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Istood by the window looking out over the skyline. I took in a deep breath and let it out.

“That was an awfully big sigh, Mister,” Lisa said.

"Yeah, well, it's been an interesting sort of day, hasn't it?" I asked, turning my attention to her.

She was lying on the bed, partially under the covers and partially out of the covers. So I was treated to an incredible view of her upper body, including her amazing tits.

Her whole body was still covered in a faint sheen of sweat. She glistened in the light streaming in from the city beyond. Then there was the darkness of the lake beyond the twinkling city lights. An abyss that seemed to swallow everything. I couldn't even see the lights of boats out there.

Sure, there was the reflection of the city skyline on some of that water, but still.

"What are you thinking about?" she asked, and she sounded almost hesitant as I turned my attention back to the twinkling lights of the city on the other side of the window. "Are you regretting anything we did tonight?"

A small smile turned up the corner of my mouth. It was actually kind of cute the way she seemed to be so hesitant all of a sudden. Especially considering the way she'd taken command earlier and forged ahead with everything like she didn't care about what I thought.

I knew that wasn't really the case. That I could’ve put an end to everything at any moment. But it was still funny seeing her acting like this after being so confident for so long.

"Tonight was amazing," I said. "Getting to watch you with him, getting to take a video of that.”

"Oh yeah. You and your fucking camera," she said.

I turned my attention back to her. I worried that maybe she was actually upset with me for taking so much video. Then I saw the smile on her face and the twinkle in her eye, and I knew she was having a little bit of fun with me.

"I don't remember you objecting to the fucking camera at any point," I said.

"I didn't," she said. "I think it'll be pretty fun to go back and watch that."

"Yeah, I think it'll be pretty fun, too," I said.

"Don't expect me to go on video every time we do something like this, though," she said.

I blinked. I turned to look at her again, and again, I took in everything about her. Then I walked over to a desk next to me, picked up my phone where I'd put it down, and I took a couple of shots. I had to mess with the settings a little to make sure the phone's automatic picture adjustments didn't fuck with the beauty the lighting was giving me, but I think I pretty much got it.

Now when she said the line her eyes narrowed, and she seemed annoyed. "You and that fucking camera."

"Sorry," I said. "This is just one of those moments I want to be able to capture forever."

"I'm sure it is," she said. "You realize this is the kind of thing that's probably going to traumatize whoever has to go through our digital photos someday when the two of us croak or go into a nursing home, right?"

"I guess I'll just have to try and delete all of this before the dementia sets in entirely," I said with a small smile.

I sat next to her on the bed. Then I leaned back. I stared up at the ceiling and then over to the window.

"You keep looking out there, and I'm going to be insulted here in a minute," she said.

"Why's that?" I asked, deliberately not turning my attention back to her. I knew that was exactly what she was going for, and I knew it would annoy her to no end that I wasn't giving her the attention she was clearly angling for.

"You have this view over here, and yet you can't stop turning around and looking out there."

"What can I say?" I said with a shrug, trying to keep the amusement out of my voice, and not really doing a good job of it. "It's not every day you get to see the Chicago skyline, right? I can see your tits any day of the week."

She smacked me lightly on the shoulder. Not enough to actually be abuse, but enough to get my attention. I turned and looked at her, my eyes wide as I tried to look as completely and utterly innocent as possible.

"What?" I asked, my eyes wide. "Did I say something wrong or something?”

"Or something is right," she said, rolling her eyes. Then she bounced a little bit, which had the bed below us bouncing just a little bit. It also had her tits bouncing, and talk about distracting.

"Okay, I'm sorry," I said. “I didn't mean to turn my attention away from you or your magnificent breasts.”

“You're damn right you didn't mean to turn your attention away from me or my magnificent breasts,” she said with a sniff.

"Would you like to kiss and make up?" I asked.

She smiled. "That sounds like a nice idea."

She puckered up and closed her eyes, which was more than I could've hoped for. It opened her up to exactly what I was about to do.

So I leaned down and I kissed first one of her nipples, and then the other one.

"Hey," she said with a giggle. "What are you doing?"

I swirled my tongue around one of those nipples on offer, and her giggle turned into a quiet gasp that almost became a moan by the time she was done.

"That's no fair," she said. "You aren't supposed to play like that."

"Like what?" I asked, looking up at her.

She stared down at me, and then she fell back against the bed again. Her chest rose and fell, and it was the kind of view that was all kinds of distracting.

"I can't believe we actually did this," she said.

"You and me both," I said. "I never thought I would even get up the guts to tell you about this fantasy, let alone have you actually go through with it."

"I mean, I have to admit I was always intrigued," she said. "But at the same time, I never thought I’d have a first time with another man again."

"Never say never," I said. "We could've gotten divorced, or I could've gotten in a car accident or something, and suddenly I'm six feet under and you're a young hot woman with nobody to help you take care of your urges."

Again, she smacked me lightly. Just enough to get my attention.

"Ass," she said.

"Hey, you never know," I said. "But anyway, I am glad we were able to do this, and I'm even more glad that it sounds like you're willing to do it again."

"I mean, I am if you are," she said, biting her lip as she stared at me.

I leaned in and kissed her, and this time it was on the lips. Not the tits. Though I had every intention of kissing her on the tits again as well. We had another night in the hotel before the weekend was over, after all, and I fully intended to enjoy every minute of it.

I pulled away from the kiss, and I looked her up and down. There was a glow about her that had nothing to do with the sheen of sweat or the reflection from the city lights outside. No, it had everything to do with what she'd just done. With knowing another man had just fucked her tonight and I'd gotten to watch it and enjoy it.

"What are you thinking now?" she asked.

"I'm thinking we still have another night in the city. We have a hotel room we could bring somebody back to, and maybe we don't have to be done with the fun."

Her grin practically split her face.

"I was hoping you’d say something like that. Maybe we could go back to the Sky High and see what happens."

"Maybe," I said. "Or maybe we could go eat at that NBA player’s steakhouse that seems like it's pretty kitschy but expensive."

"Are you serious?" she asked.

"Who knows? Maybe you'll meet some NBA star or something and we can bring him back here."

"Please," she said, rolling her eyes. "Chicago sports haven't been relevant for, like, what? Thirty years now?"

"Yeah, but an NBA star is an NBA star. That would be pretty hot, wouldn't it?"

"Why don't we just settle for simmering down after everything that happened with Arthur tonight?" she asked.

"Fine," I said with a sigh, looking up at the ceiling again.

"And then maybe we can think about what kind of fun we can have tomorrow. It doesn't even have to be an NBA star. Just some hot Chicago dude, right?"

I looked back at her and saw her grinning at me.

"Yeah, that sounds like a perfect end to our little mini vacation."
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We pulled up to the hotel. It was in a building that was taller than anything we had back in our hometown, but it was also a building that was way shorter than any of the really big stuff around here.

“Here we are,” I said, pulling up to the valet.

“What are you doing, honey?” Lisa asked.

“We’re here for a long weekend of fun, babe,” I said, turning and winking at her. “I figure that means we splurge on a few things.”

She rolled her eyes as I pulled forward just a little in the valet line. There was a little drive people could pull into, and we were out in the street proper.

“You’re just splurging because I’m finally giving you something you’ve been wanting for years,” she said.

“Is there something wrong with that?” I asked.

“I mean, I guess not,” she said, rubbing her hands up and down on her arms. “But it does make me feel kind of like a whore that you’re doing all this stuff for me because I agreed to fuck some other guy.”

“I seem to recall that you were also there making that decision,” I said.

I made sure to keep my eyes straight ahead as I said it. The last thing I wanted was to do anything that would upset my wife. Not when we were so close. Nothing would happen tonight, but if everything went well, then we’d be meeting Arthur for drinks and see where the night took us tomorrow.

There was no guarantee anything was going to happen. It was still very possible Lisa would get cold feet. That she’d decide she didn’t want to go through with it.

And I could go on all I wanted about how that would be perfectly fine with me, but in my secret heart of hearts? I knew there was a part of me that would be deeply disappointed if we didn’t do this, even as I also knew I was going to go along with whatever made my wife comfortable.

“I mean… you’re the one who’s been badgering me about it for a few years now,” she said. “Like when you told me you thought it was kinda hot that nerdy guy was hitting on me at work? I never thought that would lead to you actually wanting me to fuck some other guy.”

“Marriages work in mysterious ways,” I said.

“Marriages aren’t supposed to work like this,” she said.

“But our marriage is going to work like this,” I said, and maybe it was with a little more hope than conviction.

I really hoped she wasn’t getting cold feet now that we were actually here. For all that she’d just said she wanted to do it. It was a lot to think about, and I could understand her going back and forth.

“Maybe it is,” she said, which had that shiver running up and down my spine all over again.

We finally pulled to the front, and the valet was there waiting for us. It took a few minutes to get everything situated, but it wasn’t long before all our suitcases were on one of those little carts and we were making our way into the hotel.

From there, it was quick work to get checked in and make our way up to our room. It was up on the fortieth floor, and it had a nice view of the lake off in the distance.

“This is really nice,” Lisa said, looking the place over. “Seems a little small, though.”

“Yeah, that’s the thing about hotels in the bigger cities,” I said. “We’d get way more space if we were at one of the places back home.”

“Yeah, but there’s not a chance I’m doing something like this back home,” she said. “Too much chance of someone recognizing us.”

I held my peace on that. I figured we were probably pretty safe from that kind of stuff. I also wasn’t going to do anything that might get her to change her mind.

I looked around the room. There was a bathroom to my left as we walked in, and the fridge and closet were to my right. There was a floor-to-ceiling window that gave us that view of the city and Lake Michigan off in the distance.

Everything looked bright and blue out there. There were fluffy clouds floating through the air, though there weren’t any fluffy clouds floating around the tops of the buildings today.

I looked at Lisa standing there silhouetted by the beautiful view just on the other side of the window.

She really was a sight to behold. She was one of those natural beauties. Maybe she had a little more weight than when we first got together because of the two pregnancies, but that was fine with me.

If anything, it’d only added to her curves and made her look that much more beautiful. She was the most beautiful woman in the world as far as I was concerned.

Which was a good thing, considering she was my wife. There was a reason I decided to put a ring on it.

She turned around and hit me with the look she always gave me when she realized I was looking at her.

“What?” she asked.

“Just taking in the view,” I said.

She rolled her eyes, then turned to look out the window.

“It really is a nice view,” she said. “Not quite as nice as that time we stayed at the hotel near Times Square.”

“I don’t think anything is ever going to match staying at a hotel that has that kind of view of Manhattan,” I said. “Chicago can go on about how great it is all they want, but there’s a reason it’s the Second City.”

“And yet you decided to bring me here for this instead of splurging for a trip out to Manhattan,” she said.

“Would you really want to fly for something like this?” I asked, coming up behind her and wrapping my arms around her. My hands moved to her stomach, and I imagined what might be happening in this room tomorrow night.

Would it be another man coming up behind her? Another man wrapping his arms around her and pressing his hands against her stomach? Another man pressing his cock into her ass cheeks as she pressed back against him?

It was all a very real possibility, and the thought that it might actually be happening had my whole body shaking.

“Are you okay?” she asked, pulling away from me a bit and turning so she could look up at me.

“I’m fine,” I lied.

“You’re not fine,” she said. “You know I can tell when you’re bullshitting me.”

“Yeah, well, you’re probably going to have to get used to me being borderline not fine with things this weekend,” I said. “This is a big step for both of us.”

She rolled her eyes and pulled away from me. She put her hands on her hips and stared at me.

“What?” I asked.

“This is a big step for you?” she asked.

“Well… yeah?”

“It’s a bigger step for me! I’m the one who has to actually perform,” she said.

“You know you don’t have to do anything if you don’t want to,” I said, but it sounded weak even to me as I said it.

“Oh come on, Dave,” she said, and she said it in her no-bullshit tone that said she was tired of my shit already. “We both know that unless this guy shows up and he’s twenty years older and fifty pounds bigger than his pictures, this is going to happen. And we both know that’s not going to happen because we saw him on video.”

“You never know,” I said with a shrug. “He could be using some sort of AI stuff or something.”

She stared at me for a long moment. Then she pointed behind her.

“Go. Sit.”

I turned around to look at what she was talking about. And then I saw something I’d seen when I was booking the hotel, but it was still a surprise to see it here and now.

“Would you look at that?” Lisa said, staring at the way the room was arranged.

We’d gone for a room with a single bed. Usually it didn’t cost that much more to go with the double beds, but getting a hotel room in the city was expensive as fuck. But there was a little couch along the wall next to the bed, and then the window beyond the bed that had that aforementioned view of the city.

I looked at Lisa and then I looked at the couch.

“Go and sit,” she said again.

I stared at her, then I looked back to where she was pointing.

“Go on,” she said, waving her hand in that direction. “I know exactly why you chose this room, so go ahead and sit there and think about what you did.”

Okay, I wasn’t sure who this woman was and what she’d done with my wife, but I was certainly intrigued. So I went over and sat on the little couch like a good boy. Though to call it a couch was really giving it a lot of credit that it didn’t deserve. It was more like a padded bench that was set up against the wall, though it was comfortable enough as I sat there.

“There’s not really a lot of room in between the couch and the bed,” I muttered. “I don’t think anybody would be all that comfortable trying to sleep here.”

Lisa moved forward and she put one knee up on the bed, then the other, and then she fell forward until she was on her hands and knees, hitting me with one hell of a seductive look. I was here for it.

“You think they really expect people to sit on that couch to relax? Or they expect people to sit there and work or even sleep?”

“I mean, I’m sure somebody has done that at some point,” I said with a shrug.

“Come on, baby,” she said, rolling her eyes. And then she hit me with that same seductive look all over again.

“What are you on about, Lisa?” I asked, cocking my head to the side and hitting her with a curious look.

“I think the real question is what are you on about, honey?” she asked, throwing my question right back at me.
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She started to crawl across the bed, though there wasn’t much bed for her to crawl across. It said it was a king when I booked the room, but I’d noticed there were a lot of hotels that seemed to play pretty fast and loose with the definition of what size a bed was. But I was more focused on my wife than I was on the size of the bed.

I looked at the way her back arched. The way her ass was thrust up into the air. The way her tits hung free in that tank top as she stared at me. And as soon as she realized I had made eye contact, she licked her lips.

“Damn. Who are you and what have you done with my wife?” I asked.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said with a shrug.

“Come on,” I said. “You don’t usually act like this.”

The seductive look was replaced with a frown almost immediately. I got the feeling I’d just done something wrong.

“Well, if I’m going to go through with this, then I figure I should probably act the part, right?”

“I suppose,” I said.

“And it seems like you shouldn’t complain about me acting the part that you obviously wanted me to act for so long, right?”

That was enough to get me to shut my big fucking mouth. My wife made a very good point. I was getting everything I wanted, so why was I questioning her about it?

“Okay, so maybe you’re right,” I said.

“Of course I’m right,” she said. “I’m your wife. I’m always right about everything.”

I held my tongue on that score. I was finally going to get what I’d wanted for so very long. I wasn’t going to say a damn thing to potentially keep that from happening.

“Besides, I think we both know why that little bench couch thing is right there.”

“We do?” I asked.

“We do,” she said, grinning at me.

“Okay, so please elaborate for me,” I said.

“Come on, baby,” she said. And she said it in a little whine, like she was getting off on explaining this to me. “You know that’s a place where pathetic little men sit while they’re watching their wife getting railed by a real man.”

I blinked again. Okay, I really didn’t know where she learned to talk like that.

“Have you been doing some research or something?” I asked.

“So what if I have been?” she asked with a grin.

“I mean, I’m not complaining,” I said. “Not exactly. I’m just a little surprised, is all.”

“So do you have any notes for my performance?” she asked, getting up on her knees and putting her hands down on her thighs as she stared at me and cocked her head to the side with a cute little smile.

And just like that, the seductress who’d been crawling her way across the king-sized bed that looked more like a queen to me was gone. She was just my cute Lisa all over again. Cute and sexy. Don’t get me wrong. I took in her body as she sat there on her knees, silhouetted by the view of Lake Michigan in the distance. She was pure sex, but she also exuded an enthusiasm that was infectious.

“I mean, I don’t know that I’m into the humiliation stuff quite as much as what you’re saying,” I said.

“The humiliation stuff?” she asked.

“Getting fucked by a real man, that sort of thing,” I said with a shrug. “I know there are some dudes who are into that, but I was never one of them.”

“Oh?” she asked, sounding surprised. “So what exactly are you into then?”

“I’m just into the idea of watching you have a good time with someone else,” I said. “There’s something about how transgressive it is thinking about you getting railed by another guy that gets me going, but it’s not like I think I’m less of a man or anything. I’m just not intimidated by your sexuality.”

“Not intimidated by my sexuality?” she asked, tapping a finger against her lips as she seemed to roll that thought over and over in her mind. “I like the way you say that. It makes watching me get fucked almost sound like it’s feminist or something.”

“I mean, I don’t know about any of that,” I said with a chuckle. “But it’s what turns me on, and I’m definitely not into the humiliation shit.”

“Yeah, well, just think about what you’re going to be doing sitting there. Don’t think for a moment I don’t realize why you picked this room with that little bench right there.”

“Why did I pick this room with that bench right here?” I asked, licking my lips and really wanting to know what she thought about this.

Like most wives, she seemed to have an almost supernatural ability to be able to tell what I was thinking. I didn’t think she had the ability to read minds, but there were times when she came pretty close.

“I think you chose this room because you looked at the pictures and you saw you were going to have something a little more comfortable than a cuck chair to sit in while you watched some guy fucking your wife,” she said.

My cock was getting harder and harder with every word. I couldn’t believe I was hearing that coming out of my wife’s mouth.

We’d gone over this fantasy plenty. We’d talked about it while we were fucking. We’d talked about it while we were finding somebody she might be interested in. And I’d heard all the things she said to this Arthur guy she was thinking about getting with, assuming everything in the interview went well tomorrow. As ridiculous as it was to think about another guy getting interviewed for the chance to fuck my wife.

But there was something about actually being in the hotel room and watching my wife and knowing we were going to go through with this that had my cock harder than a diamond. This was where the magic was going to happen. Maybe. If everything went just right. I loved the idea that this was where the magic was going to happen.

“It’ll be right here, babe,” she said, lying down on her back and rolling around just a little. She squeezed her eyes shut, and one of her hands moved up and started squeezing at a breast. The other one went down between her legs.

“Are you thinking about it, Dave?” she asked, her eyes squeezed shut as she let out a quiet gasp.

Her hand went down between her legs and started pressing against her pussy. I almost wanted to lean forward and give her a helping hand, but I also didn’t want to interrupt whatever was going on here.

This was another thing I’d noticed about my wife ever since we started seriously considering this fantasy. Ever since we started talking about it like it was something that might actually happen and not just a hypothetical. It seemed like it was jumpstarting her libido in a major way.

I wasn’t sure why that was. I’d read all kinds of stuff about how people got a shot of new relationship energy when they started exploring a fantasy like this. That the idea of seeing yourself as being desired by others rather than by your spouse who was obligated to get with you could really jumpstart somebody’s sex drive.

It’s not like her sex drive needed jumpstarting to begin with, but it certainly seemed to be going harder and faster than it ever had before we started actually thinking about going through with this.

“God, he’s going to throw me down on this bed and he’s going to be on top of me, honey,” she said, her eyes still closed as she worked through everything. Her mouth was open and she was running her finger up and down her pussy through her shorts, and from the way she was humping up against her hand, that seemed to be doing something for her.

“Do you think you’ll be able to handle that?” she asked. She turned to look at me. She locked eyes with me and stared. “Do you think you’ll be able to handle watching another man putting his cock inside me? Because I’m not sure if I’m ready for it. I’m not sure if I’m going to be able to handle it.”

I licked my lips. “Holy shit, honey. What’s come over you?”

And just like that, she was flipping over and she was on her hands and knees again, crawling across the bed towards me.

“So tell me, Dave,” she said, her voice coming out in an almost low purr. “Do you like the idea of your wife getting railed by some guy?”

“I really like the idea of my wife getting railed by some guy,” I said, staring at her.

“You’re absolutely sure?” she asked. “Because tomorrow we’re going to meet him at some restaurant, and we’re going to chat and have drinks, and maybe at the end of it we come back here to this room and it’s going to happen.”

I stared at her, unblinking. I couldn’t believe my wife was talking like this.

I supposed it shouldn’t have been a surprise that she was talking like this, though. Like I said, she seemed to be getting more and more into it as time went on. But it was still beyond anything I ever thought would happen.

“I’m totally on board with this,” I said.

But was I totally on board with this?

I was never going to give voice to what I felt running through my head. But admittedly, there was a part of me that kept thinking about how this might be a mistake. I kept thinking about how she might decide she was more into this guy than she was into me.

I didn’t think that was likely after ten years of marriage, but that was one of several reasons why we decided to go with somebody who lived a few hours away.

Still, it would hardly be the first time somebody carried out a long-distance romance, and it was a very real possibility she might fall for the asshole.

Not that he was an asshole. The guy was a saint as far as I was concerned. Sure, he was getting his dick wet, and that was probably the only consideration he had. Still. If this worked out, then it was going to be so fucking amazing, and I’d be so grateful.

“I’m fine, really,” I said, trying to smile to take a little bit of the edge off everything she was saying. I knew she was trying to get a rise out of me, and I wasn’t going to let it work.
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“You say so,” she said, her eyes darting down from the bed to the rock-hard bulge in my pants.

“Oh my,” she said, her voice quiet and almost contemplative. “It looks like you’re really enjoying this.”

“Hell yeah, I’m enjoying this,” I said. “Your dirty-talking game is on point.”

“Is it dirty talk?” she asked, arching an eyebrow as she stared at me. “Or is it just me telling you everything that’s going to happen?”

“Why not both?” I asked with a shrug.

“Why not both?” she repeated.

She slung her legs around so she was sitting on the bed, her legs almost touching mine. There really wasn’t much space between her and me.

Then she slipped off the bed. I could hear the sound of her shorts moving along the covers, and then she was down on the ground on her knees in front of me.

“So what do you think I should do to him when I’m getting to know him?” she asked.

“I think you can do anything you want,” I said.

“Oh no, Dave,” she said, putting her hands on my thighs and looking up at me. Looking straight into my eyes. “We can’t have that.”

I could only stare down at my wife. “Honey, if you’re going to do this, then you can do whatever the hell you want.”

“I’m going to need you to tell me what to do,” she said. “I want to hear what you want me to do to him.”

“Well, I think you down on your knees is a pretty good start,” I said, staring at her.

I imagined what Arthur would think tomorrow if she was down on her knees in front of him like this. Though I imagined she’d be down on her knees in front of him over on the bed. Not staring up at him on the couch.

I would be sitting here, after all. Getting that perfect view of my wife doing naughty things to another man.

“Me on my knees,” she said. “What would you want me to do to him?”

“I think it would be hot to watch you nuzzling your cheek and your mouth against his cock.”

“Through his pants, or with it out?” she asked.

“Whatever you want.”

I stopped at a glare from her that made it pretty clear I was the one who was supposed to be calling the shots. And what kind of idiot wouldn’t call the shots? She was letting me tell her what I wanted her to do when we got to the room tomorrow. Probably because I wasn’t going to have much of an opportunity to tell her what I wanted her to do when we were in the room with the dude tomorrow.

Assuming we got up here to the room with the dude.

“I want you to nuzzle his cock through his pants for a little bit. Give him a tease. Give him a preview of everything that’s about to happen.”

“Oh yeah,” she said, and then she leaned forward and did just that, pressing her cheek up against my cock.

She started with one side of her face and then the other. I never thought watching her nuzzle against my pants could be so hot, but it was.

Then she moved her mouth over my cock, and she started to suck on it. Only she was sucking on it through my shorts. Her eyes looked up at me, and she held my gaze.

“Is that what you had in mind?” she asked, pulling away.

“Yeah, that’s a good start,” I said. “But I think you can do more than that.”

“Really?” she asked, a mischievous smile coming to her face. “You think I can do more than that?”

“I know you can do more than that, babe,” I said. “I know how good you are.”

“Am I really that good?” she asked, and she moved her hands up and started running them up and down my shaft. “Or are you just suffering from Stockholm Syndrome because I’m the only woman who’s been touching your pee-pee for the last fifteen years or so?”

“No, I know how damn good you are, babe.”

“Well, as long as you’re sure,” she said. “So what do you want me to do next?”

“Take his cock out.”

“You mean like this?” she asked, and she deftly worked at the button and then the zipper on my pants. A moment later, my cock was out and her hand was wrapped around it. She jerked her hand up and down as she looked up at me.

“Kiss it,” I said.

She zeroed in on my cock. Goddamn, that was incredible. Not to mention I was already so turned on by everything. By the frustration of sitting in a car ride for the last four hours, turning to look at her occasionally and thinking about everything we might do that weekend. I was operating on a hair trigger.

She leaned forward and kissed my cock. I groaned. My eyes rolled into the back of my head, and meanwhile I imagined that I was another man getting to feel my wife’s mouth on my cock.

“You like that?” she asked, looking up and locking eyes with me. She let out a little giggle. She was enjoying the hell out of this.

“I did,” I said.

She started jerking my shaft again.

“Now imagine how hot it’ll be to look down and see me on my knees in front of him on the bed, kissing his cock like this.”

“I want you to rub your tits on it,” I said.

She looked up at me and blinked.

“My tits?”

“Yeah,” I said. “You’re so good at that. I want you to try your tits. It’s a nice low-stakes way for you to ease into everything.”

“My beloved husband,” she said, never missing a beat as she ran her hand up and down my cock and kept her gaze on me. “What makes you think I want to take it slow and ease into things? If we’re doing this, then we’re doing this.”

“Oh fuck,” I groaned, and I felt like I was about to come from a handjob of all things. It’d been so long since I’d come from a handjob.

She kept working my cock. She stared up at me with that grin, and then she moved up just a little. She pulled her tank top up, and then she pulled her bra up as well.

“So you want your wife to show off her tits to another man like this?” she asked.

“I do,” I said.

“Are you sure about that?” she asked. “Because once another guy’s cock is all over my pretty tits, they’re not going to be just yours anymore.”

“I don’t care,” I said, my voice coming out more as a strangled gasp than anything.

“Are you sure about that?”

“Just show me what you’re going to do to him,” I said.

She blinked as she looked up at me. Maybe she wasn’t expecting me to be so forceful. But then she shrugged and leaned forward, cupping her breasts and wrapping them around my cock. She even looked down and spit to add some lubrication.

“So this is what you want?” she asked, and she started moving her chest up and down along my cock.

“Oh fuck, Lisa,” I hissed. “That’s just what I fucking want.”

“You want to watch him sliding his cock between your wife’s tits?” she asked.

“I do,” I said.

“Do you want to watch him blowing his come all over my tits?” she asked. “You want to watch him exploding? Maybe some of it will get on my face. What would you think of that?”

“That would be amazing,” I hissed. “I’m so fucking close.”

“Are you?” she asked.

“I am,” I said, and my cock started to twitch. I was so goddamn close, and I really was on that hair trigger. All it would take was another…

She pulled off my cock and stared up at me, grinning that mischievous grin all over again.

“What the hell, Lisa?” I said, unable to hide my frustration as I stared down at her.

“What’s wrong, honey?” she asked, looking up at me. “Is there a problem?”

“Why would you do that?” I asked.

She leaned down and kissed the head of my cock again. I almost came in her mouth, but I didn’t.

“I want you to be good and bottled up with one hell of a case of blue balls if we’re going to do this,” she said, pulling back.

Son of a bitch.

“Okay, well that was fun,” she said, getting up and then walking over to the other side of the room. She started pulling off her clothes, and I could only stare in wonder.

Maybe she sensed something, because she paused in the middle of pulling her tank top up and over her breasts and turned to look at me. She arched an eyebrow.

“What?” she asked.

“Just enjoying the view,” I said.

She rolled her eyes. “Just enjoying the view?”

“Hey, I figure one of the perks of being a married man is getting to see the beautiful woman I married wearing practically nothing on the regular.”

“Yeah, you keep telling me about that perk of being a married man,” she said.

“And it never ceases to be a perk of being a married man.”

I watched her as she got down to her underwear and her bra. Then she pulled on a tank top that looked a little fancier than the stuff she’d wear for being in the car for a few hours. She pulled on a pair of shorts that molded to her body.

Then she turned to look at me and did a quick twirl.

“Weren’t you the one who was just getting annoyed with me because I was enjoying the view?” I said.

“I have to act like that,” she said with a shrug. “Doesn’t mean I don’t enjoy showing off for my husband.”

“Yeah, I’m sure you don’t mind at all,” I said.

“I really don’t,” she said, hitting me with a wink. “I just have to keep you on your toes.”

“So anyway,” I said, clearing my throat. “What are we doing now? We’ve still got a good chunk of the night ahead of us.”

“Well, my husband has been nice enough to take me for a weekend getaway to the Magnificent Mile,” she said, hitting me with a grin. “And I’m going to have a very formal occasion tomorrow night, so I figure I need to get some clothes that fit the moment.”

Wonderful. A shopping expedition.
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Iblinked. I looked at her, and then I looked down at the suitcase.

“A very formal occasion?” I finally said, the words coming out of my mouth dripping with disbelief.

“Well, yeah,” she said. “I mean, it’s not every night you go out and maybe get fucked for the first time in fifteen years.”

“You’d been fucked plenty of times in the last fifteen years we’ve been together,” I said.

“Sorry, maybe I should rephrase that a little,” she said. “It’s not every day you get fucked for the first time, for the first time in fifteen years.”

My cock was already so hard. Hearing those words coming out of her mouth only added to the sensation, though.

“God, I love you,” I said.

“I know,” she said. “Now change out of your clothes.”

I looked down at my T-shirt and shorts.

“What’s wrong with my clothes?”

“You’ve been driving in those all day,” she said. “We need to have something a little nicer on if we’re going out shopping.”

“But we’re just going shopping on the Magnificent Mile.”

“So…”

“So that isn’t exactly the kind of thing that requires getting dressed up.”

“It does for me,” she said, her eyes narrowing as she stared at me. “And this is a weekend where you’re going to do everything you possibly can to keep your wife happy, isn’t it?”

I held my hands up in surrender. She was right. The last thing I wanted to do was anything that would upset her in any way.

“You make a good point, babe,” I said.

“All of my points are good points. You just don’t always realize it.”

I went over to the suitcase. Luckily, I’d packed some extra stuff, and it was only about twenty minutes later that the two of us were down on the ground level looking around.

“So did you have any idea where exactly you wanted to go?” I asked.

“There were a couple of places I wanted to check out,” she said. “And then I figured we could get some dinner.”

“Sounds good to me,” I said. “Did you have anything in particular you were looking for?”

“Oh, yes,” she said, turning and hitting me with a wide grin. “I figure I’m going to go out and find the best and the hottest little black dress that has ever been invented.”

I licked my lips as I looked her up and down, and then I turned and looked at all the people walking past us.

We were in the city, which meant there were a lot of people walking past minding their own damn business. It was a Midwestern city, but it was still a city for all that.

But I did notice there were some guys who’d pause to look my wife up and down. Like they were really giving her an appreciative once-over.

They immediately looked away from her as soon as they glanced, but those glances, especially when they realized I was watching them watching the woman who was obviously my wife, still lingered.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

I blinked and turned my attention back to Lisa.

“Were you doing that thing where you were getting off on watching men watching me?” she asked.

“Men,” I said in a sing-song voice.

“Don’t,” she said.

“Watching you.”

“You know I can’t stand Neil Diamond.”

“Watching me.”

“Stop it,” she said.

“Fine,” I said, before really launching into a perverted version of that song that involved a whole hell of a lot of stuff about my wife’s body and the men who were enjoying it.

“You’re impossible,” she said.

“I’m just a man in love with my wife. Is there really anything wrong with that?” I asked.

“When you’re making up silly songs like that? Yeah, there’s probably a little something wrong with you,” she said.

“Then I don’t want to be right,” I said.

“Anyway,” she said. “That was what you were doing, wasn’t it?”

“Guilty as charged,” I said. “Why?”

“I mean, I wasn’t exactly surprised,” she said, looking down at herself and doing another quick twirl in front of the hotel doors. “I’m fucking hot.”

I grinned. That was another transformation that had come over Lisa recently. There’d been a time when she would’ve denied that there were men staring at her. When she would’ve said I was being crazy.

All that had changed when I’d finally been honest about my fantasy. When she finally started really paying attention to other guys and the attention they were paying to her. And it had been really gratifying the first time she’d actually worn something sexy out and about and started noticing all the guys looking at her.

Starting to dress a little sexy while out and about had been one of the baby steps we took when we were on our way to making this happen.

“Now, come on,” she said. “You owe me one hell of a sexy little black dress, and I owe you putting on a show for everyone all around us.”

“I’m not going to complain about that one bit,” I said.

And with that, she took off and started making her way down the sidewalk. Things were pretty packed, and we were already starting to get into that odd twilight that only happened in a big city where there were skyscrapers all around. I knew the sun was out there somewhere, but it was being blocked by the buildings.

All around us, the sounds of the city echoed, and I took in a deep breath and took it in.

I wouldn’t have wanted to live here, but I very much enjoyed visiting a bigger city. There was something about it that refreshed me. Not to mention it was nice to be in a place where I wasn’t expected to be performatively nice to everyone.

Again, we were in the Midwest, but the big city outweighed that Midwest by a bit. People were still friendly for all that. It was a totally different experience than visiting, say, Manhattan.

Lisa walked in front of me, and I got a nice view of her ass moving back and forth in those impossibly tight shorts. She seemed to be putting a bit of extra sway into her step. Like she knew what she was doing, and she was enjoying the hell out of it.

I also saw more than a few guys turning to look at her. I even saw a couple of them turning around and doing a double-take getting a look at her ass after they got a look at her front.

Meanwhile, I was walking slightly behind her and enjoying watching other guys turning around and getting a look at her.

“So there was one thing I was curious about,” I said, catching up to her after a moment.

“What’s that?” she asked.

“How exactly are you going to get this thing cleaned?”

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“Well, it isn’t like we have access to our washer and dryer here.”

“Oh, honey,” she said, reaching up and patting me on the cheek. “The kind of little black dress I plan on wearing isn’t the kind of thing you put in a washer or a dryer. We’re going to send it out overnight and have the hotel do the cleaning.”

“Isn’t that going to be expensive?” I said.

“Is it going to be any more expensive than anything else you’re paying for this weekend?” she asked, hitting me with a sharp look.

“Okay,” I said, holding both of my hands up to let her know I was surrendering. The message was received, loud and clear.

“I hoped you’d be a smart boy and catch that message loud and clear,” she said.

And with that, we kept walking. She seemed like a woman with a purpose. A woman who knew exactly where she was going.

And all I could do was follow along and enjoy the view, and shiver and shake as I thought about what we’d be doing around this time tomorrow night.
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Ilet out a low whistle as we stepped into the store.

"Is something wrong?" Lisa asked, turning to stare at me.

"No, nothing's wrong," I said. “Just looking around and thinking this place looks like the kind of spot that's going to cost me dearly.”

"It's going to cost us dearly, you mean," she said, grinning at me. "We’re both paying for this after all."

“How could I forget?”

I was joking, of course. We both had good jobs and we both made good money. The kind of money where we could afford to run off to the city and it wasn't a huge deal. The kind of job where I would gladly pay for whatever she wanted.

I also figured she was doing this on purpose. She could go out and buy whatever she wanted back home, but she was clearly making a production out of going out and trying things on while I was with her.

And I was more than fine with her pulling that.

"This place just looks a little fancier than the stores back home," I said.

"Yeah, it is, but it'll be totally worth it," she said.

After that, we proceeded to do something that felt pretty damn familiar to any married man. At least any married man who wanted to keep his wife happy.

I walked around behind her, dutifully following her around and making the appropriate noises every time she picked something out.

Only in my case, making the appropriate noises also included occasionally telling her when I didn't think something was going to be a good fit.

"You're a brave man," she muttered, turning to me with a sidelong glance as I said that about a button-up shirt that had a pattern on it that I didn't think would be particularly flattering.

"Hey, if you want my opinion then you're going to get my opinion," I said with a shrug. "I'm not going to lie to my wife and let you go out in something that looks hideous."

"I don't think this looks hideous," she said, staring at the flannel monstrosity she'd just held up in front of her. "I think it’s cute."

"For certain definitions of cute that I don't believe in," I muttered.

"What's that supposed to mean?" she asked.

"Remember that bearded guy on that old TV show Tim Allen had in the ‘90s?"

"What are you talking about?" she asked.

"You know, the Tool Time guy who had the beard and he always wore flannels?"

"I never watched that show," she said. "But if you're standing there trying to tell me that I look like a bearded guy in flannels from some ‘90s sitcom, then maybe this isn't the right choice."

"See? Now you understand what I'm getting at," I said.

"I don't know why I even bother to ask you about this stuff," she said, rolling her eyes and letting out a frustrated groan.

"Probably because you know I'm going to be completely honest with you, and complete honesty is something you need for an outfit like that."

She did another eye roll, and then we were quickly moving through the store.

I followed her around. I didn't have my phone out or anything. No, I wanted to be able to remember every moment of this.

She was shopping for stuff that might potentially be used to seduce another man tomorrow, and I wanted to remember everything about watching her trying to find an outfit that would potentially be used to seduce another man tomorrow.

At one point she even turned and looked at me. Some of her hair had fallen in front of those pretty eyes I'd fallen for so long ago. I mean, there were other parts of her I'd fallen for as well, don't get me wrong, but her eyes were up there.

"Why are you looking at me like that?" she asked.

"Does a man need a reason to take in his beautiful wife?" I asked, winking at her.

"Flatterer," she said. "You know I'm going to do this no matter what you say, right?"

"Oh, I don't know about that," I said, tapping a finger against my lips. "Earlier it sounded like you were still a little unsure about it."

"Yeah, well, we have to see what this guy is like tomorrow. He might show up and it turns out he's been catfishing us this whole time or something."

"I'd be surprised if that was the case," I said, frowning.

I supposed that was a possibility, but it wasn't a possibility that had ever occurred to me. Catfishing was the kind of thing people did when they were trying to run a scam on someone.

But then the possibilities bloomed inside my mind, and suddenly, I was catastrophizing and making up worst-case scenarios in my head and wondering if there was something I'd missed this entire time.

"I mean, he did the video chat with you, right?” I said, trying to convince myself more than anything.

"You're starting to get worried, aren't you?” Lisa said, hitting me with her shoulder.

"Just a little," I said. "Like what if he was only doing it because he was trying to get naked pictures of you or something? What if he doesn't show up tomorrow?"

"Then he's going to miss out on one hell of a good time," she said with a shrug.

"Yeah, that he is," I said.

Though I still couldn't get over the thought that all of this might have been for nothing. That we could come all the way to the city and then it turns out this guy was just some random on the internet who was trying to collect pictures or something.

I pushed those thoughts away. I wasn't going to come up with worst case scenarios like that. I was going to look forward to me and Lisa having a good time, and he was real. His pictures would be up-to-date, and it wouldn't turn out that he was a total creep.

"This looks nice," she said holding up a tube top that was more sparkly sequins than fabric.

"That does look nice," I said. "Do you want to try it on?"

"Maybe," she said, and she continued going through the place.

She picked out a few things by the time we were done, but my eyes kept coming back to the tube top with the dark sequins on it. It went with a miniskirt she'd picked out that I figured would cling to her body in all the right ways, and I couldn't stop thinking that this was it. That she didn't need to get a little black dress to make everything perfect as long as she had that sparkly black tube top and the miniskirt to go with it.

"Okay, so we need to go back to the changing room now," she said.

"Where is it?" I asked, looking up and around. “Does this place even have a changing room?”

"It better," she said, frowning as she looked around right along with me.

Both our eyes finally came to rest near the back and we made our way in that direction. The staff here had mostly kept to themselves for most of the time, but they suddenly appeared as though by magic once it became clear we needed some help.

I guess they had good service here, though considering some of the price tags I'd seen on some of the stuff I wasn't entirely surprised at the good service.

"Did you find something you want to try on?" a pretty blonde asked, stepping up to us and hitting us with a smile.

"Yeah, I want to try these," Lisa said.

I'd been a married man for long enough that I knew how the game was played, so I held everything up dutifully for my wife as she called them out.

"Certainly," she said. "We'll get the two of you back to a private changing room in a moment."

She disappeared into a back area. I turned to look at Lisa.

"A private changing room?" I asked.

She shrugged. “I have no idea what she's talking about.”

"Maybe that's what you get for going to a place that's a little fancier than a Kohl's," I said.

"Oh, yeah. They would totally kick you out for perving on people if you tried to follow me into the changing room at a Kohl's," she said, looking me up and down with a mischievous twinkle in her eye. The kind of look she got when she was up to something.

"You knew they allowed that kind of thing at this place, didn't you?" I asked.

"I don't know what you're talking about," she said, and her voice sounded so nonchalant and perfectly innocent that I knew she was full of it.

"Come on," I said, and now it was my turn to roll my eyes at her. "You've either been here before, or you looked up places to go shopping before we came down here."

"Maybe I did and maybe I didn't," she said, again trying to sound nonchalant and sounding anything but.

"You naughty little minx," I said.

"Hey," she said, moving close to me and putting both of her hands on my chest as she pressed her body against my own. She looked up at me and held me in that hypnotic gaze that had me utterly transfixed and forgetting about the world around us.

"Hey yourself," I said, smiling down at her.

She leaned up and hit me with a quick kiss. Just a peck on the lips, but it was nice for all that.

"I want to make sure you're having a good time with me this weekend," she said. "I figure if you have a good time too, then there's more of a chance we do something like this again."

I blinked. There was more of a chance that we do something like this again? That had my cock stirring as I thought of all the possibilities that suddenly opened up from something that seemed like such an innocent statement on the face of it.

Was she talking about a trip to Chicago again, or was she talking about the trip to Chicago so she could have her fun with another man again?

I didn't know, and if the wicked twinkle in her eyes was anything to go by, she enjoyed me not knowing.

Someone cleared their throat beside us. I jumped and turned, seeing the pretty blonde standing there. She smiled when she had our attention.

"If you'll follow me," she said, gesturing into the back.

So I followed my wife into that back area in a numb daze, wondering where this was going.
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So when they said there were private changing rooms, what that meant was there was a room with a curtain Lisa could use, and there was another attached area with a little bench I could sit in and wait for her to get her stuff on.

I looked at Lisa as she disappeared into the changing area. She turned and hit me with a wink.

"Have fun waiting here, baby," she said.

"Oh, I will," I said.

I handed over the stuff she’d picked out, and then I sat down on that little bench. I took in a deep breath and tried to keep my racing pulse under control.

My wife was in there trying on a bunch of sexy clothes she was going to wear in front of another man. A guy we'd met on a website where he was specifically looking for women to have sex with. A place that catered to people like us who were doing non-standard things.

It was weird to think of us as the kind of couple that was getting into swinging. It was something I'd always hoped we might get into, but I never thought it would actually happen.

Until I brought it up to Lisa, and it went from something I never thought would actually happen to being something we were in the middle of.

I took a deep breath and I let it out.

"You doing okay out there, big boy?" she asked.

"Never been better," I said.

"Just making sure," she said.

I sat there again in silence. I looked all around. I thought about what would be happening this time tomorrow.

Only twenty-four hours and we would probably be meeting him right around now and having a chat at a bar I’d picked out ahead of time.

I took another deep breath, and I let it out again. I tried to focus on what was going on right now. On seeing my wife in her outfit, but I kept thinking of another man seeing her in that outfit.

I didn't know what tomorrow night was going to look like. Probably nothing like what I was imagining. So far no step of this had been like the fantasy.

"Are you ready?" she asked.

"Sure am," I said, even though I had a queasy feeling in the pit of my stomach that said this wasn't the kind of thing I could ever be truly ready for.

She opened the curtain and took a step out. There was plenty of lighting in here. They probably wanted to make sure people could get a good look at everything. I saw a mirror behind her in the changing area, and it gave me a nice view of her backside.

I stared at her, and I imagined what she might look like wearing this tomorrow. She was in a white halter top and a pair of shorts that clung to her body in all the right ways. She looked at me and smiled, then bit her lip.

"So what do you think?" she asked. "Do you think he’d like this? Do you like it?"

"I love it," I said, staring at her in wonder.

"But do you think he'll like it?"

"Honey, I think you could show up in some sweats without doing any makeup and this Arthur guy will be more than happy to get with you."

"You're just saying that because you're my husband and you're supposed to say stuff like that."

"No. I'm saying that because I'm your husband, you're a beautiful woman, and I know this guy has good taste because he decided to match with you."

"Flatterer," she said.

"That looks good on you," I said. "But I wonder..."

"What do you wonder?" she asked, hitting me with the look and the tone she usually only got when she knew I was about to say something she wasn't going to like.

"Well, it just seems a little basic for what we’re trying to do, doesn't it?" I asked.

"A little basic?" she said, looking down.

"I mean, it looks like it's made out of some pretty nice material and everything," I said, scrambling to try and save the moment. "But it's just a halter top that's a single color and a pair of shorts. That's the kind of thing you could see on pretty much any woman who's going out to a club of an evening."

"Pretty much any woman who's going out to a club of an evening," she said, staring at me.

"Well, yeah," I said with a shrug.

She sighed and rolled her eyes. I know I’d annoyed her by being honest, but whatever. I wasn't the kind of guy who was going to pull punches and not be totally honest with my wife.

"Fine," she said, heaving a dramatic sigh to let me know exactly what she thought of my opinion. "I'm going to go back in and try on the next outfit."

"Sure thing," I said.

She paused before she pulled the curtain shut. She stared at me, and her eyes narrowed.

"What?" I asked.

"You're not just saying that because you saw the price tag on this stuff and you don't want to pay for it?"

I chuckled and shook my head.

"Baby, I’ll pay for whatever the hell you want me to pay for. I don't care how expensive it is. Besides, we both make good money. It's not like this is putting a dent in our retirement or anything."

"Just making sure," she said, still staring at me with those narrowed eyes.

"Anyway," I said, "Are you going to go on to the next one?"

"Yeah, I guess," she said with a sigh, looking down at the outfit again. I wondered if she really liked this one and she was truly disappointed that I wasn't going along with it.

She disappeared behind the curtains, but she didn’t take nearly as long this time around, or maybe I zoned out instead of thinking about everything we were doing and how crazy it was.

Finally she appeared, pulling the curtain open again. She stepped out, and I let out a low whistle as I gave her a good up and down.

"I like this one," I said.

"Are you sure?" she asked, looking down and also seeming unsure of herself.

She was in a tank top that was a bright blue color. It didn't quite have the sequins of the black top she'd been looking at earlier, but it did have some sort of pearlescent material or something that reflected the light.

"I like it," I said.

"What about the shorts?" she asked, looking down.

I looked at those shorts.

"Aren't those the same ones you were wearing just a minute ago?"

"Yeah, I kind of like them," she said.

"I do like them," I said, and then I trailed off.

"Why do I sense there's a big ‘but’ in there?" she asked.

"I do like big butts, and I cannot lie," I said.

"You're lying now," she said. "I know you prefer an athletic ass."

"You've got me there," I said, checking out her own athletic ass as she did a little half turn that showed it off to me.

"So what's the problem?" she asked.

“Those shorts look amazing on you, and honestly I think you should get this outfit whether or not you decide to wear it tomorrow," I said.

"Okay, so you think I should get this, but you don't think I should wear it tomorrow. Is that what you're saying?" she said.

"It's just that, well… How to put this delicately."

"When have you ever been the type to put something delicately?" she asked.

"Okay, maybe you've got a point there. If I'm not putting this delicately, then I think if you're going to be doing what you're going to be doing tomorrow night, then maybe you want to wear an outfit that gives somebody a little better access."

"So you're saying you want to go with the miniskirt?"

"I think the miniskirt could be hot," I said with a shrug.

She stared at me for another long moment.

"But you like this one enough that you want me to get it anyway."

"I do," I said.

"And you don't care about the cost?"

"I don't know how many times I need to tell you I don't care about the cost before you believe that I don't care about the cost," I said.

"Fine," she said, heaving a huge sigh.

Again, she disappeared behind the curtain. She closed it a little more aggressively than I thought was strictly necessary. Then I heard the soft sound of her getting out of her clothes.

"Are you ready?" she asked. "This is the big one you've been waiting for."

I sat up a little straighter as I stared at the curtain. I licked my lips. I felt like a kid going down the stairs on Christmas, ready to see everything waiting for me under the tree.

"Boy, am I ready," I said, practically dancing back and forth from one ass cheek to the other as I stared at what was waiting for me behind curtain number one.

"Okay, here we go," she said.

She opened up the curtain and I could only stare, completely and utterly dumbfounded.

"You like?" she asked, cocking her head to the side and smiling.

She had to be smiling like that, because she had to know how hot she looked. I stared at her open mouthed.

"I'm taking from your dumbstruck look that you're liking what you see," she said.

"Boy, do I like what I see," I said.

She was in the sequined black number, not quite a little black dress, but the combination of the tube top and the miniskirt definitely made it look like a dress.

Except it didn't quite go down to cover her stomach, so I could see her belly button just waiting to be kissed. I wanted to lean down and kiss around her belly button and then move lower while I felt her tits through that tube top up above. It would definitely give Arthur better access tomorrow night.

That and the miniskirt that clung to her in all the right ways while barely going down far enough to cover her ass. Damn.

I looked up and locked eyes with her.

"Okay, babe, that's definitely the one."
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"Iwant to go and check the place out," Lisa declared.

I turned to look at her. We'd just gotten done dropping her outfit off at the front desk.

"What's that?" I asked.

"This Sky High club you keep talking about. The place where we're going tomorrow to meet Arthur for drinks."

"I mean, we don't know for sure that we're going to meet him for drinks yet," I said.

"Whatever," she said. "He's going to send us a message. A guy like that wants to get with a woman like me."

I held my tongue on that score. I totally agreed with her that any guy would love to get with a woman like her, but I was also keenly aware there were a lot of things that could go wrong.

He could decide it wasn't worth the drive. It could turn out he was a scammer who was just interested in getting some dirty pictures and videos from her.

I didn't think that last one was very likely though. Even with AI stuff getting better and better, I didn’t think it would be possible for somebody to simulate the kind of stuff he'd been doing. I'd even gone to the trouble of looking to see if there were any filter programs out there someone could use live to make their dick look bigger.

There was stuff like that out there, because of course there was, but it was all stuff that was a little glitchy. His had looked totally real.

"I don't think either one of us are dressed for that place."

"What are you talking about?" she asked.

I turned to look at her. She had her phone out, and she was swiping up.

"What are you doing?" I asked.

"I'm checking out the place’s website,” she said, turning to look at me with a twinkle in her eye.

"I mean, obviously you're checking out Sky High place," I said, looking at a website that I knew all too well because I'd checked it out when I was setting all of this up with Arthur. "But why are you looking at it?"

"Because you're trying to keep us from going there, and I want to see what it's all about," she said.

"I mean, we can go there," I said. "But it's a fancy sort of place."

"Well, I have something a little nicer I brought as a backup. Just in case the shopping expedition didn't work out," she said. "So why don't we go there?”

"You're not going to give up on this, are you?" I asked.

"You know I'm not," she said. "So I don't know why you're even bothering to try and fight me on this."

"I'm not trying to fight you," I said. "I just think we should wait."

"Why should we wait?" she asked.

"Because I think the place should be a surprise tomorrow night when you meet Arthur."

She looked at me, and then she looked around the hotel lobby. It was a big space. There was a bar in the middle of the place, and there was seating all around. There was also a little commissary off at one end.

It wasn't that full, but there were a few people standing near us waiting to check in or take care of other stuff at the front desk.

I didn't think any of them were listening in on our conversation, but I could understand why my wife wouldn't want to take the risk of one of them listening in.

"Come over here," she said.

She grabbed me by the arm and pulled me along before I could object. Not like I was in the mood to object to anything my wife wanted to do.

I could act annoyed all I wanted. I really had wanted that place to be a surprise for her. It seemed like the kind of place that would be amazing. But I also knew how Lisa got when she wanted something.

She pulled me over to a booth in one corner of the massive lobby. Like we're talking it took up the entire first floor of the place. There was a scent that permeated everything that said they were pumping it into the place, and light jazz music played just under the din of people chatting.

There weren't a lot of people around us. I looked around just to make double sure.

I don't know why I was acting weird about somebody else potentially listening in on whatever conversation we were about to have and getting the wrong idea, or maybe getting the exact right idea, but I was a little hesitant about it.

"Okay, so what's gotten into you?" I asked.

"What do you mean, what's gotten into me?" she asked.

"Why are you suddenly so adamant about going to see this place?"

"Because I want to try it out," she said. "This is all new for me. I think going to a new place and meeting a new guy and dealing with all these feelings I haven't had to deal with since we were dating each other is going to be too much for me. I don't want there to be any emotional surprises.”

I opened my mouth to explain to her that she was being ridiculous, and then I shut it.

She actually had a point. It might be a good idea for us to head up there tonight and get a good idea of the place. Maybe get a feel for the atmosphere.

I knew the kind of atmosphere they were trying to project on their website, but I also knew the kind of atmosphere a place tried to project and the kind of atmosphere that was actually out there could be two very different things.

"Fine," I said with a sigh. "We can check it out, but..."

"But what?" she asked when I trailed off and didn't say anything for a little while.

"Well, I was just thinking," I said. "What if we're not the only ones who had that idea? What if he's up there right now?"

"I don't think he's going to be up there right now," she said.

"Who knows? He might be hitting on other women while he's checking the place out."

Lisa rolled her eyes. "Why are you like this?"

"Like what?"

"I'm giving you everything you ever wanted, and you're trying to put a wedge in between me and the piece of side dick I'm going to be enjoying."

"That's not what I'm doing at all," I said.

"Well, you're doing that thing where you come up with an annoying worst case scenario," she said with a sniff.

"Okay, fine," I said. "I'll stop doing that."

"Good," she said. “Because you need to get your game face on. I'm going to sweeten the deal for you a little."

"Sweeten the deal?" I asked, both of my eyebrows shooting up.

"Yeah," she said. "We're going up to some fancy lounge at the top of some skyscraper, right?"

"Something like that," I said.

"Well, what if we played a little game while we were up there?"

My cock started to stir in my pants. She immediately had my attention.

"What kind of game were you thinking about?" I asked.

"We're going to a bar. There's going to be a place for a hot, potentially single woman to sit. I'll take off the wedding ring so nobody knows I'm married."

"Go on," I said.

"And we do the game where I sit there and act like I'm single, and you sit in the corner and watch everything that happens."

"You're not playing fair. You know that, right?"

"Whoever said I had to play fair?" she asked. "I'm your wife. I get what I want."

"Yeah. You're getting what you want tonight, and then some."

"And you're getting something too," she said. “Because I know you love it when we play this game."

"Fine," I said. "But you better be careful and not find somebody you want to go home with tonight."

"Consider it a practice run for what we're going to do tomorrow night," she said.

Again, I held my tongue on that. A part of me almost wanted to tell her to go for it if somebody did come up and start hitting on her. At that point, it would be a sure thing tonight rather than waiting on maybe hearing from Arthur tonight or tomorrow to tell us that he was definitely in town and it was on.

I could still think of a thousand things that could go wrong and keep him from showing up. All of those were running through my head as I considered getting a sure thing tonight.

But then I thought about how ridiculous that was. Maybe we could get a sure thing tonight, but we'd also be able to get a sure thing tomorrow night. It's not like a woman like Lisa would have any trouble getting interest from any guy.

"Fine," I said. "Let's do it."

"Yay," she said, clapping her hands together as her face lit up.

And so a half hour later, my wife looked like a totally different person. She stepped out of the bathroom in our hotel room and did a little twirl.

"Holy shit," I said.

"What?" she asked, frowning and looking down at her outfit. "Is something wrong?"

"No, I'm just thinking if you brought this as your backup, then there was no point in us going out to some fancy store and spending a bunch of money on some fancy outfit."

"Oh, there was totally a point in going out to some fancy store and spending a bunch of money on some fancy outfit," she said, a twinkle in her eye.

"And what reason is that?" I asked.

"I wanted to, and you're going to do whatever it takes to keep me happy this weekend,” she said.

I looked her up and down. What she wore tonight looked like something straight out of the old days when the two of us first started dating.

It turns out neither one of us had been big on going out clubbing or anything like that, but we did enjoy going someplace where you could have a drink and some conversation.

She had on a pink and purple halter top up above. It seemed to shimmer and sparkle just a little as she moved, and down below was a pair of extremely tight jean shorts that also had a little bit of sparkle to them. I shook my head and laughed.

"What's so funny?" she asked.

"You're going to have guys crawling all over you," I said. "It'll be interesting to see how you avoid the temptation and save everything for Arthur tomorrow night."

"You let me worry about that," she said with a sniff.
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"Okay, this feels a little weird," Lisa said.

I looked at the elevator all around us. It seemed like a pretty normal elevator. Nothing out of the ordinary.

"What's weird?" I asked.

"Just taking an elevator up to a bar directly," she said.

"I guess that's just a thing in the city. When you have stuff in big buildings like this, it makes sense to have an elevator that goes straight to the bar.”

"Yeah, it just seems weird when we have so many strip malls where we normally go to eat."

"Not exactly fine dining or a great nightlife in strip malls," I said.

"Speak for yourself," she said, hitting me with her shoulder. "I seem to recall we've had some pretty good time in a couple of strip mall bars over the years."

I grinned as I thought of that. It was one of the ways we'd started opening up the fantasy a little.

We always went to bars in another part of town. Far enough away that we didn't have to worry about running into anybody we knew. Anybody who might figure out that Lisa wasn't the single woman she was claiming to be as she got rid of the ring on her finger for a night.

Watching her spending time at a bar, having guys walking up and chatting her up, or seeing her out on the dance floor, had always provided us with a hell of a lot of energy that we then translated into fucking like rabbits when we got back to the house.

"Yeah, I guess we have had a pretty good time in some strip mall bars, now that you mention it," I said.

"See?" she said.

The door dinged. The overly elaborate elevator door opened, and I was hit with a wave of...

Well, maybe it wasn't appropriate to call it a wave of anything. It was more like a dull murmur and some polite piano music that didn't insist upon itself too much that washed over us. I looked out onto a small lounge, and I could see a bar beyond that.

The whole place was surrounded on all sides by windows that looked out over the city. It was after dark, and so it gave us an impressive view of the city.

I let out a low whistle as I looked around.

"We’re definitely not in Kansas anymore," I said.

"We've never lived in Kansas," Lisa said.

"I know," I said. “It’s a quote.”

"I know," she said. "I'm just giving you shit."

"I know you know I know," I said.

"Come on," she said, taking me by the hand and pulling me along. "I think we're going to have fun here."

She looked around the place with her mouth hanging open. Yeah, we definitely weren't in Kansas anymore, and my wife's reaction said all that needed to be said. I didn't like to act like a tourist from out of town, but that's how I was feeling in that moment as I took everything in.

The view of the city really was impressive. There was a bar that ran all around the middle of the place, and there were tables where somebody could go and sit and have quiet conversation next to the windows.

The place seemed pretty low-key for now. The kind of place where people would go to have a meeting and maybe have a few drinks during the day, and then come to socialize and maybe find someone for a high class hookup after dark.

"This place looks pretty."

"This place is as impressive as it looked on the website," Lisa said as we made our way over to the bar.

"You're telling me," I said.

"It's just that a lot of places try to puff themselves up, especially here in Chicago. You have all this bullshit they have on their website, and then you get to a place and find out it's the cramped equivalent of whatever we have back home because space is at a premium downtown."

"Preaching to the choir, babe," I said.

"So where do you think the meeting is going to happen?" she asked.

"Let's go over and sit at the bar," I said.

"You sure you don't want it to be just me sitting at the bar?" she asked, turning and hitting me with a questioning look.

My cock pulsed in my pants. The idea of her sitting at the bar all on her own was definitely intriguing. There were a few ladies and a few dudes sitting around the bar alone, and occasionally a guy would go up and shoot his shot with one of the women.

Okay, apparently it was that kind of place too. I wondered what kind of singles crowd spent their time at a swank place like this, and then I pushed the thought out of my head.

It wasn't important to what we were doing here, after all.

"I think the two of us should sit at the bar and talk things out," I said.

“If you say so," she said.

"Are you sure you don't want to have some fun tonight?" I asked, turning to look at her and to gauge her reaction as we made our way over to the bar.

"Why would you say that?" she asked.

"This is just the second time you brought up going up to the bar alone," I said. "It makes me almost think you're wanting to have a little bit of fun before you have a lot of fun tomorrow night.”

We took a seat at the bar. There were a few bartenders, but none of them were in our area right now. Lisa leaned back against the bar with her elbows on it and surveyed the place.

"I guess I'm just making sure you don't want to have some fun tonight," she said. “It occurred to me that we have a hotel room and we could just take an opportunity here. If Arthur ever bothers to get back to us we can tell him he missed his opportunity because he didn't send a message.”

"So that's what this is about?" I asked her. "You're worried he's going to flake on us?"

She glanced down at her watch.

"Honey, it's already past seven. If he was going to send us a message that he was in town and ready to do this, then I feel like he would've already sent us a message that he was in town and ready to do this"

My wife did make a good point. The fact that he hadn't sent us a message yet was mildly worrying. Not worrying to the point I was ready to say he'd flaked on us, but I was mildly unsettled.

"Give it time," I said.

"You're sure?" she asked.

"I figure if it turns out he does flake on us then there's nothing stopping us from coming back here tomorrow night with you in that sexy outfit and doing what we’re doing tonight,"

"I suppose that's true," she said. "Though it’ll be a little weird picking up some random guy instead of someone I've been chatting with.”

"Do you have a problem with picking up some random guy?" I asked.

My cock was rock hard in my pants now. I had to adjust how I sat on my bar stool to keep from getting too uncomfortable. That's how intense the feeling was.

We'd talked about her picking up someone random. I'd told her when we went out and played what I liked to call the wife game, where she took off her ring and let random guys hit on her, that she was welcome to go home with those guys as long as I got updates. Or as long as she told me all about it when she was done.

She'd never been comfortable with that idea, though. The fact she was warming up to it now really made me wonder at how far the fantasy was going.

"I mean, I guess we're out of town and we have our own hotel room, and I'd be going back to that hotel room with you, so I'm not quite as reluctant to do it here as I’d be if we were somewhere else," she said with a shrug.

Again, my cock twitched in my pants. It seemed to be doing that a lot. Like I was seriously on the verge of coming. But I managed to keep it under control. Barely.

“That's interesting," I said. "I never knew that the only thing keeping you from doing this was having a hotel room.”

"Don't get any ideas, mister," she said, hitting me with a grin.

"Oh, I'm just getting ideas for the future. Not necessarily for right now," I said.

"Uh-huh," she said. "I think that guy over there is looking at me.”

I immediately went into scouting mode. It was something I did when we were out like this. Looking around the room without looking like I was looking around the room. Sure enough, I saw a guy staring at my wife.

Maybe.

"Are you sure?" I asked.

"Yeah, I'm pretty sure," she said.

"And how can you be so sure?" I asked.

"Because he's eye-fucking me pretty hard right now, and I'm returning what he's putting out there," she said.

I looked at her, and then I turned to look the way she was looking. Sure enough, there was a gentleman there who held up his glass in a smiling salute.

"Interesting," I said. "Do you want me to take a walk?"

"Yeah, why, don't you?" she said.

I looked around the room again, only this time around I was looking for any sign of Arthur being out there somewhere. But I didn't see him, so I figured we were probably safe enough to play just a little.

"Okay. I'm going to go to the bathroom, and then I'll hang back and let you do your thing.”

"You know me so well, baby," she said, patting my arm as I got up and headed for the bathroom.


10




Iwondered what excuse she was going to come up with as I made my way back to the men's room.

It wouldn't be the first time we'd gone into a bar together like that and scouted the place out before she decided to have some fun. Usually there were enough people coming and going at those places that we didn't have to worry too much about somebody seeing both of us hanging out together.

But this was different. He'd seen both of us. He knew what was going on. We'd never dealt with that situation before.

I was confident in Lisa's ability to come up with something, even as I also wondered exactly where this was going and how it was going to end.

The bathroom was fancy. One of those things where they had bowls on top of a counter rather than a sink. At least it wasn't one of those places where there was just a counter with a lip on it. There wasn't a guy handing out towels or anything I'd have to tip either, which was a relief.

I took the time to wash my hands and splash my face with a little bit of cold water. I found that it was helpful to do that and try to keep a handle on things.

I looked at myself in the mirror.

"We're doing this," I muttered, just loud enough that only I could hear. I didn't want anybody else around here listening in on my business, after all.

I stared at myself for another moment. It was something I did whenever we were out doing one of these things. I always looked at myself and wondered if there was something wrong with me. I wondered what kind of guy pulled this kind of thing with his wife.

But I was going to do it because my cock was rock hard. It was the one doing the thinking and calling the shots, and nothing was going to stop this from happening.

I stepped out of the bathroom and made my way over to a booth in one corner where I could have a seat and watch what was going on without being too obvious. Lisa had taken her wedding ring off back in the hotel, and I'd done the same.

I was glad I'd done that. She could play it off like I'd gone up to chat with her, and she decided to go with a better option. If I didn't have a wedding ring on, he wouldn't have any questions. Or maybe he’d think I was a cheating asshole.

I watched what was going on over at the bar. He'd gotten Lisa a drink, and the two of them were sitting there on stools chatting and smiling. They seemed to be having a good time.

Lisa was running a finger around the lip of her glass. He glanced down to where that finger was moving and then back up to her. He seemed to be into that. Maybe he was thinking about her fingers moving around another part of his body.

Not that I could blame the guy for looking at her fingers moving and thinking like that.

"Come on, baby," I said. "Have your fun."

I thought about Arthur. I wondered where he was and what he was up to. He hadn't come here tonight to have a look around. I’d half expected to run into him scouting things out. Maybe he was stuck in traffic or something. Though the longer we went without hearing from him, the more I worried. Maybe it wasn't going to happen at all.

Lisa put a hand on the guy's thigh. I stared intently at that spot where they made contact. She leaned in and said something to him, and he leaned in and whispered to her.

At no point did either of them look over at me. That was another thing Lisa and I did when we were playing this game. Once she started with her flirting, it was as though I didn't exist. She wasn't going to draw attention to me now.

And this guy didn't seem to even think anything of it. Maybe he really did think I was just some guy who'd decided to shoot my shot, and then I got shot down.

They got up, taking their drinks with them, and moved over to a booth. I noted Lisa picked one that would be within clear sight of where I could see everything from my booth. So she had seen me stepping out of the bathroom.

Nothing she did on nights when we played this game was by accident, that was for sure.

They sat down and started chatting again, only this time they were a little more brazen about what they were doing. And why not? They were off in a dark corner with a window and the skyline behind them. They didn't have to worry about being obvious.

I mean, sure, anyone in the bar could look over and kind of see what they were doing. I could see what they were doing, but they also had some privacy over there where someone would have to really be looking.

He leaned in and whispered something into her ear. She looked at him and smacked him on the shoulder. I could imagine the words they were exchanging. Her playing the game, acting like she wasn't supposed to do this kind of thing because she wasn't that kind of woman. Even though we both knew that's exactly the kind of woman she was.

Even though that's not the kind of woman we planned on her being tonight. This was supposed to be a night to get in and get situated before the main event tomorrow.

But she was certainly warming up nicely.

He leaned in even closer, his lips brushed up against her cheek. Which had her blushing and smacking him on the shoulder again.

And then her eyes did that thing I loved so much. Something I didn't even realize I loved so much until we started doing this and she was in a position where she could flirt with other guys. She looked across the room and locked eyes with me.

I shivered, and then she turned and pressed her lips against his.

It was a quick kiss at first, but then it turned into something lingering. Then she was making out with him.

I glanced around the bar again. I saw a few other people who were doing the same thing. Sucking face with each other like there was no tomorrow.

Well okay then. I guess this was that kind of place. Classy, but they also didn't care about people getting a little drunk and having fun with each other. This place was more perfect than I could’ve imagined even when I was reading the reviews and getting that vibe.

They kept making out. His hand moved up and he cupped one of her breasts. I thought that might be as far as they took it. That he wasn't going to get any more brazen than that. But then his hand moved up and inside the top of her shirt, and he was feeling her tit right in front of the whole bar.

Again, I glanced around. It didn't look like there was anyone else who was doing that. But most everybody was also minding their business. Nobody at the bar was so much as glancing in their direction, so I figured that meant what they were doing was probably okay.

Maybe.

They continued like that for a few minutes, just making out. Finally they pulled away and Lisa was breathing heavily.

The guy grinned and leaned in and whispered something else to her. It’d just been a quick make-out session, but they sure seemed to be enjoying themselves. She shook her head.

I could imagine where the conversation was going. He was trying to get her to spend the night with him, and she was politely turning him down because she still had the fun with Arthur tomorrow night.

Which was some dedication on her part. Especially considering I still hadn't gotten a message from the guy to let us know he was on his way. I thought about saying something. I thought about sending him a message and trying to figure out where the hell he was, but I didn't want to bring my phone out and miss any part of what was going on with Lisa right now.

He said something else, and again she shook her head. Finally, he seemed to get a little more aggressive and the look on her face went from flirty to straight-up stone-faced.

Damn. The guy didn't realize the mistake he just made. Or maybe he didn’t care if he couldn’t get any tonight.

She'd gotten phone numbers from some of the guys she’d flirted with when we went out to bars and showed her off. I got the feeling some of those phone numbers were going to get calls now that we were opening things up. Assuming everything went well with Arthur tomorrow.

Tonight’s dude might’ve found himself on the list too. We were only here for the weekend, but we could always come back some other time. But it looked like he’d gotten ahead of himself and now that wasn't going to be happening.

Tough shit for him.

She started to scoot out of the booth. I tensed, wondering if this asshole was going to do something stupid, but that didn’t happen. No, he let her go. He watched her as she left, his eyes zeroed in on her ass.

She didn't come over to me straightaway though. No, she headed for the lobby that led to the elevators. I watched her for a moment and then I got up and followed. I figured we were done here for now, so there was no point in sticking around.

When I finally got caught up lobby she was standing there against the wall with the button already pressed.

"I wondered how long it was going to take you to get out here," she said as I looked her over.

"So did you have a little bit of trouble there?" I asked.

"No trouble," she said with a shrug, still staring off into the distance rather than looking at me. "He just didn't want to take no for an answer, and you know what happens with guys who can't take no for an answer."

"I'm surprised you didn't have to punch him in the nuts to get away from him," I said.

"Yeah, me too," she said.

The elevator dinged behind her. She finally turned to look at me and smiled, and suddenly she was back to her normal self.

"That was fun, though. He was a good kisser, and did you see the way he was feeling me up?"

"I did," I said, surprised that she could turn on a dime like that.

"So are you ready to go?" she asked as she stepped into the elevator. “How about a late dinner?”

I followed. That sounded like a great idea.
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"You know, it's a damn shame you couldn't wear that outfit tonight," I said.

Lisa's nose wrinkled up at the very suggestion.

"Do you have any idea how disgusting that stuff is?"

"You've told me about it from time to time," I said.

"Then you know how gross it is," she said. "I worked in a store that sold that stuff back in the day. I saw what some of it looked like when it came off the pallet."

"I believe you," I said. "It's just a pity you couldn't wear it out tonight and try it out."

"Well, we're letting the hotel do their cleaning thing, and then it'll be ready to go for tomorrow night," she said.

"Yeah," I said with a sigh. "Nice and ready for tomorrow night."

We settled into a silence. I twirled some pasta around on my fork and took a bite. It was a nice excuse to think about things for a moment.

"What are you thinking about?" she asked.

"I'm thinking about tomorrow night, of course," I said.

"Are you sure you're still okay with this?" she said.

"I keep telling you that I'm okay with it," I said. “Especially after what you did at the bar.”

"Yeah, but I want to keep checking in with you. I want to make sure you're okay with it," she said.

I leaned in a little closer. We were in a small Italian place that was close to the Navy Pier. It was okay. Not the greatest in the world, but it was pretty good for the overpriced stuff you got around here.

"Are you sure that you're okay with this?” I asked. "Because you're the one who's dealing with a lot more than I am."

“I’m fine. Especially after what I just did at the bar,” she said. "I also know that most guys who wouldn't be okay with their wife basically cheating on them."

"It's not cheating if you have permission," I said.

"So you keep saying," she said.

“I’m fucking rock hard," I said. "Like if I was on Viagra or something I'd probably have to talk to a doctor, because this has lasted for way more than four hours."

"Oh really?" she asked, arching an eyebrow as she stared at me.

"Yes, really," I said.

"Is it because I left you high and dry earlier in the hotel room? Or because of what you saw at the bar?”

“Yes,” I said with a shrug.

"Do you have a problem with me leaving you wanting more back at the hotel?” she asked.

"Not really," I said. "You can do whatever you want. This is your weekend, after all."

"And if I decide I don't want to go through with it at the last minute?” she asked. "Are we going to have to go back and return everything?"

"Not at all," I said.

"Wait, seriously?" she said, and she looked genuinely surprised.

"I told you, this is your weekend. We're trying to ease into this. If you decide you aren't ready for it, then you aren't ready for it. What you’re doing tomorrow night is going way farther than what you did tonight. That’s the same shit we’ve been doing, but in the big city. So. Are you ready for it?"

She stared at me, then she took in a deep breath and she let it out in a long and slow release. Like she was doing some sort of meditation or something.

"I'm ready," she said.

"Well, there you go," I said.

Again, we lapsed into a silence. It was one of those comfortable silences that could only come from chatting with a person you'd been married to for the better part of a decade.

"So when are we going to message Arthur?" she asked. “I’m starting to run out of patience.”

"Well, that depends on you," I said. "How exactly do you want to do this?"

"I think you're the one who's going to have to figure that out," she said. "You'll have to tell me where you're most comfortable doing it."

"Well, I figure we go to that bar and get drinks. Try to loosen things up a little."

“Plus if we hit the bar then we don't have to worry about him knowing what hotel you're at.”

She hit me with a questioning look.

“Just in case you meet up with him and you decide he’s not what you wanted after all.”

"He could always follow us back," she said.

"Yeah, but it's another layer of security."

"Are you thinking about security a lot?" she asked. "Like do you really think somebody is going to go to all this trouble to mug us in our hotel room or something?”

"You never know," I said.

"But Chicago is a gun-free city, isn't it?" she said, cocking her head to the side.

We both stared at each other for a long moment, and then we both started laughing our asses off.

"That's a good one," I said.

"I thought you might like it," she said.

"I do have some pepper spray ready to go in case things go sideways with this dude," I said.

"Seriously?" she asked. "Is that legal here?"

"I have no idea," I said with a shrug. "But I'm going to bring it anyway. I want to be able to protect you if stuff goes wrong."

"Do you think it's going to go wrong?"

"I don't," I said. "But I've also heard enough horror stories about people getting scammed on these websites that I want to be sure."

What I didn't say was that I didn't think there was going to be a problem, but I also wanted to make sure she felt safe and secure. I was trying to strike a balance in between taking precautions while at the same time not trying to freak her out and make her think there was an actual worry.

“We’re going to have to message him soon,” she said, glancing at her watch. “I’m starting to worry we’re going back to that bar tomorrow without him.”

“Something tells me you’re not going to have any trouble meeting a new friend there if things don’t work out with Arthur,” I said.

"Well, I'm not going to ask you if you're sure about this anymore," she said with a shrug. "You seem to be pretty set on this idea."

"I've been pretty set on this idea for a while now," I said.

"Oh, I know," she said. "That's why I'm not going to ask you again. I figure at this point you know what you want."

"What I want is you," I said with a grin.

"Just me?" she asked, running a sexy finger around her wine glass in the same move she pulled with that guy at the bar earlier.

"You in the arms of another man," I said, never dropping that grin.

"That sounds more like my husband," she said.

"Anyway," I said, "We're going to have a lot of time tomorrow to do touristy stuff before we go out in the evening. What do you think? Is there anything in particular you want to do? Like, we could go to the top of the Sears Tower and stand in one of those things where you're dangling over the city."

Lisa frowned.

"Is something wrong?" I asked.

God, I didn't want anything to be wrong. I kept being terrified that there would be something wrong. That this would still blow up in my face, for all that it’d been going so well so far.

"Isn't it called the Willis Tower now?" she asked.

"Oh," I said, relief flooding through me at how ridiculously mundane her worry was. "I suppose it is called the Willis Tower now, but it's forever and always going to be the Sears Tower to me."

"Is Sears even still in business anymore?" she asked.

"I don't think so," I said. “But it might be hanging on somewhere out there. They’re definitely not in that building anymore.”

"Anyway," she said, "I plan on sleeping in tomorrow and then maybe after sleeping in, if we have time, we can go do a late lunch or something."

"A late lunch?" I asked.

"On the off chance we don't have time to get dinner?"

"I see," I said. "So you're planning for dinner going so well that we skip it?”

"Something like that," she said.

We settled into another silence. She seemed to be lost in her thoughts. I sure as shit knew I was lost in my thoughts, but that was fine. We could both be lost in our thoughts for a little while. There was a lot for us to consider.

After we were done with dinner, we walked down towards the pier and looked out over Lake Michigan. I listened to the water rolling in and out.

"Would you ever think about living here?" I asked.

"Oh, God no," Lisa said.

I turned and hit her with a curious look.

"Don't get me wrong," she said. "It's nice to live here, but I'd like to live someplace where I can get across town in thirty minutes to an hour. Not be stuck in bumper-to-bumper traffic for three or four hours."

“You do have a point there," I said.

"I always have a point," she said. "I'm your wife. All my points are good points. Even if they aren’t good points, you need to act like they are.”

I reached down and took her hand. I looked her up and down.

"What?" she asked, blushing as she stared up at me.

"I'm just thinking about how beautiful you are, and how I'm the luckiest guy in the world."

Now it was her turn to stare at me. It was a stare that said I was losing it.

"You do realize how insane it is that you're talking about being the luckiest guy in the world when you consider yourself lucky because I'm willing to go out and fuck another guy while you watch, right?"

"Babe, I've been aware of just what an ask this fantasy is ever since it first hit me. Why do you think I'm so hot and bothered that you're actually willing to do this for me?"

"Well, as long as we're on the same page," she said.

"We're definitely on the same page," I said, hitting her with a wink.

We turned back and stared out over the water for a little while. It seemed like a moment for a little bit of quiet contemplation. A moment to not worry about anything but me, my wife, everything that had led up to this moment, and everything that was going to happen tomorrow.

A beep suddenly brought me back to reality. I pulled out my phone and glanced at it.

"Is that him?" she asked.

"A little eager, are we?" I asked.

"That's the notification from the app," she said, licking her lips as she stared at me.

I looked down at my phone. Sure enough, it was a message from Arthur. I looked up at her and grinned.

"Well, what is it?" she asked. "Is he going to meet us?"

She was practically rocking on her toes. I enjoyed watching her practically rocking on her toes. It was a good look for her, and I almost wanted to leave her in suspense for a little while longer as payback for her leaving me with a case of blue balls in the hotel earlier.
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“Come on, Dave. Why aren’t you going to tell me what he said?”

I turned and looked at Lisa out of the corner of my eyes. She was still rocking on her heels as she looked at me. She had the kind of pleading look she got when she thought that was going to get something out of me.

“That’s not going to work,” I said.

“What’s not going to work?” she asked.

Even her voice was doing the sweet and innocent thing. Like she thought that was going to get her what she wanted.

“You playing innocent and hitting me with those puppy dog eyes,” I said.

“I should’ve never let you have control of the fucking app,” she muttered, crossing her arms.

Which was a good look for her. It meant her tits were being pressed up. I took a moment to enjoy the view. She caught me enjoying the view, and she’d never lowered her arms faster than she did in that moment.

“Would you just tell me if we’re on for tomorrow or not?” she asked.

“You suddenly seem really eager to make this happen,” I said.

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

“It’s just a contrast to how you were acting when we started this whole journey,” I said with a shrug. “Like you used to be hesitant. Like you didn’t want to go through with this.”

“Yeah, well people change. Besides. You’re the one who hounded me until I was willing to do this,” she said.

“I am,” I said.

“So you tell me what he said. Is this happening tomorrow, or what?”

“I mean if it doesn’t happen, is that really going to bother you?” I asked.

She stopped and stared at me. Which had some of the people who were moving on the sidewalk all around us stopping and hitting us with dirty looks.

Whatever. People around here were used to tourists doing tourist things. They could deal with us stopping in the middle of the sidewalk.

“Are you seriously saying that?” she asked.

“What?”

“You know it’s going to annoy you as much as it annoys me if this doesn’t end up happening,” she said.

“Are you sure about that?”

It was going to really piss me off if this wasn’t happening. Of course I knew something she didn’t. Not only was Arthur ready to meet us, he even suggested heading to our hotel tonight.

Not that I had any intention of letting him visit our hotel tonight. I wanted to build up to this. Plus with the way Lisa was acting tonight? I figured if I mentioned he was willing to come to the hotel tonight then there was a damn good chance she’d take him up on that offer.

Everything in its time. I still wanted to see if I could turn this into some fun tonight.

“Anyway,” I said. “I think we should get back to the hotel.”

“Back to the hotel,” she said, her voice flat as she hit me with a very annoyed look.

“Well yeah,” I said. “We need to get to bed early, right?”

“So does that mean it is happening?” she asked.

She stopped and looked around. Like she worried all the people walking all around us were going to hear what she was saying, and they’d somehow realize she was talking about stepping outside of her marriage.

Not that anyone all around us on the sidewalk gave a fuck. We were surrounded by the sounds of the city. People honking their horns. People chattering about whatever and not giving a fuck because they were surrounded by crowds. The sounds of cop cars or fire engines off in the distance setting off their sirens in the concrete canyons which had those sirens echoing off of everything.

It was the kind of sound we just didn’t get living back home. I took in a deep breath and enjoyed it. Then immediately regretted it, because there were also an awful lot more exhaust fumes that stayed down in the concrete canyons.

“Is it happening?” I asked.

I turned and started walking again. Lisa waited for a moment, but eventually she fell into step beside me. I glanced at her, but she was looking straight ahead.

Okay. I guess she’d decided she was going to act annoyed that I was keeping this from her, but that was fine, too.

“So what do you want?” she asked.

“What do you mean, honey?” I asked, talking in my sweetest and most loving husband voice I could muster.

“Clearly you want something out of this,” she said. “You wouldn’t be doing this if you didn’t want something.”

“This weekend is all about you, babe,” I said. “Are you forgetting about that?”

“It’s about both of us,” she said. “Maybe I’m getting more out of it today, but you know you’re going to be getting a hell of a lot out of it tomorrow.”

“Am I?” I asked.

“You’re being an ass,” she said. “You know I could just decide I’m not going to go through with it because you’re being an ass.”

“I think we both know at this point you’re not going to not go through with it,” I said.

It took my wife a moment to work through the logic of what I’d been saying. When she finally did, she let out a loud sigh.

“You’re right,” she said, turning and batting her eyelashes at me. She wasn’t going for the puppy dog eyes. She wasn’t even going for seductive. I wasn’t sure what she was doing.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

She hit me with those batted eyelashes again.

“What do you mean what am I doing?” she asked.

“You keep blinking like you’ve got something stuck in your eyes or something,” I said.

“I don’t have something stuck in my eyes,” she said. “I’m trying to be seductive.”

I snorted.

“If that’s your best try at being seductive then you need to work on it,” I said. “You don’t have much time before you’re going to have to dust off those old skills again, after all.”

Her face lit up. “So does that mean it is happening?”

“Wouldn’t you like to know?”

She stomped her foot. Okay. We’d gone from being cute to being seductive, and now she was resorting to throwing a tantrum because she wasn’t getting what she wanted.

It was kind of funny. It was also a dangerous game I was playing, but whatever. I wanted to play it.

She’d been a little too cocky today. Talking like I somehow owed her the world for what she was doing here.

I felt like I owed her the world. Don’t get me wrong. But I was also a little annoyed that she’d been leading me around by the dick all day long because she knew she could. I figured it was time to give a little back to her.

“Come on,” she said, and now she was whining. From tantrum to bargaining. “Just tell me if this is on or not. This is driving me wild.”

We kept walking. I kept not saying anything. We reached the hotel and stepped inside. Rode up the elevator in relative silence. It was a frosty silence. The kind of silence that would have me worried we were in for a bad vacation any other time.

I wasn’t that worried about it now, though.

Finally we reached our room. She went over and flopped down on the bed, then turned to stare at me.

I paused for a moment to enjoy the view. She was down on her stomach. She was in a pair of shorts and that tight shirt she’d put on earlier in the day. It was a good look for her. She had the kind of body that made it worth watching her when she was in tight clothes like that.

“What are you doing?” she asked, glaring at me and hitting me with a tone that said she wasn’t happy.

“Taking in the view,” I said.

“Yeah, well you’re lucky there’s only the one bed in this room,” she said. “I’ve got half a mind to make you sleep on that couch you’re going to be watching me from tomorrow.”

She looked up at me. It was a hopeful sort of look. The kind of look that said she was looking for any tell that would let her know something was happening tomorrow.

I held a hand up and wagged it at her. She rolled her eyes and pressed her face into a pillow, then let out a loud scream I was pretty sure the people in the next room over would be able to hear even though she was muffling herself.

Which had me wondering if the people in the next room over would be able to hear her tomorrow night. Because he was totally coming over, but I was enjoying letting this ride for a little while longer.

"Come on, babe," I said, grinning at her as I sat on that couch that was really more of a vinyl monstrosity that people could sit on.

I wondered if they went with vinyl because they were cheap, or if they went with vinyl because it was easier to clean. That sent a delighted shiver running through me as I thought of all the things that we might be cleaning up before this was all said and done. But then I focused on what was happening right in front of me.

I had a very pissed off looking wife staring at me, after all, and I needed to try and defuse this a little bit.

And also get what I wanted. That was a very important part of this.

"Don't you ‘come on baby’ me," she said.

"Oh, I'd love to come on you, baby," I said.

Lisa stared at me for a long moment. She blinked a couple of times. I stared right back at her and grinned.

A smile started to crack at the corners of her mouth, just enough to let me know she was picking up on what I was putting out. Some guys complained that their wives didn't think they were funny. I'd been lucky enough to get with a woman who enjoyed my husband humor.

Which was almost more rare than finding a woman who was into this fantasy. There were plenty of women out there who would probably be willing to step out on their husband given half an opportunity. A woman who was willing to laugh at her husband's stupid jokes? That was as rare as seeing Bigfoot riding a dragon.

"Did you really just say that, you big idiot?" she asked.

"You know I did," I said.

"Okay," she finally said, letting out an annoyed grunt. "What do you want?"

"The same thing I want from you every night, baby," I said.
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Lisa bit her lip and started to chew on it. The look she got when she was thinking about something, but she wasn't sure if she should do it.

I was intimately familiar with that look. It was a look I'd seen on my wife's face plenty of times over the past couple of years as I admitted my fantasy to her, and then we started using it as dirty talk in the bedroom.

That look had really been there a lot when she started seriously considering going through with it. I shivered remembering all the sexy times when I realized she was seriously considering going through with it.

"I don't know, Dave," she finally said, blushing and looking away from me.

"What?"

Now it was my turn to blink at her in surprise.

"What do you mean you don't know?" I asked.

"I mean, I don't know," she said, turning her attention back to me and letting out a sigh. "Like, I don't want you to not enjoy whatever's going to happen tomorrow."

"What do you mean?"

She started to get a panicked look. The chewing was gone and she was breathing heavily now.

"Is that the problem?" she asked, and she sounded definitely panicked now. "Like, is he not interested in going through with this? That's why you're keeping his answer from me. You know I'm going to be disappointed, and that's going to be the end of the fun tonight."

"Would that really be the end of the fun tonight?" I asked, surprised she was talking like that.

"I mean, I don't know," she said with a shrug. "I guess we could still have some fun, but I was really looking forward to this. You have no idea how much this has taken out of me."

"I think I have a pretty good idea," I said.

"No, you don't," she said, sitting up on her knees on the edge of the bed and staring at me. She looked like beautiful perfection as she stared at me. She was still in those shorts and that tank top, though I imagined her in that sparkling black number and the miniskirt she was planning on wearing tomorrow.

I couldn't wait to see her in that sexy outfit, though I also realized maybe she was looking forward to this a little more than I'd thought.

"Hold on, honey," I said, holding my hand up. "That's not what's going on here at all."

"It isn’t?”

Her look was so vulnerable that it made me want to reach out and hug her, but I didn't. We were having a serious conversation right now, after all, and I figured we needed to get this over with. I sighed.

"Okay, I'm sorry for trying to play games with you," I said.

"You bet your ass you should be sorry you were trying to play games with me, you asshole," she said.

She leaned forward like she was going to try and smack me, but it didn't happen. She cartwheeled her arms as she tried to get her balance back. I leaned forward and reached out to touch her shoulder and make sure she didn’t fall off the bed.

"Thanks," she finally said, hitting me with a sheepish smile.

"Don't mention it," I said.

"So he is meeting us tomorrow?" she asked, staring at me with such a hopeful look that it made my heart go out to her. It also had my cock twitching, because that meant she was really into this. She really wanted to get with this guy.

It wasn't because she was just doing this for me. I'm sure on some level she was doing it for me, but that's not all this was about.

"Fine, so he's going to meet us tomorrow," I said.

"Oh, really?" she said, clapping and looking so overjoyed that it made my heart melt all over again.

Sure, it was fucked up that my heart was melting at my wife getting hot and bothered at the thought of another guy wanting to meet us so she could fuck him, but I was well past the point of overanalyzing my thoughts about this fantasy.

"So we're going to meet him, we're going to see how things go, and from there it's all up to you whether or not this turns into something more."

"Okay, so why were you acting all cagey about it?" she asked.

"I was annoyed that you didn't want to get with me earlier," I said.

"Seriously?" she said.

"Yeah, seriously," I said.

"What the hell is wrong with you?" she said.

She acted like she was going to lean forward and hit me again. Then she stopped and seemed to think better of it. Clearly she was remembering nearly falling off the bed.

“I mean, I guess I was jealous," I said with a shrug.

"You were jealous," she said.

"Yeah, I was," I said.

"But you've been telling me for a couple of years now how much you want another man to fuck me," she said. "You got me used to the idea. We got a hotel in a city a few hours away from where we live so I can fuck another guy you found for me on some swinger app.”

"It wasn't a swingers app exactly," I said.

"Whatever," she said, throwing her hands up. “The point is, you getting jealous is ridiculous."

I took a deep breath. I needed to think about how I was going to phrase this. I was aware that what was going through my head was ridiculous, but that didn't mean I wasn't entitled to my feelings.

"Okay, so maybe I'm into this idea," I said. "That doesn't mean I don't get jealous. Hell, getting jealous of another guy getting to be with you is part of the sexy mix that makes this so hot."

"It is?”

"Yeah, it is," I said. "If I wasn't getting jealous, then I wouldn't be as turned on."

"That doesn't make any sense," she said.

"Yeah, well, there's a whole lot about what turns us on that doesn't make a lot of sense," I said.

"Okay, so you were jealous," she said. “Because I didn't want to fuck you tonight?"

"Yeah," I said. "I guess it annoyed me, and I didn't really think about how much it was annoying me until we were here in the moment. It's one of those things you can't anticipate until you're actually in the middle of the shit."

"I see," she said, talking slowly. Like maybe she didn't see.

"Anyway," I said. “Maybe I didn't react the best. Maybe I shouldn't have acted like that at all, but I think we're both going to have some unexpected reactions to everything that's happening. Like, I don't even know how you're going to react tomorrow when you meet this guy for the first time."

"I don't either," she said with a sigh. "But I do know you're right on some level."

"I am?” I said, trying to hide my surprise. From the sarcastic smile she hit me with, I don't think I did a very good job of hiding that smile.

"It's just that I was worried too."

"What were you worried about?" I asked. "You're the one who gets to have all the fun tomorrow."

"Well, yeah," she said. "But would you believe I was worried about the refractory period?"

"That's what you were worried about?" I asked.

“Yeah," she said. "I know you get really turned on by all this, but you're also a guy, and you kind of lose interest after everything happens."

"That's not how it works for me at all," I said. "I'm not the kind of guy to roll over and go to sleep when we’re done."

"Well, maybe I worried that if you got off today, then you wouldn't be as into it tomorrow. I want you to be as into it as you can possibly be."

"Honey," I said, shaking my head and trying not to laugh. "I can assure you I'm going to be very into this tomorrow, no matter what."

"But what if you aren't?" she asked. And there seemed to be genuine worry there as she said it.

"Lisa," I said, locking eyes with her. "Do you want to tell me what this is really about?"

She stared at me for a long and considering moment. It seemed like she was weighing whether or not she wanted to say something. Then, finally, she let out another one of those sighs that seemed to be happening so much ever since we decided to do this.

"It's just that... I keep thinking about how you might not be as into this as I thought you were. Like, what if you blow a load tomorrow, and suddenly you don't want anything to do with this fantasy anymore? What if you get upset with me because you get off?"

I looked at my wife. Her eyes locked with mine. We stared at each other for a long and considering moment.

"You're seriously worried about that?" I asked.

"I am," she said, putting her chin up.

"I can assure you that's not going to happen," I said.

"But how can you assure me?" she said. “You just said it yourself. We’re both going to be dealing with some weird feelings. We both don’t know how we’re going to react.”

"Okay, so the jealousy thing about you not fucking me was a wrinkle I hadn't anticipated," I said. "But I can assure you anything and everything to do with you getting with that guy tomorrow is something I've fantasized about over and over. It's something I desperately want to see, and I don't think there are going to be any surprises. It’s something I've gamed out in my mind while jerking off for nearly a decade."

"Really?" she said.

"Yes, really," I said.

Was I bullshitting her to try and make her feel better? Maybe just a little. Was I also going to try and comfort my wife?

Definitely.

"Well, I suppose maybe we could do a little something," she said, hitting me with a devilish smile that let me know we were on.

"Really?" I said, surprised that it had been that easy.

"As long as you can reassure me you're not going to freak the fuck out again," she said. "Even if you feel like you need to freak the fuck out."

"I promise I'll try and keep it calm and cool," I said, holding my hand up.

"Fine," she said after a moment of hesitation, "Then what are we going to do tonight?"

Oh hell yes.
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“Well, I had an idea if you were willing to listen,” I said.

“Oh yeah?” she asked. “And what idea is that?”

She was back to sitting on her knees on the bed, and God she looked gorgeous.

I know I kept coming back to that. Maybe it was cliché that a guy would talk about how gorgeous his wife was over and over again, but I couldn't help myself.

She really was gorgeous. I loved everything about her. I loved all the curves of her body.

And I loved her even more now that she about to go through with this.

“Well, I was thinking maybe we could do a practice run for tomorrow night,” I said.

"A practice run," she said, smiling like she enjoyed that idea. "So you get to pretend you're him, and I get to pretend I'm being a naughty wife stepping out on her husband."

"Pretty much," I said.

"It's kind of boring and vanilla, don't you think?" she asked.

I laughed, which earned me a look.

"What's so funny?" she asked.

"We're talking about fantasizing about me being another man fucking you," I said. "That's about as far from boring and vanilla as you can get."

"I guess that does go to show how far we've come when it comes to this whole fantasy thing," she said, laughing herself.

"Yeah, exactly," I said.

"So let's go ahead and do this then," she said. "Let's have one last roleplay before we do it for real tomorrow."

I shivered. One last roleplay before we did it for real tomorrow. Talk about hot.

I stood and I walked over to her. I stared down at her. She looked up at me and her mouth fell open in anticipation.

I wondered if she was getting more out of this because we were on the verge of doing it for real. She was sitting on a bed in the hotel room where she might actually go through with this fantasy.

"I need you to touch my cock, Lisa."

She looked away and blushed.

"What's wrong?" I asked.

"I don't know," she said. "Like it's so different actually doing this, you know?"

It took me a moment to catch up and realize what she was doing. We all had a part to play, and she was playing that part right now.

I touched her chin and pulled her face so she was staring up at me. She looked up at me, blinking a few times. That blush was still there.

She wasn't even acting. She was just doing what she would do if we were in this situation for real.

"You're so hot, Lisa," I said.

"Thanks," she said, smiling. "I don't get that a lot."

"Your husband doesn't tell you how hot you are?"

"I mean, he does," she said with a shrug. "But he's supposed to say that kind of thing, right?"

"And no guys ever stare at you?"

"I suppose they do," she said. Her voice a quiet whisper. "But I never thought about them like that before."

She trailed off. Meanwhile, I could only stare at her as she revealed all of this. So she had noticed other guys looking at her, but she'd never thought it meant anything because she wasn't ever going to do anything.

Interesting.

"Well, you're going to do something now, Lisa," I said, smiling at her.

"I am," she said.

And then I leaned down and pressed my lips against hers. She opened her mouth to me immediately, and our tongues swirled around.

I was surprised at how aggressive she was with the tongue action. Usually she held back until she was good and turned on. Maybe this was a sign of just how turned on she was.

Our tongues swirled around in each other's mouths, and I pressed her down onto the bed. I moved on top of her as she wrapped her legs around me.

Things got a little frantic after that. She started thrusting up with her hips to meet me. I pressed my cock into her. We kept up the dry humping as we rolled around on the bed kissing and pulling our clothes off.

It wasn't long before she was below me. My cock was at her entrance, and she felt so hot. So wet.

"Are you ready for this, Lisa?" I asked.

She looked away again. She blushed again. It was an interesting look.

She wasn't at all like the seductress I'd expected her to be in this situation.

"I don't know if you can ever be ready to do something like this," she said. "But I'm ready."

I followed her gaze, and I realized she was looking over to exactly where I’d be sitting if I was watching. I wondered if she was doing that on purpose. She could’ve turned and looked out over the city if she wanted to, after all.

"I'm going to fuck you now, Lisa. Are you okay with that?"

She looked back up at me. She wrapped her legs around me.

"Fuck me," she said. "Fuck me like my husband never could."

Okay. I'd told her a few times that I wasn't really into the humiliation angle, but whatever. She seemed to be getting off on this, so I'd go with it.

It's not like I had much time to think about what we were doing anyway. I sank inside her and I let out a hiss of pleasure.

Burying myself in my wife was always fun, don't get me wrong, but there was something hot about imagining myself being another man burying my cock inside her.

She let out a quiet hiss of her own. She used those legs she'd wrapped around me to pull me deeper and deeper. She squeezed her eyes shut and let out quiet whimpers. Her chest rose and fell like she was breathing heavily.

I took all of it in. God, I loved watching her like this. She hadn't reacted like this to us fucking in a long while. I wondered if it was the fantasy, or if it was the anticipation of what she was going to be doing tomorrow night.

Not that I gave a fuck as long as she was reacting like this. Though I wondered if she was going to be panting and begging like this for Arthur when she met him tomorrow.

"Oh fuck," she hissed. I moved my cock, grinding around her entrance and giving her a little extra something.

She opened her eyes and stared up at me. It was a stare that went straight to the very depths of my soul. It was a look that had my cock almost blowing a load inside her right then and there, but I managed to hold off. Barely.

"What are you waiting for?" Lisa said, looking up at me with a mischievous grin that said she knew exactly what kind of trouble I was in. "Fuck me."

I groaned. I pulled out and slammed into her.

"Oh, fuck, that's it," she hissed. "Fuck me with that big cock."

I kept fucking her. Again, having her talk about how Arthur's cock was bigger than mine wasn't the kind of thing I got off on, but it was something she'd picked up on. It was one of the advertising points I'd used to try and talk her into this idea in the first place.

Wouldn't it be fun for her to try a bigger cock? I'd figured that might get her on board back before I had an understanding that for some women, bigger didn't always mean better.

Those thoughts flooded my mind and then they were gone. I continued pounding her. She kept her eyes squeezed shut and she threw her head back as she tossed her head from side to side and started to get louder and louder.

My eyes darted to the wall. I worried that the people on the other side would complain about the noise. It was after dark, after all, and they'd be able to hear everything. They’d hear it all.

Whatever. I didn't care about that either. I just kept pounding my wife.

"Dave."

I turned to her. Her using my real name caught my attention in a way that even her screams weren't going to.

"Dave," she said, looking deep into my eyes. “He's going to be fucking me like this tomorrow on this bed right here. His cock is going to be inside your wife."

I buried myself inside her. I let out a whimper as wave after wave of pure bliss washed over me and I came inside her again and again.

I wanted my sperm inside my wife while he was fucking her tomorrow night. So I emptied myself inside her pretty little body as I imagined another man getting to do this tomorrow.

I held myself until I was done, and then I thrust inside her a few more times just to be sure. I did a little squeeze and then I pulled out.

I stood and I looked down at her. I imagined my wife looking like this tomorrow night, only she'd be freshly fucked because another man had been pounding her.

"So was that everything you were hoping for?" she asked.

"It was," I said.

"You're not worried about not being as into it tomorrow night?" she asked.

"I'm not worried at all," I said, taking in everything.

Because I could feel a familiar stirring down in my cock already. I was getting hard again. I grinned.

"It's already getting hard for you, baby."

"Is it getting hard for me?" She asked, looking at my cock with her eyes wide. Then she looked up to lock eyes with me again. "Or is it getting hard because you're thinking about what I'm going to do with another man tomorrow?"

"Yes," I said, still grinning at her.

She grinned right back at me. I wondered that we'd come to this place where we could talk so casually about this fantasy, but I also loved that we'd come to this place where we could talk so casually about this fantasy.

"Come on," she said. "I need to take a shower, and I need you to help. Maybe we can talk about all the fun we're going to have tomorrow."

"You keep that up and I might be ready to go again," I said.

"Oh no," she said, wagging a finger at me as she headed for the bathroom. I heard her voice as the shower came on. "No more of that until tomorrow night, mister."

I sighed. Damn. Well, at least I got this out so I wouldn't be on a hair trigger tomorrow.
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Ilearned very quickly that I was far from the only one to be operating on a hair trigger.

I woke up and turned around to look at her. She was still asleep, facing the ceiling. One of her hands was off to the side, and the other one rested on her stomach.

Her shirt had rode up at some point in the night, and I looked her up and down and took in everything.

It was one of those moments when I was glad to be a man. One of those moments I was glad I'd married the woman I'd married. She looked absolutely stunning.

And getting to see a little bit of skin was also the kind of thing that made me glad I was a married man. I never realized back when I decided to put a ring on it that I’d get to see this kind of incidental hotness all the time.

I mean sure, I'd stayed over at her place before and I'd seen her taking her stuff off all the time, but it was one of those things that was a little bonus I never would've thought about before becoming man and wife.

Her eyes fluttered and she turned to look at me. Her hair was sticking up in a few places, and it created a little halo all around her from the light streaming in through the window.

The window facing the lake meant we were getting blasted by the sunlight, but that was fine. It was a good look for Lisa.

"Good morning," I said, smiling at her.

"Good morning yourself," she said.

I rolled over and looked at my phone. Okay, we'd slept in just a little.

"I don't think it's going to be a good morning for long," I said.

"What are you talking about?" she asked.

"It looks like we slept in," I said, showing her my phone.

"Oh well," she said.

It was eleven o'clock, so it wasn't going to be morning for much longer, but there was still plenty of time before we met with Arthur at the bar.

She did a lazy stretch, which had her pajama shirt riding up even more. To the point I saw the underside of her breasts.

She wasn't a big fan of wearing a bra to bed. Another thing I loved about married life.

"Keep stretching like that anymore and we're going to have an incident before we even have a chance to get with Arthur later," I said.

"Oh yeah?" she asked, turning and hitting me with a lazy smile as she finished the stretch and went back to a more normal pose.

Though I noted that when she returned everything back to normal, it was hardly back to normal. I could still see her stomach, and part of her top rode up almost under her breasts.

I reached out and put a hand on that stomach. It was so inviting. So hot. She took in a sharp breath as I pressed my hand down on her.

"What are you doing?" she muttered.

"Just enjoying having my wife with me," I said, hitting her with a grin.

"You know you're not getting anything before tonight, right?" she said.

"Oh, I know," I said.

I knew that in an academic sense in the back of my mind, but there was also a part of me that took that as a challenge. If she thought she was going to get a free day without me trying to hit on her, then she had another think coming.

"So why are you doing that?" she asked, turning and looking at me. Still with that lazy smile on her face.

"Because I enjoy touching my wife," I said with a shrug.

“Are you sure it isn’t because you're thinking about somebody else touching your wife later?" she asked.

My cock twitched at that thought. I loved it when she talked like that. I loved it even more that it wasn't just fantasy or roleplaying. No, that was going to happen tonight.

As though in time with that thought, there was a notification from my phone. Her eyes went wide. That was from the app we used to find Arthur.

Even when we'd decided to set up this meeting, I hadn't been entirely comfortable giving him our cell numbers. I figured that was the kind of thing that could get us in trouble if it turned out he was a scammer.

We hadn't even sent him a full-faced picture of Lisa. Sure, we were at the point where we were talking about meeting up with him so he could fuck her, but I still didn't want to take the chance that he was just trying to scam us somehow. So she'd always worn a mask when we had video chats or sent pictures.

It was enough for him to get the idea. It was a mask over the eyes, not over the face, so he could see the general contours while also giving us some plausible deniability.

I'd almost gone so far as to go in and touch up some of the moles on her body when she sent naked pictures his way, but she'd said I was being totally ridiculous.

"What did he say?" she asked.

I thought about continuing on teasing her like I had yesterday, but then I decided not to.

That had worked once. I didn't think it was going to work a second time though, and the last thing I wanted was to do something to piss her off the morning before we went out and met this guy.

I don't know that I'd ever be able to live with myself if I crashed and burned that spectacularly when I was so close to bringing this fantasy in for a landing.

So I pulled my phone up and I tapped the notification. It did a quick face scan and let me in. I took a moment to think about how odd it was that I lived in a world where I was casually thinking about having a face scan done so I could get on my phone and access an app that let me talk to a guy from a completely different city six hours away from us we agreed to meet in between so he could come and fuck my wife.

Yeah, it was a crazy world we were living in.

The notification popped up and I immediately got a good look at the message. I let out a long whistle as I got a really good look at what he'd sent.

"What?" Lisa asked. "What is it?"

"You're going to like this," I said, chuckling, and handed the phone over to her.

She took the phone. Her own eyes went wide as she got a good look.

"Damn," she hissed.

It was a picture of him holding his cock. He didn't have a ruler next to it like he'd done back when he was proving himself. The thing really was every bit as big as he claimed to be on his profile.

We'd even gone out and got a dildo that was about the same size. The dildo was a touch smaller, but that was fine. It's not like he was pornstar huge, but he was a respectable seven inches or so.

Which looked pretty big compared to the average, and really put the lie to all the gentlemen out there who claimed they had eight or nine-inch cocks but they were really just a little bit above the bell curve.

"That thing's going to be in you tonight," I said.

I thought about the dildo we bought to get her used to having a bigger dick inside her. It had been slow-going at first, but she'd acclimated to it eventually, and it had been really hot watching her acclimating to it. Getting used to having something a little longer and with a lot more girth inside her.

Again, the whole size aspect of the fantasy wasn't ever something I'd been into. I didn't care about the humiliation angle. But if it was something that got my wife to participate in this fantasy? Then I was more than happy to go along with it.

There was another ding from my phone. Her grin got even wider.

"What?" I asked.

"Looks like he's in a hotel," she said.

"How can you tell from the picture he sent?"

"I can tell from the video he just sent," she said, looking over to me and biting her lip.

"Oh, yeah? Is it a good video?" I asked.

She turned the phone to face me rather than trying to explain, and I was treated to the sight of him sitting in an obvious hotel room on a chair, stroking his cock.

"Yeah, he's definitely in a hotel," I said dryly.

"That's all you have to say?" she asked, sounding a touch scandalized that I didn't have anything else to say.

"I mean, what do you want me to say, honey?" I asked. "I'm not exactly into dicks, you know."

"I suppose," she said with a sigh. “But that's a big one."

"Yeah, and he seems to be enjoying himself," I said.

"Yeah, he certainly is."

There was another notification. I looked at her in curiosity. She was staring at the phone and not at me.

"What now?" I asked, my curiosity getting the better of me.

"He says that's all for me," she said, and there was a slight hitch to her voice as she said it. "He's thinking about how turned on he is thinking about me and everything we’re going to do tonight."

"He'd better not get too turned on thinking about everything he wants to do to you," I said.

It was more an idle thought than anything, but my wife immediately hit me with a sharp look.

"What are you talking about?" she asked.

"Well, it's the same thing you were worried about last night with me. If I got too excited, you thought I was going to miss out on the fun, right?"

Her eyes went wide. It was a look of dawning realization and horror.

"And he's doing that to himself today. Maybe he can recover really quickly, but then again, maybe not."

I didn't know anything about this guy or his refractory period. I didn't want to know anything about this guy or his refractory period, other than knowing what it looked like when he was fucking my wife.

Only clearly Lisa was worried that he was going to fuck things up before he had a chance to fuck her.

"Shit," she hissed. "I need to tell him to stop right now."

"Yeah, good luck with that," I said.

"Well he'd better do it if he knows what's good for him, and if he wants to get with me later, damn it. I want him to come in me today, and only me."

I shivered. Who was this woman?
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Lisa's thumbs danced across the phone in front of her. She had a look of intense concentration there as she stared at the screen. She paused for a moment. There was another notification letting me know another text had come in. She frowned as she stared, and then she started tapping away with her thumbs again.

"Is something wrong?" I asked.

"I don't know, but I wouldn’t say something is wrong," she said. "Just that he's being a butthead."

"How is he being a butthead?" I asked, trying to hide my amusement and obviously not doing a good job of it if the way she turned and hit me with a glare was anything to go by.

"Easy there," I said. "I'm just curious is all."

"He's telling me he's only going to stop if I send him a video."

"A video?" I asked, thinking that over. "Well, it would hardly be the first time that you've sent him a video, right?"

"Yeah, and you know exactly what kind of video he's asking for," she said, still glaring at me like this was somehow my fault and not his.

I started to pull my pants off, which had Lisa staring at me with a flat look.

"What?" I asked, grinning at her.

"What are you doing?" she asked.

"Well, you said he wanted a video. I figured he wanted to see you getting banged so he could think about all the fun he was going to be having doing that later today, right?"

"That's not what he wants, and you know it," she said.

She grabbed the pillow I'd been sleeping with and tossed it across the room at me. It landed against my chest with a muted thump, and then it slid down until it was on the floor. I followed it with my eyes, and then looked back up at her.

"That's gross," I said.

"What is?" she asked.

"That pillow just touched the hotel floor. Do you have any idea the kind of disgusting stuff that goes on in these hotel rooms and gets on those floors?"

"Do you have any idea the kind of disgusting stuff that happens on a hotel bed?" she asked.

"Yeah, but they wash those sheets. Something tells me housekeeping isn't coming in here with a carpet shampooer on the regular.

"If you think they wash the comforter every time somebody bangs on one of these beds, then I've got bad news for you, baby," she said."

"I'd rather not think about that," I said, glancing at the comforter. At least there were a few sheets in between us. They had to wash those, right?

"He wants to send a video of me giving myself a good time," she said.

I paused and thought about that. It got my cock stirring, but not as much as it might’ve once upon a time.

The first time he'd requested a video like that from my wife, it had been like a chorus of angels and a bright light had descended down from the heavens and sang the glories of this fantasy. It really said something about how much I'd gotten used to everything we were doing here that I only got a stirring from down below rather than getting so hard I was going to have to see a doctor in five hours or so if it kept up.

"So what's wrong with that?" I asked, trying to feel this out and figure out exactly what was bothering her. "You've sent him videos like that before. Considering everything you're talking about doing later tonight, I don't think it's a big deal for you to send another one."

"It's a problem, you doofus, because if I send him a video like that then he's going to keep giving himself a hand, and if he keeps giving himself a hand then he's going to come."

"And you've already made clear that the only thing you want him coming in is you tonight," I said. "You're going to get jealous of a hotel tissue if he does what naturally comes from seeing a video of you giving yourself a hand."

“You don't have to be so crude about it, but yes," she said with a sniff."

She seemed to think about it for another long moment.

"You don't want to do it, but you really want to keep him happy, don't you?" I said.

She sighed. “I shouldn't be the one who's trying to keep him happy, damn it. He's the one who should be bending over backwards to try and keep me happy, the same as you've been bending over backwards to try and keep me happy."

"I don't know about that," I said, trying to put this as gently as was humanly possible. "On the one hand, he's not the one who's having a fantasy fulfilled. I am. To him, you're just somebody he's banging."

"But it's probably difficult to find guys who are throwing their hot wives out there for the world to bang.”

"You'd be surprised," I said. "Think about all the perverts we had to go through before you finally settled on Arthur. Think about all the duds we had to swipe left on, or whatever direction it is.”

"We don't swipe on that app.”

"Well, whatever," I said. I never had to mess with that shit, thank God. "The point is. There are a lot of guys out there who are looking to bang other guys’ wives, but there are a lot of guys on that app throwing their wives out there, and there are a lot of dudes who are always going to get a pass because they're obviously creepy fucks. I’m not saying Arthur is a unicorn, but it took some doing to find him.”

"Yeah, I suppose," she said, her lip jutting out in a sexy pout. Everything she did was inherently sexy because she was doing it, but something about seeing her getting upset about not getting her way was really doing it for me.

Her thumbs danced across the screen again. Meanwhile, I sat on the edge of the bed. I figured if we were going to have this interruption, then I was going to be comfortable while we dealt with it.

"What are you doing now?" I asked.

"I'm negotiating," she said in a tone that said she didn't like that she was having to negotiate.

"What exactly are you negotiating?" I asked, trying and not doing a good job of hiding the amusement from my voice.

"I'm telling him that I'll consider sending him a video as long as he promises he's not going to jerk off and come to it."

Again, I thought about how much everything had changed and how ridiculous all of this was. There'd been a time when she got super excited at the idea of another guy jerking off and coming to her pictures. We'd gotten a few tributes to her while we were still in the looking phase trying to find a nice guy to fuck her who checked all the boxes.

I'd had to explain to her exactly what a tribute was. She was surprised there were dudes who had dedicated photo printers out there they used to print out pictures of beautiful women online so they could come all over them. There was a whole dark, seedy underbelly to the internet that my wife wasn't aware of because she mostly used it to mindlessly scroll on social media and get cute cat videos in her feed.

I'd spent time in those darker corners because of this fantasy of mine. A man of culture, as they say.

Another message came through. She looked over it a few times.

"What did he say?" I asked.

She let out another frustrated sigh. "It's another one of those bullshit internet things you're going to have to explain to me."

"You know I'm always happy to explain bullshit internet things to you, baby."

She hit me with another look. Like it was somehow my fault we were dealing with all this.

I suppose it was my fault we were dealing with all this. I was the one with this fantasy, after all. I was the one who’d prodded her until we finally got to this point.

"He says he's going to be edging himself."

I laughed and shook my head.

"So you do know what it is, you pervert," she said.

She also grabbed her pillow and acted like she was going to toss it, but then she paused and looked it over and seemed to think better of it. She put it back down behind her and lay back on the thing.

"See," I said. “You don't want to get your pillow down on the floor."

"Of course not," she said. "Those hotel floors are fucking disgusting."

"Right," I said.

"Anyway," she said. “What is edging?"

"It's where he gets himself right up to the edge of coming, and then he stops."

"But I don't want him to do that," she said, her eyes going wide. "If he does that, then he's going to come way too fast by the time he gets around to meeting us."

"Not necessarily," I said. "I've done it a few times."

"You have," she said.

At least she wasn't saying it as an accusation. There’d been a couple other things I'd explained to her that had ultimately come out as an accusation when she realized I knew what it was. This wasn't one of those cases, though.

"I have," I said. "And there are times when you can get up to going over the edge and everything starts twitching like you're going to come, and it sort of tricks your body into going into the refractory period. Only you still have plenty of stuff built up so you're ready to go the next time, but you last longer.”

"Wait, so it's like you came, but you didn't come? Why would somebody do that?" she asked.

"Because you're edging yourself. You build up this huge reservoir of stuff inside you and, at the same time, you also get some of the pleasure without going over the falls. So when you eventually do go over, it's like an almost religious experience."

"I don't know anything about that," she said.

“Of course you don't," I said, thinking about the times I'd watched her using her vibrating pal to give herself a favor. "You can come multiple times. You don't have a chemical off switch that floods your brain every time you get where you're going, so you don't have to do stuff like that."

"There are times when it must suck being a man," she said.

"I suppose," I said with a shrug. “It’s worked out well enough for me so far.”

"Fine," she said. "You've convinced me."

"I've what?"

I wasn't trying to convince her of anything, but at the same time, I figured that meant I was about to get to watch my wife giving herself a good time. So I wasn't complaining too much.
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“I’m really glad I decided to bring this thing.”

Lisa turned and hit me with a very specific look as she dug her mask out of her suitcase.

We'd had a little back and forth about whether or not we wanted to bring the mask. I'd thought it wasn't necessary since she already knew the guy. Sure they hadn't done any video calls where she'd taken the mask off, but I figured when we were meeting somebody in person, it was probably okay.

She'd been absolutely right. She'd finally convinced me by pointing out that I might want to take pictures or video of everything, and if I wanted to share some of those online then I'd need to have something covering my wife's face.

Again, it was a surprise she was so willing to go along with that. It was another example of just how far we'd come in this fantasy.

There was a time when the idea of taking pictures of my wife wearing absolutely nothing and posting it on the internet had scandalized her, but she'd quickly gotten used to the idea. She’d even started to like it when she realized how many dudes were out there commenting on her pictures and talking about how hot she was.

Maybe my wife was a little reluctant to try the lifestyle, but she also had an ego on her. That ego had resulted in her being all about a bunch of perverts saying nice things about how hot she was.

"Here we go," she said, putting the mask on. She walked over to the mirror in the bathroom, and I was left alone, sitting on the bed in silence for a good ten minutes while she presumably got herself ready to go.

I thought about telling her it wasn't necessary for her to go to all the trouble of getting dressed up, but I very quickly decided against saying anything.

I'd had that conversation with her a few times before, after all, and it always ended with her telling me there wasn't a chance in hell she was getting a picture taken or a video done when she didn't look good.

Finally, she stepped out wearing nothing but the mask. I stared at her. At the way her hair cascaded down around her shoulders. At the way she stared at me, biting her lip with a huge grin plastered across her face. Like she was anticipating everything that was about to happen, and she was loving that anticipation.

I looked her up and down. I took in her slim stomach. Her ass. Her breasts jutting out. The way her nipples were rock hard as she looked at me with that grin as she bit her lip.

"Damn, baby," I said. "You're beautiful. He's going to have a hard time..."

I cut off. I was about to say he was going to have a hard time not blowing a load considering the kind of show she was already giving him, and I didn't want her to think about him blowing a load too soon.

I already felt like I'd almost gone too far by telling her about edging and trying to play that off. The last thing I wanted was for her to decide she wasn't going to do this.

"You just look really good," I said.

"Like I look so good he's going to come because he won't be able to stop once he gets to the edge," she said, frowning.

Damn, I guess I was too late after all. She was already way ahead of me.

"I mean, you're a beautiful woman, baby," I said with a shrug. "Can you blame him for doing what comes natural to a man when he sees a beautiful woman?"

"I can blame him if I already told him I fully expect him to keep it in his balls,” she said.

"Look, are you going to do this or not?" I asked.

She sighed. She'd gone from being all sexy to looking annoyed, but then she suddenly went back to the sexy.

"I suppose I already told him I was going to do this, so we might as well go ahead and do this," she finally said.

"That's a good girl," I said.

Again, she hit me with a look that was somewhat seductive. It was a look that said she was enjoying the hell out of me talking to her like that.

"You're just trying to butter me up so I'll give you what you want."

"I'm trying to butter you up so you'll get yourself off in a video you're sending to another man?" I asked.

"Well, yeah," she said. "Because I know you're getting off on the idea of me getting myself off for another man."

"Maybe I am," I said, chuckling and shaking my head at how ridiculous all of it was. "Maybe I am."

"Okay. Well, get up here," she said.

"Excuse me?”

"You're the one who's going to be taking the video," she said. "It's not like I'm going to be able to do that myself."

"Oh, right," I said.

I'd been the cameraman a few times when she did this sort of thing. Which was just fine with me. Getting to see a fine woman like my wife get herself off wasn't exactly the porn category I was into, but add the wrinkle that it was my beautiful wife who was getting herself off for another man and suddenly that was a porn category I was all about.

She got up on the bed. I blinked as I realized she also had her favorite little bullet vibrator with her.

"Where did that thing come from?" I asked.

"I always keep this thing with me," she said. "Especially when I might be having some fun with you, or with someone else."

“Isn’t this the first time you've ever had had fun with someone else?" I asked.

It was a question that had multiple layers. Maybe this wasn't the first time she'd had fun like that with someone else. Maybe there was something she wasn't telling me.

"I know what you're digging for," she said. "And I've already told you many times before: it hasn't happened. I've never cheated on you."

"I know," I said. "But I figured I should at least check."

"Right," she said. "Anyway. Let's get started. You know he's waiting for this."

"I'd like to point out that you're willing to do whatever you can for this guy, but I had to practically threaten you last night to get you to do anything with me."

"That's because I want you to have a good time," she said. "I want him to have a good time too, but I also don't want him to decide it's not worth the trouble."

I held my tongue. He'd already made the drive to Chicago. It was a few hours' drive for him too. In the opposite direction from where we were, which was why we met here in the middle.

That, and Lisa had been excited about the idea of having fun in the city around having fun in the city, if that makes sense.

Her vibrating pal started buzzing, and she went to work.

She was slow and sensual about what she was doing. Normally she’d just go straight for it when it was the two of us getting it on, but she was clearly putting on a show now.

"Well, are you going to take a video?" she asked, staring at me.

I stared right back at her, and then I pulled up my phone and I started to take a video like I was supposed to.

"Right," I said. "Sorry about that."

"You should be sorry about that," she said.

I hit the record button. As soon as she heard the ding, she started doing it again.

She ran her hands all over her breasts and then up and down her stomach. She ran it around her nipples, which sent a shiver running through her body. I could see the goosebumps rising all over.

I wondered if that would get picked up on the video. I made sure to keep her in frame. Mostly. He could worry about what did and didn't get picked up in the video my wife was sending him.

She started running her hands down, and then she was parting her pussy lips. She was nude, so it's not like there was any playing around with her panties or anything like that. She turned and stared at the camera and licked her lips.

"Is this what you had in mind?" she asked, staring into the camera.

I didn't answer the question. I knew she was asking him, not me. She probably didn't give a damn what I thought as long as I was going along with it. She probably knew I was loving every minute of this.

My cock was rock hard. Knowing she was doing this for another guy made it so fucking hot. I stared at her and licked my lips as she moved the vibrator down, and then she was pressing it over her clit.

The reaction was immediate. Her hips jumped up to meet her hands and the vibrator they held. She started moving her hips, churning them as she let out quiet little gasps that were a delicious symphony to me.

I wanted to cheer her on, to tell her to keep doing it, but I didn't want to interrupt the moment or ruin the video. So I held my tongue as I stared at what she was doing. As her body continued to move. She took in deep breaths, sucking in gasps of air as she did her thing, and then she was gasping quietly as she squeezed her eyes shut.

Oh hell yes. She was really starting to get into it now. Her hips moved, trying to meet the vibrator as she pressed it against her clit.

I was kind of surprised that she was coming this quickly, but I guess she must already be turned on. Soon enough, she was pressing her whole lower half up, pressing her clit against the vibrator in her hands, and she was squeezing her eyes shut and moaning over and over.

All in all, it was over pretty quickly. Not at all the slow, seductive sort of thing she would’ve done if it was just the two of us. Or if it was just her getting herself off. She came down, taking a couple more deep breaths, and then looked at me expectantly.

I blinked. Right. I'd been so busy taking the video that I hadn't stopped. I turned it off with a ding.

"Good boy," she said, smiling at me. "Now hand it over so I can send that to him and then get ready for the day."


18




The rest of the day went by in a blur. We went out and had lunch, and then walked around downtown for a little bit. But eventually we were back at the hotel room.

I think neither one of us were really in the mood to do any of the touristy bullshit. Not when we both knew what we were going to be doing later.

It was kind of hard to concentrate on looking at Sue the T-rex, and wondering about how many bones were in her back when you were thinking about your wife getting back shots back in the hotel room later that night. Or going and getting your picture taken in front of the bean when you were thinking about another man flicking your wife’s bean later.

The point was, I was distracted and it seemed like Lisa was every bit as distracted as I was.

I sat on the bed watching TV. They had a thing where you could log into your own streaming stuff. So I was able to idly flip through a bunch of the same shit I never wanted to watch even when I was home, let alone now when I could hear Lisa moving around in the bathroom.

I knew she was getting ready. I also knew I wasn't allowed in there. She'd made that clear enough. If I tried to go near her then it was going to start a war, and I didn't want to start tonight with an argument.

We'd been pretty good about avoiding that so far.

There was a pause.

"Could you be a dear and get me a water?" she asked.

I walked over to the mini fridge and grabbed one, and then I walked over and frowned because the door was only partially open.

"Why is the door closed?" I asked.

"Because I don't want you to see me before I'm completely ready," she said.

I stared at the small opening in the door. I couldn't see in there to see what was going on, and it annoyed me that she seemed to be trying to hide from me.

"But if I can't open the door then I'm not going to be able to give you your water," I said.

"Just hand it through the small opening. I'll grab it from you," she said.

"And why can't I see you? You're acting like this is our wedding day or something."

"I mean, it's a pretty special night for both of us, isn't it?" she asked.

She had me there. It was a pretty special night for both of us. I felt even more keyed up than I had on our wedding night.

On our wedding night? I'd been fucking exhausted. I'd collapsed into the bed in our hotel room, unable to even so much as think about trying to get with my wife. Not after such a long day with relatives coming at us constantly.

"Fine. Here's your water," I said, handing it through. She grabbed it from me, and then I heard her going back to getting ready.

"I don't see why you're so intent on me not getting to see you," I said.

"I'm intent on you not getting to see me because I want to see your reaction when you see my outfit.”

I went back to sit on the bed. I figured I could carry on a conversation from the bed just as easily as I could carry on a conversation standing by the door. It was a lot more comfortable, too.

"That makes no sense," I said. "I've seen you in that outfit. Are you forgetting I was there in the changing room?"

"I'm not forgetting at all," she said. "But I want you to see the full thing. I want you to be the first one to get a look at me in the outfit he's going to see me in tonight before he fucks me."

I shivered. My wife sure as hell had a way of putting things that got my attention. The outfit he was going to see her in before he fucked her. I liked the sound of that.

"You really aren't playing fair," I said.

"Who ever said a wife had to play fair with her husband?" she asked, still moving around in there.

I turned my attention back on the TV show I wasn't watching at all. Some action movie that wasn't all that great because it was on a streaming service. It seemed like there was a lot of crap on streaming services that were the spiritual successor to a bunch of direct-to-video schlock from back in the day.

Finally there was silence from the bathroom. I thought maybe she was about to come out. I glanced at the clock over on the nightstand. We had about an hour before we were supposed to meet him at the Sky High Club. I shivered in anticipation.

It would take us about twenty minutes to walk there, but that was just fine with me. It would be nice to get out and get a little bit of air. It was the time of year where it wasn't too cold and it wasn't too hot, and I figured that would be perfect for tonight.

The hair dryer started up and I rolled my eyes and let out a groan. I figured it was safe enough to let out a groan. She probably wasn't going to hear me.

And if she did, I didn't give a damn anyway.

Time moved on. Slowly. I glanced over at the clock again. It was ten minutes later.

"Hey, honey?” I said.

The hair dryer turned off for a moment. Which could mean she was just trying to talk to me, or it could be more ominous than that. Maybe she was turning it off because she was annoyed.

"What?" she asked.

Okay, she sounded reasonable enough. Maybe I was safe.

"I was just going to remind you that we have about 15 minutes before we need to get moving if we're going to get there on time."

I was building in a little bit of wiggle room in the schedule. I was a married man who was well aware that my wife would be late if I didn’t build in that wiggle room.

"What are you talking about?" she asked.

"It's going to be at least twenty minutes to walk over to this place."

Her voice was suddenly a little louder, like she'd opened up the door so she could talk to me. Okay, that was ominous. I very politely looked away from the bathroom. I didn't want to accidentally see her and and have her be really upset with me.

I know I kept worrying about upsetting my wife, but she'd been acting kind of touchy lately. Touchy enough that I didn't want to do anything that might upset her. I figured she had a case of nerves as a result of what we were maybe going to do tonight, and I was going to do everything I could to keep her calm.

"It's only like a five minute drive," she said. “I looked it up earlier.”

"The car is in a parking garage and we don't have in and out privileges for the weekend," I said, wondering why she didn't remember that.

"What are you on about?" she said. "You're going to get us a ride.”

I blinked. This was news to me.

"I am?”

"Do you seriously think I'm going to go for a walk wearing this stuff?" she asked.

"I mean, I don't know?” I said. "I assumed we were going to walk over there. Get some air and get in some steps.”

"No, we're going to pay a few bucks and we're going to get a driver to take us over there. So it would be nice if you could go ahead and arrange that. I’m not walking all that way in these heels.”

"Would've been nice to know that ahead of time,” I muttered under my breath.

"What was that?" she asked.

“Nothing, honey," I said.

"You're damn right, ‘nothing, honey,’” she said.

Under normal circumstances I wouldn't put up with this shit, but these were hardly normal circumstances. It was weird feeling this strange tension between the two of us. A tension that seemed to be getting more tense as we got closer to the big moment.

Usually we weren’t like this. Usually we were pretty easygoing with each other. Sure we had the occasional argument. We were married, but we weren't saints or anything like that.

She went back to blow drying her hair. Meanwhile, I pulled up a ride share app and set up a quick jaunt down to the Sky High Club. I suppose we could've taken the train or something, but that seemed like it would be even more ridiculous than ordering a car.

Finally, the hair dryer came to an end and I heard her moving around again

"Okay, so I don't want to rush you or anything," I said, "but the car is going to be down in front of the hotel in about fifteen minutes."

"That's plenty of time," she said.

"Are you sure about that?" I asked. “Your estimates of how long something takes and how long something actually takes tend to be a little off.”

"Oh, would you shut up already?" she said, walking into the hotel room and looking absolutely gorgeous.

My wife was right, which was something that happened a lot. I tried to tell her how to do something and it turned out I was totally wrong.

And I'd been totally wrong about badgering her about getting ready, because it was so worth the wait.

The top looked amazing on her. It was just a standard tube top, but I could imagine him pulling that standard tube top down and her tits spilling out as he leaned in to devour them. The combination of the sparkling sequins and the mini skirt really did make it look like she was in a little black dress, only it was a little black dress that was fit for a night out at the clubs.

Or out at a fancy bar.

"So what do you think?" she asked, smiling at me and doing a little twirl.

"Holy shit," I said.

"Yeah, that reaction is why you had to wait, Mister.”
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"Oh my God," I said, once we got out of the car. "Did you see that?"

"See what?" Lisa asked.

"The way the driver kept staring at you."

"Come on," she said, rolling her eyes. "You think every man in the world is trying to get a look at me."

"I don't think every man in the world is trying to get a look at you," I said. "But I definitely think he was trying to get a look at you."

The car pulled away. Lisa turned and looked as it drove into the traffic and then it was gone along with the driver who’d totally been eye fucking my wife the entire ride.

"Okay," she said, biting her lip. "So it was pretty obvious the way he was looking at me."

"Right?” I said. "Like I wasn't imagining it."

"No, you weren't imagining it," she said.

She offered her hand to me. I took it and she gave it a squeeze. Then she surprised me by pressing up against me and pushing her lips against mine.

We stayed like that for a long moment, her lips pressed against mine and her body molded against me. I wrapped an arm around her and placed it on the small of her back, holding her against me and enjoying every moment of it.

When we pulled away, she pulled out a mirror and adjusted her lipstick. Though it didn't look like there was much smearing at all.

She flipped her mirror shut and looked at me.

"What?" I asked.

"That's why I pay as much as I do for the good lipstick," she said.

"Yeah, and that's something that's come up like what? One time? I said.

"It's come up more than one time," she said.

"You know I don't care if you spend money on things like lipstick," I said.

"Oh, I know," she said. "But you gave me grief about it at least once. So I figured I’d point out why I get the nice stuff when you benefit from it."

"Are you ready to go?" I asked. I was sure ready to be done with this conversation, but I wasn’t going to tell her that.

"More than ready," she said.

She gave my hand a squeeze, and then she was pulling me along. I allowed myself to be pulled along as we went into the building and hit one of the elevators that went up to the Sky High Club.

I looked around the lobby. There were signs that indicated a bunch of businesses on various floors. We're talking there were so many that I didn't know how anybody was supposed to keep track of it, though I suppose if somebody had business in this place, then they’d know they had business in this place and they’d go directly to wherever they were supposed to be.

"Do you think you'd ever want to work in a building like this?" I asked.

"I don't think so," she said.

"What if you got a really nice view or something?" I asked.

"I mean, I'm okay with heights," she said with a shrug. "But I don't know if I’d want a really high view all the time. I imagine even the best view in the world gets old after a while."

"I don't know," I said. "I bet there are some pretty nice views in New York that are hard to get tired of."

"Maybe so," she said. "But I'd never want to live in New York."

"Why not?" I asked.

"Because we'd have to live in a tiny apartment that wasn't even one bedroom. Like our bed and living room would all be the same, and it would still be twice as expensive as our nice big house in the suburbs."

"You've got a point there," I said. "You can't beat those Midwest prices."

"Damn straight you can't," she said as the elevator dinged and we stepped into it.

Both of us went quiet as we got into the elevator and I hit the button for the Sky High Club. I don't know what was going through my wife's head in that moment, but I knew I was thinking about how this was finally happening.

It’d been years of secretly dreaming of something like this. It’d been years of telling her about the fantasy and easing into doing things like role-playing without actually doing anything. It had been a year of going through a bunch of people before we finally figured out a match that would work for us, and finding a time when we could enjoy some time with him.

It’d been a lot, is what I was getting at. And I couldn't believe this was finally happening.

My legs started to shake just a little. Lisa seemed to pick up on that. She had an arm wrapped around my own and she looked up at me in concern, and then down to my shaking legs.

"Are you okay?" she asked.

"I'm fine," I said. "You know I get like this when I get really turned on."

"A case of the involuntary shivers," she said.

"Yup," I said. "But it's been a while since that’s happened."

"You're telling me," she said. "I was starting to think you weren't interested in me anymore since that doesn't happen all that often."

"Oh, come on," I said. "I'm always interested in you."

"It is pretty wild thinking about actually doing this," she said. "Like when you first told me about it, I didn't believe you. Then I believed you, but I didn't think it was something I’d ever do."

“Yet here we are," I said, reaching out and patting my hand on the arm she'd wrapped in my own.

"Here we are," she said, smiling at me. "Though, honestly? I'm still kind of surprised we're actually doing this.”

"You and me both," I said. "This seemed like the kind of thing that was always going to be a jerk-off fantasy and nothing more."

"Oh, yeah? How much jerking off did you do to this before you finally got around to telling me?" she asked.

Thankfully, the elevator dinged again, and I didn't have to answer that question. The door opened into the small lobby I'd found her in yesterday after she did a little bit of heavy petting and making out with that dude.

I looked around the place. It was a little surreal to be standing here again. Especially when I knew he was in there somewhere.

At least I hoped he was in there.

She still had her arm wrapped around my own. She took in a deep breath and let it out. She was holding my arm pretty damn tight. She wasn’t quite shaking like I was, but I could sense the tension in the moment.

"Moment of truth," she said.

"Moment of truth," I responded.

"Do you think he's actually in there?" she asked.

I snorted.

"I fail to see what's so funny about somebody maybe standing us up," she said. "We've spent a lot of money on this trip."

"Yeah, and you don't mind at all," I said.

"Well, yeah. I don't mind, not really, but it's the principle of the thing. I'm going to be really pissed off if we went to all this trouble and I'm left high and dry tonight."

"Have you forgotten what we talked about last night?" I asked. "Even if he flakes on us, I have a feeling you're going to have no problem finding some guy in there who's interested in getting with you."

"Okay, so maybe you're right about that," she said. "I'd like to find a guy out there who's not interested in getting with this."

I looked down at her. At her tube top. At her tits pressing out. At the curves of her body in that mini skirt. How the whole thing came together and really made her into the total package.

"I don't think there's a guy out there who would pass you up."

"There are plenty of gay guys out there who’d pass me up."

"I don't know," I said. "They might be willing to give the whole straight thing a try if they knew you were on offer."

“I seriously doubt that,” she said. “But nice try flattering me.”

“It’s my job as a husband,” I said with a shrug. "Are you really complaining?"

"Not really," she said.

"Okay, so are we going to stand out here chatting all night long, or are we going to go in there?"

"I guess I'm just a little afraid," she said. "Like, as long as I'm standing out here with you and we're talking about this I don't have to worry about going in there and worrying about him maybe not being there and rejecting me."

"You're really worried about this?” I said, turning to look at her. I was honestly surprised she was so worried.

"I am really worried about this," she said. "Like, what if he wasn't interested in me? What if he's just one of those perverts who's only interested in collecting pictures or something? We could’ve done all of this, and it could’ve all been for nothing."

I wanted to tell her I didn’t think he was going to flake on us. He’d been in a hotel room, after all. I suppose he could’ve grabbed a hotel wherever he lived, but I doubted it.

"It wasn't all for nothing," I said, figuring I’d comfort her instead. "We went through with this. We proved we can do it. That's what matters."

"Yeah, I suppose you're right," she said, taking a deep breath and letting it out. She turned and hit me with a smile that only looked a touch queasy.

"Are we ready to do this?"

"I've been ready to do this for years,” I said. "So the question is, are you ready to do this?"

"I am," she said.

Now it was my turn to tighten my grip on her arm. I gave her what I hoped was a reassuring smile as we both made our way into the bar proper.

It looked pretty much the same as the night before, only maybe the crowds were a little more swank than they'd been last night. Everybody seemed to be dressed up a little more, which made sense considering it was a Saturday night. Or maybe it was just that we got here a little later and everybody was dressed up a little more than the early evening crowd.

There was definitely a bigger crowd, too, and there was the buzz you got any time there were a bunch of people all gathered together.

I glanced through that crowd, and my wife was doing the same. Only she wore a worried frown.

"I don't see him," she muttered.

I didn't see him either. Crap.


20




Iturned and watched Lisa very carefully. I worried she was about to lose it. She'd been worried he wasn't going to show up, and him not being here right when we walked through the door didn't necessarily mean disaster, but it also wasn't great.

If I were this Arthur dude? I would’ve been sitting at a spot at the bar that gave me a full view of the entrance. Only he wasn't over there, and there were a few empty spots.

"Well, we can't see him right now," she said with a shrug, "But he's got to be here somewhere. Or maybe he got delayed for some reason."

"Yeah, maybe he got delayed for some reason," I said.

I wasn't sure what that reason could possibly be. Again, if there was even a chance of me getting with a woman like my wife tonight, then you bet your ass I would’ve made sure to get here a good half-hour early so I could scope the place out and figure out how tonight was going to go down. But he wasn't anywhere to be seen.

We walked up to the bar the same as we had the night before, only there was a problem. There weren't any spots where both of us could sit down at the same time, and nobody looked like they were interested in moving so we could sit together.

"What a bunch of assholes," I muttered.

"It'll be fine, honey," Lisa said, putting her hand on my arm as I glared daggers at a couple of guys who were obviously singles coming out to the bar tonight to try their luck. And none of them were moving.

I supposed there was a deliberate strategy to what they were doing. If they only had a single spot next to them, then that meant only a single lady could come up to have a chat with them. At least, that was the reason that ran through my mind. It could also just be that these people were a bunch of assholes.

Finally, a spot opened up a little down the line, and we moved to swoop in, but no sooner had we moved than somebody else moved in and the spots were taken.

"Damn," I said, "This place is pretty busy."

"Maybe we should find a table somewhere," Lisa said.

"Yeah, maybe that's a good idea," I said.

I didn't voice my worry that if we got a table off to the side, then it would make it more difficult for Arthur to find us. I didn't want to say anything that was going to upset my wife or have her thinking this wasn't happening.

We moved to make our way around the edge of the place. Clearly Lisa had the same idea I did. We wanted a nice spot where we could keep an eye on the front, but we also wanted a spot where we were going to be out of the way so she could have a little chat with him the same as she'd had a little chat with that guy she ran into last night.

Assuming he showed.

Only I hoped her little chat with Arthur tonight would go a whole hell of a lot farther than she was willing to take things with that guy.

We quickly ran into the same problem we had with the bar. There were a lot of people here tonight, and a lot of them had already grabbed a table in a nice secluded spot where they didn't have to worry about people looking in on them.

"Son of a bitch," I said when we'd made our way about halfway around the place. I wasn't even paying attention to the beautiful view of the city on the other side of the floor-to-ceiling windows that ran all around the place. I was more concerned with whether or not we’d be able to find a secluded spot in a corner up against one of those windows where it was nice and dark and there was only mood lighting.

I suppose somebody else might be able to look in on us through those windows, but I was pretty sure all the windows on this building had been reflective when we were looking at them.

"It'll be okay," Lisa said, putting her hand on my arm in a soothing gesture.

Which surprised me. I figured I’d be the one who needed to do the soothing right now. She was the one who seemed worried Arthur wasn't going to show. I felt bad that I wasn't being a good husband for her in that moment letting my irritation show through.

But I think that irritation was partially because I was annoyed he wasn't just right there when we showed up at the time we’d agreed on. This wasn't going at all like how I imagined whenever I fantasized about my wife meeting someone else for a secret rendezvous, but I guess life never works quite the way you expect it to.

We kept moving around. Lisa would glance one way and I went the other. There were plenty of circular booths between the bar and the outer windows that would be just fine for us, except for the fact that it would be impossible for us to be able to see Arthur if he did show up.

Only we also needed a secluded spot if he did show up. If I was going to do this with my wife, then I wanted to be in a booth where I didn't have to worry about anybody perving on us while she was getting to know Arthur, if you catch my drift.

We got about three-quarters of the way around, and then I suddenly heard a hiss.

"Did you hear that?" Lisa asked.

"I did," I said, peering into that darkness. There were a couple of rounded booths back here that gave people a nice view of the bar as well as a nice view of the city. I thought I saw some people back there.

One couple that had been in the middle of furiously making out with each other turned and hit us with an irritated glare. They were obviously annoyed that we were interrupting their fun by standing there staring at them, but I don't think they were the ones who made that hissing noise. Not with the way they turned and glared at us.

"Over here," a voice said.

“That voice sounds familiar," Lisa said, grabbing my arm and giving it a tight squeeze.

"Yeah, that voice does sound familiar," I said, grinning.

Somebody leaned forward out of the darkness. It was none other than Arthur, looking at the two of us with an intense stare from his spot in a booth that would be perfect for a little out of the way fun.

"I thought that was you," he said, grinning and gesturing for us to join him. "Come on. Why don't the two of you come over here?”

"Sure thing," I said, looking to Lisa.

It was an interesting look from her. She was practically bouncing as she stared at him. She wasn't exactly smiling, but she did look happy. There was definitely an energy rolling off of her that hadn’t been there just a moment ago.

The worry wasn’t quite gone. We still had a lot to work out if this was going to happen. We were a hell of a lot closer now than we’d been just a moment ago, though.

She looked over at me and bit her lip. I nodded.

"Go ahead, baby," I said. "You know you've been wanting this."

"I know," she said, but she hesitated before she moved over to sit next to him. "Are you sure this is okay?"

"This is the whole reason we came here," I said. "So why don't you go ahead and talk to him."

"Okay," she said, and she obviously couldn't hide the excitement from her voice. She stepped to the booth.

Meanwhile, the other couple in the booth next to Arthur's stared at us for another moment, and then they got back to what they'd been doing. I wished them luck.

I could remember a time when I'd been so into my wife that I forgot about the whole world around us. Hell, I could remember girlfriends I'd had in college where we were so into each other that we snuck off to different parts of the school library so we could suck face with each other without worrying about anybody interrupting us.

I always wondered if we really hadn't been found out when we were sucking face, or if it was a college library and some of the workers just minded their own business when they saw a couple of college kids making out. That was a memory that came and went in an instant, and then I was moving into the booth to sit on the other side of Lisa.

She'd scooted in and around so she was in between the two of us. There was a light in the middle of the round table, and I could see Arthur's face in that fitful light. He looked between the two of us with a grin.

"Where the hell were you?" Lisa said, reaching out and smacking him on the shoulder.

"I'm sorry," he said with a shrug. "But did you see the situation up at the bar?"

"We did," I said, reaching out and putting a hand on Lisa's thigh. I gave it a quick squeeze to try and let her know she needed to calm the fuck down. It's not like it was Arthur's fault it was so difficult to get a seat at the bar, even if it would've made things more convenient.

I ignored the part where I’d been having those very same annoyed thoughts. I was cool as a cucumber now that this was actually happening. Funny how finally getting your deepest and most closely held sexual fantasy fulfilled chilled you out.

"Fine," she said with a sigh. "But what about you taking so long to send us a message yesterday?"

"Yeah, I'm sorry about that too," he said. And I almost thought I could see him blushing in the darkness. “I ended up getting stuck in Chicago traffic for most of the evening, and I couldn't shoot off a text message because I've got one of those stupid insurance apps that keeps track of everything. If I pick up my phone it gets mad at me.”

"Well, you could’ve used your voice assistant or something," Lisa said. She sounded like she was in the mood to be angry about something.

"I don't really use that stuff," he said with a shrug. "I wouldn't even know how to use it, let alone if I have it enabled on my phone."

Lisa stared at him for another moment, but I knew she was just putting on a show. I knew all of this was her trying to get a reaction out of him, and it didn't seem to be working. I held my breath wondering where things went from here.
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"So, what do you say?" Arthur said, grinning at her. "Can you find it in your heart to forgive me?"

"I don't know," she said. "You did leave us hanging for a while."

"Oh, yeah," he said, and suddenly a grin came to his face. It was a confident grin. The kind of grin that said he knew something and he was about to have some fun revealing it. "So, what if I told you I'm not mad about the fun you had up here last night?"

Lisa paused. Her eyes darted over to me, but she kept her head in place. Then she looked at Arthur.

She was a cool customer, I'd give her that. She was pretty damn good at not revealing anything.

I could only chuckle and shake my head. I'd looked around the place last night and I hadn't seen him. Then again, with the way this place was set up and how easy it was for somebody to get a bit of privacy, I shouldn't have been surprised that he was lurking somewhere in one of the booths watching everything.

"Oh yeah," he said. "I saw the two of you coming in here last night. I imagine you were doing the same thing I was. Scouting everything out and seeing if it was a good place to meet up."

"I don't know…”

"Let me finish," he said, putting his hand on hers. Which had Lisa taking a deep breath and letting it out in a shuddering sigh that caught my attention. She really seemed to be getting into this, whatever “this” was.

"You went over to the bar and decided to have a little bit of fun. I don't blame you. You're in a different city at a strange bar. Why not play a little game with your wife, acting like she's single? Am I close?”

I opened my mouth to say something, but Lisa turned and hit me with a sharp look that made it clear things weren't going to go well for me if I confirmed his suspicions, so I snapped my mouth shut and decided I was going to shut the fuck up.

"No need for confirmation," he said. "And it's not like I blame you for having some fun. I totally get it."

"You do?" Lisa asked.

"I do," he said. "You want to make the most of your time, and I'm sure you want to make sure you're going to be able to have some fun here in the city if it turns out I was flaking out on you, right?"

I was surprised at how close he was to the truth. I wondered how much time he'd spent doing this kind of thing, acting like the third when a husband and wife were interested in doing a little bit of sharing. He almost seemed to know more about this than I did. He definitely knew more about it than Lisa did.

I'd had years to think about this fantasy. To imagine scenarios and how it might play out. I'd had a lot of time to jerk off thinking of the various ways I wanted to watch my wife being a naughty little slut while I got to watch.

She hadn't had nearly as much time to get into all of this, for all that she seemed to pick up on it pretty damn fast.

"Okay, so maybe we did," she said. "Are you mad?"

"It's like I said," Arthur said, leaning back in the booth and draping one arm around Lisa and another arm over the back of the booth. "I'm not going to be upset about that if you're not going to be upset about me being late to text you."

"But if you were in here last night, then that means you could've texted us the whole time,” she said.

"Well, I could've," he said. “But that might've interrupted the fun. Your husband was having fun watching you do your thing, and I was also having fun watching you do your thing. There's something to be said for the poetry of watching a beautiful woman rediscovering herself."

"Rediscovering myself," she said, her voice suddenly quiet.

I could only stare between the two of them. I'd expected him to be smooth based on the conversations we’d had on the app. There was a reason we ended up choosing him rather than somebody else. I hadn't expected him to be quite this smooth, though. He was playing her like a fiddle.

It made me wonder if he was going to be just as good when the two of them hopped in bed together. I couldn't wait to see how it played out and where this went.

"Of course," he said, putting a hand up under her chin. "You're a beautiful woman, Lisa, but I imagine you've forgotten that a little. There are so many married women who forget that."

"My husband thinks I'm beautiful," she said, and then she snorted. "He can't keep his hands off me."

"Oh, I imagine he can't," Arthur said, glancing over to me, but then his eyes were back on Lisa and it was as though I was forgotten. Not that I could blame him for forgetting me when he had Lisa to focus on right there.

"I'm sure your husband is all over you, but that doesn't change the fact that you've forgotten what it's like to see and be seen by other men. To actually be open and available to possibility."

I could only watch and stare. This guy really was good. Like, very good.

We'd never asked him about his body count. Maybe it would've been a good idea, but we'd been more interested in seeing an STI screening that let us know he was free of disease, or at least he was free of disease as of a week ago when we were finalizing plans.

I wondered about that now, but I pushed the thought out of my mind. It was too late to worry about that.

He used the hand he'd wrapped around my wife's shoulder to start running a finger along that shoulder, and then up to her neck. The tube top gave him free access to everything.

Lisa reacted accordingly. She squeezed her eyes shut and let out a sigh. Her mouth fell open as he ran that finger up and down the length of her neck. She seemed to be really getting into it, letting out a soft sigh.

"Yeah, I know women like you," Arthur said, grinning at her as she squeezed her eyes shut. Then he looked over at me and hit me with a wink now that she wasn't paying close attention to what he was doing. "You're beautiful, but you've forgotten it."

"I haven't forgotten how beautiful I am," she said, and she sounded almost annoyed that he’d insinuate that she'd forgotten how beautiful she was.

"Oh, maybe you know it in an academic sense," he said, moving his hand down so it was tracing just above the swell of her breasts. Just above where you could see the barest hint of cleavage from the tube top. "You know it academically, but you don't know it deep down in your heart. You don't know it deep down in that aching feeling you get just behind your belly button, just above your pussy, every time you see a guy you want and you think about how much you want to get with him."

"I'm married," she said. And it was like she was talking out of a script or something from a wife sharing porno. "I'm not supposed to look at other men and think like that."

"Sure you're not supposed to look at other men and think like that, Lisa," he said. "You don't want to allow yourself to think like that. That's why you need someone like me to come along and help you break free. Well, someone like me and a husband who's willing to let you try this, of course. That's the big ingredient here."

Again, he turned and looked at me. Only this time around, it wasn't a wink. No, this time around he gave me a respectful nod. Like he was thanking me for being willing to let my wife do this.

"Yes, I do have an understanding husband," Lisa said. She opened her eyes. It was like she wasn't under his spell anymore, even if it was only for just a moment. She turned and her eyes bored into my own as she smiled with a twinkle there.

"He's so understanding that he bothered me about this constantly. He was always asking me about whether or not I’d seriously consider it. You might even say he badgered me to the point I was willing to go through with it."

"Oh, I don't think he badgered you at all, Lisa. That's not a fair thing to say about your loving husband."

"It seems pretty fair to me," she said.

He still kept up with his fingers the entire time. They traced this way and that as he looked at her and talked in that quiet voice. He was still working his magic on her, and I was here for it.

"Okay, so maybe it turns out I'm into the idea," she said.

"I think you were always into the idea, Lisa," he said. And still there was that slight smile on his face, like he was the one who was in charge of everything. He was the one who was calling the shots. “I think you just didn’t want to admit it to yourself, let alone to your husband.”

His fingers moved down so they were dipping into her top ever so slightly. I looked at the material. It shimmered in the light being cast from the small light in the middle of the table. It was designed to look like a candle, and so it sent off a flickering light, though no need to worry about catching fire.

There was a joke in there somewhere about Chicago and fires, but I was too transfixed by the sight of another man dipping his fingers into my wife's top and her not telling him to stop it immediately to come up with anything on the spot.

"Oh yes, Lisa," he said, smiling as he looked up at me again. "You're beautiful, and I'm going to help you to remember it tonight. I'm going to help both of you have a good time. Is that what you want?"

She squeezed her eyes shut again. I held my breath. It was entirely possible she could still back out, after all.

Then her eyes opened, and she turned to lock them with mine again.

"Yes," she said, holding my gaze. "That's what I want."
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“That's all I need to hear,” Arthur said.

He kept his one hand moving along the line at the top of her tube top, but the other hand moved up until he was touching her chin again. He used that to pull her towards him.

It didn't look like he was applying all that much pressure to get her to turn in his direction. I don't think he needed to apply all that much pressure to get her to turn in his direction. Not with the way she was acting right now.

Her chest was heaving. She was taking in deep breaths. She already seemed really turned on. She pulled his face towards her and then pressed her lips against his.

And then they were one of many couples who were sitting in the back making out with each other while I sat there looking between the two of them enjoying the show.

Why wouldn't I enjoy the show? This was the culmination of years of fantasizing. Of wondering if my wife would actually go through with this. And now here it was finally happening, and I couldn't be more excited.

Her mouth opened to his. Their kiss was slow and sensual. I could hear the sounds. I was close enough that it was easy to hear even over the music all around us.

It was funny the things you never really thought about when you were jerking off thinking about a fantasy. I always thought about how cool it would be to see, but I never thought about how hot it would be to hear, and that's exactly what was going on now.

He moved his hand down into her tube top. He was still tracing along the top of her tits, but I had no doubt that he was actually getting a feel of her. From the way he shifted, it was having an effect on him.

Lisa let out a quiet moan as his hand brushed across the top of her breasts. She took another deep breath. I thought maybe it was because she was turned on, but I realized that no. That's not what was going on at all. She was holding herself like that because she was trying to get him to have more contact with her breasts, that naughty little minx.

He kept moving his hand up and down and around inside her top, never quite popping a tit completely, but still obviously having a good time. That dance kept up as their mouths seemed to be trying to devour one another. It was getting more and more intense as they made out. His other hand, the one he'd used to get her to turn in his direction so they could start kissing, started to move down until he was cupping her other breast.

Meanwhile, all I could do was watch and reel at the display in front of me. It was so fucking sexy watching him taking my wife. Using her for his pleasure.

I could fantasize about this all I wanted, but let me tell you. There was a big difference between fantasizing about seeing something like this and actually getting to witness it in person.

It was funny. I'd always wondered how I’d react to this scenario if it actually happened. It was always an academic sort of thing. The kind of thing I never thought would actually happen. Why would Lisa ever go along with this? It's not like I was even going to tell her about my fantasy, let alone do something that would get the fantasy to the point of maybe becoming a reality.

Only here it was happening right in front of me, and I wasn't getting upset or anything like that.

I'd heard of guys basically having a blue screen, to borrow a bit of phrasing from the old days, when they saw their wife getting with another man. Like they could fantasize about it all they wanted, but there was nothing that could actually prepare them for the moment when they watched their wife doing her thing.

There were other guys who discovered it was everything they'd ever wanted, and then there were dudes who looked at it and realized maybe it was fun to jerk off thinking about something like this, but it wasn't actually as fun watching it happen in person as they'd thought it would be.

I discovered something about myself in that moment. I was definitely the kind of guy who thought this was the best thing ever. I felt a strange twisting in my gut, sure. In that spot Arthur had just been talking about with Lisa. Just behind my belly button and down low just a little bit. Just above my dick, which was rock-hard and pointing up.

God, I wanted some relief. I wanted to do something, but all I could do was sit there and watch as they made out.

I turned and looked around at the rest of the bar when he started to move his hand up like he was going to pull her top down. I might be getting hot and bothered watching him feeling her up, but that didn't mean that I wanted to watch the rest of the bar getting a look at my wife.

Though even as that thought occurred to me, I also got hot and bothered thinking about how hot it would be to see everybody looking at her. That also seemed like the kind of thing that would get us kicked out of this place though, and so I didn't want to do that if it could be avoided.

I let out a low hiss as he moved his hands up and looked like he was on the verge of pulling her tube top down. I hadn't seen anybody else going to the point of actually getting naked in this bar. They might be fine with people sneaking around the edges and making out with each other, but something told me they weren't going to be okay with people doing something like that.

Or maybe they would be, but I had no way of knowing. Arthur sure as shit had no way of knowing considering he was from just as far away as we were.

So I cleared my throat. Just a little thing. Just enough to get their attention.

They both stopped. Arthur's hand paused on the edge of pulling her tube top down and exposing her tits to the world. She didn't have a bra on. Just the cups that went with that top. I'd made sure to verify that before we came out here.

They pulled away from kissing each other. Lisa looked over at me and she seemed annoyed, but only for a moment. Then her eyes went wide as she glanced around the wider bar and seemed to realize what they'd been on the verge of doing to each other.

Arthur blinked as well. It was like a spell had been broken. Then he grinned and shook his head.

"Sorry about that," he said. "Guess I got a little carried away."

"You think?" I asked, shaking my head.

Arthur turned his attention back to Lisa. Then he leaned in and started kissing her again and his hands went right back to pawing at my wife, but he was a little more careful about it this time around.

His hand moved down under the table. I had a pretty good idea of what was going on down there as he moved his hand other hand up inside her tube top. The thing was so tight that it was hard to miss his hand as it explored her body.

And then there was a hand shape underneath her tube top. He was feeling her up. Shit.

They kept making out through it all, but there was a different tone to that making out now. She was letting out quiet gasps, and her body was moving. Her ass was moving forward and backwards like she was enjoying the fuck out of something he was doing to her, but I couldn’t quite see because it was dark under the table and she was wearing that dark skirt.

And all I could do was watch. God, it was hot watching her moving her body as he no doubt got inside her miniskirt and fingered her.

I was sure that's what was going on here. What else could it be? And I was suddenly very glad we decided to buy a little something that would give him better access.

The gasps were coming louder now. I knew she was getting close to something. I knew every sound my wife made when she was getting really hot and bothered, but I also imagined how this must sound for Arthur. Getting to hear her making those noises. Getting to enjoy it for the first time in person as he explored her.

She reached out and grabbed my thigh. I grabbed her hand and she gave my own a squeeze. Her body was still moving. I desperately wanted to see what was going on under the table, but it was so dark that it was impossible for me to get a good look.

And so she moved her body. She moved her hips back and forth, and she started to moan into Arthur's mouth as she held onto my hand for dear life.

I gave her hand a squeeze. I felt her shivering and shaking. There were little twitches that ran through her body, which was a sure sign that my wife was coming, and all it took was another man getting his fingers inside her.

I held onto her for dear life. I held her and let her ride the wave of orgasmic pleasure threatening to overwhelm her. I held her until the moaning and the twitching finally stopped and she pulled away from Arthur, looking utterly and completely dazed but also smiling like she'd just had a damn good time.
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Iheld my breath. It seemed like a moment to be holding my breath. I knew my wife was smiling, but I also wondered how she was going to react to this.

Would she decide she didn't want anything to do with it after she got off? Was this going to be the end of our fun?

I desperately hoped it wasn't going to be the end of anything, but you never knew. People reacted in funny ways to things like this.

She turned and looked at me. Her eyes darted back and forth. They glistened in the flickering light from the table in front of us.

And then she leaned in and pressed her lips against mine. It wasn't a quick kiss. It wasn't a chaste kiss. No, that was her opening her mouth to me and trying to devour me.

I was surprised at the intensity of that kiss. Not that I was complaining about the intensity of that kiss, mind you. I rather enjoyed it, but it was still pretty damn intense for all that.

Her tongue moved around my own. I wrapped my arm around her, and then I got another surprise. His hands were still buried inside her halter top. He was still feeling her up.

I moved my hand over so it was on top of his as he held it there, buried in her top. I felt at him feeling my wife, and a delighted shiver that had nothing to do with making out with my wife ran through me.

Fuck.

She let out a quiet moan. I worried that the people around us might overhear her, but I also didn't give much of a fuck if people all around us heard her. All I cared about was kissing my wife, damn it.

I kept kissing her, and she pulled away from me. She stared at me, and again she seemed to be searching my eyes for something. I'm not sure what.

She turned to Arthur, and then she very pointedly moved her hands up and pulled first my own hand away, and then she pulled Arthur's hand out from under her top. She took a moment to get situated and make sure everything was good to go. That she wasn't going to have a wardrobe malfunction or anything.

She took a deep breath and let it out.

"You boys are being all kinds of naughty," she said.

"I think you're the one who's being all kinds of naughty," I said.

"I agree," Arthur said. "All kinds of naughty."

"I think you like that, don't you, boys?" she said, looking between the two of us.

"I know I do," I said.

"That's what I'm here for," Arthur said.

"Okay, why don't we go back to the hotel room then?"

I blinked. I knew the whole point of coming out here and meeting with Arthur was that she wanted to get a feel for the guy before we went through with anything. I just hadn't expected her to make her decision this quickly.

Not that I was complaining that she was making her decision this quickly.

Shit. It was happening. It was actually happening. We were going to go back to the hotel, and she was going to fuck another guy.

Maybe she’d stop things just short of going that far. I didn't know, and not knowing was killing me. I had high hopes for where this was going, though.

"I'm ready if you are, Arthur," I said.

"Yeah, I guess I am," he said.

We hadn't even so much as had a drink. That was a surprise. When I imagined this scenario, I always thought about us having a couple of drinks with somebody to loosen things up. But no, Arthur had his drink, and that was it.

I guess it just goes to show that a fantasy scenario can be very different from a real-world scenario.

I slipped out of the booth on one side and Arthur on the other, and then I paused, wondering which way Lisa was going to go.

I know how she got out of the booth wasn't major in the grand scheme of things, but I also figured it would be interesting to see which direction she went. She looked up at me and smiled slightly. Like she knew what was going through my head, even though she couldn't possibly know what was going through my head.

Then again, wives had a strange ability to read their husbands' minds at times.

Finally, she started scooting in Arthur's direction. That sent a twisting jealousy running through my stomach. It's funny how something that simple could cause me to get so jealous, but here we were.

She scooted out, and Arthur offered her a hand. She took it and turned to smile at me again.

"Are you ready, honey?" she asked.

I stared at the two of them. Arthur was a touch taller than me. He looked like he worked out, but he wasn't exactly a muscle guy. We're not talking a bodybuilder's physique.

Still, he was well put together, and I knew he looked pretty good under all that. We'd seen pictures of him when we were trying to decide if we were going to get with him.

"Yeah, let's do this," I said, my mouth suddenly dry as I realized the enormity of what we were thinking about doing here.

Not that I was going to let that stop us. We made our way out of the bar, and then into an elevator. We all just stood there staring around awkwardly.

I thought about stuff I'd read online about how most elevators had surveillance cameras in them that nobody could see. I looked up and around, wondering if there was anyone watching us right now.

I didn't see anything, but that didn't mean a camera wasn't there. Then again, this was Chicago. Wherever we were, it was probably a little older. Maybe they didn’t have a way to wire this up because the building was so ancient.

I looked back to my wife and Arthur. She'd moved so she was standing close to him. Really close to him. She had a ridiculous smile on her face.

Like she was out on a first date with somebody who she really liked, and she couldn't wait to get back to their place so they could do what came natural to somebody who was on a first date with somebody they really liked.

My cock was rock hard in my pants. I loved watching her like this. I never thought I’d get to see her like this. It's the kind of fantasy most wives are reluctant to indulge in. I'd read story after story about guys who tried to get their wives to do it, and they struck out.

Usually because the wife thought they were angling for a threesome, or for an excuse to cheat or something like that. I'd always made it very clear that's not what I was into though.

It was a quick ride back to the hotel. Though even in the back of the car they didn't do anything. Maybe she got that out of her system in the bar. Maybe they weren't willing to do something when they knew. The driver was right there in the front watching.

We got a few glances from the guy. Like he suspected something was up. I wondered if he'd ever pick up somebody who was obviously heading off to enjoy a threesome with somebody else. If he knew the signs.

Finally, we were in the hotel lobby. I looked around the place. It seemed different even now, and it’d only been about an hour since we were in here arguing about whether we should get a cab or whether we should get a ride or just walk over to the place.

Not that it was a debate so much as it was Lisa telling me what we were going to do.

"Are you ready, Lisa?" Arthur asked as we made our way across the lobby.

I felt like every eye in that lobby was on us. Like all the hotel staff knew exactly what was going on here.

I'm sure we were far from the first couple who'd brought somebody in as a third. I'm sure we wouldn't be the last for that matter. I felt like everybody working for the hotel had to know who we were and what we were doing.

But when I looked around I could see it was business as usual. Nobody gave a damn about what we were doing. Everybody was so wrapped up in their own little world that they didn't care about us.

Finally we reached the elevators, and Arthur hit the button. Thankfully there wasn't anybody in the elevator with us, so we could all stand there and enjoy the energy of the moment.

That's another thing that doesn't really get covered in fantasies. At least it wasn't something I'd ever thought about when I was dreaming of Lisa doing something like this.

There was a strange energy as we all stood there in the elevator together. A vibration I could pick up on. Something that was almost a physical thing weighing us down.

And that energy was telling me we were doing this. It was the anticipation of Lisa doing everything we'd been talking about and fantasizing about.

Finally, the door opened. We were still silent. It worried me that we hadn't said a word this entire time. I wondered what Arthur was thinking. I wondered what Lisa was thinking. My own mind raced.

And then we were at our room. I stared at the door, unblinking. Lisa finally cleared her throat, and I turned to look at her.

"Oh, right," I said, reaching out and grabbing the card from my pocket. "Sorry about that."

"It's okay, man," Arthur said. "I totally understand. You get a little caught up in this. It’s easy to miss things.”

"I guess," I said.

I swiped the card and the light turned green, and then I was opening the door and looking at the bed and the couch with the vinyl cushions to the side. I thought about how we'd played out this scenario last night, and yet it was so much more intense, so much more real now that we were in here with the other man.

I shivered as they moved into the room to stand at the foot of the bed.

This was it. It was go time.
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Neither one of them wasted any time on me now that they were in the room together. Arthur merely put his hands on her shoulders and stared down into my wife's eyes. She stared up at him and she seemed to be at a loss for what to say.

Hell, I was at a loss for what to say. Another man was staring down at my wife. His eyes were taking her in and devouring every inch of her body. No doubt thinking about all the things he wanted to do to her.

I couldn't stop thinking about all the things I wanted him to do to her.

Then they moved back up and he was staring straight into her eyes. She licked her lips and he leaned down closer.

"I'm going to kiss you now, Lisa. Is that okay with you?"

She opened her mouth in a gasp and he took that for assent. He pressed his mouth against hers, opening it and sticking his tongue out. I could see it because she'd opened her mouth with that gasp.

And then his tongue was swirling as he pressed his lips against hers and they made out with each other with an intensity that surprised me.

She was really getting into it, and she was really getting into it fast. I hadn't expected her to go this quickly.

I suppose she decided she was going to do this, and so she was going to do this. The time for thinking about whether or not it was a good idea was long past, after all.

Lisa let out a quiet gasp into his mouth as she wrapped her arms around his neck and molded herself to his body.

Meanwhile, he was taking advantage of the opportunity to explore her body. One of his hands moved up and down and then landed at the small of her back where he pulled her against him. She let out a surprised grunt, but that was the only indication that she noticed what he'd done.

Her hand moved down and, his hand grabbed her ass, cupping it as he pulled her against him. He pressed her back against the bed and then started moving her down until she was sitting in front of him.

He had to break the kiss to do that. Which was a disappointment, but not much of a disappointment. I wanted to see where this was going.

And it was also a mental image I wanted to remember. She was sitting in front of him, and his cock was obviously bulging out. Straining for my wife. Trying to get at her.

She looked up at him and licked her lips, then glanced over to me for a moment, but only for a moment.

It was pretty clear that whatever was going on here, I'd been completely forgotten.

She reached up and pressed a hand against his cock. He didn't have to tell her to do it or take command like he had back in the bar. He closed his eyes and threw his head back, letting out a delighted groan.

"Fuck, Lisa, that's good."

She looked up at him, and it was an almost worshipful expression. Like she couldn't believe she was doing this, but she was having one hell of a good time doing it.

He started to press his cock against her hand, and she started working at the button and then his belt. Finally, the zipper came down with a noise and she pulled his pants down.

His cock sprang free. I'd seen it before when he was making videos for her. Hell, I'd just seen it a little while ago when she made that video for him because he was jerking himself off thinking about my wife. But seeing it on a small screen and seeing it in person were two very different things.

Okay, so maybe I totally sold Lisa on this idea by talking about getting a guy with a bigger cock. Sure it seemed to be a staple of this fantasy from guys who seemed to think that a big dick was cruise control for getting a woman off, but that’d never been something that interested me.

Still, this guy was hung. There was no denying it. He was pretty damn big, and my wife stared at it with her mouth open.

It was like she was hypnotized. Her hand moved up and wrapped around the shaft. She tentatively moved her hand back and forth for a moment, testing it out and trying to figure out if it was working.

His cock twitched. She stared up at him and smiled. Oh yeah, she was enjoying herself.

And I was forgotten, utterly and completely. Not that I was complaining that I was forgotten utterly and completely. Still, it felt a little weird that I was the third wheel in the room, for all that I'd always known I was going to be the third wheel if this ever happened.

They started to move and do what came natural after that. Hardly surprising. They'd had plenty of time to chat about everything they wanted to do before we got here. So I'm sure she had a pretty good idea of exactly what was on the menu.

And right now, she was staring at his cock like it was on the menu.

Lisa looked up to him again, and for the first time since the two of them got together, she glanced over to me as well. I nodded to her.

She could do whatever she wanted. I don't know why she was looking over at me like she was seeking permission, but she didn't need my permission to do anything. All I wanted was to watch her doing whatever she wanted with him.

She leaned forward and opened her mouth, wrapping her lips around his cockhead. Then she stopped.

Arthur threw his head back again and groaned, and then he paused. He turned looked down at my wife in something that looked almost like confusion, but she kept her lips wrapped around him.

I wondered what she was doing. Was her tongue running around his cockhead right now? Was she just enjoying the taste? Getting a feel for it? He was bigger than me after all, and there were times when she had trouble getting me in her mouth.

I wondered if this was her way of saying she wasn't sure she was going to be able to get the rest of his cock into her mouth. She stayed like that for a long moment, her eyes watering, and then she started to move forward.

It was a slow movement, but it was definitely movement. She moved down and down, and then she stopped about halfway and held herself there.

Meanwhile, Arthur had moved his hands down and was running them through her hair. He held her there for a moment, or maybe he just had his hand on the back of her head. Either way, there seemed to be something going on between them.

He moved a hand down to her cheek, and then she started to pull back. He let out one of those quiet groans as she pulled back, and then she was pulling off, her hand around his cock jerking the shaft as she looked up at him with an apologetic smile.

"Sorry," she said with a blush, the first words she'd said since we left the bar. "This is a little bigger than what I'm used to."

"Oh yeah?" Arthur asked, glancing over at me.

He had enough experience with this kind of thing that it made me wonder if he thought I was into that kind of humiliation. I watched as I moved over and took a seat on the couch next to the bed. I stared, and I didn't dare say anything that might interrupt the moment.

“I’d love to see if you can get more in there, Lisa," he said. "But I think there's something else I need to do first."

She looked up at him with an obvious question in her eyes. Then he got down on his knees in front of her.

Again, it was one of those things that I almost wanted to take a snapshot of, but I didn't. We'd agreed there would be no cameras as long as we could see my wife's face, and she hadn't bothered to put a mask on.

I quickly realized that I wanted a memory of this, damn it, and we'd talked about posting it online as well. As stupid as it seemed to want to put something like this online where somebody might recognize us.

I looked around frantically, and then I saw it over on the nightstand. The mask from last night when she'd sent that video.

I cleared my throat. Only the two of them were so preoccupied with each other that neither one of them seemed to notice. I cleared my throat again. Finally Lisa looked over at me, but she seemed annoyed that I was interrupting her fun.

"The mask," I mouthed to her.

She frowned. "What?"

"The mask," I finally said since I'd already interrupted their fun.

She blinked, then she smiled.

"Oh, the mask," she said, looking down at Arthur in between her legs.

"Sorry for interrupting the moment," I said.

"Don't be sorry for anything, man," Arthur said, shaking his head and laughing. "You need to get as much out of this as we're getting out of it. It's for you as much as it's for us."

I wasn't so sure about that, but I didn't say anything about what I thought. I just looked between the two of them as Lisa turned back to Arthur.

"What do you think?" she asked. "Are we going to put on a show for my husband and let him record it?"

"If that's what you want," he said with a shrug.

He was already digging into his pocket. A moment later, he'd pulled out a mask that looked exactly like the one he'd used when he was sending her video before. I guess they'd both come prepared.

"Already way ahead of you, Lisa," he said.

"Okay. Let's take a minute here and get situated, and then pick up where we left off. How does that sound?" she asked.

"That sounds great to me," Arthur said.

Both of them turned to look at me. I just shrugged as I dug out my phone, glad that I was going to have more than memories from tonight to look back on and jerk off to.
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Afew minutes later, they were right back where they'd started. Arthur was down on his knees in front of my wife, and she sat on the bed with her legs spread, baring herself to him.

I thought about the view he was getting. She deliberately hadn't worn any underwear earlier. She figured that would make things more fun, and clearly from the look he was giving her, it was definitely making things more fun for him right now.

"Damn, you're beautiful," he said, looking up at her face.

The only difference between now and five minutes ago was both of them were wearing masks. So if we did decide to post this online somewhere to get people off, and I loved the idea of people getting off to my wife performing, then they wouldn't be able to immediately look at my wife's face and tell who she was.

Arthur seemed concerned about that kind of thing too. We hadn't really gone into what he did or anything like that, but I could totally understand somebody not wanting the whole world to know what was going on. Especially if this was the kind of thing he did from time to time.

Arthur leaned forward, moving his hands up along her legs, then along her thighs. She spread her legs more and more and leaned back against the bed, both hands behind her propping herself up.

Arthur stared down between her legs, and then he leaned in and started kissing up along those thighs. He moved slowly. Like he was trying to tease her. He reached the top of her left thigh and paused, looking up and hitting her with a grin.

Meanwhile, I'd pulled my phone out and I was recording every moment of this. I wanted to be able to watch this over and over again.

But I also made sure to keep my eye on what they were doing in the real world. I wanted to record this for posterity, but I also wanted to see everything that was happening.

I was really glad she’d insisted on bringing her mask along.

He moved down to her knee on the other side, and then started kissing up along the right thigh. He moved up until he was on the edge of paradise once more, and then he kept going until he leaned forward and pushed her skirt up.

"Can't have this getting in the way," he said, grinning up at her.

"No," she said, licking her lips in obvious anticipation. "We wouldn't want that getting in the way at all, would we?"

He kissed up and then pressed his lips down against her lips in between her legs. She squeezed her eyes shut, and her mouth fell open in a delighted gasp at that contact.

"Fuck," she hissed.

It looked like he was just teasing her for the moment, just pressing his lips against hers and enjoying the feel of her. But I knew he could feel her: the warmth, the wetness, the taste, and he was inhaling her scent.

And he seemed to be enjoying himself.

He continued kissing against her, his eyes looking up and making contact with hers.

I glanced down at the phone again to make sure I was getting all of this, and then I turned my attention back up to what was going on right in front of me.

"Fuck, Lisa," he hissed. "You taste so good."

And then he leaned in and pressed his tongue out. He went straight for her clit and started swirling his tongue around it.

The reaction from Lisa was immediate, and it was intense. She took in another deep breath, and then she started panting. Her chest rose and fell, which had her tits rising and falling.

Arthur seemed to be into that as well, because he reached up and pulled down on her tube top.

There was nothing to stop him this time around. No sense of modesty from my wife. No worries about other people in a bar seeing the goods. She was still panting as he pulled down and her tits sprang free.

Fuck. She was lying back on the bed, her tits rising and falling with that expensive tube top and the equally expensive mini skirt bunched up around her stomach as he moved his hands back down to her thighs on either side and pulled her closer to him.

And then he was diving down between her legs again, swirling his tongue around her clit and then occasionally moving down to lick around her lips or plunge his tongue deep inside her.

And I could only watch, utterly helpless, as another man pleasured my wife.

She threw her head back. Her hair fell down behind her. Her breathing was coming in ragged gasps now. Over and over she panted and let out quiet little moans, but they were getting louder and louder.

I was both surprised and not surprised that she was already so worked up. After all, he'd only been fingering her earlier in the bar, and she'd been so keyed up and ready to go that she'd come almost immediately on his fingers.

I could only imagine what was going through her head now that he was going down on her.

Over and over his tongue moved down between her legs. It was hard for me to see from this angle, so I moved in a little closer.

That earned me a look from my wife, but only a brief look. That was it. She bit her lip as she looked up at the camera, but then she turned back and concentrated on Arthur and what he was doing.

And he was really going at it now. I could see, now that I was closer, the way his tongue was moving up and down her slit and then he sucked on her clit. And every time he did, she’d let out another quiet gasp that seemed to be getting louder.

I thought about asking her if that felt good, but I immediately dismissed the notion. It was pretty fucking obvious she thought it felt good from the way her chest was heaving and the way she was getting louder with her moaning.

Plus I always fucking hated it when I watched a video of some guy's wife getting fucked and there was some asshole talking about it and asking his wife over and over if she liked it when it was pretty goddamn clear from the way his woman was reacting to another guy doing stuff to her that she was enjoying it.

I wasn't going to be that guy, so instead I just watched and I made sure to keep everything in frame. Another thing I hated was a guy who didn’t keep the camera on the action. Or a guy who thought it was super cool to go get a shot down from the bottom of some other dude’s ass clenching as he fucked the wife in question.

Watching videos like that made me seriously wonder if the dude doing the recording was more interested in his wife getting it on, or more interested in the dude his wife was getting it on with.

She was getting really loud now. He held onto her ass with his hands. He seemed to be using that as a pivot point to pull her closer into him. And he was lapping up at her.

The sound was something that, again, I'd never anticipated. I'd never imagined being able to hear someone going down on my wife. It was a slick, wet sound. The sound of his tongue lapping at her pussy over and over as he enjoyed the sweet nectar that was her coming on his tongue.

She grabbed at the comforter all around her and then she started really moaning. She let out deep gasps that turned into moans that turned back to deep gasps and then moved to a high-pitched squeal.

Her eyes were squeezed shut, but then she turned to stare at me. She licked her lips as she made eye contact and held it. She stared straight into my soul as she came on another man's tongue.

And I loved it.

She seemed to stay like that for a long moment, goosebumps rising all over her body, her nipples pressing out because she was so turned on. The whole thing couldn't have lasted more than a few minutes, but it felt like it’d lasted for a small eternity. And then it was over.

I glanced down at the phone again, but I didn't dare hit stop. Maybe they were done with this part of the fun, but I figured they were far from done. He hadn't gotten off yet, after all.

Meanwhile, Arthur sat there on the floor, down on his knees staring up at my wife. He had a look of wide-eyed astonishment as he stared at her, and then he shook his head and chuckled.

"I'd like to know what's so damn funny," she said.

"I was expecting you to be a live wire," he said. "But I didn't expect you to be this much of a live wire."

"I'm not sure if that's an insult or a compliment," she said.

"Believe me," he said, leaning forward and putting his arms to either side of her. "It's definitely a compliment."

"Well, why don't you let me return the favor?" she asked, smiling at him and batting her eyelashes.

It was a good look for her. I tried to remember the last time I'd seen her acting like this with me. I was coming up with a big fat blank.

Then again, we were married. We were as familiar with each other as could be. We had the same moves we'd been using on each other for years.

This was something else I'd read about that I couldn't quite believe until I actually saw it happen. This was her discovering something new about herself. Trying something new with someone new and through that? She was acting in a way she just didn't with me, her husband.

Or she hadn’t acted this way with me in a long time. Back when we were both the source of that new relationship energy with each other rather than needing to pull in a special guest star to tap into that energy again.

I suppose with another man that might make them jealous, but with me? It just had my cock twitching as I watched the two of them doing their thing.

"Oh yeah, I'm ready to get off," he said as he started to rise.

She reached out to grab his cock, but he was already starting to pull his clothes off. And I knew from the look he was giving her that he had something so much more intense than just a blowjob in mind. I was here for it.

Even if Lisa hadn't quite realized what was going on yet. I was sure she’d be more than fine with it when she realized what he was going for, though. That was the whole reason we were here, after all!
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Arthur stood to his full height in front of my wife, and it really looked like he was towering over her. Especially with her down on the bed in front of him. She looked up at him, and her mouth fell open just a little as she stared up at him.

Meanwhile, he looked down at her like she was a conquest. Something for him to take and make his own. And I was totally here for him treating my wife like a conquest. Like a one night stand. Like a slut for him to use for a night and toss aside even as she was the love of my life.

"Are you ready?" he asked, grinning down at her.

"You don't want me to blow you?” she asked, and it was in a quiet voice. The kind of voice that was full of eager anticipation. The kind of voice that said she was ready for whatever he wanted to do to her.

Again, I tried to think of the last time I got something like that from my wife. Probably back when we'd been dating. Not that I begrudged this guy getting the dating version of my wife.

I hoped this would unlock the dating version of my wife for me! I’d heard about that happening, but I wasn’t sure it would happen with us.

He didn't respond to her in words. He just leaned down and pressed her back until she was lying back on the bed. He was still standing there at the edge, looking down at her and taking in her body. No doubt thinking about all the things he wanted to do to her.

I silently cheered him on as I kept my phone zoomed in on the action. I could see his cock standing out, slightly bigger than mine. I could see my wife's chest rising and falling as she stared up at him in obvious disbelief at what she was doing. There was even the slutty look of her tube top and skirt bunched up around her middle.

I took it all in, and I made sure it was all there on the recording as well.

"Are you ready?" he asked, grinning down at her.

"I am," she said, chewing on her lip.

She glanced over at me, and this time it wasn't a quick glance. No, this time she was staring at me like she was waiting for something.

"What are you waiting for?" I asked, grinning at her. "This is what I've wanted."

"Are you sure?" she asked. "This is something we can't go back from. Messing around is one thing, but this is about to go way beyond soft swinging."

I shivered. The fact that my wife even knew that kind of terminology was all kinds of hot. Soft swinging versus going all the way. Though come to think of it, I wasn't even sure if hard swinging was a thing.

"I'm ready for this," I said. "I've been ready for this for so long."

"As long as you're sure," she said.

She looked up at Arthur. He glanced over at me, but it really was only a glance from him. Like he didn't really care what I thought about this as long as I was willing to go along with it.

Maybe he figured if I was going to put a stop to this then I would’ve done it when it was my wife looking over here and asking me for permission.

Then he moved forward just a little. He grabbed his cock and started stroking it. I could see pre-come leaking out of the tip as he stared down at my wife.

Then he was leaning forward and lining his cock up like he was about to plunge it deep into my wife.

Which was good for a moment of panic. Don't get me wrong. It was ridiculously hot, but he was getting ready to plunge his cock deep into my wife. It was everything I'd dreamed of and all that good stuff, but he wasn't wearing any protection.

Supposedly he was clean as of the last time he had a test done a couple of weeks ago. We'd done the same thing even though we'd only been with each other since we got married. Better to be thorough. Not to mention he had no way of knowing if we were telling the truth.

But he still could’ve picked something up between that last test and now, and even if Lisa was on birth control, there was always the danger something might happen anyway.

There were always people at the unlucky end of the birth control bell curve who ended up with a surprise from having a little bit of fun, after all.

He started to move forward. I was paralyzed. I didn't want to do anything to stop this moment from happening, but at the same time I knew I needed to say something.

"Hold on there, buddy," Lisa said, staring up at him.

"What's that?" he asked, though it came out as a groan. Like he was very frustrated that she was stopping him while he was on the verge of having his fun.

"What do you think you're doing?" she asked.

"Um, I was getting ready to fuck you?” he said.

"Not without a condom, you aren’t,” she said.

"Oh," he said, blinking and looking down. “Oh, shit. I’m sorry. I got so carried away that I didn’t even think about that.”

Okay then. Either he was a really great actor, or he really had gotten so caught up in the moment that he totally hadn't realized he'd been about to plunge his cock deep into my wife without any protection.

I figured I'd give him the benefit of the doubt and say it was the latter rather than the former. He seemed like a pretty stand-up guy otherwise. So far.

Again, I had to pause for a moment, but I didn't stop the recording. I figured I could always go in and cut up a recording and get the good moments anyway. I wanted to get every bit of this down for future me to watch.

So all I did was glance down and make sure I was still getting everything. That there wasn't a chance I was missing out on anything because I'd moved them out of frame while I was staring and worrying about him fucking her without a condom.

I’m sure if we shared this online there’d be guys who complained that we ruined the moment by insisting on a condom. Fuck those guys.

When I looked back up, he was rolling a condom onto his cock. It was weird seeing a condom in person after being married for so long. One of the joys of marriage was being able to just fuck my wife whenever I wanted to and not have to worry about that kind of thing.

And yet, here one was coming back into our sex life after so many years of the two of us not worrying about that kind of thing thanks to birth control. We didn’t want to take that kind of chance with a stranger, though.

I shook my head. It was yet another example of how this was turning everything upside down in our lives, but I was still totally here for it.

Then he was looking down at my wife again, his cock standing out proud. Only this time around he had that condom on.

"That's better," she said.

"I'm glad you agree," he said. "So are you ready to do this now?"

"You know I am," she said, grinning up at him.

He moved forward again. He had to squat down at the edge of the bed just a little so he was properly lined up, but then he was pressing the head of his condom-covered cock against her.

It wasn't quite as intense as knowing his raw cock was pressing against my wife, but it was still really turning me on watching it happen.

Then he was pressing into her. She squeezed her eyes shut and started breathing a little heavily. She let out a hissing sound.

"Are you okay?" he asked.

"I'm going to be fine," she said. "Just go slow."

I frowned. I knew he was bigger than what she was used to, where what she was used to was me, but I was still surprised she was having trouble.

Or was this all performative? Was she doing that on purpose? Trying to look like she was having trouble taking his cock because she thought that's what he wanted? Or was she doing it because she thought that’s the performance I wanted out of this moment?

He kept slowly pressing into her through all those thoughts, sliding inch after inch into my wife's sweet, tight pussy.

"Oh, fuck yeah. You're so good, Lisa," he said.

He kept sliding in until he'd buried himself inside her, and then he held himself there for a long moment, staring down at her.

"Don't tell me you're about to come," she said.

"Nothing like that," he said, hitting her with a little half smile. "I'm just enjoying the feel."

"Well, okay then," she said, though she hit him with a look that said she didn’t quite believe him.

He pulled out of her, and then he started to press into her again. Again, he went slow. Like he wanted to enjoy every moment of this, or maybe he was just getting off on sliding into her slowly.

And again, my wife was breathing rapidly. I’m talking she was almost hyperventilating from the sheer feeling of another cock invading her body.

She looked over and locked eyes with me. It was a fucking hot look. She looked like she was in heat. Like she was loving every minute of feeling another cock for the first time since we got together.

"Told you," I said.

"I know," she said.

It was a conversation we'd had over and over. I'd talked to her about how lucky she was and how good she had it that she had a husband who was willing to let her have this kind of fun. To get a chance to get with a new guy.

She'd acted like it was more annoying than anything, but I told her she’d come around. Now, as another man was slowly fucking her with those long slow strokes, I could see her coming around. Literally and figuratively if the way her body shook was anything to go by.

He buried himself inside her again. She let out a quiet grunt that sounded close to a moan. He pulled out and slid into her again, and he started to pick up the pace.

"How are you feeling, Lisa?" he asked, looking down at her and obviously taking some care in what he was doing. Like he could tell my wife was having some trouble taking his cock, and he wanted to make absolutely certain she was comfortable at every step of the way.

"I think I'm going to be okay," she said, taking the time to breathe in between words. "It's just a little bigger than what I'm used to."

"I'm glad you're enjoying it," he said, grinning down at her. He glanced over at me taking a video of everything. Then he looked back to Lisa.

"So, are you ready to get a proper fucking, Lisa? Do you want me to treat you like the whore you are instead of like someone’s wife?"

She let out a low groan at his words. His dirty talk really seemed to be doing something for her.

"Yes," she gasped.
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Arthur didn't waste a moment once he got the go-ahead from my wife. Not that I could blame the guy. I don't think I would've wasted a moment once I got that kind of go-ahead from her either.

He pulled out and slammed into her. Her tits bounced up and down. A shiver ran through me.

It was just like watching a porn, only this was my wife in the porn. How many times had I watched some porn online that featured someone’s wife getting railed, and then imagined that was my wife who was the one getting railed?

He pulled out and slammed into her again. Again, she gasped. Again, her tits bounced up and down.

"Oh yeah,” he said, leering down at her. "This is going to be fun, Lisa."

"Just fuck me already," she said.

There was a desperate pleading to her voice. It went straight down to my cock and sent a shiver running up and down my spine at the same time. I never knew words like that could come out of my wife's mouth, and yet here we were.

He pulled out and slammed into her again and again. He was picking up the pace, and she let out delighted little squeaks every time it happened. He really started to get going, thrusting his cock deep inside her over and over.

Her moaning started to get louder every time he buried himself inside her. I was surprised she was able to take that much of him that quickly and that easily. She’d gone from wincing and acting like she might not be able to take that much of his cock to having him pound her like he was some sort of fucking machine or something.

It was impressive, that was for sure.

Again and again, he slammed into her from the side of the bed. Her legs wrapped around him. Like she was trying to get more of his cock inside her.

And still he went at it, staring down at her. He leaned forward so his arms were on either side of her, but I could still totally see her tits bouncing every time he buried himself inside my wife.

"Fuck yeah, Lisa," he said. "You're so fucking hot. I've been looking forward to this for so fucking long."

"Me too," she said, licking her lips and then looking over at me. "I've been wanting this for so damn long."

And still he fucked her. I could see the condom right there around his cock. A small bit of separation between him and my wife. But suddenly it didn't seem like nearly enough.

"Tell me how much you want my cock," he said.

"God, I want it so bad," she said.

"Tell me how big I am."

"You know you're huge," she said.

"Well, I don't know about huge, but bigger than the average guy," he said.

He turned and looked at me as he said that last bit. I got the feeling it was supposed to be a challenge, but he only looked at me for a moment before turning his attention back to Lisa.

He fucked her, and I was starting to wonder if he really had jerked off earlier and that was how he was able to last for so long.

Apparently my wife had the same idea, because she looked up at him, and there was a question in her eyes.

"Did you jerk off earlier?" she asked, the faintest hint of accusation in her voice.

"Does it matter if I did?" he asked, grinning down at her.

"It does," she said, smacking his chest. "I told you not to do that if I sent you that video."

"Honestly, it's not that," he said, never missing a stroke. Though he did grunt as he said it. Like he was having trouble holding onto reality, or maybe he was trying not to come. "It's the condom."

"Oh, no you don't," she said, grinning up at him like she knew exactly what he was doing.

Which was a relief. I had a pretty good idea of exactly what he was doing too, and I didn't think Lisa would fall for that. Still, she seemed to be getting pretty into it, so it was always a possibility.

"It was worth a try," he said, "but this really is deadening the sensation a little."

"Then shut up and fuck me," she said.

"Good girl," I thought as she obviously didn't buy into his bullshit.

It must not be bothering him that much, because he kept at it. He'd only paused for a moment, moving in slower strokes as he talked to her, but then he was back to pounding into her relentlessly. Her tits bounced up and down so quickly I almost couldn't see the motion.

I couldn't believe this was my wife doing this. I'd imagined it so many times, but I never thought it would be like this as I actually got to watch everything.

And it was so hot, so goddamn hot.

She started to moan deeper. To the point it was almost a steady thing as she came on his cock. She came again and again, and he never let up.

"Hold on," she said, her voice breathy as she reached up to put a hand on his chest. I held my breath, wondering if he was going to stop.

"What's wrong?" he asked, looking down at her with the triumph of a man who knows he has a woman right where he wants her.

"I just need a... Oh, fuck," she hissed.

The hiss quickly turned into a deep moan. And Arthur kept going. It was surprising to hear her moaning like that. She took in another deep breath and then she was letting it out again, a moan that ended in a sigh as she laid back on the bed and he continued to pound into her pussy.

"You like that big cock, don't you?" he said.

"I do," she said, and she had a dreamy and hazy look in her eyes as she said it. Like she was utterly lost to the world.

I stared in open-mouthed astonishment. Again, I could scarcely believe this was my wife doing this. It was hot seeing my wife doing this, but I could scarcely believe it was her.

"Tell me how much you want it," he said.

"I want it," she said, squeezing her eyes shut and trailing off in another moan as he pounded her.

"Do you want it more than you want him?"

She reached out and smacked him in the chest again.

"Don't be a dick," she said. "My husband was nice enough to let you fuck me, after all."

Okay, apparently she still had enough presence of mind to keep me in mind as another man fucked her. That was something. Again, I thought about how she was doing all the right things here.

"Some guys are into that," he said.

"Well, my husband isn't," she said, looking over at me.

Only my cock was rock hard. Arthur turned to look over at me and then he grinned down at Lisa.

"It looks pretty sad over there with your husband just standing there taking video. What do you say to him joining in on the fun?"

She looked to him and then back to me.

"What did you have in mind?" she asked.

"What do you think?" he asked, turning to me. "You want to join in on the fun? Get a crack at your old lady?"

I bristled at the insinuation that I needed his permission to get with my wife. It was also hot that he was acting like I needed his permission to get with my wife.

"Come over here, man," he said, nodding in my direction.

He pulled out of Lisa, which had her letting out a quiet whimper. I looked down at her, and then I looked over to him.

"Are you sure?" I asked. And I wasn't sure if I was talking to him or if I was talking to my wife.

"I'm sure," he said, looking down to Lisa. "And you're sure, right?"

"I want to enjoy just you," she said, looking up at him.

"But don't you want your husband to enjoy this too?"

I could have kicked myself. I was going to have to go through all of this and figure out a way to edit this part out of the fucking video. I was annoyed with Arthur for even pulling this.

"Fine," she said, looking over to me. "Come over here.”

I quickly got out of my pants. I had to put the phone down for a minute to take my shirt off, but then I walked over to the bed. Meanwhile, Arthur was working too. He moved Lisa so she was at the edge of the bed and he was climbing on top of her, and then he scooted her head over the edge.

"Are you ready?" he asked.

"What do you want me to do?" she asked.

"If there's one thing I love when I'm doing this, it's spit-roasting some hot married slut who wants to walk on the wild side."

"What?" she asked, looking up.

"I need you to suck your husband's cock. I want his balls in your face while I fuck you."

"I don't know if..."

She paused, because he'd leaned forward and he was pressing his cock head against her. The little bit of the condom balloon was sticking out, and it looked ridiculous. Then he looked up at me.

"What do you think? You want to spit-roast your wife, man?"

I very much loved the idea of spit-roasting my wife. I also wasn't going to go along with anything she didn't want to do.

"You know you want it, Lisa," he said, moving his cock head against her pussy. He slid it up and down her lips, looking down at her like she was a toy for him to play with.

In that moment, she very much was a toy for him to play with. She looked up at me.

"You have enjoyed every bit of this so far," I said with a shrug.

"I suppose I have," she said. I could see the reluctance fading. She also moved her hips like she was trying to get Arthur's cock into her pussy, only he pulled back as she tried to press up against him.

"Oh no, Lisa," he said, smiling down at her. "That's something you get when you're a good little wife for your husband."

She opened her mouth and he looked up at me.

"Are you ready, man?"

I was ready. I also hesitated because, again, I didn't want to do anything she didn't want to do.

"Lisa?" I asked, looking down and wondering if she’d go through with this, the same as she'd gone through with so many other things getting to this fantasy.
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"I'll do it," she said.

My cock twitched. She looked so beautiful lying back on the bed with her head over the edge. I looked down at the phone in my hand, and then I held it up as I put my cock against her lips and started to move forward.

"That's it, Lisa," Arthur said, and he moved forward as well. He slid his cock inside her, and it went in with one smooth thrust.

One moment he was pressing the head of his cock against her pussy. That pussy that had so much trouble taking him the first time around, and then the next moment he was sliding inside her and buried to the hilt.

She let out another gasp as he bottomed out inside her. She seemed to hesitate for a moment as she kept her lips wrapped around my cock. It was only for a moment, but it was a moment that felt like an eternity.

He started to pull out and slide into her in slow deep strokes. Like he was luxuriating in every inch he pressed inside her.

Meanwhile, I had a perfect view of everything he was doing.

"Yeah, you see what I'm on about now, don't you?" he said, looking up at me and grinning. "You get a front row view of everything I'm doing to your wife, and you get a little bit of fun too."

I kept pressing my cock forward. Lisa didn't grunt or make any other noise that made me think she was having trouble with this. No, I just slid in until I was buried to the hilt. I felt her throat tightening around my dick, and I looked down at her.

I couldn't quite see the outline of my cock in her throat, but it still felt amazing. I took it all in through the video. Then I moved up until I was getting a nice video of his cock sliding in and out of her as well.

"There you go, Lisa," he said. "Just hold that dick in there for a little while. Get a nice feel for how your husband's dick feels like this."

He looked up at me. "You ever done this before?"

"Not like this," I said.

"She one of those married women who doesn't like giving a blowjob?" he asked.

She let out a grunt. She sounded kind of annoyed. I figured we were getting into dangerous territory here. Like I could say something that might result in her biting off my dick, and the last thing I wanted was anything like that.

“She gives blowjobs plenty," I said.

"Well, fuck your wife's mouth, man. That's what we're doing here."

Ilooked down at her. I couldn't quite see her whole face, but I could see enough of her that I could maybe get an idea of how she was feeling.

"You doing okay, Lisa?" I asked.

I was genuinely concerned for her. I worried that this might be too much, or that she might be having trouble breathing.

She pulled off my dick for a minute. She wrapped her hand around it and started stroking up and down. She was really going at it, which surprised me.

She didn't have any trouble blowing me, but there were times when she didn't like giving a handjob. She said it hurt her wrists.

"Fuck my mouth, baby," she said. The words came out more as a gasp than anything. No doubt thanks to Arthur and everything he was doing between her legs.

I looked at my phone in my hand. I thought about how many times I'd watched something just like this: an amateur wife getting railed.

I figured I’d get to watch her getting fucked by some guy. I didn't think I’d get to watch her getting spit roasted with me joining in on the fun.

The thought of us putting something like this out on the internet had my cock twitching again as I pressed into her. I went slowly. I wanted to make sure she was okay, and I didn't want to accidentally suffocate her or something. She seemed to be having no trouble taking my cock.

Meanwhile Arthur was down between her legs, and he was fucking her like a jackhammer. He'd grabbed her legs and pulled them up and then stretched them so he was using her ankles to hold her up while he thrust inside her. He was moving in long, slow thrusts right now. Like he was trying to get her used to the idea of being pleasured while I was fucking her throat.

"That's it," he said. "I fucking love seeing you be a total slut for both of us.”

I looked down at her and then up to him. I was so close that I felt a tingling in my balls.

"I'm close," I said.

"I want to see you come all over her face," Arthur said.

I stared at him and then I glanced down to Lisa as I pulled out. She looked up at me, but she seemed hesitant.

That was something I'd always wanted to do. It was something that had mostly been off limits. The one time it actually happened, she laid back on the bed and I’d awkwardly been right beside her jerking off and I came on her. But it ended up being more ridiculous than sexy, because as soon as my come landed against her lips she started blowing out and it ended up getting come bubbles all over her face.

It had been a disappointment. She said it was a one-time thing, but now Arthur was pounding into her and it seemed like my wife was willing to do a whole hell of a lot of things she might not be willing to do otherwise.

"I'm not asking," he said. "I need you to come all over your wife's face, and then I'm going to come inside her."

I looked down at her again. She shrugged and opened her mouth and closed her eyes, and through it all she was still letting out quiet little gasps.

I stared down at her. I figured this was the final thing that showed just how much she'd changed as a result of all of this. She was actually getting off on the idea of me coming on her face. Or maybe she was so turned on at what Arthur was doing to her that she didn't care about me coming on her face. Or maybe she was willing to do it for him where she wasn’t willing to do it for me.

Whatever it was, she was there, she was ready, and I started to erupt.

The first bit actually went a little farther than I'd intended. I blinked as I looked at the bit of come landing on her tit. I usually never came that powerfully. I had to adjust as I jerked my cock, and the next bit landed in her mouth.

"That's it," Arthur said, still pounding her.

Lisa moaned through it all. She was holding onto the comforter for dear life, and he still had her legs pushed back and was using them as leverage to pound into her.

I jerked onto her nose and then her cheek.

"That's it," Arthur said. "Cover her with your come. Let her know she's yours."

I glanced up to him. He was staring intently. None of this had been talked about beforehand, but at least he hadn't done something like take the condom off. A quick glance between his legs told me that was still very much there. He didn't seem like the kind of guy who would take it off without telling us, but you never knew.

He was thrusting more erratically now as he stared at us. I wondered if this was his thing, trying to get married women to do things with their husbands they’d never do under normal circumstances.

If so, then God bless this magnificent bastard for fulfilling fantasies in more ways than one.

"I'm about to come in you, pretty girl," he said, looking down at Lisa.

I'd almost spent myself. I was a little disappointed I didn't get to watch him come inside her while I was ready to go, but I suppose it couldn't be helped.

The last few blasts of my come landed on her face, and then I was spent. I stumbled back and hit the couch behind me. I fell down onto it and winced, because the cushioning was so thin that it actually hurt when I landed on my tailbone.

I saw stars as he buried himself in my wife one final time with a groan. It was happening.

I knew he was coming inside a condom, but it was still fucking hot knowing another man was coming inside my wife.

His muscles bulged. Veins stood out. He stared down at my wife as he held himself inside her, and meanwhile she squeezed her eyes shut and was breathing rapidly. I'd never seen her coming like this before, but it kept going and going.

If anything that was almost hotter than watching the deep and loud moans she'd been letting out. It was like she was totally giving herself over to him completely.

And then finally it was done. He held himself there for another moment, no doubt emptying the last of his balls inside the condom, and he pulled out.

I looked at the load that had been meant for my wife’s insides. I thought about how hot it would've been if all that was up inside her, but I figured we'd made the right choice. For all of that if this was some stupid stroke story then this would be the moment where the irresponsible assholes in the fantasy scenario got so overwhelmed that they just let a guy blow a load in their woman because in a fantasy scenario you didn't have to worry about harsh realities.

He looked over at me and smiled, and then he looked at her face.

"So was it good for the two of you?" he asked still grinning at both of us.

Lisa looked at me and then over to him. Then she reached up and started tracing some of the come I'd gotten on her tits all over. That definitely wasn't something she'd ever done before. She was always about getting a cold wet washcloth right away so she could wipe that off, but she seemed like a different woman in so many ways.

"Fuck, that was good," she hissed.
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Istood by the window looking out over the skyline. I took in a deep breath and let it out.

“That was an awfully big sigh, Mister,” Lisa said.

"Yeah, well, it's been an interesting sort of day, hasn't it?" I asked, turning my attention to her.

She was lying on the bed, partially under the covers and partially out of the covers. So I was treated to an incredible view of her upper body, including her amazing tits.

Her whole body was still covered in a faint sheen of sweat. She glistened in the light streaming in from the city beyond. Then there was the darkness of the lake beyond the twinkling city lights. An abyss that seemed to swallow everything. I couldn't even see the lights of boats out there.

Sure, there was the reflection of the city skyline on some of that water, but still.

"What are you thinking about?" she asked, and she sounded almost hesitant as I turned my attention back to the twinkling lights of the city on the other side of the window. "Are you regretting anything we did tonight?"

A small smile turned up the corner of my mouth. It was actually kind of cute the way she seemed to be so hesitant all of a sudden. Especially considering the way she'd taken command earlier and forged ahead with everything like she didn't care about what I thought.

I knew that wasn't really the case. That I could’ve put an end to everything at any moment. But it was still funny seeing her acting like this after being so confident for so long.

"Tonight was amazing," I said. "Getting to watch you with him, getting to take a video of that.”

"Oh yeah. You and your fucking camera," she said.

I turned my attention back to her. I worried that maybe she was actually upset with me for taking so much video. Then I saw the smile on her face and the twinkle in her eye, and I knew she was having a little bit of fun with me.

"I don't remember you objecting to the fucking camera at any point," I said.

"I didn't," she said. "I think it'll be pretty fun to go back and watch that."

"Yeah, I think it'll be pretty fun, too," I said.

"Don't expect me to go on video every time we do something like this, though," she said.

I blinked. I turned to look at her again, and again, I took in everything about her. Then I walked over to a desk next to me, picked up my phone where I'd put it down, and I took a couple of shots. I had to mess with the settings a little to make sure the phone's automatic picture adjustments didn't fuck with the beauty the lighting was giving me, but I think I pretty much got it.

Now when she said the line her eyes narrowed, and she seemed annoyed. "You and that fucking camera."

"Sorry," I said. "This is just one of those moments I want to be able to capture forever."

"I'm sure it is," she said. "You realize this is the kind of thing that's probably going to traumatize whoever has to go through our digital photos someday when the two of us croak or go into a nursing home, right?"

"I guess I'll just have to try and delete all of this before the dementia sets in entirely," I said with a small smile.

I sat next to her on the bed. Then I leaned back. I stared up at the ceiling and then over to the window.

"You keep looking out there, and I'm going to be insulted here in a minute," she said.

"Why's that?" I asked, deliberately not turning my attention back to her. I knew that was exactly what she was going for, and I knew it would annoy her to no end that I wasn't giving her the attention she was clearly angling for.

"You have this view over here, and yet you can't stop turning around and looking out there."

"What can I say?" I said with a shrug, trying to keep the amusement out of my voice, and not really doing a good job of it. "It's not every day you get to see the Chicago skyline, right? I can see your tits any day of the week."

She smacked me lightly on the shoulder. Not enough to actually be abuse, but enough to get my attention. I turned and looked at her, my eyes wide as I tried to look as completely and utterly innocent as possible.

"What?" I asked, my eyes wide. "Did I say something wrong or something?”

"Or something is right," she said, rolling her eyes. Then she bounced a little bit, which had the bed below us bouncing just a little bit. It also had her tits bouncing, and talk about distracting.

"Okay, I'm sorry," I said. “I didn't mean to turn my attention away from you or your magnificent breasts.”

“You're damn right you didn't mean to turn your attention away from me or my magnificent breasts,” she said with a sniff.

"Would you like to kiss and make up?" I asked.

She smiled. "That sounds like a nice idea."

She puckered up and closed her eyes, which was more than I could've hoped for. It opened her up to exactly what I was about to do.

So I leaned down and I kissed first one of her nipples, and then the other one.

"Hey," she said with a giggle. "What are you doing?"

I swirled my tongue around one of those nipples on offer, and her giggle turned into a quiet gasp that almost became a moan by the time she was done.

"That's no fair," she said. "You aren't supposed to play like that."

"Like what?" I asked, looking up at her.

She stared down at me, and then she fell back against the bed again. Her chest rose and fell, and it was the kind of view that was all kinds of distracting.

"I can't believe we actually did this," she said.

"You and me both," I said. "I never thought I would even get up the guts to tell you about this fantasy, let alone have you actually go through with it."

"I mean, I have to admit I was always intrigued," she said. "But at the same time, I never thought I’d have a first time with another man again."

"Never say never," I said. "We could've gotten divorced, or I could've gotten in a car accident or something, and suddenly I'm six feet under and you're a young hot woman with nobody to help you take care of your urges."

Again, she smacked me lightly. Just enough to get my attention.

"Ass," she said.

"Hey, you never know," I said. "But anyway, I am glad we were able to do this, and I'm even more glad that it sounds like you're willing to do it again."

"I mean, I am if you are," she said, biting her lip as she stared at me.

I leaned in and kissed her, and this time it was on the lips. Not the tits. Though I had every intention of kissing her on the tits again as well. We had another night in the hotel before the weekend was over, after all, and I fully intended to enjoy every minute of it.

I pulled away from the kiss, and I looked her up and down. There was a glow about her that had nothing to do with the sheen of sweat or the reflection from the city lights outside. No, it had everything to do with what she'd just done. With knowing another man had just fucked her tonight and I'd gotten to watch it and enjoy it.

"What are you thinking now?" she asked.

"I'm thinking we still have another night in the city. We have a hotel room we could bring somebody back to, and maybe we don't have to be done with the fun."

Her grin practically split her face.

"I was hoping you’d say something like that. Maybe we could go back to the Sky High and see what happens."

"Maybe," I said. "Or maybe we could go eat at that NBA player’s steakhouse that seems like it's pretty kitschy but expensive."

"Are you serious?" she asked.

"Who knows? Maybe you'll meet some NBA star or something and we can bring him back here."

"Please," she said, rolling her eyes. "Chicago sports haven't been relevant for, like, what? Thirty years now?"

"Yeah, but an NBA star is an NBA star. That would be pretty hot, wouldn't it?"

"Why don't we just settle for simmering down after everything that happened with Arthur tonight?" she asked.

"Fine," I said with a sigh, looking up at the ceiling again.

"And then maybe we can think about what kind of fun we can have tomorrow. It doesn't even have to be an NBA star. Just some hot Chicago dude, right?"

I looked back at her and saw her grinning at me.

"Yeah, that sounds like a perfect end to our little mini vacation."
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