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Laura bit her lip nervously and pushed an annoying strand of hair back behind her ear. It was the fourth time she’d done it that morning, and she knew it wouldn’t stay there. Another minute and she’d feel it slide out again to drop down and tickle at her chin. It’d been cut too short, that was the problem. 

She’d told Michelle that it was too short, but her hairdresser had convinced her that it looked good. She always seemed to convince her.

“You ok up there Lau?” Chris called from the kitchen cutting through her wandering thoughts.

“I’m fine.” She called back, then blew out a breath and added quietly: “Just having second, third and fourth thoughts.”

But Chris wouldn’t understand her reluctance at this. He’d wanted this to happen for a long time now, after all. Hell, probably since they’d first started dating all those years ago. Maybe even before. 

And now here they were, married, semi-detached, two kids, and yet still this idea of his just hadn’t quit.

Sex with another man. Even the thought of it still shocked her a little. A threesome. 

She chuckled.

She’d never really been that bothered with sex, even back when she’d been an inquisitive teen, curious about everything. 

Oh, don’t get me wrong, she thought, I like sex, love it in fact, but sometimes there are more important things in life to worry about. 

Chris however, thought otherwise. 

But then he would. He was a bloke after all.

He’d first broached the subject of her fucking another man tentatively. He hadn’t known what her response would be after all, and he loved her so much that the last thing he wanted to do was upset her. 

He’d brought it up during a love making session once and Laura had dismissed it as so much dirty talk, just designed to spice things up a little.

She’d laughed it off, much to Chris’ annoyance – they were fucking at the time after all, and he’d gone quiet on the subject for a while.

But of course, he’d brought it up again not a week later. 

This time they’d been lying naked on the bed, her still flushed in her post orgasm afterglow, and this time he’d probed further. 

And again, she’d not entertained the idea. They were married. Husband and wife. She only wanted him, that’s why they were together. End of.

He’d argued with her of course - he was stubborn like that.

“It’s nothing to do with love, sweetheart” Chris had laughed, but she could tell he was exasperated.

“How can you separate the two? Love, sex, they go together.” She’d countered.

“How can you not? They don’t have to be one and the same you know. We love each other, that’s a given. We’re perfect together and we have this amazing connection that can’t be broken, not by anyone, Lau. But sex with someone else has got nothing to do with love. Look,” He’d rolled over and propped himself up on his elbows, trying to get his point across. “When the two of us have sex, then that’s exactly what it is, making love - you can feel it. Introducing someone else, either a man or a woman, won’t alter that between us. The two of us’ll still be making love, while the other person will just be a, I don’t know, a life size sex-toy if you like. Just there to add another level of excitement!”

“Ha, you put it so romantically. So what you’re really saying is that you’re not satisfied with just having me?” Lau had huffed, but only playfully.

She’d wriggled her bare bottom into Chris’ crotch and his cock had twitched in response. 

No, he was most definitely satisfied with her it seemed. He grabbed her bare breast and squeezed it gently and his cock twitched again as if to prove the point.

“Of course I’m satisfied with you, you ditz.” He laughed. “This is just something extra. Trying something new, expanding our horizons. Being sexually curious. Hell, choose your cliché. If we do it once and don’t like it then we don’t do it again, it’s as simple as that. But how do you know you won’t like it ‘til you’ve tried it?”

He’d smiled at that, as though he’d got one over on her, all smug and self-important. She reached out and grabbed his cock and squeezed, but not too hard.

“Ouch!” He squealed.

“What if I find another cock I like that’s much better than this little thing?” 

She laughed and Chris laughed too, nuzzling into her neck and biting.

“We both know that that won’t happen don’t we?” He laughed. “We’ve got the connection remember?”

She hadn’t let go of his manhood and she felt it grow in her hand as she slowly pumped it backwards and forwards, getting him hard again.

Her answer, whatever it would’ve been was lost to his kisses, and then they were fucking again, this time long and slow and serious.

After that she’d thought of the idea herself a few times, kicking it around in her head and seeing what her body thought of the suggestion. 

Now she’d known it was all up to her, she found she was less alarmed at the idea. She knew it was just a bit of fun, and if anything, she thought it’d strengthen their bond rather than shake it. 

Besides, she thought it might be fun to go ‘window-shopping’ together.

She’d had this last thought while soaking in the bath one evening, and her hand had drifted down between her legs almost self-consciously. She’d stroked her pussy then, freshly shaved of course, and was surprised and a little breathless to find she was wet. 

She’d masturbated then, thinking of Chris and another man together on her, like two lovesick puppies willing to do anything to please her. She thought how it would feel to hold a cock in each hand, how they’d feel, and then how she’d get down on her knees and start sucking, first one, then the other.

She’d cum then, hard and quick, surprised at the speed and ferocity of her orgasm, and had bitten her tongue as she did - hard enough to draw blood.

She hadn’t told Chris about that little episode.

And so, as time went on and Chris kept dropping hints and persisting, she’d had the time to think things through logically. 

In the end she came to the conclusion that yes, perhaps it would be fun to try, and who knows, perhaps it could just be sex, with no connotations wrapped up in it. 

And besides, if she did agree to it, Chris would owe her big time.

So, she told him then that she’d do it, just once, to see how it was, because fuck it, you only live once, don’t you. 

She’d told him this as they’d made love; it seemed she could tease just as much as he did after all.

She’d pushed him onto his back and straddled him, feeling his hard cock slide up inside her and she’d rubbed her clit against him and whispered it to him, looking him dead in his eyes.

“I want to fuck another man.”

The result had been hilarious. 

His look of confusion suddenly melted away into sheer joy and unadulterated love, then to be replaced with one of such sexual ecstasy that it was almost painful as he came inside her. 

She cracked up at this, so badly, that she’d rolled off him laughing, almost breaking his cock as she went.

So now here they were.

She fussed at her hair again, feeling those first date butterflies in her stomach that she’d not had for a long time. 

She could hear Chris pacing backwards and forwards downstairs, moving from lounge to kitchen and back again. 

It made her calmer to know he was nervous too.

She blew out a breath and held out her hands in front of her, they were only shaking a little.

It’d been easy as hell to find a willing guy, of course it had, and now she could admit that it’d been a fun experience too.

They’d joined a reputable swinging site and spent nearly two hours sitting in front of the laptop together, laughing and creating a profile, stating exactly what it was they were looking for and what kind of guy they wanted.

After that they’d spent another hour trawling through Chris’ stash of sexy photos of her, finding just the right ones to upload.

Of course, that had ended in sex too. 

All those hundreds of pictures of her naked that he had; some candid, some posing, some flashing from store changing rooms and others from her naked walks she liked to take in the woods.

That’d been too much for poor Chris, and he’d pulled her to him with a growl and bent her over and fucked her hard, as though desperate for release. 

It’d been amazing.

The first few guys that replied hadn’t been what they wanted at all, and Laura had sent back polite thank you, but no thank you messages to them all. They were either too old for her, too ugly or just plain too big. 

Although this had all been Chris’ idea, she bloody well wanted to enjoy the experience too. After all, this might be the one and only time she’d have the balls to try it.

Then one dull overcast afternoon last week, they’d received an email from a local man named Mark. 

Laura hadn’t been expecting much, based on the other mails they’d received, but this time she was pleasantly surprised to find a picture of a young and attractive looking guy with short brown hair. She’d even had a naughty little tingle down in her belly.

It turned out that Mark lived across town and had recently split up with a long-term girlfriend and was now looking to maybe have a little fun of his own. The message said that he’d seen their profile and was blown away at how beautiful she looked.

Laura had blushed as she’d read this and Chris had laughed out loud, clapping his hands and nudging her with his elbow.

“You bloody well fancy him, don’t you?” He’d laughed, genuinely happy for her.

It was true though; she couldn’t deny it.

She liked his picture very much. Mark had added his phone number to the message and told them he’d love to hear back but understood if he wasn’t for them.

Chris had wanted to email him back there and then, but Laura, with her cheeks still flaming had wanted to wait.

“I still need to get my head round this,” she told him patiently. 

He was as excited as a kid on Christmas morning.

“But you like him right?” Chris asked again, beaming, almost desperate for her to agree.

“I think he looks nice yes, if that’s what you mean. But don’t get your hopes up, he could still turn out to be an internet weirdo or a serial killer.”

But he hadn’t, and Laura had eventually relented and messaged him, passing on her own phone number, and soon they were texting each other, nervously at first, but as she got braver, more and more comfortably.

After a few days Mark suggested the three of them meet for a drink, and Chris had jumped at the chance.

“But the kids
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