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Home for the Holidays

My wife Nancy and I are from the same small town in rural Texas. We grew up together but didn’t interact much as she was part of the popular crowd and I was more of a social loner. We went to the same university and during our senior year we ended up in a class together. Because of that, we started spending time together and suddenly we were dating.

Unlike Nancy who was an honor role student throughout high school, I was a real slacker. Besides sports the rest of my time was spent hanging out with several close friends and drinking beer. I barely made it into college but once there something seemed to click and I buckled down hard. The result was becoming an honors grad in engineering and a healthy slate of offers for employment.

Nancy and I graduated together then were married over the summer. At the same time, we moved to a large city where I started work for an international oil & gas company while Nancy took a job working for a non-profit organization. Coming from the country, we were a bit wowed by city life but being dual incomes with no kids left us in pretty good financial shape and we were able to make friends enjoy the social scene. Nancy’s job required lots of participation in receptions and fund raising activities. As a result, she quickly honed her fashion skills and social graces. Not to say they weren’t already good since she had been in one of the leading sororities in college but the job polished them off nicely. She was also able to coach me and I became more confident and outgoing as well.

I was fortunate that my hard work did not go unnoticed and after two years I was given a very rare opportunity for an expat assignment in the Middle East. It was not a great location but it was one of those opportunities you don’t turn down. So, at 24 years old Nancy and I left Texas for the first time and set up house on foreign soil. It was a bit daunting at first but the company treated us exceptionally well. We had a villa with a maid and a car and driver too. Nancy couldn’t work due to visa restrictions but she soon connected with other expat women, both American and other nationalities, and stayed busy. The thing she liked best to do was to plan trips within the region and Europe. We would usually go during long weekends or when traveling back and forth to Texas on annual leave. During the last four months Nancy returned to Texas to give birth to Kyle, our son.

After two years in the assignment, we were transferred to Asia. It was further from home but in a much more foreign friendly location. Nancy joined me after I had the house set-up with our newborn. I worked hard and we lived the good life. Before long, she was pregnant again and gave birth to our daughter Hannah. She had more faith in the hospitals this time so she stayed with me to deliver.

We stayed almost three years in the assignment before I was transferred to a very nice management job back in Texas. We were sad in many ways to leave but both felt it was the right time too.

Now with some savings built up and a much higher salary we were able to buy a nice house in a great neighborhood. Kyle was now three and Hannah almost two. Nancy didn’t want to return to work until Hannah was five so she settled in as a housewife. Of course, now she didn’t have the maid or driver so all of the work fell on her. Still, she accepted it with a positive attitude and found a woman who would come in mornings on Tuesdays and Thursdays allowing her to get out a bit for personal time.

One of her joys is working out and staying in shape. She was religious, almost driven, after she had our daughter and was down to within five pounds of her high school weight within three months. I thought she looked fantastic but she was relentless in her determination to get back to what she called “normal”. It took another two months but she finally got there. Since then, she would fluctuate up a couple pounds then work back down but was always very close to “normal”.

As Christmas approached, we started getting a lot of pressure from our families to spend time with them in our hometown. We weren’t adverse to visiting nut wondered if there was enough to do to keep from getting bored. With our travels and experiences the hometown life seemed a distant memory. However, when Nancy let slip that I had over a month of built up vacation the pressure got any stronger. Finally, we negotiated a deal where we would arrive on December 15th, which was my birthday, and stay until the 2nd of the following year. Word spread fast among Nancy’s friends as she soon was receiving calls and emails about getting together.

Like I said previously, Nancy was part of the “in crowd” in high school. She was a cheerleader and was voted most attractive. She is 5′7″ tall and weighs 125 pounds with long legs and very sensitive B-cup breasts with tiny nipples. Her hair is black and she has dark brown eyes that light up when she smiles. Topping it off is full luscious lips and cute dimples in her cheeks. While I love her breasts and the way she squirms when they are played with, I think her best feature is her long legs and tight butt.

As far my looks go, I’m 5′11″ with an average build. A bit balding on top too. I know I married above my station and always figured that Nancy had selected me as much for my career prospects as my looks.

The departure day came quickly and we were headed west in our SUV loaded with baby stuff and Christmas presents. Halfway there, with the kids sleeping, I let Nancy drive while I poured myself a whiskey on ice.

“Is that necessary?” Nancy asked with a look of disapproval.

“Can’t help it. I’m my father’s son.” I replied.

“Don’t get hammered before we get there.” She commanded. “It’s your birthday after all.”

“I won’t. Besides I want to find your cheerleader outfit.” I told her. I had been teasing her that I always wanted to make love to her while she was in her uniform and was determined to find it.

“If you’re lucky.” She said with a smile.

Sex with Nancy has always been incredible although kids have a way of making things difficult. I wasn’t deeply experienced when we started dating having been with only three other women but I knew she was a rare find. The most important part was that she truly enjoyed sex herself. Also, she had an active and playful mind and didn’t mind when I tried things like blindfolding her or tying her up.

I had queried Nancy often about her past experience and she said I was her second. Her first was a relationship in her sophomore and junior years in college. She wouldn’t go into too many specifics but piecing things together it seemed like they had spent most of the two years in bed. As far as high school. She said that some boys had gotten into her bra and a maybe someone had put his hands in her panties but nothing further. She wouldn’t give specifics on names however so I was left to guess based on my memories of that time.

We hit her parents place at 4:30 PM just as the light was fading. We were staying there because they had a larger place with a small guest room over a detached garage that would provide some privacy and keep her parents from being awakened by crying children. Of course there were hugs and kisses all around but the attention was quickly focused on the kids and I was more or less pushed to the background.

“Your folks are coming at 6:00 PM.” Her mom announced.

At 5:00 PM her best friend Susie arrived. After cooing over the kids, Susie and Nancy retreated to a corner and started a lively discussion. Susie was a very cute blonde. She was a bit shorter and slightly heavier than Nancy with larger breasts. In my high school days I had masturbated many times thinking about her and was for some reason pleased that she had held up well. Susie was recently divorced with one child, a seven year old boy. Nancy and Susie had stayed in contact over the years using email and Skype when we were out of the country to stay connected.

Susie left just as my parents and Nancy’s sister and husband arrived. Her sister was three years older and had three kids ranging from eleven to six. She had stayed in town and married her high school sweetheart who farmed. Again, there was the round of hugs and kisses then we sat down to a nice dinner. While my parents were drinkers, Nancy’s parents were good Baptists so we had nothing with dinner. I found myself thinking it was fortunate that Nancy had not followed this strict rule.

With five kids the dinner was mostly a free-for-all. Still it was enjoyable getting caught up. We finished and had my birthday cake and then Nancy’s sister left followed soon by my parents.

“We’re supposed to go to Susie’s at 10:00 PM.” My wife said to me as she finished helping her mother clean.

“Why? What about the kids.” I asked.

“To visit and mom is watching the kids.” She explained.

“Oh, I see.” I replied not wanting to go but not wanting to be a downer either.

Nancy spent 30 minutes primping and then we were on our way. The good thing about small towns is even though it can be long distances between places no traffic lights and little traffic makes it seem very short.

When we pulled up there were at least a dozen cars parked around Susie’s house.

“I thought it was just Susie?” I said.

“Just a few others.” She replied getting out of the car and practically running to the door.

As we stepped inside to something of a roar, I could see that it was more than just a few. There was a full party going on. Nancy was getting hugs from everyone, male and female. I have a thing about being too close to people so I stayed on the fringe selectively shaking hands and giving nods and waves to others.

Of course I knew almost everyone there after all I had lived there for 18 years. Still, in many ways they seemed distant to me. None of them were people I would consider myself close to. I had a beer shoved in my hand, which seemed like a very good idea, and I started a discussion with two old football teammates. Neither had left town and were working in agriculture like most. We were running out of things to talk about until we hit on the local football team. I can’t say I was really that interested but it did keep things moving. Along the way, another beer found its way in my hand and I worked on it.

Looking over at Nancy she had a group of six girls around her talking their heads off. Susie and Kathleen had held up pretty well but the rest were showing some miles. I wondered if it was due to kids or just laziness.

In the rest of the room, besides the two guys trying to talk to me, were ten odd other people, all drinking, three who were paired up or trying to be. Suddenly, a thought hit my head that both puzzled and distressed me. I realized that after all I had accomplished since high school and how little this group had that the same old dynamics were playing out. I was the social misfit. I might be able to travel the globe and give senior level presentations to executives but here in my home town I was a fish out of water. At the same time, I realized that Nancy had stepped back in time or never left. She was still the social butterfly able to attract and hold people attention. My realization actually made me snicker to myself which brought odd looks from the two guys.

They say knowledge is power and my clarity also brought a feeling of acceptance and relaxation. After all, why did I care what these people thought? In a couple weeks I would be back in my world. I decided then to treat it all like a game and be an active player.

Forcing my attitude to change, I feigned a sincere interest in the lives of my conversation partners. Almost immediately, they perked up like someone for the first time was showing any interest in their situation. Our more lively conversation attracted several others to join including a petite brunette whose face I recognized but whose name I couldn’t place.

I expected people to want to know about our travels but instead found that this was not the case. What they wanted to talk about was their own lives and since I was ten years out of touch I provided a great opportunity to do so. I learned about kids, marriages, deaths, divorces, scandals and triumphs. I also realized how much work it is to be a conversationalist when you don’t have a sincere interest. Maybe I was being cynical but I wanted to get through this visit without going crazy and this approach provided an avenue. It helped too that I was being given beer every time the bottle got half empty.

Glancing towards Nancy, I saw that the crowd of girls had dispersed and she was now with Susie and Greg Carruthers. Greg was the male Nancy equivalent in high school. A sports star and lady’s man in the high school days, he had gone off to college on a football scholarship but quit after a couple years and returned to work for his father. Although a bit heavier he had more or less stayed in shape. He was also one of the guys I suspected of having spent some time fondling Nancy. While I was too far away to hear them talk, the smiles on their faces let me know they were enjoying the conversation.

“Did you and Nancy like living overseas?” The slender brunette asked.

“Yes, very much.” I replied a bit startled that she had asked and still wondering who she was.

“I wish I could do that.” She offered.

“It’s an interesting world out there; you just have to give things a try.” I said cringing at the condescending sound of my own words.

“Greg would never leave.” She replied while smiling.

“Well he is in a good situation with his dad’s business why should he give that up?” One of the men in the group replied to her defensively.

I inferred from the conversation that she must be Greg Carruther’s wife.

“Tell me about your family.” I asked her intentionally trying to make it an open ended question.

“We have three little girls.” She told me.

“Oh, that’s very nice.” I replied.

“All cute as hell.” The Greg defender added.

“Nancy hasn’t changed at all. She is still so pretty.” Greg’s wife said.

“Yes, she is. I’m very lucky.” I answered realizing it was one of the few sincere statements I had made that night.

“Oh, I think she is lucky too! She has a family and gets to see the world too. Y’all are like legends.” She said.

“Thanks I guess.” I said with a laugh which made the others laugh and her to blush slightly.

As the effects of the beer settled in, I was happy to let others pick up the conversation while I listened and nodded appropriately. The group had moved so I could now look across and see Susie, Greg and Nancy talking. Occasionally others would join and then leave after a few minutes.

Susie left Greg and Nancy alone while she stepped into the kitchen to pour some wine and I saw her wink at Nancy. The wink could have been for a million reasons but in my mind it gave proof positive that Nancy and Greg had a past. I wondered how far it had gone? Kissing maybe? Did he fondle her breasts? Is he the one that had touched her between her legs? Was there even more she hadn’t admitted?

The conversation in the group drifted into a distant background noise as I started and contemplated the various scenarios. My skin felt flushed not from jealousy but rather from a strange curiosity. A need to know but not knowing how I would ever truly know for certain. When Nancy used her hand to flick her hair off her shoulder in an obvious sign of flirtation I felt my cock stirring in my jeans.

I had a sudden need to get some fresh air so I went out into the back yard where there was a small group smoking in the 50 degree air. I joined them in their discussion while positioning myself to keep an eye on Nancy. Susie had left them alone and for the next fifteen minutes, they kept up a conversation with lots of smiling. Several times Greg leaned down to say something to her in way that seemed intended not to be heard by others. This only fueled my suspicions. Finally, a several others joined up which stopped their apparent intimate discussion.

It wasn’t long after that the crowd began thinning and when I stepped back inside and made eye contact with Nancy she nodded letting me know she was ready to leave. We said our goodbyes agreeing to get together over the next couple weeks then headed out in the car.

“I’m horny.” Nancy said reaching over and rubbing my leg. It wasn’t unheard of for her to do this but still it was rare.

“If you want some tonight sweetie you’ll have to find your cheerleader outfit.” I replied suspecting what had made her horny but not wanting to force the issue.

“I’ll find it.” She replied with a half-drunken grin.

“Did you have fun?” I asked fishing.

“Yes, did you?” She replied.

“It was nice catching up with some of the people.” I said giving a politically correct answer.

Soon, we were at her parent’s house and checking on the kids who were staying in the main house.

“Go get in bed and I’ll be there soon.” Nancy commanded with a wicked grin.

I went to the guest house and got undressed but stayed at the window wanting to see her strut across the yard in the cold air wearing her outfit. It seemed to take forever and just when I was about to get in bed I saw the backdoor open and Nancy step outside. She looked awesome and exactly as I remembered her in the uniform, even wearing the shoes. As she started towards the stairs I saw her stop, take her phone out and then begin to type something. She stood in the cold air exchanging messages for several minutes before she put her phone away. Of course, in my state I knew it was Greg probably sending dirty messages.

I was lying on the bed with the sheet across my waist when she opened the door.

“Beautiful.” Was all I said.

Nancy started to get in bed when I stopped her.

“Do some cheers for me first.” I demanded.

“No baby, I need it.” She whined.

“Cheers first.” I replied holding fast.

With a smile and roll of her eyes she stepped back and in good form started yelling out a cheer. It was actually impressive and I let her finish the whole thing. Again, she tried to get in bed.

“Another.” I said.

This time without arguing she started her cheer but this time I got out of bed causing her to stop.

“Keep going sweetie.” I told her.

When she started again I got behind her and started licking her calf which again made her stop.

“Be still.” I said.

She followed my command and stayed still her legs spread about two feet as I licked up each calf, then up her thighs before pulling her skirt up to kiss her ass through the bottoms.

“Oh baby.” She moaned.

Then, I stood nude behind her and put my head in the crook of her neck while my hands fondled her legs, tummy and breasts through the outfit.

“How many boys jacked off thinking about fucking you while you were wearing this?” I asked intentionally being provocative.

“Probably none.” She answered as she panted.

“All of them.’ I corrected her.

“You too?” she asked.

“Especially me.” I replied honestly.

I kept my left hand on her breasts but snaked my right under the skirt and into her bottoms. I thought to myself how many boys and men had seen these bottoms when she did her jumps and knew that thin fabric hid a beautiful treasure. Rubbing around but not touching her slit she was quickly writhing against me trying to push against my dick.

“How many boys had their hands in here?” I asked truly wanting to know.

“None.” She answered between breaths.

“Don’t lie.” I scolded.

“Fuck me please.” She whined using a word that she almost never used.

Her use of the f word made my dick grow an extra inch but I held myself back trying to use her vulnerability to get information.

“Not until you tell me.” I demanded.

“Baby don’t. You’re being mean.” She exclaimed.

“Tell me.” I repeated my hand getting closer then backing away.

“Greg.” She finally said after a long silence.


I slid my hand between her legs to find her shaved pussy to be completely soaked. Two of my fingers were quickly inside her sawing hard. She used her hands to push the bottoms down to her knees then bent forward to take them off. When she tried to fall on the bed I grabbed her hips and held her up.

“Put your hands on the bed.” I commanded.

Doggy style is one of Nancy’s favorite positions so she quickly fell forward on her hands. I used my hand to guide my dick up and down her slit several times before plunging it inside. I don’t remember her ever being so wet and her pussy was hot too.

I stroked inside her quickly, causing her to grunt each time I hit bottom until I slowed to a sustainable pace. Her pussy was making slurping noises which further intensified my desire.

“Did he fuck you?” I blurted out.

“No, no.” she quickly answered.

“He fingered you?” I forced out of my mouth between strokes.

“Yes.” She answered quickly.

“What else?” I asked.

“Nothing.” She replied but taking too long. Nancy is a horrible liar and I can usually tell when she is.

“What else?’ I demanded gritting my teeth to hold back my climax.

“He licked me.” Her voice coming out like a whimper.

I couldn’t hold back any longer and my dick erupted pulling the energy from my body as I filled her pussy.

“OH FUCK, OH HELL.” I grunted as I lost control of my movements and fell against her back causing her to fall forward on the bed.

We lay there in silence as we caught our breaths my dick still inside. The position was too awkward to stay long so when I had regained some strength I pulled away then helped her get up on the bed still in her uniform.

“Can I take it off?” She asked with an air of guilt.

“No, not yet.” I said but removed her shoes and socks.

I assumed she thought I would be mad because she had a past that until now had been kept secret. But, on the contrary, strangely I found it non-threatening and arousing.

When she was on her back, I pulled the skirt up, spread her legs and re-entered her very wet pussy with my half-hard dick.

“Ummm…” She moaned as I pushed in.

First, I was still then I began a very slow rocking motion as my dick recovered and got hard. I leaned down to kiss her lips, then her neck and then pulled the top down as far as I could kissing the tops of her breasts.

“You’re so damn beautiful.” I said.

“You say that because you’re in love with me.” She replied.

“Yes, I am.” I followed.

That sequence of phrases is something we have said to each other since we became intimate and it never gets old. Saying it, I could feel her body relax. We continued to rock together enjoying the intimacy.

“Did he make you cum?” I asked after a long period of silence.

“Yes.” She answered with a whisper.

“Once or more?” I asked naively and after the question was met with silence I followed. “How many times then?”

“More than once.” She answered finally.

“More than ten times?” I asked as my cock got harder.

“Maybe ten.” She replied.

“With his fingers or tongue?” I asked now feeling her hips pushing against me.

“Both.” She replied quickly this time.

“He never came?” I asked logic telling me otherwise.

“Yes he did. Oh baby harder.” She answered I think getting turned on by the conversation like I was.

“How did he cum?” I grunted pushing hard into her.

“I jacked him off.” She said almost yelling.

“Where, where did his cum go?” I gasped.

“On my body.” She said her hand pulling on my ass.

“Where?” I demanded.

“Everywhere.” She shot back. “Yes, baby. Oh don’t stop. It feels so good. He got the outside you get the inside.” She grunted now very excited.

“He’s the only boy to do that?” I followed my curiosity wanting to know the complete story.

“Yes, the only boy.” Her answer took a little too long and the way she said the word “boy” made me suspicious. Fortunately, my previous climax allowed me to keep some control but I wasn’t sure how long she would last.

“Who else?” I said sternly into her ear while pushing down hard.

“No one.” She answered softly without conviction.

“Did he fuck you?” I asked bluntly trying a different tact. When she didn’t answer quickly I asked again. “Did the other boy fuck you?”

“No.” She replied in a voice barely audible.

Since she had admitted to Greg, I sensed this must be something more personal. Something she was more reluctant or embarrassed to share.

“Did you suck him?” I asked nibbling on her ear. “I’m not mad just tell me.”

“Yes.” She whined out her body slapping against mine. “I’m going to cum sweetie.”

“Not yet. Did he finger and lick you.” I had to know.

“Yes, yes.” She replied very close now.

“Did you let him cum in your mouth?” I asked needing every detail.

“Please shut up and fuck me.” She exclaimed.

“Tell me.” I practically yelled at her.

“No he came on my pussy.” She forced out.

“Why?” I asked.

“He made me.” She immediately answered.

“Why?” I asked again.

“He wanted to…” she started to answer but stopped.

“Wanted to what?” I asked and realized I had her arms spread out sideways in a strong grip.

“Rub it.” She cried.

“Rub it over you?” I asked.

“Over and in.” She replied her eyes locking on mine with her admission.

“He pushed his cum inside you?” I asked now shocked.

“Yes, now that’s everything. Fuck your wife.” She demanded.

While I was very surprised I was also very horny now. Her admission of her hometown experiences were exciting me for some odd reason. Being together for as long as we have I knew when she passes the point of high arousal to the countdown to orgasm. She was right on the edge now and her legs began to lift into the air. My balls were starting to boil too but I wanted to make sure she got through hers first.

Her legs lifted higher and her body and breath got still. She was only seconds away now.

“WHO WAS IT?” I said loudly suddenly wanting to know before she came.

“Baby…baby…” She cried out her nails digging into my back her orgasm not backing away.

“WHO?” I demanded again.

“COACH JOHNSON.” She forced out in a yell and seconds later the orgasm hit her.

“OH YES, Take it! Take it! Oh don’t stop, do it harder, ughhh…ohh. It feels so good.” She announced and I could feel her pussy spasm on my cock as her body involuntarily slammed against mine.

Despite my shock, I kept going afraid that any judgment on my part would permanently stop any communications between us. I remembered Coach Johnson as the student coach in his early 20s who had come to our school in the spring of our senior year.

“I’m still cumming. Keep fucking me.” Nancy announced now whimpering into my neck as I felt her juices flow over my tight balls.

I lasted as long as I could before finally, with a loud grunt, I emptied myself into Nancy visualizing Coach Johnson using his fingers to push his cum into the pretty cheerleader lying naked beneath him.



Home for the Holidays Ch. 02

Nancy and I woke the next morning to the sound of little feet scampering up the stairs followed by rapid knocks on the door.

“Are you guys up?” her mother called from behind the locked door.

“Just a second mom,” my wife quickly replied.

We pulled on some clothes and threw the cheerleader outfit into the closet before opening the door and letting the kids bolt inside. They wore big smiles which were great to see, and Nancy’s mother followed them in closing the door behind her.

“Did you guys sleep well?” my wife asked.

“Yes mom and we got to watch movies too,” Kyle announced.

“Your father went out and bought every Disney movie,” Nancy’s mother explained with a laugh.

“How fun,” she said picking Hannah up, and then asked, “How about breakfast? Have y’all eaten?”

“Grandpa said he would make pancakes if you’ll come down,” Kyle told her.

“Oh, yummy! Why don’t you guys go back down with grandma while daddy and I dress,” Nancy suggested.

After only a minor fuss, the kids, with grandma close behind, turned and tromped back down the stairs to the main house. Nancy and I cleaned up, put on fresh clothes then went down to join them, and I forced myself to put aside the erotic thoughts still running through my mind from Nancy’s recent admissions. Soon, we were digging into large stacks of pancakes smothered with syrup and downing strong black coffee which helped with my mild hangover.

“Grandpa said we can ride horses today,” my son stated.

“Kyle, I said we could if it was okay with your mom and dad,” Nancy’s father corrected.

“Oh, that sounds fun. Let’s do it!” my wife replied bringing squeals of delight from the kids.

Nancy is an experienced rider and wanted the kids to learn too. When talking about things to do on the visit, this one was at the top of the list. We gave Kyle and Hannah a chance to let their breakfast settle while her dad got the horses in the pen and then spent about an hour riding through some nearby pastures with my son on his own horse and Hannah with me. After the ride, the kids wanted to watch a movie, and since I was still feeling a little tired from the hangover, I decided to stay with them while Nancy did some last-minute shopping with Susie.

Besides shopping, Nancy and Susie had lunch and then sat around chatting until mid-afternoon during which time the kids and I watched two movies, ate, and napped.

“Susie told me that there is a dance at the hall tomorrow. She thinks it will be good with lots of people home for the holidays. You want to go?” she asked with a look that showed keen interest.

“Sure, why not? I’m surprised that place is still open,” I replied, wondering if Greg would be there.

Still buzzing from the things she told me during our lovemaking the previous night, I realized that after our years of marriage I still had things to discover. It created some nervousness in me as well as excitement as I certainly didn’t want to go through life in a stale relationship but I was unsure what, if anything, to do with the new info.

We spent the rest of the day and most of Saturday entertaining the kids and visiting with family. Kyle and Hannah were having a ball which wasn’t surprising given the attention from their grandparents and the never-ending treats they received. The TV den at Nancy’s parent’s house became their home base, and when we weren’t doing something else, they would play with their toys or watch a movie. There was also a bedroom next door, so it turned out to be much less difficult than I expected to get them to stay somewhere else other than with their mom. That night, we had an early dinner at my parent’s house then came back and settled the kids down with a movie before leaving to get ready. When we came back down at 8:30 PM the kids were already asleep on the couch so we waved goodbye to her parents and quietly slipped out the door.

Nancy looked good in a jean skirt and sweater top and the smile on her face signaled that she was looking forward to the evening. The dancehall sold wine and beer along with mixers if you wanted to bring in a bottle of liquor, and since my wife didn’t care for beer or low-end wine, we stopped and bought a bottle of vodka. Arriving at the hall, we could see that the parking lot was about two-thirds filled.

“Susie is saving some seats at her table for us,” my wife announced as we left the SUV, and as we approached the entrance, we could hear the beat of the country band playing inside.

Both of us had been to this place many times growing up but never as a married couple, so from that standpoint it was a first. In our small town, it had served as the primary social gathering spot during our high school years and it seems it still fulfilled that function.

We paid the cover then walked inside and searched the room looking for Susie. The hall had a bandstand centered on the back wall with a dance floor in front and surrounding the floor were rows of tables three deep with folding chairs. The place was set up for functionality rather than style, but we already knew what to expect, and it didn’t seem that it had changed at all in the eight odd years since we visited.

We spotted Susie waving to us from a table near the back and headed her way. The table she had staked out seated eight and besides her, there were two men and a woman. One of the men I recognized and I thought I might recall the woman but the other male was a stranger. Nancy and Susie hugged and then we were introduced to Les who was her date for the evening. I introduced myself to the other couple and learned they were Jeff and Laura. As soon as I heard their names, I connected the dots and remembered who they were from our high school days. After the introductions, I headed towards the bar to get a beer for me and some ice and tonic water for Nancy.

Over the next hour, the place filled until it became quite crowded. Nancy loves to dance and is good at it so, even though I’m average to poor and don’t enjoy it much, I did my duty and went out with her twice. She was downing the gin and tonics rapidly and I had to warn her to slow down which brought an admonishment from Susie to quit being so stiff. Susie dominated the time with my wife between dances gossiping about a thousand subjects which left plenty of time to chat with her date and the other couple who all turned out to be quite friendly. At about 10:30 PM, I looked up to see Greg and his wife approaching the table.

“The party can start now,” he bellowed which drew laughter from everyone but me.

My feelings toward him were conflicted. He wasn’t really a bad guy. More boisterous than I liked but generally friendly, and although I found his history with Nancy to be intriguing, it made me a little jealous which caused me to think I shouldn’t like him.

“Who is Greg’s wife? She looks so familiar but I can’t place her,” I said to Nancy and Susie.

“She’s Julie Nelson. She was a freshman when we were seniors,” my wife’s friend explained.

“David Nelson’s sister?” I asked.

“Yes, that’s right,” my wife confirmed.

Now, I remembered her and recalled that back in our school days I had considered her very cute. After time and three kids, she was now much more mature but the way her face lit up when she smiled caught my attention as did her lovely breasts.

“Come on. I like this song,” my wife said grabbing my hand and pulling me out.

I took her into my arms when we joined the throng and quickly got into the song’s rhythm. After a few bars, my hand began sneaking down from her waist to her butt.

“Easy boy. Not here,” she scolded me lightly pulling my hand back to her waist.

“You’re no fun,” I teased.

“Are you having fun?” she asked leaning back to look me in the eye.

“Yes, I’m fine sweetie,” I told her truthfully.

“Don’t be jealous of Greg,” she said as she lowered her head into my chest making me wonder how she had read my mind.

“I’m not sweetie. I’m just interested in knowing more about you,” I replied with a smirk, happy that she couldn’t see it.

Over the next hour, we drank, chatted, and danced. Greg danced with all the girls but more so with Nancy than any of the others, including his wife. I paired with Julie several times, perhaps as a subconscious defensive, although she was very sweet and a joy to be with. I especially liked feeling her full breasts, larger than Nancy’s, pressed against my chest. I wondered to myself how Greg had ever connected with her since they seemed to be opposites, but then I remembered my situation.

During one of my trips to the bathroom, I saw one of the few people I would actually consider a friend from my high school days and immediately went over to say hello. Danny Flores was one of my best friends growing up, and it was exciting to see him and have the opportunity to catch up. I met his wife and learned they had two kids, just like us, and that he was a high school assistant coach and teacher in the local school system. Before I knew it, we had reminisced for almost forty-five minutes. He knew that I married Nancy and it was important to me to introduce her as my wife, so I excused myself to find her. When I got back to the table, Susie informed me that Nancy was dancing with Greg again, so I had to wait until the song ended, and as they approached, I could see they were arm-in-arm with more than a casual air in their demeanor.

“Hey I saw an old friend who wants to say hello,” I said to her when she arrived at our table, ignoring for the moment the Greg situation.

“Who is it?” she asked with a slur in her voice from the vodka.

“Danny Flores,” I replied, hoping she would sense my enthusiasm.

“Oh, I remember him,” she responded.

We walked back to Danny and his wife and spent twenty minutes chatting, as my wife, despite her tipsy condition, showed her charm which made me very proud.

“Man, you scored the hottest chick in school,” Danny said while Nancy and his wife talked.

“Yes, I’ve been very lucky,” I replied, and after reminiscing for a few more minutes a thought crossed my mind, and I asked, “Hey, you remember Coach Johnson, the student coach our senior year?”

“Yeah sure,” he replied.

“Whatever happened to him?” I asked.

“He’s not coaching. He works in a bank now,” my friend said and then went on to explain that he was living in a smaller town about fifteen miles away.

“Really?” I said showing some curiosity.

“Yeah, sometimes he shows up here,” he replied which immediately piqued my attention.

“No way. With his wife?” I asked, trying to be coy with my fishing.

“Nah, he’s divorced. He comes here to try and hook up,” he laughed.

“Oh, okay,” I replied, suddenly worried I was acting too interested.

Shortly after, Nancy came up to me and put her arm through mine, and kissed me on the cheek. We said goodbye to Danny and his wife and walked back to our table, and as we approached, I could see Greg, with his wife at his side, staring at Nancy.

“I’m going to grab a beer,” I said after mixing her a thin drink.

By the time I got back, Greg had pulled my wife onto the dance floor once more, so I walked up to Susie and Julie and joined their discussion.

“Hey, we are thinking we should go to Greg and Julie’s place and party,” Susie announced.

“Have you discussed it with Nancy?” I asked.

“She said it was your decision. Come on don’t be a turd,” Susie whined before I had a chance to reply.

“If Nancy wants to go, I’m fine,” I told them

“Good,” she replied enthusiastically while Julie merely smiled at her side.

With my wife out with Greg again, I felt like I needed to flex my muscles, so I took Julie by the hand and led her to the dance floor. Maybe we were all more relaxed from the drinking, but it now seemed that she was intentionally rubbing her body against mine. Suddenly, I could feel my dick stiffening, and worried she could feel it through my jeans.

“You know I had a crush on you in high school,” she blurted out while looking straight into my eyes.

“Excuse me?” I said, caught off guard and stunned by her statement.

“Yes, it’s true. I thought you were the strong silent type,” she explained.

“Well I’m usually pretty quiet,” I replied trying to laugh it off.

“I didn’t mean to embarrass you,” she giggled.

“You’re fine…you just surprised me,” I answered.

We danced the rest of the song in silence as her words forced lots of thoughts to run through my head. Since I can count on one hand all the women who have ever come on to me, I was naturally a bit skeptical about her admission which made me consider whether it was part of some plot Greg had put together to seduce my wife.

Just past midnight, we left the dance hall and headed toward Greg and Julie’s house. In reality, I was in no condition to drive nor were the others, so I forced myself to stay focused during the short trip, and had to thwart several attempts by my wife to get frisky on the way.

Greg’s father was one of the more successful people in town. He had ranch and farm land as well as other commercial interests. Thus, I wasn’t surprised to see that Greg and Julie’s house was large, well-furnished, and positioned on a nice piece of property.

“Make yourselves at home. What’s everybody drinking?” Greg asked as we entered the den.

It was a nice room with a bar, a fireplace, and a big screen TV on the wall tuned to a sports station with the sound off. There were two sofas set at a right angle to each other in the middle of the room and stools in front of the bar.

After giving our orders, the girls took off with Julie to look at the rest of the house and by the time they returned, Greg had the drinks sitting on the bar along with a tequila shot for everyone.

“Need to start right,” he said handing out the shots.

Nancy had never been a shot drinker, but now she was acting like a party girl and forced the liquor down causing her face to contort as she swallowed. As I looked around, I could see the others were essentially doing the same thing, which made me think about the silliness of it all. I suspected that no one wanted to do them but they were reluctant to deal with the peer pressure.

“Y’all ready to get in the hot tub?” Greg asked when everyone finished.

“What hot tub?” Susie responded.

“We had one installed in November so it would be ready for the winter,” he explained.

“You dog!” she fired back.

“We don’t have swimsuits,” Laura stated nervously.

“Swimsuits aren’t allowed after dark,” Greg replied in a tone that indicated he was quite serious, and following his statement, there were several seconds of stunned silence before anyone spoke.

“I’m game,” Susie announced, and then quickly followed it with, “Come on Nancy don’t be a downer.”

Nancy immediately looked at me with a questioning expression. I knew it was a bad idea and was worried that, in the small-town, word would get back to our parents, but for some reason all I did was shrug. Susie quickly jumped on it as a solid yes and started herding the girls out of the room.

“Come on let’s go change,” she said.

Greg and Les were practically beaming as the girls left the room while Jeff had a worried look. I too was nervous and disappointed in myself for not saying no, as now I was going to have to make a scene to back out. I was also surprised at how easy Nancy had joined in. She is well known for being conservative and reserved, but something about this trip home had turned her back into a teenager.

The girls reappeared about fifteen minutes later after we had killed one round of drinks and had started on another. Nancy, Susie, and Julie were in robes, but Laura was still in her clothes and had a troubled look on her face.

“Jeff, I just can’t do this,” she said to her husband.

“That’s okay honey. We’ll just go on home,” he replied.

I expected their reluctance would end things and that everyone would back off the hot tub idea so they wouldn’t leave, however, I couldn’t have been more wrong.

“Okay, well maybe some other time,” Greg said guiding them toward the door in a way that seemed quite rude.

Quickly, they were gone and the six of us stood nervously in the den wondering what to do next when Greg suggested, “Let’s freshen the drinks before we go out.”

I watched as he made heavy pours and when the drinks were distributed, there was another awkward silence as no one knew exactly how to get from the den to the tub. Finally, Susie’s voice broke the ice.

“Well, we’re naked. Y’all need to get naked too,” Susie finally stated.

“Well technically you aren’t naked, but I like your suggestion,” Greg laughed.

“We are underneath,” she answered with a giggle.

Julie was wearing a thick terry cloth robe that extended below her knees. Susie’s looked like an everyday house coat and was a snug fit on her larger frame. Nancy had ended up with the sexy robe, and it made me speculate whether it occurred as part of a deliberate plan. Made of silk and short, it only reached mid-thigh, and thru the thin material, we could see a hint of her small nipples.

Greg started taking off his clothes with Les following his lead. I was the last one to start and thought we would all end up in our underwear, so I was surprised when Greg pulled his jeans down and a thick 8” cock flopped free.

“Julie, you are a lucky girl,” Susie said as she stared at it.

Looking at Nancy, I saw that she too had her eyes locked on the tool, and now the jealousy I felt about their prior relationship ratcheted up tenfold. Fortunately, I managed to control my state and unlike Greg, Les and I wore boxers that drew boos from Susie.

“Let’s get in that water!” Greg said loudly.

“Let us go first and get comfortable then y’all can come out,” Julie suggested to her husband.

He started to say something and then stopped as I think he realized it was for the benefit of Nancy and would thwart any last-minute loss of nerve.

“Okay, girls y’all have five minutes,” he replied, and giggling, they disappeared out a set of French doors as we watched.

“You done this before?’ Les asked our host.

“Just with Julie. This will be breaking it in with others,” he responded with a gleam of excitement in his eyes.

We fidgeted for a few minutes, mostly in silence, with our minds on the girls, and then Greg commanded, “Time’s up let’s go…but let’s go out naked.”

Les and I stripped off our boxers and I was relieved to see that he had an average dick like mine. We went out the same French doors and I could see that they opened onto a large patio that gave way to a well-maintained yard with a pool which at one end had a tub partially surrounded by low shrubs. We walked out in the cold air on a stone path watching the vapor rise from the hot water as we approached. Only light from the house provided any illumination, and when we arrived, we could see the girls were neck deep in the churning water which hid their nudity. They looked at us with big grins as we stood naked before them.

“About time,” Susie said as her eyes made the rounds.

Greg immediately jumped in between his wife and Nancy and Les followed between Susie and Nancy which left me across from my wife between Julie and Susie. The water was hot, I guessed at least 100 degrees but felt good in the cold air. Realizing that Nancy so far had not exposed herself to the other men was somewhat relieving, but I had to admit it also left me a bit disappointed. Of course, I also felt disappointed that I didn’t get to see the other girls naked, especially Julie.

We sipped our drinks and tried to make idle chat about the town and its people. However, talking over the bubbling water was difficult and it wasn’t long before we broke into smaller conversations. I split time between the women on each side of me but when Les and Susie started kissing, I turned all my attention to Julie. Likewise, Greg and Nancy were talking between themselves and although I was interested in the conversation it was impossible to make out.


“Where are your kids? I asked our hostess.

“Don’t worry they’re with my parents,” she replied causing us both to laugh.

I kept glancing at Nancy as it seemed like she and Greg had eased closer together, and Julie, sensing my state offered, “You know they were an item growing up.”

“Yes, she told me,” I replied, feeling a bit resentful.

It was one thing when it was a confidence that Nancy and I shared. But hearing it from others, even a nice person like Julie, irritated me.

“It bothers you,” she stated with a concerned look.

I was just about to respond when in the corner of my eye I saw movement, and as the shapes got closer, I could see it was several people walking toward us.

“Greg, there are two guys in your backyard,” I warned him.

He turned around and stared for a second then waved to them as they walked toward the tub.

“Hey, Carlos how’s it going,” he said casually.

“Good, man. This is my friend Javier,” he replied.

Carlos and Javier were Hispanic and appeared to be in their early twenties. Javier was short and overweight with close-cropped hair while Carlos was his opposite, tall with a thin frame and sporting long dark hair and a mustache.

“Who are these guys?” I asked Julie, but she just shrugged and shook her head.

Susie and Les had quit their make-out session, so all eyes were now on the new arrivals and all ears on their conversation with Greg. Quickly, they started speaking in hushed tones so that only Greg and Nancy could hear. I wasn’t at all surprised when Carlos pulled a baggie from his jacket pocket.

“Greg and his fucking pot,” Julie said startling me with her expletive.

I had smoked some pot in my past and Nancy had as well. In fact, in college, we had done it quite a bit, and I recalled that it often got her horny, but we hadn’t been around any for years. Greg and Carlos spoke some more then Carlos sat on a nearby bench and began rolling a joint while his buddy stared into the tub trying to get a peek at the girls. He finished quickly and lit the joint, took a quick hit then brought it to Greg.

“Thanks, amigo,” he said taking it and pulling on it hard.

Exhaling and driving the smoke across the tub he turned and offered it to Nancy. I thought that she had enough alcohol and didn’t need anything else so I shook my head when she looked at me. However, with a silly grin, she took a quick puff and then passed it on. As the joint made its way around, I was the only one that abstained with even Julie took a little which surprised me after her admonishment. It was gone by the time it got back to Greg.

“Roll another then you guys get in,” Greg said to Carlos.

The young Hispanic man was quick to prepare the second one and then he and Javier stripped without hesitation. Javier revealed a heavy belly with just a glimpse of his dick showing and had numerous tattoos on his chest and arms. Carlos’ slender body showed no tattoos, but he did have a prominent uncircumcised dick. They slipped into the hot water with Carlos settling in between Nancy and Les and Javier between Greg and Julie, and now with eight, there wasn’t much spacing anymore.

Nancy took a harder pull on the second joint and as it came around, I took a small hit feeling some pressure to not be the odd one out. When it got back to Greg, it was just a small nub, and he took a quick hit and then let Nancy have the rest. The effects of the pot hit everyone fast and the group got quiet except for Greg who seemed more energized and began babbling about all kinds of random things.

After a while, I felt myself drifting and let my head fall back on the edge of the tub, and started looking at the stars but I came back when I felt Julie’s leg bumping against my mine.

“Don’t,” I heard her say softly and I looked over to see Javier grinning at her.

I couldn’t see anything happening but surmised Javier had touched her under the bubbling water and she had moved against me to try and get away. Greg was oblivious and was still babbling to Carlos across Nancy who looked totally out of it while Les had his arm around Susie who was snuggled against his chest.

“Are you okay?” I asked Julie, feeling the need to show some chivalry.

“He keeps putting his hand on my leg,” she said, confirming my thoughts.

“Hey come on,” I said to Javier when I caught his eye and his nod indicated that the situation was under control.

“Thanks,” the lovely woman whispered.

Her body had moved so close to mine that we were now touching from knee to shoulder. It felt erotic, making my dick swell, and I considered reaching over and touching her, but each time my hand lifted, I got cold feet and stopped. We did keep our conversation going and I wanted to believe from the look in her eyes that she wanted me to reach out, but my old shyness was still there to keep me from making the move.

In between my words with Julie, I would check on Nancy, and it appeared the pot had hit her hard. She would periodically let her head fall back onto the edge of the tub, much as I did, and close her eyes. Greg and Carlos seemed to be moving closer and initially I put it down to my imagination or the pot, but each time I looked, it became more apparent until I was certain that their legs must be touching beneath the water. I watched Nancy closely for any sign of discomfort that would indicate they were taking liberties, and for a time, I didn’t notice anything out of the ordinary. Indeed, in between her brief rests, she would casually chat with the men which eased my mind. Then, I noticed a change when she suddenly leaned forward and stared into the water while biting her lower lip. I was just about to speak to her when Julie started a conversation and the tone in her voice made me think she was trying to distract my attention. At the same time, Javier and Carlos started talking to each other rapidly in Spanish but my skills were too rusty to understand the conversation.

Just as I was about to get Nancy’s attention, Susie and Les announced that they were hot and ready to get out, and quickly, everyone else agreed it was time. Susie showed no compunction about climbing out and showing her body which unfortunately was disappointing. However, Julie and Nancy remained in the water waiting for everyone else to leave so they could emerge discreetly.

“Oh, hell no. Y’all have to show your stuff,” Susie exclaimed when she realized their intentions.

“We can stay here warm until y’all get cold,” Nancy laughed at her.

“Guy’s pull them out. This is silly,” Susie commanded now wearing her robe.

The rest of us had grabbed towels left out by Julie and following Susie’s command, Carlos and Greg grabbed Nancy by her arms and lifted her naked from the water.

“Ayyeee…oh, no. It’s cold,” my wife exclaimed, unsuccessfully trying to cover her body with her arms while reaching for her robe, and the four other men present all stopped and watched with smiles as she showed her beautiful body.

“I knew she shaved,” Javier laughed.

Javier and Carlos started toward Julie but before they could get to her, she waved them off and stepped out on her own as she said, “Never mind, it’s not that big a deal Now it was my turn to stare. Her hips and butt were a bit larger than Nancy’s but looked very feminine and sexy. She also had larger breasts that were still quite firm, and just like Nancy, she had a smooth pussy. For a moment, I jealously imagined how wonderful her body must feel wrapped around Greg during sex.

As soon as Julie had her robe on, we all moved out of the cold air and into the den where Greg hit a switch making the gas fireplace come to life.

“You guys should stay here tonight. Don’t try to drive home. There’s plenty of room,” Greg suggested.

“Well, if that’s the case we’re going to bed,” Susie announced as she grabbed Les and headed down the hall.

“I’ll show you the room,” Julie said and followed.

Greg flopped down on one end of a coach and pulled a blanket around his shoulders that had been resting across the back. Julie returned quickly and sat down next to him, still in her heavy robe leaving the rest of us standing, the men with towels around their waist and Nancy in her silk robe. Now a little wet, her small nipples were visible through the fine material, and the men all stared but it seemed trivial to fight it since they had recently seen her naked.

“Let’s have a joint as a nightcap,” Greg suggested.

“Oh, Greg don’t you think we’ve had enough? It’s almost 1:30 PM.” Julie replied.

“Just a quick one. Will help us sleep,” he answered as Carlos handed him a joint.

“We like the idea of not driving, but Julie can you show us the room to use so I can change?’ I said while looking at my wife.

“Hurry back,” Greg yelled after us as we followed his wife down the hall.

She showed us to a nice room with a queen-sized bed and then left, and I put on my jeans and shirt while Nancy used the bathroom.

“Are you changing?” I asked.

“My clothes are at the other end of the house. I’ll find them later,” she replied.

“We’ll just visit for a few minutes, okay?” I asked and received her confirming nod.

When we returned to the den, Greg, Julie, and Javier were on one couch so we sat on the other with Carlos, and with everyone now present, Greg lit the fat joint, took a puff, and passed it along. Not having to drive, I took a long hit and I watched Nancy do the same. As the renewed effects of the pot hit, we stared at the TV without really watching and slowly the conversation faded until it stopped altogether.

I woke sometime later initially confused at where I was and it took several seconds to gain my bearings. The fireplace and TV were still on but I was the only person left in the den. I wondered how long I had been asleep but noticed that the same movie was still playing so maybe it hadn’t been too long. Getting up, I went down the hall to the room Julie had shown us and found my wife asleep in her robe on the top of the bed.

“Nancy, wake up and get under the covers,” I said to her while shaking her gently.

Without speaking she rolled far enough that I could throw the covers off then gently pulled her back into place.

“Where are your clothes?” I asked, wanting to get everything set for an early departure in the morning.

“Down the hall in a bathroom,” she mumbled.

I walked out the door toward the other end of the house hoping to quickly find her clothes and then see if she had enough strength left for some lovemaking. I found an open door and looking inside, I was able to tell it was a bathroom without turning on the lights. Hoping it was the right spot, I was just about to close the door and turn on the lights when I heard a sensual moan. Freezing, I tried to determine where it had originated, and when I heard it again, I could tell it was emanating from further down the hall.

I knew it was none of my business and I should just find Nancy’s clothes and leave, but I pictured Julie on her back with her legs open and it sparked my curiosity. Taking small, quiet steps I inched down the corridor hearing the sexual sounds grow louder. At the end of the hall was a door that was open about a foot, and the room had enough light filtering through the windows that I could just make out a couple, in bed, having sex. The woman had pulled her legs back towards her chest and her arms were around the head of her lover whose face lay buried in her pussy.

“Damn Greg, so lucky,” I thought to myself.

But something wasn’t right and it took me several more seconds to realize it wasn’t Greg going down on her. I thought I might be watching Les and Susie until out of the corner of my eye I caught movement and saw Greg sitting on a love seat watching and stroking his large cock. Startled, I stepped back further into the shadows.

“Oh, yes…” I heard the woman say in a voice that I recognized as Julie’s.

When I saw Julie pull long strands of hair from the man’s head, I realized it was Carlos’ face in her pussy. They didn’t seem to be in a hurry and I watched as he licked her slowly for several minutes with my cock getting hard as I thought about how wonderful she must taste. Finally, feeling guilty, I retreated to Nancy, forgetting about the clothes.

“Are you awake?” I whispered to my wife.

“Umm hmmm…” she replied sleepily.

You won’t believe what I saw,” I said.

“What?” she mumbled.

“Carlos is having sex with Julie while Greg watches,” I blurted out.

“You’re joking?” she replied, turning to look at me and waking up fast.

“I’m serious. He’s licking her,” I stated.

“I want to see,” she said, starting to get up.

“No, it’s too dangerous. We might get caught,” I replied trying to stop her.

“Come on, show me,” she demanded, now awake but still a bit unsteady.

I was surprised by her eagerness as I had expected her to challenge me on why I had watched rather than wanting to see herself, and although her interest was out of character, I didn’t want to discourage it.

“Okay but you have to be very quiet,” I warned her.

We made our way down the hall with me giving her the quiet sign every few steps, and the look on her face made it clear she was still under the influence of the alcohol and pot. I could feel it too, and in our condition, it would be easy to stumble or giggle and give ourselves away. As we neared the room, we began to hear Julie’s whimpers.

“Be careful don’t let Greg see us,” I whispered into her ear.

Inching the last few steps, the room finally came into view but the situation had changed. Julie was now on her hands and knees sucking on Carlos’ dick while Greg took her from behind with his large tool. Julie was moaning around the cock in her mouth in time with the hard fucking her husband provided.

“Oh my God,” Nancy said too loudly, making me put my finger to my lips to warn her again.

As we watched, my wife became more and more mesmerized until she was staring at the action with her mouth partially open.

“Oh, fuck me good, baby,” Julie suddenly said, pulling her mouth free from Carlos’ dick and turning to look at her husband.

“Yeah, hurry and finish dude. I want some pussy too,” Carlos demanded.

“When I’m finished, she’s all yours,” he grunted.

Julie turned back to Carlos’ dick and in less than a minute, Greg was grabbing his wife by her hips and pushing deep inside her until he exploded in a loud wail. Just seconds later, he stepped back, pulling his cock from her well-fucked hole, and he immediately stumbled back to the love seat and pulled a blanket over his lower body. Shortly after, Carlos stopped Julie’s oral efforts, flipped her over, and pushed inside her well-prepared pussy.

“Oh man, that’s good…nice and wet, man. I’m going to fuck you all night,” he declared as he started moving faster.

Julie said something in response that was too faint to make out but she seemed eager to receive the Hispanic man’s thrusts. Soon, the room filled with their sensual moans and the wet slapping sounds as their bodies connected.

Nancy remained fixated on the scene with her breathing now noticeably labored. I took a step behind her, opened her robe, and rolled her tight nipples as I mauled her breasts. Then, I dropped my right hand down and found her pussy to be as wet as I have ever experienced. On top of that, her tiny clit was diamond hard, ready to cut something, a condition that only occurred when she became highly aroused. I slowly pushed a finger into her opening and began to stroke her slowly, and when I added another her body was no longer able to remain still.

“Let’s go to bed,” I whispered to her, ready to start our fun.

“Not yet,” she replied, still focused on the bed.

I kept playing with her as we watched the mating and along the way, her robe fell to her feet.

“Do you want to see her cum?” I asked, wondering what was driving her.

“Hold on,” she answered, acting annoyed that I was interrupting her concentration.

Fortunately, we didn’t have to wait long. First, Julie reached her peak giving out cries and moans that warned of its approach. Carlos followed just as she was coming down and grunted loudly several times as his seed escaped and then let loose with a torrent of Spanish.

As the passionate sounds turned into heavy breathing, I was able to guide Nancy back to our room and push her naked body onto the bed.

“Hurry, put it in,” she demanded when my clothes were off, and with urgency, I moved to her and slid easily inside.

“Oh, yes. Now, do it!” she cried out excitedly. Indeed, her state bordered on manic, and it didn’t take her long to climax, “Ohhh…ohhh…yes…yes…do it! Oh, honey do it!”

Practically screaming as the wave hit, I could feel the muscles in her vagina spasm, acting like a milking machine on my sensitive shaft. I continued to ride her through her release until her body slowly relaxed beneath me.

“I love you,” I whispered in her ear while I continued to rock slowly.

“Ummm…ohhh…” she replied as she tried to stretch.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“Oh, yes…” she replied wrapping her arms around my shoulders, and then added, “I’m floating.”

“That was something else,” I said.

“I know. I’ve never seen people doing it,” she replied, not realizing that I had been referring to our lovemaking.

“Yes, it was hot,” I answered wanting to see if she would talk about it.

“Very, but shocking,” she answered instantly.

“What made you hot?” I asked, nuzzling my head against hers and nibbling on her ear.

“I don’t know…it was just so raw…so naughty…so…” she answered after a brief hesitation.

“Yes, it was that,” I acknowledged.

“Were you thinking about it being you with Julie?” she pointedly asked.

It wasn’t a question I expected so I was momentarily taken aback. I certainly had those thoughts as I watched the mating couple, but I was surprised my wife would recognize it and go there.

“No, that wasn’t what I was thinking,” I finally said.

“What then?” she asked, and her desire for specifics surprised me.

“Just stuff,” I said trying to deflect the question.

“Tell me,” she demanded, stroking her fingernails on my back while I continued the gentle motion, and after I was slow to respond, she said again, “Tell me.”

“I was thinking it was you on the bed instead of Julie,” I blurted out, cringing at her potential reaction.

“Really?” she answered with what I felt was some excitement in her voice, and her body momentarily stiffen.

Her eyes suddenly opened, seeking a response, and I forced out, “Yeah…”.

“Both of them?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I replied, deciding to be provocative even though my visions hadn’t been that advanced.

“I couldn’t do that,” she said after a pause, but it was clear that for a moment she had thought about it.

“Why not?” I prodded, intrigued that she hadn’t reacted badly and wanting to see where the conversation might go.

“I’m married in case you forgot and a mother. Plus, it’s a small town. People might find out,” she explained with more lucidity than I expected after all we had consumed.

“Julie is a wife and a mother and lives here full time,” I countered.

“Are you being serious? You want me to have sex with them?” she replied, using her hands to push me up so we were looking into each other’s eyes.

“I think the idea gets you hot,” I said avoiding her question.

“An idea is not actually doing it,” she answered and in doing so admitted it indeed was in her head.

“Did you enjoy being naked in the tub in front of everyone?” I asked.

“Well, it was fun being…I guess…different…” she replied providing another admission.

“Did you enjoy being touched in the tub?” I followed.

It was a complete fishing question on my part as other than the closeness of the two men to her in the tub, I had not seen anything that led me to believe anything untoward had occurred. Still, there was a strange feeling in my gut.


“Tell me,” I demanded like she had when there was no reply.

“How did you know?” she finally said.

“It was the look in your eyes,” I lied.

“I’m sorry,” she answered with a worried voice.

“Tell me about it. I’m not mad,” I answered not wanting her to be reluctant to share.

“We were just so close. Then, I felt a hand on my leg,” she started.

“Greg’s?” I asked.

“Yes,” she replied in a soft voice.

“And?” I asked, prompting her to continue.

“He ran his hand up and down my leg,” she answered but I could tell there was more she was holding back.

“Did he touch you? Be honest,” I demanded, now pushing a bit faster into her.

“Just my leg. He tried for more but I stopped him,” she replied.

“I’m not mad. Kiss me,” I said and then pulled her face to mine.

I wanted to hear all the details and wanted to make her feel comfortable enough to tell me.

“Did Carlos know?” I wondered out loud and I felt her body shudder, indicating there was more to the story, so I demanded, “Tell me.”

“He put his hand on my other leg,” she replied meekly.

“That’s all? He didn’t try to do more?” I persisted, wanting to know everything.

“No, he just stroked my thigh,” she explained.

“That’s naughty. Two men touching you like that. You got them worked up for Julie. No wonder they were fucking her. I bet they wanted you in that bed,” I babbled struggling to control my excitement and now moving faster.

“Are you mad?” she asked as she pushed her pelvis into mine.

“No, I’m not mad. You should have let them touch you. I wish you would have,” I said to her as the erotic thoughts and her hot pussy consumed my senses.

“Is that what you want?” she replied, moving with me now and gasping for breath.

“Yes! I want you to cum like Julie. I want to see you being fucked! Fucked hard like Julie. Oh shit…Oh God…damn!” I spit out as my dick erupted.

For a moment, I thought I would lose consciousness but somehow, I stayed together until I finally dropped on top of my wife’s body, struggling to breathe.

Nancy, having cum shortly before, had been very excited but couldn’t quite get there, and she stroked my hair with one hand while taking deep breaths as I tried to recover. The lust that had been inside me from the vision of watching Julie and hearing Nancy’s admission disappeared with my climax, and now, I hoped I hadn’t pushed too hard.

We stayed silent for several minutes before Nancy spoke, “I couldn’t do that.”

The way she said it seemed to be inviting discussion, but I chose the safe path and just said, “I know honey.”

“Sweetie, get up. We better get moving. The kids will be up soon,” Nancy said as she prodded my shoulder awakening me from a less than deep sleep, “I need my clothes did you get them?”

“No, they’re still in the bathroom,” I answered with a bad case of cotton mouth, realizing in the excitement I had forgotten to retrieve them.

“I’ll go get them,” she said standing up and looking around the room, “Where is the robe?”

“Oh shit,” I said catching her eye and seeing worry as we both realized at the same time that we had left it on the floor in front of Greg and Julie’s bedroom door.

“Hurry, go get it,” she demanded now in a bit of a panic.

I quickly pulled my things on and moved across the house, but, unfortunately, when I got close to the bedroom door, there was no sign of the robe. I knew that if Julie or Greg found it, it was going to be hard to explain how it got there, and it would also be hard to make them believe we hadn’t seen anything. I went to the bathroom and gathered Nancy’s clothes and took them to her.

“Where’s the robe?” she asked.

“It wasn’t there,” I told her.

“Damn. Now they’ll know I was looking! They’ll think I’m a pervert,” she exclaimed with a worried look, and then said, “We should leave now. Before anyone wakes up.”

Nancy hurriedly dressed and quietly we left the house and drove to her parents. It was just after 8:00 AM when we arrived, and we barely had time to clean up before the kids came running up the stairs. Of course, Nancy’s mom asked a bunch of questions about where we had been and she explained that we had stayed at Susie’s because we had been drinking.

My wife had promised to go to church with her parents and even though I’m not usually a churchgoer I went along as well to help with the kids. In the afternoon, we went to my parents and visited so it wasn’t until after dinner when the kids were watching movies that we were able to catch our breath and relax. Since both of us were exhausted, as soon as the kid fell asleep, we jumped in bed, too.

“Nancy, are you awake?” I asked softly.

“Yes,” she mumbled.

“I think we should stay close to home now. It’s the week before Christmas and we need to spend more time with the kids and family,” I said.

“I know. There are too many crazy things happening,” she replied.

“Yes,” I answered and then we drifted off.

For the next couple of days, we spent all our time entertaining the kids, and, in the process, we entertained our parents. Outdoor activities, baking treats, family gatherings, and last-minute shopping trips filled the days and made them go by quickly. Of course, Susie was a constant pest demanding time from Nancy which made me wonder how she kept her job since she never seemed to be at work. Nancy avoided her explaining she was busy until after Christmas which hurt Susie’s feelings, but the good news was that it didn’t seem that word had gotten back to Susie about the shenanigans at the house after they had gone to bed. At least not anything that had to do with Nancy and me.

On Thursday, Susie called Nancy to tell her there was a dance again at the hall the following night and the group was going to go. I heard Nancy beg off telling her friend that we had family commitments before she looked at me.

“I’m making her angry,” she said.

“I know. But after Christmas maybe y’all can get together,” I replied, and received an odd look.

I had purposefully steered clear of any discussions about her admissions concerning her high school days or the events at Greg and Julie’s. At first, it had been easy since so much had hit me in such a short time that I needed time to process it all. Commonsense was telling me to keep it as an interesting memory and to stay clear of similar situations, especially given my crazed thoughts from the night at Greg and Julie’s house. However, my rational brain was in constant battle with demons in my head that I needed to constantly beat back. These bad thoughts consisted of the erotic sights and sounds of Julie and the two men, Nancy’s surreptitious touching beneath the water, and her unexpected reaction when I admitted my decadent thoughts. They joined the other suspect visions that had taken root after Nancy told me about Greg and the coach and slowly, the demons began to make progress.

The next day Susie called several times to chat with Nancy and at least once she pressed her to reconsider going to the dance. At five in the afternoon, Nancy and I, the kids, and her parents loaded up in two cars and went to my folk’s place for dinner. It was a nice evening but by nine we were headed back.

“Do you want to go to the dance hall for a little while?” I asked her in a low voice the kids couldn’t hear over the road noise.

I knew Nancy felt guilty about not seeing Susie and I wanted to give her the opportunity. Also, the bad thoughts were spinning in my head, demanding more fodder.

“Are you sure?” she whispered back.

I nodded as we pulled the car up to the house. The kids were exhausted from all the food and excitement and were almost asleep as we got them out of the car. I got them ready for bed while Nancy spoke to her mom and then together, we tucked them in.

“I’ll be ready in fifteen minutes,” Nancy said.

Of course, the fifteen turned to thirty so we didn’t get to the hall until almost ten. It was just as full as the previous time indicating that, in the small town, there weren’t a whole lot of options for entertainment even this close to Christmas. When we got inside, Nancy started looking around for Susie and finally spotted her and Les. We surprised them when we walked up and the excitement on Susie’s face made it worth the effort, and I knew it made Nancy very happy.

“I thought you weren’t coming! But I’m glad you did!” Susie exclaimed.

“Where’s the rest of your compadres?” I asked after the hugs and handshakes were complete.

“Well, Jeff and Laura couldn’t make it. I think they’re still freaked out about the hot tub. Greg and Julie are late. I’m not sure they are going to show, actually. They were kind of so-so on coming since you guys weren’t showing,” she explained.

I decided to get a beer for me and a cup of wine for Nancy from the bar since it had been too late to go to the liquor store. On the way back, I almost dropped the drinks when I saw Coach Johnson talking to a couple of guys off to one side, and he looked pretty much like I remembered. A tall man with the broad shoulders and the narrow hips of a linebacker, other than a bit of a receding hairline and maybe five extra pounds, he hadn’t changed.

“Damn, this trip just gets stranger all the time,” I thought to myself wondering whether I should let my wife know.

A part of me had hoped we would run into him after she shared her high school fling but now, with everything else swirling around, it felt like overload, so on the way back, I decided I wouldn’t say anything to Nancy.

My wife grimaced as she sipped the cheap wine, and then said, “Dance with your wife.”

The band was pretty good so we stayed out for a second song, and it had just started when I saw Coach Johnson staring in our direction, and from his expression, it was clear he had spotted Nancy.

“Greg and Julie aren’t going to make it but they want us to come over later,” Susie informed us when we got back to the table.

I was disappointed that they weren’t coming since I had decided I wanted to see more of the Greg and Nancy interaction. Also, I wanted to see Julie as her kindness coupled with her passionate response to the threesome had intrigued me. Our Christian morality teaches us that a good girl doesn’t have carnal desires like that but Julie was a nice person, a beautiful woman, and a caring mother who did. Besides making her more desirous to me, it also made me wonder if my wife might harbor similar desires. I had certainly never seen them on display, but recent events had my mind churning and I considered that maybe deep inside it existed as some hard-to-define thing in all women.

We danced occasionally but mostly chatted with Susie and Les as well as others that saw us and came by. It was good to catch up on their lives and families and at least for me, it proved to be a strong validation of our decision to leave the small town behind. I made frequent beer and wine runs and always glanced at Coach Johnson as I passed and noted that several women had joined his group and the group was paying little attention to the rest of the crowd.

I was listening to Les describe the call with Jeff about the hot tub incident when Nancy whispered that she was going to the bathroom. He explained that Jeff was all for getting in but Laura was concerned about her body and refused. Jeff told him it had made Laura go on a diet which made us both laugh. We continued to discuss their situation as well as other things but after a time I noticed Nancy hadn’t returned. I told Les and Susie I was going to get a beer and set off looking for my wife. It didn’t take long to spot her as she was talking to Coach Johnson pretty close to the spot where I had seen him before. His friends had backed away, providing them some space, and both of them were sporting big smiles. After watching for a minute, I realized how awkward I must look so I turned and took the long way to the bar before returning to the table, and it was another ten minutes before my wife showed.

“Are you okay? I was getting worried?” I said.

“My tummy was getting queasy but I’m okay now,” she replied.

It was the first time in our marriage that I was aware of where she outright lied to me and I stood speechless for a moment as I considered the ramifications.

“Well, maybe you should stop drinking,” I finally said.

“I’m fine now,” she repeated and picked up her cup.

Her deceit put my mind into turmoil. She knew I would recognize the man if I spotted them together which could only mean she felt the deception was worth the risk and if that was the case, did it mean something sinister had occurred? Although anxious and confused, I forced myself to let it go rationalizing it wasn’t the time or place to push it. I did keep an eye on her and I couldn’t see any sign that she was looking in his direction or trying to sneak away from the group. Likewise, when I went to the bathroom Coach Johnson was back talking to his friends and showed no particular interest in the part of the hall where we were sitting.

It was just past midnight when Susie asked if we wanted to go by Greg and Julie’s house. I wanted to go but didn’t want to appear too eager, so I looked at my wife and shrugged. She shrugged back and I sensed she wanted to go as well but wanted me to be the one to make the decision. My demons were the winners in the quick debate successfully slamming the door on any good sense I had.

“Sure, let’s go,” I said.

As we left the dance, I watched Nancy to see if she would try to locate Coach Johnson but she left the building with not so much as a glance in his direction, which confused me even further.

“Let’s don’t stay long,” my wife said as we got into the SUV.

“Okay, honey,” I answered.

The four of us were standing at the door when Greg answered dressed in an old robe.

“About time,” he said in his typical booming voice which hinted at how much he had already consumed.

When we got to the den, Julie was also in a robe curled up at one end of the couch with Carlos, in street clothes, next to her, and the wet ends of her hair indicated that she had already been in the tub. Next to him was a petite young girl with long dark hair and cute dimples that couldn’t have been more than twenty. On the other couch was another Hispanic man about Carlos’ age. In good shape, he looked about the same height as Carlos but had a more developed build.

“Carlos, Ruben, and Elsa stopped by for a drink,” Greg explained, and then made introductions.

While he spoke, I noticed an open bag of pot sitting on the coffee table, and based on the past event, I wondered if we had interrupted plans they had for another sexual encounter. However, no one seemed upset that we were there, and soon Greg was doing his usual thing of making very strong drinks while everyone chatted.

“Carlos was just about to fire things up if you don’t mind,” Greg said and I glanced at Julie who caught my look and rolled her eyes.

While she didn’t seem to be thrilled by Greg’s use of the drug, I noticed that she hadn’t turned it down either.

“Hey, Greg. Is the tub still on? Mind if we jump in?” I asked, suddenly wanting to get Nancy naked.

“Yeah, knock yourself out,” he answered.

“You guys coming?” I asked Les and Susie.

“Sure, but I want a hit first.” Susie giggled.

“Okay, see you out there,” I said and took Nancy by the hand intentionally not allowing her time to react. After noticing the Hispanic man staring at my wife’s ass as we departed, I directed us toward the hot water, and said, “Let’s hurry.”

Surprisingly, Nancy seemed fine with my lead and soon we were easing into the hot water. It was colder outside than the previous night and heavier vapor clouds were rising which, along with the almost complete darkness, created a surreal setting.

“I thought you wanted us to calm down?” Nancy asked with a look of feigned annoyance, finally commenting on my action.

“It’s just us sweetie,” I said, taking her in my arms and kissing her hard.

That kiss led to more which progressed to me caressing her breasts which made her moan into my mouth.

“You’re being bad,” she said through deep breaths when we finally broke.

“Playing with my wife is bad?” I smiled back, and just then we heard the door open.

“Damn, I thought they would take longer,” I said dejectedly.

I expected to see Les and Susie appear from the darkness, so I was surprised when Julie came into view. She walked up to us smiling with an arm full of towels that she set down then dropped her robe and slid into the tub across from us. I openly stared at her lovely body until it disappeared beneath the bubbling water but Nancy’s pinch let me know she had followed my eyes.

“Sorry about skipping the dance,” she said to us once she had settled.

“Oh, it’s okay. Not a big deal,” my wife replied.

“We got all relaxed in the tub. Plus, Carlos was supposed to come over much earlier,” she explained.

After that, there was some general chit chat but I sensed that Julie had something on her mind, and soon she broached the subject.

“I hope you guys don’t think badly of us. I mean think badly of me,” she stated and through the vapor, I could see a genuine look of concern on her face.

“What do you mean?” my wife finally asked after an awkward silence, but I was certain she understood the message.

“Well, when we found the robe, you know we assumed you must have seen…stuff,” she replied while looking straight at my Nancy.

“Well, umm…uhhh… Oh God, I’m so embarrassed,” she finally said, looking at me with a pained expression.

She had always struggled with conflict, so I wasn’t surprised she had essentially admitted to watching Julie.

“Julie, actually it was both of us, and to answer your question, we don’t think badly of you at all,” I said hoping to smooth things.

“Are you sure? I mean…look…I know it had to be shocking,” she replied, stumbling as she sought reassurance.

“Yes, we’re completely sure. Don’t worry at all,” Nancy answered having regained her composure.

“Yes, that’s right,” I followed.

“Thank you for saying that,” Julie replied.

After the brief exchange, everyone became quiet. I was searching for something to talk about to change the subject, but the vision of Julie in the throes of passion made it difficult to think. Nancy spoke before I could arrive at something and her statement was surprising.

“I think it took a lot of courage,” she stated.

“Really?” Julie answered looking relieved.

“Yes, most women would be too scared,” my wife said.

I was surprised by her statement but wasn’t about to interfere, as I was hoping the girls would continue.

“You think so?” Julie asked.

“Yes, I do. Can I ask a question? I mean…don’t answer if you don’t want to,” Nancy said, which had me completely focused.

“Go ahead, I guess,” Julie replied with a short laugh.

“Was that the only time you guys did that?” she asked.

The directness of the question stunned me as this was not like my wife at all. Typically, she goes out of her way to avoid troubling situations.

“No, it was the second. We were too messed up from the drinking and pot,” Julie answered trying to justify the act.

“Greg isn’t jealous?” Nancy followed.

“No not at all, he likes it,” Julie replied, and I think she was happy to offer the validation.

“Wow,” Nancy responded.

“I know… Now, I have a question.” Julie countered, and at that moment all I wanted was to remain a silent witness to their intimate conversation.

“Okay,” Nancy said nervously.

“What were you doing watching? I mean how did you lose the robe?” she asked, making me cringe as I wondered how Nancy would deal with the question.

Once more, I was surprised when she answered quickly and honestly, “It fell off while we were… playing.”

“Well, then I guess you really weren’t offended,” Julie laughed and Nancy and I quickly joined her.


The conversation had lasted less than five minutes but my heart was racing from the subject matter and the open discussion between the women. I was hard as stone and wanted very much for them to continue as there was still a great deal more to learn. Unfortunately, we heard the door open and the sound of voices which halted our talk.

In just a few seconds, Les and Susie were standing next to the tub.

“Girl, we’re going to go. We’re exhausted and have stuff to do tomorrow, so we can’t play all night,” Susie announced.

“Okay, we’re not too far behind you,” Nancy replied.

About the time they reached the house, we heard more voices and just a short time later Greg, Carlos, Ruben, and Elsa arrived. None had changed and Greg dropped his robe and stood boldly naked startling Elsa who took a step back while Carlos and Ruben laughed. Finally, he stepped into the tub but remained standing as he showed off his large cock to everyone.

“Y’all going to stand there and freeze or get in?” he challenged the others.

Carlos immediately started to undress and Ruben didn’t take long to follow but Elsa stood awkwardly still. The conversation between Julie and Nancy had left me very horny and realizing that Carlos and Ruben would soon be joining I made a quick decision.

“I need to hit the restroom,” I said mostly to my wife, but loud enough for the others to hear as I lifted myself from the water.

“Well, thanks for being a gentleman and not peeing in the tub,” Greg said bringing laughter from the group.

I grabbed a towel and then moved quickly to the house in the frigid air. My plan was pretty simple. As long as I was next to Nancy, she would present no opportunity to Greg, Carlos, or Ruben so I decided to leave while everyone was taking a position. Hopefully, when I returned, she would have some combination of these guys next to her like the other night. Of course, she might warn them off and say the spot is reserved for me, but nothing ventured, nothing gained. Besides, between her hidden conversation with Coach Johnson and her open one with Julie, I was rapidly reaching the conclusion I didn’t know my wife as well as I thought.

Reaching the warm haven of the house, I did go to the bathroom but took my time and piddled around for a while before returning about ten minutes later. As I hoped, my absence had allowed the seating to change. Greg and Carlos, like the night before, had taken up positions next to Nancy and Ruben sat next to Julie. Elsa was sitting on one of the benches, still in her clothes, with Julie’s robe around her for warmth as it seemed she was too shy to get naked in front of others. I slid in next to Julie on the opposite side of Ruben, and as I lowered, I could see Nancy through the vapor in a conversation with the two men who were leaning close to her. Julie gave me a big smile when I settled in and we started a casual conversation leaving Ruben mostly to himself.

Carlos fired off some rapid Spanish to Elsa who seemed to argue back before searching through his clothes on the bench and producing a fat joint. She handed it to Carlos along with a lighter and he immediately lit it. After a deep drag, he turned to Nancy and while Carlos held the joint, she took a small hit and then another after he continued to hold it in front of her. Then he passed it to Greg who took a small puff before offering it once again to Nancy who refused several times before acquiescing. By the time it got to Ruben the joint was half gone and both he and Julie took small hits but I hit it hard when my turn came as I was feeling very edgy. When I passed it back to Carlos, he made a point of sharing it with my wife who offered no protest.

Greg and Carlos seemed to be more aggressive with Nancy this time, and I wondered if it was because they knew she had watched them with Julie. Although I tried to stay focused on her through the vapor, the effects of the pot were distracting and I would sometimes catch myself not paying attention for short periods. After one episode, I realized that Greg and Carlos were now so close to Nancy that their shoulders were touching hers.

Suddenly, between Carlos and me, I looked up to see Elsa lowering herself into the water. She was nude and her hands were trying unsuccessfully to keep her private parts covered. I could see she had a young taut body with medium-sized breasts with nipples that pointed upward. As soon as she got in, she pulled on Carlos’ arm but he ignored her, as it seemed he was more intent on seducing my older wife than taking advantage of this pretty young girl.

Finally, after repeated attempts, she got him to turn to her and he immediately kissed her. While they connected, I could see his arm moving and it was obvious to me he was fondling her pert breasts, and by the look on everyone’s face, it was clear to them, too. When Carlos started speaking to her in Spanish, Ruben began to snicker and Elsa shook her head rapidly, but Carlos pulled on her shoulders until she was facing him with her legs straddling his waist. Suddenly, everyone was silent except Elsa who seemed to be still trying to talk him out of it.

“Nooo…” Elsa let out.

At that moment, I guessed his uncut cock had found its target. Their bodies began churning despite Elsa’s pleas and I guessed he was trying to work himself completely inside her. I thought her young pussy must be a tight fit, and in the water, it would be quite the effort to get it inside.

“Oh yeah…” Carlos let out in harmony with Elsa’s deep moan which indicated he was now all the way there.

They began a rocking motion which caused the water in the tub to slosh exposing Elsa’s beautiful breasts with each passing wave. Other than the night watching Julie, I had never seen others having sex and now this young couple were doing it within arm’s reach. Despite the weed, I was breathing hard completely consumed by the animal passion I was watching.

Julie broke my concentration when her hand grasped my dick and turning to her, I saw her staring at me with lusty eyes and a partially opened mouth. I wanted to touch her beautiful pussy but when I put my hand between her legs, I found Ruben had already claimed the prize. I left him to explore her folds while I leaned down and kissed her on the mouth. The kiss seemed to last forever and when we finally broke, my wife immediately came rushing through the fog of my sexually excited brain. Looking across the water through the cloud, I saw that both Nancy and Greg were staring directly at us, and as I watched, Greg turned and kissed her, slowly at first, and then with more passion until her arms encircled his neck.

I could feel Julie moving away from me and looking over I saw Ruben pulling her to him. It looked like he wanted her riding him like Elsa was doing to Carlos.

When Julie realized what he had in mind she said to him, “No, Ruben.”

“You gave Carlos some pussy and I want some too,” he replied still working her onto his lap.

“Not now,” she told him before finally breaking free.

“Okay, but I want some later,” he demanded.

“Ohhh…” came the sound of a female voice I recognized.

Nancy’s had her head tilted back with her eyes closed as if she had just finished a kiss and the movement of Greg’s arm, in time with the sighs coming from her mouth, suggested he was finger fucking my wife.

“You like this dick bitch?” Carlos yelled at Elsa as they fucked, and when she didn’t reply he demanded, “Fucking tell me.”

“Yes, I like it,” she finally replied, but it was clear she was embarrassed to say it.

Julie had returned to stroking my dick but when we weren’t kissing her eyes, like mine, were on Carlos and Elsa. She was letting Ruben play with her pussy again, and I think she was touching him as well. Greg had Nancy across him and was kissing her and playing with her body, and based on her sounds, she was very excited and enjoying his attention. Occasionally a pang of jealousy would wash through my body, but the lust I felt for Julie proved more powerful.

Without warning, Carlos stopped fucking Elsa, and I thought he may have climaxed quietly or grown tired, but it didn’t take long to learn he had more sordid ideas. He lifted Elsa off him and positioned her so that she was standing on the tub seat facing outward so that her forearms were resting on the stone apron. Carlos got behind her and quickly re-entered her pussy, and now positioned mostly out of the water we watched as steam started to waft off their bodies. The Hispanic man began fucking her hard and fast, likely with a desire to finish before he got too cold, and Elsa almost immediately began emitting high-pitched squeals as a wet slapping sound started from their bodies meeting.

It was like watching a porn movie in real life. Never had I expected anything like this to occur in my life. My wife was openly staring at the fucking, and while no longer kissing Greg, his hand continued to work her body. Likewise, with Julie, while she had ceased stroking me, by her movements it seemed Ruben was still working her.

We could tell Carlos was getting close. His rhythm was getting off and he began gasping for breath. But, instead of emptying himself in Elsa’s pussy, at the last second, he pulled out and fired his cum all over her mound. Shot after shot erupted and landed on her hairless pussy then began dripping slowly down her leg, all in full view.

“Oh my God!” Nancy exclaimed.

Carlos fell back into the tub and Elsa first fell to her knees remaining half out before turning and submerging the rest of her body. She kept her eyes down not looking at us despite my desire for some reason to make contact. When they stopped, it seemed the rest of us stopped too and everything became very quiet. I think partly it was due to embarrassment in how out of control we had become and partly it was because no one knew what to do next.

Elsa started to cry however Carlos showed no consideration, remaining off to one side as he regained his breath. I reached out my hand to her shoulder to comfort her but she quickly pushed it away.

“Honey, I think it’s time to go,” my wife said.

“Uh, okay,” I replied.

My heart was racing and my emotions were all over the place but I didn’t have a clue about what to do, and when I looked at Julie, she gave me a disappointed look with her puppy dog eyes that made things worse. Nancy and I climbed out of the water, grabbed towels, and walked briskly towards the house. We found our clothes and headed to the bedroom we had used before to change.

“My God, that was the wildest thing I’ve ever seen,” I said as soon as the door closed.

“Let’s do it right now,” she said, stunning me.

“Okay,” I responded and Nancy immediately dropped onto the bed on her back and spread her legs in the most wanton display I had ever seen from her.

“Not that way. I want you like he had her,” I demanded.

Without hesitating, Nancy turned over and put her feet on the floor, and lay forward on her elbows across the bed.

“Ughhh…” she grunted as I penetrated her soaked pussy.

“You like my dick bitch?” I asked mimicking Carlos.

“Yes, I like it,” she answered instantly, and it felt like I grew another inch.

Within twenty strokes I was about to cum so I had to slow down to let the urge pass. I would push it in very deep then withdraw very slowly then plunge forward again.

“Did Greg touch you?” I blurted out.

“Yes,” she moaned as I pushed deep.

“Did he finger you?” I asked.

“Yes,” she admitted.

“How many fingers?” I pushed as for some reason this was important to me.

“Two,” she moaned.

“Did you cum?” I demanded in a louder voice.

“Nooo…you have to…make me cum,” she whined.

“But you wanted to,” I continued still stroking her slowly to control my sensitivity.

“Yes…come on…go faster,” she begged.

“Do you want to fuck him?” I asked putting the big question in front of her.

“I want to fuck you,” she replied using the word she rarely spoke.

“That’s not what I asked. Tell me,” I demanded.

“Do you want me to?” she replied, again evading the question which spoke volumes.

“Answer the question,” I demanded.

“Do you want Julie,” she shot back.

“Yes, I do. Do you want to fuck Greg?” I replied.

“Yes…” Nancy replied in a voice barely above a whisper, and when I thrust in her hard, she repeated, “Yes…”

With that, I stopped my motion and held her ass when she tried to start pushing against me. Very slowly, I pulled out my dick from her juicy opening.

“What are you doing? Are you mad?” she asked looking over her shoulder.

“No, I’m not mad,” I said to her then pulled her up and held her from behind, “Let’s stay.”

“Stay?” she asked with a shaky voice.

“Yes,” I said without explanation.

I gave her the towel and she put it on quickly so we could go back outside but when we got to the den, we realized that Greg, Carlos, and Julie had come inside. Elsa and Ruben were nowhere in sight which meant they were either still outside or had left. Julie was well-covered in her robe and the men had towels slung around their waists like mine. However, Nancy’s towel barely covered her from her nipples to her pussy, which made her antsy, but after what we had been through it didn’t seem like a big deal to me.

“We thought we’d have a drink,” I explained.

Julie was sitting between Greg and Carlos on one of the couches and when I said we were staying she smiled and rose from her spot saying she would make the drinks. Greg had a smile on his face and Carlos looked like a hungry dog about to devour a rabbit. I wondered how he could have any energy left after fucking Elsa but remembered he was still pretty young. Nancy was still standing and looked very sexy with her damp hair and long exposed legs.

Everyone had a pretty good idea of what staying for a drink meant and when Greg patted the couch between him and Carlos, Nancy only hesitated for a second before sitting. I took a spot on the other couch and waited for Julie to come back and after handing out the glasses, she curled up next to me.

The sexual tension was so heavy no one seemed able to speak. We sat in silence sipping our drinks and occasionally, I would make eye contact with Nancy or Julie. Julie had a faint smile and a twinkle in her eyes, however, Nancy looked anxious and I expected at any moment she would declare she was ready to go.

Finally, it was Carlos of all people that got things started. He half turned to Nancy and casually put his hand on her thigh right at the edge of the towel. Her back stiffened for a moment then she relaxed making no effort to stop him. Emboldened by this move, Greg took her hand in his and used his other hand to trace from her shoulder to her hand with his fingertips. They went slow, taking their time in getting her worked up and after a few minutes, Carlos began tickling the inside of her thigh, slowly rising higher until it disappeared under the towel. Greg started kissing her shoulder and neck, and between the two of them, they turned her into an excited, squirming mess. Along the way, Julie got closer to me and began running her hand first over my chest and then under the towel until she was tickling the head of my cock.

“Are you sure you can take it?” she whispered sensually into my ear.

“Take what?” I asked naively.

“Her response,” she explained.

“I think so…” I replied suddenly catching her meaning.

“She will be begging for it,” she stated, and her words made my dick jump as her fingernails tickled me.

“Ohhh…” I heard Nancy moan and looking over I saw that Greg had pulled the towel free so that it was no longer tucked in.

Seconds later he pulled the towel open exposing her completely. Greg’s head dropped to her small nipples and began licking and sucking them while Carlos stroked along the sides of her pussy before finally slipping a finger into her wet slit.

“Oh my God,” she said through clenched teeth and then looked over at me for a sign of rescue.

Our eyes locked and we stared at each other as time seemed to stop. Finally, I nodded to her and almost instantly she spread her legs to give Carlos complete access.

“This pussy is wet and ready,” the Hispanic man declared seconds later as we watched his finger disappear.

“Use our room,” Julie said to Greg.

Immediately, Greg stood and lifted Nancy to her feet leaving her cover behind. I sat and watched as she walked naked between Greg in his robe and Carlos still wearing his towel.

“Do you want to watch?” Julie asked as soon as they disappeared.

“Yeah,” I replied in a forced voice.

“Let’s give them a second,” she suggested and then turned to kiss me.

Julie and I kissed and fondled each other and I finally got to feel her lovely breasts and slip my fingers into her soft pussy. It was all I could do to stop so that we could watch Nancy, and when we got to the room, we saw that Greg and Carlos had Nancy spread out across the bed. Our host was kissing her mouth, neck, and nipples and Carlos had his face buried between her legs using his hands to lift and separate her thighs. When Greg wasn’t kissing her there was a constant stream of moans coming from her lips.

“Carlos loves to lick and he’s very good at it,” Julie whispered.

I would go down on Nancy on occasion but I couldn’t say it was something that I enjoyed. We landed on the love seat Greg had collapsed in the previous night and watched the action on the bed from just a few feet away. Julie’s hand quickly went to my dick and it wasn’t long before I was so close to cumming that I had to stop her. I alternated between her breasts and pussy as I watched my wife, but distracted, I didn’t provide the attention she deserved, and fortunately, the lovely woman understood the dynamic.

“Ahhh…” my wife let loose with a particular vocal response while her hands went to the back of Carlos’ head.

It reminded me of watching Julie in the same position and I thought about how fortunate the Hispanic was to be able to explore the bodies of two beautiful married women. Greg moved so that he was on his knees next to Nancy’s head and then placed his large cock on her lips until she opened her mouth and took the head between her lips. She turned to let more enter and Greg started rocking his hips gently so that he was essentially fucking her mouth. With it full, the predominant sound that emerged was the slurping of Carlos’ tongue on her sloppy pussy.

From her movements, I sensed my wife was getting close, and Greg must have felt it too because he climbed from the bed. With her mouth now empty, the room was once more filled with the sounds of her arousal. I had never seen her so excited and then I realized I had felt the same way multiple times since our visit which made me stop and think. However, watching her writhing body as she rode Carlo’s tongue and listening to her heavy moans and gasps soon returned me to the moment.

Greg tapped Carlos on the shoulder and after a few seconds, he backed away which brought a whining plea from Nancy and made her open her eyes to see what had stopped her pleasure. As we all watched, Greg climbed onto the bed, positioned himself between her legs, and then moved forward until the head of his large cock was at her entrance. I could see him reach between them and I knew he was positioning for penetration.

“Fuck her good man,” Carlos spoke out in encouragement, and rather than make me angry I found it strangely appropriate.

“Ohhhh…Ohhhh…” Nancy spat out in rapid succession as his hips fell, and at the same time, she spread her legs wide. I watched his hips rise slowly and when they dropped again, he forced my wife to call out, “Oh God!”

“Once more and I’ll be all the way in,” he grunted in response.

“Ughhhh…ugghhhh…ohhh…ohhh…uhhh…” she gasped as he made the final journey into her.

Nancy’s breathing started coming so fast I was afraid she might hyperventilate as Greg ground his hips exploring the depths of her pussy. It was an intense and bizarre feeling to watch my wife beneath another man and I realized I had tunnel vision as I took in their mating, oblivious to everything else. Part of my brain was screaming to stop the insanity but the demons were louder, whispering to me how wild and erotic it was and how much she really wanted it. I suspected that deep in her mind where she stored her secret fantasies, she had thought about sex with Greg. At least that’s what the little voices told me.


Now fully inserted, Greg started moving and we watched his ass lift and then fall slowly back down. Nancy had collected herself and was no longer on the verge of panic. Instead, she now emitting soft pants and moans that became louder as their coupling progressed. For a moment, my concentration went to Carlos who was standing behind the bed watching Greg’s cock slide into my wife while he played with his dick. I knew if I was able to see his face it would likely show anxiousness as he stood ready for his turn.

“She’ll be okay,” Julie whispered to me sensing I needed some reassurance.

My dick was still too sensitive to touch so Julie was stroking my leg. However, despite her luscious and willing body sitting right next to me, I couldn’t pull my attention away from my wife.

Greg’s large body hid most of Nancy, and only her legs from the knee down and her arms were visible. While her arms were wrapped tightly around her lover’s shoulders, her legs were spread widely and hung in the air several feet off the bed. Suddenly, Greg started going faster, and now, with each thrust, he forced a loud grunt from my wife.

“Fuck her good man,” Carlos offered in encouragement as he stroked his cock.

Just then, there was a shadow at the door, and looking over I saw Ruben coming in wearing a robe tied loosely around his waist. He was smiling and watching the bed as he drifted slowly to the loveseat where we sat on flopped down on the other side of Julie. I didn’t want him there but didn’t want to upset things by telling him to leave, and within seconds he started pawing at Julie.

“Not now,” Julie scolded him in a low voice when he tried to kiss her.

He quit trying to kiss her but continued to explore her body with his hands, touching her breasts and trying to push his hand between her legs. The fidgeting she was doing to fend off his advances distracted me and I shot them an annoyed glance. The hurt expression on her face made me feel bad as I really liked Julie and wanted her badly, but at the moment, I felt mesmerized by the sight in front of me. Their movements stopped and I heard whispering that I couldn’t make out but soon they stood and walked out of the bedroom together.

“Turn her over so she can suck me,” Carlos said to Greg drawing my attention back to the bed.

Fortunately, Greg ignored his request and concentrated on fucking my wife who I sensed was getting close. She now had one hand on Greg’s shoulder and the other on his lower back with her legs high in the typical position she moves to when she is about to experience an orgasm. I could hear Greg saying something to her that I couldn’t make out but the effect was swift. Nancy moved her hands to his ass and started pulling him into her.

“Go…don’t stop,” I heard her say in a low voice between moans, and seconds later she repeated the plea even louder, “Don’t stop.”

Then, they began talking in whispers that soon ended when Nancy cried out, “Yes…oh yes…fuck me!”

“Get her off man,” Carlos added.

Greg was pounding her hard and we could hear the wet slapping of their joining bodies when she exploded.

“Oh…oh God…now…do it…oh yes…oh please…please!” Nancy exclaimed with a wild passion. She writhed and struggled to catch her breath and then suddenly she started chanting, “It’s so good…so good…so good…”

My dick started drooling cum which ran down my shaft and over my balls while Greg fucked her through her orgasm keeping a steady pace as she whined, moaned, and pulled on his ass to drive his cock deeper. Then, her climax started to ebb and as her sounds faded, Greg slowed his movements until he was still. There was more talk between the lovers that I couldn’t hear but Carlos was antsy and broke their connection.

“Come on dude. Turn her over,” he demanded again.

This time, Greg didn’t ignore his request. He pulled out causing her to sigh from the loss and then gently prodded her to turn until she was lying face down on the bed. He crawled between her outstretched legs pushing them further apart and then pulled her by the hips until she was on her knees and elbows presenting her beautiful ass to him. When Carlos tried to move in, Greg put up a hand warning him back and took his large wet cock in his hand, and slowly fed it into her dilated hole.

“Oh, yes…yes…” Nancy sighed when she felt him return.

The large man started rocking into her and after he got going, he nodded to Carlos who slid onto the bed with his back against the headboard. Nancy was on her elbows with her head down moaning in time to Greg’s thrusts, and Carlos lifted his right leg over her and settled into position. She seemed to be in such ecstasy from the fucking that she was oblivious to the Hispanic man’s intent until he started rubbing his uncut cock against the top of her head.

“Greg?” she responded in a worried voice when she looked up and saw his cock and hairy balls in front of her.

However, when she lifted to speak, Carlos scooted down so that his groin was beneath her face and Greg shattered any illusions about the encounter being anything more than raw sex when he commanded, “Suck him.”

Nancy is pretty good at oral sex although it was something she did more as a special treat than a matter of course. Thus, I was surprised when she accepted Greg’s command, took Carlos’ cock in her hand, and guided the shiny head into her mouth. It made me wonder if she was remembering my thoughts when we made love after watching Julie, Greg, and Carlos or if she was enjoying the submission.

“Oh, baby that’s good. Suck my dick,” he said to her as he pushed his hips forward. Seconds later, Carlos’ eyes found mine and he declared, “Your wife is good.”

I watched as her head bobbed up and down while Greg plowed her from behind. It was all crazy and I couldn’t believe my wife was in the middle of a threesome while I sat close by with a hard dick. Greg leaned forward, not losing his rhythm, and started fondling her breasts before focusing his attention on her small nipples. Soon, he began pinching them hard making her back arch and forcing whines from her mouth despite the cock.

Somehow, they managed to settle into a decent rhythm and for the next few minutes, I watched as they moved in a synchronized fashion with each emitting sounds of pleasure. Carlos was the first to near a peak, and as his breathing became more labored, he moved both hands to her head to provide guidance. Then, the movement of his hips became more pronounced and he pulled her head closer as a series of loud grunts announced he had cum in her mouth. Nancy had no choice but to swallow his cum and when he finally pulled away, he left her gasping for air.

Watching Carlos’ release must have excited Greg because I could see a new sense of urgency in his movements followed soon by the tell-tale sign of an impending climax. He started losing control of his motions and then, with a roar, he emptied his balls filling my wife with strange semen for the first time since we married.

“Goddamn…Goddamn!” he grunted, pushing his cock deep into her before finally releasing his grip and falling with her next to Carlos.

The room became silent except for their heavy breathing and I stared at their entwined bodies for several minutes before standing and walking out.

Now, I had a burning need to have Julie and went searching. Expecting her to be in the den, I made my way there only to find Elsa asleep on a couch with her clothes on. From there, I walked back down the hall to the bedroom that Susie and Les had used and tried to open the door quietly.

“Get the fuck out of here,” I heard a male voice yell from the darkness.

I backed out and closed the door as a vision of Julie beneath Ruben as he rode her lovely body filled my head. I felt embarrassed for intruding but also deeply disappointed that Julie had given herself to him, and returning to the master bedroom where I had left my wife, I got another surprise. Carlos had already recovered and was fucking my wife hard while he held her hands behind her head and talked dirty to her. I had never done this before and wouldn’t have known what to expect. Her response to Carlos’ words indicated that it was turning her on.

“Bitch likes to fuck, don’t you?” he spat out loudly making me flash in anger before accepting she had given herself to him.

“Yesss…” she answered softly as she drew out the word seductively.

“Squeeze my dick with your pussy,” Carlos demanded and seconds later followed with, “Yeah like that. Do it more…don’t stop.”

Greg, laying on his side, watched them fuck while he stroked his half-hard cock, and I stood at the foot of the bed dumbfounded but also very aroused as she succumbed to her most basic animal passion.

“Ummm…ohhh…” she suddenly blurted out.

“Feel good baby?” he asked.

“Yesss…” she answered in the same lust-filled voice.

“Your husband’s back. Tell him how much you like to fuck,” he challenged her and I started to intervene but stopped, curious whether she would answer.

His words made her look around his body and we made eye contact. The sight of me standing there naked with a raging erection must have triggered something.

“I like it,” she answered.

“Like it? Goddamn baby you love it,” he forced out between his labored breaths.

Whether it was from Greg’s cum in her or her excitement, we could hear how wet she was with each stoke from Carlos. He bent down and started kissing and licking her neck before moving to her breasts which brought a fresh wave of excited sounds from her. When he pulled back, he began talking again, this time even raunchier.

“Do you like it in the ass?” he asked.

“No!” she gave a quick and emphatic reply.

“Where do you want my cum?” he asked, and when she didn’t answer he followed, “In your mouth or pussy? Somewhere else?”

“Just don’t stop,” she answered.

“You want my baby juice in your sweet pussy?” he prodded, obviously enjoying the discomfort he was causing with his pointed questions.

“Yes, cum in me,” she replied in a husky, aroused voice that made my dick grow harder.

Carlos started moving with more purpose and I could see Greg too was getting excited. He was now stroking his erect cock faster as he took in the spectacle.

“Fucking slut wants more cum, don’t you?” Carlos announced and my body stiffened with the intent to pull him off her and beat his ass, but Greg shook his head at me quickly which made me hesitate. Seconds later the Hispanic man added, “I knew we were going to fuck her when she let us play with her pussy last time.”

His words sent me spinning, as I suddenly learned that she had let them touch her and then hid the truth.

“Yes, give it to me,” Nancy replied almost instantly, which brought me back to the moment.

Carlos, still holding her hands above her head, leaned forward and pushed his lips against hers. Surprisingly, she accepted him and they kissed passionately like lovers for a long time before they finally broke.

“Ready for it?” he asked again trying to catch his breath after the kiss.

“Yes,” she forced out through her groans as they built together.

“It’s coming. I’m going to knock your pussy up,” he told her on the verge of losing control.

“Don’t stop!” she demanded as her breathing became erratic.

“You want my baby juice?” he asked again.

“Yes, don’t fucking stop!” Nancy screamed as another orgasm hit and her body convulsed.

Carlos rode her like a bucking bronco as he released his seed into her now well-used pussy. I knew Nancy was on the pill and there was absolutely no way she could get pregnant. Still, it was incredible to hear her respond to talk of being impregnated. Somehow, I had made it through without ejaculating but looking at Greg I saw he had shot his load across the sheet with just a little splatter landing on my wife’s side.

The Hispanic man continued to lay on top of her with his spent body molded to hers and his head in the crook of her neck. I wanted him off so that I could go to her but he showed no signs of disengaging. Finally, I walked to the side of the bed and tapped him on the shoulder. At first, he didn’t move and I had to do it twice more before he lifted himself off, and rolled to her side. My wife’s body was now on complete display and she looked a wreck. Sweat covered her entire body and dotting her body were hairs from her lovers. In addition, her entire pelvic area was frothy and her pussy was splayed open. Finally, there were marks on her breasts and neck no doubt placed intentionally by the two men.

“Nancy?” I called out, reaching over Carlos and taking her by the arm.

She opened her eyes and looked at me, then using my hand to steady, she climbed off the bed. With no words spoken, we left the master bedroom and I guided her down the hall to our room. At that moment, I had an incredible desire to be inside her and add my semen to the mixture, and as soon as we arrived, I closed the door, pushed her onto the bed, and mounted her.

“Oh, damn,” I let out as the wetness and heat engulfed my dick.

It would have been nice to have pounded her to several orgasms before cumming myself but the reality was that I was so aroused that I lasted only a minute before I added my cum to the others. I stayed inside her and we held onto each other tightly with a million questions swirling about but both of us reluctant to start.

“I love you,” I finally said.

“I love you too. Are you mad at me?” she asked.

“No honey. I could have stopped it,” I told her sincerely, and in response, she turned and pushed her lips against mine.

“Did you get with Julie?” she asked me out of the blue as we cuddled.

“No,” I told her.

“Oh,” she said in a way that implied she was disappointed.

“Why?” I asked, now curious.

“Well I know you wanted to…don’t deny it…and for some reason, I feel guilty that I was with… them and you didn’t get with her,” she explained.

“Well, I guess I could go find her,” I said as a joke.

“Would you?” she asked.

“Are you serious?” I asked, truly confused.

“Yes…I can’t explain it but it would make me feel better,” she said after thinking about it for a moment.

The conversation continued for a few more minutes with her encouraging me to go to Julie without a good explanation. So, I was surprised when I found myself walking out the door to look for her in my boxers. Passing the den, I saw Ruben standing nude in front of the fire looking at the still sleeping Elsa. We nodded to each other as I passed and when I noticed his healthy 7” cock that I knew had recently been inside Julie, a wave of jealousy swept through me.

I found Julie in the bedroom she had shared with Ruben asleep under the covers and I shed my boxers and slid in next to her thinking it was crazy for my wife to send me out for sex. I spooned behind her and began running my hands over her naked form, and, although it took a while for her to come out of her sleep when she did and realized it was me, she turned and planted a wonderfully wet kiss on my lips.

“Finally,” she said with a grin I could just make out in the darkness.

We didn’t have sex. Instead, we made love. Slow at first and then faster in time with our passion. Her body felt so good against mine and everywhere I touched seemed to be an erogenous zone. When her orgasm hit, her body was completely entwined in mine and we were kissing passionately, and when we stopped, I could feel her heart beating through her chest.

“I’m always here for you,” she told me as we separated and kissed one last time before I returned to my wife.

It was time to leave this place and get back on stable ground so I intended to get Nancy dressed and get to her parent’s house. Even if we had been drinking and smoking, I didn’t want to spend the night. However, when I got close to the door, I heard noises coming from the room, and drawing closer I could tell it was the sounds of sex.

“Ohhh…ohhh…ohhh…” I heard Nancy labored voice in time with the banging of the headboard against the wall.

“That’s it,” I heard a male voice grunt in exertion.

The sounds indicated that someone was fucking my wife rapidly, and I quickly tried the door but found it locked.

“Don’t hurt me,” I heard her whine, which was followed almost immediately by, “Oh fuck!”

I began knocking and called out, “Nancy?”

“Give us a minute man,” a male voice replied that I recognized as Ruben’s but the sounds of their coupling didn’t stop.

“Open the damn door,” I said in a louder voice.

“Almost there, man,” the male voice responded.

Their mating continued and I had to beat on the door again, “Open the goddamn door.”

“Fuck,” I heard him say, but heard motion in the room.

The door flew open and I was standing face to face with Ruben who was sporting a large erection covered in my wife’s juices. Nancy was on the bed but had curled up and turned on her side.

“Come on man…it won’t take long,” he pled.

“No, we need to go.” I said pushing past him into the room, “Come on Nancy, let’s go.”

“Shit!” Ruben exclaimed and walked out of the room.

“I’m sorry honey,” she said taking my hand as I pulled her to her feet.

“Not now. Let’s talk when we get to your parent’s house.” I told her.

Minutes later we were in the cold SUV headed to her parents, and halfway there, Nancy burst into tears.

“Oh, God. I’m so sorry,” she cried out.

“Nancy, it’s okay. I let it happen. Let’s get back and into bed,” I said, trying to reassure her.

“You must hate me. I’m so embarrassed,” she continued.

“Shhh…I love you. Don’t be silly,” I said taking her hand.

I was able to get her calm and soon we were climbing the stairs to the bedroom. Nancy headed towards the bathroom but I caught her and pulled her back “Honey, I need to shower,” she begged.

“Later,” I said, guiding her to the bed.

“But I’m dirty,” she whined.

Without replying, I started taking off her clothes and when I had her undressed, I quickly disrobed and then pulled her into bed with me. The sheets were cold and I snuggled close to build some warmth.

“I love you,” I said to her.

“Do you? Please say it again,” she said.

“I love you,” I repeated pushing my head in her neck then turning her to me and kissing her.

“I’ve been so bad,” she stated.

“Honey we did it together. I was there and could have stopped it,” I explained.

“You’re such a wonderful man,” she replied, pulling me closer.

I rolled on top of her and slipped inside, and feeling her open, wet pussy was like hitting replay in my brain’s memory and I had to fight to hold my lust back. Fortunately, the moment passed and soon she wrapped her legs and arms around me and we held each other tightly as only a husband and wife can do.

“Did you enjoy it?” I asked as I rocked in her gently inhaling the aromas of her lovers that still clung to her body.

“Yes,” came the faint whisper from beneath me.



Home for the Holidays Ch. 03

Nancy was up before me and I feigned sleep as she showered and dressed not yet ready to deal with the realities of the prior evening. I thought it highly likely that I would bear the brunt of the accusations, tears, and soul-searching from our outrageous behavior, so, when I joined her in the kitchen after cleaning up, I felt quite surprised to discover she was in a pleasant mood. Indeed, I couldn’t detect a trace of guilt or remorse which made me wonder if it was a well-acted façade, a trap that would spring on me later in private. The idea made me tread delicately for some time but, finally, I concluded that she was sincere.

Because of the family schedule, it wasn’t until late afternoon that we were alone together in the bedroom preparing for a nap with an opportunity to discuss the events.

“Honey, look…I…I just want to make sure you’re okay,” I said, hoping to get her to engage.

She looked at me for several seconds, before answering, “Okay is probably a good description. I’m not upset nor am I thrilled, but I thought about things a lot and decided to take you at your word.”

“Meaning?” I asked.

“Meaning, you love me…you still love me and it’s something we did together,” she clarified.

“Good! I think that’s the right way to go,” I responded.

In truth, while my message had been honest, I had intended it as a balm to soothe her spirit not as a shield to deflect reflection. Nonetheless, I felt relieved she had found a good place and we wouldn’t have to go through an emotional roller coaster.

Minutes later, she stripped to her thong and donned a cropped t-shirt. With me in my boxers, we pulled the covers back, climbed into bed, and immediately snuggled. Fortunately, the marks she received were so low on her neck that a normal collar could easily hide them, but in her simple top, I now stared at two. I let my hand rise and my fingertips touched one and then the other as if they were secret buttons. Then, I slowly lifted her shirt until I exposed her breasts and five additional bruises came into view. Like her neck, I slowly touched each one.

“Did you put any on Julie?” she whispered.

“No…I don’t think so,” I replied as I continued to explore while wondering who made each.

“I don’t think she would have minded,” she offered.

I didn’t respond, although I knew she was probably correct. Instead, I focused on a particularly dark hickey just above her left nipple. I knew that discussing them in detail would bring focus to the encounter, which was dangerous, however, Nancy seemed to be in a good place, so I decided to probe.

“Who did this one?” I asked.

“Ruben,” she responded without hesitation using only my touch for guidance.

“Yes, Ruben…how…” I started but got cold feet.

I thought it strange that Nancy accepted him after Greg and Carlos. Especially, since I had left her to rest after making love, and although I wanted to know the details, the subject frightened me.

I felt my wife’s hand work its way down my body and after finding my hard dick, she asked, “How what?”

“Nothing…” I answered which brought a squeeze.

With Nancy’s hand tugging my shaft, I lowered my mouth to a breast and gently suckled on a nipple. Things were rapidly developing into a love-making session instead of sleep, and when I let my hand move to her mound, I was delighted to find her already slick beneath her thong. There followed a sudden flurry as we shed our clothes, and then I was between her legs with her hand guiding me to her opening.

She closed her eyes as I pushed inside, and along with a gasp, I saw a grimace cross her face. It was quickly gone but I knew she felt the lingering effects of the three strange cocks she had taken less than twenty-four hours before. I started moving slowly and after a minute, she began serenading me with soft purrs of pleasure. Soon, her hands moved to my ass and after she rocked her hips to get into a better position, she opened her eyes and looked straight into mine.

“Are we crazy?” she asked with a worried grin.

“Yes, I think so,” I responded and kissed her softly.

“I mean…damn…just damn…” she said as her mind returned to the scene, and I was now nervous she would enter a vortex of shame.

“Don’t Nancy. Stay positive. We did it together,” I coached as I continued to move.

“Your wife is a slut,” she declared, ignoring my words.

“No, honey, I have a beautiful wife that one night went wild,” I said and before she could answer, I added, “Well, maybe two nights.”

“Two?” she responded.

“In the tub the first time Carlos had his hand between your legs,” I said, recalling his account.

“Oh…” she whispered as a guilty expression appeared.

“You didn’t tell me,” I replied.

“I was nervous. I thought you might get mad,” she answered.

“Greg too?” I asked, and when she nodded, I followed with, “Plus Ruben…”

Her encounter with the Hispanic man after being with Greg and Carlos struck a strange chord within me. It seemed more carnal as I thought the earlier situation had exhausted her but the sounds of their aggressive mating left no doubt that Ruben had found more.

“You left me to go to Julie,” she said in defense.

“You told me to!” I replied with a short laugh.

I was now barely moving and suddenly she wrapped her arm around my head and pulled me into a passionate kiss.

“Please tell me about Julie. I want to know what happened. Did you enjoy her?” she probed.

“Yes, I enjoyed her,” I admitted, sensing she wanted to change the subject.

“And? How did you do it? Fast or slow?” she pushed.

“Mostly, slow I guess,” I answered.

“So, you made love to her…” she stated, nailing the truth.

“It was slow and tender, but I only love you,” I replied, proud of my choice of words.

“I know…” she said with a smile.

“And, I didn’t expect to find you starting up with Ruben,” I responded.

“Baby, we weren’t starting, we were finishing,” Nancy clarified.

“Finishing? How long had he been there?” I asked, suddenly confused.

“Almost since you left. I thought it was you coming back at first,” she answered.

I had surmised that I had caught them at the beginning of the sex but recalling the eye contact I made with the man when I passed the living room, I now thought it likely that he immediately went looking for my pretty wife. It meant he had been with her for some time and I had no idea what had occurred.

“And…you…you just let him,” I asked, cringing as I realized how judgmental it sounded.

“I said no when he pulled on the cover and I said no when he got on the bed, but I guess I quit saying no,” she explained with a nervous look.

“Damn, so you were finishing when I arrived?” I asked.

“It was the second time,” she explained in a small voice.

“Second? I mean…what happened on the first…did you…I mean…what happened?” I stammered unable to complete a coherent statement.

“We did it and…you know…we both…and then we rested and he wanted more,” she explained.

“And you had an orgasm? He gave you an orgasm?” I asked.

“Yes…” she admitted.

“Was it big?” I asked as for some reason, I wanted to know.

She looked at me strangely for several seconds and then whispered, “It was nice…”

I stared down at her for what felt like minutes but was probably just a few seconds as I contemplated her message. It was certainly different than I expected, but her demeanor had devolved from playfulness to anxiousness and I knew I needed to take her back to a good place. Thus, I began to move faster and connected with her in another deep kiss.

“You’re special,” I declared when we broke.

“You’re not mad?” she probed.

“No, I’m not mad. There’s a lot to process, but I don’t want to be mad,” I replied.

We continued to make love for several more minutes, but it was soon evident that neither of us was advancing toward a climax, so I finally stopped, fell to her side, and pulled her close. After some cuddling, we both drifted off.

We elected to focus all our attention on family in the lead-up to Christmas and even Susie accepted our decision without too much fuss. It turned out to be a magical day with happy kids, little drama, great weather, and a plethora of food. I spent most of the time, along with the grandpas, helping the kids with their new toys but finally got a break mid-afternoon when it came time to eat. After that, things settled down, as the kids turned to their movies and the ladies huddled to gossip. A little past nine, we headed to our room and I could see the exhaustion in Nancy’s eyes from all the hard work she had expended to make the day special.

“I’m tired,” she whined as she undressed.

“You put a lot of work into everything. So did your mom…and my mom. At least now, it’s over,” I replied.

“Who wants Christmas over?” she fired back with feigned irritation.

“You know what I mean,” I answered feeling a bit cowed.

That night, I kept my hands to myself and let her sleep. Despite her rebuke, I did feel relieved that it was over as things in the house had begun to feel a little claustrophobic. Plus, my wife for the past few days had directed all her energies toward the event making me feel neglected. Now, we could carve out a big chunk of the day for ourselves, especially, since our parents were still happy to help with the kids.

The next morning, my wife’s stretching and her extended yawn woke me from a good sleep and I had turned to try and return to that pleasant state when I felt her body press against my back. As she continued to squirm, I knew it meant she was horny but I decided to ignore her and make her work for my attention. Soon, her arm reached over my body and her fingers found an exposed nipple which she slowly teased. I tried to hold firm but she knew from experience how excited it made me and she finally wore me down.

“Baby, I’m sleeping,” I protested playfully.

“Wake up,” she said.

“Why? I’m enjoying the sleep,” I replied.

“I want to make love,” she whined, confirming the obvious.

“Okay, I guess…” I sighed but when I turned and saw she still had her t-shirt and thong on, I said, “You’re still dressed!”

A flurry of motion ensued and in just a few seconds, she lay naked smiling up at me with her legs partly spread. I shucked my boxers and then let my lips find her nipples and listened to her soft mews as her excitement grew ever higher. Soon, it proved too much for her and she pulled on my shoulders until I acquiesced and positioned my body.

“Mmmm…ohhh…” she sighed as my dick slipped inside.

I started slow but she put a hand on my ass and urged me on and quickly we established a rhythm that made her happy. Something had excited her, and I could tell she wouldn’t last long, so I concentrated on the steady pace she needed until she climaxed.

“Mmmm…oh, baby…uhhhh…it feels so good…” she moaned as the feelings swept through her.

Her orgasm triggered mine and in a series of heavy grunts, my semen fired into her body. We stayed connected and I listened to her purr in contentment as I slowly moved my body, and occasionally we would trade tender kisses.

“What got you so hot?” I asked finally becoming still.

“It’s been three days,” she declared and then broke out in giggles.

“Well, now that Christmas is behind us, we can do it more often…every day…all day long,” I laughed

“Geez, what a scrooge. I thought you liked kids,” she teased.

“I do like kids,” I replied as I leaned to kiss her and when we finished, I added, “Maybe we need another.”

We had discussed more children many times and Nancy was open to the idea but I felt two was the right number and a big part of the reason was selfishness, although I dared not share it.

“Really? I can stop the birth control,” she replied with more enthusiasm than I expected.

“I don’t think that’s a good idea…not right now,” I answered and when she saw the smile on my face, she understood the reference.

“Oh my God, I can’t believe you said that! That is so mean. Get off me,” she cried out but she only made a half-hearted attempt to push me off.

Since the evening at Greg and Julie’s house, we had engaged in sporadic discussions about the events but never covered the entire situation in depth. In the immediate aftermath, both of us struggled to process our motivations and then the demands of Christmas hit full force which consumed all available time. Perhaps, I thought, my snarky comment was a subconscious effort to put the issue back on the table.

“I’m just playing,” I said.

“Say you’re sorry,” she demanded.

“I’m sorry but we probably do need to re-visit it…talk it through,” I replied.

Nancy nodded her head in agreement but I saw trepidation in her eyes so I decided to hold off and let her emotionally prepare.

Susie’s first call happened just two hours later as she had evidently decided the Christmas moratorium with my wife had ended. I gave her the green light to meet her friend for lunch while I helped her mom with the kids and she left just before noon, returning at three. She told me Susie had given her the rundown on our circle’s holiday activities which she knew in some detail even though it had been less than a day. After that, they discussed the evening at Greg and Julie’s house, and I learned her friend now felt Greg had acted too aggressively with the hot tub and needlessly upset Lauren. Nancy explained that she did not know about the other events, which relieved both of us, although we knew there was a risk it would eventually leak out.

“Oh, and Susie’s reserved a table at the New Year’s Eve dance. We’re going,” she announced.

“I see…” I responded.

“Yes, and I gave her some money for it,” she added.

After that, she took the kids with her and her mother to the grocery store so they could get out of the house and when they returned, we had leftovers and then piddled about for the evening watching TV. Since she appeared to be in a good mood, I decided that later, after the kids were in bed, I would try to initiate our needed conversation.

Her dad and I sat in front of the TV watching the late news when I realized I hadn’t seen my wife for some time. Excusing myself, I went up to our room and found her already in bed reading a book. I visited the bathroom, then stripped to my boxers and as soon as joined her, she put her book on the nightstand and turned off the light. I sensed she knew what I had planned but before starting, I pulled her close and kissed her softly.

“Can we talk?” I asked.

“Yes…I guess…yes, we should,” she replied.

“Tell me what you think now that you’ve had some time,” I said, purposefully making it an open question.

“I think I made a mistake. I think I disappointed you,” she started and before I could reply, she added, “But, I don’t know why you let it happen. Pushed it…”

I considered her words for a time and I knew my silence made her nervous but I wanted to get my message right and finally, I responded, “First, you didn’t disappoint me. Some things surprised me but okay, so what? Second, I’m not certain why I let it happen and I’m not trying to be evasive. There were so many things going on…so many things swirling that I think I lost my balance…my perspective. And, whether you…or we…made a mistake is something we need to figure out.”

“Tell me about the things swirling,” she said.

Again, I knew I needed to choose my words carefully, so I paused for a moment before explaining slowly, “Well, I guess there was being naked in the hot tub, the touching, discovering Julie, seeing how you reacted when you watched, watching Carlos and Elsa so close, and knowing about Greg…your past. I mean together…that’s a lot.”

“That is a lot…too much…” she agreed and we went quiet for a few seconds before she said, “You know…the bad stuff…it wouldn’t have happened if you didn’t push.”

“I know,” I responded, and more silence ensued that lasted for almost a minute before I asked, “Did you want me to?”

For several seconds, Nancy moved in my arms as if she were seeking a safer spot but finally, she calmed and asked, “What surprised you?

Although she had ignored my question, I didn’t press and replied, “How much it thrilled you. How excited you got.”

“God, honey, I’m human!” she let out, and suddenly we were both giggling.

Her simple remark resulted in all the tension leaving the room and I pushed her onto her back and quickly found her lips. Our kiss went on for minutes and every time I tried to separate, she pulled me back. When it finally ended, I let her guide me over her, and seconds later, we connected.

“You’re so beautiful,” I whispered.

“We went crazy,” she responded in a soft voice.

For the next few minutes, I moved with her but I wanted to learn more so when I thought her excitement had reached the right level, I asked, “Who did you enjoy most?”

“All of it…it was all part of the same thing,” she answered as a little smile appeared.

“Ruben too?” I probed.

“Yeah…” she replied.

“Did you really tell him no at first?” I asked.

“I was still horny…” she responded as her smile broadened.

Her admission fueled my passion and I started moving faster knowing I would lose control very shortly but unable to contain myself. Nancy seemed pleased by the change and her mews became louder as her feet slowly rose from the bed.

As I neared the end, a thought I couldn’t control entered my brain and I said boldly, “You wanted me to push. You wanted to be like Julie.”

“And Elsa…” she groaned.

Her reply felt like a shot of adrenalin hit my ass and I started pounding into her as hard as I could which almost immediately set her off. Seconds later, we climaxed together and my release was so powerful, that it hurt.

“God, you’re pulling my balls through my dick,” I forced out through gritted teeth,

“Don’t stop…don’t…don’t stop…” she demanded.

It took several minutes to recover and when I had caught my breath, I started planting wet kisses all over her face. We ended up in another long passionate connection and when it ended, I fell to her side, however, she still had something on her mind because she followed me, straddled my waist, put her hands on my shoulders, and looked down into my eyes.

“Did we make a mistake?” she asked.

“No, definitely not,” I replied instantly.

“Don’t think I’ve forgotten Julie,” she said as her smile returned.

“You made me go!” I protested.

“Stop,” she demanded and before I could respond, she added, “There’s something there….”

Thankfully, she dropped the subject, and after falling to my side, we cuddled for a time before I rose on an elbow and started to run my hand from her pussy to her breasts, transferring some of her juices each time. When I had her nipples completely wet, I gently suckled on them making her back arch and bringing forth fresh whimpers. I thought about mounting her again but I still hadn’t fully recovered, so I decided to wait.

“What got you the most excited?” I asked lifting my head from her chest and staring at her face.

“Mmmm…I don’t know,” she replied, but seconds later, she said, “When you said we were staying and we went back to the den. When Greg and Carlos opened my robe, I knew it was really going to happen and I thought I would explode.”

“You did explode…several times I think,” I teased, and rather than respond, she directed my head back to her breasts.

Thinking about the conversation the next morning, I felt pleased that we covered a lot of ground without judgment and moved past the angst but thought it likely we would talk some more. Also, I couldn’t help but think about the intensity of the sex we shared. It felt very similar to our session when we arrived home from Greg and Julie’s house, which meant the encounter continued to excite us both. Then, there was the subject of Coach Johnson. I had purposefully left her interaction with him out of the discussion as the ramifications were unclear. Without question, she had been deceitful with me about encountering the man but I didn’t know if it was due to planned deviousness or a simple desire to avoid the subject. A few weeks ago, I would have considered a nefarious rendezvous out of the question but the recent events had shown me what she was capable of in the right situation. Since their meeting, I had hoped she would eventually come to me and admit the truth but with each passing day, that outcome seemed more remote which meant that very soon, I needed to confront her and get the issue on the table.


For the next few days, we banged around not doing much of anything and it may have been my imagination, but I sensed that our conversation had positively impacted her demeanor. I noticed a bit more spring in her step as if a weight of guilt had lifted from her shoulders and several times when we caught each other’s eye, she would give me a playful look. It made broaching the subject of Coach Johnson even more difficult but late one evening when everything had quieted and we were alone, I decided the time had arrived.

“Nancy, can we talk about something?” I asked as we lay next to each other in bed.

“Sure,” she answered showing no distress as she put her book down on the nightstand.

“Look, when we were at the dance…the last time. I saw you talking to Coach Johnson,” I stated.

Suddenly, I saw nervousness in her eyes, but after a moment, she replied, “So?”

“When you returned to the table, you didn’t mention him. You said you were feeling ill and spent some time in the restroom,” I reminded her, and before she could respond, I added, “It certainly seems like you were trying to hide it.”

“Because it’s my thing…my memory. My one time of being really naughty back then. Can’t I have something to myself?” she replied.

I looked at her as the wheels in my head spun and then taking her hand, I said, “You know if you would have told me that…explained it that way when you saw him, I would have kissed you on the cheek and told you I understand, completely. It’s the honesty, Nancy. Don’t you get that?”

Several times, she started to speak but finally, she simply replied, “Okay.”

“Are you communicating with him?” I asked, deciding to press forward despite her answer.

She stared at me for several seconds and I could tell the question troubled her, but finally, she replied, “Yes, we text…we’ve talked once but mostly text.”

“Has he asked you to meet him?” I pushed already knowing the answer.

“Yes,” she admitted.

“What did you say?” I probed.

“I said no…it wasn’t a good idea,” she replied.

“Did you think about it?” I responded and as the words left my mouth, I realized it was the important question.

At first, she didn’t speak and it was like I could see the wheels spinning in her head as she debated what to say but finally after taking a deep breath, she said, “Yes.”

We locked eyes for a few seconds and then I pulled the covers over me and turned my back to her as I contemplated her message. Seconds later, I felt movement, and then her body was against me and she draped an arm over my shoulders.

“I’m sorry. I should have told you,” she whispered.

“It really is a powerful memory and all this time you’ve had it bottled up. Is that the first time you saw him since high school?” I asked.

“I saw him a couple of times in passing over the years when I was in town,” she answered.

“Nothing then?” I probed.

“No, we were a couple and…” she started but let her thought trail off.

“And?” I pushed.

“We hadn’t done anything crazy yet,” she answered.

“I guess that did open some doors,” I chuckled, which brought a pinch on my arm.

With that, she pulled on my shoulder and I let her roll me until I was on my back staring into her beautiful face. She lowered her head and kissed me quickly but seconds later when we locked mouths again, we stayed together in a passionate embrace for quite some time. The moment the kiss ended, Nancy moved to my waist, removed my boxers, and sucked my half-hard dick into her mouth. It felt marvelous but I wanted to taste her and tried to pull her ass towards my head but she swatted my hand away.

“Don’t. I want to take care of you,” she said.

She worked on me with gusto, making me sloppy wet as she alternated between taking me in her mouth and licking my shaft. Her firm grip on my base and the occasional use of her fingernails to tease my balls soon had me going in the right direction.

“Damn, Nancy…are you after forgiveness or permission?” I forced out.

The words made her stop and for several seconds she stared at me over the top of my dick, then, just as a little smile appeared on her face, she replied, “Both.”

“You want to meet him? Go to him?” I asked, but she didn’t answer and returned all her attention to my now aching shaft.

For the next few minutes, she concentrated on sucking the cum from me but her admission had my head churning and I knew the likelihood of a climax was remote. Perhaps she sensed it too because suddenly she jumped from the bed and started to tear at her clothes.

“I need you in me,” she declared as she climbed on top.

We groaned in unison as my dick entered her incredibly wet pussy and when we had fully connected, she fell forward on her hands and stared into my eyes as her ass started to move rapidly. I wondered if she was searching for the courage to ask permission outright or if she hoped I would offer it on my own but I wanted it to play out so I remained silent and let the tension build. Twice, we connected in passionate kisses, and in between, I teased her tiny nubs while she pushed hard against my pelvis. However, I realized I wanted to be in charge and perhaps needed to be to get her in the right place, so, without warning, I flipped her onto her back.

“My turn,” I told her.

“Mmmm…go, baby,” she moaned.

With deep yet measured thrusts, I took my pretty wife, and soon I felt her feet on my ass as squeaks of pleasure escaped her mouth. Still, she remained silent about the coach but I guessed the thoughts were boiling in her brain.

“Baby, he already fucked you… When he pushed his cum into your eighteen-year-old high school pussy it was fucking,” I said intentionally being provocative.

“No…” she sighed, and then just a second later offered, “Maybe…”

“You want more of his cum in you?” I asked, unable to hold back any longer.

“You want me to?” she asked, and I realized we were having the same conversation we had at Greg’s. I held back my answer and as the seconds ticked by, I could tell she was getting agitated, and finally, she repeated, “You want me to?”

“No, baby…not this time. You tell me what you want,” I countered.

“Please…” she whined.

“Please what?” I asked thinking she was asking permission.

“Please tell me to,” she replied.

“No, Nancy. Do you want to fuck him? Yes or no,” I demanded.

For a moment, she locked eyes with me, and then her face turned into my arm and in a tiny voice, she whimpered, “Yes…”

I started pounding into her rapidly and realizing the meaning of my sudden surge of excitement, a tiny, knowing smile appeared on my wife’s face.

“What?” I asked defensively but rather than wait for an answer, I stated, “He’ll want you for a long time.”

“Yeah…” she replied shamelessly.

I felt her reach back and start to tease my balls with her fingernails and we both knew that in my heightened state, I wouldn’t last long. Sure enough, a mere twenty seconds later I fought but lost the battle and in a series of loud grunts, I released my seed into Nancy. Completely spent, I managed to force three more thrusts and then collapsed onto her body before slowly sliding to her side.

“You made me cum too quick.” I protested.

“I know, she replied, and then added, “You needed to.”

We shared several soft kisses and then she turned in my arms while pulling my arm tightly over her shoulder. She wiggled a bit to settle in and I knew by her demeanor she was quite pleased by the way things turned out, as not only had she avoided the doghouse but she also found a path to consummate her childhood fantasy.

“I had almost succumbed to sleep when a thought struck me and I whispered, “Who else has texted you?”

Instantly, her breathing stopped and her body became stiff, indicating I had discovered something, and I was just about to probe some more when she replied, “Ruben.”

“You need to tell me about it…tomorrow though,” I said, knowing I was far too exhausted.

“Okay,” she agreed as I felt her body slowly relax.

The next morning, we rose and went to breakfast without discussing the Hispanic man’s communication but several times, I caught her looking at me curiously and I guessed she hoped to gauge my state. However, my casual manner worked to remove her concerns, and when I moved to the living room to catch up on the morning news, I saw her disappear out the back door. I guessed she hoped to connect with Coach Johnson and after almost an hour had passed, I suspected she had engaged with him in some pre-tryst phone play. Finally, she returned, and her disappointed expression indicated that something had gone awry. I raised my eyebrows in a questioning look and she immediately shook her head several times telling me my suspicions were correct.

“What’s wrong?” I asked a few minutes later when we stood in a quiet part of the house.

“He’s out of town. He took his son to visit his mother and won’t be back until the day we leave,” she explained.

“I’m surprised he didn’t return,” I said, purposefully teasing.

“He asked me to stay a few more days,” she countered.

“Well, sorry it didn’t work out,” I responded and turned to leave.

“You wanted me to…don’t act so smug,” she replied but when I turned to her, she was smiling.

“You still need to tell me about Ruben,” I said.

“Maybe, I won’t,” she answered.

She tried to walk past me but I took her in my arms, squeezed her tightly, and said, “Oh, yes you will, sweetie. I want to see the texts.”

I hadn’t asked for the coach’s mostly because of her declaration about the deeply personal nature of her fantasy. However, no such situation existed with the young Hispanic man so I fully intended to see everything.

“No, I don’t think you should. They’re a little raunchy,” she replied.

“Yours or his?” I pushed.

“Mine, of course. He’s a perfect gentleman,” she answered sarcastically.

“Let me see them,” I stated.

“Do you really have to? They’ll make you mad,” she protested but when I nodded my head, she said with a sigh, “Let’s go to our room then.”

We stopped at the kitchen so I could get some more coffee and then headed up the stairs. As soon as we arrived, Nancy started fiddling with her phone, and when she handed it to me, I saw a long chain that started the day after our decadent night. Devoid of finesse, every day the man asked to meet for sex and used extremely foul words as he described her body and what he wanted. Indeed, if I had used the offensive terms, I would have likely drawn a slap which made me wonder why she didn’t block the man, and although she stayed mostly reserved, on several occasions she made it clear how much she enjoyed their sex. One exchange stood out as she explained how close she had been to an orgasm when I arrived at the door and how she wished they could have finished.

“You engaged with him…stayed engaged for a long time,” I stated pointedly.

“A little…some, I guess,” she replied, trying to diminish the significance.

“Well, let’s see, he said “I loved pounding your cunt and hearing you beg for it” and you answered, “yeah it felt so good”,” I reminded her.

“Don’t…” she said looking at the floor.

“And at the same time, you’re involved with Coach Johnson. Show me his,” I demanded.

“No…please honey…no…” she whined.

“Two hungry men wanting you and you didn’t tell either no,” I stated, strangely feeling more surprise than anger.

She stared at me with an indecipherable expression but said nothing and we fell into an awkward silence that lasted until I handed her the phone. Our prior discussions had been quite positive but I felt my control slipping, so before taking a step too far, I motioned towards the door and we returned to the others.

Something had changed within Nancy, of that, there was no question but I struggled to determine the trigger. I thought maybe it had something to do with our extended stay but we had returned on visits many times in the past, so the theory didn’t feel right. Then, I considered whether she had reached a point in our relationship where she needed something different. However, she had ample opportunity in the city to indulge discreetly which seemed to me to be a far better option. In the end, the only thing I could rationalize was that the series of events, starting with our first evening at Greg and Julie’s, had built upon the other, compounding the impact resulting in the current situation. Certainly, my fingerprints were on much of the construction but not everything, especially, her surreptitious communications with the two men.

Nancy’s secrecy is what annoyed me the most as it made everything about her rather than us, and although I was sympathetic about the personal nature of her interactions with the coach, her texting with Ruben left me raw. Indeed, during callous moments as I thought things through, I had a hard time believing her motivation came from anything other than simple lust. Knowing we had only a week left before our return to the city, I decided the best course would be to hold off on any further discussions and focus our attention on the family. Then, back on our home turf, away from distractions, I could press her further and try to get her to share more.

“Susie wants to know if we want to come over for a drink before going to the dance,” Nancy told me mid-afternoon on the thirty-first.

I thought about it for a moment and then answered, “Maybe not. I don’t think we should get going too early or we won’t make midnight.”

She merely nodded her acceptance likely still feeling guilty about the dirty texting. We didn’t leave the house until eight-thirty and when we arrived at the dance, we found that we were one of the first as most of the others were late from their pre-partying. We weren’t well acquainted with the few present but we managed to engage in a conversation and over the next half hour, the rest of the crew straggled in. Despite being the hostess, Susie and Les arrived last and we could tell both were already a little tipsy. The blonde woman immediately cornered my wife along with two others and they launched into a whispered conversation with their heads close together.

“Dance with me,” I heard Nancy say behind me as she took my arm.

“What were y’all talking about?” I asked when we had entered the throng.

“Just girl stuff,” she answered evasively, and then added, “Greg and Julie aren’t coming.”

“Why not?” I asked.

“His dad wanted them at his house for a family event,” she explained.

I felt a pang of disappointment realizing that I might not get to see Julie again but I merely responded, “Oh, well.”

Although Nancy showed no outward distress, I sensed she didn’t like the news either. We spent the next few hours visiting and occasionally dancing enjoying our last night out before the end of our long vacation. Just past eleven, while waiting in the restroom for an open urinal, I checked my phone and saw that I had a text from Julie asking us over. It seemed a bit odd and when I read the follow-on text asking that I not share the invite with others, I wondered about their intent.

Still thinking about the meaning, when I returned to my wife, at first, I didn’t share it with her. I guessed the couple had something more in mind than a New Year’s drink and after what we had gone through recently, I thought it would be wise to ignore the message and claim later that I only saw it after we were home.

“I got a text from Julie inviting us over,” I whispered to my wife just before midnight, finally deciding to share.

She raised her eyebrows and then announced, “I got one from Greg, too.”

“Oh, I see,” I replied as I considered why she hadn’t mentioned it.

“I planned on ignoring it,” she responded as if reading my mind.

We stared at each other for a few seconds but just as I gave her a noncommittal shrug, Susie appeared which ended the conversation. Soon, the lead-up to midnight started and when it arrived, all the traditional things happened including horn-blowing, toasts, and kisses. During my obligatory kiss of my wife’s close friend, my thoughts returned to Julie and I wished it was her soft lips on mine.

Although the dance hall stayed open until one, as soon as the celebration waned, people started making for the door. We stayed a few more minutes but feeling the rapid deterioration of energy, we elected to leave and after quick goodbyes, we were out the door.

“Greg texted again,” Nancy advised when we reached the car.

I quickly checked my phone but had nothing from Julie so I looked at her and asked, “What did it say?”

“Same thing…wants us to come over,” she replied.

“It’s late,” I said as we pulled away.

“Yes,” she concurred.

Despite my misgivings, my thoughts returned to our previous visits to the couple’s house, the decadent activities we engaged in, and the reactions I had to my wife’s involvement. Also, as much as I wished I could deny it, Julie, and the connection we made, entered my mind. After discovering Nancy’s secret communication, I resolved to finish the visit with no further drama and return to the safety of our normal lives but as I drove, I started to feel curious about the activities at the house. I didn’t want to broach the subject with my wife as it countered my stance but as I continued the drive home, my thoughts reached a boiling point.

“Why do you think we were invited?” I asked as we neared Nancy’s parent’s house.

“So, they could say goodbye, probably,” she replied, offering a benign view that I couldn’t believe she thought was completely true.

“You want to drop by and say goodbye?” I asked.

I couldn’t believe I spoke the words, instantly feeling foolish, and although I rationalized it was curiosity that drove me, I knew my wife would think I wanted something to happen with her, Julie, or both.

I cringed as I waited for her reply but after a short hesitation, she simply answered, “Okay.”

“I guess…maybe text Greg,” I suggested as I turned the SUV around.

We didn’t receive a reply during our drive so we weren’t sure what to expect as we parked at the curb, although, the car in front of us and the one in the driveway suggested we would find a small gathering. However, when we knocked on the door no one answered, so Nancy tried the door and finding it open, we stepped inside. The pungent smell of pot hit us as we slowly made our way inside and ahead of us, we could hear music playing. Arriving at the den, we found Greg and Carlos, fully dressed, on opposite ends of the sofa while Elsa sat curled in a nearby chair playing with her phone looking decidedly bored.

“Hey guys,” I said to announce our presence.

All jumped at the sound of my voice and when they had calmed, Greg said, “Didn’t think you were coming.”

“We texted a little while ago,” Nancy responded.

“Okay,” Greg responded, and going into host mode, he stood and asked, “You want something to drink?”

I asked for a beer and surprisingly my wife did too, and as we waited, I noticed Carlos giving my wife a strange stare. Soon, Greg returned and after passing out the drinks we all sat and started an awkward exchange. It didn’t take long for me to realize that Carlos was hammered and although Greg didn’t appear inebriated, he gave off a strange vibe.

“Let’s go,” Elsa whined after a few minutes.

“Shut up,” the Hispanic man fired back rudely which made her go into a pout.

The conversation started again but it remained stilted and I had just decided we should leave when we heard a noise in the entranceway. Seconds later, Susie appeared alone still dressed in her dance attire with a silly smile on her face.

“I guess I found the party,” she announced.

“It’s turning into one,” Greg laughed and then left to get her a beer.

I wanted to ask about Les but the women had already started a discussion so I turned to the others and for the next fifteen minutes, we held parallel conversations. Although engaged verbally with us, Carlos’ eyes never left the women and even Greg seemed to have a bit of a hungry look. However, I didn’t want to get anything going especially with Susie present.


“Where’s Julie?” my wife’s friend asked.

“When I last saw her, she was in bed watching TV but that was about an hour ago. Probably asleep by now,” Greg replied.

“Let’s go look,” the woman answered as she rose and took my wife’s hand.

Quickly, they disappeared down the hallway and we remained quiet until the sound of their footsteps faded. Greg started to talk about sports as Carlos seemed to drift, and while I pretended to listen, my mind wondered about what had occurred earlier. Had they had a sexual encounter? Susie had told Nancy about a mandatory gathering at Greg’s dad’s house but that likely ended hours ago. Elsa seemed completely at ease which I thought strange if she had recently had sex but Julie and Carlos did have a history. The thought of him on top of her made me jealous but the vision lingered in my head until Carlos’ words brought me quickly back.

“I thought you weren’t coming?” he asked me out of the blue.

Caught off guard, I stammered for a moment before collecting myself and replying, “We changed our minds. So, we could say goodbye.”

“She told him you weren’t coming,” he challenged me again.

“Carlos…” Greg tried to interject.

The form of the man’s statement and the nervousness in Greg’s voice immediately put me on alert and I collected my thoughts for a moment before I asked, “Who did she tell?”

“Carlos…” our host said again.

Undaunted, the inebriated man chuckled a bit and then answered, “Ruben…she told Ruben.”

I knew from the texts they had communicated although I thought it had ended. Something told me there was more, and when I saw we now had Elsa’s full attention, I felt sure of it.

“When did she tell him that?” I asked.

“I don’t know…earlier…like this afternoon,” he replied.

I knew my response would mean everything, so I paused for a moment before asking, “Why did he care about that…her coming over?”

The Hispanic man let go with a full laugh and then said bluntly, “So he could fuck her some more.”

“Carlos…c’mon, man…” Greg immediately replied.

“That was weeks ago. It’s not going to happen again,” I replied although something told me I didn’t understand the full meaning of his message.

He started laughing again and it was Elsa who clarified things when she announced, “They did it two days ago.”

“Yeah, he fucked the shit out of her, man. She got so loud his grandmother got pissed off,” the man laughed with the pretty young girl joining in.

“Carlos, stop…” Greg pleaded but the Hispanic man continued to snicker as I processed the message.

I felt incensed that after our open and intimate discussions on Ruben and Coach Johnson that she would choose to act deceitfully, and suddenly I felt very small, much like I had in high school as the outsider, as just like in those days, everybody but me knew the secret. For a moment, a wave of anger swept through me and I almost rose to strike the laughing man but I managed to regain control, and as my anger ebbed another emotion hit me.

“Call him and tell him to come over,” I demanded.

My words made him stop laughing and he looked at me seriously for a moment before replying, “Come over to fuck her?”

“Yeah…” I replied.

“Shit, man. There’s Susie,” Greg counseled.

“I don’t give a shit,” I responded now wanting my wife to feel the same humiliation as me.

Carlos reached for his phone but after fumbling with it for a moment, Elsa jumped over, snatched it from his hand, and made the call. It lasted less than a minute and when it ended, the young girl’s smile announced her success.

Several times, Greg tried to get my attention but I avoided his eyes, and a minute or so later when things had calmed, I started probing more about my wife and Ruben. I learned that they had met twice at his grandmother’s house where he lived, and in both instances Carlos and Elsa were present. By his description, Nancy loved every second of the encounters and had begged for more.

Just fifteen minutes had elapsed when sounds in the hallway announced Ruben’s arrival and he emerged into the den excitedly as he looked around for my wife. After explaining that she was down the hall, I told him I would get her and purposefully made my way to the bedroom. Julie lay beneath the comforter, propped up on pillows while Susie and my wife sat at the foot of the bed. When they spotted me, I nodded toward Nancy and as her friends giggled, she joined me in the hallway.

“What’s up?” she asked with a smile.

“Come with me,” I replied and my stern look made her smile quickly disappear.

Dutifully, she followed me to the den but when she saw Ruben, she stopped dead in her tracks. With all eyes on her, extraordinary tension filled the room as my wife quickly realized that everyone was aware of her meetings. I could see her body start to shake but I had no sympathy nor do I think did any of the others as everyone looked excited. Even Greg, who had tried to play the gentleman, now looked on with fire in his eyes.

“Let’s go home…let’s talk there,” she tried.

“No, Nancy. Ruben came here to fuck you. I told him he could,” I explained.

“No…no, I can’t…Susie…” she stammered as the reality hit.

“Susie doesn’t matter,” I responded letting her know I had no sympathy.

“C’mon, baby…I’m ready,” her lover announced and stepped her way.

She took a half-step back trying to avoid his hand and just as it found her wrist, she whimpered, “Ruben…please. Please, no…”

She managed to make him stop and they began a whispered conversation that ended when she looked up and announced, “We’re going to his house.”

“No…no Ruben. Do it here,” I demanded.

I had no right to take over Greg’s house but he remained silent and when the Hispanic man saw my expression, he nodded his acceptance. A defeated look came to my wife and she start to sob as he directed her toward the bedrooms.

“He’ll fuck the shit out of her. She loves his cock,” Carlos said.

“She does!” Elsa said emphatically.

The comment made me look at the others and I could see they were now even more excited. Even Carlos had somehow managed to emerge from his stupor, and although I knew they would eventually want to go to the room to watch the mating, it happened faster than I anticipated.

“Let’s go look,” Carlos said to the pretty Hispanic girl.

I caught Greg’s eye as they rose and he merely shrugged which told me he didn’t want to get involved. I thought about telling them no but I still felt the sting of her deceit so I just watched as they disappeared.

“You sure about this?” Greg asked.

“No,” I replied in a brusque manner.

Greg perhaps singed by my terse response didn’t attempt any further discussion. I wondered how far things had progressed and several times, I had to force myself to remain still. Surprisingly, Greg remained calm and outwardly showed no interest in what was happening in one of his bedrooms.

“Hey, where is everyone? Where’s Nancy? Are they outside?” Susie asked.

I had not heard her approach so her voice startled me and when I turned, I spotted Julie right behind her dressed in a heavy robe. Both had smiles on their faces but when Julie noticed my expression, hers quickly turned. For a moment, I thought about concocting a story, but my desire to see my wife feel the full brunt of her actions won out.

“She’s in a bedroom with Ruben. Carlos and his girlfriend went to watch,” I announced.

Susie started to chuckle but when neither I nor Greg joined, a strange look appeared on her face and she said, “What are you talking about?”

“She’s back there fucking Ruben,” I replied.

Her eyes bounced between all three of us and then suddenly, she bolted down the hall, and after a few seconds, Julie moved silently to the sofa.

“Are you okay?” she asked in a gentle voice.

“Not really,” I answered and after a pause, I asked, “Did y’all know about it…them?”

My question made them look at each other which provided my answer and it was Julie that confirmed things when she replied, “Yes, we knew.”

Her answer stung a little given our shared intimacy but I didn’t challenge her and after a few seconds Greg offered, “Carlos told us yesterday. After it happened.”

The message made sense and it seemed sincere which helped a little but suddenly I felt antsy, almost claustrophobic, and I knew the cause. Slowly, I rose and with a simple nod to the couple, I too departed to find my cheating wife. Ironically, guided by the sound, I found them in the same room they had used during our last visit.

Standing at the door, I watched as her Hispanic lover took her in the missionary position with enthusiasm. Indeed, their combined sounds of pleasure seemed merged with the squeaking bed springs and the slurping sounds of her drenched pussy providing something of a sexual symphony. Whatever reluctance she held to start had vanished or been forced aside by the man’s cock and by the look of things, she wasn’t going to last much longer.

Carlos and Elsa stood close together on the far side of the bed and she had his cock out of his pants. She slowly stroked his partially erect shaft as they watched but her attention was on the couple and I could tell she was very aroused. Susie stood opposite them with her back to me, close enough to touch the connected pair, which made me wonder if she had tried to intervene. Although I couldn’t see her expression, she seemed mesmerized and since it wasn’t the reaction I expected, I wondered if Nancy had shared some things. It certainly wouldn’t be the first time my wife provided what I felt was too much information to her friend although those times never put her in a bad light.

“Fuck yeah man,” Carlos suddenly let out, and then quickly added, “Fuck the shit out of her.”

The way he said it made me think he just needed to release some tension but I did notice that Susie looked his way for a moment before returning her eyes to the bed.

“Shit, it’s good pussy,” Ruben forced out.

“You know it man…it’s damn good,” Carlos chimed in.

I knew the scene was way too intense to last much longer so I wasn’t surprised when I heard Nancy start to emit little squeaks that signaled an orgasm was close. Ruben must have sensed it too because he redoubled his efforts and in less than a minute, he had her right on the edge.

“Oh…oh, yes…so close…” Nancy whined.

“Make her beg for it,” Carlos laughed, and glancing toward the man, I saw that he now had his hand on the back of Elsa’s head forcing her to suck his cock.

“You want to cum?” Ruben asked.

“Yes…” she answered shamelessly.

“Fuck yeah, baby. Fuck yeah,” he gasped as he pushed in hard.

Seconds later, her body became entirely rigid, and then with a loud cry, she announced the arrival of her climax as her feet kicked the air and her hands moved to his ass.

“Go, Ruben…go…don’t stop,” she demanded.

Her lover’s efforts made the orgasm linger but finally, we could see her body start to relax and when she pulled his head down, he joined her in a deep kiss as his body became still. Just as it ended, I felt a touch on my arm, and turning, I saw Julie behind me with Greg standing off to one side. With my concentration on the bed, I hadn’t been aware of their arrival and when we locked eyes she nodded toward the door. Slowly, I started to ease back until we both stood in the hallway.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“Yes, I guess so,” I answered realizing I did feel better than I should and thinking about my wife’s friend, I asked, “Does Susie know about…things?”

“No, I don’t think so. I mean, I’m not aware,” she replied.

Just then, the sound of squeaking bedsprings hit us and they were soon joined by my wife’s whimpers which told us that Ruben was now working for his release. We listened silently as the sounds built and then Julie took my hand in hers and with a smile, she led me down the hall to her bedroom. Closing the door behind us, she turned to me and the look in her eyes made it clear what she was after so I pulled her into my arms and kissed her deeply. A second kiss immediately followed the first and somehow during our embrace we managed to shuffle alongside the bed.

“I need you,” I whispered which made her tremble, and quickly I opened her robe and pulled it from her shoulders.

Now naked, she helped me with my clothes and soon we lay entwined on the comforter. I thought about fondling her lovely body but her needy mews told me she was ready so I rolled her to her back and she opened her legs to receive me. We gasped together as I slipped inside and with our connection, all thoughts of my wife’s sordid display fled my mind.

“It feels so good,” she moaned as we established our rhythm.

“Yes, I’ve missed you,” I sighed.

“Really?” she asked but rather than reply, I moved my lips to hers.

For the next few minutes, we made love slowly and her soft whimpers along with the magical look in her half-closed eyes let me know was enjoying herself immensely. My ability to pleasure the lovely woman made me feel powerful and I wanted it to last but when the tingling in my balls began to grow, I couldn’t hold back and started to move with more force. Julie didn’t seem to mind, indeed, her seductive sounds increased with my pace, and although I wanted badly to explode inside her, I needed her to be there with me. Somehow, I managed to find a safe spot which lasted until the seductive groans of her approaching orgasm launched me. From there, it was a race and she barely beat me before I grunted loudly and flooded her opening.

“Damn…” I forced out when I was able to speak.

“Yeah…damn…” she concurred as she looped her arms around my neck.

Her soft lips felt so good that for a few seconds I started to move again but when my exhaustion suddenly raced back, I groaned and fell to her side.

“Julie, there is something…I don’t know… Something…” I started.

“I know,” she said interrupting me as she wiggled her body closer, and then, after a pause, she added, “You can have me any time you want. I mean that.”

Her words caused a strange emotion to course through my body as I realized I felt the same and for the next few minutes, we communicated solely through soft caresses and tender kisses. However, thoughts of Nancy started to creep into my brain and although I tried multiple times to push them away, I knew that I needed to check on her. Somehow, Julie sensed my state as she turned in my arms and then looked at me knowingly.

“I guess I need to see about her,” I whispered.

“I know…” she replied as her hand stoked my arm.

“You going to stay here?” I asked.

“Hell, no…I want to see what’s happening, too,” she giggled.

We both laughed at her response which lightened the moment and we left the bed and started putting on our things. Together, we walked down the hall but when we arrived at the bedroom, we found it empty. All kinds of scenarios raced through my head as I considered whether my wife had left with her lover or if she was somewhere else in the house. I could see the wheels turning in Julie’s head as well but I was the first to suggest a course.

“Another room…maybe?” I asked.

“Let’s look, she concurred,” and together we made our way down the hall.

One of the rooms had the door closed room and I noted seconds it was the room where we had caught Julie with Carlos. The irony that the beginnings of the sordid play had occurred at the very spot we now stood wasn’t lost on me, and I felt some trepidation as her hand slowly turned the knob. She opened the door enough for us to peer inside and at first it appeared empty but then I spotted Elsa curled up on the loveseat.

“I wonder why she’s here…alone,” I said as Julie eased the door shut.

“I don’t know. She is always close to Carlos,” she responded.

We made for the den and when we arrived the clothes strewn about suggested the group had made for the hot tub. I couldn’t say I was surprised as it had become a central congregating spot during our visits but I also knew that it had been the scene of some aggressive sexual activities. Julie’s nervous expression indicated she held similar thoughts but together we made for the door and stepped into the cold night air. Halfway there, we started to hear Carlos’ voice although we couldn’t make out the words, and when the bubbling water came into view, the scene was even more depraved than I had imagined.

Just like Carlos had done with Elsa, Ruben had Nancy halfway out of the tub, face down against the cold tile, as he hammered into her from behind. However, her heavy grunts mixed with squeals of excitement showed that she was an eager participant. Carlos sat close to their side loudly encouraging his friend while occasionally slapping my wife’s ass, and Greg, seated opposite them, had Susie on him with her back against his chest. His hands fondled her large breasts and although I felt certain he had his large cock buried inside her pussy, they seemed more interested in watching the show than exploiting the connection.

“Let me have a turn. You already got a nut,” Carlos said to his friend.

“In a minute,” Ruben forced out.

Glancing at Julie, I saw her staring at her husband, so I asked, “Are you okay?”

“He’s been after her for years. I guess he finally got his chance,” she answered but she didn’t seem upset, so I turned back to my wife.

“I’m getting cold…” Nancy suddenly whined.

“Then make him cum,” Carlos laughed and slapped her ass again.

Just for an instant, I felt sympathy for my wife and thought about stopping things but my anger at her actions quickly overpowered the emotion. With all eyes on the rutting couple, no one had noticed Julie and me, and we remained in place as the scene unfolded.

“I’m too cold,” she tried again and tried to rise but Ruben pushed on her shoulders, forcing her against the stone while maintaining his full rhythm.

“Nancy, are you okay?” her friend asked, worried about her condition.

“Okay…I’m okay…” she managed to reply.

“Shit, she’s more than okay. She’s getting what she needs,” Carlos laughed.

Suddenly, Ruben, seeking to finish, started moving faster while at the same time, I saw Greg say something to the blonde woman making her go silent. Now, it seemed everyone was prepared to see my wife pushed across the line in the harsh conditions.

As Ruben’s energy built, so did Nancy’s and soon, much like in the bedroom, they had synched their sexual sounds, and despite it involving my unfaithful wife, I still felt my arousal build. Looking at Julie, I could tell she felt the same and we kissed briefly but our attention quickly returned to the aggressive scene.

“Uhhhh…ohhh…ohhh…” my wife groaned in an apparent release of pent-up tension.

“The cunt loves dick…man she loves it. Hurry up and finish,” Carlos demanded, and once again, I let his foul words pass as they seemed to me to be quite accurate.

Seconds later, Ruben’s hands moved to her hips and began to pull her ass hard against his cock. While the pitch of her sounds went higher, his moved lower and I knew he was building rapidly toward his release. The only remaining question was whether my wife would explode, too.

“Shit, man…almost,” he grunted.

“Go Ruben…go baby…” Nancy called out as her hand reached back for his.

Ignoring her touch, the Hispanic man pulled her hard against him three more times and then thrust forward as he groaned, “Ohhh…ohhh man. Fuck yes…fuck…”

His movements immediately stopped but as he continued to groan loudly my wife shamelessly worked back against his shaft to reach a climax while whining, “Don’t stop…come on, baby…”

When she realized her lover was spent, she slowed to a stop but continued whimpering as Ruben struggled to regain his breath. That’s when I noticed that Susie was now moving deliberately atop Greg, and by their expressions, both seemed on the brink. Less vocal than Ruben and Nancy, it was harder to gauge the final moments but when I saw the blonde woman bite her lip, I guessed her orgasm had started, and when she started to toss her head back and forth, I knew for certain it had arrived.


“Don’t cum in me,” she said to Greg when she came back to the moment.

I didn’t notice a change so I couldn’t be certain whether he didn’t hear her or simply chose to ignore her request but soon he emitted several deep grunts that I knew meant he had transferred his seed. Susie looked over her shoulder at him for a moment but said nothing and at that moment, Carlos decided to take his turn with my wife.

“Move over,” he said to Ruben as he pushed him with his shoulder.

His friend, worn out from the sex pulled free from Nancy, causing her to whimper, and he quickly dropped into the hot water. Instantly, Carlos stood, showing his full cock, and with no formalities, he pushed it easily into Nancy’s used hole.

“Ugghhhh…” she grunted at the sudden intrusion, and then said to him, “I’m cold…let me go.”

“Fuck no bitch. I’ll get you hot,” he replied as he started to move.

He started fast and like Ruben, he gripped her hips and pulled her against his thrusts which surprisingly brought fresh squeals of pleasure from her. He had been inside her for less than a minute when Susie spotted us and after a nudge to Greg, he turned our way, too. Ruben noticed their stares and looked up as well and now three sets of eyes were on Julie and me. A pang of embarrassment shot through me, and I wondered if Greg might be upset since I had spent time with his wife without permission. However, when Nancy gave a particularly loud squeal, he returned his attention to her and after a few more seconds, Susie did as well. They started a low conversation I felt certain it was about us but since they had just finished fucking, the ramifications felt less onerous. When my eyes shifted to Ruben, I saw that he was still looking our way and the lust in his eyes made me think that, even after the recent sex with my wife, he had an interest in bedding Julie.

Perhaps sensing the same, she leaned close and said, “Let’s go inside.”

So, we moved toward the door as the sounds of my wife’s heavy pants rapidly faded behind us, and once inside, with no discussion, we walked straight to the bedroom. Julie dropped her robe as soon as we entered and then turned to me and after a quick kiss, she started on my clothes. As soon as I was naked, she pushed me onto the bed, positioned herself between my legs, and inhaled my dick. Already aroused from the show outside, her wet mouth soon had me at full attention and when she started teasing my balls with her fingertips, I struggled to keep still.

“Let’s make love,” I said when she had me close.

“No, I want to taste you,” she replied with a naughty smile.

Returning to the task, she milked my dick so thoroughly that she soon had my butt lifted off the bed, and when I erupted, she continued to suck on me until I became too sensitive to continue.

“Shit, Julie… You killed me,” I whined.

“Rest, then…” she whispered.

“I will but I want to make love again,” I answered which made her smile.

We cuddled close together and traded occasional kisses as we drifted in and out but suddenly the door opened and we could see a male figure standing in the doorway. Assuming it was Greg, I started to rise, disappointed that I wouldn’t get another chance with the pretty woman but when he spoke, I realized it was a different situation.

“I want to fuck her,” Ruben’s said.

“No, Ruben, you need to leave,” Julie responded.

“C’mon, man…you gave Carlos some pussy,” he countered which made me tense.

“She said no, Ruben,” I replied sternly, and then wondering where things stood, I asked, “Where is Nancy?”

“She left with the other chick after Carlos fucked her,” he replied.

“You need to go, Ruben,” Julie said forcefully.

Several seconds of silence ensued and then he said as he turned, “Shit man.”

I got up to close the door and in the few steps it took, I realized that Elsa was the only other female in the house and that I was in the bed with Greg’s wife in his bed. Clearly, Ruben hadn’t had his fill and I wondered if Carlos’ time with my wife had satiated him or if one or both would make another attempt to corner Julie.

“What’s the deal with Carlos? I asked Julie thinking about Ruben’s statement.

“He’s…I guess…we do it some for Greg. It’s what he wants,” she explained and when I didn’t immediately respond, she added, “I’m not perfect.”

“Yes, you are,” I replied and kissed her gently.

As soon as we broke, I could see the pleased look on her face but it suddenly disappeared when she said, “That’s why we knew about Nancy.”

“They’d been texting,” I offered, and then thinking out loud, I said, “I guess he talked her into it.”

“She called him the second time,” she replied nervously.

“You’re joking?” I replied.

“No, at least that’s what Carlos said,” she explained.

“Did they both…do it?” I pushed.

“I don’t think so,” she answered.

I shook my head slowly at the information and then my thoughts went to the issue of my wife leaving with Susie. Although I didn’t know her state, I doubted it was good and realized that despite her deceit, I needed to be there.

“I better go,” I said to Julie.

“I thought we were making love again,” she replied showing clear disappointment.

I sat next to her and she immediately pulled me close until we were facing and started to plant kisses all over my face. At the same time, her hand went to my dick and somehow managed to revive it to a working level. When she rolled to her back, I knew what she had in mind and despite my concerns about Nancy, I followed her and let her guide me to her opening.

“God, you feel so good,” I sighed as we slowly moved.

The minutes ticked together as we purred together and exchanged tender kisses but neither of us was progressing and we finally came to a stop. She gave me a cute pout as I pulled free but didn’t hold me back when I moved to put my things on.

“I meant what I said,” she said softly when I had mostly dressed.

“I know,” I responded.

“You know, Greg doesn’t like me with you,” she giggled.

“I understand. I get a similar message,” I replied, joining her laughter, and when it ended, I gave her a final deep kiss before I reluctantly left the room.

The early glow of dawn was just starting to show as I hurried toward the house, and with it came a sense of dread as I considered all that had occurred. The justification I felt for forcing the encounter had waned significantly, and I suspected I would arrive to find a very bitter wife. Also, she knew very well that I struggled to maintain a stance when she was upset, so I thought it likely she would use it to her advantage.

Nancy lay beneath the covers when I stepped into the room and despite being still, I sensed she was awake. I quickly removed my things and had barely settled into the bed when Nancy turned, raised onto her elbow, and looked down at me with a stern expression.

“Did you fuck Julie?” she demanded.

Since I felt certain she knew the answer, I thought her question meant she had decided to take an aggressive stance but undaunted, I replied, “Yes…I did.”

“I didn’t…” she started but I quickly cut her off.

“Stop! My God, stop. Do you realize how stupid you sound?” I responded.

“Fuck you! Really…just fuck you. I didn’t ask for any of it and I don’t want you near her. It’s obvious you have feelings for her,” she replied, ignoring my words.

“Didn’t ask for it? Dear Lord, are you serious? You snuck over to Ruben’s house to fuck him twice and from what I’m told he had you screaming,” I answered.

Several seconds of silence followed and then showing remorse for the first time, she said, “It was a mistake.”

“A mistake? A mistake is picking up the wrong item at the grocery store. You fucked another man behind my back and did it after we discussed things…the texting,” I reminded her.

“You wanted me to meet Coach Johnson and you pushed things the first time,” she replied.

“It didn’t mean you had permission to go wild and fuck anyone you want…and sneak,” I said, and before she could answer, I added, “I don’t know what’s gotten into you on this visit. We’ve been here before and I’ve never seen the behavior. It’s like you went crazy…like I’m seeing you for the first time.”

“That’s not true. It’s not! You pushed that night at Greg’s and you pushed me to call Coach Johnson,” she countered.

Her comment about pushing at the house had some merit but I thought she overstated my culpability concerning the high school fantasy, and an awkward silence followed as I considered things before, I finally said, “You’re sneaky. I caught you…with your phone, and then you did it again…even worse.”

“I made a mistake,” she said in a tiny voice, reiterating her prior stance.

“That’s it? Shucks, sorry?” I replied with a mocking laugh.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered as she turned her back to me.

She started to sob, and although I thought about offering comfort, I listened silently as it continued for several minutes. Finally, it started to ebb and when she had regained control, she turned over and reached for my hand.

“No,” I said emphatically.

For a moment, I thought her tears might start anew but she fought them back and then declared, “It’s not all my fault and now Susie knows. She saw me with him.”

“I told you…your sneakiness is all your fault and she had Greg’s cock in her so she has nothing to say,” I replied.

Seconds ticked by as we stared at each other and then she said, “What now? You don’t even want to touch me.”

“Tell me why you went to him,” I replied.

“Hold me,” she countered.

I realized we were at a crucial point and like so many times before, I found her pain difficult to bear so I decided to try and get on a path to recovery. I took her hand and pulled her toward me and as soon as she understood my intent, she shifted my way until our bodies lay pressed together.

“Why? I repeated as she snuggled against me.

“I don’t know,” she whispered.

“Nancy, you do know. I didn’t push for your inner thoughts on Coach Johnson but this is completely different and I want to know…I want to know everything,” I demanded.

She didn’t respond at first and I was just about to push again when she whispered, “It was exciting.”

“What’s that mean?” I asked as the message seemed vague.

Once more, a few seconds of silence passed before she replied, “To be like that. It felt exciting.”

“To be a bad girl?” I asked and when I felt her try to wiggle even closer, I knew I had found the answer.

“I’m ashamed,” she whimpered.

“Why didn’t you explain it to me?” I asked.

“I…I…maybe…I don’t know,” she responded although I could tell she was holding back.

“Tell me,” I pushed.

“I…don’t know…” she started and then went silent. I stayed silent, intentionally letting the tension build, and finally, she admitted, “It wouldn’t have been as bad.”

“And being a slut made you hot,” I stated.

“Don’t say it like that,” she answered nervously.

“How would you say it then?” I pushed.

“Stop, don’t make me feel bad. I told you I’m ashamed,” she replied.

“Are you really ashamed or are you just saying that for my benefit? The story I heard is you loved every second at Ruben’s house and were very loud. How many times did you cum for him?”

As I waited for her to formulate a response, I felt her hand grip my stiff dick and tug several times. Although unaware of the erection, I knew it indicated my arousal which she would no doubt attribute to the sharing of her motivation. However, rather than challenge me directly, she continued to fondle me while taking a more subtle approach.

“I thought you were mad at the sneakiness,” she said.

“I am,” I replied.

“Then, why do you want to know what happened?” she asked.

“Nancy, tell me what happened,” I replied a little too eagerly.

My beautiful wife went quiet and for thirty seconds or so, she repeatedly squeezed my dick before she finally said, “I think we should forgive each other.”

“Huh? What am I guilty of?” I laughed.

“Calling him to Greg’s,” she replied, and before I could speak, she added, “And getting with Julie.”

“Nancy, you were sneaky. The explanation doesn’t change that and I don’t think you minded Ruben’s cock at all,” I replied, ignoring her comment about Julie.

An annoyed look came to her face as I think she thought she was close to redemption and without speaking, she slid down my body and took my hard dick into her warm mouth. For a moment, I thought about her end game but decided I would rather just enjoy her attention and flopped back on the pillow.

“I can taste her,” she said breaking for a second.

Unbathed, I realized my shaft had the pretty woman’s juices all over it and I was surprised that my wife hadn’t stopped. To me, it showed how badly she wanted to get into my good graces which softened me some, and despite my two recent releases, it didn’t take long for her wonderful mouth to take me too close to another. However, as I approached the point of no return, she suddenly pulled free, lifted over me, and dropped her wet pussy onto my shaft.

“I need it in me,” she gasped.

She started moving rapidly which I knew would make me ejaculate in short order and at first, I went with it but with all the unknowns still lingering, I decided to slow things down, so I flipped her onto her back and shoved my twitching dick back inside. Now in control, I started a slow pace which at first made her whimper in frustration but when she calmed, I looked down at her face as I considered where to start.

“What did Ruben say when you called? When you said you wanted to come over?” I asked.

“We texted,” she replied between gasps.

“Carlos said you called and begged to see him,” I lied.

A look of guilt swept across her face and she confirmed, “We talked once.”

“The second time you went to him? You called,” I pushed.

“Yes…” she whined.

“He fucked you so good you begged for more,” I said provocatively.

“Yes…” she whispered, surprising me with her casual admission.

“He made you his slut,” I stated, intentionally being demeaning.

Once again, she caught me off guard when she whimpered softly as she said, “Yeah…”

Suddenly, it was all too much and I started moving rapidly knowing I wouldn’t last long. Then, as I grunted loudly, I deposited my semen into my wife’s womb shaking at the thought of being the third to do so in the past few hours. My head was spinning as I fell to her side, and once free, her mouth went straight to my dick where she lapped and sucked on the shaft until I was clean.

“I still haven’t forgiven you. I’m not sure when…or if I will,” I said without conviction as she moved next to me.

“I’m sorry for being sneaky,” she whispered.

“Or getting caught,” I replied and before she could answer, I said, “It didn’t take him long at Greg’s house to get you hot. You must really like his cock or is it you love being slutty?”

“Stop,” she whined.

“Not as eventful as the previous visit. You only had Ruben and Carlos. No Greg,” I responded, still determined to rub her nose in it.

“Susie got upset and ended things,” she said not taking the bait.

“Because you wanted her man?” I asked.

“Uh uh…Greg came inside her and she’s not protected,” Nancy clarified, and then quickly added, “She’s worried.”

“How did she get with him? And where was Les?” I asked.

“Les went to bed but she was still wired. Greg and Susie have a past. They did it some right out of high school. When she found out you and Julie… That y’all connected. She just let it happen,” she explained.

We sent silent once more but suddenly everything came racing back and I said forcefully, “You went to him…he fucked you like a trashy…like a cheap slut and you loved it. You went back for more and then let Carlos, too.”

“Stop,” she pleaded.

“Explain it,” I demanded.

“I told you. It felt exciting. At least then and I don’t know…he wanted it so much…he pushed and then when Coach Johnson didn’t happen…I don’t know…” she replied.

“So, you had your heart set on being bad, and when you couldn’t get the coach, you went to the next guy?” I pushed.

“I don’t know. Maybe,” she answered.

Sensing I wouldn’t get any more out of her that evening, I decided not to press further and went quiet for a time but thinking about her fantasy made me say sarcastically, “Well, it looks like poor Coach Johnson got left out.”

“Next time,” she replied.

Once again, I felt stunned by her easy answer which showed no guilt. It seemed so out of character, even for bedroom talk, that I wondered if the past few weeks had changed her and if the effects were permanent.

“Okay, while you’re with him I’ll get with Julie. She told me I could have her any time I wanted,” I said, annoyed by her jaunty response.

“No, that’s not happening,” she replied with a sudden edge.

“Well, what do you want?” I asked with a forced laugh and when she gave me an annoyed look, I added, “If you want to be a slut, I’m going to meet with Julie. How bad do you want that?”

An odd expression appeared on her face and then she answered, “Let me think about it.”
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