hissed.

It was intense watching my wife holding another man’s cock in her hand. No, in her hands. It quickly became apparent that just the one hand wasn’t going to cut it.

He also got hard surprisingly fast. I’d heard dudes were supposed to slow down as they got older. It was something I worried about from time to time in the back of my head, for all that I didn’t think I was old enough to have to worry about that sort of thing just yet.

“So what do you want from me, Daddy?” she asked, arching her eyebrow as she stared up at him.

“I think you know exactly what I need from you, Annie,” he said, smiling down at her.

He reached down and really surprised me by grabbing her under the arms and picking her up like she weighed nothing. Which had me reconsidering whether or not I might be able to take him if it came to fighting our way out of the hotel room.

Not that I was all that worried that it would come to that.

He tossed her down to the bed. She bounced once, then finally came to rest with her legs spread to either side. It was a lewd sight seeing my wife lying there with her pussy on display for another man.

It was also clear how turned on she was. I’d seen her this turned on before, sure, but it was still a sight to behold. Especially when we were usually trying to get it done as quickly and quietly as possible so we didn’t have to worry about the kids walking in on us.

For all that we’d kept the doors locked for years. That was a lesson we only had to learn once.

The guy turned and looked at me as he kicked off the rest of his clothes and stood there naked, barrel chested and giving off some serious “Sean Connery in his prime” vibes. He seemed to know he had it, too, as he looked between me and my wife.

I wondered how many times he’d done something like this. He made it sound like this was something he’d done on the regular in that video, after all.

“Are you ready for your fantasy to be fulfilled, buddy?” he asked.

I licked my lips. I don’t think this was the kind of thing someone could ever truly be ready for, but I was as ready as I was ever going to be.

“I’m not going to try to kick the shit out of you for fucking her, if that’s what you’re asking,” I finally said, trying to smile and take some of the tension out of the moment.

I don’t think I did a very good job of it. He merely smiled again, looking for all the world like he knew he was in control now, and then hopped on the bed and moved between Annie’s legs.

This was it. I held my breath as I watched, wondering what was going to happen next and knowing it was going to end with another man fucking my wife!


Chapter 34

Between the Legs
Annie


Iheld my breath as he fell down on the bed and looked at me. Then his eyes moved down and it was pretty fucking clear he was staring at my pussy.

He licked his lips, then his eyes darted back up to me.

“So are you ready for the time of your life?” he asked.

“I am,” I said, smiling and turning to look at Dan. He smiled and gave me another one of those reassuring nods that told me I was doing the right thing here, for all that it didn’t feel like I was doing the right thing here.

I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was cheating on my husband. That I was committing the kind of transgression no married woman should.

Though I also figured it was a little too late to be worrying about that.

“The things I’m going to do to you,” he muttered, moving his attention back to my pussy. “But first I think I’m going to have a little taste.”

I shivered at that. Dan went down on me, sure, but it wasn’t something we had time for all that often. It was one of those things where we were always being rushed because there were always kids demanding something.

Honestly it was a wonder the species ever managed to propagate considering people should only be able to have the one kid. After that it became much more difficult to find some quiet time to fuck, in my experience, for all that we managed to sneak it in.

He moved forward and started kissing along my thighs. Then he was licking along my thighs, groaning like he was enjoying a delicacy.

Maybe it was a delicacy for him. I liked to think I took good care of myself. I wondered how long it’d been since he’d been with a woman as hot as me. That might be a little self-centered, but it also sent another thrill running through me.

Those thrills seemed to be happening more and more as the night went on. It was enough to make me think we should try to do something like this again, and soon.

I wondered what Dan would think of that. If he’d change his tune about this fantasy after tonight.

This guy continued up my legs until he was almost to my pussy. I let out a quiet moan as he got closer to the goal. I’d been through a lot tonight, I was turned on, and I figured I deserved to have a little bit of fun myself.

I was even to the point where I didn’t care that I’d be having that fun on another man’s tongue. No, all I wanted was to get off, damn it.

I bucked my hips up and tried to get my pussy closer to those lips. I suddenly felt some solidarity with Dan when I was moving down there to give him a blowjob and he started thrusting his cock at me.

It was something that’d annoyed me at first, but I’d gotten used to it. Now I understood what he was going through, because I’d never wanted some head more than I did in this moment and I wasn’t getting it, damn it.

He seemed to sense that I wasn’t getting what I wanted, too, and he did the single most frustrating thing I could think of. He kissed up my thigh until he was almost to my pussy, then he jumped across and was kissing down my thigh.

Down my thigh.

Away from my pussy.

I reached down and grabbed his hair. I tried to pull him back on target, but the problem with that was guys didn’t have enough hair to really grab hold of like when guys were grabbing at my hair.

Seriously. I’d had a couple of guys who did that back in high school and college. The first time it happened I went with it, and after that it was a quick trip to Noblowjobsville for any guy who tried it.

Which meant it was a testament to how desperate I was that I was trying it now with this guy.

He looked up at me and winked. There was a twinkle in his eye that said he was enjoying every moment of teasing me. I found myself wondering who was really the one holding all the cards here if I was so desperate to feel his tongue on my pussy.

“Don’t be too eager, my darling,” he said. “I’ll be up there before you know it.”

“I need you between my legs now,” I hissed.

I glanced over to Dan again. I was suddenly self-conscious about saying stuff like that. Mostly because I actually meant it and wasn’t just saying that to turn him on.

It was a surprising turn of events.

Dan, for his part, merely shivered and moved closer to the bed. He seemed like he was trying to get the best view possible.

“Good things come to good girls who wait,” Daddy said, grinning up at me as he bit my inner thigh.

And when I say he bit it, I mean he really bit it. When he came away I saw a red mark there. I tightened my grip on his hair to let him know I didn’t appreciate that, but I heard a sharp intake of breath from Dan.

I looked over at him and he was staring at that spot where I’d just been bit. No doubt he was thinking about whether or not this guy was going to leave a mark.

“If that leaves a mark…”

“What are you going to do about it?” he said, still grinning as he continued kissing back and forth between my thighs without actually getting down to business. “I’m going to be long gone by tomorrow and just a memory for you.”

I licked my lips. He was just going to be a memory. It occurred to me that I didn’t know anything about this guy.

“Are you sure…”

I paused, glancing over to Dan. Now didn’t seem like the greatest time to suddenly have reservations about fucking a random stranger. Especially since I’d done this sort of thing a few times back in the day, for all that I looked back on those days and knew what an idiot I was for fucking random strangers.

“What’s the problem, my darling Annie?” he asked.

“It just occurred to me that… We don’t know if…”

His grin got even wider. He looked over to Dan and then back to me.

“So I’m guessing this isn’t something they cover in any of the stories your husband likes to read to get his rocks off, is it?”

“What are you talking about?” Dan asked, clearly confused as he finally came into the conversation.

Our new friend finally hit the mark. He moved between my legs and pressed his lips against mine. Fireworks went off and my hips bucked up to meet him as his tongue moved out and flicked around my pussy before pulling away.

When he pulled away it was clear he had some of my pussy juice on his face. That grin never left it, either.

“What I’m talking about is your lady love here is finally realizing there are some risks inherent to the lifestyle choices the two of you have decided to make,” he said.

“What are you talking about?” Dan asked.

His hand was over his cock now. He was idly stroking it, and it was clear from his look that he wasn’t thinking about much of anything aside from getting his rocks off.

I rolled my eyes. “What we’re talking about is hooking up with a random stranger means there’s a risk of stuff.”

“Stuff,” Dan repeated.

“I can assure you I’m clean, if that helps,” the guy said. “I know you’re just taking my word for that and you don’t know me from anyone else, but I pride myself on my honesty.”

He got on his knees on the bed and actually put his hand over his heart as he said that last bit. Meanwhile I rolled my eyes.

“What was that for?” he asked.

“That was for a salesman telling me I should trust him to be honest,” I said. “I mean come on. I’ve known too many salesmen.”

“Yeah, and you know what you feel like when I do this,” he said.

He didn’t give me any warning. One moment he was up there doing his whole scout’s honor thing, and the next he was down between my legs again. Only this time he pressed his tongue up into my pussy.

Fireworks. Explosions. Every nerve ending in my body exploded at the same moment, and I pressed my hips up so that I could get more of that delicious sensation.

He ran his tongue around my clit and then up and down the slit. That was different from most other guys I’d been with, aside from Dan.

That was one of the reasons why I’d decided to stick with him and marry him, after all.

This guy clearly had the ability to learn on the fly, which was more than a bunch of guys I’d been with could say. He figured out what was working for me based on the way my body reacted, and he played me like a master playing an instrument.

“Oh fuck!” I groaned.

“Is he giving it to you, baby?” Dan asked.

I glanced over to him. Like I was looking at him, and I could tell that was my husband of fifteen years staring at me, but it was like I was in another world where I couldn’t think of what to say.

All I could think about was how good this guy’s mouth, his tongue, felt as he did his thing. And I was so turned on that it’s not like it took all that long for me to go over the edge, either.

“That’s it,” Dan whispered. “Come for me baby.”

I turned to glare at him. “Don’t be like one of those assholes in the videos you showed me who ruins everything by narrating it.”

Then I was gone. I grabbed at the sheets and squeezed my eyes shut as I threw my head back and let out a yell.

I figured I was in a hotel. I didn’t need to worry about kids overhearing us. Maybe I should worry about someone in an adjacent room listening in, but I wasn’t too worried considering the person in the room on the other side of the wall was standing in this room staring down at me urging me to be tongue fucked.

I don’t know how long it lasted. I lost track of time as wave after wave of intense pleasure coursed through me. The sheer naughtiness of what I was doing, letting another man lick my pussy, was doing it for me in a way I hadn’t felt in forever.

And I knew in that moment that there was no chance we weren’t doing this again. Dan had opened Pandora’s box, and there was no putting this back. Even if he did decide this was all too much for him.

That was just tough shit.

Finally the real world started to reassert itself. I didn’t want the real world to reassert itself, but it’s not like I had much choice.

I took in deep gasps of air. I stared at the hotel ceiling and thought about the strange twists and turns my life had taken over the past few weeks to put me in a moment where I was lying in some strange hotel room with a stranger’s tongue buried in my pussy while my husband watched.

I looked down between my legs. Our new friend smiled up at me, and this time around his face was definitely slick with my juices.

“That was fast,” he said. “I like to think I’m good, but…”

“Yeah, well tonight has been sort of crazy,” I said. “You’re getting the benefit of a hell of a lot of build up.”

“And the fun is only getting started,” he said, gesturing for Dan to join us on the bed.

I arched an eyebrow. What was his game?


Chapter 35

Invitation
Dan


It took me a minute to realize he was talking to me. When I finally realized what he was doing I blinked.

Was this guy seriously inviting me to join him with my wife? There was something deeply transgressive about that. It pissed me off and turned me on at the same time.

Which could pretty much describe everything that’d been happening since we got to the hotel bar tonight, so I figured I’d just go with it.

“Um, what are you wanting?” I asked. “Because this fantasy is strictly about watching Annie have her fun with someone else. I’m sure you’re a great guy and everything, but…”

“Get over here, you idiot,” the guy said, his voice gruff. “I’m not interested in crossing swords with you, but I am interested in letting you enjoy some of the fun.”

I licked my lips. That was awfully sporting of him, considering he was offering me something that was mine to begin with. I was the one who was supposed to be offering him Annie.

For all that she was her own person and could do whatever she damn well pleased. I tried to keep that in mind, for all that the big draw of this fantasy was “sharing” “my” wife.

“What did you have in mind?” I asked.

I still wasn’t entirely sure he wasn’t trying to pull a fast one on us. I’d heard of some guys who were into servicing the guy who was fucking their wife, but that was one aspect of this fantasy I’d never understood and never been interested in, thank you very much.

“Just get over here,” he said. “You’re one of the cool ones, so you get the full experience.”

I sighed. He seemed to know what he was doing at every other step of the way, so it’s not like I could deny a little bit of fun now that he was offering it. So I moved over to the bed.

He directed me to sit at the headboard, and I obliged. I was treated to a view of Annie perpendicular to me where he’d been going down on her, though I got the feeling that angle was going to be changing pretty damn soon.

“Now Annie, my darling, I want you to get on your hands and knees, and I want you to turn and face your loving husband there,” he said.

She looked to me for a moment. I don’t know if she was asking permission, or if maybe she simply thought it was just as ridiculous as I did that this guy was ordering her around and acting like he was the one calling the shots.

But she did follow his orders. He was right there, after all, and it’s not like we were going to have another opportunity like this.

I didn’t dare say anything that might lead to her changing her mind about tonight. Not when I wasn’t sure we were ever going to get a chance to do something like this again.

I worried that tonight would end up being the perfect storm of her being turned on from all the talk we’d been having leading up to tonight, her not being experienced enough to know when she’d gone too far, and having enough booze to provide a little bit of social lubrication.

“There you go, darling,” he said. “Now I want you to lie there and look at your husband.”

She looked me in the eyes. I don’t think I’d ever seen her give me a look as sexy as that one. There was something about knowing she was that close to fulfilling this fantasy for me.

Though at this point I got the feeling she was doing it for herself as much as she was doing it for me.

Our friend got on his knees behind her on the bed. I licked my lips, because I knew exactly what was happening at the other end of the bed. He reached down with one hand, and I figured that meant…

“I can feel his cock, baby,” Annie whispered, squeezing her eyes shut.

Then she opened them, and they were clouded with lust. She leaned forward and pressed her lips against mine.

It struck me that this was the single oddest kiss in the history of our relationship. She was on all fours over my legs, another man was getting between her legs from behind getting ready to fuck her, and we were making out like we had back when we first got to know each other and just exploring one another’s body was way more fun than getting straight to fucking.

Yet another thing that had changed with years of married life and children. It was like we were getting back to some of the old basics by enjoying this fantasy, and I wasn’t complaining!

I could sense through the kiss the exact moment another man entered my wife. Which isn’t something I ever would’ve thought possible, but here we were.

I always thought I’d be able to watch from across the room or something. I never thought it would be something I felt rather than saw.

The kiss changed. She moaned into my mouth, and her tongue stopped for a moment. Then her body started rocking back and forth as he started using my wife for his pleasure.

It had happened. Another man was inside her. Fuck!

Annie stared at me, and it was the stare of a woman who’d lost it totally and completely. She licked her lips as she stared, and then she opened her mouth and started moaning.

I’d heard my wife moaning like that before, sure, but there was something about hearing it while another man’s cock was plunging in and out of her that was different. She groaned and grunted with every thrust as he really started to pick up the pace.

“He’s fucking me, baby,” she hissed. “He’s fucking me and it’s so good. I didn’t know it could feel this good having another man fucking me like this.”

“Tell me how it feels, Annie.”

“He’s not bigger than you…”

“Excuse me?” he said from behind, though a glance up showed he had a good-natured smile. I guess he wasn’t taking offense to that.

“Sorry, but it’s true,” Annie said, looking over her shoulder and grinning. “But I’m not complaining. The way you’re using that thing is magic…”

She trailed off into another moan as she moved back and forth in time with his thrusts. She let out delighted little squeals that I don’t think I’d heard from her in quite some time.

This whole thing was definitely showing me that we were lacking in our sex life. At the very least we were going to have to focus on having more fun with each other when this was all over.

Assuming this didn’t somehow end with the end of our marriage, that is.

“Fuck he’s so good,” she hissed again.

I watched her moving back and forth. Back and forth. She licked her lips occasionally, and she squeezed her eyes shut as little twitches of pleasure ran across her face and told the story of the good time she was having letting this strange man plow her.

I looked down to her breasts. They were moving back and forth too. I always loved staring at my wife’s tits, and that was one reason why doing it doggy style had never been my favorite thing in the world.

I knew there were some people who enjoyed looking down at an ass while they were fucking a woman, but I wasn’t one of them.

“God. How are you so good?” she hissed again, looking over her shoulder.

“What’s he doing?” I asked.

I was genuinely curious. I hadn’t thought there was anything special about fucking a woman. Like I’d read about how there were different shapes and all that, and it could mean that some cocks were better suited for some pussies.

I worried about that with my Annie. What if she found some cock that was a better fit for her? I always had to go down on her to get her off. What if she found a guy who could give it to her just by fucking?

My cock was rock hard thinking about it even as my brain was spiraling into a self-destructive anxiety storm that threatened to overwhelm me even more than the arousal of the moment.

“He’s using his hands and it’s so good,” she said.

I glanced over her shoulder to look at what he was doing. Of course I couldn’t really see what he was doing from this angle, but he definitely had a hand out and down between her legs.

“What’s he doing to you baby?” I asked. “I need to hear about everything he’s doing.”

“Oh fuck,” she grunted, seemingly reaching the edge of something. I wasn’t sure what it was, but she squeezed her eyes shut and let out a few more moans as she put her head down and her whole body started to shake.

Fuck. I didn’t have to be a genius lover to know exactly what was happening. This was something I’d seen often enough that there was no mistaking what was going on.

Then the moan started. It was something that was high pitched, like a banshee wail that filled the room. We’re talking it was loud enough that I worried other people around the hotel might hear it and think someone was being murdered in here.

“Oh fuck, Dan. Fuck. I’m coming so hard!”

“Come for me, baby,” I said.

“No, come for me!” our new friend said from behind her.

“I’m coming!”

Well then. I suppose there was no mistaking what was happening now that she’d yelled that out. Not that I thought that would stop someone from calling hotel security if they were pissed off about all the noise we were making.

The shuddering went on for what felt like forever, but it didn’t last forever. It made me wish I had my phone right here so I could get a good look at everything that was happening here over and over again.

I guess I’d have to go with the mental image and hope that was something that stayed with me for the rest of my life.

She finished, but I noted that our friend behind her didn’t seem to be anywhere close to being done. I looked over Annie’s shoulder at him, and he was still back there fucking her like nothing had happened.

“You can be done now,” she said, turning to look over her shoulder and smiling. “I appreciate you waiting for me to come, though. That was good of you.”

He grinned down at her. “Who said anything about being done?”


Chapter 36

Finishing
Dan


Annie’s grin turned to an uncertain look. “What are you talking about? Don’t all guys want to get off?”

He kept doing whatever it was he was doing with his hand down between her legs. It looked like whatever he was doing was still doing something for Annie, too, because she licked her lips as she stared at me.

“He’s not stopping, Dan,” she said.

Normally that was the kind of thing that might result in a fight. Like he wasn’t stopping even if she wanted him to.

Only it took one look at my wife to realize she very much didn’t want him to stop. No, that was a look of pure lust.

“Does it feel good?” I asked.

“So good,” she said. “I don’t know what it is, but…”

She trailed off with yet another delighted squeal as he seemed to find something on her that really did it for her. Meanwhile all I could do was watch, transfixed, and wonder at what it was this guy had that I didn’t.

The feeling of inadequacy wasn’t much fun, but it was also hot.

“Fuck,” she groaned. “I need you to… What the fuck?”

I was immediately on guard. I looked behind her to see what our new friend was doing back there. I was confused, because it didn’t look like he was doing anything. He’d pulled out of her.

I could see his cock standing up straight and proud behind my wife. It was slick with her juices. I never thought looking at a cock would turn me on, but seeing another man’s dick wet with my wife’s pussy was definitely doing something for me!

“It’s time to finish,” he said, leaning down over Annie and rubbing his cock against her.

She whined and pressed her ass back against him. Like she was desperately trying to get him to press inside her instead of teasing her.

Only he didn’t look interested in what she was offering. No, he stayed back there teasing her, but that was as far as it went.

“What are you doing?” she hissed.

“What I’m doing is making sure we all have a good time here,” he said, looking up to me and winking.

“What do you mean? I thought we were all having a good time.”

“Are you having a good time, Dan?” he asked.

I swallowed. I licked my lips. I needed time to think that through even as I didn’t need any time at all to think that through.

Because there was only one answer. I hated that there was only one answer. I hated that this fantasy had this kind of hold on me. I also knew there was no stopping it.

“This is one of the hottest things that’s ever happened to me,” I said.

“I thought so,” he said. “Now we have a problem. I’m almost ready to go, but I need you to do something for me, Annie.”

She looked over her shoulder at him. Through it all she’d never moved from being on all fours. Maybe because his cock was back there, and she didn’t want to do anything that would move his cock away from her and potentially getting fucked.

“What do you want?” she asked, though it was an ask that really came out as more of a moan than anything.

“I need you to beg for my cock, little lady,” he said.

He’d leaned over so he was whispering in her ear. He was right there and I could hear what he was saying. From the way he looked at me and winked I got the feeling I was supposed to hear what he was saying.

“What?” she asked.

“You heard me,” he said. “I need you to beg for my cock.”

“I…”

“I know you want it.”

“I do.”

“So what’s wrong with doing a little begging?”

“I…”

She turned to face me. She seemed uncertain of this new development. She licked her lips as she stared at me. I wondered if she was worried about what I’d say about her begging for another man’s dick.

My cock twitched. Yeah, I felt pretty good about it. I rubbed my dick as I thought about that. Fuck!

“I’m okay with it if you are,” I said.

“Of course he’s okay with it,” our friend said. “He’s turned on by the idea of another man fucking his wife. He’ll say anything to get my dick back inside you. Won’t you, hubby?”

Again he looked at me. Though this time he didn’t wink. No, this time there was an almost predatory gleam in his eyes. I got the feeling he was going for something. I didn’t know what that something was, and I worried that the not knowing was going to result in trouble sooner rather than later.

“So beg me for it,” he said, again whispering in Annie’s ear.

It was such an intimate moment. It was such an odd moment. There he was not all that far from either of us, whispering in my wife’s ears and trying to get her to commit the ultimate betrayal.

To beg for him.

“I need it,” she said, squeezing her eyes shut as she said it.

My heart broke in that moment. My heart soared in that moment. I was filled with a conflicting mix of emotions I didn’t understand even as I’d been prepared for this for so long thanks to all the jerk off fantasies I’d had over the years imagining this moment.

“I don’t know if I believe you,” he said.

Annie opened her eyes. They went wide as she rolled them to look at him, but she didn’t move her head so she was actually looking at him. Then she hit me with a look that seemed to say “can you believe this asshole?”

I smiled and shrugged. What could we do? We were already to the point where he’d been fucking her. It seemed sort of silly to call things off now just because he was being a little forceful.

“I need your cock in me,” she said. “I need to come again.”

“Is that all you need?” he asked.

“Yes! I need your cock inside me! Now are you going to take the fucking invitation, or are you going to stand there with your dick in your hand thinking about how much you want to fuck me without actually fucking me?”

“This one definitely has some spirit to her,” he said, looking to me and winking.

Again I got the feeling there was something more going on here, but I didn’t know what his game was. Honestly I was so addled from everything that’d happened that I wasn’t exactly thinking straight to begin with.

“Beg me for it,” he said.

“Oh fuck, baby,” she moaned, and I figured that meant he’d put his cock against her pussy again. “He’s pressing his cock against me. It feels like he’s about to fuck me.”

I could only stare as he started to press into her, but again she paused and turned to look over her shoulder. It was clear she was pissed off about something.

“What the fuck are you doing?”

“What’s he doing?” I asked.

“He’s not fucking me, baby,” she said, and it was a sexy little whine that sounded like a spoiled brat who wasn’t getting what she wanted.

I marveled that my wife could turn into that in such a short amount of time. One night was all it took for us to go from “we can go have fun but this is never happening” to her on her hands and knees sticking her ass up complaining that this asshole wasn’t giving her the cock she clearly craved.

“Give it to her,” I said.

“Yeah, give it to me!” she said.

“Well now,” he said, both his eyebrows shooting up. “That’s an interesting thing. I’ve never known a wife and a husband to beg for it like that, but I’m also more than happy to oblige since you’ve asked me nicely.”

Again I could tell the exact moment he entered my wife. It was impossible not to see that moment considering the way her tits thrust forward and then back, bouncing like I’d never seen them bounce before.

Mostly because I’d never been able to see my wife getting fucked from this angle. I was always on top of her, or off to one side. I was never lying in front of her watching everything going down like this.

The thrusting really started going this time around, too. It wasn’t long before her tits were bouncing in a lewd dance that had me rubbing my cock even harder than before.

Annie looked down at my cock and licked her lips. I wondered if we were about to have a situation where we were both getting it from her at the same time, but then she looked up at me and smiled.

It was a vacant sort of smile. The kind of smile that said she was off in her own little world, and she could barely tell that it was her loving husband sitting in front of her staring at her getting the fucking of a lifetime.

She started grunting again. Those grunts quickly turned to sexy little moans. Those sexy little moans rapidly turned into loud moans where she was screaming out my name in between yelling “Yes Daddy, right there!”

“Tell me you want it,” he said.

“I want it!”

“Tell me you want me deep inside you,” he pressed.

Again he hit me with one of those smiles that said he was up to something. My brain was still too scrambled from everything that was happening to get a handle on what was about to happen, though I’d read enough stories that I don’t know that I should’ve been surprised at what happened next.

“I want you!” she shouted.

That was it. That sealed our fate.

He thrust forward one final time, his muscles tightening as he filled her. And when I say he filled her I meant he was literally filling her with his come. He groaned as he emptied himself inside her.

Annie realized, too late, exactly what was happening. Her eyes went wide and she locked them on mine. Her mouth worked, and I knew she’d gotten so lost in her lust fueled haze that she hadn’t been thinking about exactly what she was asking him to do when she said she wanted him.

He held her. I looked over my wife’s shoulder and saw him holding her in a white-knuckled grip. He wasn’t going to let go even if we asked nicely.

It was too late anyway.

She wasn’t on the pill. It just wasn’t necessary. I’d gotten the old snip snip after the last kid when we decided another one coming along wasn’t worth it.

It occurred to me that with the fucked up way things were going these days it would be difficult to take care of any problems that happened as a result of what he was doing deep in my wife.

Fuck.


Chapter 37

Reclaiming
Annie


Icouldn’t believe it. Of all the things we’d done, this was the most surprising. Another man had his cock buried deep inside me and he was blowing his load.

I wasn’t on birth control. There was no need. The stuff always messed with me in a bad way and so we’d used condoms back before Dan got snipped. I’d always thought it was the best thing ever that he was willing to do that because he wanted to do the responsible thing.

Now here we were, doing the most irresponsible thing possible. I racked my brain, wondering if it was even still possible to get Plan B or if that was something they were trying to make impossible for people to get.

I never thought it would be something I had to worry about. It’d just been a blurb in the news, and now here we were and there was a chance there was another man’s sperm swimming up inside me and finding my egg.

I was still fertile. I was pretty damn far from the change. And I didn’t want a souvenir from tonight.

Even as the thought of another man’s sperm moving deep inside me also hit something primal that didn’t have anything to do with worries or politics or any of that bullshit.

No. There was another man taking me, filling me, possibly making a baby in me, and that sent me over the edge again in a way I didn’t think was possible.

I squeezed my eyes shut and had to lay down against my husband. It seemed appropriate that I was putting my face against his rock hard cock while this happened. He was the one who put us in this situation, after all.

I never would’ve considered this before he admitted to his fantasy.

His cock pulsed against my cheek even as this stranger’s cock pulsed inside me as he filled me with his baby making juice. I let out another shudder as another wave of orgasmic pleasure washed across me.

I didn’t know what it was about that thought that was turning me on so much, but fuck was it doing it for me!

His cock kept twitching, and I wondered just how much he had in his balls. Was he pumping everything he had into me?

Then it was over just as quickly as it’d started. He pulled out of me, letting out a little chuckle as he did. I stared at my husband, not quite believing we’d actually done this. That we’d actually gone this far.

We’d gone way too far, that was for damn sure.

“Annie,” he said, then trailed off.

“Dan, I’m…”

I trailed off too. I didn’t know what to say. I’d just let another man come inside me.

I could go on about how this was Dan’s fault all I wanted, but that didn’t change the fact that I was the one who put us in this situation in the first place. I was the one who came up to this room. I was the one who basically begged this man to blow his load inside me.

Fuck.

“Fuck, Annie,” Dan said, again trailing off like he didn’t know what to say.

I figured he had every right to be pissed off. Sure he’d started it, but I’d finished it.

Then he really surprised me. A strange look came over his face and he grabbed me by the shoulders. Before I knew what was happening he’d rolled me over and was staring at my pussy.

I looked down between my legs. Sure enough, there was another man’s come leaking out of me. I hadn’t intended for that to happen, but it’d happened and now here we were.

Dan stared, almost uncomprehending, and I worried that we were on the verge of something terrible. That he was going to decide he didn’t want to be with me any longer because of my stupidity.

Then he did something that really surprised me. He let out a low growl that started somewhere deep in his throat. Like we’re talking I started to worry there might be a werewolf standing in front of me or something, as ridiculous as the notion was.

One thing was for damn sure. There was something deeply primal that was taking over in my husband’s brain as he looked at me. I could see the ancient caveman instinct starting to take over. The kind of thing that led ancient men to bonk their women over the head with a club so they could take them back to their cave and do whatever.

Which wasn’t very cool in a modern context, but it also awakened something primal deep inside me. Like I needed him to bonk me over the head with his club so he could take me back to his cave and have his way with me.

Metaphorically speaking, of course. We were in a high-rise hotel, after all. Not exactly the kind of place where you could drag someone to a cave.

Unless maybe he took me down to the basement, but I realized I was doing that thing again where I started to overthink everything because it was better than facing the consequences of what I’d just done with a total stranger.

Dan was on top of me in an instant. He stared down at me, taking in the entire view. He particularly seemed focused on my pussy. On the part where another man’s come was leaking out of me.

I shivered at that. Another man’s come was leaking out of me. Holy shit.

He let out another one of those growls. It sounded for all the world like that scene from Young Frankenstein where Peter Boyle decides he’s going to have Madeline Kahn, no matter what.

He climbed on top of me, lining up his cock to my entrance.

I paused and licked my lips, staring up at Dan. It was like my husband was right there standing over me, and yet he wasn’t there at all. I didn’t know who this stranger was who’d replaced my sweet and gentle husband, but I did know that I loved whatever the fuck had made this transformation come over him.

And if it took me doing something ridiculously stupid like letting another man fuck me, well I guess it was totally worth it.

He lined himself up. He was so hard. I blinked.

When had he even found the time to take his pants off? I didn’t know, and it wasn’t all that important. No, all I cared about was that look he was giving me. It was intense.

“You fucked another man,” he growled, pressing his cock to my pussy.

“I did,” I said.

What else was there to say? I’d been a very naughty girl.

I’d gone up to some stranger’s hotel room. I’d let him seduce me. I let him fuck me, and I let him come inside me.

There wasn’t any coming back from that. All I could do was hope that the more rational version of my husband was still willing to be with me when he was done with whatever this primal thing was. When he came back to reality and realized the full consequence of everything we’d just done.

“How could you do that?”

I looked up at him. I searched his eyes for any sign that he was genuinely pissed off. I figured it was still possible this was all part of the game going on in his head that turned him on so much.

To say that I’d been confused about my husband’s motivations over the past month or so would be the understatement of the fucking century.

“I did,” I said, wrapping my legs around him and pulling him towards me.

I figured the best way to figure out whether or not he was genuinely pissed off or indulging in this fantasy some more was to continue indulging in it. After all, he’d give up the game pretty damn quick.

He groaned as he sank inside me. As he let me pull him closer. Close enough that he was buried inside me totally and completely.

“How does that feel, baby?” I asked, staring up at him with what I hoped were a good set of “fuck me” eyes.

I’d had a few guys over the years tell me I had the kind of looks that made them want to fuck me. I wasn’t sure how true that was considering most of the guys who were telling me that were also desperately trying to fuck me in that moment, but I figured if I could use that tool in my arsenal with my husband right now then I was going to use it, damn it.

“It feels amazing,” he said, sighing and letting out a shudder.

I blinked. That was interesting. I don’t think I’d ever seen him shudder quite like that before.

And that was saying something. I’d been with him a lot over the years, after all. I liked to think I knew every intricacy of my husband when he was turned on. The fact that I was seeing something new today really told me something.

“That’s him,” I whispered. “That’s another man’s come inside me. That’s how turned on I am because I let another man come inside me.”

I figured that was the kind of thing that would either result in him going on a murderous rampage or it would turn him on. I just hoped if he did decide to go for the murderous rampage then my new friend wouldn’t leave me behind in here.

Not that I need have worried about any of that. No, he let out another groan as he pulled out and slammed inside me.

Again and again he slammed into me. My tits bounced lewdly. I heard the squishing sound as his cock mixed with another man’s come and my arousal.

I squeezed his eyes shut and enjoyed it. Was what was happening here tonight just a little fucked up? Sure, but was it really any more fucked up than anything else that’d happened to us tonight?

Definitely not.

Dan groaned over and over as he bottomed out inside me. As he fucked me like he’d never fucked me before.

That wet sound filled the room. It was incredible. The sound of three people who’d come together, quite literally, and now he was reclaiming me from this total stranger.

It was enough to even make me forget about the little problem of a strangers come moving inside my body and…

Oh fuck. That was absolutely the wrong thing to think about. Because no sooner had that thought gone dancing through my head than I was hit with one hell of an orgasm.

I guess I’d found a kink that turned me on. I mean I guess it sort of made sense.

The whole point of fucking was reproducing, after all. It only made sense that in a world where the primary purpose of fucking had moved away from reproduction, I’d get off on that sort of thing.

It was reaching back to something that was pinging the lizard brain part of my body that said this was what we were supposed to do. We were supposed to make baby, damn it, and who cared if it was a dangerous sort of babymaking that could totally torpedo our comfortable suburban life?

“Are you coming?” Dan asked.

“I am, baby,” I said, though it was difficult to say it considering I was still in the throes of the orgasmic bliss that threatened to overwhelm me.

“Are you coming thinking about me, or are you coming thinking about him?” Dan asked.

I’d like to say I paused to seriously consider that question, but I didn’t. There was no point in pausing to seriously consider that question. There was nothing to consider.

“I’m thinking about him,” I said. “I’m thinking about his come inside me.”

“It is inside you, isn’t it?”

“So deep inside me,” I said.

“I’m about to come deep inside you,” he groaned.

I looked up at him. And then he buried himself inside me, and there was just something about that moment that made it even more intense than anything else that had happened.

It was hard to explain. This was my husband. The man I’d seen that magical day when I walked down the aisle in my wedding dress. The father of my children. The man who got a vasectomy because he wanted me to be comfortable, even though most of the men in our lives and in our social group acted like he was getting castrated.

Bunch of pussies.

And as he blew that load inside me, I was hit with the most powerful orgasm of the night.

It was something of a relief that the most powerful orgasm of the night was reserved for my husband blowing his load deep inside me. That told me everything was going to be okay, somehow. That no matter how much naughty business I got up to this evening, I was always going to save the last dance for my man.

He groaned as he emptied himself inside me. I felt his cock twitching. I couldn’t actually feel his come, that seemed like the kind of thing that was reserved for books being written by men who’d never actually felt a cock coming inside them.

And then I allowed myself to get lost in a wave of pleasure. To let the naughtiness of the moment take over as I threw my head back and yelled out my husband’s name.

Then the world started to go dark, and I didn’t feel anything else for a little while.


Chapter 38

Coming Around
Annie


“Annie? Are you okay?”

I groaned, tossing my head from side to side.

“Annie are you okay?”

“I’m jealous, but I’m okay,” I said, a thin smile coming to my face as I used the old joke we’d tossed back and forth between the two of us for years.

“She’s going to be fine,” I heard Dan say.

“How can you be sure about that?” our new friend asked.

“If she’s making silly jokes like that then everything is fine,” Dan said. “Let’s say it’s experience from years of marriage.”

“I’ll take your word for it,” he said, though he still sounded a little unsure.

I could kind of understand why he was worried. After all, he’d just invited a strange woman and her husband into his room, had his way with me, and then I’d had so much fun I’d passed out.

Now there was something that’d never happened to me before. I scoured my brain trying to think of the last time I’d passed out from being fucked, and came up with a big fat nothing.

I sighed, staring up at the ceiling and feeling a surprising sense of contentment wash over my body.

“Yeah, she’s definitely going to be okay,” Dan said.

I looked over to him. He was on the bed right beside me. He grinned down at me. Then I looked to our new friend, and my eyes narrowed.

“You came inside me,” I said.

And then the enormity of what we’d just done finally hit me. I’d let this older man blow a load inside me. It’d been one of the hottest fucking things I think I’d ever done, sexually speaking, but it was also dangerous.

He started to chuckle, shaking his head. Even Dan was smiling like he wanted to laugh, but couldn’t quite bring himself to do it.

Probably because he of all people could appreciate just how dangerous I could get when I was pissed off about something.

"I don't see what's so fucking funny about any of this," I hissed.

"Yeah, I blew a load inside you," he said. "But I already told you. I'm clean. You don't have anything to worry about."

"What the fuck are you talking about?" I said, anger starting to come to my voice as I got up on one elbow and looked around.

I felt something sticky and slightly crusty on my face and chest. And now there were two loads leaking out of me down below.

I really needed to go to the bathroom and take care of that, but first I needed to think about the fucked up situation I suddenly found myself in.

"I don't recall you complaining at the time," he said, still chuckling.

"You came inside me," I said.

I know I was on repeat, but I couldn’t help myself. It seemed like the sort of point that needed to be made over and over again.

"You begged me to," he said.

"Well yeah. Because it was hot. Not because…"

I stopped talking. I didn't know what to say after that. I'd gotten carried away and I told him what I wanted. Maybe I could make an argument that a rational person would know I didn't mean I wanted him to come inside me, but…

Well, it had been hot. That'd been one of the most intense orgasms of my life, thinking he was blowing a load in my unprotected pussy.

"You liked it. Admit it," he said.

I hesitated. I almost felt like I’d be giving away too much if I admitted that I liked it. Then again, it's not like there was any way to hide how much I liked it. Not with the way my body had reacted. Not with the way I'd been screaming and begging him to come inside me.

"Damn it," I said, falling back against the bed. Luckily it was nice and soft, because I landed a little harder than I'd intended.

"You really don't have anything to worry about, darling," he said.

"And how the fuck do I not have anything to worry about?" I said, sitting up again and glaring at him. "And how dare you call me darling after what you did!"

"Easy now," he said. "I know you're a feisty one, but there's no need to get the claws out."

"There's a good chance you just knocked me up! I'm not on birth control, and you never even brought up condoms!"

"Annie," Dan started, but I cut him off with a chop of my hand.

"Don't you even think about going "Annie" at me, mister. You just sat there and let it happen! What were you thinking?"

"I was probably thinking the same thing that you were, honestly," he said with a shrug. "That was fucking hot."

I blinked. Okay. I guess he had me there, but it didn't make me any less pissed off.

"Let me ask you this," our new friend said. "Do you really think I'd travel around this fair country of ours fucking random women in hotels if I didn't have some sort of backup plan? I'm not the kind of guy who gets off on the idea of having a bunch of children all around this great nation, thank you very much. As much fun as it would be to see a baby bump on that pretty tight stomach of yours."

I shivered at his words. He was so crass as he talked so casually about knocking women up. But it was still hot.

I was really going to have to get control of this fantasy, because this could lead to some very dangerous places if it turns out getting knocked up was a fetish for me.

Damn it. I was starting to understand some of the conflicting emotions my husband had been dealing with. I didn't like this, and I'd only just discovered it!

I stared between the two of them, then looked at Dan in particular. He shrugged and gave me the kind of look that I was used to getting when I’d caught him in a small lie around the house. Like when I asked him to put something in the dryer, he told me he did, and then five minutes later I came to the laundry room only to find him doing the thing he said he’d done a half hour ago.

It’s not like it was even a big deal. Usually. This time it was a big fucking deal.

“So you’re fixed too?”

“I’ve been snipped, yeah,” he said, still grinning. “Like I said. I don’t want any souvenirs from my fun.”

“Assholes,” I said, flipping him the bird.

“Maybe we’re assholes,” Dan said, frowning ever so slightly. “But I think we need to talk about something a little more important than whether or not I’m an asshole.”

“What are you talking about?” I asked.

I might’ve called him an asshole, but I made sure to say it in a tone that made it absolutely clear I didn’t actually think he was and asshole. I was only a little ticked off that they both let that charade go on.

I was more relieved than anything, honestly. For a little while there I’d been convinced I’d have to worry about being a mother all over again, and talk about complicated having child of some random guy whose name I didn’t even know!

“Do we maybe want to talk about how turned on you just got there?” Dan asked.

I blushed. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Bullshit you don’t know what he’s talking about,” our friend said. “I saw the way you were getting off. Especially when you thought I was blowing a load in you and I didn’t have any protection.”

My blushed only deepened. I hated that they were doing this to me. It wasn’t something I wanted to discuss.

“Maybe it turned me on just a little,” I finally said.

Maybe it wasn’t something I wanted to discuss with them, but it was also something I figured I should discuss. After all, my husband had been more than willing to discuss his fantasy with me. It seemed only fair that I’d be willing to turn around and discuss something similar with him.

“Damn,” Dan said.

“You’re going to want to be careful with this one,” our friend said, clapping his hand on my husband’s back. “That’s a dangerous sort of fantasy to have. There are plenty of assholes out there who’d be more than willing to take advantage of a fetish like that.”

“You mean like you made us think you were taking advantage of it?” I asked, unable to hide the acid in my voice.

“The difference being that was just a little bit of subterfuge to turn you on, little lady,” he said. “At no point were you ever in any danger of getting knocked up with me, and I made that absolutely clear from the beginning. It’s hardly my fault you weren’t listening.”

“It is your fault you decided to be vague enough about it that I had no idea what you’re talking about,” I said, still glaring at him.

“She really is a feisty one,” he said, laughing and shaking his head. “Makes me glad I’m snipped. I can’t imagine what it would be like to have her coming after me for child support.”

That was good for sending a shiver running through my husband. Okay then. Maybe I wasn’t the only one who was getting off on the idea of some other guy knocking me up.

Which meant he was absolutely correct. This was a fantasy we’d have to be careful about. Because it was the kind of thing that could have disastrous consequences if I lost my head in the wrong moment.

Okay. Definitely a little something I was going to have to keep in mind for future reference. After all, I’d already seen the way my husband acted when a fantasy took hold of him. How there was no way for him to stop it. Like staring at a giant boulder that was inexorably moving its way down a mountain straight towards you, and there was nothing you could do to stop it from smashing you.

Only in this case I had to worry about other guys smashing me and leaving me with a memory.

I was starting to understand why Dan told me a bunch of people ended up doing this thing later in life.

I think part of it was that people who were older felt more secure in their relationships and so they were more willing to do something like this, but if I was being perfectly honest I could also see a woman being a lot more interested in trying something like this when she didn’t have to worry about pregnancy.

Someone clearing their throat brought my attention back to reality and out of my worries about this newfound fantasy that may or may not prove to be a huge pain in the ass.

I looked over to Daddy. I was starting to think of him like that even though he wasn’t my daddy. It’s not like he’d given me his name, so it’s not like I had any other frame of reference.

Either way, he was standing there at the foot of his bed staring between the two of us.

“So I don’t mean to be rude,” he said, and he genuinely sounded like he meant that. “But I do have business I have to attend to tomorrow morning, and so I’m sort of going to need that bed…”

I looked at the bed, then over to him. I blinked a couple of times.

I guess I’d figured if he was that eager to fuck me once then he’d be eager to do it again. But I guess this was another one of those situations where reality wasn’t quite living up to some of the expectations I had regarding this fantasy and the direction it would take based on what Dan told me.

“Right,” I said, letting out a nervous giggle. “I guess we should call it a night, right?”

“That might be a good idea,” Dan said, looking at our new friend and then back to me. “And it looks like you could use a shower, too.”

He looked me up and down and let out another one of those delightfully sexy involuntary shivers he did when he was indulging his fantasy.

I suppose seeing his beautiful wife covered in another man’s come was an intense sort of thing. We’re talking the kind of thing he probably never thought he’d actually get to see in person, and yet here I was with another man’s load all over my face and tits.

Hell, there was some of it in my hair, even. I was going to have to take a cold shower to get rid of that shit. Damn.

“So where do we go from here?” I asked, swinging my legs off the bed and standing.

I did a little stretch as I got off the bed. It was a stretch where I looked at our new companion, wondering if he was going to take the bait.

He gave me a look, a quick up and down, but that was it. He really didn’t look like he was interested in having any more fun.

Damn. Talk about a pain in the ass! I wanted to have more fun!

“We part good friends,” he said. “This night has already been weirder than any other night I’ve ever had with a married woman. I’d like to stop while I’m ahead.”

“Oh,” I said.

Maybe he sensed some of the disappointment in my voice, because he smiled and walked over to me. He wrapped his arms around me, and his cock pressed up against my stomach.

It was a surprisingly intimate gesture as he wrapped his arms around me. For all that he also had his cock pressed up against my stomach. It was starting to get hard again, which was surprising for a man of his age who’d just fucked me and also gotten off with a blowjob, but whatever.

“If it makes you feel any better, Annie,” he said. “This is going to be one of those memories of my travels I’m going to cherish for the rest of my life.”

“Thank you,” I said, getting surprisingly misty.

I guess it was starting to hit me that this was it. We weren’t going to have any more fun with this guy. And I didn’t have any way to remember him.

“The name’s Bob, by the way,” he said.

“Bob?” I repeated, trying not to laugh.

I had an uncle Bob. It was a running joke in our family that everybody had a creepy uncle Bob, and boy did this guy sort of fit the bill.

Okay then. Maybe I wasn’t nearly as choked up about this as I thought if I could laugh about it.

I turned to Dan, pulling away from my new friend. I gathered up my clothes and headed for the door between rooms.

“Come on baby,” I said, smiling at him. “I think we need to leave Bob to get his beauty rest. Old men like him need their sleep, after all.”

Bob flipped me the bird at that, but I smiled and waved.

“Already did that!”


Chapter 39

Aftercare
Dan


“So do you want to tell me what the fuck you were thinking?” I asked as I ran the shampoo through her hair.

It wasn’t exactly comfortable standing here in the shower with cold water running down both our backs, but I also figured a cold shower was just what the doctor ordered after everything we’d just done.

“Why, whatever are you talking about?”

“Come on,” I said. “Down there in the hotel bar. What the hell were you thinking?”

Annie didn’t say anything for a good long while. No, she just stood there letting the cold water run all over her body.

A body, I might add, that still looked stunning even though we’d already wiped Bob’s come off of her.

I’d had a hell of a time not breaking into laughter when that guy finally revealed his name. I knew Annie had an Uncle Bob who had a reputation for being something of a pervert.

I think just about everybody in this world had an Uncle Bob or something similar who was a pervert to some degree. I never quite understood it, but there you were.

It was like a rule of the universe. Maybe it had something to do with those names being popular with boomers.

“I honestly don’t know what came over me,” Annie said.

“What was that?”

“You asked me why I did that,” she said in a quiet voice. “And I’m telling you I don’t really know.”

She was so quiet I almost didn’t hear her over the shower. The one they had here in our hotel room was pretty damn impressive. Like we’re talking it had a couple of showerheads and there was even a fancy digital readout on the side that let us set things like temperature, speed, and pressure.

“You don’t know why you did that,” I said, my tone flat.

I didn’t believe her. Not for a minute. Still, I figured I should play along. Maybe I’d get to an answer eventually.

“I mean…”

She trailed off again. I imagined she was having a hell of a time processing everything that’d happened tonight. Maybe she really didn’t know why she’d done that. Maybe she seriously had no idea what had pushed her into the arms of another man.

“I guess it was a couple of things,” she finally said.

I’d finished with the shampoo and she moved under the shower. She gave a little shiver as rivulets of water ran down her body. Her nipples were rock hard and pressing out, though I imagined that was as much for the cold water as it was for being turned on.

She looked at me, and her eyes were pure sex. I’d told her on more than a few occasions that she had one of the most intense sets of “fuck me” eyes I’d ever seen on a woman.

She always brushed that off as me being biased because I was her husband, or being biased because I was trying to get into her pants.

Which was bullshit. She was objectively one of the most attractive women I’d ever had the pleasure of being with, and that wasn’t just because she was the woman I married.

Though I’d made damn sure to put a ring on it precisely because she was one of the most beautiful, intelligent, and all around incredible women I’d ever had the pleasure of knowing.

I’d been a firm believer in putting a ring on it long before I heard that stupid song.

“You just wanted it so much,” she finally said.

I cocked my head to the side.

“Do you think you have all of it off of you?”

“What are you talking about?”

“I’m talking about another man’s come that was just covering you,” I said. “Do you think you got it all off of you?”

“Oh,” she said, looking down, and then back up at me. “I guess?”

“Good,” I said. “Then we should go ahead and turn the water to something a little hotter, don’t you think?”

“Yeah, that’s fine,” she said, biting her lip.

I tapped the controls to turn the water up. The problem was I had absolutely no idea what temperature the water I showered in back home usually was. We didn’t have anything fancy like this.

You just turned the handle until it got to the right temperature. Having a digital display that went to a number was a little different, and it took some trial and error to figure it out.

It turned out even the low eighties was still kind of chilly. So I kept turning it up until it was almost too hot, and Annie let out a yelp of surprise.

“Sorry about that,” I said.

“It’s okay,” she said. “You know I enjoy the water a little hotter than what you prefer.”

“The water is always going to be hot when you’re in it, baby,” I said.

Annie rolled her eyes. “You already got laid tonight. There’s no point in you trying to keep using lines on me.”

“Come on,” I said, walking over and wrapping my arms around her. “You know I’m always going to love trying cheap lines on you.”

“I suppose you are,” she said.

I pressed against her, luxuriating as I always did in the feel of her body. It was a feeling I’d loved back the first time we got together, and it was a feeling I still looked forward to even now.

“This is nice,” she said.

“It really is, isn’t it?”

We stayed like that for a long while. I couldn’t explain why I felt the need to hold my wife like that. Only that the need was definitely there, and there was nothing that was going to stop me from holding her as close as I could.

After a little while she gently nudged at me, and I pulled away. I looked down at her and smiled, though I was uncertain.

“We went through a lot tonight, didn’t we?”

“I’d say we did,” I said, still smiling.

Though that smile was an act. I was searching her for any sign she regretted anything we’d done tonight.

“Why do you keep looking at me like that?” she asked, some irritation creeping into her voice.

“I just want to make sure you’re okay with everything that happened tonight,” I said.

“I guess I have to be okay with everything that happened tonight, don’t I?” she asked. “It happened, didn’t it?”

“I mean…”

I stopped. I had to gather my thoughts. I mean I had my own ideas about what had happened tonight and how hot it was, but I also figured she wouldn’t appreciate it if I continued trying to frame this in terms of my fantasy.

I already felt guilty that she’d said she did this because I wanted it. I thought that was so much bullshit, but it was also effective bullshit.

“Oh go on,” she said, rolling her eyes. “You had the time of your life tonight, and you know it. The only reason you’re worried about me getting upset about this is you’re worried I might decide I don’t want to do this again.”

“I mean…”

Annie reached down and grabbed my cock. Which was something I’d welcome under any circumstance, but there was something possessive about the way she grabbed my dick tonight. Like she was taking possession of something that was hers, and not simply trying to catch my attention.

“Have you ever heard the old adage that you should be careful what you wish for?”

I licked my lips as I stared down at her. She was shorter than me, always had been, but in this moment it was as though she towered over me. She was taking command of this situation, and I wasn’t sure how to feel about that.

“I am aware of that saying, yes.”

“Then you should know you’re in one of those situations right now.”

“One of what situations?”

“A situation where you should be careful what you wish for,” she said, rolling her eyes. “God. It’s like watching me fucking another man has turned you into an idiot or something.”

“I’ll admit it’s addled my brain just a bit,” I said. “It’s not every day you get to see your deepest and darkest sexual fantasy being fulfilled.”

“Yeah. It’s also not every day you discover you have a deep dark sexual fantasy you had no idea about,” Annie said, giving a little shudder.

“What’s that?”

I had a pretty good idea exactly what fantasy she was talking about, but I also wanted her to come out and say it. I’d discovered there was something therapeutic about just coming out and saying whatever was on your mind.

I was starting to really wish I’d just come out and told her about this fantasy a long time ago. We might’ve enjoyed it together a lot sooner if I had.

Then again there was also the possibility I would’ve blown up our relationship. We’d played with fire and got lucky tonight, after all.

“I think my fantasy is dangerous,” she said.

“Probably,” I said.

“But it was so hot,” she said, getting a far off look in her eyes. “When he was fucking me from behind, and I thought…”

“Yeah?” I prompted when she didn’t go on.

“There was that worry, but it was also such a turn on,” she said, licking her lips.

Her breath was picking up. I got the impression she was hot and bothered now. It was starting to steam up in here, and not all of that steam was a result of hot water.

I grabbed her by the waist, and then I flipped her around.

Fucking in the shower wasn’t something we’d done all that often. It turns out water is a terrible lubricant, but this seemed like as good a time as any to give it another try.

“What are you…”

“Tell me what turned you on,” I said.

I bent her over, lined up, and buried myself deep inside her in one thrust.

That single thrust told me everything I needed to know about how turned on she was. I wouldn’t have been able to do that if she wasn’t turned on. Especially with all the water cascading around us.

“Oh God,” she said, pressing up against the tile. “It feels like the tile is warmed here. Is there something for warming the tile?”

I glanced over to the controls for the shower, and then wondered what the fuck I was doing. I didn’t give a flying fuck if the tiles were heated. All I cared about was fucking my wife.

“Who gives a fuck about that?” I growled. “Tell me about what turned you on.”

“Knowing he was coming inside me, and there was a chance…”

Her voice caught. Like she was afraid to put her fantasy to words. Which was something I could totally sympathize with, considering how long I’d been terrified of doing the same with her.

“knowing there was a chance he knocked you up?” I asked, still pumping into her from behind. “Does it turn you on thinking of some dirty old man knocking you up?”

She let out a groan that was unlike anything I’d ever heard from her before. It would seem this fantasy was unlocking all kinds of things neither one of us had heard from the other before.

Not that I was complaining.

“Yes,” she finally said when she was done groaning. “It was so hot, thinking about him…”

Again she trailed off. Like she couldn’t quite bring herself to say it. Like she was having trouble articulating the fantasy.

Which, again, was something I could totally sympathize with. I well remembered all the times I almost told her about my fantasy of watching her with another man, only to chicken out at the last moment because I was terrified of how she’d react.

“Putting a baby in you?” I asked, finishing the thought for her.

This time her whole body started to shudder and shake. It was a sight to behold, my wife trembling under the force of the orgasmic bliss that was her new fantasy she’d discovered. She let out another moan, and her pussy clamped down on me.

That was a trick she’d learned after having kids, and I loved it. It was enough to have me sighing as I pressed into her one final time and came yet again.

Holy fuck. Talk about a dangerous fantasy! Still, I wasn’t going to complain in the moment. Not when it led to something that felt this good!


Chapter 40

Processing
Annie


My thoughts ran wild as I sat up in the hotel bed looking at the flat screen on the other side of the room. We’d signed into our Netflix account and were watching one of our shows, but it’s not like my attention was actually on that show.

I’d like to see anybody who could maintain their attention when something had happened like…

I shivered. I couldn’t believe everything I’d done. I also couldn’t believe the other men I’d fucked was on the other side of the wall.

I wondered if he’d be willing to go for another round if I knocked on one of those doors between the walls. If I invited him in.

He’d acted like he wasn’t interested. Like he was done for the night. Like he’d be too busy with his important business stuff or whatever the fuck it was he was doing tomorrow to consider getting with me.

I almost took that as a challenge. I was pretty sure I could get him to have more fun with me, but I didn’t press the matter.

No, I’d already gone way too far tonight. As I stared at the TV, not really seeing what was happening on the screen, I couldn’t believe everything I’d done. I was like a possessed woman.

“What are you thinking about?” Dan asked.

I jumped, then turned and hit him with a guilty look.

“What makes you think I was thinking about anything?” I asked, gesturing to the TV. “We’re watching our show.”

“No, you’re staring at the TV screen and thinking about something,” he said. “Come on. I’ve been with you long enough that I know when you’re a million miles away.”

I sighed. He was right, of course. I don’t know why I tried to hide anything from my husband at this point. He always managed to ferret it out.

“I guess I’m just thinking about everything that happened here tonight,” I said, gesturing to the wall behind me and the man presumably sleeping on the other side.

“Yeah, it was pretty crazy,” Dan said, leaning in to kiss me on the cheek. “And it was incredible where you were willing to go for me.”

I was quiet for a long moment. I stared at the screen, but again it was one of those things where I was staring without actually seeing what was happening up on the TV.

We were going to have to watch this episode all over again, I was missing so much of it.

“I didn’t do it all for you,” I finally said.

There. I’d said it. It relieved a guilty feeling that’d been building inside me ever since I first decided to go up to that man’s room with him.

I tried to still think of him as the man. Thinking of his real name would only have me giggling. The last thing I needed in a serious moment like this was to get caught in a fit of giggles.

But the fact remained, I hadn’t done this just for my husband. Sure there was a big part of me that did it because of his fantasy, but when you got down to it, that was really just an excuse. I’d always wanted to do this, and it took him revealing his fantasy for me to realize it was something I’d always wanted.

And that made me feel guilty. It was like saying I’d always wanted to cheat on my husband, and it finally took getting his permission to make me go through with it.

I shook my head.

“Well of course you didn’t just do it for me,” Dan said.

I turned and looked at him. I blinked in surprise.

“What was that?”

“Of course you didn’t do this just for me,” he said, grinning.

“You’re not supposed to say that,” I said.

“What do you mean?”

“You’re supposed to tell me that of course I did it all for you. That I’m a good wife for indulging your fantasy, and not a total slut who used that fantasy as an excuse to do something maybe I’d always wanted to do.”

“Is that true?” he asked, his eyebrows going up. “Did you use my fantasy as an excuse to do something you always wanted to do? Because if that’s always been a fantasy of yours, I guess we were way more compatible than I thought.”

“What do you mean?”

“Think about how angry you got when I first told you about my fantasy,” he said. “I was convinced we were going to be one of those mismatched couples. That you wouldn’t ever want to indulge in it. I was sure our marriage would be over, but now it turns out we were way more spot on picking spouses than we ever could’ve imagined.”

“Oh,” I said, frowning. “I guess that sort of makes sense.”

“Of course it makes sense,” he said, smiling and reaching out to pat me on the leg. “You might’ve enjoyed what happened tonight, but I enjoyed it too. That’s all that really matters, right?”

“I suppose,” I said, frowning.

“Come on,” he said, grinning and trying to look reassuring. “I know everything we did tonight was a little crazy by the standards of your typical heteronormative relationship, but there are a lot of people who do stuff like this.”

“Yeah, I suppose,” I said again.

“And if you don’t ever want to do it again, I totally understand,” he finished.

“I suppose…”

Then I stopped and really thought about what he’d just said. I looked over at him, my eyes going wide.

“Wait. What was that?”

“I said if you don’t ever want to do this again then I totally understand,” he said with a shrug. “Tonight was intense and amazing in so many ways. It was way more than I ever would’ve imagined when I first came to you with this fantasy. Hell, it’s way more than I ever imagined when I was jerking off thinking about you getting with other men, but I also understand that it’s one of those fantasies that might be a little too intense, you know?”

“I mean…”

“And if it’s something you don’t want to do again, well we at least got this one wonderful night.”

I didn’t think that sounded like a very good thing at all. Then again, I hadn’t been thinking for most of last night. No, I’d been letting the brain down below call all the shots, as Dan liked to joke when he was very clearly thinking with his dick and not his brain.

I also felt panic rising in me. And it wasn’t at all like the panic I’d felt when he first told me about the fantasy and I thought there was a chance he expected me to go through with it.

No, this panic was the opposite. It was the thought that I might never get to do something like this again because he was giving me an out, and expected me to take it.

“I don’t know about that,” I finally said after all those thoughts went tumbling through my head.

“You don’t know?”

I felt horrible. He was so open and honest as he looked at me. Like he didn’t expect anything from me. He really would’ve never gone through with this fantasy again if that’s what I wanted.

I don’t think I’d ever loved him more than I did in that moment. It was odd to think that me basically cheating on him would be something that brought us even closer together, but here we were.

“What if I was maybe interested in doing something like this again?” I asked.

Dan blinked. He stared at me, and his eyes darted back and forth, searching my own.

It was funny. A moment ago he’d been going on about how he’d be fine never doing this again, but now that I was putting it out there on offer, he suddenly looked like the proverbial kid in a candy store who was about to get everything they’d ever wanted.

“Are you serious?” he finally asked.

I took a deep breath and let it out. Then I forced a smile.

I still felt a touch queasy. Mostly because I couldn’t believe I was actually saying this.

“I think it’s something I’d be interested in,” I finally said. “I think tonight awakened something in me, and there’s going to be no putting it back in the box.”

“Shit, Annie,” he said, and his smile only got wider when he realized I was telling the truth. “Fuck! That would be amazing! I’d love it if we could do this again!”

I leaned in and kissed him on the cheek.

“Good. Because I don’t think there’s any going back now that you introduced your wife to this fantasy.”

I looked down to the sheets. I could see something tenting up there that told me he was very interested in this new development.

I briefly considered reaching out and grabbing his cock, but ultimately decided against it.

We’d had enough fun for one night, and I figured now wasn’t the time to rest.

Because it felt like this was only the opening act of a new stage in our relationship. A dangerous stage in our relationship considering everything that was at stake, but I didn’t care.

No, all I cared about was being here with my husband who I loved precisely because he didn’t have any problem with me fucking other men.

I wondered what Trudy would say when I told her about everything on Monday!
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