
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
   Beta Husband Blues
 
   By Gustav Jorgenson
 
    
 
   Copyright 2016, Gustav Jorgenson
 
    
 
    
 
   Social Media: 
 
   Gustav’s Somewhat Safe For Work Tumblr Blog.
 
   Join the conversation on Facebook.
 
   
Other Titles by Gustav Jorgenson:
 
   Greatest hits: Gustav Jorgenson, Selected Shorts
 
   Cuckold story collection: What’s My Wfie Doing With That Guy?
 
   Wife becomes porn star short story: Hard Times, Hot Wife
 
   Wives Cheating, Husbands Watching series: Vol.1, Vol.2, Vol.3, Vol.4, and Vol.5
 
   Social Justice Slut Wives short stories:  Vol.1, Vol.2
 
   Obligatory Cuckold Billionaire Novel: Party Like a Plutocrat
 
   High tech cuck tale: Silicon Valley Cuckold
 
   Bad wife in public: Wife Strips for Cholos
 
   
  
 

I’m not a beta male… am I?
 
    
 
   My wife Cindy and I were having some drinks with another couple, Greg and Tara at a bar in Uptown Oakland one night talking about the presidential debates.
 
   “Well the reason Trump is winning is because he is the only alpha male of the bunch,” said Tara.  She tapped the table with her fingernails for emphasis.
 
   “Oh, come on,” I said, feeling uncomfortable.  “You don’t go in for all that alpha beta bullshit do you?  People are more complicated than that.  We aren’t dogs for Christ’s sake.”
 
   “Oh, really?” asked Tara, arching a brow at me.  I couldn’t hold her gaze for long and dropped my head in embarrassment to contemplate my beer.  Tara was pretty intense.
 
   “Well, there is some truth to it,” said Tara’s husband, Greg.  
 
   “I’m not sure I even understand this whole thing,” offered Cindy.  “Isn’t that alpha beta thing something those Pickup Up Artist guys are always whining about on the internet?”
 
   “PUAs are a joke.  A nerd with a rule book isn’t going to sweep any woman off her feet,” said Tara with a look of disgust.  “Women know a real man when we see one.  And Trump’s the real deal.”
 
   “A real man,” I spat. I was feeling annoyed.  Tara got on my nerves sometimes.  She always dominated every conversation.
 
   “Who do you like, Bernie Sanders?” laughed Tara.  “Sanders is a good choice for betas.”
 
   “Just because I like Sanders doesn’t make me a beta,” I said.  My face was feeling hot.  
 
   “You’re man enough for me honey,” said my wife.  She gave me an encouraging smile and patted my arm.
 
   “Wait, what’s that supposed to mean?” I said, my voice cracking slightly.  My face was definitely turning red now.  Was Cindy trying to protect me from something?
 
   “Now don’t get all worked up, buddy,” said Greg.  He put his hand on my shoulder as though consoling me.  “I mean we are both nice guys, right?  We obey the rules, we earn a good living, take care of our wives and families.”
 
   “And that makes us betas, Greg?” I asked in shock.  “Really?”
 
   Greg grimaced and rubbed his bald pate in embarrassment.  “Well, now, I don’t like to think of myself that way, no.”
 
   “Come on honey, you know you are not exactly a bad boy,” said my wife making a playful punching motion with her fists.  “You are a good man.  You are faithful and dependable.”
 
   “Alpha males aren’t dependable?” I asked.
 
   “No, Sidney, alpha males are bad boys.  They break the rules.  They come and take what they want and are gone in the morning.  They are the kind of guys that make women wet,” said Tara.  Her cheeks were getting flushed and her eyes were shiny from the booze.
 
   “Hee, hee, look at Tara, she’s getting all hot and bothered,” laughed Cindy.  She pointed at her friend and put her head on my shoulder.
 
   Greg laughed too.  ”Yeah, wow.  I better keep an eye on you, Tara.  If I turn my back some big alpha male bad boy might carry my wife off to ravish her.”
 
   “Not to worry, there won’t be any alphas in this place.  It’s full of hipsters who dress like lumberjacks and who couldn’t change the oil in your car if their lives depended on it,” said Tara.  She was fanning her face with her hand and had take a drink of her wine to cool herself off. 
 
   We were in Lost in Found in the Uptown district of Oakland and it was certainly full of young hipsters.  I laughed along with Tara’s joke but my feelings were still hurt.  Greg seemed OK with being a beta in his own wife’s eyes.  But the idea that I somehow wasn’t a real man hurt my ego.  Especially since Cindy seemed to agree that I was a beta.
 
   Greg looked around the room with a judicious frown.  “Hmm, I don’t know.  What about that big black guy over there?  He seems like sort of a bad boy.”  Greg grinned at his wife lewdly and Tara raised an eyebrow at him in amusement.
 
   “That fellow over there with the red sweatsuit?  Yes, he looks the type.  The other guys in his group seem like children in comparison.  Their beards don’t hide their beta nature.”
 
   “Where’s the alpha?” asked Cindy.  She craned her head around to see.
 
   “Ha, now who’s getting excited?” teased Tara, pointing a finger back at my wife.  “You want to go over there and say hello?”
 
   My wife looked over at the big black man as he slapped the table explosively and his whole table erupted in laughter.  He seemed to be the life of the party over there.  He was definitely a big fellow and he had a booming voice and a big smile with brilliant white teeth.  I noticed my wife’s gaze lingering on him for a few moments and I cleared my throat.
 
   “Uh, easy there, honey, try not to fall in love at first sight,” I said.  I tried not to sound peevish, but I failed.  
 
   Cindy whipped her head back around, blushing deeply.  “Stop it, Sidney.  I just wanted to see what all the fuss was about.”
 
   “Yeah, he looks like he would pin you down, lock eyes with you, and let you have it real slow.  All ten inches.  One inch at a time,” said Tara, gazing at the black alpha male over the rim of her wine glass with frank lust in her eyes.
 
   “Tara, my god, you are just terrible,” gasped my wife, putting her hand on her chest.  But I noticed a little wicked gleam in her eye, and she started twirling her foot under the table in excitement.
 
   I exhaled uncomfortably, at a loss for words.  It made me extremely nervous to see my wife’s reaction.  She was getting titillated, I could tell.
 
   Greg however, seemed delighted by his own wife’s interest.  “That big alpha male making you wet, Tara?” he asked, suppressing a grin.  “Why don’t you and Cindy go over there and get to know him a little better?”
 
   I couldn’t tell if he was kidding or not.  His gaze seemed strangely determined as he looked at his wife and sweat was started to bead on his brow.
 
   “Why you little pervert,” said Tara.  “You would get off on that, wouldn’t you?”
 
   Greg pursed his lips smugly and looked over at the black alpha.  “Nah, I don’t think you have the guts to do it.”
 
   “Oh, really?” Said Tara, sizing up her husband for a moment.  “Hmm, just watch us.  Come on, Cindy, let’s go get a closer look at this specimen and determine if he is really alpha material or not.”  Tara grabbed her wine and stood up shakily.
 
   “Oh, Tara, you can’t be serious?” said my wife.  She was bouncing up and down in her seat with excitement.
 
   “I’m serious, but I need you to come along before I lose my nerve,” said Tara.  She downed the last of her wine.  “And uh, I might need another glass of wine to fortify me.”
 
   “By all means,” said Greg.  He eagerly grabbed the bottle and topped off both Tara’s and Cindy’s glasses.
 
   I was utterly flabbergasted.  “Are you really encouraging them, Greg?” I asked.
 
   “Ah, you will see. They talk a good game about loving these big bad alpha men, but they will be shaking in their shoes when they come face to face with a REAL bad boy,” said Greg.  He smirked with self satisfaction.  “Then they will come running back here with their tails between their legs and thank their lucky stars for their nice beta husbands.”
 
   “Yeah, right!” said Tara, slurring slightly from the wine.  “Come on, Cindy.  Let’s go see what it’s like to  hang out with a real man for a change.”
 
   “Ok,” agreed my wife readily, jumping up and grabbing her own drink.  Then she paused and looked down at me with concern.  “Oh, wait, are you going to be OK, honey?” she asked.
 
   “Um, this is a little weird,” I admitted.  “What are you doing exactly?”
 
   “We are just going to say hello, nothing to worry about,” said Tara.  She grabbed my wife by the shoulder and tried to hustle her away.  
 
   “Wait, but how do I look?” asked Cindy.  She pulled out a compact and started patting at her hair with concern.
 
   “Ha ha, getting butterflies?” asked Tara.  “You look fine, come on.”
 
   “No, no, give me a minute,” said my wife.  She pulled out a lipstick and painted her lips a deep red.
 
   “Wowza, that’s laying it on a bit thick, isn’t it?” said Tara.
 
   “I don’t think alpha’s go for subtlety,” said my wife with a mischievous grin that made me a bit nervous.  The bright red lipstick contrasted nicely with her alabaster complexion, but it was much bolder than the one she normally wore.  
 
   “Well, if you want to discard subtlety, let’s really go for it then,” said Tara, and she reached over and unbuttoned a couple more buttons of my wife’s blouse, opening it practically half-way so that my wife’s generous cleavage was practically hanging out.
 
   Cindy squawked with surprise, but she let her friend expose her bosom for the world to see.  “Good thing I wore a nice bra,” she murmured.  Then she turned to Greg and I.  “Ok, boys, how do we look?”
 
   Cindy and Tara were a fine looking pair of women, I had to admit.  Both were in their mid-forties, but could pass for 10 years younger.  My wife was a blue eyed blonde with large breasts and broad hips, a perfect hourglass figure.  She was wearing her work outfit of a white blouse and a modest plaid pencil skirt.  She looked simply gorgeous, like a 40’s pin up model due to her red lipstick and recently adopted retro hair style.  Tara was nearly her opposite with her short dark hair, brown eyes and slim figure.  She always reminded me of a pixie.  She wore a black pantsuit that was very tight and showed off her tight little tush.
 
   “You both look simply amazing,” sighed Greg. He was deep in his cups at this point and obviously getting maudlin.  He blew his nose noisily and I thought he might start tearing up at any moment.
 
   “And my bum doesn’t look too big in this?” Asked Cindy.  My wife turned around and stuck her rump out.  It did look nice and big, but her waist was narrow, so it was still sexy.
 
   “Black guys like big butts I hear,” I joked.  But I wasn’t feeling very enthusiastic about this whole thing.  “Maybe you should button up your blouse a little bit, though.  Your puppies are practically spilling out.”
 
   “Why not let them?” she asked, looking over her shoulder at me and giving me a wink.  “I’m sure black guys like big boobs too.”  She was still pointing her ass toward us and I realized that Greg was staring at it in fascination.
 
   “Put your tongue back in your mouth, beta boy,” said Tara, teasing her husband.  “That rump is for alpha man tonight.”
 
   “Ha, ha, you caught me, honey, sorry,” admitted Greg.
 
   “But I mean, of course, her rump isn’t really for that other guy, it’s you know, it’s only for me,” I stammered.  Tara and Cindy ignored my protests though, and turned to face each other clasping hands.
 
   “Oh my gosh, are we really going to do this?” asked my wife.  She seemed like a giddy schoolgirl.
 
   Tara glanced and her husband nervously before answering,  “Um, sure, yes.”  A pause.  “I don’t know.”
 
   Greg kicked me under the table and gave me a knowing nod.
 
   Cindy practically hopped up and down with excitement, which had a wondrous effect on her bust which several guys nearby took notice of.  But they were just unmanly hipsters, so I wasn’t worried about them.  “I haven’t tried to talk to a strange man in a bar in years!” chirped my wife.  “But don’t worry, I have a plan.  I will go up and drop my wallet in front of him.  And when he gallantly picks it up for me, I will thank him profusely and we can strike up a conversation.”
 
   I laughed and shook my head at the very idea.  It seemed so clumsy that I doubted she could pull it off.
 
   Tara noticed my skepticism and I noticed her face harden with resolve.  “Ok, let’s do it.”
 
   “Whoa, better hurry girls.  Looks like Alpha Man might be leaving,” said Greg. 
 
   We all looked over at the big black man as he stood up.  My wife’s face fell for a moment but she brightened up when the alpha male headed for the bar for another drink.
 
   “Not to worry, this will actually make it easier,” said Tara.  Without another word, she and my wife hurried to get in line behind the black man in the red jumpsuit.
 
   “For chrissakes, Greg,” I hissed after the wives were gone.  “What are you playing at?”
 
   Greg took a drink of wine and poured us both another glass, emptying the bottle.  “I don’t know, Sid, I really don’t.  But you know, it’s sort of making me hot.  The way Tara talked about getting fucked by a big black dick.  It’s sick right, totally inappropriate.  But I sort of, you know.  I mean, I’m pretty hard right now.”
 
   “Ok, that’s too much information,” I said, pulling at my collar.
 
   “Are you sure, Sid?” Greg asked me earnestly.  He bent over drunkenly and looked me straight in the eye.  “Are you 100% sure that you aren’t a little bit aroused by the fact that your wife is going over to flirt with a big tough alpha male?  After both she and my wife basically told us that we are a pair of beta milquetoasts?  I don’t know, on the one hand, I feel like I should be humiliated.  But, but I’m not.  I’m exhilarated.  I mean, this is really exciting.”
 
   “Ah, yeah, it’s exciting, but I just feel sort of nauseous,” I said.  I was feeling weak and took another drink to bolster myself.
 
   “Oh look, the game is afoot,” said Greg.  He pointed across the room at the line for the bar.
 
   Tara and Cindy were standing in line behind the black man.  And he really was tall.  He towered above them.  He must have been at least six foot five, and over two hundred pounds.  My wife casually tossed her pocketbook on the ground where it landed with a loud slap.  The black man turned and looked down at my wife.  His eyes fixed directly onto her chest and he broke out into a broad grin, showing off his dazzling teeth.  But he made no move to pick up my wife’s pocketbook whatsoever.  She smiled up at him like a deer caught in the headlights and finally bent over to pick it up herself.  She was looking up at him the whole time and as she bent over her breasts dangled enticingly since her blouse was so far open.  The black man watched them carefully and wagged his eyebrows at my wife.  He said something and she blushed and stood upright again, slapping his shoulder playfully.
 
   But then he got a text message or something and was distracted by his phone.  I could see Tara and Cinder conferring amongst themselves.
 
   “Shit, it almost worked,” said Greg, snapping his fingers.  “The big man got a nice view of your wife’s tits, though, didn’t he?  You saw that, right?”
 
   “I saw that,” I admitted grimly, and my penis started to stir.  My gut felt heavy with jealousy, but I had to admit that this was starting to excite me.  I wondered what my wife would try next.
 
   She seemed to have run out of ideas because she simply threw her pocketbook down on the ground again with another loud THAP.  The black man looked up from his phone at the sound and smiled at my wife.  He winked at her but again made no move to pick up her pocketbook.  She huffed in frustration and bend down again to pick it up again.  This time she turned away from him instead of toward him, so he got a nice view of her big ass encased in her tight pencil skirt.  The big man’s grin widened once again as he observed my wife’s prodigious bottom with interest.  She stayed bent over for a bit longer than necessary and even looked back up at the black man to make sure he was watching while she wiggled her rear.
 
   I gasped at her audacity and even Tara covered her mouth in surprise.  But the alpha male loved it and he took the hint right away.  He reached out and casually slapped my wife on the ass as though it were the most natural thing to do in the world.  His huge hand impacted my wife broad butt with a mighty SMACK and my poor wife bolted upright in an instant, rubbing her rear ruefully.  She shook her finger at the big man in a scolding gesture. But he just grabbed her finger between his big mitts and said something that made Cindy blush even more deeply than before. Tara gasped, slapped the big man’s shoulder and then all three broke out laughing.
 
   “He probably told her that he knew she wanted him to tap that ass,” murmured Greg.
 
   “Oh jeez, yeah, something like that, huh?” I agreed.  
 
   Our waitress, a young woman with a nose ring, came over to our table.  “Can I get you gentlemen another bottle of wine?”  She noticed us watching our wives carrying on with the big black man.  “Some popcorn perhaps?”
 
   “Popcorn?” I yelped.  Was she playing with us?
 
   “I’m not kidding, we literally have popcorn,” she said with a sly grin, pointing to a big popcorn machine in the corner.  
 
   “Yes to both,” said Greg.  
 
   The server arched an eyebrow at us and ran to bring us popcorn and more wine.
 
   “Who could say no to popcorn at a time like this?” he asked me with a grin.
 
   Our wives seemed to be spending a long time in line, laughing and talking with Alpha Man.  Greg and I looked on and consoled ourselves with popcorn and wine.
 
   “Look how annoyed Tara is getting,” giggled Greg.  “Alpha Man can’t take his eyes off your wife’s huge tits.  He’s not paying any attention to her at all.  I’ll bet she wishes she had taken her sweater off before going over there.”
 
   “I don’t like the way Cindy is looking at that guy, with those big doe eyes of hers,” I said. I felt queasy, but I was also nursing a stiffening erection in my pants.
 
   “Yeah, she definitely seems into him,” said Greg.  “I think she wants to fuck him.”
 
   “Greg!” I said, aghast.  “Don’t say that.”
 
   “Look, it’s probably true man,” he said, putting his hand on my shoulder.  “Consider the facts.  One, you two have been married what, twenty years?”
 
   “Yeah, 19 years in May,” I agreed.
 
   “So the sex has probably tapered off a bit between you two.”
 
   “No comment.”
 
   “Right.  Point number two, you are a beta.”
 
   “Don’t rub it in.”
 
   “As a beta, you probably never really fully, completely satisfied her.”
 
   “Come on, that’s probably not true, we have good sex...”  I trailed off as I thought about our love life.  “Sure we had some issues over the years, but what couple doesn’t. That doesn’t make me a beta, does it?”
 
   “My turn to say ’no comment.’ Moving on, point three, that guy is a fresh and exciting dominant male.  Four he’s probably hung like a horse.”
 
   “Ok, stop, I get it,” I said miserably.  I was feeling a bit inadequate.
 
   “Hey, don’t get down.  If you are lucky, they might let you watch while he plows your wife with his massive dong,” said Greg, rubbing his hands together.
 
   “Jesus, Greg, no one is going to be plowing my wife with a massive dong.  Calm down ok?”  Then I realized that I basically just admitted to not being very well hung and I felt my face getting warm.
 
   “Hee hee,” said Greg, pointing at me.  “Oh wait, here they come.  FINALLY,” and he stood up eagerly to meet the big man as he approached the table. The black man strolled up nonchalantly, one of our wives under each of his massive arms.  My wife clung to his chest like some primate climbing a tree.
 
   “Boys, I would like to introduce our new friend, Toro,” said Tara.  She seemed a bit breathless with excitement. “T, these are our husbands, Sidney and Greg.”
 
   “It’s nice to meet you sir,” said Greg.  He seemed a bit overeager to me.  “Wait, your name is Toro?”
 
   “That’s right,” said the Alpha with a broad grin.  “But people call me T.”
 
   Greg had to struggle to keep from laughing.  “But, you know that Toro means ‘bull’ in Spanish, right?”
 
   “Sure, man, sure,” said T agreeably.  I noticed that he didn’t bother unhanding our wives and that Cindy seemed particularly comfortable with his massive limb wrapped around her.  I saw him rubbing her hip absently and I felt jealousy flare within me.
 
   “So your name is actually Bull, that’s so ironic,” giggled Greg.
 
   “Why is that ironic?” I asked, confused.
 
   “Nevermind, Sidney, nevermind, you wouldn’t understand,” said Tara.  She seemed a bit dismissive and I made a mental note to look up secret meanings of the word “bull” on the internet later.
 
   “I don’t get it either,” piped up my wife.
 
   “Oh, don’t worry, you will get it, honey,” Tara told her with a significant grin.
 
   Greg laughed.  “Yeah, you might even get it later on tonight if you are lucky.”
 
   “Oh, shit, you people crazy,” laughed T, catching on to the joke that Cindy and I still didn’t understand.  “What you drinking?  Lemme have some of that wine,” he said.  It didn’t sound rude, he just seemed to think he was entitled to some of our wine, just as he was entitled to keep his thick arm wrapped around my wife.
 
   “Oh, I’ll get you some Mr. T,” said my wife.  And my wife diligently rushed out from T’s embrace to serve him.  
 
   “I like how she call me mister,” T told me with a grin.
 
   Cindy bent over to reach the wine and T tilted his head as he eyed her behind.
 
   “Oh naw, you should know better than to bend over in front of T with that booty, girl,” said the big man.
 
   “Why, what are you going to do?” my wife asked him.  She looked at him with perfect innocence as she bent down low over the table and shook her bum back and forth at him.
 
   “Oh you want to play, huh?  Right in front of your husband too?” laughed T.  “Hold on a minute, Tara, I’m bout to get myself in trouble with the hubby right now.”  He released Tara from his grip and slapped his hands together, licking his lips as he stared fixedly at my wife’s plump rump.
 
   “Oh, you don’t have to worry about that beta,” said Tara under her breath.
 
   “What you talkin’ bout beta?” asked T as he lined up behind my wife, grabbing her by the hips as she cackled with laughter.
 
   “Cindy’s hubby is a beta,” explained Tara as T started grinding his crotch against my wife’s bottom.
 
   “I don’t know what beta is,” he told me simply as he did the grind with my wife and she gasped for breath, unable to avoid his aggressive advances as he pinned her against the table.  “I’m sorry man, does it bother when I do this to your wife?”
 
   “Yeah, I mean of course,” I choked, barely able to talk.  I could feel my armpits getting soaked with sweat.  This guy was like a bulldozer, horsing around with my wife in this lewd way and she obviously loved every minute of it.  “I mean, that’s like.  Not really proper you know.  I mean. You know.”
 
   “It’s just a dance, man,” he told me.  He looked me straight in the eye as he thrust his pelvis against my wife’s rear end over and over.  Her face was beet red and tears were running down her cheeks she was so hysterical with laughter.  “It’s a black thing.  You ain’t racist is you?”
 
   “I, what? No of course not, I mean, I’m very liberal.  I’m for Sanders,” I tugged desperately at my tie.  I was really beside myself and I didn’t know what to say.
 
   “Oh, I think I see what a beta is now,” T said, turning to Tara as he released my wife and stood up straight, stretching casually.  A huge lump had formed in his sweat pants.  The way it stuck out so conspicuously was grotesque, and yet he seemed completely unfazed by it.  
 
   The waitress stopped by and gazed at his bulge with interest.  “Can I get you anything?  My number?”
 
   “Oh, wazzup, baby?” said T, smiling at the girl.
 
   “Just another glass, thanks hun,” said Tara getting between T and the server.
 
   “Oh yeah, Cindy was serving me some wine.  Where’s my wine, Cindy?” asked T playfully.
 
   My wife was still strewn on the table.  She patted her cheeks dry with a napkin.
 
   “I was trying to serve you Mr. T, but you ravished me from behind and now I’m all hot and bothered,” said my wife.  She looked at me with a devilish little grin.  “And my negligent husband just sat by and watched you molest me without raising so much as a finger.”
 
   “But, but, what could I do?” I asked.  I knew she was just kidding, but I felt the need to defend myself.
 
   “Oh, he won’t do shit, Tara say he a beta or something,” said T.  He looked at me impassively as he said it.   He didn’t seem malicious, he was just stating a fact as he saw it.
 
   “My husband’s a beta too,” said Tara, slipping herself back under his arm.  I noticed her glancing surreptitiously at T’s huge dong pushing out the front of his sweatpants like a tent pole.  
 
   The server came over and brushed against T’s boner with her hand as she put another glass on the table.
 
   “You like that?” he asked her with a laugh.
 
   “Definitely,” said the server.  “I get off at 10.”
 
   “Huh,” said T noncommittally.  Tara shot daggers at the much younger woman, who I found sort of cute, but without much of a body.
 
   Cindy quickly grabbed the glass and poured T’s wine.  When she turned to hand it to him, she noticed his priapic lump for the first time.
 
   “Oh wow,” said my wife handing T his drink.
 
   “What?” he asked her.  “Why all these bitches be checking out T’s junk?”
 
   “Looks good to me,” muttered the server.
 
   “Ah, we are fine for now, dear,” said Tara to the young woman.  She made a dismissive shooing motion.  “We will call you when we need you.”
 
   “Very good, ma’am,” replied the girl sarcastically, making a curtsey before departing.
 
   “What have you got there, Mr. T?” Asked my wife, feigning innocence as her eyes locked on T’s impressive junk.
 
   “I show you later,” he said adjusting himself rudely while the wives watched with fascination.  T paid them no mind and took a loud slurp of wine.  He smacked his lips loudly.  “Mmm, dat good.”  Once T had gotten his cock under control he looked over at Greg and I.  “What a beta Sidney?  You like a fag or something?”
 
   “Certainly not, Sidney and I are married,” gasped Cindy in shock.
 
   “Wouldn’t be the first time some queer got hisself a woman,” said T with a shrug.  He finished his wine with a second huge gulp and smacked his lips even louder, which I found infuriating.  “Damn, that wine real good, pour me another baby.”
 
   “A beta isn’t necessarily gay,” admitted Tara.
 
   “We just aren’t as dominant as some guys,” said Greg.  He was trying to control his excitement, but his foot was tapping nervously under the table as my wife obediently refilled the alpha’s glass.
 
   “I don’t actually think I’m a beta,” I objected.
 
   “Sidney is very manly in fact,” agreed my wife, nodding her head.  But I noticed that she stayed by T’s side and didn’t rejoin me at the table.
 
   “For real?” asked T.  He seemed genuinely skeptical of that.
 
   “Let’s be serious,” scoffed Tara.  “Sidney, when was the last situation you entered where everyone naturally deferred to you as the leader?”
 
   “Oh Damn!” Laughed T.  Then he noticed my hurt expression.  “Yeah, bro, that’s hard to picture.  Gotta admit it.”
 
   “You know I read a study recently that showed that the person who was most influential at any business meeting was the one who could lift the most weight.  Basically the physically strongest person in any group has the most influence,” offered Greg.
 
   “Well I’m the strongest one here,” said T.  And he suddenly snatched up my wife in his arms and spun her around.  I was so startled by his quickness that I spilled my wine down the front of my dress shirt, surely ruining it.  For her part, Cindy squealed with delight as T spun her around like a ragdoll.  My wife is a pretty big girl but he hefted her as though she weighed nothing at all.  I had to admit that it was an impressive display of strength. He even lifted her above his head at one point, grinning down at me like a huge barbarian absconding with my wife.  I sat there miserable with my ruined shirt and watched as Tara and Greg clapped their hands and my wife shrieked with glee.  Even the other bar patrons took notice and there was general laughter.
 
   Finally T put my wife down and he hadn’t even broken a sweat.  But the roughhousing had torn the remaining buttons off of Cindy’s blouse and she cried out when she noticed that her top was hanging completely open, totally exposing her bra.
 
   “T, you torn my shirt with your display of manly strength,” said my wife. 
 
   “Oh, yeah?  Good!  Let me see,” he said, totally unfazed.
 
   Cindy looked back over her shoulder at me biting her lip as she judged how far to go.  She must have seen something in my face that gave her confidence, because she turned back to T and opened her torn shirt wide, flashing her chest at him.
 
   He reached out to grab a hold of those big luscious knockers, but she was too quick for him and pulled away.
 
   “Hey, don’t be naughty.  You can’t fondle my bosoms in front a bar full of people,” cried my wife.
 
   “Well, let’s go back to your place and do it there then,” said T.  My pulse quickened as the big alpha male started throwing his weight around.  Greg and Tara both seemed excited by the idea.
 
   “What about my husband?” asked Cindy.  She twisted her hands in front of herself bashfully.
 
   “He a beta, we do what I say, I’m the strong one,” said T.  he looked me right in the eye and I honestly quailed before him.  I just couldn’t meet his gaze.  “You heard me, Sidney?”
 
   “I mean I heard you but, I don’t know what you expect me to be, I mean to say,” I stammered.
 
   “I don’t expect you to say shit,” said T with a dismissive wave of his hand.  “I’m coming over to your house.  I hope you got more of that good wine.”
 
   “I mean I guess you can come over, but I don’t like this talk about grabbing my wife’s boobs,” I whined.
 
   “Do you have wine or not?” He demanded.
 
   “Uh, maybe not such a good bottle as this cabernet,” I said, grabbing the bottle and examining the label.  “But I’m sure we have something decent.”
 
   “Sidney, what happened to your shirt?” Asked my wife. She just noticed how ruined it was.
 
   “I guess I got started when Mr. Alpha Man grabbed you like that,” I admitted.
 
   “Well, it’s settled then, we have to go home now.  Both of our shirts are ruined, we have to go home and change.”
 
   “Right, I guess that’s right,” I said blearily.
 
   “And Mr.T is coming along of course,” she added.  She looked at T with a gaze of adoration that made my stomach flip,
 
   “Um, ok?” I said half-heartedly.
 
   “I hope you don’t mind if Greg and I tag along dear?” asked Tara, gripping T’s arm tightly.
 
   “Oh no, you are more than welcome,” said my wife.  And I was sort of relieved then.  I figured nothing too crazy would happen between T and my wife if our friends came along.  Little did I know, fool that I was.
 
   We were all too drunk to drive, so we took an Uber back to my house and I was pretty annoyed when my wife decided to sit on T’s lap when there wasn’t quite enough room for everyone in the back seat.  I was sitting in front and my wife kept giggling and whispering as she and T struggled behind me.  I kept trying to crane my neck to see what they were doing but it was too dark to see.
 
   “What are you guys doing back there?” I asked my wife nervously.
 
   “Mr. T is being terribly naughty, honey,” admitted my wife.  “He keeps tickling me.”
 
   There was more rustling and giggling and Greg and Tara broke out laughing at my wife gave a sharp cry of surprise.
 
   “Holy shit, what ARE you guys doing?” I demanded.
 
   “Mr. T unsnapped my bra, honey.  Here, can you hold this for me?”  And then my sweet innocent little wife’s hand emerged between the seats as she handed me her bra.   The Indian driver looked down as I took it numbly.
 
   “Wow, are you people swingers or what?  That’s so freaky!” he exclaimed.
 
   “I hope we aren’t becoming swingers,” I said to my wife.
 
   “I promise, I’m holding my shirt tightly closed,” said my wife with a prim tone of voice.  “I’m putting up a stiff defense.”
 
   T muttered something and my wife made some soft mewing sounds which I didn’t like the sound of. There was more rustling and Greg and Tara were whispering excitedly.
 
   “That doesn’t sound like a strong defense, Cindy,” I admonished.  I tried craning my neck around again but it was hard to see what was going on back there.
 
   Cindy just started giggling and didn’t respond.  I was starting to get really angry when we finally pulled up in front of our house.
 
   As soon as the car stopped, my wife leapt out of the car, and she ran up the sidewalk with T in hot pursuit.  She even let her shirt fall open as she ran which made my gut roil as she was  bare chested under that buttonless shirt.  
 
   “Your wife is really slutty,” said the Indian driver as I got out of the car.  But he said it like a compliment.
 
   Greg and Tara walked up to the house together.  The front door was wide open and T had my wife pinned up against the wall in the hallway when we came in, his face close to hers, looking her right in the eye.  I noticed she was being a bit lax with holding her shirt closed and I could see the edge of one of her nipples.
 
   “Um, ok, this is too weird you guys,” I said.  “Cindy, your shirt is half open.  You need to go change your clothes.”
 
   “That’s right, she gonna change, Sidney,” T told me.  “I’m just telling her what she gonna wear for me.”
 
   “What do you mean for you?” I asked.
 
   “I want her to put on something real sexy,” he told me.  “Hey, what about that wine?”
 
   “More wine!” agreed Greg.  “Come on, buddy, let’s break out the vino.”
 
   “Yeah, take T and feed him some wine,” chirped my wife.  “Tara, you come and help me dress nice for Mr. T.”
 
   “Naw, I”m coming to watch you change,” said T, as he started to follow my wife and her friend.
 
   “Now now, Mr. T, we have our limits,” said my wife.  “That wouldn’t be proper.”
 
   “Yeah, slow down just a little bit, there stud, you will bag your prey in the end.  But you gotta go one step at a time,” said Tara, trying to push T back.  He probably would have pushed right past her and forced his way into our bedroom to watch Cindy change if Greg hadn’t chimed in.
 
   “We’ve got some of that delicious wine for you, T, come on and let the girls get changed for you,” said Greg.
 
   T relented reluctantly and joined Greg and I in the living room.
 
   “Damn, playa, you pullin’ in some dough, huh?” said T, admiring our furnishings.
 
   “I’m doing alright,” I said modestly.  It felt good to be able to one-up the big alpha man at something.
 
   “Yeah, you stylin’.   Big house, hot wife with big old titties.  You doin’ good, brutha,” he said magnanimously as he spread himself out on our leather chesterfield.
 
   “I think Tara is getting changed into something sexy too, T,” said Greg, handing the alpha a huge glass of red wine.
 
   “Yeah, you can keep Tara, cuz,” laughed T, taking an obnoxiously big gulp of wine and making that lip smack sound that I hated so much.  “Bitch got no booty, no titties.”
 
   “She’s got a little bit of ass,” I objected.
 
   Greg looked at me in surprise.  “You like Tara’s ass, Sid?”
 
   “I wouldn’t kick her out of bed for eating crackers,” I admitted, smiling into my wine.
 
   “Dat’s fine.  You can do the dark skinny one while I fuck the fat blonde one,” said T wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.
 
   “Um, T, I think you are drunk.  The blonde on is my wife and the dark one is Greg’s wife,” I said with a nervous chuckle.
 
   “Cuz, you mistaken me for a brotha that gives a shit about who married who,” laughed T.  “I’m fucking the blonde one.”
 
   “Which blonde one?” asked my wife, as she and Tara came back into the room together.
 
   Cindy had chosen a sexy black cocktail dress and some black stockings.  She looked nice but I was relieved that she had put a bra on and was basically fully clothed.  Tara on the other hand was getting a bit wild and had shed her pantsuit entirely and had come out in her bra, panties and stockings.  I had to admit, I was growing erect from seeing her like that but T wasn’t amused.
 
   “You the blonde one I’m talking about,” said T pointing at my wife.  “So how come you all dressed and the skinny bitch be the one gettin’ naked?”
 
   Tara pouted cutely and strutted over to stand in front of T.  “Oh, baby, don’t you like this outfit?”  Greg was licking his lips and watching with rapt attention as his wife offered herself to the big black man.
 
   “Nah, baby, go rub up on beta number two over there.  He the one wanna tap that ass, not me,” said T.  “Now Cindy, get your ass over here.”
 
   “Wait, what?” asked Tara, turning to look at me with a strange expression.  “Who’s beta number two? You, Sidney?”
 
   “I, that’s, I mean, I didn’t,” I held my hands up in front of me defensively.
 
   “He said he liked your ass,” said Greg with a smug little grin.
 
   “Sidney, have you been looking at Tara’s ass?” laughed my wife.  “Why you little dickens.”
 
   “This is an interesting development,” said Tara turning and walking toward me purposefully.  I felt terribly embarrassed, but also deeply aroused, and I couldn’t help looking Greg’s wife up and down as she approached me, baring her lithe figure in her sexy lingerie.  She came up to me and pushed me forcefully onto a chair and I flopped down, barely keeping from spilling my wine on myself again.  “Look little boy.  You aren’t man enough for this ass, you hear me?” she said.
 
   “Yes, yes, I know,” I whimpered.  Tara was really being intense.  But then she turned and bent over sticking her tight round little butt right in my face.  “Look at that ass, that ass isn’t for you,” she said.
 
   “Wow, is that some kind of dominatrix thing?” asked my wife, watching with interest.
 
   “Pish, fuck that bullshit, Cindy, let your scrawny friend fuck with your husband.  Who cares? You go take those clothes off, I told you to put on something sexy,” demanded T.
 
   “I think my fucking brain is going to explode,” chattered Greg.  “I can’t tell whether to watch my wife get all D&B with my pal or to watch the big alpha male bed the submissive Cindy.”
 
   “You and I can watch T work on Cindy, Sidney will be left with my ass in his face,” said Tara sternly.
 
   “That actually, um, I can live with the ass in the face part,” I said, reaching down to squeeze my penis as I contemplated Tara’s ass, barely covered by her skimpy black panties.  This was pretty freaky.  I could get into being dominated by Tara, but I did not  want my wife to get dominated by T.
 
   She was trying to defend her choice of clothes to him.  “But Mr. T, don’t you think this is a nice dress?” She asked.  She ran her hands down the sides of her hips and then cupped them under her boobs.
 
   “Shit maybe if I hadn’t already played with your titties in the car, I would like that shit, but we beyond that now,” said T.  “You can wear that next time we go out.”
 
   “Hold on, who played with what in the car?” I asked, and I made an attempt to get out of the chair.  But Tara literally popped her butt back and hit me in the face with it, knocking me back into my chair.  I must say, it was a pretty pleasurable way to be constrained.  But I was unhappy about this titty play in the car that was hearing about.
 
   “I swear that Mr. T never touched my chest, honey,” my wife told me earnestly.
 
   “Oh no, no, we were right there, we would have seen it,” said Greg.  But he was utterly disingenuous about it and I didn’t think I believed him.
 
   “Look, what you got on under that dress?” demanded T.  “Just take it off.”
 
   “What, right here?” asked my wife.
 
   “Sure, scrawny over there got half naked, why don’t you?”
 
   “I’m feeling a little bashful,” she admitted.
 
   “Ima be bashing you with my dick pretty soon, baby, but you gotta show me some skin,” said T.
 
   “Dick bashing doesn’t sound too good,” I opined.
 
   “Um, I guess I have a slip on under here,” said Cindy.
 
   “Let’s see it.”
 
   “Honey, I’m just going to take my dress off for Mr. T now, ok?” my wife asked me sweetly.  “He’s really being insistent.”
 
   “Cindy, he’s clearly saying that he wants to fuck you,” I said.  “Do you think it’s a good idea to get undressed in front of him?”
 
   “Um, yes?” said my wife hesitantly.
 
   “Why are you even talking, beta?  Stick you nose up scrawny’s but and let me do my thing in peace,” snapped T.
 
   “Don’t you dare,” whispered Tara.  “You aren’t good enough to sniff my ass.”  But then she sort of pulled her panties into her butt crack making them like a thong and I got a nice view of her pert round butt cheeks.  I almost didn’t notice my wife taking her dress off while Greg and T looked on.
 
   “Yeah, that’s right, take that shit off,” commanded T.  “And get that bra off, I pulled that off you earlier for a reason, woman.”
 
   “What was the reason, Mr. T?” asked my wife as she stood in her slip before him.  Her slip was just the thinnest possible silk and it barely covered her crotch.  In fact, it didn’t even reach to the top of her thigh-high stockings and a thin strip of bare thigh was visible above her stocking tops which never failed to drive me mad with lust.
 
   T was distracted by the sight of my wife’s curvy figure, and he didn’t answer as my wife struggled to remove her bra without pulling down the straps of her slip and revealing her big boobs.  He ran his eyes hungrily up and down her body as she dropped her bra to the floor and adjusted herself to keep her jiggling breasts from slipping out of the low cut top of her slip.
 
   Suddenly T remembered the question as my wife’s breasts danced and bounced before him.  “You get that bra off cause T wants them titties,” he grunted with satisfaction.  
 
   “Oh boy,” I moaned. I was really feeling worried at this point.  It was starting to seem like my wife was going to get used by this big alpha black man, and there was nothing I could do.  I consoled myself with the lovely view of Tara’s bum as she stood with her back to me, still blocking my exit from the chair where I sat.  My erection was in full effect and I squeezed it secretly since no one was looking at me.
 
   T looked down and noticed that his glass was empty.  “And I need more wine.”
 
   Cindy was about to jump to serve him, but he held up a hand.  “Naw, I want you here with me.  I’m about to work on this body.   Beta one, you go grab it.  Yo wife busy showing yo buddy what kind of ass she got,”  T looked over at Tara and I.  “Looks like she giving him a nice long look!”
 
   While Greg docilely ran to pour T more wine, Cindy noticed Tara and I too.  “Tara, you are being so bad.  What’s gotten into you?” asked my wife.
 
   Tara just shrugged and wiggled her ass for me.  “I dunno sweety.  I guess I’m feeling horny but with T focused on you and Greg being such a limp dick, I decided to try my luck at playing dom with your husband to see how it goes.”
 
   “It’s sort of hot,” admitted my wife. She wrinkled her nose in a friendly smile at her pal.  “How far are you going to go?”
 
   “How far are you going to go?” rejoined Tara.
 
   “She goin’ ALL the way,” interjected T.  “Quit yapping with your girlfriend, baby.  We got some bidness to attend to here.”
 
   “Sorry, Mr. T,” said my wife.  “What are we doing now?  I took my bra off for you already,” said my wife and she cupped her unruly boobs in her hands to show T how big they were.
 
   “Come stand right here, Ima inspect the merchandise,” said T.  But first he took another big slug of wine and smacked his lips again.  That lip smacking annoyed as much as anything.
 
   My wife moved closer to where T sat on the couch and he leaned forward so he could reach her.  He started by encircling my wife’s ankles in each of his massive paws.  “Damn them skinny ankles,” he said.  My wife just giggled and I watched with my mouth open as T slowly slid his hands up to her shapely calves.  “Mmm, hmm, good meat on these,” he said as he squeezed one calf in each hand.
 
   “I’m glad you like them,” said my wife.  Her face was becoming more flushed with excitement and her breath was coming quicker.
 
   “I like em with some meat on their bones,” T told me.
 
   Tara looked down at her own thin legs self-consciously.  But I was enjoying the sight of her stocking clad legs so close I could touch them, so I didn’t complain.
 
   “I like Tara’s legs, they are nice,” I offered in a low voice.  I was feeling bashful and was worried she would berate me.  So I was surprised when she looked down at me, her eyes bright with lust from the sight of T manhandling my woman.
 
   “You may touch my legs, beta,” she said huskily.  “But not my ass, that is not for the likes of you.”
 
   “Um, thank you, Tara,” I said looking at my wife with concern.  But she just raised her eyebrows at me so I went ahead and started mimicking T.  I didn’t even think to ask for Greg’s approval, but he was standing by, watching with zeal.  First I grabbed Tara’s ankles which were even thinner than my own wife’s.  Then I slid my hands up to her slim calves.  I liked the feel of her smooth nylons under my hands, and my erection was  getting painful.
 
   Meanwhile, across the room, T was stroking the front of my wife’s thighs lightly.  “Mmm, hmm, good, good,” he said. Her thighs were too thick for him to encircle with one hand so he focused in on just one thigh and wrapped both of his meaty palms around it.
 
   “Oh my,” gasped my wife putting one knuckle in her mouth as the big black man kneaded and massaged her thigh between his hands.
 
   “Dat good,” he said.  T was grunting with pleasure as he squeezed first one of my wife’s thighs then the other.  My wife’s breath was coming faster and faster and she was clearly getting really aroused.
 
   “Wow, Alpha Man is really feeling up your wife pretty aggressively, there buddy,” said Greg.  He noticed that I had paused with my hands on Tara’s calves.  “Why don’t you move up to Tara’s thighs?  She already gave you permission.”
 
   “You like that, huh?  Watching another man feel up your wife?” Tara asked him with a smirk.
 
   “Oh yeah,” replied Greg.  He had no compunction about it at all.
 
   “You may proceed,” Tara told me severely.  “But stay away from the forbidden area.”
 
   Cindy had started to moan with pleasure from T’s fondling, but she giggled at Tara’s dominating tone.
 
   “Yes mistress Tara,” I said, playing along.  I slid my own hands up Tara’s thighs, much thinner than my wife’s and tried to imitate T by kneading and massaging first one then the other between my hands.  Tara really had a tight, muscular body, and her thighs were no exception.  I slid my hands gleefully around her slippery stockinged thighs right up to the stocking tops.  I licked my lips as I gazed at Tara’s sweet ass before me while I rubbed her thighs.  
 
   I looked over and saw T going up even further and touching the tender skin of of my wife’s inner thighs above her stockings.  Cindy was practically panting with lust at that point.  But when T pushed his hand up even further between her legs, up under her slip she cried out and grabbed his hand.
 
   “No Mr. T, no, you mustn’t,” she pleaded with him.  “I’m not ready for you to touch me there.  I’m too nervous.  Go slow.”
 
   “Shit baby, I barely touched your cooch, don’t freak out now,” said T.  “But that’s cool, that’s cool, let’s take it slow, we got plenty of time, plenty of wine.”  And T took his hands off my wife for a moment so that he could grab his drink.
 
   Cindy breathed a sigh of relief and fanned herself while she looked over at me feeling up Tara’s thighs.  “Wow, look at you going to town on Tara’s sexy legs, Sidney.  I don’t feel so guilty for letting Mr.T touch me now.”
 
   “Um, yeah,” I said awkwardly.  This felt weird having my wife watch me feel up her friend.
 
   “And I think Tara’s starting to get a little excited,” observed my wife.
 
   “Oh, she definitely is,” agreed Greg with relish.  “I can tell.”
 
   “Pish, that beta down there can’t do much for me.  But I’ll let him enjoy my legs if he likes,” she said. But I could hear a tightness in her voice.
 
   I decided to test  her a bit, and really, test myself as well, to see if I had the nerve, so I moved my own hands even higher up her thighs to that tender exposed inner thigh above her stockings.  Just stroking gently, and I heard Tara catch her breath.  Greg chortled lewdly as he watched, and even T seemed interested for a moment.  Cindy just smiled so I pushed my luck even further and started rubbing one finger against Tara’s labia.  She gasped  and gave a start, but didn’t bat my hand away.
 
   “You are not to touch me there.  My pussy is forbidden to a weakling like you,” she commanded.  But her voice sounded my weaker now.
 
   “Are you sure?” I asked, feeling like a real alpha male for a second while I continued to explore Tara’s vaginal lips, my finger tracing up along the outside of her panties until I found her clit.
 
   ‘Yes, forbidden to you worm,” she gasped.  She still didn’t slap my hand away, but I relented, feeling pretty proud of myself, and I pulled my finger away.
 
   Tara collected herself for a moment before turning and bending down to grab my chin in her hand fiercely.  “You are not to touch my vagina with your finger again, do you understand, wimp?  My pussy and my ass are reserved for real men.”  But her eyes were flashing with lust, and her breathing was ragged.
 
   “I understand Tara,” I said, meeting her gaze.
 
   “This is so hot,” giggled Greg, pouring out yet more wine for everyone.
 
   “You are making me jealous, fingering my best friend like that, Sidney,” said my wife.  “I think I like it.  Maybe you aren’t such a beta after all.”
 
   “Naw, he a beta fo sho,” said T dismissively.  “He gonna watch his own woman get fucked pretty soon. You take them panties off now, Cindy.”
 
   “Oh, no, Mr. T,” balked my wife.  “I don’t think I’m ready.”
 
   “Bitch, you gotta take them off at some point, you know,” he said in a high pitched voice.  “Why you playin’?”
 
   “My poor husband is sitting right there, Mr. T,” objected my wife.  I could tell she was genuinely conflicted.
 
   “Ha, so if I wasn’t sitting here, then you would have no trouble complying and just stripping naked for him?” I asked, feeling a burn of jealousy.  Though really, being allowed to feel up Tara and look at her ass really took the edge off my anger.  If I had to watch my wife get molested by a big black man, Tara served as quite a sexy little consolation prize I must admit.  I even enjoyed playing this domination game with her.
 
   Cindy squirmed at my accusation.  “Honey, no, of course not.  That’s not what I meant.  I like playing with Mr. T.  But taking off my panties is going too far.”
 
   “You took your shirt off,” I countered.
 
   “He broke my buttons all off,” she insisted.
 
   “What about when he pulled your bra off and felt up your boobs in the car?”
 
   “That’s not, that didn’t happen,” she lied.  “I mean, sure, yes, he pulled my bra off.” She turned to look at the big black man affectionately.  “Because he is very, very naughty.  But I didn’t allow him to touch my breasts.  And um, I’m not ready to take my panties off for him either.”
 
   “Damn you cold, woman,” laughed T.  “I just wanna see dat booty.  What’s wrong with that?”
 
   “I know, I know.  How about if Tara and Cindy both take their panties off?” Suggested Greg.  His eyes were bright with excitement and he had his own bulge going in his pants by this point.
 
   “Greg, you little perverted bitch,” laughed his wife.  “Are you desperate to be a cuckold?”
 
   “Not at all,” lied Greg.  “But Cindy can feel less guilty about giving T what he wants if you gave Sidney a little thrill.  Be a friend to her why don’t you? You know she wants to take it to the next level.”
 
   “Hmm,” said Tara, stroking her chin and looking down at me.  “I guess I can show this pathetic worm my pussy since he isn’t allow to touch it anyway.  What do you say, Cindy?”
 
   My wife looked at her friend for a moment, as the two women sized each other up.  I suddenly realized that there was some sort of power play going on between them.  Tara was jealous that T had no interest in herself and was trying to get even by teasing her friend’s husband.  But really the entire game gave Cindy license to play more seriously with her big alpha lover.  It didn’t take my wife long to realize that it was good deal.  
 
   “Well, Ok,” said Cindy.  But she seemed to be feigning hesitation, and I felt a pang as her panties quickly dropped to the floor.  Her slip barely covered her crotch, and I could already see the bottoms of her ass cheeks from where I sat.
 
   “Ok beta boy, get ready for a thrill,” said Tara, and she turned to face me as she slipped her own panties off.  I gulped when I got a view of her dark, well trimmed bush, but she went even further hopping up on the arm of the chair I was sitting in, and spreading her legs so that her open vagina was practically into my face.  She was clean, but her pussy was so close to my face, I could smell her subtle scent and my mouth was watering as I contemplated her pink lips hanging down just inches from my mouth.
 
   “Whoa,” said Greg.  “This is too much for me.  I have to start masturbating now.”  And Tara’s husband unceremoniously unzipped his fly and pulled out a fairly unimpressive hardon which he proceeded to jerk with abandon.
 
   Tara grabbed me by the hair and jerked my head back gently.  I was forced to look up at her as she loomed above me.  “Remember, loser, you are not allowed to touch my pussy with your finger.  And my ass is off limits too.”  She released my  head and I returned my attention to her crotch which was right before my face.
 
   With my finger?  Did that mean I could touch her pussy with my tongue? I wondered.
 
   T interrupted my reverie with a raucous laugh.  “Man that skinny bitch a freak.  This shit crazy.  Ok, now Cindy, turn around and let T get a load of dat ass.”
 
   “Um, Ok,” agreed my wife.  She seemed a little bashful.  It had probably been twenty years since she offered her bare ass to another man.  She turned around to face away from T as he sprawled on the couch, but she pulled her slip down in back, futilely trying to cover her rear.
 
   “Naw, naw, lift that up, don’t pull it down,” commanded T.  “And bend over, let me see that junk in yo trunk.”
 
   “Oh jeez,” said my wife, hesitating.  She looked over and saw Tara with her twat in my face, but that still didn’t inspire her to bend over for T.
 
   “Ooh, you scared now, huh?” Asked T.  “That’s good.  That make it hotter.  Try this.  Just lift it up real real slow like.  Can you do that for T?”
 
   My wife sighed. “Oh boy, yes, I think I can,” she said.  And little by little, very slowly, my pretty little wife lifted the back of her slip up exposing her round white butt cheeks inch by inch.  T’s boner tent was back in full effect and he stroked the lump in his sweatpants without the slightest compunction.  “How’s that, Mr. T?  Do you like my bottom?” Asked my wife sweetly which practically broke my heart, even though I had another woman’s cunt in my face.
 
   “Oh yeah, dat ass is fine, woman.  Real fine.  Now bend over.”
 
   My wife complied, bending over at the waist so that T could get a better look at her ass while T squeezed his massive dong through his sweatpants.  Greg was fapping away as he watched, his face slick with sweat.  And I felt a little jealous that I wasn’t confident enough to touch myself like that, because my own phallus was painfully erect.
 
   “Ohh, I can see that pussy all swole up, spread your lips and show me the pink,” said T.
 
   “No!” giggled my wife.  “Don’t be bad, Mr. T!”  And she modestly covered her pussy with her hand even as she bent over to let him ogle her ass.
 
   T said nothing and just reached out to fondle my wife’s bare ass cheeks with one hand while he grappled his boner with the other.
 
   My wife squealed with surprise and spun around.  She shook a finger at T to scold him.  “You are being very bad.  Bad man.  Wow, wait, are you touching your penis?”
 
   “Yeah, you want some of this?” Asked T with a smile.  He pinched the outline of his member through his sweatpants and my wife was clearly impressed.
 
   “Wow, it’s big,” she said.
 
   “It’ll fit, don’t worry,” he told her with a lewd grin. “I’ll go slow.”
 
   “Fit where, Mr. T?” asked my wife, putting one finger in her mouth.  She liked to play stupid during sex sometimes.  It was pretty hot to watch her doing it with another man.
 
   “I’m going fit this junk right up inside your pussy,” he told her.  He was really drunk and horny at this point, and he seemed like he was barely restraining himself from grabbing my wife and throwing her down and fucking her right on the floor.
 
   “Oh, no, I never go all the way on the first date,” said my wife, looking at T’s huge bulge while she licked her lips.  “In fact, we haven’t even been on our first date yet.  So you are going to have to wait a while before trying to fit that big thing inside me.”  She took a playful step back and started to run away, but drunk as he was, T was still too fast for my wife and he caught her before she got halfway to the hall.  Cindy squealed  and laughed as T spun her around like a ragdoll again and we all got to see my wife’s vagina as her legs went kicking in all directions.
 
   He held her upside down for a minute, fully exposing her crotch and he asked her.  “You want me to take you into the bedroom, or should I do you out here on the couch so your husband can watch?”
 
   “The couch, the couch,” gasped my wife, unable to breath from all the laughter and the struggling.
 
   T flipped my wife down onto the couch and pounced upon her like a wild animal.  There was a brief struggle in which my wife wife thrashed and kicked, laughing all the time.  T quickly overpowered my little wife and soon he had her on her back with both wrists pinned above her head in one of his massive fists, leaving his other hand free.  He was between her legs which were splayed to either side of him, and his crotch was pressed against her naked cunt.
 
   My wife’s face was flushed and sweaty from the struggle and she looked up at T with a gaze of pure admiration that gave me a painful twinge in the ego.   “Wow, you are a real alpha male, you just take what you want don’t you?”
 
   “You know you want it too, you just playin’,” said T casually as he pressed his big boner against my wife’s vagina.
 
   “Oh my god, I feel that,” she moaned, angling her pelvis up to meet him urgently.  “You are so hard you are practically pushing inside me, sweatpants and all.”
 
   “Don’t worry, I’ll pull the pants off pretty soon,” he assured her.  “First lemme get some more titty action.  Them’s good titties,”  And T casually pulled the top of my wife’s flimsy slip down with his free hand, allowing her big knockers to come spilling out.
 
   “Wow,” said Greg, getting a little closer so he could admire my wife’s bare bosom.
 
   “Those are outstanding,” sighed Tara, slipping one hand between her legs so she could finger herself while watching T take ownership of my wife.
 
   “Oh my gosh, you guys, don’t watch this part,” panted my wife as T buried his face playfully in my wife’s chest, slurping on each nipple until both were pink and erect.  He dry humped her the whole time until she was practically whimpering with lust and even our sturdy chesterfield started to creak from his exertion.
 
   “Which one her hubby?” Asked T raising his head blearily from feasting on my wife’s ample bust.
 
   I raised my hand in embarrassment. 
 
   “Man, you wife got titties for days, cuz,” he laughed.  “Watch this though.  I got something for her.”  And T slipped his sweatpants right down, exposing his black round ass.  His massive phallus came leaping out, standing stiffly at attention, and both Cindy and Tara gasped when they saw it.
 
   “That’s a lot of meat,” murmured Tara, fingering herself just inches from my face.  I could see her fingers slick with her juices.
 
   T pulled himself up and pushed my wife down until he was pinning her arms down with his knees.  He guided the head of his prick down toward my wife’s mouth.  I don’t know how long it was, but it was much thicker and longer than my own dick, and I wasn’t so poorly hung as Greg.  It was also veiny and uncut and my wife stared at it hungrily.
 
   “Lick on that shit,” T commanded, and my wife didn’t need to be told twice.  She glanced over at me guiltily as she started lapping at the shaft of T’s huge cock with her little pink tongue.  He tilted himself up so he could wedge the head into my wife’s mouth, and she nearly gagged, but after a moment she recovered and started sucking fitfully on the massive dong while he worked it in and out, gently fucking my woman’s mouth while he kept her pinned down. 
 
   “Ok, that’s it,” I said, and I tested my luck by turning and sinking my face into Tara’s pussy.  She gasped and grabbed the back of my head, but she didn’t pull it away.  She pulled me closer as I greedily lapped up her tart juices.  I quickly found the nub of her clitoris and started flicking my tongue across it.
 
   “Oh yes, oh yes,” she panted. “You may service me.  You aren’t breaking the rule.  You didn’t use your finger.”
 
   “Do it, do it,” said Greg, running over to watch and jerk off before us.
 
   “Look at him honey, look!” demanded Tara.  “Looks like we found a beta with a little bit of initiative, and he’s eating your wife’s pussy all on his own.”
 
   “This is awesome,” giggled Greg.
 
   I was lost in the lust of cunnilingus for a while, egged on by T’s grunts of pleasure and my wife’s moans of lust as she slurped loudly and on his big black cock.
 
   “You may unzip now,” commanded Tara.  And I readily complied, unzipping my fly so that my own stiff penis came springing out.  “Hmm, not bad for a beta,” she commented, reaching down casually to start jerking my rod while I ate her out.  My dick was bigger than her husband’s at least, but I was no monster like T, of course.
 
   “Oh, yeah, suck them balls,” groaned T. I looked over to see him lowering his massive black hairy scrotum into my wife’s waiting mouth.  She could only fit one testicle in her mouth at a time but she serviced each one eagerly as best she could, sucking and licking them until they were slick with her saliva.  “Ok, that’s good, time to fuck,” said T with contentment, and he popped suddenly into a pushup position above my supine wife.  She spread her legs even wider, impatient to admit him.
 
   “Go slow,” pleaded my little wife, and the jealousy burned my soul as the big black alpha male impaled my lily white wife with his ebony spear of a cock.
 
   I had stopped licking Tara, and I watched with lead in my gut as he introduced first the head and then the shaft, inch by inch. Just as Tara predicted, he locked eyes with my pretty blonde wife as he violated her and she wriggled and whimpered beneath him.
 
   “Oh god you are big, I don’t know if I can take it all,” she mewed.  “But I want to try,” she added quickly.
 
   “You can do it baby, you can do it,” he told her encouragingly.  He had such a friendly tone of voice that I had to grimace with envy.
 
   “Ok, time for you to provide me with cock,” said Tara, and she straddled me deftly.  She opened her bra, exposing her tiny breasts and hard nipples and put her hands on my shoulders. “You are not to touch either my breasts or my buttocks in any way.  No hands no mouth.”  She commanded as she lowered herself down onto my yearning cock.  We both gasped as I entered her.  I was rock hard and she was tight and wet.  “Uh, wow, that’s... ooh,” she moaned as she started bouncing up and down on me.  She was losing her stern demeanor quickly as the lust overtook her, but I obeyed the rules and just gripped her by the waist to add more force to each downstroke.
 
   “Wow, Sid, I can’t believe you are actually fucking my wife,” said Greg.  
 
   “Oh, sorry, buddy,” I panted, only half aware of what I was saying.
 
   “Don’t be. This is so amazing.”
 
   Tara turned to the side slightly so that we both could watch T humping my woman while we fucked.  He was pumping away with abandon by this time, his black ass moving up and down like a piston between my wife’s snow white legs. She was crying out loudly and often.
 
   “Oh, god, oh god,” she screamed.
 
   “What’s my name?” He demanded.
 
   “Mr.T, Mr.T!” Shouted my wife. 
 
   “Who do you love?”
 
   “I love you, Mr.T.  I love Mr.T’s penis inside me,” she cried.
 
   “Oh that’s hot,” grunted Tara, and she fingered her clit briefly before shuddering with a massive orgasm.  I felt her tighten around me and I got ready to blow my load.
 
   “You aren’t to cum inside me,” she warned me, but her voice was weak now and I decided to take the initiative. 
 
   “Oh, yeah?” I asked.  “I’ll show you who is a beta.”  And I flagrantly gripped Tara’s pert butt cheeks in my hands, pinching them and squeezing them in delight as I emptied my load up inside Greg’s wife.
 
   “How dare you,” she gasped, slapping my face.  It was a sharp slap, but I just laughed and looked her in the eye as I worked her ass and shot a few last spurts inside.
 
   “I came inside you too,” I told her.
 
   “Oh, I know, I could feel it,” she said, suppressing a grin.  “You will be punished for disobeying me, I assure you.”
 
   “Honey, come on, I’m almost ready,” plead Greg, jerking himself with abandon.  It was funny to watch Tara drop her dom act in an instant to quickly climb off of my dick and drop to her knees before her husband so he could cum in her face.  He only emitted a few meager drops onto her lips, but he seemed satisfied and she sucked his penis for him to pull out anything that was left.
 
   Meanwhile, T was still working my wife.  He had flipped her onto her stomach and she had her ass in the air as he fucked her doggystyle.  He had his hands on her soft hips and he was pumping back and forth like a black pendulum while my wife chewed her knuckle and gazed at me blearily, lost in lust.  I realized she must have cum at least once by now considering how glassy her gaze was.  Finally, T reached climax himself.
 
   “Aww, that’s it, that’s it,” he groaned as he injected spurt after spurt of hot cum into my wife.  He released such a prodigious load that some of it came spilling out of my wife’s red cunt when he withdrew himself.  “Oh, shit, that’s some fine pussy,” he said.  He patted my wife’s ass affectionately while she lay there panting, her ass still in the air.
 
   “I came like three times,” she told him.
 
   “Sure you did, baby,” he said.  He headed off to the bathroom to clean up, his deflating meat swinging back and forth like an elephant trunk.
 
   “Next  time I might need to restrain you to prevent you from touching forbidden parts,” Tara told me as she buttoned up her bra and pulled her panties back on.
 
   “Next time?” I asked.
 
   “I hope there’s a next time,” said Greg.
 
   “Me too,” said my wife.  “But I need time to recover,” she said.  She rubbed her crotch ruefully.  “I’m gonna be sore tomorrow.”
 
   “But it will be a good kind of sore,” said Tara.
 
   “Oh, yes, the best,” agreed Cindy.  And I still felt jealous, even though I did get to fuck Tara while T fucked Cindy.
 
   T came back into the room after having washed his dick and the girls couldn’t take their eyes off it, even though it was practically soft at that point.  He paid them no mind and just put his pants back on.  Just then his phone rang.
 
   “Wazzup playa?” he said.  “Oh you know, just hanging with some white people….Yeah, you know me, cuz… Naw, man, her husband sat and watched the whole thing.   Shit crazy…. Out in Elmwood, near Berkeley…. Yeah, come get me.”  He checked his watch.  “There’s a bitch waiting tables at Lost in Found who is down for whatever, she getting off soon... Yeah, yeah, yeah…  Ok, peace.”
 
   “Wait, you are going to go pick up that floozy from the bar?” demanded my wife, raising herself on one elbow.  Her boobs were still flopping out of her slip and I found them distracting.
 
   ‘Sure, why not?” Shrugged T.  “You got more wine?”
 
   “More wine?  What about me?  What about us, what just happened here?” blubbered my wife.  Tears were coming to her eyes.
 
   “Bitch, you crazy.  We just fucked is all, and T want to go fuck some more.  That’s how I roll, baby.”
 
   Cindy started crying.  “But I thought, I thought this was something special,” she whined.
 
   T looked at her like she had lost her mind.  “Bitch, you married already, what you want?  You already gots a ring!”  He looked around. “You got a big house, you got a rich husband.  Shit.  You got some good black dick tonight.  What more you want?”
 
   “I don’t know,” said my wife miserably, wiping her nose.  “But it’s really shitty of you to just pick up and leave to got fuck another girl while your dick is still wet from fucking me!”
 
   “Pish, I’m not trying to hear that,” he said, waving a hand at my wife dismissively.  He came over to offer me a fist bump, but I refused, so he just tousled my hair.  “Come on playa, no hard feelings.  You wife got a sweet pussy, cuz.  You best tap that shit.  You got a sweet place, too, real classy, cuz.  You should be happy. Peace out.”  And T gave us the peace sign and walked right out.
 
   “Fuck!” cried my wife in frustration.  “Can you believe that guy?”
 
   “That’s a bad boy for you,” said Greg.  “Weren’t we just talking about how bad boys aren’t dependable?  There you go.”
 
   “Yeah, I sort of forgot about that part,” sighed Cindy.  She looked at me with a grimace.  “That’s why I chose I nice guy in the first place to avoid feeling like this.”
 
   “How do you feel?” I asked.
 
   “Jilted?  Used and discarded?  Forlorn?” Said my wife.  “On the other hand, I also feel exhilarated, and satisfied, and naughty,” she giggled.  “Oh, shit, T’s cum is leaking out of me all over the couch.  That man’s dick is like a firehose of semen.” She covered her crotch and jumped up to run to the bathroom, still in her slip.
 
   “For chrissake, honey,” I called after her.  “Do you have to put it like like?”
 
   “Don’t be such a nelly,” said Tara.  “And fix me a drink.”
 
   I jumped up to do her bidding.  Her bossiness seemed a lot more tolerable after I got to blow my wad inside her.
 
   “This is really going to be weird once we sober up,” I said, pouring another round of drinks.
 
   “Oh, I don’t think so,” said Greg, taking a seat with a sigh.  “I’m glad you fucked Tara.  It was really exciting to watch.  And since you did, you can’t really be mad at Cindy for fucking some other guy.”
 
   “Sounds about right,” said CIndy as she came back into the room.  She had cleaned up a bit and stuffed her boobs back into her slip.  Barely. 
 
   “I don’t know, I felt really jealous watching you with that guy.  You were really fawning over him,” I said, handing Tara her wine.  
 
   “Fawning over him?” Said my wife.  “Why I was trying to run away at the end and the big brute grabbed me and pinned me down on the couch.  He forced me to have sex with him.  And where were you?  Did you try to stop him?  No!  You were just sitting there with your face buried in my best friend’s snatch.”
 
   “This is bullshit, you were just playing hard to get,” I sputtered.  But Cindy only seemed to be half-kidding.  “Anyway, how was I going to stop him?”
 
   “That’s true, he was much bigger and stronger than you.  He would have crushed you,” said my wife.  The thought seemed to make her aroused again and she touched her crotch unconsciously.  ‘But you didn’t even lift a finger.  You just fucked Tara while he ravished me.”
 
   “Tara made me,” I said.
 
   “Such a beta,” sniffed Tara.
 
   “Yeah, that’s sort of beta,” agreed my wife.
 
   “Yeah, well, she got off pretty hard on it,” I said, feeling smug.  “And I wasn’t too afraid to break the rules and grab her bum while I came inside her.”
 
   “Wait, what?” laughed my wife.  “DId she make some rule against you touching her ass? That’s so fucking kinky, Tara.  How do you come up with this stuff?”
 
   Tara shrugged modestly.  “Improvisation, darling.  It just sort of came to me.  I think I have a natural dominant streak.”
 
   “Amazing,” said Cindy.  “So yeah, I guess we are sort of swingers now or something?”
 
   “Well, not exactly,” I said.  “I mean, it’s not like we are going to do this sort of thing on an ongoing basis.”  I looked around the room, but everyone was giving me a strange look.
 
   “Um, yeah, I think we are actually,” said Greg.  “I mean, everyone got off on this.  This was the most insanely hot night of my life.”
 
   “Agreed,” said Tara.  Then she came over and grabbed my crotch fiercely.  “And you will be servicing me at my discretion.  You don’t have any say in the matter.”
 
   “Holy shit,” I said.
 
   “And I just need to figure out how to convince Mr. T to fuck me with that big black cock again.  I like how he dominates me.  I mean, I haven’t been tossed around like that since I was a child.  That was hot.  And poor Sidney can’t hope to fuck me like that.  He’s too weak and polite.”
 
   “Jeez Cindy,” I said, feeling ashamed.  “You make me feel worthless.”
 
   “Oh, you are far from worthless.  You are still the love of my life.  You have provided a really comfortable situation for us.  I just want to play with, you know, more macho guys for a little while.  I’m sure it’s just a phase.  But don’t worry, I will let you watch.  And you seem to enjoy being disciplined by Mistress Tara over here, so I don’t feel too guilty.”
 
   “Nice,” I said.  I shook my head in amazement.  What was the world coming to?
 
    
 
   To be continued in Beta Husband Blues Book Two  - “Emotional Rubble”
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