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Excitement is not an easy thing to hide from your husband
of ten years, a man who knows you better than anyone else on the
planet. Well, he doesn’t know everything – we all have our little
secrets – but he can usually read my face and tone spot on. So when
he told me about his idea to swap spouses with our neighbours for a
night, it was excruciatingly difficult to mask my enthusiasm.

I’d known
something was going on for days. Bobby had been acting strange and
was jumpy around me. I knew from past experience not to pester him
to tell me what was up. He’s one of those guys who will tell you
something when he’s ready and not a moment sooner, no matter how
much you ask.

But one
afternoon when he came in the house all stinky and sweaty – he
likes to putter around in the yard and act like he’s conquering his
kingdom – and looking like he swallowed the proverbial canary, I
couldn’t take it any longer. I made it clear that I wanted to know
what was going on; not knowing was driving me bonkers. We sat on
the bed and when Bobby asked me what I thought about swapping for a
night with our neighbours Tyler and Stephanie, I had to dig deep to
hide my excitement.

I stood
and walked over to the window in our bedroom, keeping my back to
Bobby so he couldn’t see the smile on my face that was tugging on
my earlobes. It was a fucking fantastic idea, I wish we could swap
spouses every week, but I didn’t want Bobby to see how
splendid I thought the idea
was. If he knew how turned on I was thinking about Tyler, he’d have
serious second thoughts.

Tyler.
Damn, he was one smokin’ hot guy. He looks like he should be in a
fireman’s calendar. He has a broad chest and a narrow waist and he
clearly takes care of himself. He takes very, very good care of
himself. I usually only see him in his work clothes – a tailored
suit or slacks and a button down shirt – but once I caught a
glimpse of him in his back yard wearing nothing but shorts. I went
into the study – the room with the clearest view of Tyler’s back
yard – and masturbated as I watched him pull weeds, mow the grass,
and add food to their bird feeders. I touched myself as I imagined
his hands on my body instead of on the yard equipment. I played
with my tits and rubbed my clit, and made a wet mess of myself as I
continued to watch him. It didn’t take me long to cum when I had
such eye candy and a vivid imagination.

As Bobby
and I discussed swapping, my mind was already made up – hell, yeah, we were
swapping – but I acted like I had concerns. When I finally “let”
Bobby convince me and said, “Okay. Let’s do it,” I thought his
enthusiasm was going to match my own. Bobby was obviously turned on
by the idea as we got it on right then. I was dripping wet before
he even touched me thinking of my night with Tyler but I didn’t let
on that I was horny. When Bobby pushed me to my knees, indicating
he wanted a blow job, I didn’t mind for once. While I used to love
sucking cock, I don’t enjoy it with Bobby as he has a horrible
habit of trying to shove my head further down his dick. It’s
annoying as I gag and end up with the taste of bile in my mouth,
not exactly conducive to feeling sexy. I’ve asked him not to do it
on numerous occasions but that slips his mind when he’s getting
blown.

I
continued sucking Bobby, barely touching him with my lips and
tongue to keep things from getting too intense; I wanted to avoid
the shoving match. I wondered what Tyler’s dick would be like. I’ll
bet he had a thick one that would fill me up. I’ll bet he could
fuck me forever with it, or at least all night long. Perhaps I’d
blow him first so his stamina while we screwed would be longer.
Sometimes a woman just has to have a hard, long fucking.

I was
still blowing Bobby and was lost in my thoughts of sucking Tyler
when Bobby picked me up and threw me on the bed. He hiked up my
skirt, ripped off my panties, and fucked me hard doggy style. I
loved every second of it and came before Bobby blew his load. I
muffled my moans the best I could, not wanting to let on that I
liked it so rough. It’s manipulative but I knew he’d feel bad
afterward and give me all the foreplay I wanted if he felt guilty.
I love foreplay, the more the better. I love having every inch of
my body touched as I slowly work my way to an orgasm.
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