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Me and my wife, Selma, have been married for 5 years. It is interesting how time flies. Who would’ve thought it’s been 5 years already. Before the marriage, we’d been dating for 4 years, so we’ve been together about 10 years. Selma is 29, a year younger than me, and she is an inch shorter, 5’7’’, 120 lbs, which makes her extremely attractive, only relatively small breasts adorn her otherwise gorgeous body. Her biggest assets, of which she is aware, are her wonderful, high butt, perfect legs and stomach, and her long curly black hair.

After a couple of years, our life turned to routine, but it was nothing strange. We got two kids, but we also bought some things, an apartment, a car. We were both employed. Work could be demanding, since mine, as well as hers, required a lot of traveling. Those were usually one-day trips, but sometimes trips were prolonged to 2 or 3 days. It was the case this time.

I went to a seminar organized by my company. I was always irritated by the fact that these seminars were organized during weekends, but occasionally it had a silver lining. Sadly, this time it wasn’t interesting, and the seminar turned into a business meeting, and on the first day already, I had to work in my hotel room. Luckily, I brought my laptop with me, which helped me in life, apart from the crappy work. Wireless internet was on in the hotel, so I was able to collect the data from my company. Sometimes I hate those machines for everything they took away from us. It would’ve been better if I could’ve drunk cold beer somewhere, not spend my time working. At that moment, my phone rang. It was Selma.

“Hi, love. How are you?” I heard her voice talking to me nicely.

“I’m fine. I’m working. I’m fed up with work. I’ve been working all day. I didn’t go to dinner.”

“Take a break. Emma has just called me. She asked me out tonight. She said there was a concert this evening, so we girls should go.”

“It’s Friday, love. Go out. It’s not a problem. Just don’t come home too late. Haha,” I said jokingly.

“You’re not my father to put a curfew on my evening out, but we’ll return earlier, and if there’s a crowd, we won’t go. We’ll just have coffee and go back home.”

“Okay, love. I’m going to dinner. I’ll call you later.”

“Ok, kiss.”

“Kiss.”

She should go out, I thought. I never liked her friends anyway. They were all either saints or whores. It was perfect that she was going out with them without me. I already started getting ready for dinner at the restaurant. I went downstairs. There was not much on the menu, but I had to admit it, the food was pretty good. On my way back, I stopped at the bar, calmed down my stomach with a cold beer, went back to the room, and continued doing my work. I looked at the clock. It was 8:30 PM already. I decided to check if Selma left home already. I called her.

“Hallo,” I heard her voice.

“Hey, love. What’s up?”

“I’m waiting for Emma to come over, and then we’ll go. To be honest, I don’t feel like going out, but we’ve already arranged it. It wouldn’t be fair to stand her up. She invited Jasmine and Maggie. So, we’re all going out together,” she said, and I heard in her voice that she didn’t really feel like going out.

“Go out, the four of you. You haven’t gone out together since college.”

“Okay, since we made the arrangement. I’m waiting for them to come over. What did you do?”

“I went out to dinner, returned to my room, and back to work. Though, I’m tired. I don’t know how long I’ll be able to work. I have to get up early, so I don’t know if I’ll manage to finish the work in time.”

“Am I gonna wake you if I call you when I come back. I feel sorry to wake you up if you fall asleep, and you have to get up early.”

“No need to call me. Have a good time, and I’ll hear you in the morning.”

“Okay, love. I love you. Kiss.”

“I love you, too. Kiss,” I said and hung up.

I was thinking about how the evening out would be like. Well, there was nothing that could happen. She was going out with her friends. It was high time they had a good time. They hadn’t seen one another in a really long time.

I continued my work. A few minutes later, I realized perhaps all my work was in vain. The documents I needed weren’t on my laptop. Luckily, I always kept copies at home. It was also good that we had an internet connection at home, which we used to contact our relatives, and the computer was connected to the TV set, and it was on almost all day long. I decided to try to connect to it. Finally, new technologies were useful. I clicked, and the computer was on. I entered the password, and there I was. All my files were there. I copied it to my laptop and continued my work. It was much easier to work like this. Since I was there, I decided to check if the security system installed on that computer was functioning properly. It had a camera, used for chat, and a month before, I had decided to try to use it for security purposes when we weren’t home. I clicked, and it was working. Great connection. A picture was in front of me. Our living room. The large corner set really fulfilled almost the entire picture. I looked around the room. I saw everything was working fine. Just when I was about to turn off the camera, Selma entered the room, and her friends followed her. I thought they came earlier, and had to wait for Selma to get ready. They sat down in the corner set. Emma, a blonde, one could say she was cute. She had big tits, which were really prominent, since she had a small head and short hair. Jasmine and Maggie were dark-haired. Jasmine was taller, with beautiful legs that she loved showing off in short skirts, although this time Maggie was the one wearing a short skirt. I had to admit it, I had never seen her looking like this. I was surprised when I saw her. Pleasantly. She was really hot. She had the curves and everything. I decided to listen to what they were talking, so I turned on the headset. The sound was good. I was even surprised by its quality. The software was really good. At that moment, Selma entered and asked:

“Girls, did you finish the talking? Are we gonna go?”

“Come on, Selma. You’re not going out like that, are you? We’re all dressed up in short skirts, and you’re going out in jeans. Put on something else,” Emma said.

“It’s not my fault you dressed up like that,” Selma replied. 

“Come on, Selma, don’t be like that. Put on something nicer, and let’s get going. Although, if you want to, you can go like that. Don’t blame us later when guys are hitting on us and you’re bored,” Maggie said, and all the girls started laughing.

“All right, all right. I’ll dress up, too,” Selma said and went out of the scene to the other room.

The girls continued talking about the concert. They didn’t really want to go. They would rather go out to a disco club. In the middle of their conversation, Selma entered the room and said:

“What do you say, girls?” She turned around like a model.

She was wearing a short black dress that she would put on only when we were on vacation. She thought it wasn’t appropriate for her to wear it, because the dress was really short and swaying. I loved that dress. It was close against her body, and it was slightly wider at the butt, so it made her butt stand out. I was surprised that she put on that dress, because I couldn’t remember that she put it on besides when we went somewhere where no one knew us. It had a cleavage, but it was push-up, so the breasts filled it. I had to admit it, she looked incredibly sexy. The girls were surprised, maybe even a bit jealous, but they started praising her. They said it was a beautiful dress, and blah, blah, blah, female talk. I had to admit it, it wasn’t pleasant for me that she would go out in that, but never mind, I already told her to have a good time. 

“Now when we’re all dressed up, it would be a shame to go to the concert. What do you say we go to a disco club?” Emma started the topic again.

“I don’t know, girls. It’s easy for you. You’re single. I’ve already told my husband I would go to the concert. Anyway, how do we go there? We can go by taxi. But how do we come back?” Selma said.

“I’ll call my cousin Eric. He can give us a ride. Why not? He got his driver’s license recently. If he agrees, let him drive us there,” Emma said and took her phone.

Her cousin Eric, a 19-year-old child, had just graduated from high school. His dad bought him a car to award him. He didn’t know what college he would go to. He was one of those young people who didn’t know what to do with themselves. He was always going out to clubs and pubs, and life was passing him by. We saw him a few times. I always considered him to be childish.

I was more than 10 years older than him, so I couldn’t agree with his generation. Selma also didn’t like the life style of young people. We were too old for it, so we enjoyed some places that weren’t crowded.

“Okay, Eric, we
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