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Chapter 1: The Seeds of Fantasy



My husband Mark has always had this fantasy about watching me with another man. It’s been a constant thread in our marriage, something he brings up with a gleam in his eye that I’ve never quite understood. For me, the idea’s never held any appeal—not that I don’t have my own secret desires, but being with someone else just doesn’t light that spark. I can’t wrap my head around why it gets him so worked up, imagining me with another man, knowing someone else has been inside me. We’ve explored other fantasies—dressing up, playing with toys, little games that keep things fresh—but he always circles back to this one, like it’s the pinnacle of his imagination.

A little about us: we tied the knot ten years ago, both in our mid-30s now. We keep ourselves in decent shape—Mark’s lean from running, and I’ve got a curvier build. I’m a bit heavier than I’d like, but he swears I’m perfect, always raving about my small waist and round ass. My chest isn’t much to brag about, but my ass? That’s his favorite feature, and he’s not shy about letting me know. We both work, both travel—him more than me, since he’s in sales and I just have the occasional conference. We try to sync our schedules so one of us is home when the other’s away, a little dance we’ve perfected over the years.

Last year, he started sneaking things into my suitcase when I’d travel for work. Nothing outrageous—nothing that’d raise eyebrows if TSA decided to rummage through—just sexier lingerie than I’d pick for a business trip. Think crotchless panties he’d beg me to wear to dinners with colleagues, or silky pajamas he knew I’d be sleeping in alone. Once, he even slipped in my thigh-highs and garter belt—items I’d never wear under my usual slacks and blouses. It was all for him, fuel for whatever he was picturing while I was gone, probably hunched over his laptop reading steamy stories or watching porn. I’d indulge him sometimes, slipping on the panties under my pants, and he’d be all riled up by the time I called him after dinner. It was cute at first, but after a while, it started to grate on me. We’d argue, he’d back off for a month or two, then the lacy surprises would creep back in.

Fast forward to last month. I had a three-night business trip to California—nothing major, just a quick conference. The night before, we were in our bedroom, me packing my usual overload of clothes, hair stuff, makeup, and shoes into my suitcase. It was stuffed, heavy enough that I figured he couldn’t sneak anything in this time. I was wrong.

The flight was short, just two hours, and after a cab ride, I checked into my hotel. I was in my standard business gear—slacks, blouse, sensible heels—but underneath, I had on a lace thong and push-up bra Mark had picked out that morning. I’ll admit, the sexy stuff did something to me. I’d been late to the gate, stuck in a middle seat between two businessmen. One wouldn’t shut up, chatting my ear off the whole flight. Nice guy, kept me entertained, but if he’d known what was under my outfit, he might’ve had more to say. He was just passing through LA, off to Washington soon after we landed, so we parted ways with a friendly goodbye. I grabbed my bag and headed to the hotel.

I had an hour to kill before the afternoon meetings kicked off, so I decided to unpack. As I hung up my pants and shirts, Mark texted, asking about the flight and if I’d made it to the hotel. I told him about the talkative guy, and he shot back a cheeky reply: “Should’ve flashed him your bra or stood up to show off those panties.” I rolled my eyes, told him to knock it off, and kept unpacking. That’s when I spotted it—a dress from our last vacation, one that had him all over me the moment we’d gotten back to our room. I hadn’t packed it, no way I’d bring something that slinky on a work trip. I knew it was his doing.

I texted him, “Found your surprise. Not wearing it this trip.” He came back with some flirty nonsense about imagining me in it for him. “Fat chance,” I replied, digging deeper into the suitcase. My hand brushed a bulge in the lining, and I pulled out the rest of his stash: more thongs—including a crotchless pair—thigh-highs, a garter belt, and a couple of negligees. I wasn’t thrilled. I fired off another text: “Found your ‘presents.’ Won’t be needing them. Left my diaphragm at home, so no one’s getting in these panties—and you might not either if you keep this up.” He apologized, said he loved me, that it was just for his fantasies. For a split second, I thought about turning the tables to mess with him, but I had to get to my meeting. I freshened up and headed downstairs.

My industry’s male-dominated, so it’s always a relief to find the few other women at these things. I linked up with my crew, and we went in together. The meetings flew by, and afterward, we debated dinner plans. I needed to swing by my room first, but we settled on a spot—a nice seafood place a couple miles away. Some of the guys we knew offered to drive, and as we split up, I checked my phone. Mark had texted earlier, and I replied, telling him I was changing for dinner and heading out with the group. He asked where and who with. I said it was a mix of folks, mentioned the restaurant, and left it at that.

No snarky comeback from him, which was odd. Up in my room, I swapped into jeans, a tank top, and a sweater—chilly nights in California—and as I was in the bathroom, he texted again: “What’re you wearing?” I told him, adding that I still had on the thong and bra from earlier. He sent a big smiley and a “Have fun.” I knew what he was hinting at and shot back, “Fat chance.” Then I headed down to join the group.

Dinner was great—good food, a few drinks, easy vibes. Back at the hotel, one of the girls, Sarah, talked me into hitting the bar with her. “Can’t let me go alone,” she said, and against my better judgment, I agreed. We ordered drinks, and before long, a fresh round showed up—courtesy of two guys down the bar. We raised our glasses in thanks and kept chatting. Soon, they were over, introducing themselves, asking our names and where we were from. My phone buzzed—I’d missed a text from Mark. Excusing myself, I slipped off to the ladies’ room to check it.












Chapter 2: The Bar Encounter


I stepped into the bathroom, the hum of the bar fading behind me as I pulled out my phone. Mark’s text was waiting: “How’s dinner? Everything good?” I typed back a quick rundown—told him I was at the hotel bar now, catching up with Sarah. The drinks had loosened me up a bit, and maybe it was the lace thong still clinging to me, but I added, “A couple guys are trying to chat us up.” My phone lit up like a fireworks show. Mark’s replies came fast—“Whoa, really? What’re they like? You flirting back?”—and I could practically hear his excitement through the screen.

I told him to calm down, that I wasn’t inviting anyone up or sneaking off to their room. Just thought he’d get a kick out of it, given his thing for this kind of scenario. “I’m heading back to keep Sarah out of trouble,” I texted. “I’ll let you know when I’m in my room—alone. Love you.” I switched off the phone and stepped back into the bar.

The crowd had thinned out a little, the late hour chasing off the lightweights. I slid back into my seat next to Sarah, who was deep in conversation with one of the guys. The other one—tall, broad-shouldered, with a mop of dark hair—looked up at me, a little crestfallen until I sat down. I grabbed my drink, and he perked up, starting to talk. His name was James, from Ohio, on a month-long business stint. Two weeks in, two more to go before he’d see home again. He wasn’t bad to look at—clean-cut, with a warm smile—and he had a way of talking that drew you in.

I told him I was here for a couple nights, heading back to Mark on Thursday. He said he wasn’t married, hadn’t dated in a while, and I tossed him a compliment—something about his looks and charm—while gently shutting down any ideas he might’ve been brewing. He tried a few more times, smooth but not pushy, and I had to admit he was good company. Entertaining, easy to talk to. “Maybe I’ll catch you here tomorrow night,” he said as the clock ticked toward midnight. “Could be,” I replied, keeping it vague.

I tried to drag Sarah out with me, but she waved me off, too wrapped up in her own flirtation. I said my goodbyes and headed for the elevator, hoping it’d whisk me up before James decided to follow. No such luck—he rounded the corner just as the doors slid open. We rode up to his floor, 14, chatting the whole way. He blew me a playful kiss as he stepped out, and as the doors closed, I caught a glimpse of his ass in those tight slacks. Not bad, I thought. He’d probably gotten an eyeful of mine walking away—my best asset, after all.

The elevator climbed to 18, and I fished out my phone, turning it back on. It was 11 already—later than I’d planned. Mark’s next text popped up as I stepped out: “Details, please! What’s happening?” I sighed, a little annoyed, but replied as I walked to my room—told him I’d had fun, that James was nice, but I was alone, like always. He kept prodding—“What’d you talk about? Anything spicy?”—and my patience thinned. “It was just talk,” I snapped back. “Nothing’s happening. I didn’t bring anything with me, so even if I wanted to, it’s not an option.”

He backed off, apologized, asked why he was still up. “Reading some sexy stories,” he said. I pictured him in his boxers, hunched over the computer in the dark, and chuckled. As I reached my door, another message buzzed in—not Mark this time, but a random number. I stepped inside, flicked on the light, and opened it. It was James. Apparently, Sarah had given him my number—some friend. His text was simple: “Hey, it’s James from the bar. Just saying goodnight.” I started wiping off my makeup, debating whether to ignore it, when another came through: “Sorry if that was forward. Night.”

I paused, then typed back, “Had a nice time. Maybe tomorrow at the bar. Goodnight.” He replied quick: “Hope so. Can’t get you out of my head.” I smirked, texted, “Thanks. You’re pretty good-looking yourself, but nothing’s happening. Night.” Then he hit me with, “Send me a pic?” I laughed—“Makeup’s off, no way.”—and he countered, “One for the morning then?” I teased, “If you can’t remember me now, how’ll you spot me tomorrow?”

A photo popped up—him grinning at the camera, shirt unbuttoned a little. “So you’ll recognize me,” he wrote. I said thanks and goodnight, firm this time. Another pic followed—him at the bar with Sarah and his buddy. I sent one last “Goodnight” and flipped the phone over. If I kept this up, I’d never sleep. I stripped down to the thong, rummaging for my sweats, when it hit me—Mark must’ve swapped them out for the silk nighties he’d packed. I checked again, no luck. I texted him, “Where’re my sweats?” No reply—he was probably lost in his stories.

Grumbling, I grabbed the short white silk nightie he’d slipped in, slid it on, and climbed into bed. It felt weird, alone in a hotel room with something so skimpy, but what else could I do? As I settled in, my phone buzzed. I figured it was Mark, but it was James: “Still smell your perfume. Can’t stop thinking about you.” A little thrill shot through me—damn it—and I texted back, “You’re sweet. You’re a great guy, and yeah, handsome too.”

We kept chatting, and I asked what he
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