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My wife – Sarah
– and I had been married for 4 years, and together for 12 in total.
We trusted each other completely and still had a fantastic sex
life. If anything it was getting better each year. Sarah had a
cracking figure, perfect C cup tits that always filled out her bras
nicely, and hadn’t sagged at all since they day I first laid eyes
on them. She had great legs, a real gym goers body – but then I
guess she should, she spent enough time there. She had brown hair
naturally, but dyed it blonde on top– you could still see the brown
underneath. I liked it but it was definitely tarty. But then so was
she. That was one of the things I loved so much about her. When we
would go out on infrequent nights up town she always made an extra
effort. Short skirts that hugged her lovely bum, and made her thick
thighs look amazing. The softness and chunkiness was a massive turn
on to me, really accentuating her hour glass figure. Sarah got
plenty of male attention too, mainly because she was such a massive
flirt. On the plus side for me, it never took her long to get
served at the bar.

Sarah and I had
done pretty much everything in the bedroom. If guys thought Sarah
made an effort when she was out up town, they would have been in
heaven to see her when we fucked. She had an extensive collection
of lingerie and all the slutty costumes – naughty nurse, saucy
schoolgirl, sexy secretary. And a whole range of stripper heels and
stockings to complete each ensemble perfectly. I loved seeing her
in the Agent Provocateur black silk bra, knickers and suspender
belt I’d bought for her last birthday. I had never spent that much
on lingerie before, but it was definitely worth it. She looked
stunning. The style was different to her usual, rather more pin-up
or glamour vintage, but it still really suited her. Sarah had let
slip to me very early on in our relationship that she liked other
women. She had kissed and played with her girlfriends on nights out
when she was younger, but never gone further. I had used to wank
myself senseless thinking about her with other girls when we were
both younger, and as I got older I decided I wanted to see it for
myself. So I began by dropping hints. Not very subtle ones as
that’s not the kind of guy I am.

We were both
drunk one Friday night after two and a half bottles of some French
red, and as ever, our conversations got ruder as our inhibitions
dropped. I was horny after a hard weeks work and I hoped she was
too. She was between my legs as we led together on the sofa in our
dressing gowns. The only things on the telly were the usual array
of seen-it-all-before panel shows, and from her fidgeting, I
guessed she was just as bored with them. I picked up the remote and
began flicking through the channels. I had one of those late night
babe station channels set in my favourites and after the first
three channels came up blank, I ended up with a hot, curvy blonde
on screen in her bikini with some dance music in the
background.

“What the
hell’s this” Sarah said, laughing. I guess she had never seen Bang
Babes or even heard of it. She was in bed early most week nights
and wasn’t much of a telly girl anyway, just the Dance channels and
the soaps. I laughed away to myself and explained the whole Bang
Babes thing to her. Intentionally not turning it off as I did. I
knew seeing this sexy blonde playing on the sofa would stir up a
fire between Sarah’s legs as she watched. I knew she watched porn
but we never did together.

I began running
my hands over her body as I spoke softly into her ear, telling her
about how these girls get paid to get guys off over the phone as
they strip on screen. I worked my hands down, into her dressing
gown, and between her legs, over her shaven pussy and in between
her lips, gently beginning to rub her clitoris. She was wet and
willing, I knew she would be. I began to slowly frig her off as I
talked filth in to her ear. “I know you want to be with another
woman, I bet you would love to get your pussy licked by her”. She
just responded with moans of encouragement. “I often wank thinking
of you with another girl, licking her pussy as she tongue fucks
yours.” She loved a bit of oral filth and sure enough, she reached
back, gently beginning to stroke my cock.

As she wanked
me, my breathing in her ear sent shivers down her spine. She arched
her back towards me, letting me kiss her neck as she jacked me off
on the sofa, as I continued frigging her now dripping cunt. “I want
to watch you and another girl Sarah” I whispered. She didn’t
respond, verbally at least. Instead she came on my fingers, bucking
hard and moaning loudly. I didn’t know if she kept her eyes open to
watch the screen as I fingered her, but I bet she did. I knew the
thought of getting fingered by her husband whilst looking at
another girl would have driven her wild. Her climax triggered my
own, and as she continued to expertly tug me off, I exploded with a
thick jet of spunk all over her arse cheeks

We cleaned up
and then led back down together again in the same position. “Would
you really let me be with another woman?” Sarah asked, aware that
now I was no longer so turned on that I may give another response.
“Sure – I would love to watch you. It’s turning me on again just
thinking about it.” And sure enough my cock was already twitching
again. She felt back and gave me a playful squeeze.

“What if I
wanted too, but I wanted to do it alone?” I admit, I hadn’t thought
of that. But I didn’t object. I wanted her to be happy and who
knows; maybe she would even be up for me being with another woman
as thanks. An opportunity I couldn’t pass up on. “Yeah, I wouldn’t
mind – as long as I know you were safe.” We talked on for a while
before the conversation moved on to other topics. But I knew it
would come back up again in the future.

A few weeks
later we were chatting, as we often, via an instant messenger
service through the Internet. We both worked in day jobs but had
MSN on our phones, so we could chat all day – and often the texts
turned to ‘sexts’. My phone pinged as I received another message.
All the drones in my office were busy on calls or typing away, none
of them seemed to have lives outside of these four dull walls. I
read the message and felt the tell-tale signs of my cock beginning
to swell in my pants – is there anything more exciting and scary
than getting a hard on at your desk?


It read:
“I am fingering myself thinking of being with another woman
 xxx”

My heart began
to pound in my chest as I replied “You dirty girl, I knew you were
up for it xx” I thought I might have to go and have a wank, but the
only viable option would be the Gents toilets, a guaranteed
erection diffuser. I would just have to suffer all day and hope
Sarah was still horny when she got home. If not, then I could
always settle for some Internet porn. But she wasn’t done yet. The
desk vibrated again, the screen on my phone flashing with a picture
of us two on holiday together. One new video message. Things were
about to get interesting. I made sure the sound was muted, scanned
around quickly and pressed play. Immediately I saw Sarah’s pussy,
her knickers pulled down her thighs and her skirt held up by her
free hand as she rubbed her clit. It was over all too quickly, but
by now my cock was rock hard. “You fucking dirty bitch, my cock is
so hard for you, I love you xxx” I quickly replied, my hands
shaking.

 

Just as I hit
send and with a major stiffy in my pants, I jumped out of my skin
as my bosses voice appeared out of nowhere behind me – “Are those
reports ready for the Harrison accounts?” I spun round in my chair,
hoping to God he didn’t see the bulge in my trousers. Fortunately
he was looking down at the papers in his hand and I had time to
shift slightly to hide the makeshift tent that had appeared. My
heart was still beating loudly as I fed him some bullshit, hoping
he would quickly fuck off and let me compose myself. I seriously
had to remember where I was. He chatted to me for a short while,
thankfully oblivious to my flushed cheeks and rapidly shrinking
cock then went on his merry way, pointlessly distracting all his
drones from their menial chores.

“I nearly got
caught then, that video was absolutely filthy!!” I immediately
messaged as soon as my boss was out of sight. “Hee hee xxx” was her
cheeky response.

Sarah’s car was
already on the path as I got home, which was unusual as she
normally finished later than me. She greeted me in the hallway,
dressed in her black lace suspender skirt with red satin waistband,
matching black hold up stockings with glossy deep red tops, and her
fabulous plunge bra to complete the set. Her tits were bursting out
and I quickly found out she had skipped wearing knickers. She
dropped to her knees and took my rapidly growing cock out of my
pants, greedily swallowing the entire length, then beginning a
rhythmic bobbing that could only lead to a mind blowing orgasm.
Sensing I was drawing close, she stopped and grabbed my hand,
leading me upstairs, giving me an amazing view of her pert
posterior popping up each step. I could smell the heavenly scent of
her cunny and as I was still exposed to the world, I grabbed hold
of my cock and jerk it at the very sight. Once in the bedroom,
Sarah climbed onto the bed, spreading on all fours to give me
perfect access to her holes. I couldn’t resist a tasting her, and
hungrily filled my mouth with the heady musk of her lust filled
loins. I made sure I tasted the forbidden fruits of her anus,
before standing up and sliding my prick into her glistening slit.
She arched her back, allowing my full length to slide effortlessly
inside her, and then she reached back and began fingering herself
as I fucked her, hastily undressing whilst maintaining my rhythm.
Sarah’s orgasm made her shaven cunt tighten like a vice around my
engorged member, squeezing me, massaging me, urging me to explode
deep inside her. As she began her moans of joy, I joined in and
roughly squeezed her tits with both hands whilst I filled her cunt
full of my fuck seed. She would have to send me videos like that
more often.

***

I had been
doing my fair share of ‘investigation’ on the Internet to search
swinging sites in an attempt to find a willing girl for Sarah. I
knew the girl would have to be her choice, and neither of us would
feel comfortable with her using an escort. She found the concept of
paying for sex to be demeaning, and I couldn’t blame her. But she
did just want this to be a no strings attached fuck, nothing more.
Sarah didn’t know about my clandestine research. She knew I looked
at porn, but looking at swinger sites with real girls in my area,
who she may well potentially know, that was a different thing. I
wasn’t even too sure how she would take the news that I had been
out looking. But I had found a couple of sites. And I decided to
email her with them. After typing the email out, my finger hovered
nervously over the mouse button as I debated whether to click
‘send’. I admit that I had my cock in one hand as I had penned the
email, and had I not been masturbating I may have been a little
less care free, but “Fuck it” I thought, “She’s just sent me that
video, at worse she will just think I’m a perv” – so I clicked.

Almost
immediately after sending it, well, just after I came, I knew I had
been ruled by my cock. I got that lurching feeling of panic in my
stomach. It was possible that it could just be too much coffee, but
I was only kidding myself. Not that it mattered. There was no way
to retract that email. I sat wondering how long it would take her
to respond. I knew she would get it instantly and with her phone,
she would be able to view the sites at work without getting caught.
But no reply came. In fact she didn’t even mention it that night. I
figured I had either over stepped a boundary, she didn’t want to
talk about it, or she simply hadn’t seen it. Either way, I wasn’t
going to be the one to raise it.

A week
went by and Sarah still hadn’t mentioned it. I had triple checked
my email to make sure I had actually sent it, and that it had gone
to her. She had replied to all the ones before and after it, but
this one sat like a black hole in my inbox, every time I checked my
mail it relentlessly filled my thoughts. Then, one Wednesday
evening as Sarah arrived home with a wicked smile on her face, she
acknowledged that email. “So
I have been chatting to a couple of potential girls on that site
you sent me…”My face flushed a deep shade of crimson. I certainly
hadn’t been expecting that! Honestly I thought we would have
discussed it first. She would pretend she wasn
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