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I followed my wife to the hotel bar where she said she had a surprise for me waiting.  I couldn’t figure out what was going on, as it was something else what she already had here.  We opened the door into the rather high-end looking place, and she grabbed us a table.  A server came around and we placed a couple of drinks, me a whiskey sour, her a Manhattan.

I looked around and saw a bunch of people just milling about, minding their own business.  My wife broke the silence and then said, “Remember a few months you admitted to wanting to watch someone else have their way with me?”

“Yeah, but I thought you were joking when you agreed,” I said as the server handed us our drinks.

“Well, I was serious, and I started talking to someone,” she said.  “He will be here shortly, and he agreed to help me with something I’ve always wanted to try but never told you about.”

We have done plenty together, so I couldn’t figure out what she meant.  “Well, I’m going to watch you and him make love?” I asked.  “Is that what the hotel was for?  The nice dress?”  She nodded yes as she demurely took a sip of her drink.  “How much is this costing us?”

“Nothing,” she said.  She then perked up and waved to someone behind me.  “And he’s here.”

This gentleman sat down next to her, a handsome man who looked like he was in his late fifties.  My wife and I were both only in our late twenties, so this was going to be amazing.  He leaned over and gave my wife a quick kiss on the lips.  “Hello Beautiful,” he said to her.

“If I didn’t know better, I’d say you two have meet up before,” I said.

“Oh, Luke, this is my husband Frank,” she said to him.

He stuck out his hand and I took it for a quick handshake.  Firm, yet gentle.  Forceful, yet yielding.  I was going to like plenty about him.  “Yes, I must admit, we have meet up a few times before,” he said as he flagged down the server.  “We had starting talking on a dating app, and she asked if I was into something different, so I agreed.  We met for coffee a few times, and I did insist on nude photographs regularly.”

“You two haven’t fooled around yet, have you?” I asked, worried that my wife did a bit more than I hoped.

“No Frank,” my wife said.  “We just kissed and made out the last time we met up, and I was topless when we did.  That’s all.”

“Ok, I just wanted to know what all was going on,” I said.

Luke’s drink showed up and then he said, “Rightfully so!  But I hope you aren’t put off on this.  I am older than her grandfather.”
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