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My Wife Entertains a House Guest


 

 


“So you just invited him to come stay with us?”



My wife Sofia stood in front of me with her hands on her hips. She actually looked pretty sexy in her jogging outfit, the skin-tight leggings clinging to her shapely legs, her toned midriff exposed, and her ample breasts outlined by her sports bra. Her body was covered in a sheen of perspiration, her tan skin glowing from the exertion of her run. If it wasn’t for the intense glare she was giving me, I might have enjoyed the view.



“He just needs a place to crash for a little bit, and we have a guest room,” I said, sheepishly.



“Yes, well maybe you could’ve asked before you just invited him to stay here,” she said. “It’s all well and fine for you to have someone staying in the guest room while you’re off at work, but I’m gonna be the one who has to share the house with him.”



The “him” we were talking about was my friend Rich from college. He’d just been kicked out of his home by his wife, or soon to be ex-wife. Rich had always been a tremendous flirt and a bit of a freeloader. He had settled down a bit over the years after he got married, but maybe he hadn’t settled down enough. Either that or the fact that he had never been able to reliably hold down a job finally got to his wife. I didn’t ask specifically why they had broken up, but I figured one way or another she had gotten tired of his shit.



My own wife was also not a huge fan. She had never spent a lot of time around Rich, and I don’t believe she had ever been with him outside of a larger gathering, but the few times she had been around him had always ended with her venting about some comment he had made. She hadn’t been too keen on inviting him to our wedding either. I had hoped that him being a friend in need would top her distaste for him, but apparently I was wrong.



“It sounded like he was desperate to find somewhere,” I said. “Look, we don’t have to let him stay long, but I don’t want him to feel like he has nowhere to go.”



“Tell him he has a week, then he has to find somewhere else,” she said. “I know what he’s about, and I don’t want him crashing in our guest room forever, comprende?”



“I’ll talk to him,” I said.



I was about to reach out to take her hand and try to apologize, but she stalked out of the room in a huff, muttering something in Spanish under her breath that I didn’t quite catch. Despite us being together now for almost seven years, between dating and marriage, I still hadn’t picked up much of the language, but I didn’t doubt she had said something negative about me. I listened as the door to our bedroom slammed and let out a sigh. I never liked getting in fights with Sofia, and with all the stress I was under from work, having confrontations with her at home felt even more tumultuous than normal. I just hoped she wouldn’t take out her anger on Rich.



Luckily, my fears on that front were unfounded.



Rich arrived a few hours later, pulling up in his car, which was packed with boxes. He entered the house all smiles like this was just another visit. He was a big guy, muscles clearly defined even under his T-shirt, with chiseled features covered with day-old stubble. His bright blue eyes almost always shimmered with joy and a little mischief. I had let myself go a bit after college with my metabolism catching up to me and work keeping me too busy to hit the gym as much as I’d like. But Rich had always been disciplined about keeping himself in shape, even if that was maybe the only thing he was really consistent about.



“Thanks for letting me crash here, man,” he said, beaming at me and clapping me on the back. “I appreciate it.”



“No problem,” I said. “Unfortunately this can’t be a permanent solution, but I wanted to help out if I could.”



“Oh of course, no worries,” Rich said. “I’ll be out of your hair in no time. I just needed somewhere to crash for a bit while I get back on my feet.”



I had the distinct feeling that his version of “no time” and Sofia’s would be vastly different, but I didn’t feel the need to bring that up on the first night. I was about to get Rich to the guest room when Sofia walked down the stairs. I’d been working in my home office and hadn’t seen her since our fight. She changed into a casual pair of gray leggings and wore a baggy, white shirt for her top. Her long brown hair was tied back behind her head. She smiled broadly when she saw Rich, welcoming him into our home.



“Thank you,” Rich said, grinning at her. “It’s always a pleasure to hang out with you, Sofia.”



“Always the charmer,” she said, smirking at him.



“They say it’s my best asset, well that and my generosity,” he said. He pointed a thumb over his shoulder towards his car. “I brought some wine with me from the house. Do you guys want to dive into that and celebrate a little?”



“Unfortunately, I have to do some work for this upcoming week,” I said.



“Ah, gotcha,” Rich said. “Well, don’t let me interrupt you. I can entertain myself once I get set up.”



“I’ll show Rich to the guest room,” Sofia said. “Why don’t you finish up your work, so we can at least have dinner together.”



She directed Rich towards the room, then walked up to me and kissed me on the lips.



“I’m sorry I yelled at you before,” she said. “I was upset you didn’t include me in the decision is all.”



“It’s okay,” I said, feeling a weight fall from my shoulders. I kissed her gently on the forehead. “And don’t worry, we won’t have him stay long.”



She squeezed my hand, then went to go help Rich get settled in. I went back to my office.



Work had been killing me for awhile now. I’m a consultant, and at that point I was working with a client who delivered a heavy workload. The pay was good, and I was also happy to be on the job because it was an important account to the company, so being assigned it showed that the bosses had some faith in me. But it was tough on my social life.



Normally Sofia and I would spend a lot of time on weekends together, whether that meant staying in and hanging out or going out to enjoy some activity in the nearby town. Recently that hadn’t been the case, and the stress of working every day for long hours was starting to wear me down. I sighed as I took a seat at my desk, trying to get back in the mindset of doing some work.



I was about to start when I heard the light sound of my wife’s laughter and turned around to look out the window. We didn’t use the guest room for our house much, and I had forgotten that it was easily visible from the office. With the windows of both rooms cracked open to catch the breeze of the spring weather, I could hear a little from the guest room as well, nothing specific, but the vague sound of conversation floated on the air.



Sofia and Rich stood chatting in the room. From the office I could pretty much see the whole bedroom through the open window. The bed was lined up against the far wall, so I saw the whole length of it. The two of them stood next to it, while Sofia pointed at different things, probably showing him the closet and discussing other parts of the house, like which bathroom he could use, where he could find his towels, and so forth.



I sat watching them for a moment before my wife left the room, and Rich started to unpack his bag. I mused that it was going to be a little strange having another person in the house. But it did feel good to help out a friend, and I was happy that Sofia seemed to be going along with it.



Later that night, she went even further to make up for our little fight. The night had been fun, Rich adding some life and entertainment to the conversation. Sofia laughed at his jokes and seemed amused by his stories. After dinner, when we were getting ready for bed, she apologized again, admitting that Rich was okay.



We started kissing, and it wasn’t long before we were naked in bed together. I’m ashamed to admit it, but recently performance has been an issue for me, and sadly that night was no different. It wasn’t long after entering her that I had finished. I could tell by her tepid moans that she wasn’t satisfied.



When we were younger we used to have more explosive sex. Sofia can be very vocal when she’s into the act, but I hadn’t heard her sound like that for quite some time. I guess the stress of day-to-day life and work had gotten to me. I often felt tired at the end of the day, not really in the mood to do anything to crazy, and not really having the stamina to please the way I used to.



“I’m sorry, baby,” I told her, kissing her on the cheek as I pulled out.



“It’s okay,” she said. She forced a smile, but I could tell she was disappointed. “It was fun anyway.”



I brought her in for a hug, and we cuddled together. It wasn’t long until I was fast asleep.


 


X-X-X


 


Outside of the situation in bed, things seemed to be going well as the week went along. I worked long hours and got home on the later side, usually to a dinner prepared by Sofia with some help from Rich. It wasn’t strange to enter the house and find the two of them sipping wine and chatting while working on the meal or even just watching TV. I think Sofia was actually happy to have another person around the house just to talk to, especially with me being so preoccupied.



I had been delaying my conversation with Rich about not staying in our place for more than a week, partly due to me being busy, and partly because I didn’t want to be the bearer of bad news. I had planned on bringing it up with him that Wednesday so that he had time to reach out to other people, but he brought up something else at dinner.



“Why don’t we have some people over here on Friday night?” he said. “We can get some of the old crew who are still around together, and I have a few friends in the area.”



“Um…”



I looked over at Sofia, but she just smiled and shrugged.



“I think that could be really fun,” she said. She laid her hand on top of mine. “You work all the time now, cari
 ño. We haven’t been out or had people over in ages. It would be nice to mix things up.”



“Okay,” I said, nodding.



“We’ll set it up,” Rich said, nodding towards Sofia. “So don’t stress about anything. Just be ready for people to be here when you get back from work on Friday.”



“Sounds good to me,” I said with a laugh.



We toasted to the upcoming party, enjoying the rest of the meal in a lighthearted way. I was happy about the idea, but a little surprised by it as well. It’s not that I had reservations, but it felt a little strange to have someone come into the house and start planning new activities. I didn’t really bring it up until Sofia and I were getting ready for bed.



“So this party idea is a little unexpected.”



“I know it’s not something we normally do, but we don’t usually have people over, and I think it might be fun to mix things up,” she said. She paused, then added, “Besides, I think that it would make Rich happy. And since he’s splitting from his wife, he could use a little cheering up.”



“That’s true,” I admitted. “Also, about Rich. I haven’t told him we want him out by the end of the weekend yet. I’ve been meaning to, but I just — ”



“It’s okay,” Sofia said, coming up to me and laying a hand on my chest. “He can stay longer. With what’s going on, I don’t think we should set a hard deadline. We’ll just speak with him if it starts to become too much.”



I was a little surprised by her response and not sure if she meant it, but if it put off having a difficult conversation with my friend, I wasn’t going to argue about it.



“Sounds like a plan,” I said, smiling at her, then leaning in to give her a kiss.



Our lips lingered together, and after a moment, the kiss became more passionate. We fell onto our bed, pulling our clothes off each other. It was the first time we had been intimate since the day Rich arrived. Unfortunately the results weren’t much different. I went down on Sofia for as long as I was able, trying to bring her to a point where she might cum. But perhaps fatigue prevented me from working her as long as I should have. It certainly prevented me from lasting a long time once I entered her.



I felt bad and held her closely as we went to sleep afterward. I wished I could find the energy to be more satisfying for her.


 


X-X-X


 


“Hey man, really great party,” my buddy Jason said, as he left our house.



The party had already been going by the time I got home from work. It was a small gathering, twelve people, a couple of them being friends like Jason who Rich and I both knew from college. There were several others who were friends with Rich, including a few women, all of whom were very attractive. It seems Rich knew them as co-workers from various jobs. I didn’t ask to learn if he had ever gone farther with any of them, but I certainly guessed that Rich was at least looking to take one of them to bed that night.



Sofia looked stunning that night as well. She wore a red dress that hugged her figure, and displayed a generous amount of her cleavage. I had a hard time keeping my eyes off her, and noticed some of the other guys throwing glances at her as well. It actually made me feel proud, knowing I was with a woman who could draw some much attention.



Over the course of the night, the party wound down. It was a bit after midnight when the last people I knew (aside from Rich and Sofia) had left. We all had jobs, and several of my other friends had started families. We weren’t the crazy night owl party people we used to be, a realization that made me feel a little sad. Still, it had been good to see them.



At around 1am I was starting to have a hard time keeping my eyes open. It had been another long day at work, and I wasn’t used to staying up very late anymore. All of us had had a good amount of wine to drink, and that wasn’t helping matters either.



I sat for a bit longer listening to Rich tell stories while the three other people who remained listened and laughed. Sofia was rapt with attention as well, and I could tell that the wine had hit her too. When she spoke, she spoke loudly and interwove more Spanish phrases into her statements, something she tended to do more when she was tipsy.



During a lull in the conversation, I sidled up to Sofia to whisper in her ear.



“Is it alright if I sneak off to bed?” I asked in a hushed voice. I was running out of steam, but I didn’t want to kick people out when it looked like they were having fun. I just wanted to make sure she was okay continuing to play hostess while I went to bed.



“Yes, that’s fine, I can watch over things,” she said, kissing me on the cheek. “I’ll join you when everyone’s left.”



I kissed her, said goodnight to everyone, and went up to bed. It didn’t take long for me to fall asleep.


 


X-X-X


 


I woke some time later with an urgent need to pee. After going to the bathroom, I came back to bed and realized that Sofia wasn’t back yet. I looked over at the clock and saw that it was nearly 4am. Curious, I decided to see if the party was still going on downstairs.



The lights appeared to be out as I went into the hallway and walked down the stairs. The only glimmer came from the guest bedroom, where light snuck out from under the door. As I passed it, walking as quietly as I could, I also heard the sound of moaning.



“Oh yes! Oh God that’s good, baby!”



I chuckled softly to myself. It seemed Rich still had his game and had managed to get one of the women from the party back to his bed. My sleep addled brain found the scenario rather amusing and a bit nostalgic. I shuffled by quickly.



I moved by the hallway near the guest room and into the living room to see if Sofia had passed out on the couch or something. The room was dark, and there wasn’t anyone there. I moved on into the kitchen to see if she might be cleaning up, but there wasn’t anyone there either. I stood there puzzled for a moment, not sure where she could’ve gone. I decided that I’d go back up to the bedroom and try calling her cell.



Then, as I was walking back past the guest room, a sinking feeling struck my stomach.



“Yes! Yes! Oooh!”



I stood next to the door. It couldn’t be her. Could it? Would she really do something like that? Would Rich?



I was about to open it, when I thought better of it. It was possible that Rich had brought one of the girls from the party to his bed, and if that was the case, I didn’t want to interfere and cause an awkward situation. I remembered that I could see into his room from the office, and that would be an easy way for me to check my suspicions.



Still, I hesitated. If I was right, did I really want to find out this way?



Slowly my feet began to pull me towards the office. I opened the door slowly, not turning on the lights. I didn’t want to draw attention to myself, in case Rich was with a strange woman I didn’t know. I walked to a position where I could get a good look through the window.



My heart sank.



Sofia was there, naked, her body writhing on top of Rich’s on the guest room bed. He lay back on the bed, his hips rising to meet hers, as she rode him.



“Ohhhh yes!” she screamed, her face contorting in pleasure as she came. She slowed the grinding of her hips, riding out the orgasm.



“Oh fuck yeah, I needed that,” she said, loud enough that I could hear it from the office.



Rich said something, and she laughed. Then he flipped her over on the bed. He positioned himself over her, lining up his hard cock with her opening. He penetrated her again, driving his hips down into her.



“Oh! Oh! Oh!”



Sofia let out loud moans with each of his thrusts. Her hands gripped his forearms, and her legs wrapped around his back, her toes curling in pleasure.



I watched dumbfounded. I was hurt by this surprising betrayal, but at the same time, I could feel an uncomfortable tightness in my boxers. I looked down and realized that I had an erection that was pushing forward against the fabric of my underwear.



“Oh yes, baby!”



Hearing my wife’s moans, I pulled out my own cock and began stroking it. I didn’t think about it, I just acted on the impulse, trying to relieve the tension.



“Oh yes! Yes! Fuck me!”



Rich was driving in and out of Sofia hard and fast. I increased the pace of my strokes, matching their rhythm.



Sofia threw her head back with an unintelligible yell, her legs shaking as she came again. Moments later Rich followed, letting out a loud groan and burying himself inside my wife, filling her with his seed. I shot my load onto the floor, globs of cum landing on the hardwood. It was even a moment after that I felt guilty, or maybe just confused. How had I just stood there and watched my wife have sex with a friend of mine? How had I gotten off on it?



Before I could ponder any longer, I saw Rich roll off of Sofia onto the bed. I scooted backwards to stand behind a bookshelf that obscured my body from the window but allowed me to peak my head out so I could keep looking into the guest room. With the lights out, I doubted they would be able to see me. I watched as they lay next to each other, the occasional giggle or hint of conversation reaching my ear. I considered bursting into the room and breaking up the party, but after getting off on watching them together, I couldn’t bring myself to do it. If I was going to confront Sofia or Rich, it would be later.



I figured they were just about done, I was about to try and sneak back to my bedroom when I saw Sofia sit-up from the bed. She kissed Rich deeply on the lips, then trailed her kisses down his naked body until her face was even with his crotch. My cock twitched, as she took his manhood into her mouth. I continued to grow hard, as she got Rich ready for another round.



It popped into my head that this whole situation had started with Sofia being angry about Rich coming over to stay with us in the first place. I guess in the end she didn’t mind him staying in the guest room for awhile longer after all.


 

 

 

 

 


Thanks for reading!


 


I hope you enjoyed the story. If you did, please consider following my
 
 
author page on Amazon

 to see more of my stories.
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