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Another weekend in which my adoring husband
will host a gathering of his closest friend and family members to a
barbecue at our home, which even he knows that it’s the last thing
I would ever want to do. I dislike his family and I can’t stand his
friends; they are all jerks and smell like week-old socks.


Jerry is such a sweetheart, doing things to
please the people around him, making sure they are comfortable and
well-served when they arrive with food and refreshments, and this
is all due to his upbringing, a wonderful trait I’ve come to admire
from him.


And when I say that he does whatever to make
the people feel comfortable, I include myself in that list.


“Yes baby, right there” Jerry fingers my
pussy while sucking on my tits,

“I love your lingerie” he likes the present
I’m wearing just for him,

“Really, I didn’t notice” I giggle before
submerging to his touch.


Jerry is a traditionalist and only does two
positions, one being a missionary, which is our go-to move and the
other being a raunchy cowgirl. I get on my back and see him get
comfortable between my legs before ramming his dick deep into my
cunt. I look at him with a lascivious look while stealing glances
of his dick going in and out of my hot hole.


He could go all night if he wanted to, but
the hour was almost at hand and we needed to get everything ready
to start receiving his guest. I never liked leaving things halfway
done, and this is no exception. Jerry starts to rush his movements,
losing his rhythm before spilling his seed inside my pussy and all
over my belly when pulling out.


“What a waste” my disappointed tone was more
than enough to express my frustration,

“Sorry darling, but I thought I heard someone
knocking” he gets up and gets some wet naps to clean himself,

“Who cares if they arrive” I get up too and
go into our bathroom to shower myself, leaving the door open so I
could keep conversing with my husband,

“Don’t be like that honey, I promise I’ll
make it up to you tonight” His voice expresses regret and
embarrassment,

“Fine, just go do your thing while I get
ready” I turn on the shower for a quick wash, trying to shake off
the frustration from my head.


Jerry doesn’t even take the time to take a
quick bath, instead, he changes clothes and heads to the garage to
get everything out to build the barbecue pad, or at least that’s
how he calls it. It's usually about twenty chairs with an attached
cup holder and a small place to set your plate, they cost a fortune
but since we used them nearly every weekend, then the investment
has paid itself out. He puts them in a circle, putting the grill in
the center, a sort of show for the people that will join us to be
amused while waiting for their free meal.


I’m inside the shower and I can still listen
to him making a lot of noise, getting everything in position before
everyone arrives yet again. I turn the water off and step out of
the shower completely soaked, dropping a towel on the floor so I
don’t touch the cold ground with my naked feet, I prefer to
naturally dry off.


I take this time to place some scented lotion
on my beautiful skin, using some extra amount when applying to my
firm rump. I look at myself in my fogged bathroom mirror and see a
stunning woman that only wants to be satisfied by her man, and by
that, I mean that I want Jerry to give me more attention instead of
all these family members and strangers that he calls friends. Once
I feel that sexy silhouette is dry and ready, then I head out and
go to my closet were all of my clothes and underwear is
located.


“Maybe I'll wear something different” I talk
to myself while rumbling in my underwear drawer, finding a pair of
sheer panties that are too small for my big rear end.


I put them on and see that they look more
like a thong than normal underwear, pink and delicate to the touch,
even if they are a little tight. I see myself and can’t help but
smile for attempting to use something I knew is two sizes too small
for me.


Jeans are my favorite piece of clothing,
making my butt look titillating and I struggle to pull them up
around my phat ass. I then put on a blouse but make a quick knot to
expose my fit stomach, a clear indication that I’m a woman that
visits the local gym frequently. I do a quick ponytail, add some
light makeup, and resign myself to yet another weekend where I will
be playing the hostess wife.


“Darling, where are the kegs?” Jerry is
prepping the ribs with some homemade spices,

“I sent them back, they were defective, but I
was told they would deliver them early today” I don’t feel like
participating in any of this, but I don’t sabotage him either,

“And the box of chips?” he’s always on top of
every detail,

“I don’t know baby” I see my watch and notice
that these people will start arriving at any moment.


Our doorbell rings, no doubt it's either a
neighbor or the beer, because chances are, it's not someone from my
side of the family that will save me from this boring ordeal. I
don’t say anything and head to the door, opening the door without
expecting any surprises, but my eyes go wide when I see a gorgeous
specimen of a man standing outside, wearing casual wear and a
fitted shirt that shows that he doesn’t have any unwanted body
fat.


“Hello ma’am, is this where the barbecue is
being held?” he’s never been here before, which makes him a whiff
of fresh air,

“Yes, it is, and you are?” I can’t stop
smiling, but I also can’t stop looking at those large biceps,

“Roger Strife, I just moved to the
neighborhood a couple of days ago” he hands me a bottle of Malbec,
aged seven years,

“Well, welcome to the neighborhood, please
come in” I let him pass, smelling his musky scent as he passes
right in front of me.


He can’t be over thirty but looks like he is
still in his mid-twenties. We immediately exchange looks, which
makes me look away in embarrassment as I am flirting with a
stranger and in my own home, which is anything but innocent. I lead
Roger to where the gathering will be held, quickly introducing him
to Jerry and leaving them alone while I go back inside to find a
corkscrew for the wine.


As I look for the corkscrew, I can’t help but
feel nervous after that quick encounter we just had, picturing him
and his massive arms looking so dominant and virile. I’m fidgeting
with the bottle, making something easy like removing a corkscrew
ten times more challenging than what it is.


“Care for some help?” Roger appears behind
me, snapping me out of my stupid inner dialogue,

“Sorry, I guess I’m not good with opening
bottles” I push a few strands of my hair behind my ears, a clear
indication that I was flirting with him,

“I’m sure you’re good at other things” I
don’t believe he thought about that before opening his mouth,
seeing him blush uncontrollably.


I look for something to do, maybe mince some
ingredients or wash some dishes, anything to avoid looking at
Roger, but my kitchen is impeccable, and all the ingredients are
outside with my husband, leaving me without anything to do but see
his erection forming inside his pants.


This is
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