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Wife Warms Up Pt. 01

I'd viewed it as a huge victory the first time Megan initiated it on her own. Up until that point I had been forced to maintain a very delicate balancing act. She had always made it quite clear that it was very much MY fantasy and something that she was going along with purely for my pleasure. I'd considered myself lucky that she had gradually adapted to my fantasy at all.

It had taken me months to get up the nerve to even bring it up to her. My initial attempts to introduce the idea had been clumsy and tentative. I spent another two months gradually asking her questions or introducing roleplaying ideas into the bedroom and she still didn't pick up on what I was actually getting at.

It's not something that anyone would generally feel comfortable saying outright to their spouse, but I finally came to the realization that I was going to have to be frank with her. Over the 5 years of our marriage she had proven to be understanding, caring, and open to trying new things. But I assumed this was really pushing the limit. And I was right.

I chose a night when we were in bed and she was already quite turned on. I had recently purchased a dildo for her and I had been deliberately working it in and out of her pussy as she gave me head. The screen on our bedroom TV flickered with a porn film I had selected. It featured a variety of scenarios of wives cheating on their husbands.

Despite all of the cues that I had been introducing recently she still seemed surprised.

"I have a fantasy about you having sex with another guy"

The fallout was gradual and lasted for a couple of weeks. In her defence there was nothing she said that was unreasonable.

She obviously wanted to know why (I didn't know. I just knew that the thought of it turned me on in all kinds of different ways).

She wanted to know if it was something that I actually wanted her to do or if it was just a fantasy (I told her just a fantasy although I knew I harbored a desire to see it happen in real life).

She tried to determine if it was due to something that was missing in our marriage (it truly wasn't).

She wondered if it was some kind of tit-for-tat plan that was designed to introduce the idea of me sleeping with other women (nothing could have been further from the truth).

As Megan gradually began to realize that the idea was less threatening she allowed me to expand on what I had initially told her and explain some aspects of what turned me on about it.

She had completely missed the elements that I had been introducing into the bedroom, but once she began to understand what I had been attempting she ever so slowly began to warm up to them on occasion.

"Do you like watching him fuck me?"

I remember the exact moment that phrase came from her lips. Recalling it still gets me hard.

It was a few weeks after I had told her about my fantasy. We were in bed and things were heating up. She had instructed me to kneel at the end of the bed and masturbate as she fished through her bedside drawer. Returning with her vibrator she laid back on the bed in front of me, closed her eyes, and applied it to her clit. A soft smile slowly came across her face as the teasing sensations began to stimulate her.

I did as directed, kneeling and stroking my shaft as she pleasured herself. After a few minutes of warm up she opened an eye to ensure she had my attention. Deliberately drawing the device downward she positioned it between her puffy lips. With a mischievous smile she pushed it onward and into her.

She was wet, and easily took half of it's length before slowly drawing it back out. I watched entranced as she began to slowly work it in and out of herself.

The sight of my wife nude is enough to get me hard at virtually any time, never mind when she's putting on a show. There's something sexually contradictory about her appearance and personality which has always been very mysterious and confusing.

She's short at just over 5 feet. Her frame is a stunning series of curves which is unusual on someone of smaller stature. Her shoulders slope down gently to a large chest which is a natural D-cup. Her torso continues down softly until flaring out into perfectly contoured hips and an ass which is quite large for her frame. Given that she is short her legs somehow still manage to appear long and sexy. She's classically 'cute' in a very girl next door kind of way. Which when paired with an obviously sexy body combines to tick a lot of boxes for guys I'd imagine.

My wife is friendly and generally outgoing, but prefers to get to know people before opening up. She's certainly not a classic extrovert. She's aware that she's attractive and has the ability to get male attention, but for the most part she dresses in a stylish but reserved fashion. This only serves to make it that much more exciting on the occasions when she'll wear something sexy when we go out. Her in a swimsuit is a sight to behold and the curvy, sloped nature of her body ensures that whatever bikini she is wearing seems to be consistently doing battle to perform its job.

The sight of Megan naked and pleasuring herself would be too much for many men to handle. With her shoulder length blonde hair brushed to the side and her soft white skin pale in the dim light she looked incredibly sexy mid tease. My penis was sticking straight out as I watched her fucking the vibrator and I was making no effort to hide how turned on I was watching her take it.

She had both eyes open now and she watched me with curiosity.

"Do you like watching him fuck me?"

It was the first time she openly acknowledged and participated in the fantasy with me.

I can still recall the amused smile on her face just moments later as I came deep inside of her. Her simple tease had proven too much for me. I didn't get more than four strokes into her before unloading with a giant gasp.

Megan began to understand the power that the fantasy held in the bedroom. She was entirely uninterested in discussing it on the surface. However, once in bed she would often come around if the idea was introduced. She was clearly taking note of the parts of the scenario that turned me on the most.

She remained outwardly reluctant and she was never the one to suggest that we explore the fantasy. But I could tell that she enjoyed the power it contained and she seemed to occasionally enjoy wielding that dominance around in bed. I sensed that once roleplay and fantasy became too frequent she would have a problem with it, so I made sure to only suggest it at times when it felt right.

Megan easily got the hang of it, understanding that virtually any suggestion of her with another man served to stiffen my cock and turn the rest of me into moldable putty. While my fantasies of her with another man were quite broad (some quite intimate, some involving threesomes, some with me just watching) she seemed to respond best to a side of the fantasy that allowed her to be dominant. I was so excited that she was participating at all that I wouldn't have dreamed of arguing.

After the first few nights of light teasing she began to introduce orgasm denial into our routine. The first time we did it she again made me kneel at the end of the bed and jerk off while she fucked herself (this time with the more realistic shaped dildo I had purchased). I eagerly asked her how it felt. Was she enjoying what he was doing to her? etc. Her long moans and exclamations about how good his dick felt were the greatest turn ons I had experienced to that point.

As she had closed in on orgasm I had edged my way closer to her in hope and expectation that I would enter her and we could cum together.



"Not tonight honey. He's the only one who gets to fuck me. You can just make yourself cum"

She said it with a hint of a smile... but I could also tell that she was quite serious.

I watched in awe as she used the dildo to work herself to a fervent orgasm. Finally unable to hold out any longer I clambered through the pile of our discarded clothing at the end of the bed until I located the t-shirt I had been wearing.

From the afterglow of her orgasm Megan again watched with an amused look as I jammed my penis up against the garment in a fluster and began to unleash stream after stream of cum.

"You're lucky you chose the right piece of clothing babe" she teased me as I came down and she got up from the bed. "If that had been any of my stuff..." she chuckled as she walked past me towards the bathroom closing the door behind her.

With the aftereffects of my orgasm beginning to wear off I realized how silly I must look, knelt on the bed naked having just been made to cum in my own shirt. If I wasn't so turned on by it all I might have been alarmed.

A few weeks later she did it again. This time as she began to get close she warned me that tonight only SHE was going to get to cum, and that I was meant to just watch and see how another man makes her cum.

Incredibly exciting and very kinky! However if I had known that it was coming I certainly wouldn't have gotten myself quite as worked up. As it was, I had an erection that was straining for a release and full swollen balls that were imminently ready to unload.

The best that I got was a soft pet on the head of my penis and a nodding consolation about how uncomfortable it must feel to not be able to orgasm.

As she rolled over onto her side of the bed and turned out the light Megan warned me that she was doing laundry in the morning and that she had better not find any indication that I'd cum. For extra measure she slid herself backwards so that her soft ass and silk panties pushed up against my straining erection. She has a very large, very sexy ass for her size and it's one of my favourite features of her body. It served to torture me for the next hour as I lay there uncomfortably, willing my body to relax from it's sexually stimulated state.

Over the next several months I continued to experiment with introducing new ideas into the bedroom. As always Megan would start out fairly chaste but inevitably warm up.

I had quizzed her one night about her ex's previous to me. While she seemed reluctant to divulge much detail about her previous experiences in the bedroom she saw how immediately turned on I got with the wee bit of information she did provide. Sensing the power it held she slowly encircled her hand around my already stiff shaft. She began to slowly and sensually tell me about a couple of heretofore untold experiences she had had with previous boyfriends.

One involved sex in public behind a sand dune at Jones Beach. It seemed very out of character for her, but she explained how her and a guy she'd been dating named Emilio had found themselves in the mood one afternoon. She described him coercing the straps of her bikini top down and then easing his hand inside of her bottoms as the waves crashed around them. There were people around but not close by. He had got her worked up enough that he was able to convince her to take their blanket back behind a sand dune for some more privacy.

My wife described, in intimate detail, the feeling of being naked and on her knees, taking another guy's cock into her mouth in public. The eroticism of being in such a beautiful setting and the heightened nerves of being caught. How that intensified the feeling of being pounded into from behind (Emilio sounded like another guy who wisely appreciated the brilliance of Megan's ass).

She could have easily made me cum with just that story alone. Her concise retelling of the setting and details had made it easy for me to imagine the visual of my sexy wife being fucked by this other guy. But Megan was enjoying the tease. Whenever she would feel me getting close she would back off, continuing her story but letting my penis twitch uncontrollably until I had regained some sense of composure.

Her next recollection involved a guy she had dated named Adam. I lay there in rapt attention, receiving her slow sexy torment, as my wife began to describe a night where she had agreed to let her boyfriend handcuff her and make a sex tape. I let out an unexpected groan, knowing that this was likely to be too much to handle.

I lay there stiff and sweating as Megan's hand slowly twisted up and down on my painful, lubed shaft. It was like she was wringing the cum up from my balls only to stop it just from release. My internal pressure continued to build as she again seductively explained in detail how Adam had handcuffed her and set up a video camera to record. I could easily envision the scenario as she described herself being bent over Adam's lap while he gave her a good spanking. When she described him filming her on her knees giving him head she added in another unexpected surprise.

"Oh, and babe...he was really big."

My own penis twitched hard in unanticipated response.

"Like, how big?" I managed to stammer out.





..."Bigger than me?"

I suppose my response shouldn't have been unexpected. Men are wired for competition and my sudden urge to know how he compared to me was probably fairly natural.

However, my wife had already gone out of her way to portray Adam's endowment as 'big'. I probably already knew the answer...

While Megan had never had any complaints, I was aware that my own length was not off the charts. My heartiest of erections, the one I had in that moment for example, landed just shy of six inches. No one was going to describe me as 'big'.

"Oh yes honey" Megan confirmed with wry smile. She had more than noticed my envious/jealous response and had surely felt the accompanying twitch from my penis. Identifying that she had landed on something she continued in a soft teasing tone.

"Adam's penis was much bigger than yours"

I stared down at my own waist desperately. No words needed to be exchanged. She knew what I wanted to see.

Watching my reaction mirthfully Megan unwrapped her hand from my shaft and slowly drew it up to the tip of my head. Painfully slowly she eased it up and up until it sat, palm flat, hovering above my quivering penis. I estimated the empty space between the top of my dick and the bottom of her hand as between 2.5 to 3 inches.

Christ!

She held it there for a minute, really letting the difference in size sink in before she finally returned her hand to the base of my shaft.

"Oh, and thick too!"

I moaned frequently through the next several minutes as Megan described herself getting fucked by Adam as he recorded.

With my eyes shut it was as if I was actually in the room watching. As she described it I could see my wife ecstatically taking Adam's huge cock as he plowed into her in multiple positions.

As Megan finally described Adam unloading all over her breasts and her story came to a close she relented.

"Ready hon?" was all she needed to say.

It was more than clear that my penis would be of no use to her tonight. Placing it anywhere near her pussy would inevitably cause me to cum.

She blissfully chose to allow me some pleasure. And a whole lot of it. Conscious that she had unlocked something new in our little fantasy Megan relented and drew long firm strokes down my bursting shaft with both hands gripped together tightly.

I groaned uncontrollably throughout my orgasm as stream after stream of cum erupted from the top of my straining penis. It only served to act as more lubricant for Megan and she stroked me throughout, allowing her hands to become completely covered in the process.

As I finally relented I lay there on the bed frantically drawing in breath.

"Gee honey. That's almost how much Adam used to cum" she surmised looking at her hands and forearms.

"Only he liked to do it on my tits..." she teased softly.

I watched as she began to draw my cum across her large boobs and massage it in as a final tease.

I had heard of Adam by name only. We had never had 'that talk' at any point in our relationship where we openly discussed our previous partners. Megan had certainly dated more guys than I had girls. My experience was largely limited to the two girlfriends I'd had prior to her. While there was no 'secrecy' to our past it just wasn't something that we had ever felt the need to explore.

Until now.

The next morning I awoke to yet another straining erection. Megan was already on the way out to an early morning meeting. As was normal she kissed me and made plans for dinner as if the events of the previous evening had not taken place at all. She was very much a 'what happens in the bedroom...' type of girl.

I, on the other hand, proceeded to call in to my office and tell them I would be late.

Despite the treatment it had received the previous evening my penis was once again erect and straining for attention. I lay in bed and revisited the events of the previous night.

I was soon stroking myself as I envisioned how this guy Adam likely still had a video of himself fucking my wife that he could pull up and watch at any time. The visual that I had created in my head based on Megan's description was just as vivid as the night prior. I soon found myself orgasming again as I imagined my sexy wife getting fucked bu someone else.

If the sheets didn't require being laundered from the night before they certainly did now.

As much as I wanted to pump Megan for more information about Adam I knew that I needed to wait. The progression of this fantasy had contained some fairly strict parameters and I had grown better at maintaining patience and identifying the right times. Immediately asking her about him the next day would certainly be seen as 'too much'. I decided to bide my time.






Wife Warms Up Pt. 02

A couple of weeks later as things were warming up in the bedroom I managed to find a semi-natural way to bring Adam back up. I admitted that I was curious about her big dicked ex boyfriend and wanted to know more. Thankfully Megan didn't seem put off. I learned that he was someone she had dated for about a year during her first job out of college when she had been living down in Philadelphia.

"Why are you so interested in Adam?" she eventually asked coyly as a smile began to purse the sides of her lips.

"Is it because I told you that he had a really big penis?"

I nodded, embarrassed. It was pretty obvious after all.

I felt her hand begin to slowly tug on my stiffening erection.

She coquettishly answered my questions about him, confirming that the sex had always been VERY good and that she had definitely enjoyed the size of his bigger cock.

"It's not that I don't love yours too sweetie" she said sweetly...

"It's just that Adam's was MUCH bigger".

I asked why they had broken up and Megan told me that he had been transferred to San Francisco for work. She had just started her job and wasn't in a position to move. They had attempted the long distance thing but soon realized that it was bound for failure.

"So nothing particularly bad happened"... I probed

"Nope! Nice guy.We just broke up." she explained simply.

She teased me about the difference in size between Adam and myself a few times that night as we had sex. Obviously getting the reaction she wanted she did it again the following week as well.

It both turned me on and gave me an idea.

I wasn't entirely sure how she would react as it would inevitably be a bit overt. I considered trying to do it online but in order for the idea to work I felt she needed to be there in person. I decided it was worth taking the chance.

That Sunday I told her I had a surprise shopping trip planned for us. She looked at me puzzled, but without much prompting made her way to the car. I steered us to a local sex shop and she looked at me confused as we pulled up in the parking lot behind.

"No questions. Just go with it, ok?" I reasoned.

She wasn't really a 'sex store' kind of girl but to her credit she cautiously allowed herself to be led inside.

Having visited it myself previously I was familiar with the layout and I directed her towards a large wall near the back with an enormous display of dildos. They came in all different sizes, styles, and colors in a dizzying array.

"Which one is Adam?" I said with a sly grin.

Megan looked at me puzzled for a moment. This was a very 'real world' exploration of our fantasy and not something that would usually be in her comfort zone.

She looked at me and said nothing for a moment and I feared she was going to tell me that she wanted to leave.

However she seemed to sense that a challenge of sorts had been put forth.

She turned back slowly and surveyed the rest of the store, as if to ensure that there wasn't anyone she knew there. Aside from the disinterested shop clerk behind the counter the only other person was a middle aged woman looking at lingerie.

Seeming to have satisfied herself Megan took a step forward towards the wall.

She quickly navigated towards the right side of the wall which contained the more lifelike silicon phalluses. Growing in confidence she began to examine them, noting length and girth as she proceeded through the selection.

She soon stopped at one and reached forward for it. I watched entranced as her small right hand encircled the base of it and began to slide up the shaft. Reaching the very large head she ran her palm over it as if to check the size and feeling. I watched a small smirk of recognition and familiarity creep across her face.

"There" she said simply, placing it down on the counter in front of me.

"I'll be in the car"

With that she turned on her heel and proceeded towards the exit, leaving me to complete the purchase.

I realized that watching her go through and select the dildo had made my heart race. I had to take a deep breath as I sorted through the large stack of boxes on the wall to find the corresponding dildo to the display.

Finally locating the matching one I proceeded to pay the shop clerk and return to the car. Megan was checking emails on her phone, and as ever proceeded to act like nothing unusual had just happened.

"Adam" was key in advancing the fantasy further. I was too excited to play things cool and the night that we purchased the dildo I suggested we try it in the bedroom. Watching Megan take it was as close as I had gotten to fantasy fulfilment. I referred to the dildo as 'Adam' and though appearing a bit rueful at first Megan soon got into the role-play aspect of it. Over the next few sessions where we used the dildo a scenario developed where Adam was Megan's 'boyfriend' that she liked to fuck when she needed to get laid properly.

I would inevitably be teased about the difference in our sizes and made to watch her orgasm with it. On really good nights I would get to fuck her after, but I even considered being forced to cum as I watched to be a win. Occasionally she would leave me with a painful boner and no release. The threat of her putting a stop to my fantasy games prevented me from ever sneakily getting myself off in those situations.

As usual any kind of fantasy roleplay was up to me to initiate. I would often get an eye roll or some kind of mild platitude as a result of my suggestion, but once she got going my wife had the ability to fulfill some of the kinkiest parts of my desires.

She had never initiated anything herself until that one night. I'd considered it a big win. We had been curled up on the couch watching the end of the football game. We'd had a few drinks by that point of the evening and she was curled up against me with her head on my chest.



"Let's go upstairs. Adam is going to be here soon to fuck me. You can get me ready"

She'd said it quietly, seductively, and confidently.

I actually felt my body stiffen at the blatant way she had said it. It was the only time she had ever openly suggested something like this.

Obviously, and without any hesitation, I immediately followed her upstairs.

In the bedroom and with the lights dimmed she directed me to get undressed and lie down on the bed. I did what was instructed and watched as Megan sexily pulled her t-shirt over her head and wriggled out of her jeans.

Clad only in a matching lime green lingerie set she crawled up onto the bed. She made it as far as my waistline and I watched appreciatively as she bent over in front of my soft penis. Her bra created a huge canyon of cleavage as she looked up at me and dropped her hand into my lap positioning my dick upwards.

"Let's get your little penis nice and hard. You can do me for a little bit and get me warmed up for when my boyfriend gets here to fuck me properly with his huge cock"

Jesus. She was really laying it on tonight! I thought to myself.

I lay back and appreciated the soft warmth of her mouth as it enveloped the length of my dick. Soft, she could easily take it all inside and she was soon swirling her tongue around and quickly fashioning an erection.

She soon withdrew leaving my slick penis pointed upwards in front of her.

"Sweetie" she led sweetly...

I looked up as she locked eyes with me confidently.



"Adam and I have been talking and we'd like you to wear one of these when you fuck me from now on".

From behind her back she produced a box of condoms. I looked on in confusion. Surprise clearly registering across my face.

She continued in her most teasing of tones as she began to unseal the box, producing a strip of condoms.



"We've decided that Adam is the only one who gets to cum in my pussy now.You can still put your dick in me occasionally, but my pussy is mostly just his now, ok?"

She sounded incredibly sexy saying it. The 'concept' of what she was saying wasn't out of line with the kind of teasing stuff we might try. It was the fact that SHE was initiating it that was truly remarkable and unusual.

I lay there dumbfounded as a condom was produced and then unrolled down my waiting shaft. I hadn't worn one in years and simply just seeing my penis enshrouded in one was very bewildering

With some soft placation about how this 'should still be fine and I should be glad that I get to go inside of her',Megan lifted herself up and sank herself down onto my dick.

Even with the condom on it felt incredible and her teasing game was strong that night. I didn't even make it to another position. I was quickly ejaculating into the reservoir tip of the condom as my wife lifted her sexy ass up and down on me.

I was summarily admonished for having cum too quickly and then asked to watch from the side of the bed as she pleasured herself with first her vibrator and then "Adam". The visual of her little pink pussy stretching to accommodate the size of the dildo's much wider girth was something that I loved watching time and again.

I awoke the next morning and as usual things were 'back to normal'. However, I was puzzled by what had led to Megan's initiation the previous evening.

It was so unusual that I found it a bit unsettling.

What had brought about the sudden change?






Wife Warms Up Pt. 03

Over the next month I noticed an increasing 'interest' in the fantasy that we had been exploring. Over the previous year and a half Megan had been happy to go along with the fantasy of wife sharing, but it had always been pretty clear that this was my fantasy and something that she was just participating in to add a bit of spice to the bedroom.

Her sudden aroused curiosity was unexpected and left me feeling a bit unsettled. She wanted to know more about what parts of the fantasy turned me on the most. She seemed to be testing my reaction with certain new roleplay ideas or things she teased me with.

Megan had traditionally taken on a somewhat domineering role when it came to exploring the fantasy. She often liked to tease me and 'put me in my place'. There was a natural element of humour to it that she could turn on and off fairly easily. She seemed to find it the easiest way to participate in the fantasy without any of it being 'too real'.

She had recently pulled back from this approach however. The dominance that I was accustomed to was being replaced by a much more intimate and curious means of exploration. She was asking far more questions about it than she ever had before. It seemed that the fantasy of wife sharing which had always been mine, was somehow becoming more interesting to her as well.

I quietly had a suspicion as to why that I kept to myself.

"Honey, do you think you would find it hot if I went on a date?"

It was obviously an unexpected question and it came out of the blue. Megan had just finished giving me a fairly spectacular blow job and was now just about to sink herself down onto my cock. To this point it had been a fairly normal night of sex which hadn't involved any kind of fantasy or roleplay (despite the focus of this story the majority of the sex we had did not involve any kind of fantasy play)

I looked at my wife in surprise and then let out a moan as I felt her lower herself down, taking the entirety of my dick inside of her.

"What do you mean exactly?" I managed as she began to slowly work herself up and down on me in her most erotic fashion.

"Like, a date..."

"With a guy".

Unsure exactly what she meant I remained quiet and she carried on, clearly flustered a bit by having to explain it in such plain terms.

"Where, you know... you'd be home while your wife was out with someone else.... and maybe it creates a really wild sexual intensity?"

"Nothing would happen of course!" she added onto the end as if it was a given but should be emphasized anyways.

Not getting any kind of immediate affirmation from me she relied on the tried and true. Leaning backwards she opened her legs a bit wider so that I could see my dick going in and out of her as she rode. She knew it was a favorite of mine. With her free hand she reached down and lifted her large left breast upwards and began to tongue around her wide areola. Favorite #2 for me.

The fact that she was pulling both of these out at the same time was a sure sign that she was trying to elicit a positive response from me.

"Who would you go on a date with?" I finally answered simply, tearing my gaze away from the alluring view of my penis disappearing and reappearing inside of her pussy.

Well, there's a guy from this work thing that I think might be a bit interested in me. I thought it might be kind of sexy for you and I if I, like,'had drinks' with him or something.

I naturally wanted to know who 'this guy' was.

The answer didn't really surprise me. Megan's company had recently brought in a social media consultant to help them revise their corporate social media strategy. Once every two weeks there was an off-site at one of the local hotels for the marketing staff with this guy Mark Hall, the consultant.

There were supposed to be a total of five sessions and so far they'd had three. Megan had come back from each raving about how great they had been. She'd described the guy, Mark, as really smart and together despite being fairly young. Although she hadn't said that she found him attractive she had certainly been far more effusive about him than any other guy she ever mentioned from work.

She explained that he travelled in a few hours from New York and stayed over night each time. After each of the sessions there had been an informal gathering where a bunch of the people from her company and Mark chatted about ideas at the hotel lobby. She confessed that her and Mark had spent a lot of time speaking during these and that there were some flirty vibes. After the last one he'd suggested that maybe they could talk more over a drink next time he was in town.

Continuing to ride me Megan explained that she didn't want to meet up with him for a drink at his hotel because there were far too many people from her company that might get the wrong idea ('or perhaps the right idea' I thought to myself). Her thought was that maybe she meet him somewhere else for drinks next time he was in town and we could treat it like she was on a date ('which she actually would be' I corrected in my inner dialogue).

I was struggling to process this all. It was suddenly including 'real world' stuff into something that had for so long been purely bedroom fantasy. Was this Megan just trying to put a sexy spin on something innocent? Or was there something greater to this all that I wasn't quite putting together?

I asked her to tell me a bit more about him. She leaned into another favorite by turning around and riding me from behind. Her soft white ass was soon rhythmically riding up and down in my lap as my hands took full handfuls of each cheek. She described him as being 25 which made him 8 years Megan's junior. He was apparently well built, and good looking with dark hair.

"So you find him attractive?" I confirmed as she began to really ramp things up in my lap.

"Yes silly. He's attractive" she confirmed.

"Is he the kind of guy you would imagine fucking you in the kind of scenarios we roleplay?" I queried further.

"...maybe" after a long pause.

"Have you?"

a shorter pause this time

"Yes"

The condoms in the box had run out a couple of weeks prior and thankfully Megan hadn't reintroduced them. I unloaded over and over again deep inside of her pussy.

Megan didn't bring the 'date' up again for a few days, however I knew that with the next session approaching on Thursday it would likely come back up again soon. Tuesday afternoon I received a text from her right near the end of the day as I was beginning to pack up.

"Hi babe. Have to run by the printers on the way home. Also need to stop and buy cereal. Anything else you need from store?



Also. Date with Mark. Y/N?"

I read it over and over. I still wasn't exactly sure what I was saying "Y or N" to.

She had clearly stated that 'obviously nothing would happen'. I did trust my wife implicitly and if that's what she said than I knew that she meant it.

I allowed the erotic possibility of the unknown creep into my brain. Maybe it would be fun. I imagined Megan dressed in something hot with this young guy hitting on her..

"Y"

I should have used that night to get some more information on the table but we were both exhausted. An hour of TV after dinner and both of us were yawning. I figured that we could talk about it more on Wednesday.

Wednesday night brought a late work assignment for Megan and my friend Brady needing to be picked up from Baltimore where his car had broken down. Arriving back at 10pm Megan was already in bed.

I woke up Thursday morning to find the other side of the bed empty. Megan was already dressed for work, explaining that her team needed to be at the office an hour early due to the offsite in the afternoon. She leaned across the bed to give me a quick kiss as she passed by. She was wearing my favourite perfume and smelt incredible. She was wearing standard clothes that she would wear to work but I did notice a garment bag hanging from our door frame. Looking at me mischievously she undid the zipper. I woke up very quickly.

I recognized the dress immediately. It was decidedly NOT work attire. I had only seen Megan wear it a couple of times. It was tight. Sexy. Low cut up top. High cut below. She looked spectacular in it and it was a dress that on her body was designed to attract attention. I had a sudden view of her walking into a bar to meet this guy wearing it and it made me rather uncomfortable.

Maybe it was supposed to...?

Wasn't that part of this?



"I'm meeting him at Hammond's after the post-seminar thing wraps up" Megan said from the doorway.

It was a classy lounge at a nice hotel nearby where her seminar was.

"I'll text you later on and we can have some fun" she said with a wink and then the tapping of her heels as she retreated down the hall.

She very rarely wore heels.

I spent the day with my stomach in knots. I tried to rationalize what tonight was all about. I knew that I didn't have to worry about Megan having sex with him. So what was I concerned about? As I revisited the image of her walking into the lounge in that dress to meet a date I had to admit that I found it pretty sexy. I just wished that we'd had some time to discuss things prior. I still didn't really understand her motivation.

I arrived at home after work to an empty house and quickly poured a glass of brandy. The late Spring air had an unseasonable pinch to it and the warm rush felt nice as I sat down at the dining room table on my own.

I flicked on the TV in the kitchen and pondered over what I could make for dinner.

My thoughts soon drifted towards Megan. I imagined her, flashing a smile as she approached a table in the lounge. I realized that I didn't know what Mark looked like. Reaching for my phone I Googled him. He was easy to find. As described by my wife he appeared to be quite successful and there were a number of interviews and profiles on him. Again, as described, tall, young, good looking.

Scrounging through the fridge I realized that attaching a visual to him had been a bad idea. I could now very easily imagine him turning to meet my wife. Her laughing at one of his jokes. Their hands close to each other on the table.

I was drawn by the buzzing from my phone. I quickly retrieved it to find a message from Megan. The time on my phone said 6:45. I imagined it would be about when their gathering would be winding down.

"Hi babe. What do you think?I'm meeting him at 7"

A moment later a picture came across. It was Megan in what appeared to be a women's restroom. She was wearing 'the dress'. She had on lipstick which was also rare and her hair was down with waves curled into it. She looked fucking spectacular.

"You look great hon" was all that I could come up with to type.

"Too much cleavage?" she asked redundantly. I wasn't sure what she would even be able to do about it at that point.

"Probably, yes" I replied with a winking emoji

I got a 'devil' emoji in return followed by

"I guess it doesn't really matter if he's going to be seeing them naked anyways..."

I swallowed hard as another picture appeared in the timeline and began to load.

Her again in the restroom mirror.

This time with both her tongue, and her large tits, out.

I groaned inwardly.

"Meg..." I warned, suddenly envisioning Mark Hall from behind her, hands squeezing her big nude breasts.



"Calm down silly. Nothing's going to happen tonight. But he was VERY flirty with me today. Imagine what might be going on if I let him..."

As she promised to text me later I knew that I would be doing exactly that.

I quickly fixed some food, poured another drink, and flicked on the TV. I attempted to watch American Idol but the deep cleavage displayed by Katy Perry kept on making me envision my own wife's cleavage, surely proudly on display across the table from another man right at that moment.

I flicked through the channels for half an hour but it was no use. There was obviously no way to distract myself. I kept on envisioning Megan and him flirting. Megan and him making out. Megan and him in an elevator up to a hotel room. Megan's dress coming off.

It was around this point that the uncertainty of my wife being on a real life date with another man began to smash up uncomfortably against my fantasy of her having sex with someone else. I flicked off the TV and climbed the stairs to our bedroom.

Lying on top of our bed I looked at the pictures Megan had sent me and allowed my thoughts to roam freely. The two of them in his hotel room. Her bra gone and her breasts out, clad only in underwear. His hands exploring her body. Her hands reaching for the zipper of his pants.

I felt my penis begin to press tightly against my pants and I allowed myself to undo my zipper, releasing it. I slowly began to stroke myself as I envisioned Megan eagerly beginning to work on his cock.

Her panties being stripped down and off. The soft white skin of her big bum coming into view and being groped and squeezed by him.

Her being easily lifted and then dropped onto the bed. Her opening her legs for him and letting him touch and lick her sexy shaved pussy.

I got just about to Megan sucking his dick before I exploded all over my stomach.

I sucked in a deep breath realizing I had been holding my breath unknowingly for quite some time.

I texted her to see how things were going and had to wait half an hour for a response.

"Having fun. Everything's fine. I'll be home around 10"

Devil emoji again.

10 was still just under two hours away. I imagined all of the things she could do in that time and I soon found myself masturbating again.

And then again.

Needless to say I was very happy when she finally walked in the door.

She seemed to revel in my state as she undressed in our bedroom. I wanted to ask her ALL of the questions but did my best to keep my cool, surely to ill effect.

After teasing it out for as long as possible she climbed into bed in a t-shirt and panties and told me that the evening had been fun. Mark had led by saying that he had noticed her ring when they had spoken at the earlier seminars. He felt that she had seemed interested so he'd taken a risk on asking her for a drink to see what her situation was.

Apparently Megan responded by telling him that her husband knew that she was on a date. Apparently Mark seemed a bit confused by that but took it as confirmation that there was some interest... and that opened the 'flirting floodgates' as she put it.

I knew that she must have kept her word but I needed to hear her say it.

"Nothing actually happened, right Meg?"



"Nope. Nothing happened. We just flirted a lot. He put his hand up on my leg a couple of times.... and given the dress... I let him slide it into my inner thigh once"



The dress that she'd worn displayed a LOT of leg. I was quickly envisioning his hand just inches away from my wife's vagina.

"I definitely enjoyed teasing him" she confirmed. "Just like I like teasing you, love. He wants to go out again next time he's in town"

I flinched.

"What did you get up to tonight?" she prodded with an impish grin.

I mumbled something about American Idol and then just coming up to the bedroom.

I felt Megan's hand trace it's way up my leg until it located my penis, already half hard.

"Ahhhh" she smiled knowingly.

She tugged my underwear down, freeing it.

"Did my poor hubby sit at home and wonder what I was doing on my date?

I nodded in assent as she began to tug on my dick.

"Did it make you frustrated not knowing?"

I nodded again.

Megan took a moment to sit up and pull her shirt off, revealing her impressive chest.

"How was that little photo I sent you?Did you look at that and imagine another guy getting to play with these?" she prompted teasingly as if she had been able to read my mind.

She reached over to the nightstand for her vibrator, slipped her panties off and lay back down next to me. As she began to work on herself her free hand returned to my shaft, teasing and coaxing it.

"I bet that you lay up here and masturbated while envisioning Mark doing all kinds of kinky things to me, didn't you?"

I didn't answer but she knew she was right.

"How many times?"

There was no sense in lying.

"Uh, three I guess" I murmured embarrassed.

"Mmm, Good boy. Why don't we both imagine Mark doing a whole bunch of kinky things to me right now..."

I gurgled some kind of attempted response as her grip tightened around my dick and she began to stroke faster.

She was obviously lost in her own fantasy, probably envisioning something very similar to what was racing around my head at the moment. She was letting out soft moans as the rhythm of the vibrator worked against her clit. She had clearly gone and got herself very wound up by being on her date and was in need of release.

I imagined her bent over on a bed, ass in the air, face buried in a pillow as the mythical Mark pounded into her from behind.

I wondered what was she was envisioning in that moment.



"Fuck me. Now."

The instruction was simple and Megan was soon pulling me on top of her. I could tell that she was thankfully close. As I entered her and began thrusting away I realized that both of us were imagining that it was a different penis fucking her.

Her orgasm was enormous. Shrieking, swearing, moaning. He arms were wrapped around me, holding me to her, and the affection felt wonderful. I collapsed on top of her, shooting deep and repeatedly inside of her.

With the intensity of the evening finally complete we both fell asleep.






Wife Warms Up Pt. 04

Megan was very sweet the next morning and didn't seem to want to dwell on the events of the night before. For my part I wouldn't have had any idea where to even start the conversation. We spent a nice weekend together culminating in a very intimate and tender hour in bed on Sunday night which did not involve any mention of Mark (or anyone else for that matter).

As the work week began I was happy for the respite but knew that there was an unspoken, but slowly decreasing, period of time until we would need to address things again. Mark would be back in town for his next session and I somehow didn't think that Megan's one date with him had satiated her desire.

She left it right through the next weekend before bringing him up again. She must have sensed the conflict I was experiencing which made her delay, but it ultimately left us with a window of only several days to sort out our feelings.

She had apparently been emailing with Mark throughout the week and he had predictably asked to see her again. Ultimately our conversation didn't really revolve around IF she would seem him again, but more how, and under what circumstances.

It was more than clear that Megan was attracted to him, and in the right circumstances would certainly consider having sex with him. It was the last time that he was meant to be in town for work and I felt an enormous pressure to determine how far I was willing to let this go.

My discomfort surrounding Megan's real life date was surely clear. However she also had close to two years of history of me encouraging her to explore the fantasy of sex with other men. I didn't have a huge platform to stand on.

I had asked for some time to think about everything but by Wednesday my wife's frustration was clear.

"I need to know what to tell Mark..." she finally prompted that night.

"and if I'm going, I need to know what you're comfortable with"

I told her with honesty that I didn't think I could handle her having sex with Mark... at least not in his hotel room away from me.

"I'm pretty sure it would be a bit weird for you to come on my date and come up to the room with us babe" she laughed, but I could tell by her tone that she was serious.

"Can you imagine going on a date with a woman and then she brings her husband along?!" smiling.

"Besides, I'm not even sure that I would be able to do it with you watching! I'd be too self conscious..."

That was surprising and sparked another pang of anxiety for me. In all of my fantasies about sharing Megan I had always at least been present when it was taking place. When it came to real life discussion of it I was alarmed by the sudden reality that she might not be comfortable with that.

"I don't get it" she finally said, beginning to show irritation. "You spend all of this time getting me used to the idea of having sex with another guy... which I go along with for you! When you're finally presented with what should be the hottest thing you could possibly imagine you suddenly get jealous or something!"

I wanted to stop the discussion from turning into a fight.

It was clear she wanted to go on the date and was frustrated by not being able to confirm with Mark. I told her to just tell him 'Yes' and that we would sort out what we were comfortable with the next day.

Having secured at least a first stage win, Megan agreed and ended the conversation for the evening.

I tossed and turned throughout the night. The added pressure of the timeframe was forcing me to try and work through my feelings quickly. Our discussion that evening had only served to pile more on top for me to work through. It was clear that if given permission Megan would quite happily go and fuck Mark in his hotel on Friday. That left me feeling both hurt and jealous. However, imagining the act itself had caused a very familiar erection. I was soon visualizing my wife lied back on the bed, large boobs bouncing, as Mark Hall pounded into her.

The next morning Megan suggested a compromise. She knew that I was struggling with the immediacy of everything. She could go on the date with the promise of no intercourse. She would even make that clear to Mark up front. We could see how that date went and if she was to see Mark again it would be at a later time.

I was relieved.

"Mayyyyybe just a wee bit of fooling around?..." she suggested, looking for my reaction,

Having her remove the pressure of sex had considerably settle my nerves.

"But no sex of any kind...?" I looked to confirm warily.

"No penis inside me in any which way!" she grinned, holding up her hand in in promise.

The lead up to Friday's date unfolded in a very similar fashion to her previous one. While Megan only owned a handful of what would be considered 'sexy' dresses, each of them was pretty spectacular. The red number that she chose for her date with Mark served to showcase her body in a very enticing manner.

Megan had clearly learned from last time that she encountered less resistance from me when she played to my desires and fantasies. She had discovered that if she could get me horny enough I would be less worried about all of the other thoughts swirling around in my head. In turn, when she went to change from her work clothes into her outfit to meet Mark I received a whole series of pictures via text instead of last time's single shot.

"Hi sweetie. Just getting changed before heading over to The Hammond to meet him. What do you think about this underwear?

It was accompanied by a few self shot photos of her in a drop dead burgundy lingerie set that we had purchased together earlier in the year. Her tits were pushed tightly together and bulged from the bra. The thong underwear were barely there. She had included a shot using a mirror in order to ensure I had a view of what was essentially her naked bum, clothed only by the tiny triangle of fabric that disappeared between her round cheeks.

I groaned inwardly and settled down onto the couch in our empty living room. Clicking into the photos individually I zoomed in to get a closer view of her body. It was as if I was looking at porn on the internet, but in this case it was me trying to get as good a view as possible of my own wife!

Another photo arrived and I waited impatiently for the circle to complete as it loaded on my screen. The text arrived below it.

"I'm trying to decide if the underwear is necessary. It doesn't really cover much" she teased.

The circle achingly neared completion and the photo finally came into focus. It was a shot of her pulling her panties outward so that I could see downward into them.

"Do you think he'd like what I did down there?"

My hand instinctively dropped into my lap as I realized she had shaved off the small triangle of blonde hair that usually adorned her mound. All that was left was her soft smooth skin and the faintest hint of her lips below.

This time I groaned out loud. It was by no means the first time she had shaved herself bald. I would occasionally ask her to do it as a special treat and she knew that I loved it. The fact that she had done so just prior to going on a date with Mark caused my penis to quickly jump to attention in my pants.

The next shot was just a selfie showing her from the waist up. She was wearing only her bra and a wicked smile.

"Maybe I don't even need the bra..." she mused teasingly.

"Actually, that's probably not such a good idea. I don't need EVERY guy in the bar trying to fuck me"

"Just Mark"

Christ.

"Love you sweetie. Don't wear out your penis tonight. I'm going to need it when I get home"

Lips kissing emoji

Devil emoji

I wandered upstairs to get changed from work. I selected a t-shirt and a pair of loose fitting gym shorts for practicality's sake. I knew that I was going to require easy access throughout the night.

I likely drank one too many Stellas during my wife's absence and as a result had a pretty good buzz going when Megan returned through the door around 11.

I had managed to match my previous output of three orgasms throughout the evening. It was extremely sexually frustrating to not know what my wife was doing on a date with this other man... and exactly what "Mayyyyybe just a wee bit of fooling around?..." actually entailed.

As she came into our bedroom I could immediately tell how delicious she smelled. Her hair seemed a bit tousled and she wore a big grin.

"How did it go?" I ventured cautiously.

"Great!" she replied immediately.

"Strip"

It was clear that she was incredibly turned on and I followed her instructions, quickly disrobing so that I could watch her do the same. Actually seeing her in the lingerie that I had been masturbating to throughout the evening served to immediately arouse my dick and my wife smirked as she climbed onto the bed next to me.

I needed to know.

"No sex, right?"

"I gave you my word about tonight" she replied, looking me in the eyes.

She pulled me in towards her and we were kissing passionately. My hands were all over her and I soon slipped a hand down inside of her panties, wanting to feel the smooth skin that she had teased me with. As my index finger parted her lips and slid inside of her it was clear how turned on she was.

She broke our kiss momentarily and spoke to me softly.

"How does it feel touching me where another guy did just an hour ago?"

Holy shit!

"Really??" I asked in shocked amazement.

Wicked smile and a nod.

"Does that turn you on honey?... Knowing that another man was fingering your wife's pussy?"

There was no way she would believe a lie

"Yes"

She slid down my chest and took my erection in her mouth. She would alternate between sucking and telling me details about their night.

They had met at Hammonds again for drinks. He had very much liked the dress she had chosen. Given the fact that she was meeting him for a second date there was obviously a degree of interest on her part so he was quite flirty right away. She had explained to him that she was interested but had promised me that she wouldn't have sex. While he had seemed a bit disappointed she hinted it didn't necessarily mean she couldn't do anything.

They were seated at a hightop table in a darker corner of the bar and she suggested that he bring his chair next to her instead of across the table. Once there hands began to roam. Megan told me that the feeling of having another man's hands on her felt thrilling and exciting. He was seated in close and she had opened her legs a bit for him. He was occasionally running his hands right up the inside of her thigh when no one was close by their table. She had teased him by telling him that she was wearing VERY small underwear and that she had shaved her pussy completely bald before the date.

My penis was twitching in Megan's mouth so she pulled back from me, obviously not wanting me to cum yet. She reached for her trusty vibrator and came up to lay next to me. As she started in on herself she asked me to play with her boobs in order to give my dick a break. I reached behind her to unclasp her bra, wondering if Mark had done the same thing.

They stayed at the bar for a couple of hours, talking and flirting. He had eventually leaned in for a kiss and they made out for a moment. Once that barrier had been broken Megan suggested that perhaps they could go back to his hotel, but made him promise no sex tonight which he readily agreed.

She said that he entered the hotel first on his own in case any of her work colleagues were still there in the lounge or bar. Once she had the all clear she followed him inside.

"It felt like everyone working at the front desk knew exactly why I was there" she confessed. "and it was a bit of a turn on".

Up in his room they'd shared a glass of wine on his balcony. She said he was respectful of her wishes and didn't want to be too forward so she initiated things by starting to kiss him again. They made out on the balcony for a while and this time they didn't need to be covert. She said his hands were all over her and it felt awesome. She eventually wanted to take off her dress so she took him back inside the room for some privacy as she could be seen from other buildings on the balcony.

She had him stand by the TV and watch as she undid her dress and slipped it off. With her in just her underwear they began to kiss again and his hands were all over her near naked ass.

At that point I couldn't not touch myself. I returned to masturbating, and seeing how turned on I was, Megan replaced my hands with hers. Her significantly calmer strokes managed to maintain a pace that would ensure I didn't orgasm as she continued to relate the events of the evening.

He asked if she might take her underwear off and show him what she had mentioned earlier.

"So I did" she said. "Just like this"

My wife swung her legs off of the bed until she was standing next to it in front of me. I watched in awe as she stared at me sexily, biting her lip, and then slowly drew her panties down her legs revealing her shaved vagina.

I stared at her hungrily, imagining the similar moment as Mark had watched her reveal herself.

"All that was left was my bra and I figured why leave that on as well" Megan cooed as she climbed back on the bed next to me.

Megan swung a leg over and straddled me, placing my penis pointing right up in front of her pussy. She began to gently twirl her hands up and down my shaft as she told me about being led to the bed by Mark and letting him do whatever he pleased with his hands.

I could see that retelling all of this to me was serving to make her very horny as well. I hoped that she was nearing the end of her story. I wanted to cum desperately. Hearing her describe him fingering her and sucking on her tits was winding me up to a feverish pitch.

Thankfully she soon shifted forward and lifted herself up, positioning my head at her entrance. With a soft sigh she slowly sunk my whole length inside of her.

"He went down on me" she continued breathily as she began to ride. "And he was good!"

"He made me cum honey"

I groaned out loud feeling the beginning clutches of an orgasm approaching. I envisioned my wife, sprawled out naked on a bed, clutching at the sheets and crying out in pleasure as another man made her orgasm.

"He's bigger than you"

It came out of nowhere and probably could have used a sequiter, however she was clearly sensing that orgasms were approaching and didn't want to leave parts out.

"How..? Did you?..." I gasped out frantically, staving off my orgasm in order to find out more.

"I took his cock out honey. I didn't put it in me though. After he made me cum I took his pants off and got one of those little lotion bottles that hotels have."

I desperately needed to know more.

"Your wife sat there naked on her knees in front of another man and jacked him off."

"How much bigger?" I gasped out, needing to know. She knew that she had me.

"Hmmm... maybe not quite 'Adam'... but close!" I could tell from her tone that she was now going for full tease.

"Are you imagining how that looks darling" she taunted, continuing to ride up and down on my cock slowly and rhythmically.

"Yessss" I groaned.

"Where did he..."

"Cum?" she finished for me.

I nodded.

"Where do you think most men would choose to cum on me?"

"Your tits" I gasped out.

She nodded mirthfully. "He even got some on my face by accident"

I was moaning out loud now. Unable to stop.

"Do you like hearing about another man cumming all over your pretty little wife?" she teased out of me.

"Yes!"

"Does it make you horny knowing what I did with Mark?

"Yesssss..."

"Isn't it sexy that I got to jack off another guy's cock and that he was much bigger than you"

"Oh god. Megan. Fuck. Yessss!"

I erupted, spilling stream after stream into her, triggering her own enormous orgasm.

Her arms gripped around my back and her large breasts smooshed into my chest as she held me tight. Her body rapidly shuddered through her orgasm as I thrust upwards, trying to cum as deep as I could into her.

She finally collapsed down on the bed next to me, her chest heaving.

"I'm glad you feel that way honey. When Mark and I were done I told him to extend his stay in town for another night."

I worked to focus and interpret her words through the haze of my dwindling orgasm.

Despite having just come down from her own, Megan's words were calm, firm, and definite.

"I realize that you're uncomfortable with me actually having sex in a hotel room away from you and I can understand that. Tomorrow night Mark is going to come over here. He's going to fuck me right here in this bed... and the thing that you've been fantasizing about for however many years is actually going to come true."

I felt like I was having some kind of out of body experience. Like I was floating in space. I was lightheaded.

I turned to Megan. Was she being serious?

The look on her face was odd. She definitely wasn't joking. While I wouldn't describe her look as 'threatening', it certainly didn't appear that she was willing to hear any kind of argument back from me. She looked firm. Definite.

"Uhhmmmm..." was the best I could come up with.

"I'm going to wear my black dress for him, but I need some new lingerie for the occasion. Tomorrow we'll go shopping together and you can pick something out for me"

She had clearly already had time to think this through and plan it out.

"He's just going to come here, and like, ... fuck you?? I managed to stammer out, still trying to put all of the pieces together.

"I'm sure we'll have a couple of drinks first sweetie" she replied with a slight twist of her lip. I had yet to say anything in protest and she was registering that this might actually be easier than she expected.

My mind flashed to the night ahead.

"and, like, I'll...um... watch? I guess?" I stammered.

"Honey. I know that this is difficult, but as I mentioned before I don't think that I could actually get into it with you sitting there watching or jacking off. I would be too self conscious! I know that your fantasy is me having some of the best sex of my life with another man... and if you truly want your fantasy to be fulfilled you're not going to be able to watch. I'm confident you'll still love it."

She had thought of everything. Every argument or counter argument seemed to have been considered.

"So, what am I supposed to do?" I asked anxiously.

"Obviously I want you to have a good time too sweetie. You know how paper thin the walls are upstairs. When Mark and I are in here you can go in the guest bedroom next door and listen to your hearts content."

She knew that this would all be a shock to me so she wrapped it up by propping herself up on an elbow, letting her large right boob rub up against my shoulder and crossing her arm suggestively across my chest. She now knew from experience that whatever reticence I may have had about her and Mark could be overcome by the strength of my desire and the carnal curiosity that I had about her being with another man.

"Think about yourself tomorrow night. Penis out in the guest room, listening to me moaning and groaning as Mark thrusts in and out of me with his big cock. You envisioning what it looks like as I ride his huge cock deeper into me than you ever go. Listening to what it sounds like when he makes me cum."



Fuuuuuuuuck!

"I'm going to sleep now honey. I have a big day ahead. Why don't you think about what kind of lingerie you want us to buy for me to get fucked in"


Wife Warms Up Pt. 05

Upon waking the next morning it was clear that Megan had no plans of walking back anything that she had said the night before. Within the next 12 hours she was going to see my fantasy through and complete my cuckolding.

She had a clear and determined plan for the day and after breakfast she had me drive us to one of her favorite lingerie stores. After spending considerable time browsing through their wares the owner escorted us to a private dressing area. I was made to watch as Megan tried each set on, determining best fit and the way each piece accentuated her large breasts and ass. When she asked my opinion it was phrased as "do you think Mark would like..." etc.

I ultimately directed her towards the purple number, having no idea what 'Mark' would like, but knowing that it certainly caused the desired reaction in my nether regions.

Shopping complete Megan suggested lunch on the patio of one of our favorite local restaurants. Settling down with a wine spritzer for her and a craft lager for me she informed me of our plans for the rest of the day.

After lunch I was to take her to a local spa where she had booked a massage and nail treatment. Following that I would drive her to see her hairdresser to get her hair done. When I suggested that it might just be more practical for her to drive herself to these appointments she fixed me with a look. Clearly my servitude was meant to include ALL aspects of our day.

When we got home I was to mow the lawn and tidy up while she got ready. She had prepared a salad for dinner that morning which I could bring to us on the deck prior to Mark arriving at 7.

Megan told me that Mark seemed fond of martinis on their dates so she asked me to ensure that I had the necessary ingredients on hand to prepare him one. Upon his arrival we would meet and then I was to let them have some privacy in the living room with their drinks. Megan would inform me when it was time to come upstairs and take my place in the guest room.

She relayed all of this to me calmly and cooly from behind her large sunglasses. She had no discernible tone, teasing, mirthful or otherwise. Just matter of fact. 'This is what's happening'. I was grateful that our table was a a reasonable distance from the next one as anyone listening would clearly wonder what kind of marriage I had signed up for.

With all of the day's tasks finally complete and dinner finished Megan left me to clean up while she went upstairs to relax in the bath before getting dressed for Mark. I received a text message several minutes later asking me to bring her dildo to the bath. I had to read the message twice, but it was quite clear. By that point in the day very little was surprising to me. I retrieved it from the drawer of her nightstand and brought it to the bathroom where she smiled at me sweetly.

"Thanks love" she smiled to me from the bath, accepting the large silicon phallus in one hand. As I looked down into the clear water I could see that she was using her other hand to rub slow circular motions around her clit. "I'm just going to warm myself up a bit for him".

I nodded dumbly and stood in the doorframe as my wife slid herself down enough to be able to elevate her pelvis just out of the water. Her bottle of Nair and a razor were laying on the side of the tub and I could see that she had ensured that not a hair would disrupt the soft smoothness of her bare pussy tonight. She poured a dollop of shampoo into her hand and then used it to soap up the dildo and the area around her entrance. I continued to watch slack jawed as she eased the fat head of the dido past her lips.

"Get, you!" she giggled at me as she realized I was still watching. "Shoo! This is private!"

When she finally emerged from the bedroom she looked like a million bucks. The new lingerie was covered by a killer black dress that was held onto her body by a long zipper that ran the length of one side. The material struggled to contain both her breasts and her large bum. It was moments until 7pm.

I'd have to say that 'greeting-the-man-who-has-just-shown-up-to-fuck-your-wife' will permanently stay atop the 'most surreal moments in my life' list. He was taller than I expected and it was emphasized as Megan reached her arms way up to reach around his neck, embracing and kissing him.

"Honey, this is Mark"

For someone who was considerably younger than me he carried himself with an admirable confidence. While he was certainly in the 'alpha' position I still assumed he would be approaching tonight with a degree of discomfort or uncertainty.

"It's great to meet you!" he said with a firm handshake. My mind immediately jumped to the fact that his large hands had already touched my wife all over her naked body and been inside of her.

"It's really cool that you're ok with this, and thanks for letting me, well... have sex with Megan" he said with a disarming grin, addressing things head on. "She's really wonderful and I promise she'll enjoy herself, just like you guys want". Megan had kept all of her conversations and emails with Mark private from me (again citing that it would make her uncomfortable if I was eavesdropping on their communications). In turn I had no idea what she had told him to this point.

"You're gonna listen in the other room, huh? That should be fun" he said with a broad smile that seemed designed to be encouraging.

Reeling form the absurdity of it all I asked if I could fix them a drink. "I understand you like martinis" I managed.

The two of them took a seat on the living room couch as I made my way to the kitchen. I could hear them talking and laughing easily as I poured Megan a glass of wine and fixed Mark's martini. I allowed myself a small grin as I envisioned myself spiking it with something to knock him out. For good measure I cracked a beer for myself.

Returning to the couch I saw that Megan had curled up into Mark's lap. His right arm was wrapped over her shoulder and his large hand was palmed around her breast. He kneaded and squeezed it openly in front of me as he accepted his drink with his free hand, offering thanks and compliments after a quick sip.

"I'll let you know when we need anything else hon?" Megan said curtly, with a smile.

Having no plan for when I was 'dismissed' I returned to the kitchen and looked around for a moment. With nothing better to do I made my way over to the family room with my beer and flicked on ESPN.

About half an hour later I was summoned by text message for refills. Mark was laid back against one of the couch cushions. His dress shirt had been pulled from his jeans and several buttons were undone. His hair was tousled and it appeared Megan had been running her hands through it. She was leaning over him and her dress was slid up and over her ass. I could now see all of her sexy purple panties.

I didn't get much attention from either of them as Megan simply asked me to put the drinks on the side table before leaning back down to begin making out with him again. I retrieved their empties and watched from the kitchen doorframe for a minute as she lustfully kissed Mark.

To this point I had been wrapped up in the surreal nature of the evening, but seeing Megan in passionate embrace with him drew my thoughts back to what had started all of this in motion so long ago. As his hand slipped up and began to squeeze my wife's round bum through her panties I hesitated to watch. It looked fucking hot and I wanted to see more! But embarrassment about watching my wife in person (and being turned on by it) drove me back towards the TV and sports highlights. I sat on the couch, with the volume lowered, straining to hear any bits of conversation or noises. My hand soon dropped toward my lap and I gently rubbed around my head as I replayed the image of them together.

They went for about another 15 minutes before I received another text.

"Please take the rest of that bottle of wine as well as two glasses up to the bedroom. I've set out some candles. Please light them. We'll be going upstairs shortly. I love you."

My hands were shaking as I retrieved the wine and glasses. I took the far stairs up to the bedroom as it was closer from the kitchen. Upon entering our bedroom I saw that Megan had certainly prepared it for the evening. The blinds were drawn and the two lamps were dimmed and covered with a gauzy fabric that she occasionally used to enhance the mood. I used a set of matches laid out by a variety of scented candle to light them and noticed that tubes of lube had been placed on each of our bedside tables. The linens had been changed to Megan's favorite high thread count set.

I couldn't help my curiosity so I came back down the front stairs, quietly arriving at the far end of the living room.

The two of them were standing in the middle of the room, kissing passionately. Megan's dress had been discarded and she wore only the lingerie I had helped her select. Mark was down to just a basic pair of black boxer briefs. As I rounded the stairs I could see that one of Mark's hands was down inside Megan's underwear, fingering her.

She saw me come down the stairs and broke their kiss briefly to look over at me.

"Everything's ready" I confirmed softly.

"Thanks" she murmured back. She held my gaze for a moment, longer than expected, and she gave me a soft smile.

She turned back to Mark, but this time instead of kissing him again she slowly sunk down to her knees in front of him. I watched in awe, unable to move.

My wife reached up and slid her fingers into the waistband of his underwear, dragging them out and downward. I will never forget the visual of them sliding down his legs and his big cock coming into view right in front of my wife's face. He stepped out of them and Megan lifted her hand to his penis, raising it. He was somewhere in between soft and hard, and even in that state it looked impressive. Given how they were positioned sideways to me I had a perfect view of the silhouette of it, sticking out from him and pointed straight at my wife's face. It was darker than mine and looked positively huge.

Megan turned back towards me. She clearly knew that I was still there. I was expecting to be dismissed, but she just gave me a knowing smile as she held his cock up. Without any words needing to be said she made clear that I should take note of the size difference.

I watched entranced as she leaned her mouth towards him and began to lick around his oversized head and up and down his shaft. Having watched our fair share of porn over the years I can honestly say it was the hottest blowjob I had ever witnessed. As she licked, he got longer and she began to take him into her mouth, slowly using her saliva to twist one hand up and down the bottom of his shaft that she couldn't fit into her mouth.

Unable to contain myself I slid a hand down into my pants and encircled my own, much more modest, erection.

Megan sucked Mark's thick cock in front of me for close to five minutes before eventually raising back up to her feet.

"Ready boys?" she said softly, for the first time actually acknowledging that I was still in the room.

Taking Mark by the hand she led him towards me and the stairs. I simply stepped aside and let them pass. She had her eyes on the top of the stairs, but Mark gave me a wide grin as he passed by me. Understanding that I should follow them up the stairs I padded up the carpet behind them.

Megan came to a stop midway down the hallway when she had reached the upstairs guest room that adjoined ours. With her hand still holding Mark's she turned back to face me.

"Love you" she said.

"Love you" I whispered back.

"Enjoy" She murmured with a soft grin.

"Also, I put out some towels in there. Don't forget that your sister and the kids are coming to stay overnight tomorrow. I don't want too big a clean up job...so try and aim when you orgasm, huh?"

With those final instructions I stood at the door to the guest room, my erection tenting my pants, as my wife disappeared into our bedroom with another man. She closed the door behind them.

And that's how I came to find myself two hours later, standing naked, leaning against the shared wall of the bedroom with my much smaller pink penis in my hand. It was coated in a layer of white aloe vera lotion which Megan had set out in the guest room for me. She later explained that she had selected it in case my skin began to get irritated from me rubbing too much. Wise selection.

Once I had been able to hear them getting going I came virtually immediately. The first ten minutes had been relatively quiet and I assumed they were just making out. But I could soon hear Megan telling Mark that she wanted it.

Listening to her talk about his dick made me instantly hard and I was soon stroking my own. I had my ear up against the wall in an effort to hear what they were saying.

"It's so fucking big Mark"

"I'm so excited"

"You'll have to go slow to start"

"No, never this big"

"I guess his is about 5 or 6 inches or something. Not very big."

"It looks so hot all lubed up like that"

I listened as he placed his dick at my wife's vagina and began to enter her.

I had never heard her make noises like that. In hindsight I imagined that some of the stuff she was saying might have been for my benefit. She knew that I would be able to hear and this moment had been the driving force of my fantasy for so long... my wife Megan was taking another man's huge cock inside of her.

I had discarded my pants and underwear virtually immediately upon closing the door of the guest room. As I now frantically tugged at my dick I found my shirt to be getting in the way. I wrenched it from my body and tossed it over to the bed.

"Oh, fuck!... yesssssssss. It's in me!"

I unleashed a torrent of cum onto the wall that I was pressed up against. I recalled Megan's instructions but was so awash in the moment I knew it would have to be dealt with later. I stroked and rope after rope arced from my penis... the orgasm I had been fantasizing about for ages. The one where my wife is actually fucking another man!

I would have given anything to be in the room watching by the bed as she took his cock inside of her. However, with hindsight I came to realize that her choice had likely been sound. Having me ejaculating everywhere as she experienced that moment would certainly have been distracting.

I finally sank to the floor, reaching for a towel and wiping down the cum streaked wall. I lay up against the wall as my penis shrunk, listening to my wife experiencing the kind of sexual pleasure she had never encountered before.

This is not some porno story where the male has some kind of Herculean stamina and fucks his subject for hours without cumming. The reality is they both came. Frequently.

There were down moments where I could tell they were just kissing or getting things back up and going again. I could occasionally hear Megan refilling their wine or going for a glass of water. But, if anything was impressive it was Mark's recovery rate.

And it was clear that he was exceptionally skilled in bed.

I knew that he was doing things to my wife that she had never experienced before.

Not wanting to miss out on anything I stayed at the wall essentially throughout. When my legs got tired from standing I would sit on the floor with my ear pressed up to the wall. When I could, I masturbated. Climaxes were usually triggered by hearing my wife saying something particularly surprising or kinky. I thought that I had control of my pace at one point as I heard Megan moan out that she wanted Mark to cum on her face.

Welp.

I groaned to myself as my penis began to unload in my hand.

At around the two and half hour mark Megan finally brought the proceedings to an end, uncertain that her vagina could take any more from Mark's considerable endowment.

I gratefully sprawled back on the bed. My semi was a swollen bight red and I slathered it in a light layer of lotion. Knowing that they were done I decided to simply leave my dick alone. I did not require another orgasm. Frankly, the last couple had barely produced much. I surely needed fluids. My balls ached.

I could hear them talking in the other room.

Finally a knock on the door and a voice through it.

"Hey, thank you man. That was great and Megan was incredible in bed. Hope you enjoyed yourself!'

This fucking guy...

I lay there until Megan had seen him off and returned. Opening the door she looked at me ruefully, sprawled on the bed. She hooked a finger at me indicating that I was now allowed out.

"You look exhausted" she laughed as she led me towards our bedroom. She was still naked and looked like she had been seriously fucked. Her hair was a mess, her ass was a bright shade of pink from being spanked, and her breasts had visible hand prints and hickeys around her nipples where they had clearly been sucked deeply into Mark's mouth.

Our room looked like a bomb had gone off in there.

"Let's clean up tomorrow" she said with a content sigh.

It only ever happened the one time. As of the next morning things were back to normal with Megan. Assuming that we should talk about things I attempted to bring it up around breakfast but she simply held a finger up to her lips and mimed a 'shhh' with a sheepish smile.

My sister, her husband, and my two nephews arrived early that afternoon. Megan was the perfect hostess, serving lunch and then working to prepare dinner as we all visited. After a wonderful dinner in the backyard the kids went to play in the basement as the adults retrieved drinks. We visited for a couple of hours in the living room. The same living room where just hours ago I had watched my wife take out another man's large cock and proceed to give him a blowjob while making me watch. My head was still spinning.

It took about a week before we had sex again. While Megan clearly didn't want to re-explore what had taken place that night she was straight forward with me about the fact that her vagina would need a bit of rest after repeatedly taking Mark's battering ram of a dick.

No real argument from my side. I had done a number on my own penis. Enough so that Megan laughed when she saw its red and inflamed state while I showered the following day.

She seemed to have dropped any elements of dominance that had entered our relationship in the lead up to her encounter with Mark. I didn't push her to talk about it and I certainly didn't introduce any of the fantasy into the bedroom.

Given Megan's behavior in the run-up to everything I had developed a gnawing fear that I had somehow unlocked something in her. I had was initially worried that she would continue to explore this fantasy and want to fuck other guys post-Mark.

As days went by and things had seemingly returned to normal I began to believe that wasn't the case. She was my sweet, loving wife.

Bubbly and enjoyable to be around.

Fun in bed.

Not having sex with other guys...

In turn, I tucked all wife sharing fantasies away and it seemed that a 'truce' of sorts had been reached.

With time to think about it I considered some of the possibilities. Had I simply been pushing too hard at the Hotwife fantasy when circumstance happened to drop someone in Megan's lap that actually made her consider it?

Was seeing it through with Mark her way of actually fulfilling my fantasy for me, despite my seeming discomfort? Did she view it as some kind of benevolent act to actually make my fantasy come true?

Or was she simply offering a warning? Showing me that if I were to push the boundaries of fidelity in our bedroom that she would eventually show me what my fantasy actually looked like in person.



For the time being I've decided to leave it and just appreciate my relationship. Our fantasy games are done.

However, I have noticed that her 'Adam' dildo still seems to be getting occasional use when I'm not around...

