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​Chapter One: A Happy Birthday
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I have a beautiful wife.  Standing at only five-two and one hundred fifteen pounds, she is a spinner full of life.  Her shoulder length blonde hair and blue eyes were what first attracted me to her while we both attended college nearby.  Amelia was working on her veterinary technologist degree and I was finishing up as a finance student.  After meeting and dating for less than a year, we tied the knot and have not looked back in the seven years since.

“Oh, that feels nice,” I say with a smile on my face as my wife rubs my back.  “You are just what a guy needs after a long morning of playing racquetball.

Amelia laughs as she squeezes hard on my shoulders.  “What if I were to play racquetball too?  Who then would rub my back for me?”

“Why, I would, of course.”  

My wife laughs as she pats me on the back.  “Alright, turn over.”  I do as she says and my cock flops around as it is semihard.  When I got home from the athletic club, I took a quick shower and then convinced Amelia that I needed a nice rubdown.  Knowing how these rubdowns generally go, I am excited as I watch her work on my feet and toes.  

“You know I’m good for giving you a massage anytime you want one, my love.”

“Sure you are.  It’s just that you are not that great at giving them, Ethan.”

“What?”  I laugh as I watch her work her way up my calves and thighs.  “I would work on you until you were tired of me working on you, my little hotness.”  Amelia gets to my cock but doesn’t touch it just yet.  Instead, she rubs along my hips and up my stomach toward my chest.  My wife allows her clothed body to gently caress my manhood for just a moment, causing me to get hard.  

“Your chest is tense,” she tells me with a smile on her face.  “Are you lifting weights at the club too?”

I laugh.  “You would really like it if I were to become a bodybuilder, wouldn’t you?”

She shrugs her shoulders.  “It would be fun to have you pick me up and swing me around sometimes.”

“I can pick you up,” I reply.

“Not the way you know I would like to be picked up.”  Amelia laughs as she rubs the sides of my face and my temples. 

“Tell me about him,” I say as I close my eyes.  “What was he like again?”

Amelia sighs.  “You can’t be serious, Ethan.”

“I want to hear you tell it.  What was it like with that one guy?  What was his name again?”  I have enjoyed over the last few years having my wife tell me about her old boyfriends.  It has been a turn-on for me to hear how they pleasured her and I think that she is a little turned on to tell me about them as well.

“Steve,” she replies with a giggle.  “Geez, are you really going to make me tell you about him again, Ethan?”

“Just about when you had sex with him.  What did he do to you?  What did you like?”

My wife is quiet for a moment before telling me, “He liked to eat me out a lot.”

“All the time?” I ask with a smile.  

“Even in the library, Ethan.  You know this already.”

“But he would eat your pussy out while you were in the university library?”  My cock stiffens as I await her answer.

“He would push me back in my chair and would pull up my skirt so that he could sniff my pussy.  Then he would eat me out while I looked down at the floor one-story below through the window glass and see students going by.”  

“Did you like it?” I ask.  

“You know I did,” she laughs as she rubs my chest and stomach muscles.  “Steve was really good at eating me out.”

“What did you like best about it?” I ask my wife as I feel myself pre-come a bit.  

“He could push his tongue into me.  I liked the way he would do that.  Then, he would lick my asshole.  No other boyfriend would do that for me.  It got me really wet and horny.”

“Until you met me,” I say with a smile as I open my eyes and look down at Amelia.  “I put my tongue inside you all the time.  I also love to lick your asshole.”

“You are really good at that,” she admits.  “I think that’s why I married you, Ethan.”

“What?  You didn’t marry me for love?  You only craved my ass-eating ability?”

My wife laughs as she shakes her head.  Finally allowing her hands to caress my swollen shaft, she tells me, “You know that I married you because of love, Ethan.  Otherwise, I would have just lived with you until you had gotten tired of eating me out.”  Sliding her hands along my shaft and then to my balls, Amelia gently massages them and smiles at me.  “We make a very good couple when it comes to sex.”

I nod my head.  “Fuck yeah, we do.”  She gently moves her hands along my manhood, refusing to grip it as my hips begin to thrust up and down.  I want Amelia to give me a hand job, but she wants to work me up to that first.  

“Why are you always asking about my old boyfriends?”

Smiling at my wife, I reply, “I guess I like the thought of other men with you.  I wish I could have seen you fucking Steven and the others.  I would love to see that now.”

Amelia giggles.  “You would really want me to fuck someone else while you watched?”

“Honestly, if you would let me, I would tie you up on a bed and let another man fuck your brains out while I watched him.”  Amelia finally takes hold of my throbbing cock and begins to slowly milk it.  “Fuck, I want to see you let another man have sex with you while I watch.”

“You would really like that, huh?”  My wife smiles as she rubs me slowly.  “You are really hard, sweetheart.  I think you really would like to see me have sex with another man.”  She uses a hand to capture a little of my pre-come so that she can rub it around on the head of my shaft.  “I’ll bet you would like him to push my legs back and get deep inside me, wouldn’t you?”

“Fuck, yes,” I moan.  “I want him to come inside your cervix.  I hope he would get you pregnant.”

“Oh, wow,” Amelia giggles.  “You are really horny today, Ethan.”  She moves a little faster up and down my cock with her hands as she says, “You could always get me that for my birthday.”

“Your birthday,” I moan.  “I would if you would let me.”  Amelia is turning twenty-nine in two weeks and I am still at a loss as to what to buy for her.  “What do you want, honey?  You can have anything.”

My wife giggles as she continues to rub her hands over my cock and balls.  “I have you right where I want you, Ethan.  Are you sure you want me to tell you what I want?  You might promise me something you can’t do later.”  

“I’ll find a man to fuck you,” I tell her.  “Just say that you will and I will get him.”

“No, silly,” she laughs.  “Maybe a new car.”

I look up at Amelia and grin.  “You just got a new one last year, didn’t you?  Are you already tired of it?”

She shrugs her shoulders.  “I just like the way those new ones at the dealership near the veterinarian’s office look.  But I am just joking around with you, Ethan.  I don’t need a new car.”

“Fuck, I will give you whatever you want,” I grunt as her hands begin to move even faster up and down my rod.  “Tell me what you want, Amelia.”

“I don’t know what I really want,” she tells me.  “Maybe you should just surprise me, Ethan.  You can keep it simple.”

“Simple,” I moan as I feel my jism moving from my balls to my shaft.  “Fuck, it’s hard to keep anything simple when it comes to you, my love.”

“Your dick is flexing,” Amelia says as she bends down and kisses the tip of it.  “I think you are going to come, Ethan.”

“Catch it in your mouth,” I plead with her.  “Please let me come inside your mouth.”

“You don’t want to see it spurt into the air?” Amelia says with a laugh.  “I thought you like getting it all over me?”

“Your mouth,” I mutter as I feel myself about to come.  Amelia goes down and slides my cock into her mouth and begins to bob her head up and down while sucking on my shaft.  “Oh, fuck...uhhhh!!!”  The first spurt hits the back of my wife’s throat hard, causing her to gag a little.  Even so, she keeps her mouth on my cock and collects everything as I release into her mouth.  “Ohhh...uhhh...nahhh...”  I put a hand on the back of her head as I feel her tongue sliding around on the tip of my cock.  “Mmmmm...Amelia...OHHH!!!”  

This goes on for about a minute before my wife allows my spent manhood to slide out of her mouth.  Looking at me, she smiles and tells me, “You had a lot for me to swallow that time, Ethan.”

“Yeah,” I laugh as I nod my head and try to catch my breath.  “I got really horny this morning.”  

“Really horny.”  Amelia gets up off the bed and picks up a towel nearby.  She hands it to me so that I can clean up whatever is left and then says to me, “Honestly, Ethan, don’t go out and buy a new car for me.  I am happy with what I have.  Keep the birthday gift simple.”

“Keep it simple,” I parrot as I sit up on the bed.  “I can try to keep it as simple as possible, but you and I both know that you like elaborate surprises, Amelia.” 

She nods her head.  “Well, yeah, I do like surprises, but you don’t have to spend a lot to surprise me.  Just get something that I would appreciate.”  

“Ah, fuck,” I laugh.  “You mean now I have to consider whether you would actually appreciate it?”

“I know.  That’s a lot for a man to think about,” Amelia says with a wry grin on her face.  “You could always ask your friend at work what she thinks would be a great gift, Ethan.”

“Lydia?”  I laugh.  “What if she likes the idea of a guy fucking you while I watch?”

“I sincerely hope you are not talking to her about that sort of thing.”

“Nope.”  I chuckle as I wink at her.  “Amelia, I will give your birthday gift some thought, but you have to promise me that you are not going to try to figure out what it is, alright?”

“What?  I never do that.”

“You always do that, my love.  Whenever I get a gift for your birthday, for Christmas, or even for our anniversary, you do whatever you can to figure out what it is.  You ask questions and plead for hints from me.  I’m not doing that this time, okay?”

“Okay,” Amelia laughs.  “I don't expect you to give me any hints.”  My wife pats my leg and then gets up.  “I’m going shopping with a couple of friends today.  Do you need anything?”

“Just some ideas,” I say as I stand to my feet.

“For that, you are on your own.”  Amelia kisses me with the smell of my spunk still on her breath.  She then walks into the bathroom to brush her teeth before going out with her friends.  With her out today, I will have a chance to do a bit of searching online for her birthday gift.  Hopefully, I can find something unique and that she would appreciate.  If not, I may have a sorely disappointed wife in a couple of weeks and I really don’t want to do that to her.
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​Chapter Two: A Loss for Ideas
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“Lingerie and dildos,” I joke to myself as I look online at some ideas for what I could get my wife for her birthday.  Working for a large bank as their accounts manager has its perks, but using the bank’s internet access to look at these sorts of things would probably not be the best idea I have ever had.  So, I use my phone and its mobile data to look at the adult gift ideas.  “She has dildos and vibrators already,” I moan as I slide back over to the screen with several lingerie items.  About this time, a colleague walks into my office.

“Good morning, Ethan,” Lydia Ramer says with a smile on her face as she walks up to my desk.

I lay my phone face down and look up at her.  “Good morning, Lydia.  What’s up today?”

“Work,” she grunts with a scowl on her face.  “I have this one guy who is insistent that we should give him a loan for a house.  His credit though...”  Our loan officer’s voice trails off just as she slides a file folder toward me.  “Look at this.”

I open it and look at the front page, also known as the client survey page.  As I read it, I realize that there is no way our bank would give this guy a loan to so much as buy a candy bar, let alone a house.  “A three-year-old would have a better credit score,” I say to her with a chuckle.

“I have tried to explain that to him over and over again but he comes in here twice a week to complain.  What else can I do?  He is in arrears in his rent payment where he lives now and he hasn’t made his car payment in more than three months.  He’s too dangerous for even a loan shark to fund this home, Ethan.”  Lydia’s dark brown eyes and black hair pulled back tightly into a ponytail both hint at the Japanese-American background she has.  Her mother moved from Japan as a child and met her father, an American navy sailor stationed in San Diego, while in college. 

“Just keep sending him away.  He will soon get the idea that he is wasting his time and he will move on.”  I smile at Lydia as I close the file folder and slide it back toward her.  “You’re tough enough to be a little meaner to him too.”

She sighs.  “I hate being the harbinger of bad news, though.  You know I hate being the bad guy, Ethan.”

“I know.”  Thinking for a moment, I ask Lydia, “Can I ask you something on a more personal level?”

“Shoot.”

I nod my head and pick up my phone to look once again at the lingerie on the screen.  “Which of these do you think my wife might like best?”  I hand the phone over to her and allow my colleague to look at the images on the screen.

“You are joking, right?” she asks with a giggle.  “Lingerie?  You are going to give your wife something that you would like to see her wear?”

“Wait,” I say as I shake my head.  “Wouldn’t she like that too?  I mean, sure, I like that sort of thing, but don’t women get at least a little pleasure when they wear that sort of thing?”

“Sure we do, but most women prefer to pick out their own lingerie if given the opportunity.”

“It’s for her birthday,” I tell Lydia as I watch the expression on her face.  “I want to surprise her with something thoughtful.”

“Her birthday?  Man, are you way off base.”  She smiles as she looks at the phone.  Her finger begins to slide along the screen so that she can see what else I have been looking at.

“Oh, no, wait...”  It’s too late.  The young woman sees the adult toys on the next screen and I suddenly don’t know what to say to her.

“Ethan, you sly dog,” she says to me with a laugh.

“I don’t know why I even clicked that link.  It was a sales link on the lingerie shop online and I just clicked it...”

“The hell you did,” she laughs.  “I just backed this up and I can see that you searched for it.  “Adult toys, Ethan?  Are you and your wife into that sort of thing?”

Swallowing hard, I realize that there is very little I can say that will soften the personal embarrassment that I am feeling now.  “We sometimes do,” I admit.  “It’s really more for her, though.”

“And what, you can’t give her the same pleasure yourself?”  Lydia’s eyes shoot up to look into mine as she smiles wickedly.  “Ethan, this is really naughty stuff.”

I reach across the table and take back the phone as I swallow hard.  “Well, um, we manage just fine,” I tell her.  “It’s just a thing that we do sometimes.”

“Do you watch your wife do this?” 

“Watch her?”

“You know, Ethan, do you watch your wife use dildos and vibrators on herself?  Or do you use them on her?”

“Oh, hell,” I reply as I feel my face turn a shade of deep red.  “You really should not have seen that, Lydia.  I’m really embarrassed.”

She smiles.  “There really is no need for you to be embarrassed, Ethan.  I like using a toy or two once in a while myself.”  My cock gets hard as I hear the young woman tell me this.  

“You do?”

Lydia nods her head.  “Sometimes a girl has got to do what a girl has got to do.  I’m just surprised that your wife feels the need to do that.”

“It’s just for fun.”

“Roleplay,” Lydia says with a giggle.  “Is that it?”

“Yeah.”  Nodding my head, I try to figure out a way to move her beyond this topic.  “Um, so, this is obviously a stupid idea for a birthday gift.  I really want to surprise her, and I get the sense that Amelia is very much wanting to be surprised in a big way this year.  Do you have any ideas that could possibly suck less than what I have been looking at?”  There is a two-prong reason for the question I raise.  For one, it is a good segway to taking the conversation elsewhere.  For another, it is a question that I sincerely need to be answered by someone.

Lydia sits back in her seat and thinks for a moment.  “Have you thought about taking her for a cruise?”

“We did a cruise around Christmas and she was not impressed.  I don’t think Amelia wants to do that again for a while.”

“So, does this gift need to be a small physical thing or can it be something that you do together?”

I shrug my shoulders.  “I don’t know.  I suppose both would be nice.  My wife is really big on doing things with me, so it would be nice if we could do something together.”

Lydia thinks a bit more.  “Has she ever been rock climbing?”

“I don’t think so.”

“Would she like something like that?  If she might, I think I could get you some tickets to a rock climbing class that a friend of mine is going to put on in a few weeks.”

I shake my head.  “I don’t think that would be something she would really be into doing.  Amelia likes doing things that are not particularly outdoors.”

“I see.  She is one of those.”  Lydia laughs as a smirk crosses her face.  “Is your wife a bit high-maintenance, Ethan?”

“That depends on what you mean by high-maintenance.”  We both laugh as I realize just how well my wife fits that term.  Amelia loves doing her hair and nails and dislikes having to get dirty for any reason unless it involves the animal patients at the veterinarian’s office.  She is a woman who likes to look nice no matter what it is we are doing at the time.  Sometimes this almost obsessive habit of hers to be this way causes some strain for us when we talk about going to do something together.

“She is that difficult to find a gift for, huh?”  Lydia’s eyes look at me with some sympathy.  She has been a good friend at work for the last couple of years and on a couple of occasions, I have fantasized about having sex with her.  There is no way I would do something like that behind Amelia’s back, of course, but I still have the thought of doing that stuck in the back of my mind.  

“She can be very difficult to get something for,” I answer.  “Do you think you could brainstorm a few ideas from a woman’s point of view?”

My colleague smiles.  “I will think it over and let you know if I come up with anything that might work for you, Ethan.”  Lydia stands up and I do as well.  I am thankful that my cock is no longer as hard as it had been just minutes ago.  “And you think of a way to help me tell Mr. Davenport that he can’t have a loan.”

I laugh.  “If you come up with a good idea for a surprise to give my wife for her birthday, I will go up to the guy personally and tell him to fuck off.”  We both laugh for a moment before Lydia turns and leaves my office.

As I sit back down in my office chair, I pick up the phone and open up one of my social media apps.  I type in Lydia’s name and find her account.  As I delve into the pictures she has there, I begin to get hard once again.  My cock throbs inside my pants as I look at her soft, tan body just inside a lime green bikini she wore last summer.  “You are a fucking hottie,” I say to the picture of my friend and colleague at the bank.  “If I thought I could get away with having a little fun with you, I would do it.”  I scroll from one picture to another, each time thinking about how nice she looks in whatever she is wearing.  Amelia is just as attractive, and honestly, I enjoy fucking my wife more than I have enjoyed fucking anyone else before her.  Still, I yearn for more in our marriage.  We have a great relationship and the sex is phenomenal, but things could be so much better if I could at least get her to have sex with someone else.  Of course, she would probably never go for this, but I can’t help but keep fantasizing about it.  

“Just a nice surprise,” I say to myself as I put my cell phone down and shake myself from the fantasy I was once again allowing myself to indulge in.  “If I could come up with one, there is no telling what I could get her to agree to do.”  Smiling, I look at my computer screen so that I can get caught up on several emails that are waiting on me.  Hopefully, Lydia will have a great idea or two by the end of work today.  If she does, I will absolutely deal with the boomerang loan applicant she has been plagued by recently.  
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​Chapter Three: Rolling Horny
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“It’s been a while since we last went rollerskating,” Amelia says with a smile on her face as she puts her hair back.  “Are you sure you are up to this, big boy?”  My wife has been particularly flirtatious this morning as we get ready to skate.  

“So, what is with the miniskirt?” I ask as I look up and down her small body.  “Wouldn’t a pair of shorts have been more comfortable?”

“Nah.  I like to air things out sometimes, Ethan.  You know how I like to feel the breeze between my lips.”

“What?”  I look again at her skirt as I feel my heart thumping hard.  “Are you serious?  Really?”

“Really what?”

“Are you going commando?” I say as I chuckle.  Amelia looks around us and once she is satisfied that no one is looking she raises her skirt just enough to reveal her smoothly waxed twat.  “Holy shit, honey.  You are going to get us both kicked out of here for that.”

“No one will know,” she replies while giggling.  “The skirt covers everything, right?”

“What if you fall down out there and it comes up just enough for others to see your pussy?  What then?”

“Well, I guess then they should count themselves among the fortunate.”  Amelia laughs again and this time I am forced to join in.  

“You are completely nuts,” I tell her.  “Completely and certifiably.”

“Maybe I am, but I think that you are going to have a hard time keeping something else hidden as well as my I am hiding my pussy.”  My wife points down at my crotch and I realize I have a bulge growing just behind the thin material of my pants.  

“Oh, hell.”

“People will be too busy seeing your equipment to even notice that I don’t have panties, Ethan.  You will be the one they are talking about.”  Amelia laughs again as she looks out at the floor.  “I’m going out.  Wish me luck.  I would hate to fall and show off everything.”  My wife then turns and rolls out onto the floor as the music in the skating rink plays in the background.

“Wow.”  I finally get my cock to become a little less stiff and then skate out to the floor just behind Amelia.  It’s nice to finally get back to something that we both enjoyed when we first met and began dating.  She likes the traditional roller skates and I like rollerblading, though I always wear regular roller skates when we come to the rink together.  I don’t think the management allows rollerblades inside anyway.

Amelia and I skate around the edges of the rink for several minutes as we enjoy the music and the lighting.  Newly remodeled, the skating area features updated lighting, a nice air conditioning system that actually works, and a sound system that has a deep bass sound to it.  I love coming here and prefer it for exercise over walking or jogging.  It’s not the decor and the sound that particularly captures my attention right now, though.  As I follow closely behind my wife, I notice that her skirt has worked its way up and the bottom of her ass is in sight.  I am not the only one who has discovered that she is showing a little of herself off.  A group of young college-age men is watching her each time she goes by.  One of them decides on this pass to say something to her about it.

“Nice ass,” he muses as Amelia skates by the men.  

She hears this and turns to skate backward while looking at me as she fixes her skirt.  “Don’t do it,” I say as I see the wry grin on her face.

“Do what?” my wife replies before turning back around and continuing to follow the edges of the rink.  In less than a minute we are back to where the young man made the comment to her.  Amelia stops and leans against the railing to look at the group of men.  “Okay.  Which one of you said it?”

The men just look at each other with grins on their faces.  Then, as if being mentally nudged by his friends, the one nearest the railing answers, “I said it.  You do have a nice ass.”  

“Oh, really?”  Amelia looks over at me and I can see that she plans to have a bit of fun with them.  There are times when my wife likes to embarrass others with their own stupidity, but this time seems to be different.  She is up to something now that we are standing near the group of young men.  “So, what gives you the right to say that to a woman?”

The man shrugs his shoulders.  “I don’t know.  Maybe the fact that you don’t have any panties on.”  He smiles as he checks out my wife’s body and then adds, “Why don’t you pull that skirt up to show me everything?”

“Show you everything?”  Amelia shakes her head.  “I don’t show off my body to little boys.”  The other guys in the group goad their friend as they laugh.  

“She burned you, man,” one of them tells him.  

“Yeah, she did, huh?” he says as he shakes his head.  Patting his crotch he then says to my wife, “I’ve got this to prove that I am a man and not a boy.”

“What, a zipper?”  Amelia smiles as they again laugh at their friend.  My cock becomes a little hard as I watch her sexually tease the man.  “Even I have a zipper on my pants when I wear them.  That doesn’t prove anything.”

He shakes his head as he replies, “I have a big dick.”

Amelia looks at me and smiles before turning her attention back to him.  “Sweetheart, big is measured in inches, not millimeters.”  Again, there is laughter from the group of men sitting nearby.  

“Dude, she needs to see what you have.  She doesn’t believe that you have much there.”  His friend pats him on the back.  “Show her the monster.”

“The monster?”  Amelia laughs.  “You named it?  Now I’m sure it can’t be much of anything.”  

“Shit.”  The man seems mildly annoyed as he looks around the skating rink.  Getting up from his seat, he walks toward the railing where my wife is standing.  “I can’t pull it out here.  We can go back to my car and I can show you there.”

“Um, no,” Amelia replies.  “If you are so proud of it, you shouldn’t be worried about other people seeing it.”  She pauses and thinks a moment before adding, “I’ll tell you what; if you show me yours I'll show you mine.  How does that sound?”  

“Honey, don’t,” I say as my face turns red.  There are plenty of other people around and I am worried that she will get herself into some trouble while pulling such a stunt.  

“It’s alright,” she says to me before turning and looking hard at the young man in front of her.  “He doesn’t have the balls to do it.  Literally.”  

The man continues to be egged on by his friends until he reaches for his pants zipper and pulls it down.  Pushing his hand into the opening, he pulls out his cock as it begins to harden.  “Here is mine.  Where is yours?”

Amelia looks at it and shakes her head.  “Six inches?  Maybe that long?”

“It gets harder,” he tells her as he pulls on his cock.  “Let me see your pussy.”  Amelia nods and lifts her skirt slowly to reveal her velvety smooth snapper.  “Holy fuck,” he says as his cock grows much longer.  “You would be a nice fuck.”

“I am a nice fuck,” she replies with a smile.  “I’m a better fuck than anything you have diddled in your pathetic life.”

He turns and looks at me as he plays with himself.  “Man, you are one lucky bastard.”

“I am,” I reply.  “She’s nice and tight.”  

The man pushes his cock back into his pants as Amelia pulls her skirt back down.  They both seem worried about the fact that several other people have entered the skating rink.  “Would you like to go out and get a drink?  You can bring him along,” the young man says as he smiles at my wife.  

“No thanks”  Amelia backs away from the railing while grinning and begins to skate again.  I wave in the direction of the young men and follow her as she rolls away, the group of guys laughing at their friend.

“Shit, honey,” I say as I get right up behind her.  “Are you nuts?”

“A little,” she admits as she looks back at me.  “Didn’t you like seeing that, though?  You were hard, right?”

I look down at my shorts and see that I am pitching a small tent.  “Yeah, I’m getting there.”  I laugh as I roll up close to her and reach out for her hips.  “You should fuck me while we are rolling.”  

Amelia laughs.  “No one would notice that, of course.”  She reaches down to her waist where my hands are resting and holds them.  “Would you like to bend me over a rail and show me what you can do?”  

I laugh.  “You are fucking into this, aren’t you?”

Smiling, she relies, “I guess I’m rolling horny today, Ethan.  You know how I like a good fucking.”  Amelia slows down near an exit at the railing.  Taking my hand, she leads me out of the rink and we go toward a family bathroom.  After walking inside, my wife closes and locks the door before bending over the sink countertop and lifting her skirt.  “Fuck me hard, Ethan.”

“Honey.  People out there will know that we are in here fucking.”

“I don’t care.”  She wriggles her ass against my crotch until I pull down my shorts and briefs.  Then, without much ado about it, I push my hard shaft into her soft, wet muff.

“Damn, I liked the way you toyed with those men,” I say as I thrust hard in and out of my wife.  “You let them see your pussy and got them all hard and horny.  He would have fucked you if you had let him.”

“Yeah, that makes me wet too.”  Amelia reaches between her legs and massages her swollen clitoris as my balls slap against her hand.  “I love the way you fuck me, Ethan.  Keep going like this.  Fuck me until you come inside me.”  

“Oh, Amelia.”  I feel myself getting closer to an orgasm as I reach around and massage her breasts through her tee shirt.  Fucking my wife like this in a public restroom is something we have both talked about before, but this is the first time we have followed through on that fantasy.  “I’m going to come in a minute,” I tell her.  “I want to shoot it all into you.”

“Shoot all your jism into me, Ethan.  Fill my pussy up with it.”  Her fingers move faster as she works hard to get herself off as well.  

“Fuck...uhhhhh!!!”  I begin to shoot my seed deep into her womb as I grip my wife’s hips.  “Ohhh...OHHH!!!” 

“Nahhhh!!!”  Amelia’s petite body grinds into mine as she orgasms with me.  “Ethan...ohhhhh...fuck...”  My wife squirts a little as her pussy grips my cock hard.  “Mmmm...ohhhh...”

We keep writhing around against each other until we are both spent and I pull my wet cock out of her pussy.  Giving Amelia a gentle tap on her ass, I say to her, “I dare you to skate out there past those guys with my spunk rolling down your legs.”

Amelia turns and looks at me with a wicked smile.  “Alright.”  She opens the bathroom door after adjusting her skirt and goes right to the rink floor.  I follow just behind her and watch as she skates round while my white man sauce dribbles from her twat to the inside of her thighs.  Once satisfied that she has plenty of my semen on her legs, she skates up to the men and stops to pose in a way that they can see it on her.

“Damn, dude,” one of the men says to me as he shakes his head.  “That’s the way to pop her.”  

“Fuck,” another one chuckles before my wife and I skate away from them.

“I need to clean up.”  Amelia giggles as we go back to our seats and she picks up her bag from the chair.  “I’ll be back in a few, okay?”

“Yeah, okay.”  I sit down in a seat as my cock becomes a little stiff again.  “Again?  Shit, little guy,” I say as I laugh and pat my crotch.  Amelia can be more fun than any other woman I have dated before, and today just proves that once again.  I loved seeing her play around with those other men and I wouldn’t mind seeing her one day getting even closer and more personal to someone like them.  
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​Chapter Four: A Lady’s Advice
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Lydia’s brother Ronnie has a restaurant in town called The Blue Dog and the menu features both American and Asian cuisines.  I have never been here before, but my colleague from work has insisted that today we should have lunch here together.  She has also told me that her brother has promised her and one guest a free meal and she wants to make sure he honors that promise.

“It smells so nice in here,” I say as we sit down at a table.

“Ronnie is a great cook,” Lydia replies as she looks over at me.  “Would you like some wine with your meal today?”

“No,” I answer.  “We have to be back at work in an hour, you know.  We can’t show up buzzed after having some wine.”

“I’m having a glass, Ethan.  You should loosen up and do the same.”  She waves at a server and the young woman walks over to our table.

“I’m Ronnie’s sister,” Lydia begins before saying, “We would like a bottle of white wine and two glasses as well as an appetizer.”

“Which appetizer?” the young woman asks as she writes this down.

“Surprise us,” Lydia responds.  “And, this is on the house.  Ronnie promised.”

The server nods her head.  “I will have to clear that with him if that is alright with you.”

“Of course.”  My colleague smiles at the young woman before watching her walk away.  “He had better not back out of that promise.”

“If he does I can cover it,” I tell her.  “I still don’t think we should be having any wine on a workday.”

“The wine is fine, Ethan.  Also, if he doesn’t cover it I will go back to the kitchen and kick him in the balls.”  We both laugh as Lydia settles back into her chair.  “So, I have been giving some thought to an idea or two for your wife’s surprise birthday gift.”

“Oh, good,” I reply.  “I am still struggling to come up with ideas of my own.”

Lydia pulls her cell phone out of her pocket.  “I have also crunched a few numbers on the cost of each thing so that you have something to go by when you make a decision.”

“Alright.  Hit me with your ideas.”  I take a sip of water from a glass already on the table in front of me.

“Let’s start with an idea that I think would be really cool.  There are cruise lines that have romantic getaways at a decent price.  For around two thousand dollars you can take your wife on a cruise around the Caribbean for four days and three nights.  They offer buffet meals for a little extra and several day and night activities.  How does that sound to you?”

I scrunch up my nose as I shake my head.  “Amelia is not a cruise type of person.  The last one we took she was irritated by the fact that so
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