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Part 1: Vanilla Couple Intrigued


Andrea
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“The guy’s name was Rhys. He talked my husband and I into it at first,” my girlfriend Nadine said and sipped her coffee. 

“He was so much more worldly than us back then and we went along with it for the excitement of stepping outside of our boring suburban-life comfort zone I suppose.”

“Okay.” I was stunned.

“So, to spice things up? But did it work?” I added, asking with interest. 

My husband Tom and I could use a spice-up I was thinking. We had been married for three years now and we’re both in our late twenties. 

We wanted kids soon and were trying but sex had gone from daily to a couple of times a week at best, and always in bed at night. Missionary. 

I couldn’t remember the last time Tom had flipped me over for doggie style or spun me around for a 69 or something.

What my girlfriend had just told me was unimaginable.

Do people even do it in public like that?  I wondered.

I didn’t want to say that out loud and offend Nadine. We’d only been hanging out this past month or so since I joined the gym where she instructs classes and does personal training for ladies. 

“Yes it worked, for a while,” she said about her and her husband’s exploits having spiced things up.

She narrowed her eyes at me. I felt she was sizing me up.  

“I think you’d actually enjoy it Andrea. I know it sounds freaky to let complete strangers have sex with you in a secluded parking area, but I’m thinking your good girl persona thing is a bit of a front. I’ll bet you’d turn bad quicker than I did under the right circumstances.”

“Oh you do, do you?” I shot back, laughing a little, unsure of how serious she was being.

Nadine shrugged and sipped her coffee, smiling lightly. She raised her brows. 

“I never imagined I’d be into public gang bang sex either. I mean, who would right?” 

She went on, “But I’m kind of accustomed to thinking back on it now and don’t shock myself. Back then when it first happened I used to wake up the next morning and try to recognise myself in the mirror. It was my reflection looking back at me but like a whole other person as well.”

I was stuck on the first bit of that. The terms public sex and gang bang had stopped me. My brain had turned to mush before the thing about the mirror.

“I can’t imagine being in a gang bang,” I said. That was the freakiest of the two. “How many men would there be?”

“Up to four or five. But it’s no different to one man with stamina,” Nadine explained. “Well, it gets messier of course, with so many. But in that situation they’re watching each other and stroking themselves, and it’s usually pretty quick once they get their chance with you.” 

I nodded, gulped and sipped my coffee some more, glad to have something to do with my stunned face for sure.

I didn’t know what details to even ask about being gang banged. I’d had three sex partners in my life and that was two steady boyfriends before turning 21, and my husband, who I met at 22 and married when I was 23. Of course I’d heard of group sex and the like but that was just something that happened online or between real-life people I would never be meeting.

Not until now. Nadine seemed so normal otherwise. She and her husband were amazing together. They seemed so in love and were very affectionate.

“So, do you still..?” I asked curiously.

Nadine finished her coffee and shook her head. “No, it was just a thing a couple of years ago. I don’t know if we’d ever do it again.” She frowned in thought. 

“Actually, I think we reached a point where we’d shared this amazing and exciting experience but to go any further would have spoiled it. It was really out-there and intense and I think if we continued and it became too easy and even ordinary... I don’t know, there would have been no going back to normal.”

“Right! See? Because you seem normal,” I declared. “That’s why it’s so hard to imagine.”

“Yes exactly! It’s about being normal and trying something intense. But if you go too far or continue for too long and the intensity becomes normal, well, where do you go then?”

“Hmm makes sense.”

“Yes and then there’s the stigma of course,” Nadine said with a smile. “I get that a lot at the gym.”

I blushed. I had heard the talk before Nadine said anything just now.

Actually it was interesting that she did say something. I hadn’t.

“I know, I can see what you’re thinking Andrea, but if I hadn’t told you, it was only a matter of time until Joan or one of the other girls would have.”

I blushed some more.

Nadine giggled. “Who was it – Joan?”

I nodded and bit my lip.

“Oh it’s alright, I’ve learned to own it. I don’t care about the gossip. They’re just jealous more so than anything else.”

I took a big breath and expelled. “I think I’m jealous of how brave you were to try something like that.”

My new girlfriend nodded and shrugged a little. “Thanks. I did have to be brave, as I recall. It was very scary going over that line with Elliot.” Nadine grimaced. “Although that reminds me, I told Elliot he should be open with your husband if anything about this comes up. You don’t need to keep it from Tom if you feel like talking with him about it.”

Our husbands met about six months ago playing golf. That’s how I met Nadine and started going to her gym. The guys were playing golf right now whilst we sipped our morning coffees and enjoyed the magnificent view from the clubhouse. We usually just dropped them off and picked them up in the afternoon, but Nadine and I had bumped into each other doing that and decided to stop for an hour and chat. 

“So you already told Tom I take it?” Nadine asked with a smile. “What did he say?”

“He didn’t believe it. He said the ladies at the gym were probably bitching and exaggerating, if not making it up completely.”

Nadine giggled. She stood and shouldered her bag then bent to half hug and cheek kiss. “It will be fun to hear what your hubby thinks after Elliot tells him the bitch brigade don’t know the half of it,” she said and left me to rush off on her errands for the morning.

I watched her clacking away across the timber floor in her red-soled high heels, her slim butt swishing a little skirt across the back of her thighs. 

I pictured a line-up of men having turns on her bent over the hood of a car and I couldn’t help the excited flush that swept through me.
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Elliot and I handed in our scorecards. I’d shot nine over today, which was well under my handicap and would probably bring it down a stroke. I was getting better thanks to lessons and regular practice.

“Thanks for the round buddy, see you next Saturday,” I said to Elliot.

Nadine had parked and was waiting for him. I waved to her as I went into the clubhouse for a beer whilst I waited for Andrea. I’d text her that I was finished. It was a twenty-minute drive from home, so I had enough time for a cold one.

I set up at the bar and checked a text I’d received. It was from an arsehole product co-ordinator who had run a training course for a new series of off-road vehicles my dealership was taking on. 

We supplied agricultural businesses with motorcycles and four-wheelers. 

The new J-Pac was a two-seater 4WD utility buggy. It was all the rage now and was replacing the quads because the strict roll-cage safety regulations were doing them out of the market.

I had just gotten back from a 2-day seminar you had to sit through to learn all about the J-Pac and their manufacturing and supply chain. I’d be going overseas to see all of that first-hand later in the year. 

For now, it was the intensive two-day seminar and this sales coordinator guy would be here for two days next week to ram his training course down the throats of my sales and workshop teams.

Martin Bixby was the guy’s name. A big muscle-bound fucker with a smile that could sell sand at the fucking beach. 

Bartin Mixby, haha – Andrea likes to call him – he would be here next Monday and Tuesday and back again every second week for a total of four two-day training blocks.

The whole company were anal. I was regretting applying for the franchise but these vehicles sold like the proverbial hotcakes according to my research and if I didn’t grab them one of my competitors would have.

The text from Bixby was to confirm his accommodation at the only hotel near my dealership and his flight time so I could meet him at the airport. He preferred to be chauffeured rather than hire a car.

He was full of himself too. Movie star looks, a ripped body and you should have seen the women at the seminar falling over themselves trying to get him to look at them. Fuck me.

Andrea was quiet on the way home. I had a lawn to mow and a load of rubbish to take to the dump. My lovely wife was inside all afternoon and we barely exchanged a word until we sat together on the lounge watching Binge that night.

My conversation consisted mostly of complaining about Martin Bixby and the ridiculous number of hoops you had to jump through to get hold of their vehicles.

Andrea let me ramble on but when I shut up for a minute she took a breath and grimaced at me. Her eyes told me to shut up now.

“So did Elliot say anything about what I told you last night?”

“Oh yeah that! Yeah, what the fuck hey? Who would have thought,” I said as I remembered the conversation with Elliott. I nearly missed my putt just after he told me.

I was going to say something but got side-tracked with this other shit. “Yeah apparently it’s for real. They used to go dogging.”

“Hmm well I don’t know about that. That’s a horrible word for it,” Andrea frowned.

“Yeah na, it’s cool. Nothing wrong with it. Whatever floats your boat, I guess.”

Elliot had told me he once got involved in a scene where you’d take your wife to a parking lot somewhere and let other men play with her through the car window and jack off on her. 

It sounded pretty freaky. I didn’t care though. 

Live and let live is my motto. As long as they’re all consenting adults, where’s the harm, right?

I said as much to Andrea, rambling as I often do. She listened whilst I shared some details I’d gotten out of Elliot. 

It was interesting seeing how she reacted to the idea of Nadine being cummed all over with her tits bare. 

I wasn’t going to share what Elliot said about the guys actually fucking his wife. 

“So if it’s fine
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