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I leave work and take a cab across town. It’s my twenty-first birthday and Mark, my husband, has told me to meet him at a hotel that I’ve not heard of before. As I sit in the cab and pretend to listen to the cab drivers chatter, I search for the hotel on the web via my smartphone. From the description and the photographs, the hotel looks very expensive and way over Mark’s budget. We met in college and got married soon after. Money can be tight from time to time as we save to buy our own home, instead of renting forever more. But it’s my birthday after all, so perhaps my husband thinks I deserve a treat or two. However, I sense that Mark believes he also deserves some kind of treat despite it being my birthday and not his.

In the text message that Mark sent with the hotel location, he also told me to remove my underwear before I arrive. Being the dutiful wife, I had slipped into the bathroom at work and removed my panties and bra, tucking them into my bag.

But the thought of arriving at the hotel to meet with Mark while minus my underwear doesn’t feel like a treat. I was a virgin when I met Mark, so I have no previous sexual experiences to judge him by. Despite Mark being the most loving guy a girl could wish for—and I love him more than anyone or anything—I find our sex life rather disappointing. The problem is, Mark just doesn’t last very long—not as long as the men that my friends and co-workers are dating. The stories they tell me are eye-popping and the men that fuck them seem to be able to last for hours if the tales they tell are true. I just get the feeling that Mark doesn’t like sex very much. When we do have sex, it’s mostly initiated by me and Mark will just lay on top, grunt in my ear a couple of times before blowing his load. He’s never made me cum, although I pretend to him that he has.

The only time I’ve ever had an orgasm is while watching porn on my laptop each Friday night when Mark goes out with his buddies to watch football and have a few beers. It’s on these occasions that I lie in bed alone and work my aching clit while watching men fuck women until they are squirting like fountains. I’ve noticed too that I like watching porn that includes older men—men in their mid to late forties. Daddies. They seem to have the experience and stamina to fuck like wild bulls. These older—more mature—men look sexy with their salt and pepper hair and stocky muscular frames. I like an older guy who has a chest and taut stomach that is covered in just the right amount of hair. Apart from the blonde hair that Mark has on his head, his chest and stomach are hairless and smooth. 

Sometimes I feel guilty when I fantasize about being fucked by an older man—it feels like I’m cheating on my husband in some way and I could never do that. I could never hurt, Mark, I love him too much even if he doesn’t satisfy my needs in bed. So as I pay the cab driver and climb from the taxi, I don’t feel sexy or turned-on at all by the fact that Mark has summoned me to this hotel minus my underwear. Whatever sexy ideas Mark has planned for me will last no more than thirty seconds—if I’m lucky. But I’ll go along with it, because I love Mark and I love to see him happy. 

As I cross the plush lobby and head towards the elevator, I check my phone again to remind myself of the room number that I’m meant to head to. 238 it says in his text message, so I ride the elevator to the second floor. I follow the wide corridors and passageways until I’m standing outside the room. I flick my long dark hair from off my shoulders and smarten down my blouse and pencil skirt with the palms of my hands. I tap lightly on the hotel room door and it’s opened instantly, like my husband has been awaiting my arrival. He takes hold of my hand and pulls me inside. Mark closes the door and stares at me with his light blue eyes. They look different tonight—clouded over with lust perhaps.

Mark says nothing as he leads me into the room. My eyes roam the lavish surroundings and I realize that Mark must have spent a lot of money on the room. But as I stand and look at the fine furnishings and the king-sized bed draped in satin sheets and pillows, I can’t help but think that he has wasted his money. Why pay for such an expensive room for the night when the sex will last no more than a few minutes. He could have booked a sleazy motel room for a fraction of the price and spent the rest of the money on a piece of jewelry for me or a bottle of perfume. I would have been happier with that. But as my eyes scan the room, I notice something—someone—and I take a sharp intake of breath. It seems that we are not alone in the hotel room. I hadn’t noticed at first but sitting in a chair in the far corner of the room is another man. 

As I stand and look at him, trying to make sense of what is going on, the man gets up out of the chair and comes across the room. He is older than both me and Mark, perhaps in his mid-forties. And just like in the porno’s I have secretly watched, he has dark hair with flecks of grey at the sides, dark moody brown eyes and a square jawline that is covered with a salt and pepper scruff. Despite not knowing who the man is and why he is in the room with me and my husband, I can’t help but think that he looks hot in the crisp white shirt he is wearing, which he has open down the front. In the warm orange glow coming from the nearby bedside lamp, I can see that his abs and broad chest are covered in a carpet of black-greying hair—just like the men in the porno’s I watch—just like in my secret fantasies. He is wearing faded denims that fit snuggly to the large bulge packing out the front. He smells good, too, and my head swims. Heart races. Pussy begins to throb. 

Tearing my eyes from the hot mature stud whose eyes are roaming the length of my body, I look at my husband.

“What’s going on?” I ask, my breathing beginning to quicken. “Who is this guy?”

“He’s your birthday present,” Mark says, with a smile that lights up his eyes with a mischievous glint. It’s a look I have never seen in my husband’s eyes before. 

“What do you mean?” I frown. 

Mark’s smile broadens as he takes my hands in his. “It’s okay, Lisa,” he says, “I know you’ve been fantasizing about being fucked by an older man.”

“No I haven’t,” I lie and pretending to look shocked. I pull my hands free, folding my arms across my large breasts. I can’t help but notice how my nipples have stiffened.

“It’s okay,” Mark says, his tone understanding. “You left your laptop on a few weeks back and I checked your internet history. When I learnt about the porno’s you’ve been secretly watching, I wasn’t mad with you, Lisa, I was mad at myself.”

“What are you talking about?” I ask, shooting the stranger a sideways glance, then looking back at my husband. 

“I know I don’t satisfy you...I know that I don’t enjoy sex very much, but that doesn’t mean you shouldn’t,” he explains, pulling my arms away from over my breasts and taking hold of my hands again. His eyes drift down at my nipples now straining against the soft fabric of my blouse. “I’ve been selfish but tonight that is going to change. I’m going to put your happiness first.”

“I’m not sure I know what you mean, Mark,” I breathe, although I have a sneaking suspicion as to what he has planned for me and the thought has my pussy juicing up at the very idea.

“I want your fantasies to come true,” Mark says, searching my eyes. “It’s your birthday and I want you to be happy...I want
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