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Foreword


My hotpast series, 'I Visited My Wife's Hometown… And Found Her Hidden Life,' was a much greater success than I ever thought it would be and when I published the final book, book 4, I didn't anticipate the amount of requests I was about to receive, for more. Those asking for a continuation were right. There was more to be told in the story of James, Lisa, Erica and company. Too many loose ends left untied. And so here we are. An epilogue of sorts, albeit in the form of a fifth book.

This one is in a slightly different format to my previous books in the series. It comprises of four full-length short stories, detailing James and Lisa's further adventures in New York and beyond.

Let me know if you enjoy it.

Hottest regards,

Paul


Chapter one
I Arranged My Wife's Gangbang... And Unleashed Her Wild Side


We stood outside the discreet entrance of the Ace of Hearts, a renowned swinging club nestled in the heart of New York City. The neon sign above the door cast a soft, inviting glow over the four of us. Despite the cold bite of the New York winter, the air between us was thick with excitement and anticipation.

Tony, the man who had become an unexpected part of our lives since joining us in New York while on vacation, leaned against the wall, his breath visible in the frosty air as he scanned the street. His eyes flicked between Lisa, Erica, and me, a confident grin on his face. Tony had been instrumental in organizing tonight’s event, quickly making friends within the local swinging community, all to arrange a special night for Lisa.

My beautiful and adventurous wife stood next to me, her excitement palpable despite the chill in the air. She wore a tight, black dress that clung to her curves, highlighting her figure, a stark contrast to the bundled-up passersby on the street. Her auburn hair was styled in loose waves, cascading over her shoulders, and her sky-blue eyes sparkled with a mix of nerves and eagerness.

“I can’t believe we’re really doing this,” she said, her voice so breathless with either the cold or the excitement that I could barely hear over the sound of the busy road behind us. “It feels so surreal.”

Tony’s grin widened, his confidence infectious. “Trust me, it’s going to be great. And don’t be nervous. Remember, I’ve told the guys that this is your first time at a swinging venue. They won’t make you do anything you don’t want to.”

Erica, our best friend and confidante, stood on Lisa’s other side, her honey-blonde hair pulled back into a sleek ponytail. She wore a black leather skirt and a sparkling gold top that hinted at the curves beneath, the fabric doing little to protect her from the cold. Her presence was a comforting anchor for both Lisa and me, her green eyes reflecting the same mix of anticipation and support.

I shared a smile with her, then glanced back at Lisa, my heart swelling with love and pride. “Are you sure you’re ready for this? It’s not too late to change your mind.”

“I’m not changing my mind.” Lisa met my gaze, her expression resolute. “This is something I want to do. I’ve missed it, all these years we’ve been together. All the times I watched the other girls with Ron and Adam, I was jealous. No. We’re here now. We’re doing this. I need to explore this side of myself again, scary or not.”

Erica placed a reassuring hand on Lisa’s shoulder. “And I’ll be right there with you, every step of the way. This is a first for me, more than it is for you.”

That was true. Erica was more than just our best friend. She lived with us now, in a polyamorous relationship, something I’d never expected to happen in a million years. But unlike Lisa, she’d never done anything quite like this.

As we waited for Maura — the hostess Tony had set this up with — to escort us inside, my mind wandered back to the journey that had led us to this moment. It all began when I first visited Lisa’s hometown of Barnesfield, back in the UK. It was supposed to be a simple trip to her cousin Joy’s wedding, which I attended in Lisa’s stead while she was working overseas. But while I was there, I discovered a hidden side of my wife that I had never known. The revelation of her secret past, filled with illicit parties and sexual adventures, rocked our marriage to its core, especially when I found out that she was still involved — albeit without full sex — behind my back.

Despite the initial shock, we decided to explore this hidden part of Lisa’s identity together. The journey took me from solo clandestine meetings with Lisa’s old lovers to intense and erotic encounters with Lisa and the men from her past that challenged but ultimately strengthened our relationship, culminating in Lisa getting pregnant, although we were still in the early stages of that.

Moving to New York was our fresh start. We left the tangled mess of Barnesfield behind, but the fantasies we discovered remained with us. And somehow, along the way, Erica, whose own desires and open-mindedness meshed perfectly with ours, led to the unique and loving polyamorous relationship that we found ourselves in now.

The door to the club finally opened, and the woman called Maura greeted us with a warm smile. She was a mocha-skinned beauty, with a figure that could turn heads and a presence that commanded attention. Her dark eyes gleamed with a hint of mischief as she looked us over, clearly sizing us up.

“Good evening, Tony. And you must be Lisa, James, and Erica. Welcome to the Ace of Hearts.”

“Thanks, Maura,” Tony replied, nodding to the woman. “We’re excited to be here. Thanks so much for helping me arrange this. I appreciate it.”

“I hope that Lisa appreciates it just as much when the night is over,” Maura smiled. Her tone was playful, but there was a seriousness in her gaze as if she understood the significance of what we were about to do.

Then she stepped back and led us into the warm, dimly lit interior of the Ace of Hearts, ambient music humming softly in the background. The club was both stylish and seductive, with plush seating arrangements scattered around the room and an impressive bar that stretched along one wall, its shelves stocked with an array of luxurious and expensive spirits and other drinks.

As we made our way to a cosy corner table near the bar, Maura’s eyes sparkled with curiosity. “So, you’re all from England?” she asked, her voice laced with intrigue as she slid into the booth beside us. “We don’t get too many English couples here. It’s always interesting to meet people from different places.”

Tony chuckled, settling into his seat and nodding. “Yes, from the north of England, although Lisa and James lived in London for a while.”

“Cool,” Maura looked me up and down brazenly. “London, huh? So what brought you to New York? Are you on vacation?”

“I am,” Tony nodded as a stunning blonde-haired waitress came over to take our order. He gestured towards the three of us sitting across from him. “But James, Lisa and Erica are living here now.”

“I got a job here,” my wife explained, holding Maura’s dark gaze after the beautiful woman glanced at me appreciatively again. “We’ve been in New York for a while now. It’s been great so far.”

Maura smiled, her attention shifting between the three of us, her curiosity piqued. “But this is the first time you’ve dipped a toe into the lifestyle while you’ve been here.”

Before any of us could respond, a tall, broad-shouldered black man joined us at the table, a welcoming smile on his ruggedly handsome face. His dark hair was neatly trimmed, sharp blue eyes contrasted with his skin. He leaned down to kiss her on the cheek before turning to us. “I’m Jake, Maura’s husband. Welcome to the Ace of Hearts.”

“Thank you,” Lisa said, her voice warm as she smiled at him. “It’s a pleasure to be here.”

The blonde waitress returned with our drinks. White wine for Erica and a fresh lemonade for the pregnant Lisa, a neat Scotch for me and an Old-Fashioned for Tony. Maura rested her hand on Jake’s muscular forearm, her fingers gently tapping as she waited for the waitress to disappear. Once she’d returned to the bar, Maura continued the conversation.

“So, tell us about your experiences. We love hearing how people get into the lifestyle.”

Tony was quick to jump in, his tone playful but with a hint of pride. “Well, the four of us — Lisa, James, Erica, and I — recently had a foursome and decided we wanted to take things further.”

“Nice.” Jake’s blue eyes roamed from Lisa, enjoying the sight of her creamy cleavage before returning back to Tony. “A foursome, huh?”

“It wasn’t the first thing we’ve ever done. There’s history to all of this,” Tony added. “Lisa and I dated — briefly — a long time ago, before she met James. When they moved over here, they invited me to visit them and you know… one thing led to another.”

“So you all…” Maura’s finger fluttered between all four of us. “You all fucked?”

“That sounds fun,” Jake smiled, nodding his approval when we all nodded.

“It was,” I admitted, finding my voice. I didn’t want to appear to be the quiet, meek husband-type.

Jake’s deep eyes lingered on Lisa’s cleavage again, then shifted to Erica and me, his interest deepening. “And what about you guys? Tony told me in his emails that you’re… together. How does that dynamic work?”

Erica found the confidence to answer the question. “We’re in a polyamorous relationship. I’ve been best friends with Lisa and James for years and before that Lisa and I dated, but when they returned to our hometown from London, things… evolved. Making the leap to move to New York with them was the best decision I ever made.”

I nodded, chiming in. “We’re all very open with each other. We communicate well. It just works.”

Maura smiled at me again, making Lisa’s hand find my thigh, squeezing possessively. Jake’s eyes narrowed slightly, intrigued. “And what about you, Lisa? Tony tells us you’ve always been adventurous.”

Lisa took a deep breath, her gaze turning introspective as she prepared to share a piece of her past that still had the power to stir strong emotions. “Well, back in the UK, before we moved to New York, I used to be involved in… let’s just call them exclusive parties. Special gatherings at a local club — private, members-only events.”

“Parties where things got pretty wild,” Tony added, probably because Lisa wasn’t making it sound very exciting.

“Wild?” Maura leaned in, her mocha skin glowing in the soft light. “How wild, exactly?”

Lisa’s eyes gleamed with nostalgia, her lips quirking up at the edges into a naughty smile. “Let’s just say there were a lot of men and not many women. One woman, sometimes. That kind of wild.”

“And you were the woman?” Jake leaned forward too, his mouth curving into a knowing grin.

“For a long time, yes,” Lisa admitted, her cheeks flushing. “Until I met and married James. Then things changed and I moved to London. I thought I could leave it behind, the wild stuff, but the truth is, it’s a part of who I am. I’ve missed it.”

“Missed what, exactly?” Maura continued to probe us, raising an eyebrow as she asked.

“You know…” Lisa murmured softly, looking around. “Group sex, shall we call it.”

Maura’s manner turned more intense as she leaned closer, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. “You can call it whatever you want. You’ve missed being the centre of attention? The only woman in a room full of men, all of them wanting you, desiring you?”

Lisa hesitated for a moment, her eyes flicking towards me, then back to Maura. There was a certain vulnerability in her expression, but also a growing sense of excitement. “Yes,” she admitted, her voice low, her cheeks flushing. “I’ve missed that feeling of being wanted by a pack of horny men. I’ve missed being satisfied like that. Is that a good enough answer for you?”

Jake’s eyes glowed with interest, his gaze firmly locked on Lisa. “And how many men are we talking about here?” he asked, his tone casual but laced with curiosity. “What’s the most you’ve had?”

There were so many questions. Was this what it was like to be in the lifestyle? Was everyone so curious about people’s past experiences?

Lisa took a deep breath. “In the past? It was usually three or four, sometimes more. The most I’ve had? I’m not sure. There was one night when… well, I lost count.”

I realised that was a question I’d never asked and wished I had. Just how many men had been inside my wife over the years?

Tony chuckled softly, his eyes flicking between us and Maura. “Lisa’s always been the adventurous type, that’s for sure. Before she married, she wasn’t one to shy away from a good time. She had quite the reputation at one point.”

Maura’s perfectly manicured fingers tapped rhythmically on the table as she took in every word. “And what about you, James? How do you feel about all this? Does watching your wife with other men turn you on?”

More questions. All of this was only serving to make me more nervous. I shifted slightly in my seat, feeling the heat of their collective gazes on me. “At first, it was hard to wrap my head around,” I admitted, my voice steady but honest. “But seeing how much it turned her on, how happy it made her… it became something I craved too. The jealousy… it’s still there, it’s complicated, but it works for us.”

Jake nodded, his expression thoughtful. “I get it. I’ve watched Maura with other guys plenty of times. It’s not something everyone can handle, but if you can, it’s incredibly freeing.”

“It’s a turn-on for me too,” Lisa added, her confidence growing as the conversation became more explicit. “It’s a new part of the thrill, something I need to explore. Knowing that my husband is watching other men enjoy me. I don’t know why… but making him feel those emotions… jealousy, anger, maybe even shame that his wife is being a slut… for some reason, it’s a turn-on.”

“Ah,” Maura nodded, a slight smirk marring her attractive features as she glanced my way. “So you enjoy being cuckolded, do you, James?”

I hesitated, my cheeks suddenly aflame at the direct question. “I’m… still figuring that out.”

“And Erica?” Maura asked, her voice a teasing lilt. “How do you fit into all this? Do you join in and cuckold James too? Or are you more of a spectator?”

Erica smiled, her green eyes softening as she looked my way. “A bit of both, I guess. I’m still finding my place in all this. I don’t know how I feel about cuckolding James but I love watching Lisa. Seeing her so turned on… Watching her be satisfied, it’s hot. When we had the foursome, I joined in. But I’ll be happy watching from the sidelines tonight. I just want to see her get everything she needs.”

Maura’s voice took on a more intimate tone as she leaned closer. “Everything she needs? What is that exactly, Lisa? Do you have any special requests, before we head in to meet your studs for the night?”

Lisa’s eyes sparkled with anticipation as she met Maura’s gaze. “For the longest time — since being married — I’ve been in control. I want to go back to how it was when I was young, when that wasn’t the case. I want to feel that rush again. I want to be the centre of attention, to be taken and used… by as many men as possible. I want to go back to that, feel that again. No holding back. No control.”

Jake’s smile widened. “If that’s what you want, you’ve come to the right place.”

“Wait,” I interjected, as what she’d just said sank in. “You really want… what you just said?”

Lisa nodded. “And I don’t want you to interfere, James. You said you wanted me to enjoy myself. This is what I need. If you’re not ready to see me get fucked — properly fucked — then you need to tell me now.”

Our eyes met, an intense moment hanging between us until I nodded, giving my consent. I wanted her to be happy and satisfied and if this was what it took… then so be it.

“Lisa, James,” Maura began, her voice tinged with a hint of her own excitement, “I need to know you’re both ready. The guys are waiting.”

Lisa took a deep breath, her fingers playing with the edge of her wine glass as she considered the question. I could see a mix of emotions flickering across her face — anticipation, nervousness, but most of all, a determination that had been building for a while. She met Maura’s waiting gaze, her expression firm but open. “I’m ready,” she said, her voice steady. “This is something I’ve been thinking about for a long time. I’m more than ready. I need this.”

“And you, James?” Maura turned her smile to me.

“I don’t think I’ll ever be ready to watch my wife with a room full of other guys,” I shrugged. “So let’s just do it.”

“He’s right,” Jake nodded, his face serious for a moment. “There’s no easy way to prepare for things like this. Sometimes you just have to take the plunge.”

Maura stood, her elegant figure framed by the soft lighting of the club. “Alright then,” she said, her tone shifting to one of gentle authority. “Let’s not keep our excited studs waiting any longer.”

She extended a hand towards Lisa, who took it confidently. We all stood together for a moment, and then Maura led the way through the club’s dimly lit corridors towards whatever was going to happen next.

***

As Maura led us through the club, the atmosphere seemed to thicken with anticipation. My heart raced, my thoughts swirling around what was about to happen. Lisa walked beside me, her hand slipping into mine, a gesture of reassurance as much as it was a sign of our bond.

We passed through a door at the far end of the building and turned left to a door at the end of a darkened hallway, where Maura paused and turned to face us. “This room is yours for the night,” she said, her voice smooth and inviting. “Inside, you’ll find everything you need. Remember, the most important thing is that everyone feels comfortable and enjoys themselves.”

With that, she pushed open the door, revealing a spacious, elegantly furnished room bathed in a soft crimson glow from a series of red lights on the high ceiling. Six men were already inside, lounging on a series of plush sofas that lined the walls. They stood as we entered, their expressions a mix of eagerness and interest in the woman they were about to entertain.

Lisa took a deep breath, her excitement palpable. She had been open with me about her desires, about how much she had missed this part of herself. And while the situation was undeniably intense, I felt a deep sense of pride in her courage to embrace who she truly was.

“Just remember,” I whispered to her, “you can back out at any time if this is too much for you.”

She nodded, her sky-blue eyes meeting mine with a look of gratitude. “Thank you,” she replied softly. “But that’s not going to happen. Just look at these guys.”

The six men waiting for us were a striking mix, each exuding a different kind of appeal and I took a moment to look at each of them in turn.

The tall and broad-shouldered first man nearest us had the kind of build that spoke of hours spent in the gym. His close-cropped blond hair and chiselled jawline gave him the look of a Viking warrior, his pale eyes reflecting the soft light as he watched Lisa with a mixture of excitement and appreciation.

Next to him stood a slightly shorter man with a more athletic, lean build. His dark brown hair fell just above his eyes, which were a rich, chocolate brown. His tanned skin hinted at a Mediterranean background, and there was a confident, almost playful glint in his gaze.

To their right was a man with darker skin, his complexion a deep, warm brown. He had a smooth bald head that gleamed under the lights, and his muscular frame was wrapped in a simple black T-shirt that clung to his broad chest. His smile was disarming, revealing a row of perfect white teeth that contrasted beautifully with his dark skin.

Beside him stood a man of East Asian descent, his features sharp and elegant. His jet-black hair was styled neatly, and he had a calm, composed demeanour that radiated quiet confidence. His eyes, dark and intense, followed Lisa’s movements with an air of curiosity and intrigue.

Next was a man with a more rugged appearance. His sandy brown hair was tousled, and a light scruff covered his strong jaw. He had the look of someone who spent a lot of time outdoors, his skin slightly weathered and his posture relaxed yet alert. His piercing green eyes locked onto Lisa, a smirk playing on his lips as if he knew exactly how to handle the night ahead.

Finally, there was a man with strikingly dark features, his skin almost ebony. His body was lean but strong, with a defined musculature that spoke of dedication and discipline. His deep-set eyes were nearly black, giving him an air of mystery and intensity that was impossible to ignore.

The first man, the Viking, as I’d decided to nickname him, stepped forward, his hand outstretched as if to introduce himself. “Hi. I’m — ”

“No,” Lisa interrupted him, her voice firm but not unkind. “I don’t need to know your names. We all know why we’re here tonight, and to be honest, I’m a little nervous. So let’s just… get on with it, before anyone changes their mind.”

The men exchanged glances, then looked at Erica, myself and Tony for confirmation. I nodded, trying to project a confidence I didn’t fully have. “I’ll be watching,” I said, my voice steadier than I felt.

Tony echoed the sentiment, his expression more relaxed than what I sensed mine was. “Same here. It might be fun to be a spectator for a change.”

Erica, who had been quietly observing the men, smiled warmly. “You’re all very tempting,” she admitted, her green eyes twinkling with amusement as she turned to me, “But this is Lisa’s night. I’ll join you both in watching.” She took my hand and led me to one of the sofas, making me sit on the other side of her from Tony as he lowered himself to the plush leather. Once I was comfortable, her hand found my thigh, squeezing it reassuringly

With everything settled, the men turned their attention back to Lisa, who had taken a deep breath, gathering her resolve. The soft strains of jazz began to drift through the speakers, adding an intimate layer to the already charged atmosphere. The room seemed to pulse with the rhythm as the men began to circle Lisa like predators stalking their prey. There was something almost ritualistic about it, the way they moved in sync, their eyes locked on her as she stood in the centre of the room, bathed in the scarlet light.

My heart was pounding so loudly in my ears that I wondered if Erica or Tony could hear it, but they were both focused entirely on Lisa, their expressions a mixture of anticipation and curiosity. I glanced at Erica, her hand still resting on my thigh, her grip firm but comforting. She caught my eye and gave me a small, reassuring smile, but it did little to calm the storm of emotions brewing inside me.

The Viking was the first to reach out, his large hands moving to the thin straps of Lisa’s dress. It was a simple yet elegant black number, something bought specially for tonight along with a new lingerie set that I hadn’t yet seen. His fingers grazed her skin as he gently slid the straps down her shoulders, the fabric slowly giving way to reveal the creamy expanse of her décolletage.

Lisa’s breath hitched slightly, her chest rising and falling with a mix of excitement and nerves. Her hands hung loosely by her sides, her body tense but willing. She closed her eyes briefly, as if steeling herself, then opened them again, meeting each man’s gaze as they continued to undress her.

The Mediterranean man stepped forward next, his movements fluid and confident. He reached around to the back of her dress, finding the hidden zipper and slowly pulled it down, the sound of the metal teeth parting almost drowned out by the smooth saxophone playing in the background. As the zipper reached the base of her spine, the dress began to loosen, clinging to her curves for a moment longer before slipping down her body in a silken pool at her feet.

My breath caught in my throat as her completely see-through black bra and matching panties were revealed. They were pretty and delicate, the gossamer-thin fabric hugging her curves in all the right places. The sight of her standing there, half-naked and surrounded by these men, knowing they could see the dark circle of her nipples and the bare mound of her pussy, sent a surge of conflicting emotions crashing through me — pride, jealousy, arousal, and a hint of fear all swirling together.

The dark-skinned man with the disarming smile stepped forward next, his eyes never leaving hers as he reached for the clasp of her bra. His hands were steady, almost reverent, as he expertly unhooked it. The straps slid down her arms, and for a moment, the bra hung there, suspended between gravity and the finality of being fully exposed. Then, with a slight shrug of her shoulders, it fell away, revealing her full, firm breasts to the room.

My heart pounded harder as my wife’s small nipples tightened and hardened under the cool air, standing proudly in the dim light. The East Asian man, who had been watching quietly, took this as his cue. He knelt before her, his hands reaching for the waistband of her panties. His touch was gentle, almost tender, as he hooked his thumbs under the delicate fabric and slowly began to slide them down her hips, over her thighs, until they too pooled at her feet.

My Lisa stood there, completely nude now, her body on display for everyone in the room. My eyes roamed over her, taking in every curve, every line, the way the light played off her skin, the way she seemed both powerful and vulnerable at the same time. The men paused for a moment, savouring the sight of her, their gazes drinking in the sight of her tits and freshly waxed pussy before one of them made the next move.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away, even as a flood of emotions surged through me. This was my wife, the woman I loved more than anything, and here she was, offering herself to these complete strangers in a way that was both thrilling and terrifying. My pulse quickened as I fought to process the conflicting sensations that threatened to overwhelm me.

Erica’s hand squeezed my thigh again, grounding me in the moment. “She looks beautiful, doesn’t she?” she whispered, her voice low and filled with admiration.

“Yes,” I managed to reply, my voice thick with emotion. “She does.”

The men closed in around Lisa, their hands reaching out to touch her, caress her, and explore her body with a mix of reverence and hunger. The jazz continued to play softly in the background, the saxophone wailing gently as the night began in earnest. And all I could do was watch.

Lisa took a deep breath, her eyes closed as the Mediterranean man lowered his head, taking one of her nipples in his mouth. The brown-skinned man’s hands were between her legs, stroking the soft insides of her thighs, moving up to stroke over the outer cheeks of her pussy.

“I used to do this before,” she began, her voice steady but carrying an undercurrent of vulnerability as the men continued to grope her. “Years ago now, when I was young. Back then, the men didn’t hold back. They didn’t ask permission. They just… did what they wanted with me.”

There was a pause, the room quiet save for the soft hum of the jazz music filtering through the speakers. The men listened intently, their gazes fixed on Lisa as she spoke, the air thick with anticipation.

“That’s what I need tonight,” she continued, her voice growing firmer, more resolved. “No niceness. No asking for permission. Just… take what you want.” Her eyes flickered with a mix of challenge and invitation as she finished, her words hanging in the air.

The ebony-skinned man, whose presence radiated a quiet confidence, leaned in, kissing her neck and shoulder. “Okay,” he said simply, his deep voice resonating with a calm assurance. Then he stepped back, starting to disrobe, tossing his shirt to the floor. The other men followed suit, stripping in front of us.

I watched, heart pounding, as Lisa’s hands moved lower, helping the Viking out of his pants. Her fingers were steady, and confident, as if she’d done this a thousand times before. The room seemed to freeze at that moment, every breath held as her hands explored him. I could see the way his tattoed muscles tensed, his breath hitching quietly as her fingers traced the length of his dick as it sprang out of his boxers when she pulled them down.

My breath caught in my throat as I took it all in — the way she didn’t hesitate to circle his shaft with her hand, the way he responded to her as she began to jerk him off, the intimacy of it all unfolding right before my eyes. A whirl of emotions surged through me: pride again, jealousy, arousal. It was a heady mix, one that I wasn’t sure I knew how to handle. This was different to what I’d seen in the videos. This was real. And unlike most of the guys at the club back in Barnesfield, she didn’t know these men. They were strangers. But there was no turning back now. This was what we’d agreed to, what we’d both wanted… what I’d agreed to let happen.

I turned slightly, needing some sort of grounding, and found Erica beside me, her gaze locked on the scene unfolding in front of us. There was a glimmer in her eyes, a spark of fascination and excitement that mirrored my own tumultuous feelings.

“They’re all…” I started to say, but the words seemed to stick in my throat, lost in the swirl of what I was witnessing.

“Impressive? Well-hung?” Erica finished for me, her voice soft but with an edge of amusement. She glanced at me, a small, knowing smile tugging at her lips. Her hand tightened on my thigh, the pressure both comforting and electrifying as the Viking’s reaction to Lisa’s touch became more pronounced, his cock growing hard quickly, extending beyond even the length of both of her hands as she used them on him.

“Yeah,” I managed to whisper back, my voice thick with the weight of everything I was feeling. “Very.”

My eyes returned to the scene just as the group began to move towards the bed. It was a large, inviting piece of furniture that dominated the far side of the room, its presence somehow amplifying the tension that crackled in the air. The men guided Lisa over, their hands still on her, gentle yet firm, a contrast that only heightened the anticipation I felt. Lisa was still pulling on the Viking’s hard cock, although there were five other impressive dicks close by too.

Each step they took felt like it was in slow motion, the air thick with the sense that something monumental was about to happen. I could feel it in every fibre of my being, the way the room seemed to hum with energy, the way my heart raced in my chest.

Lisa bent over the bed as they reached it, her hands resting on the plush covers as one of the other men — the dark-skinned guy with the athlete’s build — moved behind her, his hands tracing the curve of her back down to her hips. I caught sight of his cock, long and slender, already hard and ready, as he pressed against her, rubbing himself along her thighs. My breath hitched as he leaned in closer, his hands gripping her waist, pulling her back against him, his cock teasing at her entrance.

The others circled around, each of them impressive in their own right. There was the ebony-skinned man who had spoken earlier, his body a masterpiece of muscle and strength, his cock thick and veiny, hanging heavy between his legs. Next to him was the Mediterranean-looking man, tanned and toned, his cock standing at attention, a little shorter but thicker than the others, with a slight curve that hinted at the pleasure it could bring. There was the outdoorsy guy, his body rugged and firm, his cock thick and just as impressive as the others, already hard and throbbing as he watched Lisa being teased by his companion. Finally, the last man, the East Asian, who was a bit older, but no less commanding, with a cock that seemed to match the Viking’s in length, though not as thick, with a look of experience that suggested he knew exactly what to do with it.

The men’s hands were all over Lisa now, touching her ass, cupping her tits with an arrogance that made my heart race. The tall dark guy spread her legs wider, positioning himself behind her properly while the others continued to touch her, the East Asian moving onto the bed and putting his impressive cock near to her face.

For a moment, I wondered if I should stop this. A wave of doubt washed over me, cold and suffocating. Was this a mistake? This was my beloved wife, the woman I had vowed to protect, the woman who had shared her life with me. She had a past, a wild one, but we had left that behind when we moved to New York. This was supposed to be a fresh start, a new chapter. What if this took her back to that place we had tried to leave behind? What if this wasn’t what we wanted after all?

The thought gnawed at me, threatening to unravel everything we had built. I was on the verge of saying something, of stepping in and calling a halt to it all when I felt Erica’s hand move to my groin. Her touch was soft at first, almost hesitant, but then she found the hardness there, my erection straining against my pants. Her fingers traced the outline of it, teasing me, grounding me in the moment.

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” Erica’s voice was a low whisper, her breath warm against my ear. Her hand squeezed me gently, sending a jolt of pleasure through me that made my doubts slip away, replaced by a heady mix of arousal and anticipation.

I didn’t answer, couldn’t answer. I was too lost in the sensations, in the sight of my wife, naked with these strangers, in the way Erica’s hand stroked me, pulling me deeper into the experience. The men were becoming more commanding with Lisa, their touches more insistent, their intentions clear. She was bent further over the bed now, her ass high in the air, her body completely open to them. The dark guy finally pressed forward, his cock pushing into her slowly, filling her inch by inch and Lisa gasped, her hands gripping the sheets tightly as the East Asian rubbed his dick against her cheek and mouth.

My heart pounded in my chest as I watched, my breath coming in short, ragged gasps. This was it. It was happening. And despite the doubts that had momentarily gripped me, I realized I didn’t want it to stop. I wanted to see this. I wanted to watch as my wife embraced this side of herself, as she relived her past, as she surrendered to the sluttiness she had once known.

Erica’s hand continued its teasing, her fingers rubbing me through my pants, her other hand slipping around my waist to pull me closer. I leaned into her, letting the warmth of her body and the sensation of her touch drown out any remaining reservations. As she unbuttoned my trousers, releasing the tension that had built up, and pulling out my stiff cock, I felt a mix of relief and heightened anticipation. Her fingers wrapped around me, moving slowly, deliberately, as if to reassure me that everything was okay, that this was a moment we could share.

Tony, who had been quietly observing, noticed what was happening between Erica and me. A knowing smile played on his lips as he subtly mirrored the action, undoing his zipper, his hand moving to tease himself as he tugged out his erection. There was a sense of camaraderie in the room, a shared understanding that we were all here for the same reason — to see Lisa get gang-fucked.

On the bed, Lisa herself was fully immersed in the moment, responding to the gentle yet insistent touches of the men around her. The East Asian man, who had been guiding himself against her cheek and lips, finally got the reward for his insistence as she welcomed him into her mouth. His cock, darker-skinned than the rest of him, a short thatch of soft black hair around the root, looked strange in my wife’s mouth — such an exotic-looking man, contrasting with my pretty, Auburn-haired, pale-skinned wife’s lips.

As I watched, a wave of realization washed over me. This was the first time during our marriage that Lisa had been with someone new, someone other than Tony, who she’d been with many times in the past when they dated. A brown cock ploughing into her pussy, an Asian cock in her throat and I was watching, not stopping it, captivated by the sight.

The men must have noticed the small swell of her pregnancy, something that was subtle but unmistakable. It was a sign of the life growing inside her, a gentle reminder of the new start we’d made. Tony told me he’d briefed them beforehand, ensuring that everyone was aware and respectful of the situation. But it didn’t stop any of the men from doing what they wanted with her, as she’d requested.

The dark-skinned man, who was now fucking her hard, making her moan around the Asian cock in her mouth, suddenly paused to check in with her, his voice low and considerate. “Are you okay?” he asked, his tone filled with genuine concern.

Lisa stopped sucking the Asian for a moment, looking over her shoulder and nodding, her sky-blue eyes meeting his with a soft smile. “I’m good,” she replied, her voice steady and reassuring. “Don’t ask again. Just fuck me. Harder this time. Fuck me like you mean it.”

He smiled back, clearly relieved but didn’t resume fucking her yet. As a group, the men guided Lisa onto her back, the Viking taking over, spreading her thighs, his pale eyes enjoying the sight of her, vulnerable before him. “I’ve never had English pussy before,” he murmured, teasing her slick, wet slit with the large head of his cock.

Erica’s hand on my dick remained constant, her strokes steady and reassuring, making me throb almost painfully. She leaned in closer, her breath warm against my neck as she whispered, “She’s really in control here, you know? Don’t worry about her. Even though it looks like they’re leading, it’s all about what she wants.”

Tony, sitting nearby, gave me a supportive nod, his expression relaxed as he observed the scene unfolding before us. His hand moved slowly over his own erection, but there was no rush, no sense of urgency. It was as if we were all in sync, taking our time, waiting for the right moment.

On the bed, the Viking leaned in, rubbing the tip of his dick higher, over her clit. Lisa’s legs twitched in response, then she wrapped them around his waist, pulling him closer, arching her back slightly. There was a brief moment of stillness as he entered her, her second new cock, their bodies connecting in a way that was both powerful and intimate. The others watched, their gazes filled with anticipation for when it would be their turn to find out how my wife’s pussy felt.

The rhythmic movement of the Viking’s hips began slowly, each thrust measured and controlled. Lisa responded with soft moans, her hands gripping the sheets beneath her as she adjusted to his impressive size. I could see the concentration on his face, the way he was attuned to her every reaction, making sure she was comfortable even as he fulfilled her request to be taken harder.

I felt Erica shift and saw that she’d reached out with her other hand, taking hold of Tony’s cock, stroking him now too. She looked up at me and smiled mischievously. She knew what she was doing would turn me on even more than I already was.

As the Viking’s pace increased, Lisa’s moans grew louder, more urgent. Her hands moved to his back, nails digging into his skin as she urged him on.

“That all you got?” she taunted him.

The other men watched, their eyes locked on the scene, waiting for his reaction and their turn but not rushing. There was a strange sense of tension in the room— everyone knew they were all going to get to fuck her before the night was done.

“Oh, I got more for you,” the blond man grinned, then drove his cock deep and hard into her suddenly, making her yelp loudly before he began to fuck her hard.

As we watched them fuck roughly now, Lisa’s moans grew louder, reaching a crescendo as she orgasmed for the first time, her back arching clear of the bed. Still, the Viking didn’t slow down, his thrusts becoming harder and more urgent, fucking her through her climax. Then he pulled out, his cock jerking upwards, a long rope of cum shooting out over her belly, the first of many to land on her body tonight, I suspected.

The dark-skinned man who’d already fucked her once, climbed on the bed, offering her his cock to suck as the outdoorsy man took the Viking’s spot between her parted thighs. His ridged, painfully-hard-looking cock slid into my wife easily, pushing fully inside her in a single movement, making her gasp as the dark man pushed his dick into her mouth.

The Mediterranean guy and the Asian took hold of one of Lisa’s ankles each, splaying her legs far apart, watching the penetration of my wife with interest, their eyes locked on the big cock sliding in and out of her. I could see how wet she was, her juices making his dick shiny and slick and I saw her clit peeking out, swollen and full. The big man fucking her let his thumb trail over it, making her body shudder and the group of men grinned at the response.

“Who knew English girls were such sluts?” he said, his voice lilting with an Australian accent.

“Everyone knows that,” Jake replied and my head swivelled, as did everyone else’s to see the familiar black guy stepping through the door, followed by his beautiful mocha-skinned wife. They were both naked.

“We couldn’t resist joining you,” he said, his eyes lighting up at the scene before him. “Lisa is just too attractive for us to not see her getting fucked.”

The Aussie shrugged, turning his attention back to Lisa, thrusting back into her, the sound of his body connecting against hers, loud over the soft jazz music seeping in from the speakers in the corners of the room.

My eyes were drawn to Maura’s body. Her breasts were large, hanging low but still inviting, tipped with large, dark, chocolate-coloured nipples. Her pussy was bare but with just the faintest shadow of a landing strip. Her body was full, her ass somewhat fleshy but still sexy. I felt my cock twitch in my hand.

“Stop,” I whispered to Erica. “I don’t want to cum yet.”

I knew if I did, I’d have the dreaded post-orgasmic clarity and regret and that wouldn’t be good in this situation, not with three of the guys yet to fuck my wife.

“Suit yourself,” the blonde shrugged, her other hand continuing to jerk Tony off.

Jake and Maura held hands as they stood close to the bed, watching my slutty wife take her third now cock until the Australian finally pulled out, depositing a huge amount of sticky white cum all over the inside of her thigh. Jake’s free hand started to jerk himself off, teasing his cock to a respectable size, if not as large as some of the studs in the room gathered around my wife.

The dark-skinned guy grunted loudly and I saw Lisa gag slightly as he shoved his cock roughly deep into her mouth. The vein in her neck strained as she struggled to keep him there while he came, shooting his load down her throat even as the brown-haired man who’d not said or done much so far took his place between her willing thighs. This was crazy. She’d made three men cum so far and now was about to take yet another stranger — her fourth — inside her.

“I’m fucking her ass,” the otherwise quiet man stated, placing the chunky head of his erection against Lisa’s small, pink anus. I saw her glance up at him as if to say something but then the ebony-skinned man grabbed her hair, steering her face to his black cock. She parted her lips and closed them around the lighter-coloured circumcised glans, then whimpered as the man between her legs forced his girthy cock into her ass.

He pushed it in without mercy, her body stiffening and I began to rise from the sofa instinctively before stopping myself. This was what she wanted, to be treated like a sex object, like a whore, a slut… and she was getting it.

Moments later, the brown-haired man was fucking her asshole steadily and deeply, causing her to cry out around the black cock in her mouth with every thrust. I’d never witnessed anything like it before and I was fascinated to see how the cock going in her ass seemed to make her pussy gape slightly as it went in.

“Yeah, fuck her in the ass. Fill her up,” Maura encouraged the man between my wife’s thighs. “I love seeing cum ooze out of pretty girls’s assholes.”

That seemed to be all he needed. He grabbed her hips, holding her down on the bed, pistoning into her butt before moaning and then holding himself buried in her for a moment. When he withdrew, making her sigh in relief around the dick in her mouth, Maura got her wish. A river of white cum bubbled from my wife’s gaping ass for a moment until the Asian man stepped into my line of sight.

“On all fours,” he commanded Lisa and my wife complied, rolling over onto her knees. With the ebony man’s dick still between her lips, she pushed her hips up in the air, letting the Asian take hs turn. For a moment, I thought he was going to do her anally too, but he didn’t, savouring the moment as his cock slid into her used pussy. Then he grabbed her long, auburn hair, yanking her head back, away from the big black cock in front of her and began to fuck her hard.

“Are you enjoying the show?”

Maura’s voice caught me by surprise. When had she sneaked up and sat next to me?

“Yes,” I said, my voice quiet in shame at admitting such a thing.

“I can tell.”

The black woman’s hand snaked over my thigh and I didn’t stop her. Her slender fingers with long painted nails nestled around my cock, feeling the firmness of my erection as the Asian guy railed my wife ruthlessly fast, like a machine, making her wail loudly with another orgasm. I let Maura slowly stroke me until he finally pulled out, showering her ass and back with jet after jet of hot cum.

“More,” Lisa moaned. “I need more cock. Someone fuck me, please.”

“No,” Jake said, catching the ebony-skinned man by the arm as he made his way around the bed. “Make yourself cum first, slut.”

“Please,” Lisa begged, her sky-blue eyes meeting his. She crawled towards him but he backed away, shaking his head. I saw the other black man grin. “Please. You said you’d all fuck me. Jake, you can fuck me if you want. I don’t care, I just need fucking by another big cock.”

“Finger your cunt,” Jake told her firmly. “Lay on your back and put as many fingers in your cunt as you can. Show us how you finger-fuck yourself.”

“But-” she whimpered but he stopped her.

“No buts,” he commanded. “Finger your cunt, you dirty little slut.”

Something inside me rejected the way he was speaking to my wife but before I could move, Maura slid between my thighs, kneeling there, her lips finding my cock, kissing the head before enveloping it with her mouth. The warmth of her tongue flicking against the root of my shaft quelled my objection, and Lisa did as she was told, lying on her back and tracing her hand over her cum-spattered belly.

Maura sucked my dick as I watched Lisa put one finger, then two, then three inside herself. Jake and the other man slowly stroked their dicks as they watched her slip a fourth finger into her pussy, stretching it out. Then she began to plunge them in and out, causing her juices to spill out, soaking her hand to the wrist.

I looked to the side and realised that Erica was sucking Tony’s cock now, gulping on his thick shaft hungrily as Maura sucked mine.

“Fuck this,” I said, a sudden urge taking over me. Maura’s eyes lit up, a triumphant grin on her face as I stood, rising over her before taking her hand and guiding her to another sofa nearby. “I need a fuck.”

“Come on then,” the mocha-skinned beauty purred, lying on her back on the soft couch and parting her thighs for me. I saw Jake glance over his shoulder, nodding and smiling at us, giving me his approval and then I shed my clothes rapidly before getting on top of his wife. Her brown skin was soft, her curves yielding under my body. I looked into her pretty, dark eyes as I groped between our bodies with the head of my cock until I found the hot spot between her thighs. Maura’s pussy opened up for me, taking me easily into her warm wetness. Her face moved closer, her eyes closing and I let her lips find mine, kissing me passionately as I began to move in and out of her.

“Fuu-u-uck!” I heard Lisa scream as she came again, this time by her own accord but I didn’t turn around, not even when I heard her start to moan rhythmically a couple of minutes later. Someone was fucking her, either the ebony-skinned man or Jake, I didn’t care. My cock was buried in a beautiful black woman and I was going to enjoy every minute of it.

Maura’s nails dug into my butt as I fucked her faster, the exquisite sting of pain driving me to pound into her harder. She felt good. Tight, wet, hot. Her soft gasps of air against my neck, the sweet, spicy scent of her perfume, it was all so intensely pleasurable that I almost forgot what was happening behind me, Lisa and the men, Erica and Tony.

I buried my face into Maura’s hair, enjoying the musky smell of it as she kissed my chest. Then I buried my cock deep inside her and came, the electricity of it making me almost roar in pleasure. I yanked myself out of her, holding it over her body, almost blinded by the intensity of my orgasm so that I couldn’t see her heavy brown tits but I still managed to hit them with a second spurt, the first load deposited her. A third load, shooting out almost as vigorously as the first two, hit her in the mouth and a third landed on her cheek.

“Oh, fuck yeah,” I couldn’t help but sigh as she took me in her mouth again, swallowing the last few drips. I turned to see Jake between Lisa’s thighs, pounding her into the bed. She was making a series of light, breathless moans, clearly lost in the sex. The ebony-skinned man was standing nearby, cum dripping from his flaccid cock still. He winked at me. He must have already fucked her while I was enjoying Maura.

Tony had cum too. His cock was soft as he licked Erica’s pussy on the sofa where we’d been sitting. Her dress was pushed up around her waist, her panties around one ankle. I watched his tongue flick over her clit until a moment later, she came, her thighs trembling, eyelids fluttering, a wild groan escaping her lips.

My attention returned to the bed as Jake groaned that he was going to cum. Maura stopped sucking me, moving to join her husband on the bed and I followed to see the final action of the evening, sitting on the bed beside them, almost in a trance.

Lisa’s tits were rocking back and forth violently as Jake ploughed her in the missionary position, their bodies smashing together noisily with every thrust until he pulled out, sliding over her body, straddling her chest. Maura took hold of his throbbing cock, jerking it off while lifting Lisa’s head with the other hand, pushing her close.

“Open your mouth,” she instructed my wife. “Stick out your tongue.”

I watched, hypnotised, as Lisa did as she was told. She even kept her eyes open, training her gaze on the stiff black cock in front of her as it exploded, a thick jet of cum shooting straight down her throat. Maura pulled her head closer, rubbing the head of her husband’s dick on my wife’s tongue so that his next deposit landed there, followed by a powerful spurt that hit her top lip, splashing across her cheek.

Maura milked the cock in her hand, squeezing as much cum out of it into my slutty wife’s waiting mouth as she could, then finally sat back, enjoying the sight of Lisa swallowing before finally sagging back onto the bed, exhausted.

After the intense energy and passion of the evening began to settle, the room was filled with the soft sounds of heavy breathing and the gentle hum of the soft jazz music still playing in the background. The air, once thick with anticipation, now held a certain calmness, a sense of completion.

Lisa lay on the bed, a soft, contented smile on her lips as she closed her eyes, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath. Jake, who had been the seventh and last to fuck her, leaned back, his face showing a mixture of satisfaction and appreciation. Tony and Erica, who had somehow ended up coming together, were both lying on the sofa, talking quietly about something I couldn’t hear. Maura leaned back, resting against me, then looked up with a smile, her dark eyes twinkling with warmth and a hint of mischief.

As I sat there, enjoying Maura’s warmth for a moment, I felt a wave of clarity wash over me. The whirlwind of emotions — jealousy, arousal, fear, excitement — had subsided, leaving behind a deeper understanding of what had transpired. Watching Lisa tonight, seeing her embrace a side of herself that I hadn’t fully grasped before, had been both challenging and enlightening. It was as if I had glimpsed into a part of her soul that had been hidden from me, a part that craved freedom, excitement, and the thrill of being desired — and taken.

I realized now how much I had learned about her, about the complexity of her desires, and how deeply they were intertwined with her sense of self. It wasn’t just about the physical acts; it was about the emotional release, the freedom to be herself without judgment, and the connection she felt with me through it all.

I reached out, brushing a strand of auburn hair from her sweat and cum-covered face and she opened her sky-blue eyes and looked at me with a tired but contented smile. At that moment, I felt a surge of love and admiration for her, stronger than ever before. We had been through so much together, and tonight had been another step in our journey — one that brought us closer in ways I hadn’t anticipated.

“I love you,” I whispered, my voice filled with the sincerity and depth of my feelings.

Lisa smiled, her eyes shining with the same emotion. “I love you too, James. Tonight was… fantastic. Was it for you?”

Did she know I’d fucked Maura? I wasn’t sure but it didn’t matter just then. I leaned in and kissed her, ignoring the salty tang of strangers’ cum on her lips.

As the night drew to a close and we began to recover from the intensity of the evening, I knew that this experience had changed us both. It opened up new possibilities, new layers of understanding, and a deeper connection that would continue to grow. And as we held each other close, still surrounded by Jake and Maura and several of the other men who’d fucked her tonight, I felt at peace, knowing that something had changed for the better. I finally understood myself too. I wasn’t resentful of her past. I had been fearful of it. And tonight, I’d put myself through the crucible of that fear and come out of the other side intact.

I wasn’t scared of her promiscuous past any more or what it might mean for our future.

Now I was excited about it.


Chapter two
I Shared My Wife With Her Boss... And Found New Depths Of Pleasure


We arrived at Gabriella’s luxury penthouse apartment building as the sun began to set, casting a warm, golden hue over the city. The building itself was an architectural marvel, a sleek, modern structure that stood tall against the New York skyline. The doorman greeted us with a polite nod, ushering us towards a private elevator at the far side of a modern, marble-floored lobby.

"This is impressive," Lisa murmured into my ear as the elevator doors opened, greeting us with the soft glow of ambient lighting and the faint sound of jazz music playing in the background.

"I'm nervous," I replied as the silver doors closed and the floor shifted as the lift whisked us towards the top floor.

"Why?" My wife's sky-blue eyes gazed at me for a moment, then looked me up and down, taking in the smart black suit I was wearing.

"It's just... Gabriella is your boss. I'm worried what she'll think about us… about everything," I admitted, adjusting my tie. "And you look stunning tonight, by the way." Lisa was wearing a flowing, emerald green dress that highlighted her early pregnancy bump, her auburn hair cascading over her shoulders. The dress hugged her curves, accentuating her figure in a way that made her look both elegant and sensual.

Erica, standing beside Lisa, gave me a reassuring smile. She was dressed in a sleek, midnight blue dress that contrasted beautifully with her honey-blonde hair. "Don't worry, James. Gabriella is just as excited about this as we are. Plus, she's not just Lisa's boss. She's a friend."

Lisa nodded, her hand resting lightly on her small bump. "It's been six months since we left Barnesfield. We've grown a lot since then, and Gabriella's had time to get her head around everything that happened since then."

"Yeah, you're right," I said, taking a deep breath. "I just want tonight to go well."

"It will," Erica said, her voice filled with confidence. "Just relax."

That was easier said than done but as we left the lift and approached the oak-panelled door to the penthouse, I managed to compose myself, taking a deep breath as Lisa rang the buzzer.

After a moment, the door slid open and Gabriella stood there, a radiant smile on her face. She looked stunning in a form-fitting black dress that accentuated her curves, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders in loose waves.

“Welcome, welcome!” she greeted warmly, stepping forward to hug Lisa first, then Erica, and finally me. “I’m so glad you could make it. Please, make yourselves at home.”

She beckoned us in and as we followed her through the door, I couldn't help but be impressed by her home. Gabriella’s penthouse was as elegant as I’d imagined—floor-to-ceiling windows offering a panoramic view of the city, stylish furniture arranged tastefully around the spacious living area, and an impressive collection of art adorning the walls.

“Thank you for having us,” I replied, taking in the luxurious surroundings. “Your place is incredible.”

Gabriella smiled, gesturing for us to follow her into the dining area. “I’m glad you like it. I thought we could have dinner here tonight, just the four of us. It’s been a while since we all got together, and I thought it would be nice to catch up in a more relaxed setting.”

We settled onto the plush seats surrounding a glass-topped table, the ambient lighting reflecting softly off its surface. To my surprise, a waiter appeared almost immediately, a strikingly handsome man with chiselled features, short dark hair, and piercing blue eyes. He wore a crisp white shirt and black trousers, his demeanour professional yet warm as he presented us with a selection of drinks. His presence added an unexpected touch of elegance to the evening.

“Good evening,” he said, his voice smooth. “My name is Alex, and I’ll be taking care of you tonight. Can I start you off with some cocktails? We have a variety of options, or I can recommend something if you’d like.”

We each chose our drinks—an Old Fashioned for me, a Cosmo for Erica, and an alcohol-free version of a mojito for Lisa—and Alex moved with practiced grace as he prepared and served them. As we sipped our cocktails, the conversation flowed easily, touching on our new lives in New York and how we'd settled in so far. Gabriella was an excellent host, effortlessly making us feel at ease with her engaging stories and genuine interest in our experiences.

After a while, Alex returned to announce that dinner was ready. “Our chef, Marco, has prepared a special meal for you tonight,” he said with a smile. “I hope you enjoy it.”

Marco, the chef, soon made his entrance—a tall, athletic man with salt-and-pepper hair and a charming Italian accent. He introduced himself briefly, explaining the dishes he had prepared with evident pride. The meal was an exquisite array of courses, each more delectable than the last. Alex and Marco worked in tandem, Alex serving the food with finesse while Marco provided brief, engaging explanations of each dish.

We indulged in the culinary delights, our conversations weaving seamlessly with the shared enjoyment of the meal. The food was exceptional, a testament to Marco's skill and creativity, and Alex’s attentive service ensured that our glasses were never empty and our plates always full.

After the delicious meal, Marco bid us goodnight, leaving Alex to continue attending to us. We moved to the living room, where the atmosphere became more intimate. The soft lighting and gentle music created a sense of warmth and closeness, the perfect setting for the next part of our evening.

“It's so good to see you all again,” Gabriella said, her eyes lingering on Lisa. “I’ve missed our time together.”

Lisa smiled, her hand finding mine. “We’ve missed you too, Gabriella. This move has been a big change for us, but we’re adjusting well.”

Gabriella’s gaze shifted to me, a playful glint in her eyes. “And how about you, James? How are you finding New York?”

“It’s been a whirlwind,” I admitted, glancing at Lisa and Erica. “But it’s been good. A fresh start was exactly what we needed.”

As we settled into the comfortable couches, Alex reappeared, this time with a tray of dessert options. “Would anyone care for a sweet treat?” he asked, his eyes twinkling with a hint of mischief. The offer was tempting, and we each selected a dessert, enjoying the final course of our meal in the cosy, relaxed environment of Gabriella’s living room. It was impossible not to notice how the three women in the room were all attracted to Alex. He was a handsome man and revelled in their attention, flirting lightly with them before retiring to the kitchen.

Once Alex had left, Gabriella turned to us, her curiosity evident. “So, tell me more about how things are working out with you three,” she said, her tone inviting and genuinely interested. “It must be quite the adjustment, living together and navigating… a new relationship dynamic.”

Lisa had told Gabriella about our living arrangements and we exchanged a glance before she spoke up. “It’s been an adjustment, for sure,” she began, her fingers interlacing with mine. “But it’s been a good one. Erica moving in with us has been really natural. We’ve found a balance that works for us.”

Erica nodded, her green eyes warm. “It works for us. I'm really liking it here. Like James says, it's a fresh start and we all needed it.”

"Very fresh," Gabriella commented dryly, taking a sip of her white wine. There was a subtle smile on her lips as she looked my way. "And you're enjoying it, James?"

I felt a flush creep up my neck as the attention turned to me. “It’s fun,” I admitted, “but it’s also brought us closer in many ways. There’s a lot of love and trust between us, and that makes it work.”

Gabriella’s eyes sparkled with interest, and I could see she was genuinely fascinated by our arrangement. “I'm not sure many men could handle their wife having a live-in lover, but when that lover is female and she's also sleeping with the husband... I guess that probably helps.”

"Well—" I started to say, but Gabriella giggled and interrupted me.

"I'm teasing you, James. You know, I was once in a similar situation, many years ago."

Her confession caught our attention, and the atmosphere in the room became slightly more charged. “Really?” Lisa asked, her curiosity piqued. “You never told me that before.”

Gabriella smiled, a hint of nostalgia in her eyes. “I was seeing a girl called Emma, an artist working in London. She was beautiful, ambitious, all the things I liked in a woman but then I met a guy. Thomas, his name was. I wasn't into men at that time but Thomas was different. Tall, handsome, incredibly clever and… it just happened. When they found out about each other, I expected them to both demand I make a decision about who I wanted to be with but they didn't. The next thing I knew, we were in bed together, the three of us, and it went on that way for a little while.”

"So what happened?" Lisa asked, a hint of something in her eyes. Was it jealousy?

"You know me," her boss replied, casually flicking her blonde hair over her shoulder as she answered. "I don't like being tied down for long. It was fun while it lasted but eventually I grew tired of it and the three of us all moved on."

"Don't you want to settle down, one day?" Erica asked, her light green eyes full of curiosity.

"Not really," Gabriella replied with a light shrug. "I have everything I need. When I want sex, I find someone. If it ever turns into more than sex, then so be it. But right now, I'm happy as I am. Besides Colin. I've only ever been in one serious relationship and that didn't end well either. She was called Gillian and she was perfect but one day, she decided she wanted a baby. I suggested that we adopt but she didn't want that. She wanted a conventional relationship, which meant a man. Even though she was a lesbian, she wanted a baby more than anything. So I let her go."

"Wow," I breathed. "That sucks. I'm sorry, Gabriella."

"Don't be sorry." The attractive middle-aged blonde smiled appreciatively. "The last I heard she was doing well. A great mum but her marriage wasn't doing well. That's what happens when you try to live within yourself. When you deny yourself what you really want and need. Which is why I'm happy that you're embracing… whatever it is that you're doing."

Lisa’s hand squeezed mine, and I could see the gratitude in her eyes. “Thanks, Gabriella.”

The woman's openness seemed to resonate with us, and I felt a sense of relief at her acceptance. Gabriella leaned back in her seat, her gaze drifting between the three of us. “It’s not always easy to find people who understand and accept non-traditional relationships. But when you do, it can be incredibly rewarding."

"I'm just glad you're okay with it," Lisa nodded, stirring the ice in her mojito absent-mindedly.

"I am. It seems like you’ve really found your groove here in New York,” Gabriella continued, her tone encouraging yet slightly teasing. Her blue eyes sparkled with mischief. “I’m genuinely happy for you all. But, you know, I’ve heard whispers about some of the places you’ve been frequenting.”

Her words hung in the air, charged with a hint of mystery. I glanced at Lisa, seeing the flicker of understanding in her eyes. “What do you mean?” she asked, trying to sound nonchalant.

Gabriella’s smile widened. “I know you went to the Ace of Hearts,” she revealed, her tone playful but with an edge of knowing. “I have friends in various circles, you know.”

Lisa’s cheeks flushed, but she didn’t look away. Instead, she seemed to gather her courage. “Yes, we did. A while ago. We're going to do it again sometime," she confessed, her voice low but firm. “I still love sex with men and I want to continue exploring that side of myself, even though I’m committed to James and Erica. The meet-ups at the Country Club… they were wrong. Adam and Ron were taking advantage of girls but… I know it might seem weird… there was a side to me that enjoyed it.”

Gabriella pushed her glasses higher on her nose, gazing at my wife with genuine interest, studying her almost as she continued. "I know you set me up with the job in London, and then here in New York to help me escape all of that but still, I can't deny enjoying… the sex I used to have."

Lisa's vagueness was obvious but her boss seemed to want specifics. "The sex? As in sex with multiple men?"

"Yes." Lisa's cheeks were flaming red and she took a long drink from her glass to hide her discomfort.

“And how did you feel about that, James?” Gabriella asked next, her gaze locking onto mine. “And watching your wife with other men?”

I took a moment to gather my thoughts, the memory of that night vivid in my mind. “It was intense,” I admitted, my voice steady. “There was a lot of jealousy at first, but it was also incredibly arousing. Seeing Lisa so happy, so satisfied, made it all worth it. And knowing it was something she wanted, something that brought her pleasure, made me feel closer to her.”

Gabriella nodded, her eyes glinting with approval. “It sounds like you’ve embraced this side of yourselves. And I think that’s wonderful. It’s important to be true to yourselves, and it seems like you’ve found a way to do that.”

"Now I know all about her past, we're trying to work with it," I said softly, waiting for Lisa to nod before continuing. "There's no point in running from it. If we're going to make our marriage—our relationship—" I looked at Erica who smiled at me, "If we're going to make it work we have to be open and honest."

Gabriella leaned back, her expression becoming more introspective. “If you know all about her past, do you know how close Lisa and I came to having sex?"

My wife coughed, choking on her latest sip of the non-alcoholic mojito.

"Do you remember, Lisa?" Gabriella tapped her lip thoughtfully. "That night in Germany, in the hot tub?"

Lisa’s eyes widened, and she bit her lip, a flicker of something unspoken passing between them. “Yes, I remember,” she said softly.

Gabriella turned to me, her eyes piercing. “We were on a business trip. One night, we shared a hot tub, Lisa and I. We had a few drinks, and things got a little… heated. We kissed, and touched, but then Lisa pulled away, reminding me that she was married. And that wasn't the only time, was it, Lisa?”

Lisa glanced at me, her face a mix of apprehension and desire. “I didn’t want to cross that line, Gabriella. You're my boss. The things I did in Barnesfield were different. I'd been doing them for years and I didn't have a choice. If I'd gone… there… with you, well, that would have been a whole new level of complicated.”

Gabriella sighed, her gaze drifting to Erica and then to me. “I’ve always been jealous of you two. I wanted Lisa for a long time, but could never have her. And that's hard for me. I'm a woman that's used to getting what I want.”

The room's atmosphere became charged with a potent mix of unspoken desires and latent tension. Lisa’s eyes met Gabriella’s, her voice trembling slightly. “I’ve always wanted you too, Gabriella. You must know that.”

Gabriella’s eyes sparkled with a mix of triumph and longing. “So… what if I invited you to my bedroom right now, Lisa? What would you do?”

Lisa looked at me, seeking my approval. I nodded, feeling my heart race with a combination of excitement and arousal. “Go,” I whispered.

Gabriella raised an eyebrow, looking between the three of us. “You do realize the complications, don’t you? I’m still your boss, Lisa.”

Lisa laughed softly, shaking her head. “Right now, that doesn’t matter. We’ve come so far and explored so much. This is just another step. I'd be lying if I said this isn't what I want.”

Gabriella’s expression hardened with determination. “I’m going back to England in a few days. I won’t be back for months, so…”

The words hanging in the air seemed to ignite something within Lisa. She stood, her movements graceful and deliberate. “Then let’s not waste any more time.”

Gabriella extended her hand, leading Lisa toward the bedroom. I watched, my breath catching in my throat, as my wife followed her, the air between them crackling with anticipation. As they disappeared from view, the tension in the room reached a boiling point.

Erica and I exchanged a glance, our desire mirrored in each other’s eyes. "What do we do?" she asked, fiddling nervously with a strand of her honey-blonde hair. "Do we leave them to it?"

"You think I'm going to miss out on watching Lisa get it on with Gabriella?" I chuckled, shaking my head. "No way."

"But she didn't invite us," Erica pointed out.

"I'm Lisa's husband," I replied with a shrug, picking up and downing what remained of my wine. "And you're her girlfriend. We don't need invites."

We got up, and hand in hand, retraced Gabriella's and Lisa's footsteps to the master bedroom at the far side of the spacious apartment. Gabriella’s bedroom was a sanctuary of elegance and sensuality. The walls were painted a deep, inviting shade of burgundy, adorned with tasteful art that hinted at a passion for both the classical. A plush, king-sized bed dominated the centre of the room, its dark wooden frame and luxurious, crimson bedding creating a space that was both intimate and grand. Soft lighting from ornate lamps cast a warm glow over the room, enhancing the atmosphere of seduction. On the large bed, Gabriella and Lisa were already entwined, their lips pressed together passionately, their bodies moving with a rhythm that spoke of long-suppressed desire. Gabriella’s hands roamed over Lisa’s curves, exploring every inch body through the emerald green dress she wore. Then she stood, unzipping it and moments later, it was on the floor, my wife breathing heavily as she lay back on the bed in just her lacy white bra and tiny thong.

Gabriella looked over her shoulder to see Erica and I watching from a respectful distance. Her voice was a low, seductive whisper. “Do you like this, Lisa? Do you like being the centre of attention?”

“Yes,” Lisa gasped as her boss approached, her body arching toward Gabriella’s touch as she reached out to brush her skin with her fingertips. “I love it.”

Gabriella smiled, her hands moving expertly down, between Lisa's thighs, teasing her through the thin material. “Good. Because tonight, you’re mine.”

The words sent a thrill through me, the possessiveness in Gabriella’s tone adding to the intensity of the moment. I watched as she slipped my wife's thong down, gazing at her freshly shaved pussy for a moment before lowering her head, her tongue touching her there, light and teasing. Then she got comfortable between her thighs, her tongue moving in slow, deliberate strokes, each one eliciting a soft moan from Lisa. I watched, entranced by the sight of my wife’s pleasure, her body responding to Gabriella’s expert touch. The room seemed to shrink around us, the intensity of the moment drawing us all closer together. Within minutes, Gabriella had Lisa's back arching from the bed, my wife's hands tangling in her boss's blonde hair but before Lisa got too close to orgasm, Gabriella stood up and began to undress. Her black dress fell to the floor, revealing a body that was somehow both athletic and voluptuous. For a woman in her middle years, she was in shape but her breasts, hips and ass were still full and curvy. She wore a delicate black lace bra and matching panties, the sight of which sent a surge of arousal through me.

Lisa's boss walked to a nearby chest at the foot of the bed, opening it to reveal a collection of toys and accessories. She selected a large, black strap-on, its sleek design both intimidating and enticing. She fastened the buckled straps around her waist with practised ease, the sight of the dildo, long and upwards-curved, jutting out from her body, adding an extra layer of eroticism to the scene.

Lisa’s eyes widened with anticipation as Gabriella approached the bed once more. She positioned herself between Lisa’s legs, guiding the tip of the strap-on to my wife’s wet, eager entrance. Gabriella looked my way, locking eyes with me for a moment before pushing inside, the sight of the massive shaft disappearing into Lisa’s pussy making my breath catch.

Gabriella moved with a steady, rhythmic precision, each thrust eliciting a cry of pleasure from Lisa. The sight of my wife being taken by another woman was intensely arousing, the mixture of jealousy and excitement blending into a potent cocktail of desire. I could see every detail—the way Gabriella’s muscles flexed with each movement, the way Lisa’s body arched and writhed in response to the huge dildo driving inside her forcefully.

Gabriella leaned down, her lips brushing against Lisa’s ear as she whispered words I couldn’t hear but could imagine. Lisa’s moans grew louder, her hands gripping the sheets as she approached her climax. Gabriella’s pace quickened, her body moving with a controlled intensity that spoke of experience and skill. I wondered how many women she'd fucked with that thing.

Erica moved closer to me, her own arousal evident as she watched the scene unfold alongside me. She placed a hand on my shoulder, her touch grounding me in the moment. We shared a look, her light green eyes searching mine. I realised she was probably feeling the same intense conflict as I was. That potent blend of arousal and jealousy. She loved Lisa too.

Gabriella’s thrusts became more urgent, her body moving with a relentless rhythm that pushed Lisa closer and closer to the edge. With a final, powerful thrust, Lisa cried out, her body convulsing with the force of her orgasm. Her legs quivered, her back arched but Gabriella held her firmly by the hips, the dildo still buried deep in her, guiding her through the waves of pleasure with an almost reverent tenderness.

"I've wanted to see your tits and cunt for so long," Gabriella sighed, almost breathless. "Wanted to make you cum for so fucking long."

"Well, now you have," Lisa giggled, also short of breath. "And it was fucking amazing."

As Lisa slowly caught her breath, Gabriella turned to me, her eyes dark with desire. “Are you two just going to fucking stand there and watch?” she asked, her voice a sultry whisper. “Or are you going to show me what the three of you do?”

I nodded, feeling a surge of adrenaline as I began to undress, Erica mirroring my actions. The room was filled with the soft rustle of fabric and the quickened breathing of arousal. Gabriella watched us with a predatory gaze, her glasses still perched on her nose. She unfastened the strap-on, letting it fall to the floor, and then removed her panties and bra, revealing her naked body in all its glory. Her breasts were full and firm, her nipples hard, and her body was a perfect blend of curves and muscle. Her pussy was waxed smooth apart from the thinnest of landing strips, the hair fine and blonde.

Erica was the first to join Lisa and Gabriella on the bed, her slender form sliding between them. She leaned in to kiss Lisa, their lips meeting in a passionate embrace. Gabriella moved to the side, her hand trailing down Erica’s back, fingers dancing over our lover's skin. I watched, entranced, as the three women began to explore each other, their bodies moving in a sensual rhythm that made my heart thump in my chest.

I climbed onto the bed, positioning myself behind Erica. My hands found her slim hips, guiding her backwards towards me. She moaned softly as I entered her, the heat of her body enveloping me as I slid inside her dripping wet pussy. I glanced up to see Gabriella watching us from where she lay on the bed next to my wife, a satisfied smile playing on her lips.

"Yes, James," she murmured. "That's it. Show me how you fuck her."

Lisa shifted her position, moving to straddle Gabriella’s face. Gabriella’s hands gripped Lisa’s thighs, pulling her down until her mouth found Lisa’s swollen clit. Lisa gasped, her hand reaching out for mine and I grabbed it, holding it as she rode Gabriella's tongue, her body shuddering with pleasure.

Erica’s movements became more urgent, her hips grinding against me as I thrust deeper inside her. Her moans mingled with Lisa’s, the two of them lost in the waves of ecstasy that Gabriella and I were creating. I could feel the tension building within me, the pressure of my impending release growing stronger with each thrust but I couldn't embarrass myself by cumming yet.

Gabriella’s free hand reached out to stroke Erica’s breast, her fingers pinching and teasing the sensitive nipple. Erica cried out, her body trembling with the intensity of her orgasm as it arrived. Her pussy gripped my cock and I found my movements becoming more frantic for a moment, instinctively wanting to fill her with my cum but I didn't. Not yet. The night was still young. I pulled out, holding my shaft firmly, trying to suppress the urge to cum.

Lisa's cries grew louder, her body convulsing as Gabriella brought her to another powerful orgasm. Her juices coated Gabriella's face, glistening in the soft light of the room. Gabriella licked her lips, savouring the taste of Lisa's pleasure, her eyes finding mine and she smiled triumphantly at having made my wife cum again.

"Come here," she commanded once Lisa's climax had subsided, her voice husky with desire. She guided Lisa down beside her on the bed, positioning her so that she could reach out and take hold of my cock. My wife's fingers wrapped around me, stroking with a firm, deliberate rhythm that sent shivers down my spine.

Erica moved to the side, her hand joining Lisa's as they both pleasured me. Lisa wanked me slowly while Erica stroked my balls and the combined sensation of their touch was almost too much to bear, my body trembling with the force of my impending release. Gabriella watched us, her face just inches away, with a look of pure, unadulterated lust, her tongue flicking out to lick her lips in anticipation.

"Make him cum," she whispered, her voice a seductive purr. "I want to taste him."

Lisa's grip tightened, her strokes becoming more urgent. I could feel the pressure building, the tension coiling tight within me. I didn't want to cum yet but the women were not going to allow me to hold out. Erica's hands continued to gently squeeze my balls as Lisa's fingers worked my shaft and then I felt myself tip over the edge, my release exploding in a wave of intense pleasure. Lisa guided me towards Gabriella's open mouth, my cum spilling over her lips and tongue in long, thick ropes, each pulse making my body tense almost painfully.

Once Lisa had drained every drop of cum from my wilting cock, Gabriella moaned, her eyes closing as she savoured the taste of my release. Her tongue flicked out to lick the final drips from the head of my cock, her hands caressing my thighs as she did. The sight of her, the feel of Lisa and Erica's hands on me, was almost too much to bear. I collapsed onto the bed, my body utterly spent and sated.

We lay there in a tangle of limbs, our bodies still trembling with the aftershocks of pleasure. Gabriella nestled amongst the three of us, her fingers tracing lazy patterns over Lisa's skin. The room was filled with the sound of our breathing, the scent of our lovemaking hanging heavy in the air.

"I hope you can get it up again," my wife murmured from where she lay, her head resting on my chest. "That was fun but I'm not done."

"We have all night," Gabriella giggled, her rich voice sultry. "That was just the beginning. You are staying the night, yes?"

"Oh, yes," Lisa sighed happily and Erica laughed, her voice almost as husky as Gabriella's.

"Sounds good to me," the honey-blonde agreed. It didn't seem like I had much choice in the matter. I smiled to myself, realizing just how lucky I was to be in this position.

"Excellent. I want to make Erica cum and then Lisa's going to fuck me with my favourite strap-on," Gabriella announced. "You haven't seen that yet. It's huge."

Lisa's boss pushed herself to a half-sitting position on her elbows, then reached for the small intercom device on the bedside table and pressed a button.

"Alex," she called, her voice commanding yet laced with a teasing tone. "Could you bring us some drinks, please?"

There was a brief pause before Alex's voice crackled through the intercom. "Right away, Ms. Gabriella."

Within moments, the door to the bedroom opened, and Alex stepped in, his eyes widening slightly at the sight before him. We were all sprawled across the bed, completely naked, our bodies glistening with the aftermath of our passionate encounter. I noticed his gaze roam over all three women while Gabriella simply smiled at him with a mischievous glint in her eyes.

"Alex, be a dear and fix us some more cocktails, would you?" she purred, her tone leaving no room for misunderstanding.

Alex nodded, his professionalism unwavering despite the erotic tableau before him. "Of course, Ms. Gabriella," he replied, his voice steady. As he turned to leave, I couldn't help but notice the bulge in his trousers, a clear sign that he was not unaffected by what he had seen.

Once he had left the room, Gabriella turned back to us, her smile widening. "Alex is another of my toys," she explained casually as if discussing the weather. "And he's staying the night too."

Lisa's eyes sparkled with anticipation, and Erica's lips curved into a knowing smile.

This night was far from over, and I had no idea what was going to happen next but that was exciting. I closed my eyes for a moment, savouring the anticipation of what was to come. It was going to be a long—and incredibly fun—night in Gabriella's luxury New York penthouse apartment.

And I was ready for it.


Chapter three
I Swapped My Wife With Our Friends… And Learned About Lust


The door clicked shut behind us as we stepped into the familiar warmth of our New York apartment. The day had been perfect—bright sunshine, the smell of hot dogs from the street vendors, and the satisfying ache in our legs from hours of wandering through the city with Della and Rich. The five of us, finally reunited after over a year and a half apart, had soaked up the sights, laughed until our sides hurt, and shared a meal that stretched long into the afternoon.

Lisa, her auburn hair gleaming in the soft evening light, smiled at me as she leaned against Rich’s arm. Even though they'd not spent any time in each other's company for a long time, the old chemistry was impossible to ignore, a natural camaraderie between them that spoke to their shared history and something more, something that was becoming increasingly hard to deny; the mutual attraction between them. I felt a familiar mixture of emotions—satisfaction in her happiness, a slight twinge of jealousy, and a nervous anticipation for what the night might bring.

Erica, carrying her niece, Olivia, was the first to head toward the nursery. Her long, honey-blonde hair brushed her shoulders as she walked, and I followed, pushing mine and Lisa's son, Thomas, in his pram. Della followed close behind and scooped the sleeping Thomas into her arms, smiling down at him.

"He's such a good sleeper," she commented softly. "I wish Olivia was as good as him."

Seeing Della with Thomas was an odd sight, a reminder of how our lives had changed, but it also stirred something in me that I wasn’t ready to examine too closely.

"We're lucky," I admitted. "He's a good boy." He was only three months old but had already got into a good routine with his feeding and sleeping.

“Let’s get them settled,” Lisa suggested, her voice soft but commanding, the kind of tone that brooked no argument when it came to our son. "While Olivia is asleep too."

Della and Rich's daughter was seven months older and was a handful but beautiful with it. Her big green eyes and a mop of blonde hair reminded me of her aunt, Erica, especially when I saw them together as they were now, mine and Lisa's lover looking at the baby girl in her arms with love.

We moved quietly to the nursery, which we'd prepared with an extra cot just for Della and Rich's visit The room was bathed in the soft glow of a nightlight, the pastel walls and carefully arranged toys creating a calm atmosphere that seemed to settle everyone as soon as we entered.

I took Thomas from Della and carefully laid him down in his cot, brushing a stray curl of fine, auburn hair from his forehead. He murmured in his sleep, his tiny hand clutching at the air before settling against the mattress. Across the room, Erica was doing the same with Olivia, her movements slow and gentle, as if any sudden motion might break the delicate peace that had descended over the room.

Della stood by the door, her deep-set brown eyes observing us all with a quiet intensity. She had changed since having Olivia; her curvy figure was fuller now, more maternal, but there was still something undeniably sensual about her, especially in the way she looked at me. As I stepped back from the cot, her gaze met mine, and for a brief moment, it felt like the room grew warmer.

Lisa was the last to leave the nursery, her hand lingering on the door as she pulled it closed with a soft click. She turned to me, a knowing smile playing on her lips, and I knew she was thinking the same thing I was—tonight was for us, the adults.

Dinner was light, a continuation of the casual, easygoing day we’d had. The conversation flowed naturally—talk of old times in Barnesfield, Della and Rich's new lives in Scotland, stories of the kids, and shared memories that had us all laughing. But beneath it all, there was an undercurrent that none of us could ignore. It was in the way our gazes lingered a bit too long, in the pauses between words, in the small, knowing smiles exchanged across the table.

Afterwards, relaxing in the living room, the atmosphere shifted, the energy from the day giving way to a more intimate, almost electric tension. I moved to the bar, pouring drinks—whiskey for Rich and me, wine for Lisa, Erica, and Della. My hands moved automatically, but my mind was racing, already playing out what the night might bring. The room was quiet, save for the clinking of glasses and the soft hum of the city outside.

Lisa and Erica had settled onto one of our two couches, their bodies close, their easy familiarity a constant comfort. Della sat opposite, next to me, her posture relaxed but her eyes keen, watching us with that same quiet intensity. The wine glass seemed delicate in her hand, a contrast to the confident way she held herself.

Rich sat next to his sister, Erica, his green eyes drifting to Lisa, sitting on the other side of her. “New York suits you both,” he remarked, his voice low and smooth.

Lisa exchanged a glance with Erica before turning back to Rich, a soft smile tugging at the corners of her lips. “It does,” she replied, her voice just as soft, “but if I'm honest, I do miss home sometimes.”

"I've spoken to Wayne a few times since we've been here," Della said softly, glancing at Lisa. "He wanted to check how Olivia is doing, and he asked about you, Lisa. He misses you."

Lisa looked thoughtful for a moment, her fingers tracing the rim of her glass. "I'll visit Barnesfield soon," she replied, her voice gentle but with a hint of something deeper. "I want to introduce Thomas to everyone back home. And… I miss Dad, I guess. I also some of the other old faces and…"

Her words tailed off but were laced with more than just sentiment; they hung in the air, heavy with meaning. My chest tightened with that familiar mix of emotions—anticipation, excitement, and a hint of something darker, something that kept me on edge. The silence that followed was thick, charged with unspoken desires that we all felt but none of us wanted to be the first to voice. Della set her glass down on the coffee table, leaning forward slightly, her gaze shifting between us as if waiting for someone to break the tension.

It was Erica who finally spoke, her voice soft but sure. “Shall we address the elephant in the room?” Her green eyes were on me now, a playful spark in them that made my pulse quicken. She knew exactly what I was thinking, what I wanted, maybe even before I fully admitted it to myself. "We haven't spoken about that side of things… what we talked about during the naughty video call we did, back when we first got to New York."

“Yeah,” I managed, my voice coming out rougher than I intended. My throat was suddenly dry, and I took a quick sip of whiskey to steady myself. “I guess we should talk about that.”

Lisa shifted on the couch, reaching across the space between us, her hand reaching out to rest on my knee, her touch grounding me. “I remember everything we talked about,” she said, her voice a whisper but her words clear, filled with the promise of what was to come.

Della’s smile widened slightly, her eyes flicking to Rich before settling back on me. “And what exactly did we talk about?” she teased, her tone light but laced with genuine curiosity. She knew, of course, but she wanted to hear it spoken aloud, wanted to make it real.

Rich leaned forward, his eyes locking onto mine. “We talked about picking up where we left off,” he said, his voice steady. “You and Della... and Lisa with me.”

His words hit me like a jolt, the anticipation that had been building all day suddenly rushing to the surface. Lisa’s hand tightened on my knee, her breath hitching slightly. I met her gaze, saw the same desire and uncertainty reflected in her eyes that I felt surging through me.

“And I remember agreeing to that,” Lisa said, her voice stronger now. “I wanted it then... and I still do.”

The room seemed to vibrate with the weight of her words. I swallowed hard, my gaze shifting from Lisa to Erica, to Della, then back to Rich.

"I'm game," Rich grinned, his green eyes twinkling in the dim lights of the living space. "If everyone else is."

"We talked about it on the way here." Della fiddled with a strand of her chestnut-brown hair. "Rich told me about the gangbang you did, back before the baby. It sounded like fun."

"Erica told me," Rich explained. "I wish I'd been there. Seven guys, huh? That's good going, even for you, Lisa."

My wife's cheeks reddened and she smiled shyly at him. "It was one of the best nights of my life, I'm not going to lie. Did she tell you about Gabriella too?"

"Oh yeah," Rich nodded. "She said she was a good fuck. Another fun night, huh?"

"It certainly was," his sister giggled. "She's coming over to New York again in a couple of weeks, so we're going to do it again, I hope."

"Damn," Rich shook his head, then took a deep breath. "I can't deny being jealous. It's been a long time since… you know…"

I was reminded again of the history that Rich had with Lisa and the kinky threesomes that she and he used to enjoy with Erica.

"So you and Della haven't done anything… naughty… for a while?" Lisa asked, her sky-blue eyes examining him for a moment before switching to Della.

"No," the chestnut-haired woman shook her head softly. "We focused on the pregnancy and then, since having Olivia…"

"I guess we've kind of been waiting for this," Rich finished the sentence for her. "So I hope you haven't changed your mind."

"I haven't," Lisa's lips twitched at the corners, curving into a mischievous grin. "And I'm fairly sure James and Erica haven't either."

I looked at Erica, her green eyes luminous as she gazed back at me. "I've been looking forward to it for a while," she confessed, her pale cheeks turning pink.

"Me too," I added, my throat suddenly tight again.

There was a beat of silence as the weight of what we were about to do settled over us. I could feel the pulse in my throat, a mix of nerves and excitement that made my skin prickle. It was Lisa who broke the silence, her voice low and soft.

“Maybe we should stop talking about it and just... do it,” she suggested, her eyes flicking between Rich and Della, then landing on me. There was a challenge in her gaze, one that I’d seen before—a daring mix of confidence and desire.

Rich chuckled, a deep, throaty sound. “You’ve always been one to get straight to the point, Lisa,” he said, shifting slightly on the couch. Erica stood up, moving to sit on the other side of Lisa so my wife could be next to him. His hand moved to rest on her thigh, his fingers tracing small circles through the fabric of her black skirt. “But I’m not complaining.”

Lisa looked up at him, a playful smirk tugging at her lips. “You never do,” she teased, her voice soft, slightly breathless. She glanced over at me, her sky-blue eyes locking onto mine with an intensity that made my breath hitch. “I don't know where you want to do this. Here or in the bedroom? All of us together, or do you and Della want to…”

I swallowed, feeling the familiar tightness in my chest, but this time, it wasn’t just nerves—it was anticipation. But before I could reply, Della leaned in from her side of the couch and kissed me—slow, deliberate, a kiss that carried all the unspoken promises of what was to come. I felt the warmth of her lips, the softness of her touch, and it was like everything else melted away, the doubts, questions, and awkwardness, all disappeared in the heat of the kiss.

When she pulled back, I saw Lisa turn to Rich, her blue eyes gleaming with that same mischief from earlier. “Come here,” she whispered, her voice sultry and inviting. Rich didn’t hesitate—he moved closer, his hand sliding up her thigh as he leaned in to kiss her. Theirs was a deeper kiss, more urgent, and I watched as Lisa responded, her body shifting to press against his.

Beside me, Della reached for my hand, her fingers lacing through mine. There was a look of understanding in her eyes, a silent agreement that this was something we all wanted—needed. She leaned in, her lips brushing against my ear. “Do you remember fucking me in Wayne's house?” she whispered, her breath warm against my skin.

"Of course I do," I replied, feeling my cock swell in my shorts.

"You didn't hesitate then." Her deep brown eyes shone as she held my gaze. "So why hesitate now?"

I turned to her, my heart pounding in my chest, and closed the distance between us. Her lips were soft, her kiss gentle but filled with a hunger that mirrored my own. I felt her body press against mine, her curves fitting perfectly against me, and it was like a switch flipped in my mind—any hesitation I’d felt was gone, replaced by pure, unfiltered desire.

As we kissed, I heard the soft sounds of Lisa and Rich, their breathing growing heavier, more urgent. The room was thick with tension, the air charged with the electricity of what we were about to do. I pulled back slightly, my eyes meeting Della’s as I caught my breath.

“This is really happening,” she murmured, her voice tinged with awe and excitement.

“Yeah,” I replied, my voice rough with emotion. “It is.”

Della’s smile widened, and then she kissed me again, more fiercely this time, her hands moving to the buttons of my shirt, undoing them one by one. I felt a shiver run through me as her fingers brushed against my skin, her touch igniting something deep within me.

From the corner of my eye, I saw Lisa pull away from Rich just long enough to shed her T-shirt, her skin glowing in the soft light of the room. She glanced over at me, a knowing smile on her lips before she turned her attention back to Rich, guiding his hands to her breasts, held securely in her black, lacy bra.

Erica, who had been watching us all with a mix of curiosity and anticipation, moved closer, her hand sliding up Lisa’s back as she leaned in to kiss her neck. “Fuck, this is hot,” she whispered, her voice thick with desire. "When we used to do this before, we were younger. We didn't really know what we were doing."

Lisa’s eyes fluttered closed, a soft moan escaping her lips as she leaned into Erica’s touch. “I know,” she breathed, her voice barely audible but filled with longing. "But I've missed it. Haven't you?"

“So fucking much, yes,” Erica murmured, her lips trailing kisses down Lisa’s shoulder as her hands began to explore the curves of my wife's body, her hands briefly touching her brother's as he did the same. The sight of the three of them together, the easy intimacy between them, only fueled the fire burning inside me.

Della had finished unbuttoning my shirt and pushed it off my shoulders, her hands moving to my belt. “Let’s not waste any more time,” she said, her voice taking on a more assertive edge. “I’ve been waiting for this too long.”

I couldn’t agree more. My hands moved to her waist, pulling her closer as I leaned in to kiss her again, this time with more urgency, more need. I could feel the tension in the room reaching a boiling point, the anticipation giving way to action.

Rich’s voice, low and rough, cut through the haze of desire. “I want to see you with Della, James,” he said, his eyes locked on us. “I’ve fantasized about it for a long time. Ever since I watched you fuck her that day. This time I want to watch without having to hide in another room, peeking through the crack in the door.”

I looked at my wife. Rich had removed her skirt so that she was sitting in just her black bra and panties, Erica's hands still caressing the soft skin of her thighs. She was now watching me with a mix of encouragement and something deeper—something that told me this was exactly what she wanted also. “I want to see it too," she confirmed softly.

“Then let’s give you something to watch,” I replied, my voice steady and filled with resolve as Della’s hand moved to the waistband of my trousers, her fingers deftly unbuckling my belt and tugging them down along with my shorts. My stiff cock twitched in the cool air, exposed to everyone's eyes as they gazed at it.

"Someone's excited already," Erica giggled, making my cheeks grow warm but I didn't have time to be embarrassed. Della's mouth closed around the tip, enveloping me with her sweet, warm lips and I sagged back against the sofa, closing my eyes, the exquisite feeling making me sigh loudly.

I enjoyed the blowjob for a few minutes, Della’s mouth working me with a slow, deliberate rhythm that made my toes curl. The wet warmth of her lips sliding up and down my shaft, her tongue flicking expertly against the sensitive underside sent jolts of pleasure through my body. But when I reopened my eyes, I felt a sudden self-consciousness wash over me. Everyone was still watching.

Rich’s eyes were locked onto Della’s movements, his gaze intense and eager, drinking in the sight of his partner hungrily sucking another man’s cock. He moved closer, leaning in. His expression was a mix of arousal and fascination, as though this moment was fulfilling a long-held fantasy.

Erica, standing beside the couch, began to undress slowly, her eyes never leaving Della’s performance. She peeled off her flowery blouse top first, revealing her slim, toned body and the fact that she wasn't wearing a bra. Her breasts were perfectly shaped, round and firm, her nipples a soft pink that stood out against her fair skin. Her honey-blonde hair fell in waves over her shoulders, framing her pretty face as she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her skirt, pushing it down to reveal a lacy pair of white panties. She hesitated for a moment, teasing us all, before slipping them down her long legs, leaving her completely naked.

Her body was a sight to behold—slim but not too thin, with a gentle curve to her hips and a tight, athletic form. Her skin was smooth, glowing in the soft light of the room, and as she stood there, naked and unabashed, her green eyes locked onto mine, I felt a surge of desire. Rich glanced at her, giving her a small smile in acknowledgement that his sister was as daring as she'd always been.

Meanwhile, Della shifted her position, pulling away from me to stand up. She smiled down at me as she slowly began to undress, knowing full well that all eyes were on her next. She reached behind her, unzipping her skirt and letting it fall to the floor, revealing her full hips and thick thighs. The tiny, sheer panties she wore barely covered anything, and the sight of her round, curvaceous figure made my mouth go dry.

As she removed her top and bra, I couldn’t tear my eyes away. Her breasts were large, more so than Lisa’s, with deep curves that hinted at their weight. They were perfectly full, swaying slightly as she moved, and her nipples were a dusky brown, contrasting beautifully with the paler skin of her chest. Her stomach was soft, her body fuller since having Olivia, but it only added to her sensual allure. Like Erica, her pussy was smooth, shaved bare.

The honey-blonde watched Della with an appreciative smile, her hands sliding down her own body as she admired the other woman’s curves. “You’re beautiful,” Erica murmured, her voice thick with desire as she stepped closer, reaching out to run her fingers along Della’s waist, tracing the curve of her hip. I didn't know if Della had ever been touched by a woman before, but if she hadn't, it didn't seem to faze her. She smiled at the compliment, then turned her attention back to me, her deep brown eyes filled with a smouldering intensity.

“Lie back,” she instructed, her voice firm but soft, filled with the same confidence she’d shown earlier. “It's your turn to pleasure me now.”

Without a word, I leaned back on the couch, my body tingling with anticipation as Della climbed onto it, positioning herself so that she straddled my chest, her thighs framing my head. The sweet scent of her arousal filled my senses, intoxicating and musky, as she slowly lowered herself toward my mouth.

I wasted no time, my hands gripping her hips as I brought my lips to her warm, slick folds. She moaned softly as my tongue slid between them, finding her clit and circling it with gentle, teasing strokes. Her hips jerked involuntarily, pressing herself harder against my mouth, urging me to go deeper.

As I licked and sucked, I could hear Lisa’s breathing quicken from where she sat on the other couch. I glanced over to see her watching us intently, her eyes glazed with arousal as her hand slipped beneath the waistband of her panties. Her fingers moved in slow, deliberate circles over her clit, and she bit her lip, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she pleasured herself to the sight of me licking Della.

Rich, too, was clearly enjoying what he was seeing. He'd stripped down to his boxers, his erection straining against the fabric as he watched his partner ride my face. He was breathing heavily, his hand moving to his crotch, rubbing himself slowly through the thin material as his eyes remained locked on the sight of Della’s pleasure.

I focused on Della, flicking my tongue over her swollen clit in a steady rhythm, occasionally dipping lower to taste her wetness. Each time I did, she moaned louder, her fingers tangling in my hair as she rode my face, her movements becoming more urgent, more frantic.

“Oh god, yes,” Della gasped, her voice shaking with pleasure. “Don’t stop, James. Just like that…”

I could feel her thighs quivering around my head, her breath hitching in her throat as she neared her climax. I increased the pressure of my tongue, my lips sealing around her clit and sucking gently, drawing out her pleasure.

Lisa’s moans grew louder, her fingers moving faster beneath her panties as she watched Della’s body writhe above me. Her free hand moved to her breasts, squeezing them through her bra, her hips rocking slightly in time with her own pleasure.

Rich’s eyes were glazed with lust, his hand now fully stroking his cock through the fabric of his boxers as he watched Della and me. The tension in the room was palpable, every breath, every moan, every whispered word adding to the thick atmosphere of desire until finally, Della’s body tensed, her thighs clamping around my head as she cried out, her orgasm crashing over her in waves. I didn’t stop, my tongue continuing to move against her clit, drawing out every last shudder of pleasure until she was trembling and breathless, her body sagging against me.

She finally pulled away, collapsing onto the couch beside me, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. I wiped my mouth, my lips tingling from the intensity of the experience, and looked up to see Lisa staring at me with wide eyes, her chest rising and falling rapidly.

“That was… amazing,” Della murmured, her voice hoarse with satisfaction as she reached out to touch my arm, a grateful smile on her lips.

Rich was still watching us, his hand gripping his erection, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps. “That was fucking incredible,” he said, his voice thick with arousal.

Lisa finally let out a shaky breath, her hand stilling between her legs as she looked at me, her eyes filled with a mix of love, lust, and something deeper—a sense of connection that went beyond the physical. “How does she taste?” she whispered, her voice barely audible but filled with emotion.

I met her gaze, enjoying the obvious arousal burning in her eyes. "Good," I nodded. "Sweet and musky, like you and Erica."

"Just take those off," I heard Erica say, pointing at her brother, who was still rubbing himself through his shorts. "You never used to be shy before."

"That will leave me as the only not-naked one," Lisa giggled, watching as Rich shrugged and slipped his boxers down, releasing his long, thick erection.

"Well we need to do something about that, don't we?" her ex-boyfriend responded, once he'd kicked his undergarments away. He moved closer to Lisa, his green eyes dark with desire as he reached out to touch her. His fingers traced the edge of her black bra, his touch gentle but purposeful. The fabric slid down her shoulders, exposing her creamy skin inch by inch until her full, round breasts, still swollen with milk, were revealed, the pale pink nipples already stiff with arousal.

Lisa watched him with half-lidded eyes, her breath hitching slightly as Rich's hands moved lower, hooking his thumbs into the waistband of her panties. He hesitated for a brief moment, savouring the anticipation, before slowly pulling them down, revealing her shaved, glistening pussy. She stepped out of them, completely naked now, her body bathed in the soft light of the room, then without a word, sank to her knees in front of Rich, her hands reaching out to grasp his thick cock, which was already straining with need. She licked her lips, her eyes flicking up to meet his before she leaned forward and took him into her mouth. The room seemed to pulse with the intensity of the moment, the only sounds being the wet, rhythmic sucking and the quiet gasps of pleasure escaping Rich’s lips.

"Fuck," he gasped. "You always were good at sucking cock."

Erica and Della, seated on the couches opposite each other, watched with rapt attention. Erica’s hand slid between her legs, her fingers finding her clit as she watched her best friend and lover pleasure her brother. Della, her chest still heaving from her recent orgasm, leaned forward slightly, her deep brown eyes fixed on the sight before her.

The atmosphere in the room was thick with arousal, every breath, every movement charged with a surreal, almost dreamlike quality. It felt like time had slowed, each second stretching out as the four of us became lost in the eroticism of the moment.

As Lisa’s head bobbed up and down on Rich’s cock, Erica moved closer, kneeling at the side of her, her fingers brushing lightly against Lisa’s inner thighs before slipping between them. Lisa moaned around Rich’s length as Erica’s fingers found her clit, rubbing in slow, deliberate circles that made her hips jerk involuntarily.

The sight of Lisa, naked and on her knees, sucking Rich while Erica expertly teased her, was almost too much to take in. The situation felt surreal, like something out of a fantasy, but the heat in the room, the sounds of their pleasure, and the intensity of the connection between all of us grounded it in reality—one that was intensely erotic and deeply satisfying.

Della’s voice, soft yet commanding, broke through the haze of arousal. “James,” she said, her voice filled with need as she reached out to touch my arm. “I want you to fuck me now. I need some dick.”

The words sent a jolt of electricity through me, and I nodded, my body already responding to her command. Della lay back on the couch, her legs spreading wide in invitation as I positioned myself between them. My hands gripped her hips, my cock throbbing with anticipation as I guided myself to her slick entrance.

Rich, Lisa, and Erica all paused, their attention shifting to us as I pushed forward, slowly entering Della’s warm, tight pussy. The sensation was overwhelming, her wet heat enveloping me as I began to thrust, each movement sending waves of pleasure crashing through my body. Della’s moans filled the room, her hands gripping the cushions of the couch as I fucked her with a steady, determined rhythm. I could feel her muscles tightening around me, her body responding to each thrust with an urgency that mirrored my own.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Rich stroking his cock, his gaze fixed on the sight of me buried deep inside Della. Lisa and Erica were watching too, their hands moving over their own bodies, fingers sliding between wet folds as they watched us.

"That's it," Rich encouraged me. "Fuck her good for me, James."

The room was alive with the sounds of sex—Della’s moans, my heavy breathing, the slick, wet sounds of our bodies moving together. The intensity of it all was almost too much, the sensation building to a fever pitch as I felt my orgasm approaching.

“Fuck, James,” Della gasped, her voice thick with pleasure. “Don’t stop. I’m so close…”

But I was closer. The pressure in my balls was unbearable, and I knew I wouldn’t last much longer. The fact that Della's partner and my wife were both watching was a weird turn-on, one that I couldn't deny. My thrusts became more urgent, more frantic, as I chased my release, and just as I felt the tension snap, Rich’s voice cut through the haze.

“I want to see you finish on her tits,” he commanded, his voice rough with arousal. "Cover her big tits in your cum."

With a groan, I pulled out of Della, my cock slick with her juices. I barely had time to register her whimper of protest before I stroked myself, the orgasm ripping through me as I aimed for her chest. The first spurt of cum landed on her large, round, left breast, the thick white fluid splattering across her dusky nipple. Another followed, and another, until her chest was covered in my sticky, white sperm.

Della looked up at me, her eyes glazed with lust, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she panted for breath. “That was… a lot of cum,” she murmured, her voice filled with satisfaction as she reached up to touch her breasts, spreading the warm, sticky release across her skin.

Rich’s eyes were locked on Della’s chest, his hand moving faster over his own cock as he watched her. Lisa and Erica, too, were still watching, their eyes filled with desire as they took in the sight of Della, naked and covered in my cum. I collapsed onto the couch beside her, my chest heaving as I tried to catch my breath. The room was silent except for the sound of our breathing, the air thick with the scent of sex and sweat.

“That was fucking hot,” Rich finally said, his voice low and rough. He glanced over at Lisa, who was still on her knees in front of him, her lips parted as she watched him. “Do you want to finish what you started now?” he asked, his voice filled with dark promise.

Lisa licked her lips, her eyes flicking to me for a brief moment before she turned her attention back to Rich. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice filled with need.

Della and I remained on the couch, our bodies still humming with the aftermath of our intense encounter. We watched as Lisa, Erica, and Rich moved together with a fluid grace, their movements almost choreographed in their familiarity and ease, their memories of doing this in the past seeming to return easily. The atmosphere in the room was thick with anticipation, each of us lost in the heady mix of arousal and desire.

Lisa, her body still glistening with a sheen of sweat, laid back on the other couch, her legs slightly parted as she beckoned Erica closer. Erica, with a wicked smile playing on her lips, moved between Lisa’s legs, her hands gently caressing the smooth skin of Lisa’s inner thighs as she lowered herself down. I could see Lisa’s chest rise and fall rapidly, her breath quickening in anticipation of what was to come. Her eyes fluttered shut as Erica’s mouth found her slick folds, and the soft moan that escaped her lips was a sound that sent a shiver down my spine.

Erica was slow, deliberate in her movements, her tongue exploring Lisa with a tenderness that was deeply erotic. Her hands moved to Lisa’s hips, holding her in place as she licked and sucked, the sounds of her mouth on Lisa’s pussy filling the room. Lisa’s hands gripped the cushions beneath her, her body arching slightly as she moaned, the pleasure building within her.

Rich, not content to just watch, moved closer, his cock still hard and glistening. He stood beside the couch, his hand stroking himself slowly as he looked down at Lisa’s face. Her eyes opened slightly, and she gave him a look of pure, unfiltered lust before she reached out, taking him into her mouth once more.

The sight was almost too much to bear—Lisa, laid out on the couch, her legs spread wide as Erica pleasured her with her tongue, while she sucked Rich’s cock with a desperation that was utterly intoxicating. The room was filled with the sounds of pleasure—the wet, rhythmic slurps of Lisa’s mouth on Rich, the soft moans that escaped her lips between breaths, and the muffled sounds of Erica’s tongue working her pussy.

Lisa’s body began to tremble, her hips bucking slightly against Erica’s mouth as the pleasure built within her. I could see the muscles in her thighs quivering, her toes curling as she neared the edge. But just as she was about to tumble over into the abyss, Erica pulled back, her lips glistening with Lisa’s arousal.

“Don’t stop,” Lisa gasped out around Rich's cock, her voice pleading, but Erica only smiled, a teasing glint in her green eyes.

“Not yet,” Erica murmured, moving up the couch, her hands caressing Lisa’s body as she went. She leaned in to kiss Lisa, letting her taste herself on her lips, and then she swung around, positioning herself at the opposite end of the couch. Rich took his cue, moving between Lisa’s legs as Erica settled herself above Lisa’s face, her knees on either side of Lisa’s head.

“Spread her open for me,” Rich instructed, his voice rough with arousal as he looked down at Lisa’s slick, swollen pussy.

Erica obeyed, leaning forward, her fingers gently parting Lisa’s folds, exposing her pink, wet hole to Rich’s eager gaze. He didn’t hesitate—he positioned himself at her entrance, the thick head of his cock brushing against her wetness. Lisa moaned, her hips lifting slightly, and with a slow, deliberate thrust, Rich slid inside her, filling her completely.

The sight was mesmerizing—Lisa’s body arching beneath Rich’s as he began to move, his cock sliding in and out of her with a rhythm that was both powerful and tender. Erica watched with keen interest, her hands still on Lisa’s thighs, her fingers spreading her open wider to accommodate Rich’s thick length as he moved inside her. Lisa’s moans grew louder, muffled slightly by the presence of Erica’s pussy above her. But even muffled, the sound was enough to send a jolt of arousal through me. I watched as Erica lowered herself onto Lisa’s mouth, her back arching as Lisa’s tongue began to work its magic, licking and sucking with an eagerness that made Erica tremble.

"Your cock looks so good inside her," Erica breathed, her voice husky with desire. "I haven't seen it for a long time. You're still big."

"I've missed fucking this pussy while watching her eat your pussy," Rich smiled back at her. "Even after all these years, she's still our little fucktoy to share."

"She is. And when we go to the bedroom later," Erica giggled, looking down and grinding her pussy onto Lisa's face, "I'll get the strap-on out. We'll see who fucks her best out of you, me and James."

Rich’s movements became more urgent, his hips snapping against Lisa’s as he fucked her with a slow, deliberate intensity. His hands gripped her hips, holding her in place as he drove into her, each thrust sending shockwaves of pleasure through her body. Erica’s moans mixed with Lisa’s, the two of them lost in the pleasure of the moment. Lisa’s hands gripped Erica’s thighs, pulling her closer as she devoured her pussy with a hunger that was almost frantic. The sounds of their pleasure filled the room, a symphony of moans, gasps, and wet, rhythmic thrusts that echoed off the walls.

Della shifted beside me, her hand moving to my thigh as she watched the scene unfold. Her touch was light, almost absentminded, but it sent a thrill through me nonetheless. I could feel my cock stirring again, the heat in the room, the raw sexuality of the moment, reigniting my desire. "This is so fucking hot," Rich's partner murmured softly. "Seeing Rich and Erica together… weird, but hot."

Rich’s thrusts grew more powerful, more urgent, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps as he drove deeper into Lisa. I could see the muscles in his back tensing with each movement, his body glistening with sweat as he moved with a purpose.

Lisa’s body responded in kind, her hips lifting to meet his thrusts, her legs wrapping around his waist as she pulled him deeper inside her. Her moans were louder now, more desperate, as she neared the edge once more, the pleasure building within her to an unbearable level. Erica’s hands moved to her breasts, squeezing and kneading them as she rode Lisa’s face, her own orgasm building with each flick of Lisa’s tongue. Her moans were high-pitched, breathless, as she teetered on the brink of release.

And then, all at once, the tension in the room snapped.

Lisa’s body convulsed beneath Rich, her back arching off the couch as her orgasm ripped through her, a scream of pure pleasure escaping her lips despite Erica’s presence above her. Rich groaned, his hips slamming into hers as he followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing inside her as he came with a force that made his whole body tremble.

Erica, too, was lost in her release, her head thrown back, her mouth open in a silent scream as Lisa’s tongue brought her to climax. The room was filled with the sounds of their shared pleasure, the air thick with the scent of sex and sweat.

Della and I watched, our breaths shallow, our bodies still tingling with the aftershocks of our own release. The sight of Lisa, Erica, and Rich, tangled together in a moment of pure, unfiltered pleasure, was one that would stay with me forever.

As their bodies finally stilled, the room fell into a heavy silence, the only sound the laboured breathing of the three lovers as they came down from the heights of their shared orgasm. Rich slowly pulled out of Lisa, his cock still half-hard, slick with their combined juices.

Erica collapsed onto the couch beside Lisa, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. Lisa looked up at Rich, a satisfied, almost serene smile on her lips as she reached out to touch his arm.

“That was… incredible,” she whispered, her voice thick with emotion as she gazed up at him.

Rich nodded, his own expression one of deep satisfaction as he looked down at her, then over at Erica. “You two… you’re amazing,” he murmured, his voice rough with the lingering effects of their shared pleasure. "After we've had a bit of a rest, I want to watch James fuck you, Erica. And then we'll get the strap-on out, as you suggested."

"That sounds like fun." Lisa smiled, a look of pure contentment on her face as she reached out to pull Erica into a kiss, their lips meeting in a slow, tender embrace. It was a moment of pure connection, a deepening of the bond between them, one that went beyond the physical. I watched, my heart swelling with a mix of emotions—love, lust, satisfaction, and something deeper, something that I couldn’t quite put into words. When she finally broke the kiss, Lisa turned to Della, still lying at the side of me on the couch facing them.

"And what are the chances of me and Erica getting to fuck you?" my wife purred.

Rich turned to look at his partner as her eyes widened in surprise. She hadn't expected this. We certainly hadn't discussed it.

"I'd love to fuck you senseless," Erica teased her, a wickedness in her voice that made my cock twitch. "How about it, Della? Rich, what do you think?"

"The thought of that is interesting," he laughed. "But let's not get ahead of ourselves. We'll have some more drinks. Take them to the bedroom. Then, when we've all recovered, we'll see what happens, yeah?"

"Sounds good to me," I chuckled, enjoying the obvious bewilderment on Della's pretty face. She was still lost for words, her cupid's bow lips opening and closing without making a sound.

Lisa and Erica murmured their agreement and we all made a move to head—all five of us still naked—to the kitchen for a refill of our drinks glasses. Whatever happened from here on out tonight and during the rest of Della and Rich's stay, it was going to be fun, I knew that much. What I didn't know then, was how much it had rekindled Lisa's desire to revisit her hometown and her past.


Chapter four
I Returned To My Wife's Hometown... And Found New Desires


We arrived in Barnesfield as the afternoon sun cast long, golden shadows over the familiar streets. The last twenty months in New York had been a whirlwind, marked by our fresh start and the birth of our son, Thomas. Returning to Lisa’s hometown felt like stepping back into a past we had tried to leave behind, yet it was a necessary step for the future we wanted to build.

The holiday cottage, now owned by Gabriella, stood nestled among the greenery on the outskirts of town. Its charming, rustic appeal offered a stark contrast to our sleek, modern apartment in New York. Lisa had often stayed here when she visited, finding solace in its familiarity. But for me, it was a new experience, filled with a mix of apprehension and hope.

I glanced at Lisa as we pulled up, her sky-blue eyes reflecting a blend of nostalgia and excitement. “Here we are,” she said softly, unbuckling her seatbelt. “It’s strange being back.”

“I can imagine,” I replied, looking at our sleeping son in the back seat. Thomas, named after Lisa’s grandfather, was oblivious to the significance of this visit, his tiny chest rising and falling with each peaceful breath.

Lisa reached over and squeezed my hand. “Thank you for doing this, James. I know it's a big deal to come back here after everything that happened before.”

I nodded, taking a deep breath. “We needed to do this. For Thomas, for us… for closure.”

We stepped out of the car, the cool breeze carrying the faint scent of the sea air. As we unpacked our bags and settled into the cottage, I couldn’t help but reflect on the journey that had brought us here. Our time in New York had been transformative. Lisa had embraced her sexuality and desires, and we had navigated the complexities of our relationship with Erica. Her decision to stay behind in New York to look after things and focus on her new job had been a mutual one, understanding that this visit to Barnesfield was about facing Lisa’s past and finding peace.

The cottage itself was a picturesque blend of old and new, with its wooden beams and modern amenities. The living room, with its plush sofas and crackling fireplace, exuded warmth and comfort. Thomas’s crib, arranged in a cosy corner, added a touch of home to this temporary abode.

As Lisa unpacked, she began talking about her recent contact with her family, her fingers gently folding baby clothes. “Amy’s really excited to see Thomas. Dad… well, he’s trying. It’s been a process, but we’re getting there. At least we're talking again.”

I sat on the edge of the bed, watching her. “And Nancy? How do you feel about seeing her?”

Lisa paused, her expression thoughtful. “It’s taken some time, but I think I'll be okay. She reached out first, and we’ve been talking. I think she’s genuinely sorry.”

“Do you think they’ve really changed?” I asked, the skepticism clear in my voice.

“I hope so,” Lisa replied, her eyes meeting mine. “But we won’t know until we see them.”

Later that afternoon, we arranged to meet Amy and Wayne for a casual family reunion at the cottage. Lisa's half-sister, Amy, arrived first, her eyes – a mix of brown and green – lighting up as she saw Thomas. She hugged Lisa tightly, then turned to me with a warm smile.

“It’s so good to see you all,” she said, her voice filled with genuine happiness. “And look at this little guy! He’s adorable.”

Wayne arrived shortly after, looking more relaxed and approachable than I remembered. His thin grey hair was neatly combed and he was dressed smartly in what was obvious a new shirt and jeans. He embraced Lisa, his eyes misty with emotion as he stepped through the door. “I’m glad you’re back, Lisa,” he said softly. “I’ve missed you.”

The reunion was surprisingly smooth, filled with laughter and shared memories. Thomas was the centre of attention, his giggles and coos bringing joy to the gathering. It felt good to see Lisa reconnect with her family, the bonds slowly mending.

Amy and Wayne took us out for dinner at a new fish restaurant that had recently opened in town, The food was good and the company was pleasant, with no mention of the events that had led us to leave almost two years since. We retired to bed early, jet-lagged and tired from our travels but we didn't have time for a lay-in the following morning. The next day, we'd arranged to meet Nancy and Ron at the American diner.

As we walked in, I was surprised to see their daughter, Joy, and her husband, Marcus, there too. Joy’s wedding had been the catalyst for my first visit to Barnesfield, leading to everything that had happened since. Seeing her now, with her husband by her side, felt like coming full circle.

The initial tension was palpable, but as we sat down and started talking, the atmosphere began to thaw. Nancy’s eyes softened as she looked at Thomas, her maternal instincts evident.

“He’s beautiful,” the statuesque brunette said quietly, her voice tinged with genuine admiration. “Thank you for coming. We've all been looking forward to meeting the newest member of the family.”

Ron, usually so brash and confident, seemed subdued, his remorse palpable. “I’m wanted to sorry,” he began, his voice low. “For everything. I know we can’t change the past, but we want to make amends.”

Lisa, holding Thomas in her arms, looked at Ron and Nancy with a mix of sadness and forgiveness. “We all made mistakes,” she said gently. “But we’re here now, and we all want to move forward.”

Joy, looking gorgeous in a tight sweater that showed off her slim figure, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders shared a look with Marcus, their expressions hopeful. “It's good to see you,” Joy said, her voice sincere. “It was a shame you missed the wedding but hopefully we can catch up before you head back to New York?”

"I'd like that," Lisa nodded, pushing her auburn hair behind her ear and smiling at her cousin.

The rest of our lunch went smoothly, the initial tension giving way to a more relaxed atmosphere as we caught up on each other’s lives. Joy and Marcus were excited about babysitting Thomas the next evening, eager to get some practice for when they have a baby of their own in the future.

Nancy looked at us curiously as we confirmed the arrangement. “Are you two going anywhere special?” she asked, her voice casual but her dark eyes sharp.

Lisa and I shared a look, keeping our little secret between us. “Just meeting with some friends,” Lisa replied, her tone light and nonchalant.

Ron raised an eyebrow, but didn't press further. The curiosity in their eyes was palpable, but they didn’t pry any further.

As the afternoon turned to evening, we returned to the cottage. After dinner and a quick trip to the local shops, we settled in for the evening. Lisa was on her phone, texting people to finalize the plans for tomorrow night. I watched her, a mix of excitement and nervousness coursing through me.

She looked up, meeting my gaze. “Dean’s confirmed,” she said softly. “Everything’s set for tomorrow night.”

I nodded, my heart racing slightly at the thought. “Are you sure about this?”

Lisa smiled, her sky-blue eyes reflecting a blend of determination and excitement. “Yes, I am. This... this is something I need to do, for both of us. And for you.”

While she was pregnant, Lisa's hormones had caused her sex drive to fluctuate, horny as heck one week, then stone-cold the next. But as soon as Thomas entered the world, and she recovered physically from the trauma of birth, her libido had returned with a vengeance. One particular night, riding me in bed like she was possessed, she'd confessed to a fantasy she'd been having, of being back at the boat club, serving the men as they fucked their latest recruit. We talked about it at length, and afterwards, she explained that she needed closure, especially with Dean. Walking away from Barnesfield as we did, had fixed the immediate problems, but left other feelings unchecked and unresolved.

I encouraged her to get in touch with Dean or Ron or whoever else she needed to find closure with and since then, she'd exchanged a lot of messages with them, leading to her promising to meet up with them when we finally returned for a visit. And now here we were. I took a deep breath, trying to steady my nerves. “And you’re sure this is what you want?”

Lisa reached out, taking my hand in hers. “It is. I need to get this out of my system, and I know you’re curious too. This is a way for us to explore that, together.”

Her words reassured me, and I squeezed her hand in return. “Alright. So where are we meeting Dean? The Country Club? And who else is coming?"

"No," Lisa shook her head, her long auburn hair spilling over her shoulders as she pulled out the tie that had held it back in a ponytail. "Gabriella still wont allow them to have the venue privately. Even with Adam gone."

The professor had left town, the stigma of his misdoings making life in Barnesfield untenable. "So, where?"

"Here," Lisa smiled. "You're going to drop Thomas off at Joy and Marcus's house and then they're coming here."

"They?" I asked, raising an eyebrow. "Who else is coming?"

"I don't know," she shrugged casually as though it didn't matter. "That's the exciting part."

I sighed, then laughed. It had taken a long time to reconcile the fact that Lisa was such a sexually adventurous woman. But now, after the gangbang in New York, the hot nights we'd spent with Gabriella and then the romp of a lifetime with Della, Rich and Erica, I'd become accustomed to it.

That night, as we lay in bed, I couldn’t help but think about everything that had led us to this moment. Our time in New York had been transformative, and now, returning to Barnesfield, we were facing our past head-on. Tomorrow night would be another step in our journey, a chance to find closure and perhaps even new beginnings.

Lisa snuggled closer to me, her warmth and presence a comforting anchor in the whirlwind of thoughts. “I love you, James,” she whispered.

“I love you too, Lisa,” I replied, kissing her forehead. I truly did. I loved everything about my wife. Even her slutty side.

The following evening came around fast, way too quickly for me to prepare myself properly. With a mix of excitement and nerves swirling in my chest, I prepared to take baby Thomas to Joy and Marcus's house. Lisa was already dressed in a stunning, low-cut black dress that accentuated her curves, making her look both elegant and seductive. She kissed Thomas on the forehead before handing him over to me, her eyes sparkling with anticipation.

"Don't be long," she whispered in my ear, her breath warm against my skin.

I nodded, trying to mask my own excitement. "I'll be as fast as I can. See you soon."

The drive to Joy and Marcus’s house was quick, the roads familiar yet filled with new meaning after our time away. When I arrived, the pretty, blonde Joy greeted me at the door, her face lighting up at the sight of Thomas.

"He's such a cutie," she cooed, taking him from my arms. "We’ll have a great time together, won't we, Thomas?" She tickled him under the chin and to my relief, my baby son giggled and cooed at her happily. "See? Don’t worry about a thing."

I thanked her and Marcus, who stood by her side, smiling warmly. "If you need anything, just call," I said, feeling a pang of parental anxiety as I left my son in their care for the first time.

"We'll be fine," Marcus assured me. "Go enjoy your night."

With a final wave, I left and made my way back to the holiday cottage. As soon as I pulled up outside, I felt the familiar pang of nerves at what we were about to do. When I got out, my heart pounded with each step closer to the door, a mixture of curiosity and anticipation heightening my senses.

The air inside was thick was anticipation because Lisa's black ex-boyfriend, Dean, was already there, his presence commanding and familiar. He stood by the fireplace, chatting with my wife, who looked more radiant than ever. Beside him were two men I recognized from the country club—the two strangers who had been there when I first observed Lisa's activities.

"James, good to see you again," Dean greeted me, then eyed me warily. "Are you sure about this? You're not going to be throwing any punches tonight?"

"Ha, no," I laughed, secretly feeling a sense of satisfaction at his cautiousness. "I'm cool now. It just took me surprise before and I—"

"You reacted like any husband would," Dean nodded, extending a hand carefully. I took it and shook it. His grip was firm, his dark brown eyes studying me with a mixture of respect and curiosity.

The two strangers stepped forward, introducing themselves as Greg and Lee. "We're friends of Ron's," the older of the two, grey-haired, Greg explained, his tone friendly yet slightly reserved. "We play on the same golf team."

Lee nodded in agreement. "Dean mentioned you two were back in town and, well, here we are."

I glanced at Lisa, who was watching the exchange with a faint smile. She stepped forward, slipping her arm around my waist. "I guess you haven't been formally introduced. Guys, this is my husband, James."

I nodded, trying to suppress the flood of emotions coursing through me. "Nice to meet you both."

The atmosphere was charged, the unspoken understanding between us adding a layer of intensity to the room. We made small talk for a while, easing into the evening while waiting for some other guests that Dean told us were on their way. The tension built gradually, the anticipation of what was to come hanging in the air.

As we moved into the living room, I couldn't help but feel a sense of surrealism. Here we were, back in Barnesfield, about to embark on another chapter of our journey. Lisa’s confidence and excitement were contagious, making me feel more at ease with each passing moment but even so, it felt weird. Lisa poured drinks, beers for the guys and a glass of sparkling white wine for herself, and then we toasted to new beginnings and the adventures ahead. As the conversation flowed, I found myself relaxing further, the initial nerves giving way to a growing excitement. We just needed these other mystery guests to arrive, plus the girl who would be the centrepiece of the get-together.

The atmosphere continued to build as we waited for the remaining guests to arrive. The anticipation was palpable, each of us eager yet slightly anxious about the night ahead. I watched as Lisa chatted easily with Dean and his friends, her confidence and excitement a stark contrast to the nerves I felt twisting in my stomach.

The doorbell rang, jarring me from my thoughts. Lisa moved to answer it, and as she opened the door, Colin stepped inside. His presence was a surprise. Lisa hadn't mentioned him being a part of this. “Colin, glad you could make it,” Lisa greeted him warmly, ushering him into the living room. The grey-haired businessman waved at Dean and the others in the room as he joined us.

“Wouldn’t miss it,” Colin replied, his gaze flickering over to me with a nod of acknowledgement.

Before we could exchange any further pleasantries, the doorbell rang again. This time, it was Tony, the bartender from the boat club. He was dressed smartly in a shirt and tie and was as charming as ever, a confident smile on his face as he stepped inside. “Evening, everyone,” he said, his eyes scanning the room before settling on Lisa. “It’s good to see you again, Lisa. Are you glad to be home?”

“Good to see you too, Tony,” she replied, her voice warm. “And yes, although it's only temporary.”

With all the men now gathered, the atmosphere became even more charged. We were all here, yet the night was incomplete because the centrepiece of the gathering hadn't arrived yet. Just as I wondering who it was, the doorbell rang once more.

Lisa opened the door to reveal a stunning young woman. She was a mixed-race beauty with dyed blonde hair that framed her face perfectly, her figure athletic yet curvy in all the right places. Her presence commanded attention, and I couldn’t help but be suddenly excited at the prospect of what lay ahead if she was the star attraction.

“Hi, everyone. I’m Rita,” she introduced herself, her voice smooth and confident. “Dean’s girlfriend.”

My eyes widened in shock, glancing at Dean, who grinned at my reaction. Lisa, on the other hand, seemed unfazed, as if she already knew about Rita’s involvement.

“Rita, welcome,” Lisa said, her smile bright. “I was starting to think you'd changed your mind.”

"She was always coming," Dean grinned, walking over to join his partner looping his arm through hers. "We just wanted to build a little anticipation for James."

Everyone turned to look at me and I felt my cheeks glow red at their attention.

"Everyone here now?" Greg said, the older of the two strangers looking around at the group of us assembled in the cottage's small living room. "How do you want to do this? Should we take it upstairs?"

No one replied straight away, everyone's eyes turning to my wife. Lisa hesitated. “Doesn't anyone else think it’s not the same without Ron?” she asked, her voice quiet and tinged with uncertainty.

The room fell silent, the tension thickening. We all understood the weight of her words, the history and dynamics that had brought us to this point.

Dean leaned forward, his voice thoughtful. “Do you really think inviting Ron is a good idea?”

Lisa glanced at me, seeking my opinion. I took a deep breath, considering the implications. “If you think it’s a good idea, then yes,” I said, my voice steady. “See if he wants to come over.”

"I just feel bad about what happened," my wife explained. "I embarrassed him in front of the whole town, telling them I'd pegged him. The least I can do is to let him know this is happening. If he found out that we'd done this without him, I think he'd be devastated."

"It's up to you," I replied. "Do you want him here? And is Rita okay with it?"

"Sure," Rita nodded. "I'm fine with it. Ron's always been nice to me."

Lisa nodded too, then pulled out her phone and typed a quick message to Ron. Within moments, her phone buzzed with a reply. “He’s on his way,” she announced, a mixture of relief and anticipation in her eyes.

As we waited for Ron to arrive, the atmosphere in the room shifted. There was a sense of inevitability, of unfinished business that needed to be addressed. The night was already set in motion, and now, with Ron on his way, it felt like the final piece of the puzzle was falling into place. Lisa refreshed everyone's drinks while we waited, but it wasn't necessary. Ron arrived quickly, stepping through the door with a cautious yet determined look on his face. “Evening, everyone,” he said, his voice steady but carrying a hint of uncertainty.

“Ron,” Lisa greeted him, her tone warm and welcoming. “Hello again.”

"I didn't think I'd be seeing you soon again after yesterday," he nodded, glancing around the room at the assembled group. “What's brought this on? After you left for New York, I thought this would be the last thing you'd ever want to do again."

Lisa took a deep breath and smiled, a mixture of warmth and mischief dancing in her sky-blue eyes. “I've missed our... gatherings,” she confessed, her voice sultry. “Moving to New York was necessary for us, but I can't deny that a part of me got left behind here in Barnesfield and I've longer for it ever since.”

Ron, standing just inside the door to the living room, his uncertainty melting away, took a step closer. “You missed it, huh? What about it, exactly?”

Her gaze flicked to me for a moment, acknowledging that I was here. “The thrill of doing something I shouldn't be doing. The… sluttiness of it,” she said bluntly. “Before having Thomas, I went to a sex club in New York, the Ace of Hearts. I was gangbanged there. And it was... incredible. I've thought about it constantly since.”

Dean, leaning back in his chair with an amused grin, raised an eyebrow. “Really? How many guys?”

“I lost count,” Lisa replied without any shame. “It was intense, but I loved every moment. The feeling of being desired by so many men at once... it’s addictive.”

"I was there," Tony spoke up, a smug grin growing on his face as the other guys in the room all turned to look at him with envious eyes.

Colin, sitting across from her, seemed both curious and aroused. “And James was okay with it? Watching you with all those men?”

I nodded, trying to keep my composure. “It was a lot to process at first, but seeing how much Lisa enjoyed it, how happy it made her... I couldn't deny her that. It’s become a part of our relationship now, this exploration.”

Rita, listening intently, chimed in. “That sounds incredible, Lisa. You’re so brave to embrace your desires like that.”

Was that was she was here? To experience it for herself? She clearly hadn't done this before but I didn't say anything. I had to let Lisa finish explaining herself first.

My wife's eyes sparkled with pride and excitement as she gazed back at the mixed-race girlfriend of Dean. “It’s liberating. Knowing that James supports me, that we’re in this together, it makes it even better.”

Ron’s voice lowered, becoming more intimate. “And so you planned this for tonight? Are you sure me being here is okay?”

A shiver of anticipation ran down Lisa’s spine. “I am. I want to feel that rush again. To be the centre of attention, to be taken and used, while James watches.”

Wait. Wasn't Rita going to be the centre of attention, while Lisa served the guys like she had done back in the County Club?

Before I could ask, Dean's grin widened. “You’re a rare woman, Lisa. Most wouldn’t be so open about their desires.”

She laughed softly. “I've learned that life is too short to hide what you want. We only get one chance at this, so why not make the most of it?”

I was about to clarify what her role was going to be exactly but before I could speak, the front door opened again and another figure stepped through into the cottage.

“Nancy?” Lisa said, her voice tinged with both shock and curiosity as the statuesque raven-haired matriarch of the family joined us in the front room, appraising all the men, her eyebrows raising when she saw Colin. “What are you doing here?”

Nancy's red-painted full lips curved into a small, amused smile. “When Ron told me what was going on just now, I got curious. Thought I'd see for myself.”

The room fell silent for a moment as everyone took in her presence. Dean's grin widened, clearly enjoying the unexpected twist. “Well, this just got more interesting,” he commented.

I shared a look of bewilderment with Lisa before turning back to Nancy. “So you want to watch… or do you intend to join in?” I asked, trying to gauge her intentions.

Nancy chuckled softly, her dark eyes glinting with mischief. “I’ve always been curious about my niece's adventures and thought it might be fun to watch. And, seeing as my lover is here, why not?”

Colin's eyes were fixed on Lisa's aunt. "I was going to tell you—"

"It doesn't matter," Nancy waved the old man's explanation away. "I know this is a one-off thing. Lisa will be heading back to New York soon. I get why you're here, Colin."

Dean leaned back, his curiosity piqued. “So you want to see Lisa get fucked?”

Nancy didn’t hesitate. “Absolutely. You have to admit, Lisa, you fucked quite a few of our lives up, doing what you did. And I'm going to be honest with you, ever since you left, I've harboured thoughts of getting my own back on you somehow. Ron talked me out of it, helped me to see sense, but tonight… seeing you get treated like a slut by a group of guys… and James having to watch… That might make me feel better.”

I turned to Lisa, needing clarification. “So, just to be clear, you're the one getting gangbanged tonight? Because I thought…”

I looked towards Rita and Lisa laughed, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “Yes, James. I wanted to keep it a surprise. Rita is going to be the waitress for the evening, not me. I thought it would be fun to mix things up a bit. Let's be honest, like Nancy has just now. You've watched the old videos of me being gangfucked how many times? It must be in the hundreds, by now.”

I felt my cheeks grow hot at her telling he room my secrets and it was even more embarrassing when Rita laughed out loud, seeming amused by my confusion. “I can’t believe you thought it was me,” she teased. “I’m here to serve and watch, not be the main event.”

Lisa turned to Nancy, her tone inviting. “And you, Nancy? Do you want to join in with the party, or just watch? You enjoyed James before, so…”

Nancy’s gaze lingered on me for a moment before she answered. “I'll keep my options open on that,” she said, her voice sultry.

"Then let's go upstairs to the master bedroom," Lisa suggested, and with that, the evening's plan was set in motion. My wife took Ron's hand, leading him out of the room first, the other men and Rita following after her. I hung back, taking a moment to let sink in what was about to happen. I hadn't mentally prepared myself for this.

Nancy's dark eyes met mine, a sultry glint lighting up her face. “Remember the boat, James?” she murmured, stepping closer, her perfume intoxicating. “The way you took me on the bed? That was fun.” She traced a finger down my chest, her touch sending shivers through me. “But to think the real reason you were there was to steal the videos... Tut tut, James. You still owe me. Don't think I've forgiven you yet.”

I swallowed hard, the memory of that day flashing through my mind, not least the eroticism of Della hiding in the corner, watching us fuck. “I know,” I admitted, my voice barely a whisper. “I’ll make it up to you, Nancy. I promise.”

Her lips curved into a knowing smile. “Good,” she said, her voice dripping with anticipation. “Now, let’s shall we see what your slut of a wife is getting up to?”

As we ascended the stairs, the air grew thick with anticipation. The staircase was grand, the mahogany bannister polished to a gleam, leading up to the master bedroom. The holiday cottage wasn't really old, but it was designed to appear so, with fake beams running across the ceiling lending to its old-world charm.

The bedroom was spacious, with a large, four-poster bed draped in rich, crimson fabrics. The walls were adorned with tasteful art, and soft lighting cast a warm, intimate glow over the room. As I entered, I saw that the men hadn't wasted any time. Dean, Ron, and Greg were already unzipping Lisa's dress, their hands exploring her body with a mix of reverence and lust.

As they slid the dress down, Lisa stood in the centre of the room by the bed, her eyes sparkling with excitement and arousal. Her auburn hair cascaded over her shoulders, her pale skin glowing in the soft light. She wore nothing but a lacy white bra and matching thong beneath, the thin fabric betraying the dark shapes of her nipples and the fact that her pussy was waxed bare. Her body trembled with anticipation, her breathing quickening as the men touched her, their hands roaming over her breasts, her hips, her thighs.

Rita stepped back into the room, having changed into a sexy lingerie set that left little to the imagination. The black lace contrasted beautifully with her caramel skin, her blonde hair falling in soft waves around her shoulders. She held a small tray in her hands, which she presented to the men with a coy smile. On it was a bag of white powder, which she spilled onto the tray, offering to each of them in turn.

Dean carved out a line, inhaling deeply before passing it to Ron. As the big man and then the two strangers also snorted a line each, the atmosphere grew headier, the men murmuring their appreciation both for the drug and Rita, her body catching everyone's eye as set the tray aside.

"She's a looker, right?" Dean said softly, his eyes roaming over his girlfriend's curves.

"You're a lucky guy," Ron replied with a nod and a leery grin in her direction. "Are you sure you don't want to join in, Rita?"

"I'm happy just watching," the mixed-race beauty answered, her eyes glinting with mischief as she watched the remaining men, Tony and Colin, continue their exploration of Lisa’s body. Colin undid the fastener on her bra, letting it fall to the floor, exposing my wife's perfectly pert tits to the room. Tony hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her thong, and slowly slid it down so that we could all appreciate the soft mound of her bald pussy.

“Do you like this, James?” Nancy’s voice was a seductive purr in my ear as she pressed against my back. “Seeing your wife like this, naked in front of all these men?”

I nodded, unable to tear my eyes away from the scene before me. “Yes,” I admitted, my voice thick with desire. “I do.”

Nancy’s hands slid down my chest, her touch igniting a fire within me. “Good,” she murmured. “Because tonight, she’s going to be treated like the slut she is. And you’re going to watch every second of it. I'm going to make sure these men fuck the shit out of her, do you understand?”

Ron, the two strangers and Dean moved back to Lisa, six pairs of hands suddenly touching her body, cupping her tits, the nipples hardening under their touch, slapping her ass, groping between her thighs. Lisa moaned softly, her body arching between the men, craving more.

Dean knelt before her, his hands spreading her thighs as he leaned in to taste her. The other five men gathered behind Lisa as she gasped, her hands tangling in Dean's short black hair as his tongue flicked over her clit, sending waves of pleasure through her body. Ron and Greg leaned in, each taking a breast, their mouths closing over her nipples, sucking and biting gently.

Rita watched with a satisfied smile, her hands resting on her hips as she took in the scene. Her own arousal was evident, her eyes darkening with lust as she watched Lisa being pleasured, bucking her hips on Dean's mouth. I let my eyes roam across her body. She was slim but curvy, her breasts a little bigger and fuller-looking than Lisa's. I pictured what she'd look like without the black bra and panties.

Nancy guided me towards the bed, her arm around my shoulder, pushing me forward firmly. “Let’s get a little closer, shall we?” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “I want to make sure you have a good view, James. I want you to see her get fucked while everyone watches.”

I nodded, my heart pounding with anticipation. And as I stepped closer to the bed, ready to join the others, the men began to undress. This was it. The moment we had been building towards. We'd come full circle. From Lisa's past to her present, and possibly her future.

Once they were all naked, every single man in the room already hard and ready, the men took turns enjoying Lisa's body, their hands and mouths worshipping her body, sucking her tits, fingering her, squeezing and slapping her ass, leaving red marks on her soft skin.

Nancy’s grip on my shoulder tightened her voice a seductive whisper in my ear as she urged me closer. “Come on, James. Get a good view. I want you to see everything.”

I swallowed hard and moved nearer the bed, the men laying Lisa down, her legs spread wide open. Dean was the first to position himself between her thighs, his large black penis already hard and throbbing. He looked up at me, a knowing grin on his face, before pushing into her. Lisa's gasp echoed through the room, her body arching off the bed as he filled her.

My heart pounded in my chest, the now-familiar mixture of jealousy and arousal coursing through me. What was different this time was that the man having sex with my wife was an ex-boyfriend of hers. Not just a past lover like Tony but a boyfriend that she'd had feelings for, even loved. Seeing Dean enter my wife again for the first time in years was both torturous and exhilarating. His thick cock slid in and out of her with a slow, deliberate pace, making her moan with each thrust. Her hands gripped the sheets, her knuckles white with the intensity of the feeling of him inside her.

Rita, standing nearby, watched with a hungry look in her eyes. She was touching herself through her panties, her fingers pressing against the lacy fabric. The sight of her boyfriend fucking my wife didn’t seem to bother her—in fact, it seemed to excite her even more. Her eyes met mine, a silent understanding passing between us as our partners fucked someone else.

Colin stepped forward next, his average-length but girthy cock in hand. He moved to the head of the bed, guiding his painfully stiff-looking member to Lisa’s mouth. She opened eagerly, taking him in, her lips stretching around his thickness. Colin groaned, his hand tangling in her auburn hair as he began to thrust into her mouth, his movements matching Dean’s rhythm.

"It's been a while, Lisa," the old businessman said, enjoying the sight of my wife with his cock in her mouth as she sucked him without hesitation.

The other men stood around the bed, their eyes fixed on Lisa, their hands stroking their cocks as they watched. Greg and Lee, with their average-sized penises, jerked off slowly, their eyes dark with lust. Ron’s short and stubby member twitched in his hand, his face contorted with desire. Tony, with his thick, veiny cock, watched intently, his breaths heavy.

Nancy’s voice cut through the room, her tone commanding. “Fuck her hard, Dean. Show her what she’s been missing. And Colin, shove that dick right down her fucking throat. Remind her of what she did to us all before she left. Make her regret coming back.”

I glanced at Nancy in shock at her brutal words but she ignored, watching Dean as his thrusts became more forceful, his hips slamming against Lisa’s as he drove into her with a relentless pace. Lisa’s moans turned to muffled cries around Colin’s cock, her eyes rolling back in her head as she took the rough treatment.

I suddenly felt concerned for her and wondered if this was a mistake. We were outnumbered here, eight to two, but Lisa put my fears at rest.

“Is that all you’ve got?” she taunted the two men on the bed with her, her voice breathless but defiant. “Fuck me harder. You know I can take it.”

Dean’s eyes flashed with a challenge, and he grabbed her hips, lifting her slightly to angle deeper.

"Still the same old Lisa," he chuckled. Then he fucked her harder, his thrusts growing savage, his balls slapping against her ass with each powerful drive. Lisa’s body trembled with pleasure, her cries growing louder, more desperate.

Colin held her head firmly, hins fingers gripping her hair, his cock plunging into her mouth, hitting the back of her throat. Her gag reflex kicked in, but she swallowed him down, her eyes watering with the effort. Nancy watched with a satisfied smile, her fingers squeezing my shoulder hard, clearly enjoying the show.

My concern for Lisa flickered briefly again, but her enjoyment was undeniable. She seemed to revel in the rough treatment, her body responding eagerly to every touch, every thrust. Her defiance only seemed to spur the men on, their movements becoming almost brutal in their intensity.

Dean’s pace grew frenzied, his grunts of pleasure mingling with Lisa’s cries. Colin’s hips bucked wildly, his cock fully buried in her throat with every thrust. The room was filled with the sounds of their fucking, the wet slap of flesh on flesh, the moans and groans of shared ecstasy.

I stood there, my own arousal a constant ache, my eyes glued to the scene before me. Nancy’s hand slid down my chest, her touch a reminder of our shared history. “You like this, don’t you?” she whispered, her voice a sultry purr. “Seeing her taken like this, used by other men. It turns you on, doesn’t it?”

I nodded, my breath coming in short, ragged gasps. “Yes,” I admitted, my voice hoarse with desire. “It does.”

Nancy’s smile widened, her hand slipping lower, brushing against the bulge in my jeans. “Good,” she murmured. “Because this is just the beginning. There’s another four guys waiting their turn yet.”

Dean and Colin were relentless, pushing Lisa to her limits, but just before they reached their peak, they stopped, pulling away from her. Lisa lay there, panting, her body quivering with need. “Don’t worry, Lisa,” Dean said with a wicked grin. “We’re not done with you yet. Just saving it for later.”

Tony and Greg stepped forward to take their place. Tony moved behind Lisa, positioning her on all fours, his thick, veiny cock already throbbing with anticipation. Greg knelt in front of her, guiding his average-sized penis to her mouth. As soon as she took him in, Tony slid into her from behind, eliciting a deep, guttural moan from Lisa.

The room was filled with the sounds of their pleasure, the rhythmic slap of flesh against flesh, the wet sounds of Lisa's mouth working on Greg's cock. Tony's hands gripped her hips tightly, his thrusts powerful and steady, driving into her with a pace that had her gasping for breath.

I watched, my own arousal growing as the scene unfolded before me. My wife was being pleasured by these men, her body responding eagerly to their touch. The mixture of jealousy and arousal was intoxicating, my desire for Lisa only growing as I saw her being taken by another man.

Dean, having stepped back, now turned his attention to his girlfriend, Rita. He led her to the corner of the room, his hands already roaming over her body. He undressed her slowly, revealing her caramel skin inch by inch, until she stood naked before him, her nipples hard and her breath coming in short, excited gasps. Her breasts were indeed slightly bigger than Lisa, round and full and firm. Her pussy was shaved bare too, her clit peeking out from her soft pussy lips, engorged with her arousal.

Dean kissed her deeply, his hands exploring her curves before lifting her up and pressing her back against the wall. Rita wrapped her legs around his waist, her hands gripping his shoulders as he entered her. Their movements were fluid and intense, their moans adding another layer of eroticism to the already charged atmosphere.

Nancy continued to taunt me, her hand slipping down to unzip my jeans and freeing my aching cock, pulling out and curling her fingers around it. “Look at them, James,” she whispered, her voice dripping with seduction. “Your wife and Rita, both being fucked. Does it turn you on? Does it make you want to cum?”

“Yes,” I admitted, my voice strained with need. “It does.”

Nancy’s fingers wrapped around my shaft, stroking me slowly as she continued to whisper in my ear. “Good. Because you’re going to watch every second of it. Every thrust, every moan. You’re going to see how much Lisa enjoys other men's cocks, how much she craves them.”

Lisa's body began to tremble as a huge orgasm built within her, Tony's cock driving her to the edge while Greg's cock filled her mouth. She moaned around him, her body shuddering with pleasure. “Oh God, yes!” she cried out, her voice muffled but clear. “I’m going to cum!”

Nancy’s grip on me tightened as Lisa’s orgasm hit, her body convulsing with the force of it. Tony kept thrusting, riding her through the waves of pleasure. Greg, unable to hold back any longer, pulled out of Lisa’s mouth and stroked himself to completion, his cum splashing across her face in thick, hot ropes.

“That’s it,” Nancy purred, her strokes on my cock becoming more urgent. “Watch her, James. Watch her get covered in strangers' cum.”

Lisa’s eyes were glazed with pleasure, her body still trembling as she licked her lips, tasting Greg’s cum. Tony continued to pound into her from behind, his grunts of pleasure mingling with her moans. The room was filled with the heady scent of sex. Dean was still fucking Rita against the wall in the corner opposite to us.

I felt myself nearing the edge, Nancy’s hand working me with expert precision. “Are you going to cum, James?” she whispered, her voice a seductive caress. “Are you going to cum watching your wife get fucked?”

“Yes,” I gasped, my body tensing with the imminent release.

“Good,” she murmured, her eyes locked onto mine. I saw Ron look our way, smiling as he saw his wife wanking me off, then he returned his attention to Lisa as Greg and Tony moved away, giving him and Lee a chance with Lisa. Eager to take his turn, the oversized man wasted no time. He presented his short stub of a cock to Lisa, who was now straddling Lee on the bed, riding him with renewed energy. Her body moved with a wild rhythm, her auburn hair flying around her face. Lee's hands gripped her hips, his head thrown back in pleasure as she bounced on top of him.

Dean, having finished with Rita, stepped back. "I want to save my cum for Lisa's face," he announced, his voice thick with desire. Rita pouted slightly but didn't protest. Instead, she moved to the side, watching the scene with rapt attention, her hands roaming over her gorgeous body, shuddering with pleasure as she saw Lisa finally take Ron's little cock in her mouth.

Nancy, still stroking me, suddenly seemed unsatisfied. "This won't do," she said, her voice dripping with need. "I need some cock too." Without hesitation, she began to undress, drawing the attention of several men in the room. Ron and Colin exchanged a glance, their displeasure at their wife and lover exposing herself to everyone evident, but Nancy silenced them with a sharp look.

"Don't you dare tell me what to do," she snapped, her eyes blazing with defiance. "I've been patient long enough."

Lisa, overhearing, turned to me with a mischievous smile. "James, I want to watch you fuck Nancy."

I shook my head, my arousal still on the brink. It was an embarrassing admission but it would be even more embarrassing to ejaculate prematurely, which I knew I would. "I can't, Lisa. I'm too close. I'll cum right away."

"Then let me take care of her," Colin said, stepping forward. He guided the naked Nancy to the bed, positioning her next to Lee. Her curves got the attention of Dean and Tony, who both gazed at her large, enhanced breasts with appreciation in their eyes. As he entered her, pushing his thick cock into her tight-looking, wet slit, Nancy's moan filled the room, blending with the sounds of Lisa and Lee's passionate fucking.

Lee's hands tightened on Lisa's hips, his breathing ragged. "I'm going to cum," he gasped, his eyes squeezing shut. "I'm sorry, I can't hold back. You're too good. Your pussy feels fucking amazing."

"It's okay," Lisa whispered, her voice filled with understanding and arousal as she took Ron's cock out of her mouth for a moment. "Cum inside me. Fill me up."

Lee's body tensed, his climax hitting him hard. He buried himself deep inside Lisa, his groans mingling with her moans as he emptied himself into her. Lisa's body shuddered with pleasure, her own orgasm following closely behind.

As I watched, I heard a noise behind me. Turning, I was shocked to see Wayne and Amy hovering just outside the bedroom door. I quickly stepped out, closing the door behind me.

"Amy, Wayne, what are you doing here?" I asked quietly so no one in the room would notice.

Amy's eyes were wide with shock, but there was a hint of curiosity in her gaze. "I'd always heard rumours about Lisa and the sex parties, but seeing it..."

Wayne's rheumy old eyes were fixed on the sex happening behind me but his expression was oddly calm. He nodded. "Lisa's back to her old ways. I can't say I'm surprised."

I was taken aback by both of their reactions. "You're not upset?"

Wayne shook his head. "I've seen it before. Lisa's just like her mother. She was a true nymphomaniac. I shared her with Ron and Colin, you know? The dirtiest woman I ever met. I miss her. Lisa's just living her truth, that's all it is. If she needs this, she needs it. That's how Helen described it. A need she couldn't live without. I just had to accept it."

Amy placed a comforting hand on her father's shoulder. "You'll find another girlfriend, Dad. Don't worry. And don't worry, I'm not like Lisa, but watching this…"

The two of them watched the events in the bedroom for a couple more minutes. Colin was now fucking my wife, his large form between her thighs, enjoying her in the missionary position while Ron enjoyed Nancy, screwing his wife from behind next to them. A rare occurrence, if what I'd heard Nancy once tell Colin was true.

I saw Amy lick her lips, seeming to enjoy the sight of the sex happening before her but then Wayne put his arm around her shoulder.

"Come on," he said softly. I wondered what was going through his head. "Let's leave them to it."

With that, they left, their curiosity satisfied. I waited until I heard the front door open and close downstairs, then returned to the bedroom just in time to see Ron finally take his turn with Lisa. As Colin moved away, stroking his cock, saving his cum for later, Ron moved from behind Nancy, looming over Lisa, his large, fleshy body dwarfing hers. The anticipation in the room was palpable as he positioned himself between her legs.

"This is it," he growled, his voice filled with pent-up desire. "I've waited a long, long time for this, Lisa."

Lisa's sky-blue eyes met his, a mix of defiance and arousal in her gaze. "Then don't hold back, Ron. Shove that little cock in me and fuck me like you mean it."

I moved closer, eager to see and watched as he placed the purple head of his small but stiff cock against her slick slit. Then he pushed into her, moaning at the feeling of my wife's pussy around him. As soon as he began to fuck her, Ron's thrusts were brutal and unrestrained, his large frame moving with surprising agility. The bed creaked under their combined weight, the sounds of their bodies slapping together filling the room. Despite his small size, Lisa's cries of pleasure were genuine, matched by Ron's grunts, the dirty talk between them heightening the intensity of the moment.

"Is this what you wanted, Lisa?" Ron taunted, his voice rough. "To be fucked by a real man?"

"Yes," Lisa gasped, her hands gripping the sheets. "Fuck me harder, Ron. Show me what I've been missing. Show James what you used to do to me."

"You mean…?" Ron said softly.

"Yes," Lisa nodded. "Fuck me in the ass."

Ron enjoyed her pussy for a few more strokes, then got up, letting Lisa move onto her hands and knees. Was she really going to do this?"

Their words were a powerful aphrodisiac, the taboo nature of their encounter pushing me closer to the edge. Nancy lured me over, taking hold of my cock again and playing with it, her strokes driving me wild as I watched my wife being taken roughly by the man who had wanted her for so long.

The room seemed to pulse with raw energy as Ron positioned the head of his cock at Lisa's pretty pink asshole. He spat a glob of saliva expertly between her butt cheeks, massaging it into her ass with a thick, podgy finger, then he thrust his dick into it roughly. Lisa's back arched, her moans reaching a fever pitch as Ron began to pound her ass.

"Do you see this, James?" she cried out, her voice filled with ecstasy, her eyes finding me, watching Nancy wank my cock. "Do you see how much of a slut I am?"

I nodded, my own arousal peaking. "Yes, Lisa. And I love it."

Dean’s voice cut through the room, suggesting a familiar idea. “Ron, how about we show everyone our old party trick with Lisa?”

Rita, still watching intently, seemed entranced by the scene unfolding before her. Her fingers trailed over her own body, her arousal evident. What party trick?" she asked, her voice thick with desire.

"Just watch," her boyfriend replied, glancing at me with a smirk on his face. There was a look in his eyes that I couldn't read. I found myself asking myself the same question as Rita. What party trick?

“What do you think, Lisa?” Ron asked, a gleam of anticipation in his heavily-lidded eyes.

Lisa, her body still trembling from the intensity of the encounter, nodded eagerly. “Do it. Let’s give James a show he’ll never forget.”

"Yeah, he needs to know just what a whore he married, doesn't he?" Roy laughed, glancing at me with the smirk that Dean had.

Lisa's black ex moved first, lying back on the bed and positioning himself under Lisa as she straddled him. Her thighs quivered with excitement as she lowered her pussy onto his huge, thick, hard cock. She began to ride him slowly, her movements sensual and deliberate while waiting for Ron to do whatever his part in the party trick was.

The obese older man didn’t waste any time. He positioned himself behind Lisa, his eyes locked onto the inviting sight of her ass as he knelt, his small cock in hand. Then, with a grunt, he thrust into her ass again, her sensation of it causing him to groan with pleasure. The double penetration of two cocks in her holes pushed Lisa to the edge, her body arching as she cried out in ecstasy.

The sight was almost too much to bear. The men in the room, including myself, watched in awe as Lisa was taken by both Ron and Dean, their movements synchronized in a primal dance of lust and desire. Greg and Lee, both spent and now dressed, stood to the side, their eyes fixed on the spectacle before them.

Tony and Colin exchanged a look, their intentions clear. “I think the dirty little bitch needs some more cum on her face,” Tony announced, his voice hoarse with lust.

"I'm going to fuck her mouth again," Colin nodded. "Let's make her airtight."

Lisa’s moans grew louder, her body shuddering as the two men behind her took her to new heights of pleasure. “Yes, yes, yes!” she cried out, her hands gripping Dean’s shoulders as her orgasm built. "Fuck me! Fuck me! Harder!"

As Ron and Dean continued their relentless thrusts, Colin and Tony positioned themselves over Lisa, their hands working their cocks with urgency. “Look at her,” Tony muttered, his eyes dark with desire as Colin shoved himself into Lisa's willing mouth. “Such a fucking slut.”

Dean and Ron changed positions slightly, aligning their cocks to double-penetrate Lisa’s pussy now. Ron’s smaller cock slid alongside Dean’s thick member, both of them pushing into her ravaged cunt with ease. The sensation pushed Lisa over the edge, her orgasm exploding through her with a force that left her breathless, once she'd finished screaming around the cock in her mouth and pushing back onto the two dicks in her pussy.

“She’s got a bucket of a pussy,” Greg commented crudely, his voice laced with a mixture of awe and disdain. “Takes both of them like it’s nothing.”

“Fucking whore,” Lee added, his tone equally derogatory. "I bet she could take my fist in her."

"She's been fisted a lot," Colin confirmed. "Back in the day when we used to gangbang her at the club. Adam used to love fisting her and stretching her pussy out. She'd had so many cocks, toys, fists inside her. I think the group once fucked her with a toy the size of a guy's arm."

The men’s words, harsh and degrading, filled the room as Colin and Tony reached their climax. They jerked off simultaneously onto Lisa’s face, thick ropes of cum splattering across her cheeks and forehead while she closed her eyes and stuck her tongue out hungrily for it.

As they moved away, I orbited the bed, wrestling my stiff cock from Nancy's hand. I knelt before my wife, my face level with hers so that I could look at her beautiful face, spattered with cum. It was everywhere, in her hair, on her forehead, dribbling down her cheeks and chin. She looked… glorious.

Ron, still thrusting into her, followed suit, pulling out and announcing that he was going to cum.

"Me too," moaned Dean, pushing Lisa away and onto the bed beside him. "I want to fucking cover her in it."

Lisa lay on her back, her body glistening wet, her face glazed with cum, utterly spent. The room stunk of the smell of us, sweat and cum and Lisa's sex.

But it wasn't over yet. Nancy, ever the instigator, turned to me with a wicked grin. She was still naked, her huge tits resting on her arms as she sat with them folded. “Your turn, James. Fuck your wife. I want to watch you.”

I should have been too intimidated to have sex in front of all these men and women. But I wasn't. Without hesitation, I moved to the bed, my cock aching with need. Lisa’s blue eyes met mine, her gaze filled with a mix of exhaustion and desire. She opened her legs tiredly as I knelt between them. Lee's cum was still oozing from her pussy, gaping from having two cocks inside it at the same time. I put the head of mine inside but as I entered her, the familiar warmth and tightness of her pussy was gone. She was a wet shell of the wife I knew, taking my cock easily, feeling almost hollow and vacuous as I thrust deeper.

And for some reason, the sensation of her well-used cunt drove me wild with lust.

The other men watched, their eyes fixed on us as I fucked Lisa with a fervour I hadn’t felt in a long time. Dean and Colin, their cocks still standing to attention, wet with Lisa's juices, ready to cum, hovered nearby, their hands stroking themselves as they let me fuck her.

I lowered my body over hers, driving in and out of her sloppy pussy fast and hard, kissing her on the lips. She responded by kissing me back passionately, finally seeming to enjoy my sex.

"She can't even feel his cock after taking all of yours," Rita noted dryly, moving to stand beside Dean.

"I can't," Lisa murmured quietly but still loud enough for the group to hear. A couple of the guys — I wasn't sure who — snickered but I ignored them, fully focused on reclaiming my wife. "I'm sorry," she continued, gazing into my eyes, "But I really can't. I do want you to cum inside me though."

"This is my pussy," I announced loudly, feeling my climax approaching. "She can fuck who she likes but it's mine."

No one else spoke but Dean and Ron climbed onto the bed, their dicks dangerously close to my face while pointing at Lisa's. Nancy came closer, taking hold of Ron's small cock, jerking him off with her forefinger and thumb. Rita copied her, using both hands to wank Dean's cock. Both women worked their respective partners' dicks rapidly and as I reached my own climax, my cock exploding into Lisa's gaping pussy, they both came too.

Two thick jets of white sperm splattered across Lisa’s face at almost the same time, and then a third spurt somehow hit me on the cheek, but I didn’t care. My focus was solely on Lisa, on the intense pleasure coursing through me as I released inside her, my cock pulsing into her, my balls emptying, draining every bit of energy from my body.

"Open your mouth, whore," I heard Lisa's Aunt Nancy say as I collapsed alongside her, our sweat-covered bodies tangled together. When I opened my eyes after a moment of rest, I saw her milking Ron's cock, squeezing out the last few drops of cum onto my wife's waiting tongue.

"Suck me clean," Dean instructed next. Rita was still slowly jerking off her boyfriend's softening cock and I watched her push the creamy black head of it into Lisa's mouth.

"That's a good slut," Rita giggled. "Lick it all off."

Lisa did as she was told, her tongue flicking around the head, swallowing the foamy mixture of her own juices and Dean's cum. Then, once she'd finished, and he stepped away, she turned to me, love in her sky-coloured eyes.

"Do you understand now?" she asked softly. "Why I thought you couldn't love me if you knew the truth about me?"

"And do you understand why we used to enjoy the parties so much?" Roy added.

"And why we didn't want to lose Lisa," Dean continued.

I did. I truly understood everything now. The visit to Barnesfield had been more than just a reunion; it had been the completion of a journey into the past. An awakening of Lisa's secret desires, a discovery of my own and somehow, a reaffirmation of our love and trust.

The room was quiet now, the echoes of our intense encounter slowly fading. Lisa and I lay there, our bodies entwined, surrounded by the evidence of our wild night. I looked around at the men and women who had been part of this experience, feeling a strange sense of camaraderie. They had helped us explore the deepest parts of our desires, pushing boundaries we hadn't even known existed.

I propped myself up on an elbow and brushed a strand of her auburn hair away from her face, smiling down at her. “I love you even more, Lisa. We’ve been through so much together, and this... this is just another part of our journey. I’m here for all of it.”

Nancy’s voice broke the silence, her tone surprisingly gentle. “Well, maybe you two really do have something special. Don’t ever lose that.”

I nodded, feeling a surge of gratitude towards her and everyone else in the room. “Thank you, Nancy."

The good-looking family matriarch smiled appreciatively, then looked at the men assembled around us. "I don't suppose any of you dirty bastards can get it up again to fuck me? I'm horny as hell."

"Me too," Rita sighed, making all the men in the room laugh but none of them offered their dicks.

"I think I've worn them all out," Lisa giggled, then glanced around the room, her gaze settling on each person who had been part of the night. “You know,” she began, her voice thoughtful yet excited, “this was amazing. I think we should make it an annual tradition. Once a year, we come back here and do this again. What do you all think?”

The room buzzed with excitement, enthusiastic nods and murmurs of agreement filling the air. Dean grinned widely. “Count me in. It’s been too long since we had a night like this.”

Ron chuckled, his eyes gleaming with anticipation. “I’m game. This was one hell of a reunion.”

Rita, still lingering beside Dean, added with a smile, “Absolutely. I’d love to be part of it again. But only if I'm allowed to join in next time.”

"Oh and me also." Nancy leaned closer to me, her hand resting on my arm. “James, are you okay with this?”

I looked at Lisa, seeing the hopeful excitement in her eyes, and then back at the group. “Yes,” I said with conviction. “I think it’s a great idea. Let’s do it.”

The night had brought us full circle, back to the roots of our relationship and the wild, uninhibited world that Lisa had once been a part of. It wasn’t just about the sex—it was about understanding, acceptance, and the deep bond that held us together.

As everyone began to get dressed, finishing their drinks, bringing the party to a close, I knew that no matter what the future held, we would face it together, hand in hand, our hearts and souls intertwined in a love that was unbreakable. And with the promise of our annual reunion, we had something exciting to look forward to, a reminder of the wild, passionate love that defined us. Lisa's hidden life wasn't hidden any more. I was a part of it and I loved it.


Afterword


And there we have it. James and Lisa's journey is complete. Thank you for buying the book and for following the series book-by-book. I've really enjoyed writing it but now it truly is time to move on to another story and other characters.

I'll be writing more in the hotpast niche – it's a subject I've grown to really enjoy exploring and despite it being fairly limited in scope, I do have a few more ideas for how to dive into the genre deeper.

I hope you'll stick with me until I get around to writing that next one, probably during October.

Until then, thanks again and stay horny,

Paul
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